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Sresdnrand varied, and the privileges are many and real.
What the “Wales” offers you
•
•
•
•
•
•

Prestige
Security
Congenial conditions
Known salary scales with annual rises up to age of 25
Paid holidays
Reasonable sick leave with pay
contributions with interest.

branch of the Bank.

bank of new south wales
AUSTRALIA ANO NEW ZEALAND
TRADING BANK OPERATING IN
FIRST AND LARGEST
in Australia, New Zealand, tin,
Over .
two branches hi London.
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School

BUILT to stand the rough and tumble .... and It
wears so well that it costs less in the long run. Glossy,
grained Globite fibre is weather, scratch and stain
proof. Easily packed, easy to cany, a smart Globite
School Case is better for books and accessories.
SIZES 16-INCH AND 18-INCH.

Globite
SCHOOL CASES

OBTAINABLE AT LEADING STORES
MADE BY FORD SHERINGTON LTD.
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Plan Now
for a better paid dignified

CAREER
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Modern business offers most lucrative, most progressive
irne^ds°Mmpetent operators for the mechanical brains

SpefenropSa^^rs^SeTSu^^^ in any omce. Their
important work provides opportunities for advancement.
All over the world trained operators of all
^
Burrouebs business machines are always m demand.

BimROTGHS^lSES^S
OPERATOR.
Phone or write personally for fuller Pa^lcuUrs and
suggestions to help with your plans to

©

the principal

urroug/is College
3 TUDOR STREET,
HAMILTON

PHONE HAMILTON 123

^EMLINESSi

THE PLAIN
TRUTH IS . . .

The Home of Electricity
Sales and Service
KING AND AUCKLAND
STREETS, NEWCASTLE

Electricity is the Magic
Genie that does your
household chores with
the greatest efficiency
known to science. Elec
tric appliances give you
better service and bet
ter living. There is no
more economical or
efficient source of power
in the world,

QUESTION:
WHAT IS THE
HEALTH FOOD
OF A NATION?

ANSWER:

ICE CREAM

THE ANSWER’S ON EVERYBODY’S LIPS!
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YOU’LL FIND FIRST FASHIONS
FIRST AT JOHN’S

WATCH
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FOR YOUR FASHION FUTURE
♦

I

EVERY YEAR YOU PAY THE PREMIUM
ON YOUR HOUSE, CAR OR FURNITURE
INSURANCE!

Remember, a Lower Premium
means a Saving Every Year
SECURE A LOWER RATE BY
INSURING THROUGH

SADDINGTONS

AN INSPECTOR V.ICC CALL TO MEET
YOUR CONVENIENCE

Phone B1464 (five lines) or write-

Saddington’s Insurances
Pty. Ltd.
INSURANCE BROKERS
NEWCASTLE
33 WATT STREET

[I.

YOUR EYES!
IF YOU HAVE A LAZY EYE
IF YOUR EYE TURNS IN OR OUT
IF YOU CANNOT READ
IF YOUR EYES ARE SORE OR
INFLAMED

IF YOV HAVE ANY EYE TROUBLE
CONSULT

BERESFORD DALEY
M.O.O.A.
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CIVIC BUILDINGS
391 HUNTER STREET
(Opposite Civic Station)

Phone B2660

NEWCASTLE

T. & G.
Mutual Life Assurance
Society Limited
Has Vacancies on the Clerical Staff of its Newcastle
Branch for the young: ladies of Intermediate
or Leaving Certificate Standard.

• PERMANENT POSITIONS

(Continuity of employment assured)

• EXCELLENT PROSPECTS OF
ADVANCEMENT
(Promotion made from the Society s
own Staff)

• BEST OF WORKING CONDITIONS
(In fine building, close to all transport)

• ATTRACTIVE SALARIES WITH
ANNUAL INCREASES
Call, Write or Telephone Miss T. Amour,
the Chief Lady Clerk.

T. & G.
MUTUAL LIFE SOCIETY
HUNTER AND WATT STREETS,
NEWCASTLE
PHONE: B 1561

THE AUSTRALASIAN TEMPERANCE
AND GENERAL MUTUAL LIFE
ASSURANCE SOCIETY LTD.
(Incorporated in Victoria, 1876)
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the staff,

1954

Principal: MISS D. WALLENT, B.A., Dip. Ed.
Deputy Principal: MRS. E. SHUTTLEWORTH, B.A.. Dip. Ed.
Department of English:
MISS I, WISHART. B.A. (Mistress),
MRS. R. BROWN, B.A.. Dip. Ed.
MRS. P, BRUCE, B.A., Dip, Ed,
MRS. H. DAVIDSON, B.A.
MISS G. FOLEY, B.A., Dip. Ed.
MISS L. McKENNA, B.A.
MISS I. PARADISE, B.A.
MRS. P. TOMS. B.A.
MISS E. WHITELAW, B.A.
Department of Classics:
MRS. R. BROWN, B.A., Dip. Ed.
MRS. L. McFARLANE, B.A.
Department of Modern Languages:

MISS M, BUSH, B.A. (Mistress).
MRS. N. EARLE, B.A., Dip. Ed.
MRS. M. FAIRLEY, M.A., Dip. Ed.
MISS G. FOLEY, B.A., Dip. Ed.
MISS J. POCOCK, B.A., Dip. Ed.
MRS. D. REAY. B.A., Dip. Ed.
Department of Mathematics:
MRS B. INGRAM, B.Sc„ Dip, Ed. (Mistress),
MRS. B. CASTLEDEN, B.A,
MISS R. M. LOGAN, B.Sc,. Dip. Ed.
MISS M. G. OLDFIELD. B.Sc., Dip. Ed.
MRS. E, SHUTTLEWORTH. B.A.. Dip. Ed.
MRS. P. TOMS. B.A.
MISS P. WAIDE, B.A., Dip. Ed.
Department of Science:

MRS. M. WHILEY, B.Sc., Dip. Ed. (Mistress).
MRS. M. CORNELL, B.Sc.. Dtp. Ed.
MRS, H, DEAN, B.Sc,, Dip, Ed.

MISS G. FAVALORO, B.A., Dip. Ed.
MRS, R. ROBERTS. B.Sc.. Dip. Ed.
MRS. J. WILSON, B.Ec., Dip, Ed.
Needlework: MRS, I. N. LEES, MRS. M. ANDERSON.
Art: MISS J. McGILCHRIST, A.T.D.; MRS. JAMES, A.T.D.
Music: MISS T, POST. D.S.C.M., L.T.C.L., L.Mus.
Physical Culture: MISS M. PAYNE, MISS H. LAYCOCK.
School Counsellor: MISS M, McCAULEY, B.A.. Dip. Ed.
Careers Adviser: MISS L. McKENNA, B.A.
Librarian: MRS. H. DAVIDSON, B.A.
School Maga^e:
MISS I. WISHART, B.A.; MRS. E. SHUTTLEiTORTH, B.A.,
Dip. Ed; MRS. D, REAY, B.A,, Dip. Ed.
13

Prefects:
Joan Elvin (Captain), Patricia Huxley (Vice-Captain), Dawn
Blanch. Margaret Cochrane, Catherine Elder, Janice Evans,
Valentia Fietcher, Nerida Lee. Judith McDonald. Jennifer Mills,
Margaret Muir, Valoha Neville. Julie Nixon, Delma Page.
Margaret Saddington, Ruth Small, Barbara Sticpewich.
House Captains and Vice-Captains;
Dangar: Jocelyn Green, Kay Farrell.
Delprat: Vina Stein, Barbara Kelso.
Parnell; Judy Cummings, Rosemary Woolley.
Parry: Elizabeth Sweet, Robin Young,
Tyrell; Anne Lloyd, Julie Kierath.
Wallis; Marty Malbon, Lynne Howland.

SCHOOL NOTES

Quite a few changes were made in the start for 1954. Miss
S. D. Payn, Principal of the School, was transferred to Dover
Heights Home Science High; Miss M. Tilse, Deputy Principal,
became Principal of Maitland Girls' High School; and Miss M
Wade Mathematics Mistre.ss at Newcastle Home Science High,
Miss L. Pollard, Science Mistress, was transferred to St. George'
Miss E. Grey to Newcastle Ho)ne Science High; Miss N Lea to
Wollongong; Miss B. Riach to Wellington; Miss P. Merritt to
Mullimbimby; and Miss J. Morris to Burwood Home Science
High.
Our good wishes go with those who have left, and we hope
that their memories of our school will be pleasant. We extend a
welcome to the newcomers, several of whom knew us of old.
Miss Wallent, Deputy Principal of Burwood Home Science High,
became Principal of Newcastle Girls’ High; and Mrs. Shuttleworth. Mathematics MisU'ess of Newcastle Home Science High
became Deputy Principal. Mrs. Whiley, Science Mistress of
Home Science High, transferred to us; Miss G. Favaloro and
Mrs. Dean, an ex-pupil of the school, arrived from Maitland
Girls' High; while Miss P. Waide was transferred from Singleton. Miss M, McCauley is our new School Counsellor; Mrs.
Anderson comes one half-day a week for Needlework- Mrs
James, who has replaced Miss L. Bond, is here part-time for
Art; and Miss Laycock, on exchange from England, attends two
days a week for P.T. Mrs. P. Toms, another ex-pupil, became
a member of the English staff.
During Miss McKenna's extended sick leave in second term
Mr. Nelson was on the English and History staff.
In second term Miss M. Burke was moved to Camden, and
Miss Boyd (after August vacation Mrs. Bruce) took her place.
The outstanding event of the year was undoubtedly the
visit of Queen Elizabeth II. Along with the rest of Australia who
could not be there in reality, we listened-in to the landing at
Farm Cove and experienced the mounting excitement as our
Queen set foot in Australia. We assembled to hear the Queen’s
opening of the State Parliament, and later in the month listened
to the opening of Parliament at Canberra,
On February 9tli the Queen visited Newcastle, and with the
other school children in the district the girls of this school
assembled at the Showground, and were proud to see Joan Elvin
Captain of the School, present a bouquet to the Queen Later’
on June 2nd, the girls attended at the Civic Theatre to see the
film “The Queen In Australia,” and re-lived the whole visit
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Our thanks are due

“.S3
the Assembly Hall and the Library.
The two coins minted in the reign of
stimulus to the imagination.
Citizen" A^soSaLn

We'’wish to thank visitors to the s'^ool who have spoken to
the girls in assembly. Mrs. Bayfield, librarian m charge of ^e
Children’s Library in Newcastle on March 18th addressed the
Birls on the Library; and Mrs. Rock, in April, gave a lauc
ftamp collecting and kindly lent some of
live
at the school. On 6th May, Mr. Hutchison, of the
a talk on the Coral Sea Battle and its commemoration m Coral
Sea Week Three speakers, Mr. J. Curthoys, Mr. J. Back a
Professor C Renwick, on 11th August gave advice concerning
farelrs It the Xversity College, and Miss Palmer spoke on
oiot Tiilv of the YW.C.A. as a world organisation. On 11th
Aulult Mr Inspector Cartwright brought Mr. tonuel. an Area
nSo'r of Education from the Philippines, to see over the
school. The Third Year girls were delighted to hear an all-tooshort address on the Philippines.
_
, ____
Our thanks are
who conducted an
school. Dr. Spindler. who
ful. aid Miss Nixon, _from^the Dep_artmental Libr^^^Service.
____ : from Sydney to conduct the library quiz,
who so kindly came
which was -.'j
one rf
■ the Education Week activities.
As Anzac Day fell on Sunday, the ceremony to commemoMte

ceremony ended with the National Anthem,
rin Fmnire Dav 24th May, the usual celebration was ^Id.
nf “The Queen’s Progress Through Her Realm.
Kathenne
Wallace talked of Newfoundland and Jamaica, Beverley N^on
of the Pacific Islands and New Zealand, Robin

fKed the tllk on New Zealand, and the school all joined in
“Ave Australia” and “Song Of Australia.
The Public Speaking Contest held by the British Empire
Society usually takes place in May, but this year tee finals were
in AuBult Lynne Howland won the Junior sechon. and Beth
O’Conlell came second in the senior. Lynne had her gold roedftl

J5
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and cheque for £5 presented to her at the British Empire Society
dinner by the Governor-General, Sir William Slim.
An innovation at our school this year was the presentation
of the Leaving Certificates to the girls who gained them in 1953.
On 4th June the Lord Mayor, Mrs. Purdue and Mr. and Mrs.
Gelfius came to the school. Last year’s Fifths, looking very
unlike schoolgirls, were happy to receive their csrtificates at
the hands of the Lady Mayoress, Mrs Purdue. Mr. Purdue and
Mr. Gelfius gave addresses, and the girls were pleased to meet
one another, the present Fifth and members of the staff. It was
a happy ceremony and one that we hope will be an annual event.
The Parents and Citizens’ Association has been as generous
as ever this year, and a tape recorder with radio has been
presented to the school. It has been used effectively in con
nection with English and French lessons and in music. No doubt
it wlD continue to be of great benefit.
Other gifts to the school by the Parents and Citizens include
two filing cabinets for pictures, sporting equipment and bur
saries for five students. A kitchen unit has been installed near
the gymnasium, and this will be of much service in P. and C.
activities at the school.
The whole school visited the City Hall to see the John Antlll
ballet “Corroboree,” and later heard the Vienna Boys' Choir at
the Stadium. The Second Years attended the Symphony Concert
at the Century Theatre in March, and Beverley Nixon seconded
the vote of thanks to the orchestra.
Entertainers who visited the school were Peter Scriven with
his puppets and E. and R. Wlebenga, who amused and instructed
with their folk dances.
The police lectures do not come under the heading of enter
tainment. but the girls enjoy them and without doubt benefit
greatly from the instruction given.
On nth May we entertained the Home Science High at a
sports afternoon. Matches were played, and the Prefects enter
tained to afternoon tea the visiting Prefects, while the teachers
entertained the visiting teachers, A return visit was made on
15th September, and, although it was a wet day and no matches
could be played, the Newcastle High School girls were pleased
to see over the Home Science High School, and again the after
noon tea parties were held, We met and gossiped with old
friends and met new ones.
The orchestra, which was begun by Miss Craig, has been
continued by Miss Post, and practises regularly, as does the
choir. The choir was called upon for items on the opening
night of Education Week in the City Hall, and at the concert
held by the Parents and Citizens in connection with the school
fete.
The fete, held on Friday, 13th August, was most successful
in spite of the inclement weather. Stalls which had been erected
in the Quadrangle were transferred to the Assembly Hall and
did good business there. Mrs. Gelfius, wife of the Area Director
opened the fete and spoke of the help parents gave to the school!
Class efforts, such as hoop-la, threepenny dips, "Record your
voice for sixpence,” puppet show, etcetera, helped to swell the
funds. A concert held in the evening was performed for a
crowded hall.
Children’s Book Week was held in conjunction with Educa
tion Week, and the posters and dust jacket entries were dis
played in the Library.
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In the pre-lnterraediate section of the Health Week essay
competition. G. Pears and J. Nield were ftrst and second, and
B. Dittoes and J. Burraston won certificates, while in the senior
section B. Kelso won third pri2e, with L. Sharp, J. Ley and K
Sweet certificate winners. The school joined in me Health
March, and B, O’Connell gave a talk over 2KO on “The School
Girl’s Health."
The inter-school debates, which had been abandoned during
the war, were revived this year, It was decided that the
schools of Newcastle district should compete, and the wmner
of this zone should meet in the final debate the winnii^ team
of the Sydney zone. Our team, Elizabeth O'Connell, Elizabeth
Sweet and Marilyn Russell, were the runners-up for the trophy,
being defeated by North Sydney by one point. Congratulations
to the winning team and to our girls for their fine effort.
The usual dances by the combined Boys’ and Girls’ High
Schools have been held, and were much enjoyed.
On 18th July the Newcastle Teachers’ College dramatic
group played “Campbell of Kilmhor” in the Assembly Hall to
Fourth and Fifth Year girls of Home Science High School and
this school. Our thanks go to the College and to Home Science
High School, who arranged for the performance.
Geography excursions to B.H.P. and Sydney were interest
ing and instructive, as were Historical Society visits to the
Cathedral, to Morpeth and to the Belmont mine. A visit to
Parliament House, Sydney, in October is being arranged by
Mr. Saddington, M.L.C., and we wish to express our appreciation
of his interest in the school.
This year the room over the Gymnasium was turned into an
Art room, and this arrangement gives more space to both Art
and Needlework. Blue linoleum has been put down on the sew
ing room floor, improving the look of the room and being of
practical value as well.
• At the G.S.S.S.A. Swimming Carnival, Newcastle Girls’ High
School tied with Burwood Home Science High for the HeUlngs
Memorial Trophy, which is presented to the team winning most
events in which lifesaving strokes are used. At the Athletics
Carnival in Sydney, Joan Woodward was first in the 11 years
championship, breaking the record. Two of our girls. Leone
Lawrence and Jan Scott, were chosen for the New South Wales
basketball team which visited Adelaide, and Jan Scott was
selected for the “All Australian” team. Jan Sinclair brought
honour to the school by her tennis, playjng for N.S.W. against
Queensland.
Several girls were successful in the art entries for Farmer’s
Hobbies Competition, and many pictures were displayed in the
Sun Art Show.
Lorraine Toomey won the Hamilton Rotary Club essay com
petition (junior section) with the essay on “Who Is My Neigh
bour?’’ and Fairlie Cato won first prize in the fauna protection
essay competion (junior section).
Fifth Year of 1953 presented to the school a small polished
table and vase for the entrance hall of the school, and' twelve
very lovely cups, saucers and plates for use when the school
entertains visitors.
We wish to express our thanks to the generous donors of
prizes and other gifts to the school, among others the firms of
Burroughs, Macmillan and Buttericks for books, the Shell Oil
17
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Company for pamphlets on oil, Miss Mulvey for a book for the
library, the Ex-Students’ Union for the gift of a clock to the
School Captain, and the visiting clergy for the gift of a book.
We are grateful to the "Sydney Morning Herald" for permission
to use the photograph of Joan Elvin presenting the bouquet to
the Queen.
Our thanks go to the firms who advertised in the magazine,
and the schools which have sent us copies of their magazines.

THE CAPTAIN’S MESSAGE
As the time for us to say good-bye to this fine school draws
near, we Fifth Year girls do so with a feeling of sadness. You
may think that you will be happy when your school days are
tehind you, but on looking back on the enjoyable times I have
had in fourth and fifth years, I realise that they will probably
be the two happiest years of my life.
We are also conscious of how much we owe to Miss Wallcnt
and all the members of the staff who have helped us with our
problems and the choice of our future careers. Whatever career
we may follow, its fulfilment will be achieved not only through
our own merits but also through the guidance of our teachers.
Five years ago. when we enrolled at Newcastle Girls’ High
School, we became an important part of a school with fine
traditions established over a period of many years. I say "an
important part" because on each and every one of us rests the
job of maintaining such wonderful traditions as sportsmanship,
scholarship, courtesy and consideration. I hope that as many
as are able will enrol at the newly established University in
our city and also the Training College, and help to build up a
tradition just as wonderful there.
So my message to the school is. having become a part of
such a fine tradition, maintain it and be proud to say that you
were a student at Newcastle Girls’ High School. Remember
also that, as in the words of your school song, you have gained
strength in knowledge, service and wisdom.

LEAVING CERTIFICATE RESULTS, 1953
Key to Subjects—
1. English
9. Modern History
13. Chemistry
2. Latin
16. Biology
3. French
17. Geography
4. German
19. Music
5. Mathematics 1.
20. Art
6. Mathematics 11.
7. General Mathematics
Adam. L. K.: lA 3B 9B 17B,
Atherton, P. M.: lA 3B 16B 17B.
Bacon. J. B.: IB 3B 9B 16A 17B.
Barrack. M. J.; lA 3B 9B 16A 17B.
Bobre, P. H.; lA 3B{o) 7B 9B 16A 17B.
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Body, B. J-: IB 3B 9B 16A 17B 20BBoisman, R. I.: IB 3B 9B 16B 17B 20ABordiss. B, A.: IB 3A'ol 13B 17B.
Bradley. E,; IB 3B 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Brogden. M. A.: IB 3B 16A 19A.
Brown. B- A.; lA 3B 9B 16B 17B 20B.
Cameron, M. A.; IB 3B*o) 7B 16B 17BCampbell, H, E-: IB 3Bio) 7A 9B 13A 17B.
Clark. B. J.; lA 3B 9B ISA 17A 20B.
Clarke, S, R.: lA 3B(o) 7B 9A 16A I7B,
Crane. H. S,: lA 2A 3H(2)(oi 5A 6A 13H(2).
Davis. E. J-: lA 3B 5B 6B 16A 17B.
Douglass, D. M.: !B 3B 7B 9B 16A 17A.
Edmunds, C. M.; lA 3A(o) 9B 16A 17B 20B.
Elvin. J,: lA 3B 7B 9B 16B 17A.
Ferguson, R. G,; lA ZB<o'i 9B 16B 17B.
Frater. A.: IB 3B 16B 17B.
Fry. J, A.: lA 3A(o) 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Glasson. A. M.: lA 2B 3A(ol 4A(o) 16B.
Goffet. J.: IHa) 2A 3H(lKo) 4H(l>(ot 16B.
Grant, J. M.: lA 3A(o) 7A 9B 16A 17B.
Hard, J. M.: lA 3A(o) 7B 9B 16A 17A.
Harrison, Pamela B.: lA 3B 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Harrison. Patricia B.: lA 3B 7B 9A 16A 17BHearn. J. A.; lA 9B 16A 17B.
Henri, M. H,; 1H(2) 3A(o) 7B 9H(2) IdA 17B.
Higgs. C, Y.: IB 3B 16B 17B 20B.
HiU, N. M,; IB 3B 9B WB 17B.
Hollingshed, E. L.: IB 3B 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Horne, L. J,; lA 3B 7B 9A 16A 17B.
Hoskins. J.; lA 2B 3A(o) 7B 16B.
Hughes, J. R.: lA 3A(o) 9A 16H(2) 17B 20A.
Hull, E.; 1H(2> 3B(o) 5H(2I 6A 13A 17B.
Johnson, D. P.: IB 3B 7B 13B I7B.
Jones, D, E.; lA 9B 16A 17A 20B.
Joyce, B. M,; lA 3A(o) 7B 9B ieH(2) 17B.
Kendall, M. C,; lA 3A 5B 6B 13H(1> 17A.
Lathwell. P. J,; 1H(2) 3Aio) 7B 9A 16A 17B.
Laverick, E-: IB 3A(o» 5Hl2) 6B 13A 17B.
Lewis. J. F, W.: IB 3B 7B 9B 13A 17B.
Lewis, P, J.; IB 3B 7B 16B 17B.
Lingard, T. N-: lA 3B 9B 16B 17B.
Lister, S. B.; IB 3Bto) 16B 17B.
McCormack, M.; IB 3B 7B 9B 16B I7B,
Mehan, G,: lA 2A 3H(2)(o) 4H(lKo> 7B 16A.
Millar, B. A.; IB 3B(o) 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Morris. S.: lA 2H(I) 3A(o) 7A 9B 13AMorriss, S. R.: lA 3A(o) 7B 9B 13B 17B.
O’Donnell, M. J.: lA 3B 7B 9A I6B 17B.
Ogden, S. E.: IB 3B SB 13B 17B,
Palmer. E. A.: IB 9H 16B 17B.
Palmer. M. A.: lA 2B 3H(2)(o) 4A(o> 7B 13A.
Pascoe, V. N.; IB 3B(o) SB 6B 13A 17B.
Rees, L, C;: lA 3A(o) 7B 9B ISA 17A.
Reid, J, M.: IB 3B 7B 16A 17B.
Renwick, A. D.; IB 2A 3Aio) 5A 6B 13A.
Rodgers. M. F.: IB 3A 7B 16B I7B.
Rubin, D. A.; 1H(1) 3A(o) 5A 6A 13H(1) HA.
Ryan, P.: lA 3B SB 6B i3A 17A.
Slarks, P. J.; IB 3A(o) 9B I6A I7B 19B.
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Small, M. M,: IB 3A 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Snelson, T. A.: lA 3B(o) 7B 9H(2) 16B 17B.
Thompson, K. M.: lA 3B 9B 16B 17B.
Whalen. J. J.: IB 3B 16B 17B
Wood, R. J-; lA 2A 3A(o) 5B 6B 13A.
Wyman, M. M. K.: lA 3B 7B 16A 17B.
Commonwealth Scholarships were gmned by S- Clarke, H.
Crane J Fry J Goffett, J. Grant, J. Hard. P. Harrison, M.
Henri’ j' Hughes, E. Hull, B. Joyce, M. Kendall, P. Lathwell.
E Laverick, 1 Mehan, S. Morris, M. Palmer. L. Rees, A. Renwlck, D. Rubin, P, Ryan, R. Smith. B. Snedden. T. Snelson and
R. Wood.
Julie Goffett and Shelagh Morriss are taking Arts at Sydney
University, while Suzanne Crane, Cynthia Kendall, Barbara
Miller and Dana Rubin are taking Science there.
is doing Physlollierapy, Patricia Lathwell Physics and
Ryan Agricultural Science at Sydney University. At Newcastle
University are Jennifer Bacon, Barbara Brown, Margaret Henri,
Anne Renwick and Robyn Wood doing Arts, while Marjorie
Palmer is doing Arts at Armidale University.
At Newcastle Teachers’ College are Lenore Ad^. Ruth
Boisman, Margaret Cameron, Sandalene Clarke, Delma Douglass,
Jan Elvin, Gaye Ferguson, Audrey Prater, Joyce Grant, Jean
Hard, Judith Hearne. Carol Higgs, Eunice Hollingshead, Lup
Horne, Josephine Lewis. Marlene McCormack, Shirley MorrU,
Nola Pascoe, Lavina Rees. Jocelyn Reid, Margaret Rodgers,
Beverley Snedden and Kaye Wyman.
Marion Brogden, Pamela Slarks and Katherine Thompson
won scholarships to Sydney Conservatorium, where they are
now studying. Colleen Edmunds is doing a Physical Education
course at Sydney Teachers’ College.
Several are nursing at Royal Newcastle Hospital, ^niong
them being Pam Atherton, Marlon Barrack, Beverley Clarke.
Anne Glasson. Jane Hoskings, Marlene Small and Jocelyn Whalan,
while Diana Jones and Sue Lister are laboratory assistants,
Ethelle Davis is working in a dental clinic. Julia Pry as an
assistant anaesthetist, and Pam Harrison is a laboratory tech
nician at the Mater Hospital,
Helen Campbell, Elaine Hull, Elizabeth Laverick, Sue Ogden
and Robin Smith are studying pharmacy, and Nacelle Lingard
is attending business college. Jennifer Lewis is working in a
bank, and Toni Snelson is a tracer at the Water Board,

INTERMEDIATE CERTIFICATE RESULTS
1953
One hundred and forty-five candidates out of 149 passed.

Byrnes, M. L. Campbell, D. R. Campbell, L. H. Cato, M. R.

ai

Chapman, J. A. Clinch, M. F. Coates, C. M. Cole. B. J. Connors,
J. Cummings, P. A. Cusick, V. Dalton, M. Davies, V. Davies,
B. B. Davis, P. E. Donaldson. A. H. Dunnlcliff. E. R. Eade, P. J.
Edson, H. M. English, M. H. Evans.
K. P. Farrell. R. F. Fisher. S. M. Franklin, R. G. Garner,
P. A. Gibson, M. L. Gillon, R. M. Gray, J. R. Green, M. J.
Gregory. B. A. Hall, M. E. R. Hall, B. 1. Hamilton, M. E. Harris.
D. B. Hawkins, C. M, Hay, M. G. Henderson, D. B. Herd, P. D.
Hetherington, C. A. Hodges, P. M. Hogan. J. M. Hoilier, C. J.
Howarth, R. M. Howells. L. E. Howland, H. E. Ingram, J. M.
Jackson, Y. F. Jayne, D. M, Jenks. C. J. Jones, J. M. Jones,
B. F. Jurd.
F. Keevevs, P. C. Keft, B. E. Kelso. C. Kemp, M, E, Ken
nedy, J. A. Kierath, J. Kimber.
J. F. Ley, D. C. Lieberman, E, A. Lloyd, N. A. G. Lockhart.
M. J. Lyall, G. H. Macaulay, G. J. McClure, A. McCormack.
J. E. MeElwaine, L. B. McDonough, F. McKenna, J, A. McQueeney, M. M. Malbon, B. A. Mason, J. L. Mason. B. Miles,
B. Miller, T. Mitchell, J. G. Mort. P. L, Morton. J. E. Moss.
D. Muncaster, S. Y. Nadin, J. I. Nicholas, P. J. Nichols. E. A.
O’Connell. M. A. O’Donnell, E. V. Orion. M. Ott.
P. L. Palmer, J. 1, Parrey. L. E. Paul, J. L. Post. P. A.
Powell, R. Poyner, E, Preston, A. P. Pritchard, J. F. Reid, C.
Reilly, C. J. Roach. J. M. Robertson, M. R. Robson, M. E. Russell.
L. B. Sharp, J. M. Shaw. P. C. Skelly, J. C. Slack. R. E.
Smith, W. Smith, R. M. Sneddon, C. Steel. M. J. Steel, V. C.
Stein, E. A. Stevens. L. C, Sullivan, E. C. Sweet, B. Szozda, M, R,
Taylor, N. Thomas, J. A. Thorpe, R. Towndrow, L. A. Varnes.
E. M. Wallbridge, P. Ward, B. F. Waters, R. M, Wines, V.
Whitelaw, R. C. Woolley.
As a result of the examination. Rosemary Woolley had her
bursary renewed, and Rosemary Buckland, Leslie Cato, Elizabeth
O’Connell, Lola Sharpe and Carol Steel gained Intermediate
Bursaries.

SPEECH DAY, 1953
The twenty-fourth Annual Speech Day was held in the City
Hall on 16th December, 1953. Mr. A. S. Madew, District In
spector of Schools, presided. The School Report was read by
the Principal, Miss S. D. Payn, and the Sports Report by the
School Captain, Julie Goffet.
Addresses were given by the chairman, the Lord Mayor of
Newcastle, Mr. Drake, the Area Director of Education and by
the guest speaker. Miss M. B. Henson, who had at one time been
Principal of the school, and who gave an interesting address to
the pupils and parents.
The School Choir, trained and conducted by Miss Craig,
sang several charming numbers, which included “Westering
Home,’’ "Five Eyes,’’ “O Peaceful England,’’ “Cuckoo Clock”
and "Hungarian Dance No. 5.” Marion Brogden and Pamela
Slarks played a piano duet, "Turkish Patrol.”
The investiture of Prefects was most impressive, and an
important part of the proceedings was the distribution of prizes
and certificates by Miss M. B. Henson and the sports trophies
2Z

by the president of the P. and C. Association, Mr. F. W.
Nightingale.
As Mr. Drake, the Area Director, was retiring early in 1954.
the opportunity was taken to show the school's appreciation of
him and his wife by presenting Mrs. Drake with a set of coffee
cups and saucers.
The Captain and Vice-Captain, Julie Goffet and Robin
Smith, proposed and seconded a vote of thanks to the speakers
and others who look part in the ceremony, which was concluded
by the singing of the School Song and National Anthem

PRIZE AND CERTIFICATE LIST, 1953
PRIZES PRESENTED BY MTSS M. B. HENSON.
Prize for Captain of School, presented by Ex-Students’
Union: Julie Goffet.
Elizabeth Meikle Memorial Prize for Best Pass in Leaving
Certificate Examination, 1952, presented by Mrs. A. Chichester;
Joan McKenzie.
Mrs. Mills’ Prize for Courtesy, Scholarship and Sportsman
ship; Suzanne Crane.
Mr. Helmore's Prize for Improvement: Annette Wiebe, Jean
nette Vaughan.
J. B. Henson Memorial Prize for Historical Society Essay
Catherine Elder, Barbara Morris,
Mrs. Bramble's Prize for Senior Debating: Margaret Henri.
Patricia Lathwell, Suzanne Crane.
Shield presented by Mr. S. McCormack for Senior DebatingTyrrell House (Captain, Patricia Huxley).
Mrs^ Bramble’s Prize for Junior Debating: Kathleen Temple.
Sandra McRae, Jacqueline Burraston.
Cup presented by Laurie Harvey for Junior Debating- Parrv
House (Captain, Ruth Small).
'
^”*^en-wick

FIFTH YEAR.
(presented by Mrs. D. Fayle); Anne

English: Dana Rubin.
Prizes presented by ParenU and Citizens’ Associatioi
History: Patricia Lathwell.
Latin: Shirley Morris.
German: Gwenda Mehan.
French; Anne Mehan.
Chemistry: Anne Renwick.
Biology: Barbara Millar.
Geography: Cynthia Kendall.
Mathematics I. and II.; Anne Renwick
General Mathematics (aeq.): Shirley Morris, Barbara Millar
Art: Janice Hughes.
Music; Marion Brogden.
Proficiency: Dana Rubin, Elizabeth Laverick, Elaine Hull
Special Proficiency Prizes; Suzanne Crane. JuUe Goffet.
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FOURTH YEAR.
Dux (presented by Newcastle Business College): Barbara Morris.
Prizes presented by Parents and Citizens’ AMOciation—
English: Barbara Morris.
History: Robyn Grierson.
French: Margaret Pont.
German: Barbara Morris.
Latin: Joan Sawyers.
Mathematics I.; Margaret Cochran.
Mathematics II.: Barbara Sticpewich.
Generai Mathematics: Lurline Abrahams.
Chemistry: Barbara Morris.
Biology: Nplda Reedman.
Art: Rosemary Babbage.
Geography (aeq.): Hilary Charker, Nerida Lee.
Physics and Chemistry: Dawn Blanch.
Needlework (aeq.); Janice Boyd, Carlene Deemer.
Proficiency; Dawn Blanch, Julie Nixon, Joan Sawyers. Lurbne
Abrahams, Pamela Westcott, Robyn Grierson, Catherine
Elder, Pamela Creary.
THIRD YEAR.
Dux (presented by Mr. D. Sexton): Elisabeth Sweet.
Prizes presented by Parents and Citizens’ AMOciation—
English: Lola Sharp.
French; Judith Bullerwell.
Latin (aeq.): Janet Price.
Latin (aeq.) and German: Denise Lleberman.
Mathematics I. (aeq.) and Mathematics II.: Elizabeth Sweet.
Mathematics I. (aeq.): Colleen Reilly.
Historv (aeq.): Elizabeth O’Connell, Barbara Miles.
Geography; Valerie Whitelaw.
Needlework: Beverley Waters.
Biology: Patrcia Eade.
Art; Janet Post.
_ ,
Elementary Mathematics (aeq,): Janice Jackson, Maureen Taylor.
Chemistry: Lola Sharp.
_
Proficiency Denise Lieberman, Lola Sharp, Rosemary Gray,
Fay Bennetts, Judith Bullerwell, Elizabeth O’Connell, Julie
Kierath, Robin Wines.
SB: Valerie Whitelaw, Una Lockhart.
3C: Rosalie Sneddon, Marcia Harris.
3D: Patricia Eade.
3E: Williamena Smith, Elaine Orton.
SECOND YEAR.
Dux (presented by Parents and Citizens’ Association): Jacqueline
Burraston.
Proficiency: Rachael Lieberman. Kathleen Temple, Geraldine
Pears, Doreen Brown, Yvonne Kraemer, Robyn Keevers,
Lynette Whitson, Anne Wilson, Consie McKern.
Mathiana Seskus, Marie Huddleston.
2d': Jill Symes. Judith Bawcombe.
2E; Margaret Burden.
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Certificates—
Karen Boisman: Elementary Mathematics.
Jacqueline Burraston: English, Latin, German, Combined Physics
and Chemistry, French (aeq,l. Mathematics I. (aeq.).
Jocelyn Davis: History.
Silver Harris: Art.
Marie Huddleston: Mathematics II.
Robyn Keevers: Needlework, Geography (aeq.).
Rachael Lieberman: Mathematics I. (aeq.).
Suzanne Skerritt: Geography (aeq.).
Jill Symes: Biology.
Kathleen Temple: French (aeq.), Mathematics I. (aeq.).
FIRST YEAR.
Dux (presented by Parents and Citizens’ Association); Judith
Davies.
,
Proficiency (presented by Parents and Citizens’ Association):
Patricia Harris. Helen Wansbrough, Helen Bray. Brenda
Gibbs, Golda Lieberman, Lorraine Toomey, Fairlie Cato,
Irene Beiford.
IB: Valerie Gibbs.
ID: Vicki Sovechles, Sylvia Gittoes.
Certificates—
Alice Adamson: Mathematics II. (aeq.).
Colleen Bolam: English (aeq.).
Helen Bray; English (aeq.), Hi.story (aeq.).
Suzanne Buckley; Needlework (aeq.).
Fairlie Cato: Needlework (aeq.).
Judith Davies: French, Mathematics II. (aeq.). Combined Physics
and Chemistry.
Brenda Gibbs; Latin.
Patricia Harris; German, History (aeq.).
Enid Paterson; Mathematics II. (aeq.).
Dianne Peat; Art.
Vicky Sovechles; Geography.
Helen Wansbrough: Mathematics I.

LIST OF TROPHIES AND BLUES
FOR SPORT, 1953
Athletic Point Score; Parnell House (Janice Evans).
House Relay: Delprat (Joan Bieler).
Ball Games Cup: Delprat (Joan Bieler),
Basket Ball Trophy; Parnell (Janice Evans).
Swimming Point Score: Parnell (Janice Evans).
First Year Ball Games: Tyrrell (Patricia Huxley).
Athletics School Championship: Joan Bieler.
Athletics Intermediate Championship; Joan Bieler.
Athletics Senior Championship: Elaine Hull.
Athletics Junior Championship: Jennifer McQueen,
Swimming Senior Championship: Neidra Hill.
Swimming Intermediate Championship: Kay Wyman.
Swimming Junior Championship: Jill Blakemore.
Total Point Score: Parnell (Janice Evans).
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BLUES.
Swimm'ingf Kay^Wym'an, Neidra Hill, Janice Evans.
Tennis; Beverley Sneddon, Barbara Kelso, Barbara Goodall.
Hockey; Diana Jones, Ruth Boisman, Coleen Edmunds, Barbara
Brown. Beverley Clark, Sheilagh Morris.
Basket Ball; Joan Bieler, June Lewis, Janice Evans, Robyn
Smith. Nita Brogan, Leone Lawrence.
Soft Ball; Janice Stein.

THE PARENTS AND CITIZENS’
ASSOCIATION
The task of providing amenities for the school, which do not
e withTn the^’orbit of the Department of Educator, is taken
come
care of by the Parents and Citizens Association.
of
ment so necessary to assist pupils in their education is me y
Snl fu^ds by many and varied activities, _ not the least of
which^ are functions conducted by the Ladies Auxiliai^.
ladles work tirelessly throughout the yf*';thejr thne
and a considerable amount of energy to ensure success, ine
Ichool principal and Teaching Staff give o^ry askance and
co-operation to the Association and play a part, by no mea
small, in activities.
,
It is very pleasing to mention that membership of the
Association is now almost 600.
Throughout the year a number of functions were conductech
On October ITth! 1953, the Annual Fair was conducted with
great success The 1954 Fair, held earlier than usual, took place
for the first time on a Friday, 13th August, and continued into
he evenhig cXinating in a Concert held in the School As
sembly Hall. This function was more than usually successful.
A play, “Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs,” was performed
at the City Hall on 9th December,
In February last the usual welcome was given to mothers
of new pupils.
,
,
Protects completed during the year were: New stainless
steei^shik and electric sink heater provided,
school choir, two picture ftling cabinets Purchased, five annu^
bursaries of £15 each were allotted to students,
recorder provided, sporting equipment provided, honour boards
have been kept up to date.
firms and inditwo
The Association’s thanks go to the many
viduals who generously made donations to funds during the
year.
Meetings are held each month as follows;
Parents and Citizens’ Association, at the school at 8 p^m.
„„ fiS'S'ursday. Pr.sWent, F W.
Hon. Secn-elnry,
s G Wither; Hon. Treasurer. Mrs. A. E. Mood.
T ariies’ Auxiliary at No. 2 Committee Room, City Hall, 10.30
am second SsTay. President, Mrs, N. XX Wheeler; Hon
^'reta^, Mrs. N. Oldham; Hon. Treasurer, Mrs. M. McCoach.
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NEWCASTLE UNIVERSITY COLLEGE
This year Newcastle has been fortunate in gaining a Uni
versity College, and among the thirty-five Arts I. students
Newcastle Girls’ High has four representatives. Anne Renwick.
Robyn Wood, Barbara Brown and Margaret Henri.
Being the first members of the Faculty of Arts, the first
year students have been confronted with the task of creating
an atmosphere of University life. When we arrived at the
Coilege we were presented with iecture rooms and lecturers,
and that was all. In the past seven months we have achieved
several things. We now have a University paper, “Opus,” which
at present is published monthly, a Cosmic Club, which is to
have its first annual dinner very soon, and a Recorded Music
Club. Constitutions have been drawn up for a Fencing Club and
a Tennis Club, and. if our numbers increase as much as we hope
they wiU. next year we wish to compete in inter-varsity com
petitions. We have also organised several social functions, all
of which have been very successful. Our “Open Day” enjoyed
a wonderful response by the citizens of Newcastle.
A number of our lecturers have assured us that we are
very lucky in having small numbers, because we are able to
achieve a greater degree of friendliness, both with the students
and staff. 1 feel this is a definite asset, and I hope we will be
able to extend the hand of friendship to many of the Fifth Years
of 1954.
—MARGARET HENRI,

UNIVERSITY OF NEW ENGLAND.
The year 1954 has been an important one for the University
of New England, as at the beginning of this year it gained its
autonomy and is no longer a college of Sydney. If you are
thinking of taking up a University course next year, you would
be wise to consider coming up to Armidale, as it has many
advantages, the main one being that it is residential. As it is
a small University, it needs more undergraduates, so come to
Armidale. and I assure you that you certainly won't regret it.
There are quite a few girls from N.G.H.S. up here now
Robin Irwin has distinguished herself and is doing Chemistry
honours: Margaret Gardiner and Marie Morriss are in Arts 3Jane Campbell, Gladys Clarke, Elizabeth Guilford Robin
Thomas and Helen Yarrington are in Arts 2; Bonnie Manning in
Science 2; and Marjorie Palmer in Arts 1.
Of course, you don’t work all the time here. If you don’t
wish to spend your spare time browsing round the Ubrary there
are films, talks, debates and societies catering for all interests
and that delight of all students, morning and afternoon on the’
southern lawns.
Come to New England University, and you won't regret it.
—MARJORIE PALMER.
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<eA WORD FROM THE WOMEN’S COLLEGE,
UNIVERSITY OF SYDNEY
When anyone asks Sue, Dana, Shelagh or me what Sydney
is like, we all say in a vague sort of way, "Oh, it’s wonderful!"
because there are always too many new and exciting things
happening to taik about them all at once.
College life is full of dances, musicals, brews (suppers which
begin at any time and end usually early in the morning), debates
and right now a Freshers’ play. There are also a few lectures
every day from rather stern-faced Professors who seem to be
preparing some sort of farewell examination for us at the end
of the year.
Newcastle Girls' High is very well represented, both at
College and University, where some of us are doing Science,
some Physiotherapy and some in Arts reclining. There is a
magnificent library at College, very niuderii and sunny, which
looks out on to grounds full of pink and white Azaleas, green
Laurels, red Coral trees and spring blossoms—a real inspiration
to us to work hard and to be back here next year.
We all look back with pride on the school we shall try very
hard to live up to. We wish every success to the girls sitting
tor Intermediate and Leaving Certificates this year, and hope
to see lots of them here next year.
—JULIE GOFFET,

NEWCASTLE TEACHERS’ COLLEGE

«

Newcastle Girls’ High School has maintained its record
number of girls at Newcastle Teachers’ College this year.
We found that college life is interesting and that social
activities and sport play a major part in our daily life.
Many of us have joined clubs which have provided diversions
from study. The Drama Club has been very active this year,
having produced nine plays starring college students. We are
all looking forward to the presentation of “The Pirates Of
Penzance,” which, as a result of much effort and enthusiasm on
the lecturers and students' part, is sure to be a most accom
plished performance.
This year the College was host to Sydney Teachers' College
during the inter-collegiate visit, and the students played a major
part in the organisation of the actual visit. All agreed it was a
great success.
Practice teaching proved an eventful and enjoyable experi
ence for three weeks earlier this year. During this time we
gained our initial experience in the art of teaching.
Even at college we cannot escape examinations. Many exGirls’ High students acquitted themselves creditably, Jean Hard
coming second in the year.
We hope to see many of you here at Newcastle Teachers’
College next year, as we heartily recommend the life.
i
r
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EX-STUDENTS’ UNION

The outstanding functions of each year are the ‘‘Baek-ToSchool" Day and the Annual Dinner. At the latter the guest
speaker last year was Dora Birtles. a former PUPjl
of Newcastle Girls' High School- This year Marjorie Rouse, a
?ormerCaptain of the school, recently
and now head of Home Science at East Sydney Technical Col
lege, is to give the address.
Each year a travelling clock is donated to the retiring
Captain of the school.
The Union is looking forward to welcoming as members
those students who will soon become ex-students of Newcastle
Girls’ High School.
—VALERIE GRIERSON, Hon. Sec.

THE HISTORICAL SOCIETY
The meetings and activities of the Historical Society t^
year have met with the keenest interest and enth^smsm. Mem
bership has reached about one hundred and fifty, a worthy
response to the efforts of the office-bearers.
-- 4t thP first meeting in March the foUowing officers were
Elizabeth Sweet President; Janice McElwame. Secre"' fRosSry Gray Treasurer; Lola Sharpe and Elaine Orton.
tary
Publicity Officers.
u , +v^
Manv interesting and varied topics were chosen by the
members^ who have^ delivered lecturettes at the meeting^
Elizabeth Sweet on “The Newcastle Historical Society, Lola
ihafn on Sra"“ Elizabeth O’Connell on “Dangar” _ and
Colleen Outerldge on “Parry/;
■■Sffiaham “palaS”
Eureka Stockade," Rosemary Gray on Buckingham Palace.
Neroli Graham on “Dunmore House.
^
Two verv enjoyable debates, one senior, the oUier jumofhave^een held. In the senior debate. “That the White ^^^a
nave ^
” the Ooposition of Judy Cvunniiiigs,
Robin Wines^and Margaret Saddington defeated the Government
nt Tiilie Kierath Margaret Steel and Catherine Elder. In the
junior debate, “'That history is of more importance than raattethe Community,’’ the Government, Lynn Pritchard,
Verity Mackintosh and Maureen Castles, defeated the Opposi
tion, Rosemary Long. Kay 'Turner and Rosalie Asher.
In April a tour of Newcastle Cathedral was conducted for
first vefr members, while in May there was an excurelon to
historical Morpeth. A memorable inspection of Belmont Colliery
wa^made
July, at which the girls, carrying mining lamps, dug
^
aef off kn exDlosion- Next October a trip to Sydney
U iannel whte fourth year students will hear question time
at Parliament House.
, ^ ,
nutstanding abUity was shown in the Historical Quiz conduct?d by the officers in June. Over two hundred girls entered.
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and the valuable book prize, the “Wonderful Story Of London,”
was awarded to Merrie Graham of Third Year, whose entiY
revealed a sound knowledge of historical events.
On behalf of the members and ofRcers of the Historical
Society, I would like to extend our sincere appreciation to the
Patron. Miss Wishart. for her valuable support, assistance and
unfailing interest in all the activities of the Society.
—JANICE McELWAINE.

1'

ART IN THE SCHOOL

I y

li

•
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We were very fortunate at the beginning of the year in
obtaining the old typing room above the gym dressing room to
use as an art room, after having to share the present sewing
room for so long.
It is a very pleasant room, painted In pastel shades, and
there is plenty of wall space to display the work of the pupils.
Miss McGilchrist has hung an interesting blue-patterned cur
tain over the ugly row of lockers at the front of the room, and
placed cactus gardens and pot plants in beautifully shaped bowls
on various cupboards and tables around the room, making it
restful and attractive to work in.
Our thanks are due to the Parents and Citizens' Associa
tion, which so kindly gave us our elegant new cupboard, smokegrey on the outside and red lacquer on the inside, which stands
in a corner of the room.
We have been very successful in the Farmer's Hobbies Com
petition this year. In the 10, 11 and 12 years’ painting, M.
Castles was very highly commended; 13, 14 and 15 years’ paint
ing, S. Harris was very highly commended; in the 13, 14 and 15
years' drawing J. Nixon was first, S. Harris second, and L.
Sargent and J. McFadden were very highly commended. In
the design, S. Harris won first prize.
Beth Abell, Maureen Hall and Noel Blanchard were given
small books on artists for their posters advertising the Spring
Dance held in August this year.
In the Book Week competition, Merran Bunning won the
senior poster competition and Margery Bell the junior, while
Marion Crothall won the senior and Vivienne Andrews the
junior dust jacket.
A large number of pupils had pictures hung in the New
castle “Sun” Children's Art Show this year out of the approxi
mate one hundred who entered.
Some Second and Third Year classes have been making and
decorating rooms this year, and some very creditable attempts
have been completed. It Is Miss McGilchrist’s intention to begin
mobile sculpture this year, and this should prove Interesting.
I am sure that, on the whole, the past year has been a very
successful one in the Art field, It IS to be hoped that the
ensuing year will prove as successful.
—MARION CROTHALL, 30,
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MUSIC
The school choir has been progressing in excellent fashion
this year under its new mistress, Miss Post, to whom we extend
a sincere welcome.
On Anzac Day the school, accompanied by our orchestra,
sang the “Recessional” and then the choir sang “Rest In Peace.
On Empire Day we sang “Ave Australia.” The N.G.H.S. choir
was invited to render an item at the official opening of Education
..
“The Blue Danube" was sung, and an opportunity was
Week,
given to choir members on the same night of hearing items from
other schools in the Newcastle district. On the night of our
school concert the choir sang the beautiful Elgar version of the
National Anthem and also "Humpty Dumpty.”
We also enjoyed the interesting experience of having two
The replaying provoked much
of our songs recorded.
laughter in some places, as we realised our deficiencies, However, it proved of great benefit, and as a result practices were
renewed with enthusiasm. Rehearsals of our Speech Day items
will soon be commencing.
Our school orchestra, consisting of seven violins, one ’cello,
four flutes, two recorders, one drum, castanets, trlangles and a
piano, gave renditions of “Old Black Joe” and “Old Virginia” for
the school concert. Soon we will be frantically practising for
Speech Day. Our tuning-up is becoming more professional at
each practice. At present there is a great shortage of violins,
so, all budding violinists, here’s your opportunity.
This year large numbers of our girls attended performances
by the Sydney Symphony Orchestra. Also, many took advantage
of the concessions to the school children and in August attended
performances by the National Opera Company.
We would like to thank the pianists of the Fourth Year
music class, Judy Cummings, Margaret Steele, Margaret Gillon
and Judy Ley, for proving of such value to school assemblies,
and also Margaret Elkin for giving up her time so willingly to
accompany the choir this year. (Incidentally, Margaret is the
orchestra’s sole ’cellist).
Our sincere thanks go to Miss Craig, the founder of our
orchestra, for her untiring work with the choir and orchestra
during her two and a half years at our school. We wish you
much happiness in your new position. Miss Craig.
Lastly, we must express our deep appreciation to Miss Post,
our present music mistress, Her energy seems to have been
unlimited, and as a result of her efforts the choir gave a
beautiful performance at the opening of Education Week.
—JULIE KIERATH, 4A.

THE LIBRARY
the juniors. Merran Bunning (3A) won first place in the senior
poster competition, and Marjorie Bell (ID) was first m the
junior The Book Quiz this year was made particularly Interest33
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ing by holding the finals al an open day during Education Week.
We were privileged to have Miss Nixon, of the Library Service
in Sydney, to conduct the finals of the Book Quiz sessions, and
we had as our guests on that day the mothers of many of the
pupils.
About 280 books, at a cost of £140, were added to the
already fine range in the library, In an effort for funds to
improve the library, £94/5/8 was raised, So far a teacher's
charging table has been bought, and material to put curtains
along the corridor. Also we are thankful to the P. and C. for
the gift of a picture filing cabinet.
This year’s First Year classes have shown particularly great
interest in the library. To our large range of encyclopaedias
has been added “The New Australian Junior Encyclopaedia." A
series of “Little Golden Books", printed in French and German,
added to the library this year, has proved very popular. An out
standing demand for Dickens’ books has been shown, while the
old favourites, such as Georgette Heyer and Mary O’Hara, are
ever-popular.
The success of this year is largely due to Mrs. Davidson,
who has devoted such a lot of her time to the library, and has
been untiring in her efforts. The work of the Fourth Year girls,
who have given up their lunch hours, is also appreciated.
—CHRISTINE COLE, 4th Year.

THE I.S.C.F.
Again this year the meetings of the Inter-School Christian
Fellowship, held in Room 1 at our school, have maintained their
steady attendances, and enthusiasm is very keen.
These meetings of Christian Fellowship are proving helpful
and doing much towards maintaining the standards of our
school.
We have had varied events throughout the year, each meet
ing being successful.
Various missionaries have addressed our meetings, these
including Miss Carter from Syria, Miss Traise from Africa, and
Miss McNaught from India.
The programme of local events compiled by Miss Patterson
(I.S.C.F. staff workeri. Miss Oldfield and a representative com
mittee of girls has proved to be interesting and profitable. These
included quizzes, a picnic to Marmong Point and also a hike to
the Lagoon.
Our Annua! Dinner was a great success, 500 I.S.C.F. mem
bers attending it and enjoying themselves thoroughly.
We were sorry to say “good-bye” to Miss Lea. who has
been transferred to Wollongong High School, but we sincerely
welcome Miss Oldfield, who has endeared herself to us all.
The opportunity for our girls to address our meetings has
proved to be a great help to us all. The camps at Mt. Victoria.
Yarramundi and Gerringong were well attended this year, and
were enjoyed by everyone.
The girls of the I.S.C.F. have appreciated another year-af
Christian Fellowship under our leaders, Miss Patterson and Miss
Oldfield, and we heartily invite any who have not attended
before to do so this year and have fellowship with us there in
Room 1.
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SOCIAL SERVICES
In September, 1953, an effort week was held in the school,
during which the girls raised £103/10/- by organising class
efforts such as concerts or lunch time dances. Of this money,
£20 was sent to Stewart House Preventorium and £25 was sent
to the United Nations Appeal for ChildrenThe rest of the money was divided among local chanties.
The King Edward Home for Children received £25, and £5 was
sent to each of the following; The Crippled Children’s Hospital,
The Benevolent Home for Old People, The Newcastle City Mis
sion. The Deaf and Dumb Institution at Waratah, and the Chil
dren’s Section of the Mental Hospital.
Letters of appreciation were received from these organisa
tions and invitations were received to attend parties at the
Wickham Kindergarten and the King Edward Home for Children. Joan Elvin and Shirley Thwaites attended the party at
the Wickham Kindergarten.
„ * .
According to her usual custom, Miss Paradise has collected
magaaines from the girls, and these were sent to Australia’s
outpost at Manus Island. Letters of thanks have been received
from chaplains of the Royal Australian Navy at Manus.
This year, once again, books, good comics and Christmas
cards have been sent to the King Edward Home. Darby Street.
__ELIZABETH O’CONNELL, 4th Year.

DEBATING
Again this year debating was very popular, all girls taking
defeated Delpr.t, WelUs
defeated Parnell and Tyrrell defeated Dangar. These were all
closely contested debates, with only half a point or a point
difference.
,
.
j
Next Parry defeated Wallis. Tyrrell defeated Parry, and
Parnell successfully debated against Delprat.
The junior competition was run at the same time, The
first rounds were won by Delprat, Dangar and Tyrrell. Next
Delprat defeated Dangar, then defeated Tyrrell. Parry won its
debate against Wallis (by a forfeit).
„ .
^ v .u
The finals in both senior and junior will be finished by tne
This year a school debating team, consisting of Fourth Year
girls was chosen to enter in a competition for Mrs. Vernon
Cole’s trophy. The team. Elizabeth O’Connell, Elizabeth Sweet
and Marilyn Russell, succeeded in winning the Newcastle section
of the competition by defeating Newcastle Home Science High
School, Maitland Girls’ High School and Cessnock Girls High
School.
On 18th August our team went to Sydney to debate against
the Sydney section winners. North Sydney Girls’ High School.
The subject was ‘That there should
. be
„ closer relationship
The North Sydney
between the English-speaking countries.
wish to^thank Mi^^Foley for arranging and adjudicating
the debatesj and for the helpful criticism she has given all
who
adjudicated the interdebaters, and
;.... also Miss B. Anderson,
„
•
school debates and gave excellent advice.
—ELIZABETH SWEET, 4th Year.
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Back row: M. Russell, E. Sweet, E. O’Connell.
Front row: (Reserves) L. Howland, J. Bullerwell.

AN EXCURSION TO THE B.H.P.
In March this year the Fifth Year Geography students,
accompanied by Miss Favaioro and Mrs. Wilson, visited the
B.H.P., one of the largest steelworks in Australia.
' First we saw the central laboratory, where samples of pig
iron and steel are examined, and then the testing room, where
the strength of the steel produced is tested.
We were fortunate enough to see one of the three blast
furnaces and one of the many coke ovens being "tapped.” Also
we saw the open hearth ovens where the Steel is made. It is
made into ingots and these are heated to red heat and then
passed through a series of rollers to form long strips about four
inches wide.
After being cut into definite lengths, the strips of steel are
sent to various parts of the works, some being made into wire,
36

■

some being rolled out to make water pipes, and some being made
into angles, beams and plates.
_
„
The B H P is self-contained, and there are over sixty miles
of rail lines in the plant, as well as many roads and an extensive
wharf. It is connected by rail with many other plants, and it
generates its own power.
_
We had a very Interesting and educational afternoon, and,
despite the great amount of dirt and smoke which hovers over
the steelworks, I am sure that we all enjoyed ourselves. For
this we must thank Miss Favaloro, Mrs. Wilson and our competent guides.
—DAWN BLANCH, 5A.

THE GEOGRAPHICAL EXCURSION
TO SYDNEY
As the study of cities is part of the Leavmg Certificate
syllabus, the Fifth Year geography students went to aydney
earlier this year to obtain first-hand information. We travelled
on the morning Flyer in charge of Miss Favaloro and ^s.
Wilson At Central Station we caught an electric tram to York
Street Station and walked to Erskine Street Wharf, where we
caught the launch.
Leaving the wharf, we passed the berths for inter- and
intra-state shipping at Pyrmont, the Colonial Sugar Refineries
and Caneite works at Johnston’s Bay. and the timber ysrda,
wheat silos, oil stores and soap works in White Bay. At Mort s
Bay the shipyards and docks were of greatest importance. Here
also are the headquarters of the Water Police and the Maritime
Services Board. Passing Cockatoo Island, a large dockyard, we
went as far as the Parramatta River, At Abbotsford is «e
largest Nestle’s chocolate factory, and the large Lysaght s works.
On the north side of the harbour the land is used mainly for
residential purposes and parks.
Passing under the Harbour Bridge, we crossed to the south
side of the harbour to see the Naval Dockyards. The scene
became less industrial and more residential towards Rose Bay
and Watson’s Bay. A remarkable feature is that most of the
land is taken up with large blocks of fiats.
We had lunch near South Head, and then quickly made our
wav back to the wharf. We found we had an hour before the
train was due to leave for Newcastle, which we aU used to
investigate David Jones', and we had no trouble m s:^ni^
the rest of our money. From David Jones' we went to Central
to catch the Flyer back to Newcastle.
We would like to thank Miss Favaloro and Mrs. Wilson for
taking us on such an interesting excursion, and for the trouble
they took in arranging it.
—CATHERINE ELDER, 6A.

SCHOOL DANCES
The dances held this year have been a great success, the
ipost popular being the ones held in the second term after our
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sports, and also the one after the boys' sports. We all appreci
ated the fine tea given by the mothers in both cases.
The first dance of the season was held at Boys’ High, and
ex-Fifth Years were invited to attend. Although Fourth Years
attended with mixed feelings, they soon settled down and every
one seemed to enjoy the evening.
We are very grateful to our Ladies’ Auxiliary, who con
ducted the Spring Dance to which all Fourth and Fifth Years of
the district schools were invited. The crowd made dancing
almost impossible, but we all enjoyed it, especially the thrill
of wearing our “long frocks."
Two other formal dances were held at Boys' High, the
Supper Dance and the Cadet Dance. At the latter the boys
looked very impressive in their uniforms.
We would like to thank Miss Wallent and Mr. Beard for
their support and interest in the dances, also members of the
staff wJio have attended.
We are looking forward to more dances this term, as it is
obvious that these create comradeship and friendliness between
the two schools.
—KAY FARRELL, 4tb Year.

THE ROYAL TOUR OF NEWCASTLE

1

A few minutes past one o’clock in the afternoon of February
9th, 1954, Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II. and the Duke of
Edinburgh visited Newcastle. It was the most exciting day in
the history of Newcastle, as Queen Elizabeth was the first reign
ing British Monarch to visit the city. At a tiuarter past one. Her
Majesty and the Duke of Edinburgh, accompanied by the Royal
party, arrived at Newcastle railway station, which was gaily
decorated, and proceeded along the Royal progress route, which
was also beautifully decorated. At half past one the Royal
couple arrived at the City Hall, where they were welcomed by
the Lord Mayor of Newcastle and presented with an address of
welcome, to which the Queen replied. Her Majesty and His
Royal Highness then entered No. 1 Sports Ground, where Her
Majesty reviewed war widows, Legacy wards, etc.
The Royal couple then proceeded towards the Showground,
where over 40,000 school children welcomed her. representing
over 400 schools. A tableau, “Welcome To Our Gracious Queen,”
was formed. People presented to Her Majesty included the
Inspector of Schools, Mr. Drake, and his wife. The Captain
of Newcastle Girls’ High School presented Her Majesty with
a bouquet from all the school children. A choir of 500 voices
led in singing the National Anthem.
Her Majesty and His Royal Highness then inspected the
Broken Hill Pty. administrative building.
Then the Royal couple crossed to Stockton, via Newcastle
Wharf, in the Royal barge. A great welcome awaited them
there, and, after having driven through huge crowds, they
arrived at Williamtown aerodrome at twenty minutes to five,
and a few minutes later departed for Lismore.
—B. LIEBERMAN, 3C.
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THE CELEBRITY

There is an expectant hush among the great muUiWde of
concertgoers seated in this vast hall. An electric feeling is in
the air—a thrilling feeling which makes
“h
as fast and makes you wonder if anyone could ever feel such
excitement and such joy, a joy which rises from ye«r heft up
to your throat like a monster trying to choke you. “ f
you.
And now tC’'ihenee is shattered. First like a
^
of thunder, then nearer and nearer, mounting,
mighty crescendo till like a thunderbolt it bursts upon the huf
^illness and you find yourself a part of that combinfion of
sound the feverish clapping which heralds the approach f the
bearer of your passion. The celebrity himself
your misty eyes as a colossus, he bows to the assembled throng,
the lights^ go out, the National Anthem is played, and silence
reigns once more.
,
. .
This virtuoso is the person who is envied, He has been
given the gift of expressing what is in his heart, what was in
the minds and hearts of those who lived hundreds of years ago.
This divine music he is now bringing forth lifts your mind above
the thoughts of everyday life; for the tirne bemg you fe in a
different world. Your whole body seems to be moving with the
sounds that fill the air—now bright and finltUn?'
f®®P’
foreboding and passionate. As you gaze, the vision f
'
graceful yet powerful hands flying over the keyboard is
fnthrined in your mind. This vision is one which wlU nspire
%u in the days ahead to work harder and harder to win that
goal you are aiming for.
Alas' all too soon It is over, the crowd disperses, all Ughte
returns into the darkness from where
are dimmed, the celebrity
he came, and you are left alone, already thirsting for the next
occasion when you may drink in this intoxicating, paralysing
happiness.
—ROSEMAHY BUCKLAND, 4A.

OPEN DAY AT THE UNIVERSITY
OF SYDNEY
A very busy scene met our eyes as we arrived, by tram.
at the main gates of the University grounds. My mothCT,
“
and I had come down from Newcastle for the occasion of the
annual “Open Day” of the University of Sydney.
After being given a programme which set out every point
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and display in a very comprehensive manner, we decided to
visit the Zoology Department, as we had been advised that a
crowd would gather there in the afternoon. The laboratory was
filled by children and some parents. The main attraction seemed
to be Professor Fairfax, known to many as “Tom the Naturalist"
in the National Children's Session. His prize exhibit was a
small collection of “Australian Corroboree Frogs." which are
extremely rare. Another point of Interest was the Drosophila
or Vinegar Fly exhibit. The flies, which have since been exposed
to cosmic rays in the upper atmosphere, are used by geneticists
in studying problems of heredity.
We spent the greater part of the morning in this fascinating
department, and then proceeded to the Fisher Library, where
there was an exhibition of old and interesting library treasures
and parchments. Below the library was the Nicholson Museum
of Antiquities, where we saw mummies, busts of famous Greeks
and Romans, Stone Age pottery, reproductions of famous
statuary and the like.
We lunched in the main quadrangle, accompanied by a
recital on the University War Memorial Carillon,
The quadrangle is a very impressive sight. On four sides
the stone, carved walls and ornate windows looked down on
happy groups on the green lawns.
The most interesting of all these buildings was the Great •
Hall. The University would not be the University without the
Great Hall, the scene of the conferring of Degrees and of
welcoming important guests, like the Duke of Edinburgh. As
we entered an organ recital was in progress. Of all the Uni
versity, the Great Hall was the most impressive building. Its
high cedar roof, its stained glass windows, its beautiful tapes
tries, its statues and portraits gave it an atmosphere of solemn
dignity, augmented by the rich melodious strains of the organ.
Leaving the Great Hall, we visited the Anthropology
Department, since ]ny young brother had, at that time, a great
fascination for aboriginal music, particularly the didgeridoo.
However, we soon persuaded him to leave, and attended a lecture
demonstration called “Spectacular Chemistry.” The programme
included the wonders of liquid air, flares and numeious other
novel and striking aspects of modern chemistry. The most
spectacular part was at the end of the lecture, when one of the
flares misbehaved unexpectedly, giving off a red. pungent smoke
which made everybody cough and splutter.
Re-entering the main quadrangle, we were attracted by
some German folk singing, and I was pleased to notice there
Julie Goffet, a former School Captain, and also her sister,
Jeanette, who was once a Prefect.
The old. Medical School and the Physiology Department
were our next ports of call. As we entered the buildings we
were confronted by signs such as “Are You Anaemic?" inviting
people to have their blood tested or their pulses counted. Other
demonstrations included glass blowing, an ink record of the
heart sounds on a phonocardlograph, and the bicycle and rowing
ergometers used by Professor Cotton.
Much to our disappointment, we were unable to enter the
School of Physics, due to the overwhelming crowds of people.
Among the physics displays were those on cosmic ray research,
radio-activity in silver and other metals, apparatus used by
students, and numerous films, all of which would have been
particularly interesting.
To use up the little time we had left, we wandered through
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the tennis courts by the hockey field, and also visited the
Women's College, which was open for inspection. Here again
we met the Goffet sisters, who are staying there.
Inevitably came the time to leave the University. After a
last peep into the library and the Great Hall, we walked down
the picturesque lawns and, looking back, 1 wished that I could
have spent a week of “Open Days” looking at ail the other
sections which we had no time to see, and I resolved to go again
next year to this place of tradition and inspiration.
—ROBIN WINES, 4A.

MY FIRST VISIT TO THE DENTIST

r

One morning, as I was out in the garden playing games with
two of my girl friends, a terrible feeling came into my mouth,
as if someone was hammering one of my teeth. “Ouch!” I said.
“If this is what toothache is like, I hope I never experience it
again."
, ..
We kept on playing until lunch time, then I went inside
for my lunch. It was here that I decided 1 should tell my
mother (but I am sorry I did). She said, “All right, young lady,
up to the dentist this afternoon.” At the mention of this word
I began to scream and scream, as my friends had been telling
me all about the dentist.
My mother could not get me out of the house, so she waited
until my father came home from work, and he carried me there.
While waiting my turn, I howled and howled, and this made all
the other children cry.
At last it was my turn. They could not get me in the
dental chair, but, when they did, I was held down by two nurses
and the dentist had nearly to sit on me to keep my legs down.
Now the task was to get my mouth open. Oh no! Not if I
could help it.
The dentist went and got his assistant, and he held my.
mouth open, but every time the dentist put his hand in my
mouth I would shut my mouth as hard as I could. This made
the dentist jump, and it made me laugh to look at him.
At last he gave up in despair, and said; “I am sorry, lady,
but she will have to have gas,” and so I did. My mouth was not
a bit sore after having my tooth extracted, but when I arrived
home something else was. For besides the extra money having
to be paid for the gas, my mother had to pay an extra guinea
for all the upsets and all the instruments I had broken.
—BEVERLEY SHAW, 4th Year.

A TRIP TO MELBOURNE
The “Spirit of Progress” pulled into Prince's Street Station
and we tumbled out to find ourselves in the heart of Melbourne.
The taxi cab sped through unfamiliar streets and pulled up
outside the Victoria Palace, which was to be our home for the
next three weeks.
Having unpacked our bags, my father, mother, brother and
I went downtown to see the shops. The city held us enchanted
as we passed through streets lined with lovely green trees. The
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guesthouse was about a hundred yards from the centre of the
city, and we were central to whatever direction we decided to
take.
in the Fitzroy Gardens we saw “Captain Cook’s Cottage."
This was sent from England to Melbourne in sections and recon
structed in these beautiful gardens.
The next gardens were the Exhibition Gardens, where we
found an old "Wishing Tree* which was more than a hundred
years old. On the tree were carvings of snakes, faces and
animals, and many names disfigured the tree.
Next to this was the “Model of an English Village.” It held
us spellbound as we looked at the tiny houses not more than one
foot in height, set out in a charming way. It was sent by the
English people after World War II. as a token of their apprecia
tion for the kindness shown by the people of Melbourne when
they sent food parcels for the needy in England.
Then we went to the Victorian Market, which sells anything
from a pin to a motor car.
Melbourne Zoo did not live up to Taronga’s standards, hut
still, although there were not many animals, other amusements
added to our enjoyment.
On the banks of the Yarra we watched the rowing races.
During our three weeks' stay we had only one wet day.
We spent that afternoon at Myers. Melbourne's big departmental
store. The slippery dips, trains and merry-go-rounds, all for a
penny a ride, entertained us for the whole afternoon.
The time flew, and soon we were home, refreshed by our
trip.
—INA MeJANNETT, 4th Year.

ABORIGINAL ART
The Australian Aboriginal art is like the art of all primitive
peoples, definitely linked with the ways of their own lives.
The Aboriginal was a tree-carver, a rock-engraver, painter
and an energetic decorator of himself. All his designs were
traditional and had magical qualities which were made known
to the adult male only on his initiation as a warrior. On pain
of death, he kept these secrets to himself. Thus no personal
art was done, because it was too much the concern of the spirits
to allow variation.
Totemism was the keynote of the native culture, and. in
spite of the isolation of Australia, in all parts the characteristic
art expressions were in common.
When drawing, the Aboriginal used charcoal, red ochre and
the ashes from his fire. His mixing medium was sometimes
animal fat or human blood, this being magnificent as a spiritual
factor. His brush was his finger, a piece of soft wood or bark
frayed at the end to suit his purpose. On occasions he drew in
outline, a quarter of an inch or so broad, and filled in the space
with red and black lines; on other occasions his black and reds
were solid. Waterholes were favourable sites for drawing.
painting and engraving, This is understandable, since the
scarcity of water would lead the natives to draw the scenes as
a way of asking their gods for rainfall. These are the traditional
customs of the spirit world which are responsible for such
factors as rain, hail, lightning, thunder, dry and wet seasons,
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and the growth of plants, animals and humankind, and so to
them much of the aboriginal art was devoted.
However, the culture of the Aboriginal is nearly ended, as
he dwells on the fringes of civilisation. The natives in the
centre of Australia are being taught how to use the white man’s
water colours, as in the case of Albert Namatjira, whose pictures
have been exhibited in various parts of Australia.
Rex Batterbee, who lives at Alice Springs, has played a part
in his development. His interest in the Aborigines began in his
childhood, when he made a friend of an old native who was one
of the last of his tribe. Understanding the needs of the Abo
rigines and realising the danger of the white man’s “civilising”
influence, he did not advise Namatjira and the other natives to
Imitate him. They simply watched him and, with a few direc
tions, set to work, in some cases achieving wonderful results.
—BARBARA SZOZDA, 4th Year.

A MOONLIGHT NIGHT
It was a warm November evening, The moon hung, an
illuminated sphere, in the glittering sky. A soft breeze was
stirring the leaves of the trees and making a ghostly melody.
Bushes and large trees cast dancing shadows across the path,
and nothing could be heard but the murmur of the breeze and
the rustling of the trees.
As I turned a bend in the path and came to a clearing, I
could see little rabbits’ tails bobbing up and down, as the rabbits
played chasing and hide-and-seek in the grass, while the moon
watched over all with a smile on its kindly face.
After pausing a while to admire the rabbits’ games, I walked
on and could not help thinking how interesting it would be to
see the moon shining in the background of different scenes in
other lands. How eerie it would look lighting, like a lantern,
snow-covered branches of bare, leafless trees; how frightening
it would be, orange as the sun, casting its light upon the golden
sands and palm trees of the breathless desert; and how romantic
a scene would the rays make, forming a glittering path, as if
to heaven, upon the still waters of a quiet bay.
Nearing my home, I looked at the beauty surrounding me
and then turned in to rest, tired but rather reluctant to leave
the beautiful moon.
—FAITH E. SHEPHERD, 1C.

■1

HOLLAND
As you all know. Holland is only a very small country. In
fact it could easily be fitted into Tasmania, but its population
consists of about ten and a half million people, which is greater
than the population of the whole of Australia. Our Rwal ra“ily
of “Oranje Nassau” dates back to the year 1370, and, although
Holland is such a small country, it has always played a large
part in the history of the world. Queen Wilhelmina reigned ovct
the Netherlands for fifty years, until 1948, when she handed the
throne over to her daughter, the present Queen Juliana, who is
married to Prince Bernhard of Germany and has four daughters.
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The Hollandse flag is red. white and blue in horizontal bars,
but the recognised national colour is orange, and whenever a
member of the Royal Family has a birthday everyone wears an
orange coloured ribbon or some article of clothing approaching
that shade.
Holland is divided into twelve states, and each one has its
own capital. When I left Holland there were only eleven states,
but since then the always active Hollanders have been busy
dyking in a large portion of the Zuiderzee, now called Yselmeer,
and that dyked-in portion has become the twelfth state. Each
year acres of land are dyked in the north, and each year a
large part of hard fought for land is lost in the south. The
Hollanders have fought for their well loved country ever since
it came into existence, and they will fight for it for ever.
Much architecture of the old times is to be found in Holland
and many buildings of certain big cities are world-famous, such
as the Cathedral in ’s-Hertoge bash, Bois led Uke, in which many
beautiful statues carved out of stone, wood and sandstone are to
be found. They are about five and a half centuries old. and every
statue has its meaning. When a sculptor of the 14th or 15th
century had completed his piece of art, his hands were cut off
so that he would not be able to make another statue of that
kind, which means that it would be unique. In several old
churches hand-written Bibles are still to be found. I even saw
one myself; it was laid on a heavy chair.
To the southern part of Holland I always used to go for my
mid-summer holidays in August. It is a country consisting of
very tiny villages dotted in green meadows. Each of these
villages has a magnificent church, no matter how poor or tiny
the village may be. When I used to go by bicycle, touring from
one vlDage to another, I always saw the pinnacle of the church
first, towering high above the tiny houses and large woods.
The farmers in nearly every state use very modern equip
ment, and the farmhouses are of a vei'y typical Dutch style.
I should know, because my aunty owned one herself. There
were two cellars, one for the ordinary farm needs, and one for
storing food, such as potatoes, which are the main food in
Holland. Then on the ground floor there are two or more bed
rooms, a large kitchen, lounge room and also a “by-kitchen,"
which is used more frequently than the kitchen and is about
twice its size. Also the stable is connected to the house by a
door which opens at the “by-kitchen.”
A special "cheese room" is also on the ground floor. This
is the coolest room in the house, in which cheese is made. My
aunty always used to make her own cheese, and I used to love
watching this activity. A famous cheese made is “Edammer."
They are little, red, round cheeses and are known the world
over.
A stairway leads to the attic, in which the maid’s room is.
and also a room for storing fruit. Halfway up these stairs is a
room called "De opkan,” and this is usually occupied by the
guests of the farmer. Another stairway, which leads from the
stable to the roof, comes out on another attic where the farm
hands sleep.
Most people of Australia think that everyone in Holland
wears wooden shoes and long skirts. That is not the case. In
the cities people are dressed Uke the Australians, but when you
live on a farm you simply cannot do without wooden shoes. They
keep your feet warm in the winter with hay or straw in them,
and the farmers have to work in heavy clay which would ruin
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shoes. You do not polish them, but just scrub them with sand

soap until they get white again.
In some states, in the Uttle villages, the women still wear
their naUonal costumes with seven petticoats underneath the
heavy black skirt. Even my aunty, the farmer’s wife, still wears
her white bonnet to church on Sunday. You can distinguish a
farmer's wife from one state from a farmers wife from
another state by her bonnet. One might be decorated with tiny
white artificial flowers, while the other might have large golden
or silver pins.
„
,
The cities are very modern. ’s-Gravenhage (The Hague),
my native city, has no less than five freshwater baths, with
lukewarm water in winter, so swimming is always a pleasure.
Many large suburbs are being built around the Hague at the
present moment, with five or six storey houses and flats. Lovely
big parks Were in the cities, but the war has destroyed many
of them.
Transport is modernised, and electric trains have put the
old steam trains out altogether. The bicycle is and always will
be Holland's favourite way of transport. The youngest child to
the oldest grandfather owns one.
Spring is the most beautiful season of Holland. Many people
go to see the "bloen bollen-velden” or tulip beds, by bicycle!
It is like a carpet, all these different coloured tulips, from black
to fiery red, and even two- or three-coloured ones. It is really
a wonderful sight. You can buy tulip wreaths and hang them
over your shoulders or bicycle and, when you arrive home, you
hang them near the front door, so everyone will know that you
have been to the "bloen bollen velden.” Early in the year, when
there is still snow and ice, tiny little flowers grow through the
snow. They are the symbol of the approaching Spring. They
are called sheeuw klokjes, “snow bells.” In Autumn multi
coloured leaves drop to the ground and form a beautiful carpet.
Comics are not allowed to be read or even published in
Holland, and the radio programmes are not as funny and bright
as they are here. We have a lot of classical music over the air,
and no advertisements.
I hope you have been interested in my account of Holland,
and that I have been able to make several things clearer to you
about my country.
—INEKE SCHELLING, 4th Year.

I SAW THE QUEEN
How excited and how thrilled I was when I caught my first
glimpse of Her Majesty. Queen Elisabeth II., and His Royal
Highness the Duke of Edinburgh as they passed, in the Royal
car, the opening of the arena.
As the Royal car drove slowly around the arena, thousands
of school children from aU parts of the rich Hunter Valley
waited inside with their coloured wavers. Then the moment
that all of us had waited for arrived; the Royal car drove into
the arena.
The spontaneous and loyal welcome was deafening as the
Queen and the Duke were introduced to Mr. Drake, who then
introduced the Royal couple to other officials.
Then again the cheering came as they entered the Land
Rover and drove among the cheering and excited children.
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We all formed the tableau "Welcome To Our Gracious
Queen." I was one of many fortunate children to be in the
word “Queen.”
As she passed us I was able to get to the front and see her
quite closely. Words cannot express how exquisitely beautiful,
charming and radiant our young Queen is. That charming smile
which enthralls the heart of every man, woman and child is just
a small part of her radiance and dignity.
The Queen wore a powder blue silk dress with a small blue
hat. with elbow length gloves, white open-toed shoes and a white
handbag hooked over her left elbow. Round her neck she wore
three strings of pearls, and a small brooch was pinned on her
left lapel, while the Duke was dressed in a navy lounge suit and
a brown hat.
After they had driven among us. Her Majesty was presented
with a beautiful bouquet of flowers by Joan Elvin,’ our School
Captain.
As the Queen and the Duke stood on the dais, a hush came
over all of us, allowing Mr. Drake to give an address of welcome
to Her Majesty and His Royal Highness. Then the Queen was
handed her speech, in which she said that she wished her own
children were here with her to meet us all as she had. A burst
of cheering was then broken by the orchestra playing “God Save
The Queen."
When she left, I feel sure we were all sorry that her stay
with us was so very limited. We would have liked her to remain
with us.
—JAN SCOTT. 3B.

IF I WERE A STREAM
As I trickled slowly down the hillside. I thought how lucky
I was to be born among the hills, and also of the happy life
which lay before me. When I reached the foothills 1 was grate
ful to find that there was plenty of food for me. If it had not
been for the snow off the mountains, and the frosts. I would
have soon dried up.
When I came to the fields 1 proceeded leisurely along.
Although still shallow. I was glad to be of some use and quench
the thirst of the cattle as well as providing flowers and grasses
which would not have grown if it had not been for the moisture
from the stream, which I gave. When the rains came I seemed
to grow to a great size and increase my speed as I flowed swiftly
along. I passed many towns and swept under bridges spanning
my ever-growing width. One unhappy feaure of my greater
strength was that I caused a certain amount of destruction to
the trees which lined my banks on either side.
I soon left the fields and began to flow taster towards a
town, but I was still able to chatter to the rocks, which were my
friends, as I bubbled quickly over them. On reaching the town
I found that pretty flowers and graceful green weeping willows
decorated my banks. Soon after, a great towering grey bridge
was built above me, and I felt much smarter. As I left the town
I soon came in contact with some of the other streams from
other parts of the country. We exchanged our adventures, and
to my surprise I found that none had experienced a flood. After
what seemed miles to me I came in view of the city, and in a
few days entered the harbour. Steamers and little ships glided
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“"'^Mter^rfew'weeks 1 knew that very soon my happy \ite
would come to an end, and that I was now ready to enter the
vast Pacific Ocean.
—SUSANNE BUCKLEY .2B,

EXCELLENT DISCOVERY
NEW FIND
The Spectacular Aid to Schoolgirls
(and Schoolboys)
THE HOMEWORK PIE.
The following ingredients are necessary;—
4 hours of precious evening (could be otherwise
occupied).
10 inky fingers (two being thumbs).
3 3/6 pens (at least).
2 pencils which don’t keep breaking.
1 thinking cap.
„ _ , i. u1 mother or father to help (who usually finish by
doing the lot).
4- Homework (given by unthoughtful teachers).
Method:—
(1) Take one measly hour and fill it up with mouldy
problems. (Don’t do your maths or you 11 never
get to bed). Fm up rest of hour by doodling on
scraps of paper. (Parents think it’s modern art).
(2) You’d better do your French, or Mademoiselle
will give you a detention. Do a bit of English
(not too much or you'll ruin the language Hike
usl ).

. L
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(3) Do one of the geography maps which are six
months behind, and you’d better buy a "History
Notes ” Find out who wears the Wheat Belt and
whether dead cattle get air sick or not (all to be
found in the Encyclopaedia Britannica).
(Don't forget ta-fa-te-fe).
(4) Do Music Theory.
.
Finally calculate the number of quavers in The
Black and White Rag’’ (good for your maths).
(5) Do impositions given by Prefects and swot up
hockey notes.
(6) If you’ve done a third of it, congratulate yourself
and go to bed.
Conclusion; Using this method you 11 soon be a nervous
wreck. You lucky girls!
—By "SAUCE" and “JACKIE," 4th Year.

JENOLAN CAVES
The last five miles to these magnificent caves are so steep
and winding that it is enough to turn the steadiest head dizzy,
It is a road of continuous bends and turns, so narrow that two
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cars can only just fit on it. The slightest niisjudgmenl would
have us hurtling down the precipice on one side or crashing into
the cliff on the other. In spite of all these fears, it is really a
glorious view, if one could forget the road and look far over the
distant misty blue mountains.
On arrival at the caves we just caught an inspection tour
of the Chifley Left Imperial Cave, so almost immediately left
the bright warm sunshine to enter the chill, damp atmosphere
of the caves, which are many feet below the surface of the
earth, being once, many millions of years ago, river beds.
The curious beautiful patterns in the caves have been
formed by the action of water seeping through the limestone,
thus forming stalactites and stalacmites.
Many curious names have been given to different shapes
in the cave. For instance, there is a small grotto In which hang
many pieces of limestone which look extremely like washing on
a line. This, because of its daintiness, has been named “The
Fairies’ Washing.”
The hanging shawls, as they have been called because of
their resemblance to hanging shawls, are magnificent, shading
from cream to topaz. It is almost unbelievable that nature could
carve such lifelike patterns with just wind, rain and water.
How everything glitters! It is as if there are millions of
tiny gems covering the glassy walls. From each facet a myriad
of sparkling colours gleam like diamonds in the sun. The whole
atmosphere of the caves is very quiet, very cool and very
refreshing.
As we came out of the caves and stood in the still summer
air, above the shimmering waters of “Blue Lake,” we regretted
that we could not stay longer.
—LYNETTE FORDHAM, 2B.

SUNRISE OUT WEST

I

1

The huge expanse of flat, fertile country extended as far
as the eye could see. Birds of magnificent plumage flitted from
tree to tree and were reflected in small pools at the foot of the
towering bronze trunks- Rabbits scampered between glistening
dew-laden shrubs, then vanished as if swept from the face of
the earth. In the distance a magpie's warbling song could be
heard echoing and re-echoing throughout the golden sun-kissed
trees which stood out majestically against the pale golden sky
that was flecked with azure blue.
As if mocking the dawming day, a kookaburra's long gurgling
laugh resounded through the shadowy valley, while in the dis
tance grunts heralded the approach of a wild boar, undoubtedly
looking for its first meal of the day.
—JOAN WOODWARD, 1C.

THE NATIVE ATTACK
The explorers sat around the camp Are talking. The scene
was a clearing, half an acre in all, fringed by a dense eucalyptus
scrub. A waterhole took up the most part of the clearing, and
the men were busy boiling the billy and preparing the evening
meal. There were five in the party, the leader, Jeff Morton, as
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well as Alec Thompson, Ron Barrick, Doug Saylard and the
youngest member, Peter Hammond.
At this moment Peter was collecting more kindling for the
fire, to keep it going during the night- He had put a heap near
the trunk of a great blue gum, and was collecting more, when he
felt someone’s eyes on him. He straightened up quickly, just In
time to see the head of an aborigine pull hack behind the tree.
Peter stood a moment, not knowing just what to do. If the
natives were hostile and he yelled to the others, he might
endanger their lives as well as his own. It was then he heard
a noise behind him. Swinging round, he moved just enough so
that the strong, fast-coming spear only ripped his shirt and
burnt a little skin from his shoulder blade.
For the first time he saw them. Three strong naked bodies,
painted with clay and marked with stuffed lumps, making weird
patterns which covered the most part of their black skins.
They ran towards him, dodging round trees and jumping
shrubs and fallen timber. Two were holding their spears high in
the air, and the other rushed forward with his nulla nulla waving
warily above his head. Peter stood weak and gasping, and the
fear of being bashed to death by an angry native’s weapon
gripped his heart. Then, when the aborigine with the nulla nulla
was almost upon him, he felt a fierce pain as a spear, thrown
from behind, entered his back. Uttering a cry, he collapsed to
the ground, and writhed in pain till death finally befell him.
His companions, hearing his pitiful cry, rushed to the scene,
and shuddered as they realised the horror of his fate. After
that, every moment they spent, every movement they made, they
believed the beady eyes were watching them and the wicked
spears were held taut against them.
It was not till the moon threw long shadows over the
ground, and the wind whispered warningly in the trees, that
the natives made their attack on the camp. Everything was
still Ron and Doug were both on guard, one each side of the
rudely built shack—a few slabs of bark and wood. The place
was quiet, too quiet. Ron lit a cigarette. Occasionally a dingo
would howl, or a mopoke cry shrilly. Doug picked up a few
pieces of wood and put them on the fire. The two restless men
in the shack clutched their rifles at any disturbing sound. Now
was the time. Each one felt it.
Quickly, quietly, two natives crept from the shadows, and
in a second Doug was sprawled on the ground, gasping his last
breaths. He managed to utter a warning cry and, hearing it,
Ron called the others. They crawled from their beds, not know
ing what fate was awaiting them. Alec spotted a native and
raised his rifle, and, as the native moved into the moonlight,
Alec pulled the trigger, The bullet hit home and the native
dropped to the ground, and in return Alec received in the chest
a spear which killed him Instantly.
The natives were taken aback a little by the death of one of
their companions from an unknown, strange and powerful
weapon. They retreated a fair way from the camp, and it was
not till daylight was very close that they dare return.
Ron and Jeff sat silently together, facing the way in which
they had last seen the natives. This was a very foolish action,
for half an hour before dawn found two natives, their spears
already leaving their hands, only five yards behind the two
silent men. The two spears pierced deeply, and Ron fell limp
to the ground. JeS, in great agony, aimed bis rifle as best be
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could at the disappearing natives, but his shots went wide, and
as the natives ran triumphant from the clearing he breathed
one last sigh.
As the first rays of the golden sun touched the billowy
clouds, a dingo howled contentedly in the distance as he picked
up the scent of a fresh kill.
—MARIE HUDDLESTON, 3C.

A NOISE IN THE NIGHT

fl

The night was the most bleak we had had since our party
arrived on “Caird Coast,” at the South Pole. We hope to reach
the very Pole itself within three months, and so far the blizzards
had been mild. We had been warned that very soon the real
• blizzards would be starting, and to-night we felt their very
breath. The tent ropes had been tightened to their utmost. The
night was a eiammy darkness, a darkness that could be felt, and
a darkness that only those who have been to the Pole knew. A
few lone stars twinkled in the unseen above us, while the rush
ing icy waters crashed ominousiy against the ice embankment.
The breath of the blizzards turned into a sombre whistle,
taking more liberty every moment to strain at our ropes and
freeze our very being. Stiff'ly and coldly, our teeth beating out
a rhythm of their own, we slid into our sleeping bags.
Only when we had lain down did we realise the deathly
eerlness of the night. Sleep was very welcome, for we forgot
our surroundings and our terrors, and the destruction a real
blizzard could cause to an unprepared tent.
Suddenly the ice shook beneath us! It seemer to thunder
and storm. The sea more than crashed against the ice embank
ment, it raged with anger and furiously thundered at the shore.
Again, another echoing boom like thunder in an electric storm
awoke the echoes in the ice and snow, making the ground
shudder and rock beneath us. Before I knew it, I was standing
on my feet before the closed fiap of the tent, my companions
gathering around me. It was not the cold that made us shake
now, but the horror and fear within us.
The wind and sleet whipped around our ears as we clam
bered silently out of the tent, one by one, to stand on the ledge
beside the raging storm of billows and ice sweeping past it.
Menacingly and veiy slowly a dark slimy shape appeared
in the water between the hills of waves! It suddenly dived, then,
breaking the surface, charged towards the ledge on which we
were quaking with fear. Almost instantly we were fiung on to
our backs, and the sickly groan of one of our companions
sounded unreal as it pierced the deafening boom which followed.
The ice embankment before us cracked along the top, then very
quietly the seaward side slid into the water.
All of us except one searched up and down that ledge for
the remainder of the night, looking for that dark, weird shape
which had so rudely disturbed our peace. We could not have
slept again, for no one could trust the mystic darkness around
us, and no one was more glad than I to see the faint glow of
dawn in the sky.
SYLVIA CARR. 2B.
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MY QUEEN
How different was my Queen whom I saw yesterday from
the Queen in newspapers and books!
. ^ ^ ,
My first glimpse of her took in her complexion, which struck
me as being rather made up. I soon forgot
_ this fact, ,however,
i. ,
when I saw her alight from the Royal car, with regal bearing
and a sincere smile for everyone, and I saw her true character,
which all the make-up in the world could not cover.
She stood proudly on the royal carpet as the thousands who
had gathered outside the City Hall sang with new meaning God
Save the Queen.”
,
Her Majesty was then presented to eighty or more PeoPleand my impression was that she was a little bored with all
these stiff-necked dignitaries bowing and shaking hands so
rapidly that I am sure my Queen could not remember the latest
face she saw.
.
,
.
^
Flizabeth was briehtened at length by the presentation of
a bouquet to her by a Legacy representative. It is quite obvious
she preferred the more or less informal wav it was given (for I
am sure the girl forgot what she had to do) to the formal way
the adults were presented.
We in the crowd were nearly hysterical when we saw her
smiling face, and her daintily gloved hand waving to us from
the balcony, making us feel proud as her subjects.
She then walked with dignified but not stiff poise down the
red carpet and entered again the Royal car. With her husband
beside her, she drove among her people- It was now that her
smile was even more radiant with that inner happiness. I am
quite sure she is happier and more at home with the cheering
crowds than with those who were selected to bow before her.
My happiness knew no bounds when the Duke and the
Queen turned and smiled joyfully in my direction, my Queen
waving her white gloved hand and the Duke turning when I was
nearly out of sight to give an extra wave of his hand. It was
this small action that endeared the Duke to my heart, to take
his place there on the left hand of his beloved wife—my Queen.
—SILVER HARRIS, 3B.

A TRIP TO BARRINGTON TOPS
We had before us a twenty-six miles ride (thirteen miles
there and thirteen miles back), so it was an early breakfast and
away by eight-thirty. At the foot of the Mount Royal Range,
in a clearing,.it is cold enough, so with the prospect of heavy
jungle-like growth I wore an extra pair of socks, windjacket and
jumper.
The first five miles is along comparatively flat land to the
foot of the hills. Here there is thick undergrowth, which seems
to be the setting for a "Tarzan” film. Through here there is
only a narrow track, which at its best is very slippery.
Then the climb uphill begins. Once out of the thick forest
growth it becomes noticeably warmer, and long green grass
and trees are very much In evidence. It was on this part of the
ride where we had an occasional trot.
It is then that one realises that one is climbing up a moun
tain, for in this area, where the mountains are saddle-like,
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precipitous drops were noticed on either side. (On the return
journey it was at this point I nearly departed this life). The
icy winds now began to reach us, and the horses' manes, standing
on end. indicated the force of these winds.
Finally the top of the mountains was reached, and I for one
was amazed at the flat pleateau-like ground. After two miles of
this type of country the G.I. hut was reached, which meant our
journey on horseback had ended.
After dismounting, we climbed up a small hillock and
reached a small sundial, and thus Carey’s Peak, the highest
point in the district. From here a magnificent view of the
undulating hills of the valley and thickly forested slopes which
we had just climbed could be seen.
The sundial showed directions of all important towns within
about an eighty miles radius, and 1 found Newcastle to be due
east.
Time marched on, and once more we were on our way. The
guesthouse was reached by five, and I, with much difficulty, sat
down for the evening meal.
—MARGARET SADDINGTON. 5B.

I

V

THAT OTHER YESTERDAY

J

I

It stands on a hill overlooking what we would call a
"civilised” town. It looks upon theatres, street bridges, shops
and people of an age of which it is not in any way connected,
for it is remembering not yesterday, last year or even a decade
ago. but rather a century when it was the pride of the South.
The green hills sprawled as far as the eye could see, while
the sun above smiled through in a smokeless blue sky. The lazy
Mississippi crawled between the tree-shrouded banks and past
the "Soho Mansion.” No cost had been too great for its con
struction. and the architects had had all their hopes and
ambitions fulfilled in this old southern home. Even when the
most fabulous steamboat of them all, the "Richmond," churned
through the placid blue waters on its way to St. Couis, the
passengers left the unsurpassed splendour of their ante room to
gaze at it, and. when the steamboat had passed it, to gaze back
at the mansion that had become known as the Pride of the
South,
_ . .
The huge white stone sprawling mass of terraces. Gothic
windows, spreading lawns, fountains, and. the most spectacular
sight of all, pheasants, was the home of a wealthy Louisianan.
To him it represented a lifetime—the money lost, the money
won the sorrow, shame and even humility that, had eventually
given place to still more money, and finally that ever alert evil
or virtue (?) pride—the pride of race. And this mansion was
to be a symbol of the South—a material symbol that the South
was powerful and ever likely to remain so. So he had built
"Soho Mansion" with Corinthian columns soaring to the height
of three storeys, entablatures, galleries, terraces, rich piled
carpets, family portraits and ancient heirlooms of the pioneer
days.
Time had passed and all had changed. The waters of the
Mississippi no longer reflect the beauty and splendour of the
once famous steamboats. The cotton fields had given way to
houses and industrial plants. Even the sky is not as clear, but
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the greatest change of all is in “that house on the hill.” The
white stone has changed to a dirty grey, the windows that once
opened to look upon the famous cotton fields are broken. The
terraces are rusted and the fountains now run dry, for when the
South fell that symbol of power and prosperity crashed also.
But although the pride of yesterday has passed, three treasures
remain, the memories of the “Old Man River,” the “Soho Man
sion” and “that other yesterday.”
—MARTY MALBON. 4th Year.

WASHING UP
“Will you wash up, children, please, for your mother? She s
had a very tiring day” is the familiar cry of one’s father as the
last piece of the meal is devoured. “You must remember all
those times when I washed up while you were babies, and now
you are old enough to do it yourselves.” With this he goes
to his paper and takes it easy after the hard (?) day at his office.
This happens twice daily during the week, and three times
a day at week-ends. Multiply this by fifty-two and that is how
many times you should wash up, but not if you can help it.
“Awe gee. Dad, I’ve got a lot of homework to-night, or
“I’ve got to get ready for Scouts,” my brother pleads, and is let
off lightly with “Oh. all right, your sister can do it.”
As for me I’m the unfortunate one. Just because I m the
elder and a girl, of all things, it doesn’t matter what excuses I
have or how much I plead, I still have to do it.
Oh well, I suppose I’d better do it. After all it is my duty,
and I give in fairly gracefully. Oh, why are there such things
as crockery and aluminium? Why can’t we use cardboard plates
and glasses, and then throw them away after every meal? What
a great boost to the paper-making factories, and it will save time,
energy and water too. Here goes! Ouch, that hot water! It s
either too hot or not hot enough. Scrub, scrub, scrub at the
saucepans. Oh, why can’t we employ a servant or something
to do it? That’s the washing part finished. Now for the drying.
Oh dear, kitchen drudgery! Give me school any old time.
ELAINE ORTON, 4th Year.

A P.O.W. COMES HOME
The army plane was nearing the airport now. The plane
that was carrying myself and dozens of other released P.O.W’s.
home. There were hardly any of my mates who weren’t sick or
injured. Some had lost arms, legs, fingers, and some were
paralysed. I had lost my sight. It is not an easy thing to face
up to—being blind. It means that I can never see the common,
everyday things again—trams, buses, cars, buildings, trees, birds,
flowers, gardens—things that ordinary people take for granted
but which mean so much to a person like me. Sitting here now,
with only a few minutes left before the plane lands, a thousand
thoughts cross my mind. I’m thinking of my first glimpse of
Korea—a devastated country and a defeated nation, a starving
population and a dying people.
How they cheered when we drove down the streets in army
trucks. We were like gods to them—a new way of life. But for
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the first three months all we did was march, march, march round
and round for days on end. It began to seem as if all the army
did was to teach its men how to march.
Eventually we started fighting. It was our first taste of war,
and many of the men got scared and tried to run. I was scared
too. but I stayed with our lieutenant, following him Uke a
shadow. We were in enemy territory and we were trapped. We
knew it. It wasn't long before the Reds closed in on us, and now
we were captives.
The prison was a filthy hovel. We slept on the floor and ate
only once a day. Even then it was a skimpy meal.
But getting back to my eyes. How was I blinded, you ask?
The lieutenant worked it out. We'd probably all die in this
hovel, anyway, so why not make a break? Escape! Some of the
men were reluctant, but the majority were willing, so we bided
our time and waited.
Then, one dark night, we tricked the guard into opening the
door, and grabbed him. We were quick, but he was quicker. He
let out a yell, so I knocked him unconscious, and we all ran for
our lives. But his cry had roused the sentries, and before we
had a chance to clear the wall they attacked us, armed with
rifles and vitriol sprays. The lieutenant was shot dead and
others were wounded, but me—I got the vitriol right in the eyes.
There’s not much more to tell. After eight months a treaty
was signed in Panmunjom, and we were released—those who
lived, that is.
The plane is landing now, and soon I shall be in my own
home, but I will not be bitter about my sight. I always follow
the text my mother taught me as a little boy—“Thy will be

I

done.’’

—VALERIE DENNISON, 3C.
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A NEW GIRL
No doubt you will remember that girl in the brown jumper
and navy blue summer tunic or skirt. Well, ignoring grammar,
“that was me.” Even as I am writing this. I am not what you
may call a fully fledged pupil of Newcastle Girls’ High.
When I walked into the grounds on the nineteenth, and was
introduced by a girl whose acquaintance 1 had made while walk
ing from the bus stop. I was greeted with, “Oh. are you our new
Maths I. and II. girl?" That was the kind of greeting I had
throughout the rest of the day.
On the whole, I cannot say that my first day was unbearable.
Somehow I found myself wondering quite often if any Newcastle
girl would be welcomed at Sydney just so warmly.
I have now been attending school in Newcastle for two
weeks, and, although it’s still strange in many ways, as school
goes I like it. May I also take the opportunity here to thank
all those who made mine a successful beginning?
—J. RAYMOND, 4th Year.

THE WAIF
Alone he stands on the cold pavement in the swiftly gathering
gloom of dusk—a mere wisp of humanity, with his little nose
flattened against the glass of a shop window, and his wide eyes
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fixed in a long, unwinking stare. He is clothed, in ,ragged
trousers and a tattered grey coat that has obviously belonged
to someone larger. Poor little chap! How violently he shivers
before the icy breath of the wind, and how frozerr his little bare
feet must be! On his pale, delicate face hunger and neglect
have left their stark mark, and his eyes, large and dark, are
clouded with a perpetual blank look of despair that happiness
has never dispelled. Hardly eight years old. but he has experi
enced only the cruel thorns of life. Over his fine, high forehead
hang a few shreds of black hair, and his tiny fists are thrust deep
into his pockets.
A soulful, pathetic look crosses his face, as he heaves a sigh,
and then, with a dazed look, suddenly starts from his reverie.
He turns away from the gaily lit window and, pausing to wrap
his coat more closely around his thin little body, shuffles away
into the unfriendly darkness, a careworn figure already. Where
will he wander? He is homeless, shunned, unwanted.- Is life
destined to hold nothing but misery and loneliness for him?
—JANICE McELWAINE, 4A.

WHAT IS A CAT?
When a kitten, he is a little soft ball of fluffy fur, able to
snuggle comfortably in the palm of your hand. His soft tender
blue eyes regard you mischievously, begging you to drop your
ball of wool so he can have a game chasing after it and tangling
it round the legs of the table and chairs. A tiny pink tongue
protrudes as he laps up his creamy milk. His fluffy soft fur rubs
gently against your legs as he walks in and out. asking for titbits
in his own sweet way.
When grown up, the little agile kitten is changed into an
idle lump of fur, sleeping soundly in front of a snug Are in
winter, and proudly stretched out, sunning himself on the grassy
lawn, in summer. Only When aroused by some unusual noise
does he open for one moment a large sleepy eye, blinks and
then off to sleep again. But even though now a year old. he is
still loved and petted with all the affection possible by his proud
and adoring mistress.
—MURIEL BRODIE, 4th Year.

THE ROUND-UP
The round-up was over, and forty-three horses had been
trapped in the little vaUey which had for so long been a place
where they had run when the great storms came, a place where
they knew they could find shelter. In dry seasons the valley h^
kept its green succulent carpet of grass when the hilly cou
through which they roamed for most of the year, supm jsa'-.
only spiny tufts of dry, leathery desert grass. The valW 'as
horseshoe-shaped, the only entrance being by a cleft soi*^ty
feet in length. The walls of this cleft rose steeply fosjflbout
twelve feet.
It was the travelling horsebreaker who had the idea.'- A
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strong corral had been built, connected by a strong-wailed,
funnel-shaped “neck” to the end of the tunnel. They hoped to
catch the stallion, the leader of the herd, for he (indeed few of
the herd were truly brumbies' was a fine, magnificently built
animal, descended from horses who had escaped from various
stations, several thoroughbreds being among them, He had
inherited the ruggedness of the stock horse with the fineness
of body of the thoroughbred- This magnificent horse was no
fool; men had tried to catch him before, and he had outwitted
them, but even he could hardly be expected to know that If he
led his mob down that narrow cleft they would be trapped,
hemmed in on all sides by strong wooden rails, the only way out
barred by stockmen with long whips which stung the flesh and
made the very marrow in the bones tingle.
Their chance came sooner than they expected; a dry season
arrived. The poor mountain soil held no moisture, as did the
rich soil of the valley. The once grassy slopes withered and
the mountain streams ceased to flow. If the horses wished to
survive this drought, they must seek the safety of the valley,
watered by an underground stream which kept a natural well
full of clean water. The stockmen built a cosTal. making sure
there were no weak rails and no corners into which horses could
be pushed and crushed.
Unsuspectingly, the stallion led his mob of seventy-eight
horses and mares into the cleft, between the towering walls.
They had to walk in single file and out into the valley, but to
their dismay they found the strong wooden rails on all sides.
Plunging madly, they beat on the rails with their hooves,
screaming in fear at the scent of man, their hated enemy. Their
leader, a roguish killer, a horse who had enticed many mares
away from stations, and had killed many young colts who had
wanted the leadership of the herd, now galloped wildly back
up the narrow cleft, only to find his way barred by .stockmen.
Rearing, he lunged at them and screamed, more in fear than
pain, as a lash, seemingly red hot, bit into that magnificently
arched neck. His rolling eyes and flashing teeth alone would
have shocked any horse so badly as to make it uncontrollable,
but, combined with the scream and those flashing hooves, they
completely terrorised the stockman's horse, and it backed down
the cleft, forcing the stock horses behind it to do likewise. The
stock horses, completely unnerved, dived for the open hills.
With' no one guarding the cleft, the stallion and thirty-five of
his mob dashed for freedom. The others found their way out
blocked by a huge old tree trunk which had, for some reason
of its own, picked that critical moment to fall into the cleft
from the top of the rocky "wall'' where it had stood for many
years.
These horses, without their leader, were unable to do any
thing. A brumby herd which has lost its leader is like a man
who has lost his head, it is practically powerless and incapable
of thinking. The stockmen, leaving their scared horses, hur
riedly built a barricade across the cleft and returned to the
station, disappointed. The horses in the corral would be quite
safe. A corral built to house seventy-eight horses comfortably
would be sufficiently roomy for forty-three. The stallion had
escaped to-day. But there were other days. Perhaps then he
would be caught. Perhaps.
—PAT RUTHERFORD, 3C.
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A HOLIDAY IN VICTORIA
In the May holidays I went with my sister and a friend to a
farm on the Victorian coast. The journey down lasted from
Thursday morning until Friday night and tired us tremendously,
as we had to sit up Thursday night. However, after a night’s
rest, which included getting up late the next morning, we were
ready for anything.
The farm was mainly concerned with dairying, but we could
not be induced to lend a hand with the milking. Instead we
watched, or rode draught horses, and this naturally made us
sore. We were able to play tennis one day, but it was not the
right time of the year for nice sunny weather, so it rained every
day and was also cold.
We were driven along the coast one afternoon, and had a
lovely time going down to see caves and various other interest
ing sights. It was interesting to note that one can reach nearly
the most southern tip of Australia quite near on that coast. We
also enjoyed ourselves playing table tennis indoors.
All too soon our week was over, and we had to come home.
We left on Saturday and spent Sunday and Monday in Melbourne
and Sydney. We arrived home on Monday night, tired, with
plenty to talk about, and the prospect of school the next day!
—VIVIEN DALTON, 4th Year.

THE QUEEN AND THE DUKE
I, with my aunt and mother, had a very good seat right in
front of the office building of the B.H.P. AH'around us were
excited people who were waiting for the Queen to come in
her beautiful car.
At last we heard excited, rousing cheers from the gates, and
into sight came a car, which was followed at a short distance
by the car containing the Queen and the Duke.
The car pulled up at the foot of the steps, and on to the
red carpet stepped first the Duke of Edinburgh and then the
Queen. It was a breathtaking scene—the crowds surrounding
the building, the red carpet stretching up the steps, and the
Queen and the Duke, for whom we had all been waiting, stand
ing at the foot of the steps while the manager and his wife were
presented to them. The Royal couple then walked up the steps.
The Queen looked lovely in a patterned blue frock, with a
blue hat and white accessories. I was struck by her graceful
dignity, her daintiness and her slightness.
After the important men and their wives had been pre
sented, the Queen and the Duke went inside to have some
refreshments. After about ten minutes the Royal couple came
outside again ready for their tour of the works. They halted
at the top of the steps and waved to the crowd, which nearly
went mad as they cheered and cheered. The cars rolled up
again and, amid cheers and waves, the Queen and the Duke
were driven away.
We were Invited into the building then to see the visitors’
book which the Queen and her husband had signed, and the
room they had rested in. We all had a sandwich from the
Queen’s tray and then, after such a thrilling time, went home,
feeling very sorry that the Queen could not be with us always.
—CONSIE McKERN. 3B.
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CANBERRA

I

Canberra, the national Capital of Australia, has a population
of about 28,000 people and is about 200 miles south-west of
Sydney. It is surrounded by mountains and hills, and is a unique
young city. Some two million trees and shrubs of various kinds.,
have been planted throughout the city dbring the last thirty
years, thus making it one of the most beautiful and colourful
capital cities in the world.
Canberra is very spread out, which makes living pleasant.
It was founded in 1913, and Parliament House was opened in
1927 by the Duke of York, who with the Duchess became King
and Queen of England.
The layout of the city was planned by an American archi
tect. Mr. Burley Griffin, after a world-wide competition, and the
Government offices are placed in the cenre of the city, with the
suburbs surrounding them.
Most countries of the world have their representatives to
Australia living in Canberra, and the Legation homes are situ
ated at the foot of Red Hill on the southern side of the city,
which is divided by the Molonglo River. These homes are very
spacious and beautiful, and are surrounded by some of the
loveliest trees and shrubs.
Quite a variety of architectural design is used in the homes
of the national Capital, and the majority are most attractive and
are set upon large blocks of land. Most people are keen gar
deners. and Canberra is renowned for its beautiful home
gardensThe Spring blossoms make Canberra a place of such loveliness which has to be seen to be believed. Blossom trees are
throughout parklands and streets, and are in many home
gardens.
The climate of Canberra is very cold in winter, with many
heavy frosts, but the days are often bright and sunny. Snow
Z—
may be seen on the hills, and the winds coming in from the
snow area are cold, The summer is seldom very hot, as sea
breezes blow at night.
There are many important buildings in the city, one which
attracts thousands of visitors being the War Memorial, which
is a well known landmark and a very interesting building. In
the aircraft section it houses the "Southern Cross," the plane in
which Kingsford Smith made the first flight across the Pacific
Ocean from San Francisco to Australia. The War Memorial
houses a wonderful collection of paintings and war souvenirs,
models of men and women who served in the world wars, as
well as many other interesting relics.
Canberra schools are among the most beautiful in Australia,
with large playing fields surrounding them. The High School,
which is co-educational, is very well equipped, as all schools
should be. Its colours are green and gold—grey tunics, green
blouses and bottle green blazers are worn by the girls, and grey
trousers and bottle green blazers by the boys. Each year a
school from Sydney competes with Canberra, and the trophy is
keenly contested.
Another up-to-date building is the Canberra Community
Hospital, which was opened in 1941. The hospital is surrounded
by beautiful trees, gardens and lawns, and is the only hospital
in the district.
The Australian National University, which consists of a
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number of buildings, is in course of construction. During the
recent Royal visit, the Duke of Edinburgh opened University
House, which is the residence of graduates who are doing post
graduate work at the University. This is a very modern building,
furnished and decorated in the latest of fashions.
Canberra is still growing very rapidly, forming a city
planned to be similar to Washington, D.C., and a city of which
Australian people should all be proud.
—ROSEMARY AND GWENNETH PRYOR.

MIDNIGHT FEASTS
Many people imagine that boarding school is an exciting
place, where one has many midnight feasts, goes exploring out
of bounds at night, or other things which are strictly against
school rules. Probably people have got this idea from school
girl stories, but it is not really true. One does have fiin (at the
expense of the mistresses), but not like that. The trouble is
things don’t work out right in the end, or the beginning, as in
books. Many is the time our dormitory has revelled in choco
lates, sweets, cakes and biscuits at eleven or twelve at night, but
not without a week’s detention for everyone after a long lecture,
or perhaps a letter home about one’s bad behaviour, I shall
never forget one night when I was caught rushing across the
dormitory with a violet crumble bar in one hand and a cake of
chocolate—or the remains of it—in the other. It was rather
difficult trying to answer the mistress’s questions with a mouth
ful of cake!
—FAIRLIE CATO. 2A.

A TRIP TO YAMBA
At the beginning of the year, in mid-summer, we made
our way to Yamba by car and caravan. Oh, what fun! travelling
for two days over dusty and tarred roads, over high mountain
passes and along graceful undulating country.
Port Macquarie was our first stop, where we Stayed the
night. Such a delightful little seaside resort, with its swaying
palm trees lining the magnificent beaches. The following morn
ing we continued on our way, passing on our left and right the
banana plantations and the lovely fragrance of the pineapple.
These were between Nambucca Heads and Grafton. Grafton is
a well known place, and is always kept in mind by its visitors
because of its sweet smelling Jacaranda trees lining the streets
and almost touching one another in the middle. The Jacaranda
festival is a well known event which takes place in October
when the Jacarandas with their mauve fiowers are in- bloom.
Then, as we ventured on, we came upon sugar cane growing
up to six feet in height. Acres and acres were along the road
side, swaying and rustling in the breeze. Maize and wheat
could be seen also. It was a glorious sight with all these dif
ferent coloured greens mixed together, and the golden colour
of the maize. This was around Maclean, which was eight miles
from our destination.
After ploughing through a dusty road, we came upon the
little' township of Yamba. There it stood with its delightful
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sugar plantations, pineapples and tropicai friuts making the air
one sweet breath. It was on a hillside which overlooked the
beach. Above the beach was a camping ground, where we stayed
for a fortnight.
That was a marvellous holiday. We went down to the beach
regularly for a .swim, but occasionally it was too rough, so we
would then go down to the swimming pool. It was some twentyseven feet deep and was in among the rocks. Swimming was
the main entertainment, except for pictures at night and dances.
Getting a little bit too sunburnt, we decided to go to Lismore for a day. That is a rather big town with a welt laid out
shopping centre which is in a square, but it is often flooded.
Coming back, we came through the rich farming lands where
they grow sugar and have many dairy farms. Another time we
went to Evans Head and into Grafton for a day.
Then it was time to come home. What a ghastly thought!
I will admii it was good to be home, but having to come back
to school! Well, I leave that for you to decide.
Coming back, we went to Glen Innes from Grafton over a
rough narrow pass between the mountains. It was beautiful
scenery, especially early in the morning when the fog was lifting,
and we were charmed to hear the tinkling of cow bells in the
mountains. From Glen Innes we came to Armidale, Tamworth,
Scone, Aberdeen, Muswellbrook, Quirindi and many other
smaller country towns like Werris Creek. This, to me, was the
best part of the trip, passing through the undulating and then
mountainous country with sheep grazing on the pastures. In
the evening, behind the mountains, sets the red-glowing -sun.
casting beauty for all to see. It was wonderful to hear a little
lamb here and there, or the neighing of horses, lowing of cows,
and especially delightful was the lovely, fresh fragrance of hay
being cut. These are some of the real beauties of the country,
where all is quiet at night except for the hooting of an owl or
barking of a dog.
—RUTH FISHER. 4th Year.

THE LITTLE BLIND BOY
This is a story from “Jungle Doctor's Enemies.” by Doctor
Paul White, missionary doctor in Tanganyika.
One day a small African boy, about 12 or 14 years old, came
to the missionary hospital to the jungle doctor- He said he had
heard of the attack of measles going about the villages. In
Africa measles is a terrible disease, and the result of the last
epidemic was this poor boy with empty eye-sockets. His sister
had died from it, and he had been very ill. They happened to
live in a village where the chief did not believe in God, and did
not want any of his people to change their ways. The Africans
think that, if they let sick people sleep, they will die; so they
beat drums and kerosene tins and shout loudly to keep them
awake. But their noses ran, their ears were sore, and their
eyes were just big sores, The witch doctor picked different
herbs, leaves and grass, and chewed them in his mouth, then
he spat them into their eyes. From that day onward the boy
had never seen, and he said he was going to fight this new
epidemic.
He went back to his own village before the chief found out
that he had been to see the doctor and to learn about God.
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One night, when the wind was howling, the lions were roar
ing and the hyenas laughing outside, the jungle doctor heard a
voice calling; “Bwana, it is I.” There was the boy with a child
on his back, and holding another by each hand. The doctor
marvelled at his coming in the dark, but he explained that he
lived in the “world of darkness” and knew the road by heart.
Five nights running he brought sick children, who were treated,
and then he took them home again, but the next night
he did not come. Dr. White sent his dispensers to look for him,
and they came back to say that the chief had found out and that
the boy had been severely punished by him. The next night,
about midnight, he came with three more children, and he could
hardly stand, so the doctor took him into his house, gave him
tea and cake, and told him the story of the scar on the doctor's
arm against smallpox. But the boy would not stay, in case the
chief found out. After that he did not come again, and by
asking and bribing different people in the village the doctor
and Daudi at last found him in a small dirty hut in swamps
near vultures and a skeleton, nearly dying of thirst and terribly
sick with smallpox he had caught from a man who had it and
to whom they had tied him. He explained this to them, and
said he was not afraid of going on the long journey, then he
lay back on the doctor's shoulder quite happy. Daudi, the dis
penser, said quietly: "He can see now, Bwana.”
They buried him in a small grave on that island, and they
knew that he had done more to teach people about God than
many other people much older than himself.
—PAM McCOACH, 3C.

s
“THE OLD FARMHOUSE”

Down where the shadowy fern trees sway,
Down by the river which sparkles all day.
There stands an old farmhouse.
Quaint, old, worn and grey.
The soft pink flowers creep over its walls.
And all day long bubble the silvery falls.
The cattle quietly nibble the grass.
Where the dewdrops fall as clear as glass.
As the sun goes down behind the hill.
As night draws on and all is stOl,
The farm is dark, the stars shine bright,
And peace reigns over the farm at night.
—RENNIE RALPH, 3C.
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“FIRELIGHT”
Embers—black and red and gleaming.
Hot rough coals with warmness beaming;
Leaping tongues of fiery flame—
Blue and red and wispy.
Glow worm sparks, upward flinging:
Burning logs, crackling, singing.
Pale blue wood smoke, ever curling,
Ash-grey coal smoke, softly swirling.
Sharply cracking.
Yellow, red and orange gold.
Curling round it. fold on fold.
Yellow spark cascades descending,
Downward falling, white light lending.
On the dark black grate surrounding—
Softly glowing—
Gently blowing—
Flame a-dancing, leaping high.
—MARION CROTHALL, 3B.
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ON A FIRST NIGHT
I
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The nervous flutter of the players in the wings;
The busy preparations behind scenes,
Only he who made it knows what all this means
To him. While out in front the music swells and sings,
Reporters chat with critics whose unbiased review
Will spell despair or triumph once again
To those who worked with pleasure and with pain
To bring serene spectators something new.
The music gains its climax—then is done.
An atmosphere of teasion grips the throng
As from illusion the dark veil is swung.
Then drama takes the stage and wrings the heart.
Or laughter raises mirth with merry song.
And. perchance, something great is born to Art.
—ROBYN GARNER. 4A.

I WONDER

. I
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I’ve often wondered what it’s like
To sleep the sleep of death.
To be in mere oblivion.
To never draw a breath.
Is it strange? Is it peaceful?
Is it full of mortal pains?
Can you think? Can you hear?
Can you feel the strain of years?
Do you know what's happening around you?
Do you suffer joy and tears?
Do you think of how you used to be
And of things you used to do?
I’m wondering still, as I write this now,
And don’t you wonder, too?
—ANON., 4th Year.
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A BRITON’S PRAYER
God bless our noble, friendly, happy Queen
Whose mighty realms and kingdoms loved so mxmh
Her gracious smile, when, near enough to touch.
She visited our lands. She came to mean
Much more to us than monarch e’er has been
Since we escaped, victorious, from the clutch
Of enemies. Her greatness augers such
That Britons far and wide adore their Queen.
Australia’s rugged mountains, rivers, plains.
And Canada’s lakes of blue and fields of snow.
The British Isles, gems in a silver sea.
O'er these and many more our Sovereign reigns
Supreme, belov’d. Allegiance we all owe to
Elizabeth our Queen, Her Majesty!
JUDITH LEY, 4A.

THE CORAL GROVE
Deep in the wave is a coral grove.
Where pretty fish swim and gold fish rove.
Where pretty flowers spread leaves of blue
’That are never touched with morning dew.
For roaring winds are absent there.
And all is still away from the air.
From coral rocks the sea plants lift
To sway their heads with the current's drift,
Where pretty mermaids swim and play
Amongst the coral always gay.
Then with shells in either hand.
They swim ashore to nearby land,
And there they sit and play all night,
And in the morn all one can see
Are pretty shells strung on the rocks at sea.
—CAROLYN ROACH, 2B.

SPRING IN HOLLAND
Spring is coming, the days are lengthening and the eves
Are full of fragrance sweet. Over all the land
The buds, the blossoms and the leaves
Have all been touched by the Immortal Hand.
Little snowbells, with heads like beads.
Peep from the cold, snow-covered earth.
Nodding their tiny perfumed heads
As though pleased with their new birth.
In glowing array of red and yellow and purple
The tulips and hyacinths gay, sway in the wind
Which blows, O so sweetly, caressing each petal
As a lover, or a friend most kind.
I loved my native country most in Spring,
And that is how it will always in my memory cling.
—INEKE SCHELLING, 4th Year.
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THE ORCHARD
Everything was still in the orchard,
And no sound disturbed
Those great trees
As they bore to heaven their lofty branches.
The fruit peeped out from the greenery,
Still fruit, but fruit of to-day and to-morrow;
Yet the trees stood, stern in their silence,
And never breathed.
The sun stole over the distant hill,
And stained with its yellow
The soft grasses under.
But the trees stared, and saw not that splendour.
A tiny bird with tinsel wing
Shimmered as it flitted over the stately horizon;
But those trees never turned their great green eyes.
And stared, stared still unheeding far beyond.
The sun sank low under the purple hill;
The horizon was lost in the dim, grey light;
The bird was still, as he slept in his feathers;
But the trees stared, past Time, into Eternity.
—MARLENE COOK. 5A.

THE GHOSTS’ MEANDERINGS
When the moon shines bright
The ghosts come out at night.
Each dressed in his party sheet.
To scare the humans they chance to meet.
They whirl around in the evening breeze.
They dance a jig. and cough and sneeze;
They murder each other and fall down dead.
And then each one cuts off his own head.
And if a man should be in strife
They go at once and tell his wife.
They let the air out of bicycle tyres.
And set on fire the telegraph wires.
Then they put tacks on the ministers' chairs.
And set free from the circus the grizzly bears.
After that they milk the cows.
And give the milk to the horses and sows.
So at night don't ever go out,
Or else they’ll turn you thrice about.
And with a loud, bloodthirsty shriek
Throw you in the nearest creek.
—PAT CLARKE. 2A.
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FOR HIS FAMILY’S SAKE
Alone he sat in the darkening room.
Alone in the pale moonlight;
There he sat in the darkening gloom.
With his cheeks a ghostly white.
He ne’er spoke a word,
But his brow wrinkied with care,
And he stared at the mixture he stirred,
The mixture he could not bear.
“Courage, that's all I need! Yes.
A little sip and all is won.
Nothing more and nothing less,
A tiny sip and all is done.
“For ray family's sake I must do it,
A brave man I must be,
I need only take a little bit.
That’s aU they expect of me.”
Then without a shudder or an eyelid blink,
It really makes one recoil.
He took up the glass, and its contents did drink.
That dose of castor oil!
—GLENNIS JOHNSTONE. 2B.

A PROTEST
I’ve always had a firm assurance that
To write a poem one needs to have been born
With natural talent. I have always sworn
That I do lack it; why then tell me flat
I have to write a sonnet—even at
A time when with much study I am worn!
My face is now, with effort, white and drawn.
No inspiration on my brow’s yet sat.
So when I die, as I am sure to do.
From excess brainwork, choose some pretty flow’rs
And buy a headstone; then have written on’t;
“Please may she rest in peace, this poor girl who
Fearing her teacher’s wrath, spent her last hours
In trying to compose a classic sonnet.”
JULIE KIERATH, 4A.

DUSK ON THE RIVER
The camper's bright fire is glowing,
The chirping bush birds are asleep.
'Neath the big oaks the river is flowing
To the silent watery deep.
Its bubbling resounds through the glen
As it flows through the darkening night.
A splash, a ripple, and then
It cascades from out of our sight.
—JOAN WOODWARD. 1C.
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THE TEST
Oh goodness me, what shall 1 do?
1 do not know a thing, do you?
I looked over it in bed last night.
But it was tiring, so I turned out the light.
I sit and rack iny brains, till I can see
If I can write some Geography,
But nothing can come into my mind,
Not an inkling of it can I flndThe lime, oh what’s the lime? It's going fast.
And when we get it back 1 shan’t have passed.
So everyone who reads this "pome"
Must heed, and work when they go home.
—JANET MOSS, 4th Year.

THE EPITAPH
Here rests the head of her who is not sane.
A girl to knowledge and good marks unknown.
Fair Science cometh not unto her brain.
And Failure mark'd her for his own.
—RUTH SMALL. 5A.

’’SPRING”
One bright sunny morning.
When the skylark soared up high.—
V/hen the bees, birds and butterflies enchanted every eye.—
■Twas then was heard the message,
Floating o’er the hills.
The golden blossoms had opened.
The birds began to trill,
"opriiig is here at last,” th. biishbnd shout was gay.
"Spring! Spring!" all echoed.
"Come, let us sing and play.”
—SYLVIA CARR. 2B.

WHAT I WOULD LIKE TO BE
How I’d love to be a bird,
A big white bird, soaring up through the sky.
Over forest, over river, through clouds up high.
Flying, flying, never to get tired.
But to keep on flying, through the clear blue sky.
How I’d love to be a fish,
A big golden fish swimming through the sea,
Past coral, past shells, through caves so dark
Swimming, swimming, always to be free
And to keep on swimimng in the clear blue sea.

I

How I’d love to be a tiger.
A big striped tiger roaming through the forest green.
Past tree, past flowers, through rivers deep.
Roaming, roaming, so many things to see
When we keep roaming through the forest so green.
—PHILLIPA DOCHERTY, 1C.
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“THE RECESS BELL”
(With apologies to Southey).
No stir in the air. no stir in the room.
The class was still and enveloped in gloom.
The girls in boredom made no motion,
Of what teacher was talking we had no notion.
Without letting Maths enter into our blocks,
We stared at the hands of the schoolroom clocks.
So little they moved that we could tell
We never would hear the recess bell.
The first headmistress of Newcastle High
Had installed that bell, and this she did cry;
“Now they'll know when the change of lessons is nigh,
And they’ll bless the old head of Newcastle High."
In school, in slumber our heads were hung,
Till through the air its warning was rung,
To wake us up for our recess.
We go, awakened—more or less.
Old Alf, the caretaker, roamed the school;
Thought he to himself, “Now, I am no fool;
If perchance this wonilerful bell I take
An excellent bicycle bell it would make.”
Old Alf the caretaker pinched our bell.
.And when lessons ended we could not tell.
He put it on his old machine,
And pedalled away without being seen.
He gaily rode down Hunter Street,
A more joyous fellow you never could meet.
But his joy was shortlived, for just then his bike
Went crash—he had bumped into Constable Pike.
And just as the Newcastle gaol drew near.
One awful sound could the caretaker hear;
A sound as though, with the recess bell.
The warder inside was ringing his knell.
—BEVERLEY HODGE. 2A.

AT NIGHT IN BED
■

At night time when I lie in bed,
Many thoughts run through my head.
I shut my eyes and try to sleep,
And even start to count the sheep.
But then I think of Maths and French,
And how I sit at the science bench.
Experiments mixed with Latin nouns!
My parsing brings the teacher’s frowns.
Oh, how I wish that I could be
So smart that school didn’t worry me.
—P. BROADLEY, 1C.
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CAUGHT IN THE ACT
I

The night was still and dark,
I crept behind my prey,
And raised my well aimed weapon,
When I heard a voice to say:
“Well, there you are. you naughty imp.
Put down your paw and make up.”
Yes, I wa.s only a kitten.
And my prey a little pup.
—PATSY POWELL, 4th Year.

AFTER A DROUGHT
Pouring and roaring over wood and town.
Sweeping and rushing over hill and down.
Bliss to the farmers and sheep in the field.
The rivers and creeks will now be well filled.
Thunder and lightning dance in the sky.
And all people thank the good God on high.
—L. ALLEY, 1C.

THE MOUNTAINEERS
Up on the roof of the world they climb.
Up past the forests of fir and pine.
Nearer to heaven than earth belovy.
Up where the summits of mountains grow
Out of the masses of icy grey cloud.
These are the men who conquered the peak
Of Everest, in the mountains so bleak.
Up they went with their axes and rope.
Through blizzards and snowstorms they had to grope.
Till they reached the roof of the world.
There in the land of ice and snow,
They planted oiu- flag so all should know
That Britain was first to scale this peak,
The summit of which so many men seek.
—MAUREEN HALL, 4th Year.

THOUGHTS
I wandered down the long white road.
That leads towards the sea;
The sand a golden carpet made
Across the sunlit sea.
The sun sent down its cheering ray.
To give sweet thoughts to me;
And fleeter than the white-winged gull
A boat sped out to sea.
—LYNNE PRITCHARD, 1C.
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THE STORM
The sun is no more seen,
The purple clouds have settled o'er its face;
And now glares out the frightening sheen
Of yellow lightning and the thunder,
The dreadful rumble and sudden roar.
Of sunlit beauty is no trace,
Only the sullen splashing
Of the waves upon the shore
As they shout aloud and, crashing
’Gainst the rocky cliffside wall,
Make it shudder.
And the grey-green foam-flecked waves,
Hidden in the flying sleet and squall,
Gather forward.
Once more the lightning gleams,
The thunder roars;
And the hurrying rain in streams
Covers all.
—MARION CROTHALL, 3B.

THE CLOCK TOWER
Destin'd all day long to keep the time,
To show the hour to those who wish to know
When time has come to stop and when to go,
And mark the seconds with thy ticking rhyme.
To strike the quarters with thy joyful chime.
With face alert and hands attention. Oh!
In daytime 'tis a merry time for thou
To watch below the city life, sublime.
But now I see thy lighted tower keep
Its nightly vigil o'er our sleeping town.
The bright lights fade; thy face is solemn, deep;
No longer art thou merry, now thy tone
Is rich, and low, melodious. Now thy steep
Is as a mighty sentinel; all alone.
—ROBIN WINES, 4A.

DREAMING
When you go to bed at night.
And all is quiet and still,
While you drop slowly off to sleep,
Your thoughts with wandering fancies fill,
And then you begin to dream
About the things which you like best.
Of how you would fly to the moon
Or in fairyland be a guest.
You’ve been dreaming of handsome Prince Charmings,
And just been dancing with one.
Then you hear Mother calling for breakfast.
And in an instant your dream is gone.
—BETSY BUTLER, 3C.
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A SCHOOLDAY
Through the door trips Mother.
“Time to get up,” she calls.
Out of bed jumps Heather,
On to the floor she falls.
Through the hall to the bathroom.
How she wishes the water would heat,
After that she goes to the kitchen
For something good to eat.
Into her blouse and tunic.
On with her shoes and socks.
Then she looks for the comb
So she can neaten her locks.
Then for her drab old port.
Into it go her books;
Another quick glance in Uie mirror,
Just to make sure of her looks.
Pown the street she dashes.
Along the narrow track.
Across the paddock for shortness.
Then for a quick glance back.
Soon she arrives at the bus stop.
Has a quick chat to her friends.
Then the school bus comes
And all her waiting ends.
Quickly she sits herself down—
"Out of that scat," cries Shirl,
“Can’t you understand?
It's taken for another girl.”
When her journey ends,
At the Bank she gets off the bus,
Then she looks for Maureen,
Who’s making such a fuss.
Quickly she buttons her blazer.
For the weather is cool.
Up the street she dashes.
And into the old brick school.
—HEATHER LEAN, 3E.
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THE SUN
I

The golden sun shone down on the earth.
Inducing the world to share its glad mirth;
It laughed at the stream
Reflecting its gleam.
At the willow tree.
And the honey bee;
It gladdened the room of a sick little girl.
And its golden rays glistened on each brown curl.
But when from a distant church came a sad hymn,
And when the night came and world became dim.
It set in the west behind the green earth.
It went to the heavens for its rebirth.
—DENYSE SEXTON, 3C.
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IN MEMORY OF SOLDIER BILL
The first time we saw Soldier Bill,
He was standing sadly on the hill
Overlooking the beach: it was in the winter of '42,
And he was an American, that’s all we knew.
But he came home and stayed with us,
And of each one of the family he made a fuss;
He told us of his Mum and Dad,
And of all the fighting he had had.
When his unit moved away
He came to tell us he’d be back some day;
He wrote some letters, but we could see
He was not as happy as he should be.
But Fate overtook Bill, one cold wet day.
And his life was taken, in a very sad way;
He was wounded in action, and there he died
On the battlefield, alone, with our photo by his side.
—r. MOHTON, 4th Year.

THE RIVER
As it winds its carefree way.
Never changing day by day,
With ne'er a care to mar its pleasure.
But to join the sea at leisiure;
It recalls to me sweet memories dear
As stepping stones from year to year.
I remember gathering daffodils.
Wandering 'way over valleys and hills.
Running and frolicking, chasing rabbits,
Watching the birds and noting their habits,
E'er keeping in sight of the jolly old river.
As 1 gambolled and rambled hither and thither.
—B. DENNISS, 2C.

MIST
The swirling mist around the mountain curled.
Screening the sunshine and covering the sky
With flimsy white fathomless vapours which lie
Hidden in unknown regions of the world.
"Oh mist, why do you writhe? Where have you swirled?
"O’er mountains and valley,” I hear It sigh,
“And over wide oceans. I know not why
I must swirl and wheel and twist and whirl.”
“You are not like your brother, the fog.
Who is heavy and dull and thick.
But as light as a feather, hazy but quick
To fall curling and swirling and twirling around every hill.
In caves, in hollows and round every log,
Through branches and down valleys and rills.”
—ENID PATTERSON, 2C.
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A GRAY ELEGY ON AN EXAMINATION
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The school bell rings, the Fifth Years shriek,
Then hurry to the hard, hard seats;
The school goes in.
Our eyes grow dim.
And in the doorway there stands.
With fateful papers in her hands.
The smiiing, cheery teacher.
The paper lies upon the desk:
The words ring out, “Now do your best.”
Our minds go blank, our hands go numb.
The minutes go, the minutes come.
But still the pen lies idle.
“Oh, is the Hudson tidal.
Or does it stay the same?"
The drum, drum, drum of feet
Comes down towards your seat;
The teacher, watching all.
Walks slowly round the hall.
The time flies by. and still you sigh.
“Why does corn grow? Oh why, oh why?
Why does it grow at all?”
“The time goes by, why does it fly?"
A sudden noise, and then the cry—
“Time’s up.”
—RUTH SMALL, 5A.

GOING HOME
We leave the city lights behind
As towards home our way we wind.
Through pleasant suburbs, calm and still.
Until we come to Dudley hill.
The tall gum trees on either side
■'.land like sentinels in their pride;
iuddenly we stop the coach
To gaze at the scene which we approach.
The deep blue ocean, and breakers grand.
Stretch for miles on silv'ry sand;
Breathtaking is this lovely sight,
'Tls Redhead on a moonlight night.
—UNA LOCKHART, 4B.

FANTASY
When walking home late one night
I came upon a very strange sight.
There in a glade, by an old gum tree.
Two fairies danced on a moonlight spree.
I stood watching them as if glued to the ground.
Not daring or wishing to make a sound.
For fairies (I’m told', if disturbed in their play.
Flutter their wings and vanish away;
So I waited and watched ’til the break of day.
When dawn was breaking I heard a sigh.
And often I have wondered why;
For I woke up in my own warm bed,
When I should have been watching the fairies instead.
—SUZANNE TOWNSEND, 3C.
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HAPPINESS
Oh, tell me, for this feeling is not new,
What is the joyful sense which fills my heart
And slowly spreads, so that, through all, no part
Is free, at all, from this warm rose hue
Which comes to all, and covers all that’s blue
And cold in our sad souls; only to dart
And brighten more and more; to play the part
Of comforter and guide, and friend so true.
Yes, this is happiness, I am quite sure.
For is there any feeling to compare
■
With happiness this inward warmth and glow, •••' • An unfurled rose, whose beauty makes with awfi,- •
The heart to be uplifted; yes, I dare
To say no warmer feeling do I know.
—J. CUMMINGS, 4B

TO THE QUEEN
Our Queen came to us o’er the silver sea;
She, like the sea-dogs of a former Queen,
Went round the world to see and to be seen;
And so she came to fair Australia and to me.
She was as radiant as we thought she’d be;
Her smile won hearts, her speech had silvern sheen.
That gracious little lady was our Queen—
The symbol of the Empire and the free.
Although her stay with us was not as long
As we’d have liked, we seem to miss her.
One fleeting glimpse of her, and she had gone.
One eager glance, all dim with love for her.
But every detail there imprinted on.
Is still lock’d in my memory, there forever.
—ELIZABETH SWEET, 4A.

THE BUSH
The bush in which the flowers in Springtime bloom
Is always full of birds and wondrous things.
The baby birds under their mothers’ wings
Chirp and sing each day from dawn till Moon
Appears above the hills where songbirds croon.
The breeze stirs flowers to stealthy whisperings.
While rustling trees make restless murmurings,
'The bush appears like fairyland at noon.

!

The bank of a brook was prettily arrayed
In flowers and ferns clustered together in groups,
While vines entwined about the trees in loops.
The clear water laced with shadows thrown
Of tall green reeds which stately figures made,
And dainty buds across the brook were blown.
—JUNE CAMERON, 2C.
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-- SPORT -SCHOOL SWIMMING CARNIVAL
On 23rd February. 1954, the school swimming carnival was
held at the Ocean Baths.
The point score was won by Parnell, with Parry second and
Dangar third.
Janice Evans swam in fine style to win the school cham
pionship, the senior championship and the 16 years champion
ship.
Other championship winners were: R. Young. 15 years
championship; B. Evans. 14 years and intermediate champion
ship; J. Blakemore. 13 years and junior championship; N. Law
rence. 12 years championship; C. Henry. 11 years championship.
The Junior House Relay and the Medley Relay were won by
Parnell, Senior House Relay by Parry, and the Flying Squadron
was also won by Parnell, with Dangar and Tyrrell the runnersup.
—.1, GREEN, 4th Year.

P.S.A.A.A. SWIMMING CARNIVAL
Our congratulations go to Newcastle Home Science, who
this year won the aggregate point score at the Combined Sec
ondary Schools' Swimming Carnival, which was held on the
9th March, 1954.
Our school gained second place, and Cessnock third.
Winners of events were; 12 years, N. Lawrence; 13 years, R,
Myors; open and junior breaststroke. B. Evans; junior relay, B.
Evans, N. Lawrence, G. Pears, J. Blakemore.
—J, GREEN, 4th Year,

G.S.S.S.A. SWIMMING CARNIVAL
Seventeen girls represented the school at the G.S.S.S.A.
Swimming Carnival, which was held at the North Sydney
Olympic Pool on 1st and 2nd April, 1954.
All the girls swam well, especially Barbara Evans, who
gained second place in both the open and junior breaststroke
championships; and Leone Lawrence, who, with Janice Evans,
came second in the open rescue race, and with Judy Ley came
second in the junior rescue race.
Dover Heights won the junior and aggregate point scores,
and Cessnock won the country and relay shields.
Newcastle Girls’ High School tied with Burwood Home
Science High for the Hellings Memorial Trophy for life-saving
strokes.
—J. GREEN, 4th Year.
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THE SCHOOL ATHLETIC CARNIVAL
I

I

The Annual Athletic Carnival was held on 13th July, after
having been postponed twice due to unsuitable weather con
ditions.
Our congratulations go to Parnell House Captain, Judy
Cummings, as Parneii gained first place in the total point score
with 186 pointe. Tyrrell gained second place with 157 points,
and Danger was third with 70 points.
The most outstanding athlete of the day was Barbara Evans,
who gained first place in the school championship, intermediate
championship, 14 years championship and the junior high jump.
June Lewis and Anne Lloyd gained second and third places in
the school championship.
Other championship winners were;—
11 years championship: J. Woodward.
12 years championship: P. Try.
13 years championship: M. Frith.
15 years championship; A. Lloyd.
16 years championship: J. Evans.
Junior championship: G. Bassford.
Senior high jump: J. Lewis.
Junior broad jump: B. Barry.
Senior broad jump: J. Lewis.
Both House Relays were won by Parnell, with Tyrrell win
ning the Shuttle Relay.
The most outstanding event of the day was the march past,
which was won by Tyrrell, with Parry second and Parnell third.
—VINA STEIN, 4th Year.

P.S.A.A.A.

\

Our school, which was most successful at these sports, won
the aggregate point score with 87 points, Newcastle Home
Science being second with 761 points, and Maitland High third
with 651 points.
Our open relay was successful in gaining first place. The
junior relay, consisting of B. Evans, M. Mason, M. Frith, J.
Woodward, P. Try and J. Bassford, won in exceilent style to
break by one second the record previously held by Newcastle
Home Science.
, ,
Barbara Evans was an outstanding competitor, winning the
open and junior championships, and being a member of the
winning relay team. Other championship winners were Joan
Woodward <11 years) and June Lewis <16 years).
Many places were gained in age championships and novelties. Our ball games teams were also successful, winning the
junior and open Captain Ball, and gaining second place in Under
and Over,
We extend our congratulations to all schools on their keen
interest and fine sportsmanship.
—JUDY CUMMINGS. 4th Year.

NEWCASTLE TEACHERS’ COLLEGE
.At the Newcastle Teachers' College Carnival this year, a
relay team was successful in gaining first place in the Hustler’s
Cup Invitation Relay. The team consisted of Barbara Evans,
Janice Evans, Jennifer McQueen and Ann Lloyd.
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G.S.S.S.A. ATHLETICS
A team of 20 girls, accompanied by Miss Payne, attended
the G.S.S.S.A. Athletic Carnival at the Sydney Cricket Ground.
The sports were held on the 18th and 19th of August.
Our only successful competitor was Joan Woodward, who
gained first place in the 11 years championship, breaking the
record. We all greatly admired her silver spoon.

HOCKEY
This year the Houses were divided into two teams, as usual.
In the match we played at our invitation, we drew with Home
Science 1-1. We are looking forward to playing them next year.
Three teams were entered in the Saturday competitions.
The No. 1 team played A Reserve Grade, and No. 2 and No. 3
teams C Grade, Divisions I. and II. respectively.
Unfortunately the No, 2 and No. 3 teams were unsuccessful.
The No. 2 team was Jill Blackmore, Karen Boisman, Judy Cum
mings (Vice-Captain), Margaret Hogan, Julie Kierath, Judy
Ley (Captain), Jan McDougail, Sanda -McRae, Lynne Slack,
- Robyn Wines, Robin Young,
The No. 3 team was Jocelyn Green, Margaret Gillon, Juliet
Nield, Jacqueline Rees, Robin Richardson, June Shaw, Joy
Stark, Elizabeth Sweet (Vice-Captain), Jill Symes, Ruth Towndraw (Captain), Wendy Waldon.
The No. 1 team, playing A Reserve Grade for the second
time, was more succesful, coming fourth in the point score,
but was defeated in the semi-finals. The players were Margaret
Brownsmith, Margaret Campbell, Pat Davis, Kay Farrell, Helen
Gillard. Judy Hodgson (Vice-Captain), ciare Howath, Anne
Lloyd, Judy McDonald (Captain), Beatrice Mood. Elwyn Wilson.
This team was selected to represent Junior Hunters in a
match against Tamworth High.
The girls wish to express, their thanks and appreciation to
Mrs. Fennell for her help and interest during the year.
—ANN LLOYD, 4th Year.

TENNIS
Due to bad weather, rehearsals and practices, tennis this
term has not been ful^ exploited. Games, however, were
arranged between Newcastle Home Science High School and
ourselves, eight girls representing each school. We were very
fortunate to win all but one game. The A team doubles were
B. Kelso and D. Fisher 6-3, 6-1; J. Sinclair and C. Elder 6-4, 6-2;
the B team doubles were J. White and J. McCrum, 6-1, 5-6; and
H. Layman and D. Page 6-2, 6-2. All games were on our home
courts.
All other games have been confined to inter-house matches,
with Tyrrell and Delprat tying to lead the scoreboard at present
with 5 points, Parnell next with 4, then both Wallis and Dangar
with 2, to be followed by Parry with 0 points.
The most outstanding player this season is Jan Sinclair, of
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Frst Year She was chosen In the N.S.W. team to compete
against Queensland at White City. Sydney. Not only did N.S.W.
win all three matches, but Jan distinguished herself by defeating
the under 19 singles champion, Janice Tehane, with 6-2.
A tennis ladder was recently commenced among Fourth
Year girls playing at Empire Park. Already this has created a
keener interest among the players, and we hope it will continue
to do so.
Each and every girl is looking forward to the repair of our
own courts, which will now be available—due to the hard work
of Miss Wallent and the P. and C. Association.
—MARTY MALBON, 4th Year.
1

BASKETBALL
This year Basketball has proved as popular and as success
ful as previous years.
Six school teams were entered this year In the Newcastle
Women’s Basketball Association competition.
The senior team played in the C Grade, and has a good
chance of doing well in the finals. Girls in this team are N.
Brogan. J. Higgs. J. Gibson, B. Skinner. M. Roberts. M. Thomp
son and L. Lawrence.
The other teams have not completed the competition
rounds.
Late in the first term two school teams were chosen to play
a m^tch against Home Science High. Both teams were suc
cessful.
A point score has been kept of the inter-house matches, and
keen rivalry has developed among the girls.
J. Scott and L. Lawrence were chosen to represent the State
in the P.S.A.A.A. Basketball team to play in Adelaide, and J.
Scott was chosen to play in the Australian team.
I hope the Basketball season of 1955 will be as successful
as that of 1954.
—L. LAWRENCE, 3B.

THE AUSTRALIAN BASKETBALL
CARNIVAL
This year the carnival was held in the beautiful city of
Adelaide. The N.G.H.S. pupils chosen for the N.S.W, team
were Leone Lawrence and Jan Scott.
At last, after a week of hard practice together, we departed
from Mascot aerodrome on 15th August. On arriving at Ade
laide after a wonderful trip, we were greeted by officials and
billeters, and we soon settled down to our surroundings.
We met teams from South Australia, Queensland and Vic
toria. Unfortunately we were not very successful in our matches.
On Monday the "All Australia” and "The Rest” were selected.
1 was fortunate enough to be selected in the "All Australia”
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team. Two other N.S.W. girls were chosen for "The Rest" team.
Sightseeing tours were conducted and took in such places
as Mount Lofty, Windy Point and the beautiful Marialta Falls.
After a most enjoyable fortnight in Adelaide we returned
home, with hopes of other tours ahead.
I would like to take this opportunity of thanking the
Sydney and Newcastle P.S.A.A.A. secretaries, the manageress
on tour, and our own Miss Payne, for helping to make our tour
so successful and enjoyable.
—JAN SCOTT, 3B.

VIGORO
The 1984 season has been a very successful one for Vlgoro.
We were pleased to see more seniors playing this year than
in previous years, and were equally pleased to see the number
of First Year players.
We hope that, if the teams increase even more next year,
Vigoro will become a competitive sport and permanent teams
will be able to be maintained.
No game was played on a competitive basis this year, but
every game was played as if it were a competition. This was
due not to the play of any one girl but to each girl individually
for her keen sportsmanship and hearty enthusiasm.
—VAL DENNISON, 3C.

SOFTBALL
The usual winter Softball has been well attended again
this year. A match against Home Science resulted in a defeat
for Girls’ High, but the match was well played and much
enjoyed.
A very promising player for this season in the A Grade
team is Laurel Nelson.
—LYNNE HOWLAND, 4th Year.
I
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Top of The Class
Tor Smartness
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There’8 a splendid range of smart regulation Schoolwear
and several serviceable qualities in—
TAILORED TUNICS
SUMMER TUNICS
SPORTS TUNICS
BLAZERS AND BLOUSES
I

atHUSTLERS
NEWCASTLE. MAITLAND, CESSNOCK, SINGLETON
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Banking . .
An Attractive Career
for Girls
If you are looking for an interesting and well-paid
position, why not consider what the Commonwealth Bank
of Australia can give you?
The Bank offers girls a variety of positions in the fields of
stenography, accounting machining, typing and clerical
work with real opportunities for advancement. No

previous experience is necessary.
Conditions of service include good pay with annual salary
increments, superannuation, three weeks' annual leave,
long-service leave. Health Society benefits and excellent
amenities.
Apply in person at the Staff Department, 3rd Floor,
Commonwealth Bank, cnr. Martin Place and Pitt Street,
Sydney, or to the Manager of any Branch of the Bank.

COMMONWEALTH

BANK

;
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IF BOOKS PRESENT
A PROBLEM
Then let us solve it for you . . .
Just bring that 21st of books in to us. You'll find all the
ones you need, and those many reference books for the
library, iji our Educational Book Department. Mr. Cantello, Mr. Newling and Mr. Ireland, our expert Educational
Advisers, can give you wonderful advice on any book
problem, whether it be about a new book on the syllabus
or choosing new books for your school library.
Of course, we have too a stock of over 100,000 novels,
children’s, technical, theological, medical, art and foreign
language books—and a fine selection of art prints.
Write, ’phone or call in with your order, and
ask for our free lists of Intermediate, Leaving
Certificate and University text books.

Angus & Robertson Ltd.
89-95 C.\STLEREAGH STREET, SYDNEY.
Phone MA 6511

BOYS
GIRLS
YOUR CAREER
is in the N.S.W. PUBLIC SERVICE
You can qualify for permanent employment with
an assured future as—

BOYS;

Clerks or Survey Draftsmen.

GIRLS:

Clerks. Office Assistants, Shorthandwriters and
Typists. Accounting Machine Operators.

BOYS AND GIRLS:

University Trainees in a wide range of professions.
Teachers’ College trainees preparing for Primary or
Secondary School teaching.
APPLY NOW TO—

Your School Principal or Careers Adviser
or

The Secretary, N.S.W. Public Service Board,
Box 2, G.P.O., Sydney.

WiNNS
In a Changing

World

*

WINN’S service remains
Since 1878
unexcelled •
countless thousands have
proved the truth of the
slogan, 'THE FRIENDLY
STORE.”
You’ll find at WINN’S an
unpretentious desire to
serve you faithfully and well.

WINNS
THE FRIENDLY STORE
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YOUR EYES!
IF YOUR EYE TURNS IN OR OUT

IF YOU HAVE A LAZY EYE
IF YOU CANNOT READ
IF YOUR EYES ARE SORE OR

INFLAMED

IF YOU HAVE ANY EYE TROUBLE,
CONSULT—

BERESFORD DALEY
M.O.O.A.
CIVIC BUILDINGS
391 HUNTER STREET
(Opposite Civic Station)

Phone B2660

NEWCASTLE
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in Australia’s Oldest Public Company
Ausiralia’s lirsi public ciimpaiiy. the Jiaiik (if New South Wales, was
established in iS17, 138 years aan. Today, it is the largest trading
bank operalirg in this ccuintry.
Would you hke to work lor the 'Wales'’? This is your chance
to enjoy the
and op|vir'im’*^e‘ i-vailahle to all girls who
join the Bank, wlictlicr you intend to make a career for vourscif. or
look ftirward to only a few years of business life. The work U
interesting and varied, and the privileges are many and real.

Wlial the “Wales” offers you

I

II
t

•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Prestige
Security
Congenial conditions
Known .salary scales with annual rises up to age of 25
Paid holidays
Rea.sonable sick leave with pay
Pension fund to s(hieh the Bank contributes, and from which
girls leaving the Bank (e.g., on marriage) can withdraw their
contributions with interest.

Girls usually enter the Bank’s service at 15 to 18 years of age.
If you are interesicel, have a talk to the Manager of your local
branch of the Bank.

BANK OF NEW SOUTH WALES

1

[
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FIRTt AND LARSEST TRADING SANK OPERATING IN AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND

Over WO branches and agencie< in Austmlin. New Zealand, Fiji,
tapua iiud New Guinea and iwn braucUci hi Li»uiou.
(ixroisi'oVsTKn in Nkw scftii ■ .'ALKS WITH MMITKU UAnjI.ITYf
SR.A&S02A
o
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in Australia’s Oldest Public Company
Australia's lirsi public company, Ihc Bank nf New South Wales, was
estabiishcil in 1817, 138 years aitii. Today, it is the largest trading
bank opmjfirg in this country.
Would you Mke to work tor the ■'Wales"? riiis is your chance
to enjoy the priv-T''r"s and oppor'iini'ies rv.iilable to all girls who
join the Bank, wlietlier you intend to ntaki- a career for yourself or
looli forward to onlv a few years of business life. The work U
interesting and varied, and the privileges are many and real.
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Prestige
Security
Congenial conditions
Known salary scales with annual rises up to age of 25
Paid holidays
lleasonahlc sick leave with pay
Pension fund to which the Bank contributes, and from which
girls leat'ing the Bank (e,g., on marriage) can withdraw their
contributions with interest.

Girls usually enter the Bank's service at 15 to 18 years of age.
If you are interested, have a talk to the Manager of your local
branch of the Bank.

BANK OF NEW SOUTH WALES
FIRJI AND LARGEST TRADING BANK OPERATING IN AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND

1
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Over 900 l>raijt(ics aiirf agewic- in Auslmlla, New Zealand. Fill,
Papua and New Guinea and two hrancHes in Loiriloii.
(IN't'OtM'ttV.M'fiD JN -N>w SOlV(t V.AI.Kfl WITH LIUITKD LIABaiTT)
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AN ATTRACTIVE SALARY.
INTERESTING WORK.
PROSPECTS FOR ADVANCEMENT.
CONGENIAL COMPANY.
GENEROUS AMENir'IES.
A LIBERAL PENSION AND RETIRING
ALLOWANCE,

Full particulars are available from any Branch
of A.N.Z. Bank or from the .itaff Department,
Chief Inspector's Office, 2 Martin Place, Sydney.

A-N-Z

AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND
BANK LIMITED
wh/ch

merged
Th« Union B«nk of Au«tr«ll« tM.
(Eiteblished t837)
K. 0. T. WIILIAMSON, GENERAL MANAGER

Bonk of Austr*le«i4
lEstabrishod 1835J
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KEEP THIS TO YOURSELF
If you were to ask yourself, “How much
have 1 saved this year?” would you be
satisfied with your answer?
You know, of course, that there is always
something worth saving for—holidays,
home comforts, little luxuriei
some
thing to make life happier for you. So
why not open a C.S.B. Account to-day?

C©^ONWE4LTH
THERE-S A BRANCH OH AGENCY IN YOUR DISTRICT

8

LIGHT’S
Complete
Home Furnishers
Famous Since 1887 For

INTEREST
FREE
TERMS
M. LIGHT & SON PTY. LTD.
Newcastle and Cessnock

t)

T.
Mutual Life Assurance
Society Limited
Has Vacancies on the Clerical Staff of its Newcastle
Branch for the young ladies of Intermediate
or Leaving Certificate Standard.

• PERMANENT POSITIONS
(Continuity of employment assured)

• EXCELLENT PROSPECTS OF
ADVANCEMENT

(Promotion made from the Society's own Staff)

• BEST OF WORKING CONDITIONS
(In fine building, close to all transport)

• ATTRACTIVE SALARIES WITH
ANNUAL INCREASES

Call, write or telephone Miss T. Amour,
the Chief Lady Clerk.

T. & G.
MUTUAL LIFE SOCIETY
HUNTER AND WATT STREETS
NEWCASTLE
'PHONE; B1561

THE AUSTRALASIAN TEMPERANCE
AND GENERAL MUTUAL LIFE
ASSURANCE SOCIETY LTD.
(Incorporated in Victoria, 1876)

IF YOU ARE WORRIED BY
BOOK PROBLEMS . .
t

THEN LET US SOLVE THEM FOR YOU
For many years now it has been our pleasant task to
solve all tvpes of book problems ... so if you have an
iaiposiiig l.st—just bring it in to us. You’ll find all the
ones you need, as well as those many ref .rence books for
your library, in our Educational Book Department.
Mr. Cantello and Mr. Nowling. our expert Educational
Advisers, can give you wondeful advice on ANY book
problem—whether it be about a new book on the syllabus
or choosing new books for your school library.
Of course, we have, too, a stock of over 100,000 novels,
cliildren’s, technical, theological, medical, art and foreign
language books, a wide collection of second-hand and rare
books—and a fine selection of art prints.
Write, 'phone or call in with your order, and ask for
our free lists of Intermediate, Leaving Certificate and
University text books.

Angus & Robertson Ltd.
89-95 Castlereagh Street
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Principal: MISS D. WALI.FNT. B.A.. Dip. Bd.
Deputy Principal: MRS. E. SHUTltEWORTH, B.A., Dip, Et..
MISS
MRS.
MRS.
MRS.
MISS
MISS
MISS
MRS.

Department of fn^iish:
I. V/igjIART. B.A., Dip. Ed.
P. BRUCE. B.A,, Dip. Ed.
S. MCDONALD. B.A.. Dip. Ed.
L. McFARLANE, B.A
L. McKENNA. B.A.
.1. PRESTON.
M. SCOBIE, B.A.
P. TOMS, B.A.

Department of Classlea;
MRS. R. BROWN, B.A., Dip. Bd. (Acting Mlstress).
MRS. L. McFARLANE, B.A.
MISS
MRS.
MISS
MISS
MISS
MRS.

Department of Modeit-r Languages:
M. SIMPSON, B.A. (Mistress).
M. FAIRLEY, M,A„ Dip. Ed.
E, NICHOLSON, B.A.. Dip. Ed.
J. POCOCK, B.A., Dip. Ed.
J, PRESTON.
D. REAY, B.A., Dip. Ed

Department of Mathematics:
MRS. E. SHUTTLEWORTH. B.A., Dip. Ed.
MRS. B. CASTLEDEN. B.A.
MRS. H. DAVIDSON. B.A.
MISS M. GRANT, B.Sc., Dip Ed.
MISS R. M. LOGAN. B.Sc., Dip, Ed.
MISS P. WAIDE, B.A.. Dip. Ed.
Department of Science:
MRS. M. WHILEY, B.Sc., Dip, Ed. (Mistress).
MRS. D. BULL, B.Sc., Dip. Ed.
MISS G. FAVALORO, B.A., Dip. Ed.
MR. F. FLOWERS. A.S.T.C.
MRS. R. ROBERTS, B.Sc,, Dip. Ed.
MRS. J. WILSON. B.Sc,, Dip. Ed.
Needlework: MRS. I. M. LEES; MRS. H. M. PATRICK.
Art: MISS J. McGILCHRIST. A.T.D.; MISS ( . O’DONNELL
A.T.D.
Music: MISS T. POST, D.S.C.M., L.T.C.L., L.Mus.
Physical Culture: MISS M. PAYNE, MISS SMITH.
School Counsellor: MISS M. JURD, B.A.
Careers Adviser: MISS L. McKENNA. B.A.
Librarian: MRS. H. DAVIDSON, B.A.
School Magazine: MISS I. WISHART, B.A..
MRS. E. SHUTTLEWORTH, B.A., Dip. Ed.
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Prefects:
Julie Kierath (Captain). Elizabeth O’Connell (Vice-Captain),
Fay Bennetts, Judy Cummings, Kay Farrell, Margaret Gillon,
Margaret Hogan, Barabara Kelso, Marty Malbon, Robin Poyner,
Colleen Reilly, Marilyn Russell, Margaret Steel, Vina Stein,
Elizabeth Sweet, Ruth Towndrow, Rosemary Woolley.
House Ccplains and Vice-Captains:
Danger—Janice Scott, Consie McKern,
Delprat—Barbara Morton, Julie Norris.
Parnell—Barbara Evans, Geraldine Pears.
Parry—Rennie Ralph, JiJl Blakemore.
Tyrrell—Beatrice Mood, Lynette Whitson.
Wallis—Jan McDougall, Anne Stewart.

★

SCHOOL NOTES
Several changes have taken place in the staff since the
publication of last year’s magazine. Miss Whitelaw and Mist
Paradise, valued members of the English and History staff,
retired from service in the department, Miss Whitelaw in
December last and Miss Paradise at the end of March this year.
The school does not seem the same place without them, and we
wish them health and happiness after their many years of
ungrudging service. Their reward lies in the knowledge that
the girls taught by them through their more than twenty years
at the school hold them in affectionate remembrance.
We were sorry to lose through resignation the services of
Miss Foley, Mrs. Cornell, Mrs. Ingram and Mrs. Dean, and
assure them that if they ever change their minds we shall be
delighted to welcome them back. We extend our best wishes
to them and to members who were transferred to other schools:
Miss McCauley to Sydney, Miss Bush to Cremorne Girls’ High,
Miss Oldfield to St. George Girls’ High, and Mrs. James to
Cook's Hill. Mrs. Earl has had leave of absence for a year.
Mrs. Anderson, of the Needlework Department, left the staff,
and Miss Laycock, an English teacher on exchange who was
attached to the P.E. staff, returned to England, from where she
sent a letter of thanks and a book for the library.
We welcome the new arrivals, and hope their time with us
will be happy: Miss Simpson, Mistress of Modern Languages;
Miss O’Donnell, Miss Smith and Mrs. Patrick, part-time at this
school for Art, Physical Education and Needlework respective^Miss Jurd, School Counsellor; Miss Preston. Mrs. McDonald,
Miss M. Grant, Mr. P. Flowers, and three ex-students of the
school, Miss Scobie, Miss Nicholson and Mrs. Bull.
Parents’ Day was held on the :7th February, when the
mothers and fathers of girls new to the school, mainly in First
and Fourth Year, were invited to visit the school. The Parents
and Citizens’ Association organised musical and other items,
and explained the function of their Association, inviting the
’’new” parents to become members. Over a cup of afternoon tea
the visitors had an opportunity to meet one another.
We extend our thanks to visitors to the school who have
addressed the girls in assembly: Judge Regala from the
Philippines; Miss Stewart, the Canadian representative of the
y.W.C.A., who spoke on Canada and Japan; Miss Sweetland, of
the Y.W.C.A.; Mr. Lohb, from the Conservatoriurr of Music, who
stressed the need of music as a part of education; Mr. Paine,

11

who entertained the girls with his experiences in a high school
in America; General Cariappa, High Commissioner for India,
who spoke of the children of that country; Dr. Cusick. who gave
the girls advice on dental hygiene; Mr. Duncan, who on Empire
Day gave an address on Lord Gowrie; Brigadier General Main,
who addressed the school on Anzae Day; Miss D. Helmrich, of
the Child Welfare Departmenl. who spoke on "Social Service
as a Career"; and Miss Inwood, who also gave an address in
which the girls were most interested.
We also thank Miss Alsop, of the W.E.A., who adjudicated
the inter-school debates for the Newcastle zone and the final
debate in the senior division of the House Competition; Mrs.
Moran, librarian of Newcastle Teachers’ College, who conducted
the library quiz which was one of the events of Children's Book
Week; Mr, Falklner, for giving advice on the stage lighting and
changing the lights for us; and our Ex-Students’ Association for
gifts of a clock to the School Captain and a prize for Fourth
Year.
On May 27th, Dr. Wyndham, Director-General of Education,
visited the school to present the Leaving Certificates to girls
who gained them last year. Mr. and Mrs. Gelfius attended. Mr.
Gelfius presiding at the ceremony. Dr. Wyndham gave an
interesting talk on "Names." Parents of the girls attended and
everyone enjoyed the happy little ceremony.
By effort week last year (concerts, dances in the gym and
sale of produce, etc.) enough money was raised to improve the
library. A charging desk, a magazine stand and yellow material
for curtains were purchased. Mrs. Shuttleworth gave her spare
time to the prodigious effort of sewing the curtains, which now
make a fine show in the corridor windows of the library.
The Parents and Citizens’ Association and Ladies’ Auxiliary
have been active this year, and have provided the school with
a strip film projector and £100 for the purchase of strip films
and science equipment. £100 has been given to the library for
the purchase of books, four bursaries and school prizes have
been provided, and the tennis court resurfaced at a cost of £110.
The new curtains for the stage, a joint effort of the P. and C.
Association and the school, are a wonderful improvement for
the staging of plays. We are most grateful for this help.
Play days were held on 11th and 12th May, when plays were
presented by First, Second and Fourth Year classes, and much
fun was had by all.
Miss McKenna's production of “Midsummer Night’s Dream”
In July was an outstanding success. Four performances were
given, the first for the whole school, one evening performance
for the public, and the other two for Intermediate candidates
from other schools in the district. Third Year girls, under the
direction of Miss McGOchrist. made the scenery, Miss Post
trained the singers and Miss Payne the dancers, while other
teachers arranged the costumes and did the make-up.
In July a group of Fifth Year girls, under the direction of
Miss McKenna, gave a radio play presentation of “The Fire On
The Snow” to the school and Fifth Year students from Home
Science High School. It was a moving and memorable perform
ance.
The orchestra and choir practise regularly, On Speech Day
last year the orchestra accompanied the singing of one of the
items, and the choir sang in the City Hall at the combined
religious service which marked the opening of Education Week.
During Open Day of Education Week, the parents were
invited to visit the school. As well as the ordinary routine in
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some classes, the parents could listen to the final of the Senior
House Debates and the Senior and Junior Library Quizzes. It
was an opportunity for teachers and parents to meet.
Children's Book Week was held in conjunction with Educa
tion Week, and the poster and dust jacket entries, together with
projects done in connection with library work, were on aispiay.
The Annual Fete was held on 19th August, and this year the
weather was kind. Stalls were erected in the quadrangle, and
several rooms were used for sideshows. The Fete was opened
by Mr. Campbell, M.L.A., who spoke of work done by the
Parents and Citizens’ Association. The fete, together with the
concert which had been held on the previous Friday, ended with
gross takings of over £800.
The ever-popular dances held by the combined Girls’ and
Boys' High Schools were held during the year, and the Prefects
of Boys’ High entertained the Prefects of Girls’ High to an
afternoon tea.
Anzac Day was celebrated at the school on Friday. April
22nd. “The Recessional,” accompanied by the orchestra, and
“The Lord’s Prayer,” were sung by the assembly, and 'T Vow
To Thee. My Country” by the choir. Brigadier-General Main
gave an address on “Anzac.” The ceremony ended with the
National Anthem, after the Last Post had been sounded by
Marty Malbon.
The celebration for Empire Day was held on May 27th.
Gowrie Scholarship holder. Fay Bennetts, read Lord Gowrie's
speech, and Mr. Duncan, Principal of the Newcastle Teachers’
College and President of the Royal Empire Society in Newcastle,
gave a fine speech on Lord Gowrie, whose death had occurred
shortly before. Addresses were given by representatives of each
year: Margaret Cameron of First Year spoke on Florence
Nightingale, Margaret Thompson of Second Year on Caroline
Chisholm, Thea Sneddon of Third Year on Alfred Deakin, Naomi
Sneddon of Fourth Year on Sir Winston Churchill, wnile
Margaret Evans of Fifth Year gave an address on “The Reality
of Democracy in Great Britain.” The school, accompanied by
the orchestra, sang “I Vow To Thee, My Country,” the Second
Year choir sang “Freedom” and the full choir “Land Of Mine.”
This year our debating team. Silver Harris, Marion Crothall
and Jacqueline Burraston, won the Newcastle District Zone
Competition, and, meeting Fort Street Girls’ High team in the
final, was successful in winning the trophy, which is now
proudly displayed in the entrance hall.
In the School Public Speaking Competition which is organ
ised by the Royal Empire Society, Kathleen Temple obtained
equal second place in the junior section, and Margaret Evans
and Lynne Howland gained equal third place in the senior
section.
We felt much sympathy for the people caught in the Hunter
Valley floods, especially as we knew so many who were affected.
A collection from the school, including the results of a film
night, brought in £212. When Maitland Girls’ High School
resumed, school uniforms and text books were sent up, and
were much appreciated. Miss Tilse sent a warm letter of thanks.
In June, Mr, Zeigler spoke to the girls about his publication,
“Junior’s Journal,” and the competition to be held to choose
an associate editor from the school The girls were invited to
write letters giving their ideas on how to improve the magazine,
Susan Molesworth, of 2A, was successful, and is associate editor
for a year.
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Two groups of Fifth Year and Fourth Year girls were taken
to Sydney to see the Shakespearean Company (principals,
Katherine Hepburn and Robert Helpmann) play “The Merchant
of Venice.” The girls enjoyed the production, and also enjoyed
the visit to the University.
The Historical Society members visited Newcastle Cathedral
and Nobby’s Signal Station, and a group of thirty made a trip
to Sydney to visit Vaucluse House, the Public Library and
Parliament House at question time. We are indebted to Mr.
Saddington, M.L.C.. who kindly arranged the visit to Parliament
House and entertained the girls there.
Geography excursions to Sydney and the B.H.P. were also
interesting and instructive, and the science excursion to the
Sulphide Works and B.H.P. of great help to the students.
Jacqueline Burraston won first prize in the Police Essay
Competition, and Heather Harmer second prize. Thea Sneddon
was third in the Rural Bank Essay Competition, winning £10Marion Crothall was highly commended for her entry in the
Constitutional Essay Competition, and Robin Hamilton and
Fairlie Cato were successful in the Health Week Essay
Competition.
Of the entries sent to the Sun Art Show, pictures by Robyn
E lds (IB) and Rosalind Stock (2B) were presented to the Lord
Mayor of Newcastle for display in the City Hall, pending the
erection of the Cultural Centre. Mr. Gelfius, Area Director of
Education, chose an exhibit by Beverley Rees (2B), Sixteen
other entrants had their work selected by Mr. Dabron. Art
Director of the Department of Education, who is to show them
later in the year at an exhibition in Sydney.
Peter Scriven Puppets entertained the school and, as usual,
w.is enthusiastically received.
At the P.S.A.A.A. Swimming Carnival in Sydney on 29th and
30th March, our team won the Country Shield and was third
in the total point score. Janice Sinclair was number one player
for the state tennis team, and was unbeaten in the competitions
hrld in Brisbane. Christine Henry and Lynette Streetfield were
chosen for the N.S.W. basketball team which played in the
interstate competitions held this year in Newcastle. In the
Athletics Carnival held in Sydney, our team was in second place
for the Country High Schools’ Cup,
On June 29th the Home Science High School entertained
us at a sports afternoon. Matches were played and the Home
Science High prefects gave our prefects afternoon tea, while the
Principal and Staff entertained our Principal and Staff to afternoon tea. On the return visit, in September, our girls and
staff were hosts. These occasions, which bring together the two
schools, are most enjoyable.
Among other visitors to the school were a group of student',
from Cooranbong College, and Dr. Beryl Nasher (an ex-student
of the school) and Professor Renwick from the University of
Technology, -vho gave advice to the girls on careers Mr
Downing, Headmaster of Collie High School in Western Aus
tralia, who spoke to Fifth Year students, and the bank official
who explained "The Bank System.”
The Fifth Year girls of 1954 presented to the school an
electric gramophone, which we find very useful.
We wish to express our thanks to the generous donors of
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prizes and other gifts to the school: among others the visiting
clergy for the gift of a book to the library.
Our thanks go to Mr. Tyndall, of Tyndall Studios, who
donated the photographs of prefects, house captains, debating
and swimming groups, and to the schools which have sent us
copies of their magazines.

★

THE CAPTAIN’S MESSAGE
Looking back on five happy years, I feel deep regret that this
Is my last year at school. There are so many things which 1
should have done and yet I have left undone. Perhaps 1 could
have given more time to sport or other activities, and yet I felt
that the academic side of my school Tfe was of the greatest
importance. Now I ask myself, have I perhaps spent too much
time on one aspect of my school life to the detriment of others?
N.G.H.S. has set a particularly high standard, which has
been maintained through the years. It is up to us to live up
to that reputation, not only in the field of academic learning
but also in the spheres of sport, drama, choral work and debat
ing, In all of which our girls have achieved renown.
Through the medium of our magazine, I should like to thank
Miss Wallent, Mrs. Shuttleworth and the staff, who have shown
unflagging interest in our welfare. Their patience and kindness
We also thank Miss Allsop, of the W.E.A., who adjudicated
towards us and our work have been unlimited.
I am proud of the school and shall aways be so. In five
years we have many opportunities to help our fellow students
and to strive to bring honour to our school. 1 hope that in the
years to come every girl who has attended N.G.H.S., and done
her best to uphold its reputation, will have as happy memories
as I have.

★

OUR THANKS
The editors of “Nobbys” call your attention to these business
houses who have been kind enough to contribute towards the
cost of printing the magazine:—
Kramer's Shoe Store, Newcastle Standard Laundry Pty.
Limited, George Dawson and Sons Pty. Ltd., Oldham Bros.
Limited, Queensland Insurance Company Ltd., Winns Newcastle
Limited, Saddington’s Insurances Pty. Limited, Temple Book
Shop, Hunter The Stationer, Organization Pty. Limited, G. A.
Blanchard, The Hunter Valley Co-operative Dairy Company Ltd.
And to these business houses whose advertisements appear
in the magazine:—
Commonwealth Bank of Australia, Bank of New South Wales,
Australia and New Zealand Bank Ltd., Angus and Robertson
Ltd., Burroughs College, T, and G. Mutual Life Society. Beresford Daley, Nestle’s Food Specialities, NESCA, John’s Silk
Store, M. Light and Son Pty. Ltd., Marcus Clark and Co. Ltd.,
Peters Ice Cream. Globite School Cases, Public Service Board,
Hustlers, G. Caldwell, Ell’s, J. Mackie and Co. Pty. Ltd.
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LEAVING CERTIFICATE RESULTS, 1954
I

Key to Subjects—
9. Modern History
1. English
13. Chemistry
2. Latin
16. Biology
3. French
17. Geography
4. German
19. Music
5. Mathematics I.
20. Art.
6. Mathematics II.
7. General Mathematics
Abrahams, Lurlene: lA 2B 3H(2)io) 7A 9H(1) 13A.
Arnold, Marjorie; IB 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Avis, Margaret; IB 3B 9B 16B 17B 20B.
Babbage, Rosemary S.: 1H(11 2B 3A(o) 9A 16A 20B,
Bannister, Marlene T.: IB 3B 9B 16B I7B 20B.
Blanch, Dorothea D.: lA 3A(ol 7B 9B llA 17B.
Boyd. Janice: lA 9B 16B 17B 20A 21A.
Brickett, Helen E.: IB 3B 9B 18B 17B 20A.
Buckley. Jennifer N.: IB 2B 3B 7B 9B 13B.
Calder, June; IB 3B 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Charker, Hilary E.: IB 3B 7B 9H(2) IIB 17B.
Chedzey, Kay B.: IB 3B 7B 9B IIB 17B.
Clark, Joan M.; IB 3B 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Clarke. Dimity A.: IB 5B 6B IIB 17B.
Cochrane. Margaret A.: IB 2B 3A<o) 5B 6B 13A.
Cook, Marlene D.: 1H<2) 2A 3Hfl)(ol 9B 16A 19A.
Creary, Pamela R.: lA 2B 3A(ol 7B 9B 13B.
Davies. Glenys M,; IB 3B 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Davies, Patricia M.; IB 9B I6A 17B 21B.
Deamer, Bena C.; IB 7B 9B 16B 17B 21B.
Douglas. Valerie L.: IB 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Elder. Catherine; lA 3Aiol 7A 9A 13A 17A.
Elvin. Joan M.: IB 3B 5B 6B IIB 17B.
Evans, Janice K.; IB 7B 9B 16A 17A 21B.
Farrell, Judith P-: lA 2B 3B 9B 16B 20A.
Fletcher, Beverly A.: IB 3B(oi 7B 9B llA 17B.
Fletcher, Valentia H.: IB 9B 16A 17B 20B.
Frith. Thea C.: IB 3A 7B 9B llA 17B.
Geary, Glenys F,; IB 3B 9B 16B 19B 20A.
Graham. Jeanie C.; IB 5B 6B 16B 17B.
Greaves, Denise W.: IB 3B 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Grierson, Robyn M.; lA 2A 3A(o) 7B 9B 13B.
Grubb, Flora S.; IB 3B 7B 16B.
Hall. Margaret R,; IB 5B 6B IIB 17B.
Harris, Dorothy M,; IB 2A 3A SB 6B 13A,
Homer. Mavis J.: IB 3B(OJ 9B 20B.
Huxley. Patricia G.: IB 2B 3A SB 6B 13B,
Jenkins. Josephine D.: IB 3B 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Kelly, Pamela E.: lA 3B 9B 16B 17B 20B.
Lee. Nerida V.: lA 3A(o) SB 6B 13A 17A.
Lewis. June D.; lA 3A(o) 7B 9B 16A 17A.
McAuley, Eleanor R,: lA 3Bio) 9B 16A 17B.
McDonald, Judy A.: IB 2B 3Alo) 4B(oi 7B IIB,
Marks. Heather J.: IB 3B(o) 9B 16B 17B.
Marshall. Janice R.; IB 3B 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Mills, Jennifer M.: IB 2B 3B 7A 9B 13A.
Morgan, Barbara E.; 3B 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Morris. Barbara R.: lA 2A 3A(o) 4H(l)io) 7A 13H(1).
Muir. Margaret E.: IB 3A(ol 7B 9B 13B.
Neville. Valoha: IB 2B 3A(o) 5A SB 13A.
Nixon, Julia F.: lA 2A 3H(2Ko) 4Alo) 7A 19B.
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Oliver, Judith H.: IB SB'o) 7B 9B 16B 173,
Page, Delma: IB 3B 7A 9B llA 17B.
Perry, Wendy A,: IB 3B 9B 16B 17B 20B.
Pont. Margaret: IB 2B 3A<o) 4A(o) 7B IIB.
Preston, Margaret A.: IB 3A(oi 5A 6B 13B 17B.
Reedman. Nelda J.; IB 3B 6B 16A 17B.
Rodgers, Barbara A.: IB 3B 5B 6B llA I7B.
Roe. Naocye Y.: IB 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Saddington, Margaret E.: lA 3B 7B 9B llA 17B.
Sawyers, Joan L.: lA 2Hilt 3H(2Ho) 4Aio) 7A llA.
Small, Ruth: lA 3A(o) 7B 9A llB 17B.
Sticpewich, Barbara J.: lA 2B 3A(o) 5A 6B 13A.
Taylor. Marian A.: IB 9A 16H(2) 17B 21A.
Thompson. Anne Marie: IB 7B 9B 16B 17B.
Thompson, Margaret: IB 7B 9B 17B,
Thwaites, Shirley A,: IB 7B 9B IIB 17B.
Tobin, Maureen: IB 3B 7B 9B 16A 17B.
Waiter. Merab E.: IB 7B 9B IIB 17B
Westeott, Pamela J-: lA 2B 3A(o) 7B 9B 13B.
White. Annette P-: IB 3B 5A 6B 13B.
Williamson. Barbara N.: IB 7B 9B 13B 17B.
Wilson, Elwyn F.: IB 3Bio) 7B 9B 13A I7B.
Commonwealth Scholarships were gained by L. Abrahams.
R. Babbage, H. Charker, M. Cochrane, M. Cook, P. Creary, C.
Elder, J, Farrell, T. Frith, R. Grierson. D. Harris. N. Lee. J.
McDonald, B. Morris. J. Nixon, D. Page, M. Pont, M. Saddington,
J. Sawyers. R. Small. B. Sticpewich, M. Tobin, P. Westeott.'
At Sydney University. Barbara Morris is doing Medicine,
Pamela Creary Physiotherapy and Barbara Sticpewich Science,
while, at the Newcastle University College. Rosemary Babbage,
Hilai-y Charker, Marlene Cook, Thea Frith, Jennifer Mills, Julte
Nixon, Margaret Saddington and Joan Sawyers are doing Arts.
The following are at the Newcastle Teachers’ College, study
ing to become primary school teachers: Marjorie Arnold, Mar
garet Avis, Marlene Bannister, Dawn Blanch, Joan Clark, Dimity
Clark, Pat Davies, Carlene Deamer, Valerie Douglas, Joan Elvin
Denise Greaves. Margaret Hall, Mavis Homer. Dorothy Jenkins
June Lewis, Eleanor McAuley, Judy McDonald, Delma Page
Wendy Perry, Margaret Preston. Nelda Reedman, Barbara
Rodgers, Ruth Small. Margaret Taylor, Anne Thompson, Mar
garet Thompson, Maiu-een Tobin, Merab Walter, Annette Whitewhile the following are taking a Junior Science course at the
College; Janice Boyd, June Calder, Kay Chedzey, Glenys Davies
Pat Huxley. Jan Marshall. Janice Evans is at Sydney Teachers'
College doing a Needlework course.
Lurline Abrahams. Jennifer Buckley, Margaret Cochrane
Catherine Elder. Robyn Grierson and Dorothy Harris are study
ing pharmacy, and Judith Farrell, Val Fletcher, Judith Hodgson
Heather Marks and Valoha Neville have begun a nursing course’
while Beverley Fletcher is doing radiography.
Two girls, Margaret Pont and Nancye Roe, have begun a
library course; Judith Gibson. Flora Grubb and Ann McCormack
are doing office work, and Glenys Geary and Jeanie Graham are
receptionists.
Nerlda Lee, Margaret Muir. Shirley Thwaites. Barbara
Williamson and Elwyn Wilson are working as laboratory
assistants, and Helen Brickett and Judith Oliver are in a
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INTERMEDIATE CERTIFICATE
RESULTS, 1954
All candidates (141) passed.
B, Abell, B. Barry, C. A. Bassett, J. A. Bawcombe, H. C.
Beal, M. A. Bedford, E. J. Bell, M. J. Blakemore, A. Blanchard,
K. B. Boisman. N. M. Brogan, D. B. Brown, S. Y. Brown, J. E.
Bruniges, M. Burden, J. Burraston, M. N Bunn.ing, R. E.
Bushell, E. A. Butler.
D. M. Chaseling, M. E. Cleary, C, L. Cokman, P. E. Cotterill,
B. A. Craig, G. H, Craig, M. M. Crothall, V. Dennison. J. D. Dent,
J. M. Earl. S. J. Edmond, B. J. Elliott, B. E. Evans, L. V. Field,
D. M. Fisher, M. L. Flanagan, C. A. Forbes, W J. Freedman,
D. M. Gannon, E. Gearing, F. C. Gibson, B. I. Gittoes, P. G.
Glasson, P. M. Gore, M. M. Graham, A. Grant.
R, A. Hamilton, S. K. Harris. A. Hayward, W. Henderson,
J. J. Higgs, D. Holmes, B, J. Howard, M. Huddleston, P, C,
Hughes, J. G. Hunt, E. G. Imrie, J. M, Irwin, J. James, S.
Jenkins, L, H, Johnston, R. A. Keevers, J. B. Keith, Y. Kraemer,
J. A. Lannen, L. Lawrence, B. A. Lay, H. Layman, B. L. Lieberman, R. Lieberman, R. J, Lindgren, J. A. Lloyd, J. E. Longworth,
N. K. Lumby.
P. E. McCoach. M. J. McDougail, C. M. McKern, M. A.
McKillop, P. A, McMahon, S. J. McRae, J. J. Mattingley, J. T.
Melling, H. L, Miles, N. R. Millington, C. E. Minslow, H. C.
Mitchell, B. M. Mood, B. E. Morton, R. A. Myors, J, J. Neild,
L. Nelson, L. Neville. W. M. Nightingale, J. M. Nixon, J. A,
Norris, Y. D. Pacey, B. H. Paul, G. E. Pears, M. C. Price, Z.
Prior, J. C. Punch, R. C. Ralph, S. J. Randall, J. A. Rees, M.
Roberts, S. J. Robertson, L. Rodgers, P. Rutherford, J. D. Ryan.
L. E. Sargent, S. Schott, J. Scott, M. Seskus, D. G. Sexton,
S. Sherritt, J. C. Short, L. L. Slack, H. Smith, W. Smith, N. J.
Sneddon, J. A. Squires, J. A. Stewart, N. W. Strother, J. E.
Symes, K. F. Temple, L. Thompson, S. L. Townsend, P. M.
Tredinnick, D. J. Vaughan, K. J. Voysey, J. M. Walton, J. A.
Warland, M. J. Waugh. W. I. Waugh, R. L. West, L. Whitson.
A. M. Wiebe, P. Williams, A. Wilson, L. V. Wilson, W. Woodhouse, B. J. Woolley.
As a result of the examination, Elaine Imrie and Sandra
Schott had their bursaries renewed, and Silver Harris, Mathiana
Seskus, Jacqueline Earl, Sylvia Smith and Barbara Woolley
gained Intermediate Bursaries. Lynne Slack gained a Technical
Education Bursary.

★

SPEECH DAY, 1954
The twenty-fifth Annual Speech Day was held in the City
Hall on 15th December, 1954.
Mr, A. S. Madden, District Inspector of Schools, presided.
The school report was read by the Principal, Miss D. Wallent,
B.A., and the sports report by the School Captain, Joan Elvin.
Addresses were given by the chairman, the Lord Mayor c£
Newcastle (Aid. Purdue), Mr. W. A. Gelfius, B.A.. Director of
Education in the Newcastle area, and by the guest speaker. Miss
E. Savage, G.M., F.C.N.A., the Matron of Rankin Park Hospital.
The School Choir, trained and conducted by Miss Post, sang
delightful^ several numbers, "Londonderry Air," "Water
Lilies,” “Swanee River,” "Silent Night. Holy Night,” and in
“Jesu, Joy of Man's Desiring” they were accompanied by the
School Orchestra.
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Mrs. W. A. Gelfius presented the prizes and certificates, and
Miss M, Mulvey, president of the Ex-Students’ Association,
presented the sports trophies. The investiture of the Prefects
was conducted with fitting ceremony, and the Speech Day, which
was begun by the School Choir's singing of "God Save the
Queen,” was ended by the vote of thanks proposed and seconded
by Joan Elvin (Captain) and Pat Huxley (Vice-Captain), followed
by the School Song.

★

PRIZE AND CERTIFICATE LIST, 1954
The School is grateful, and thanks prize donors. The Parents
and Citizens' Association has donated all prizes except those
specially mentioned.
Prize for Captain of School, given by Ex-Students: Joan
Elvin.
Elizabeth Metkle Memorial Prize for Best Pass in Leaving
Certificate Examination, 1953, given by Mrs. A. Chichester:
Dana Rubin.
Mrs. Mills’ Prize for Courtesy, Scholarship and Sportsman
ship: Judith McDonald.
Mr. Helmore's Prizes for Improvement: Ineke ScheUing and
Joy Stark.
J. B. Henson Memorial Prizes for Historical Society Essay:
Janice McElwaine, Elaine Orton.
Mrs. Bramble's Prizes for Senior Debating: Joan Sawyers,
Margaret Saddington and Margaret Steel.
Shield given by Mr. S, McCormack for Senior Debating:
Tyrrell House (Captain, Anne Lloyd),
Mrs. Bramble's Prizes for Junior Debating: Judith Davies,
Maureen Bennetts, Beverley Nixon.
Cup given by Laurie Harvey for Junior Debating: Deiprat
House (Captain, Vina Stein).
FIFTH FEAR,
Dux (given by Mr. D. Sexton); Barbara Morris.
English (given by Newcastle Business College); Rosemary
Babbage. Barbara Morris.
History; Lurline Abrahams, Rosemary Babbage, Robyn
Grierson.
Latin; Joan Sawyers, Barbara Morris.
German: Barbara Morris.
French: Barbara Morris, Marlene Cook.
Chemistry; Barbara Morris, Margaret Cochrane.
Physics and Chemistry; Dawn Blanch.
Biology: Anne Taylor.
Geography: Ruth Small.
Mathematics I.: Barbara Rodgers, Annette White.
Mathematics 11.: Margaret Cochrane, Barbara Sticpewich.
General Mathematics; Lurline Abrahams.
Art: Judith Farrell.
Needlework; Janice Evans. Janice Boyd.
Proficiency: Dawn Blanch, Joan Sawyers, Marlene Cook
Julie Nixon, Lurline Abrahams, Margaret Cochrane Barbara
Sticpewich. Pamela Creary, Valoha Neville.
FOURTH FEAR.
Dux (given by Newcastle Business College): Rosemary Gray.
English: Judith Ley. Elizabeth Sweet.
History: Judith Bullerwell, Carol Steel
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French: Rosemary Gray.
Latin: Rosemary Gray. Rosemary Buckland.
German: Rosemary Gray.
Mathematics I.: Carol Jones, Lola Sharp.
Mathematics 11.: Beverley Van Epen.
General Mathematics; Rosemary Gray.
Chemistry: Rosemary Gray.
Physics and Chemistry; Robin Poyner.
Biology: Beverley Shaw.
Geography: Carol Steel.
Art: Pamela Cusick.
Music: Judith Ley.
Proficiency: Fay Bennetts, Lola Sharp. Julie Kierath. Judith
Bullerwell, Elizabeth O’Connell, Robyn Poyner, Margaret Steel,
Janice McElwaine.
THIRD YEAR.
Dux (given by Mr. D. Sexton); Jaequeline Burraston.
English: Doreen Brown.
French: Jacqueline Burraston.
Latin: Jacqueline Burraston.
Mathematics I. and Mathematics II.: Jacqueline Burraston.
History: Coleen Coleman, Anne Hayward,
Geography: Beth Abell.
Needlework: Robyn Keevers.
Biology: Jocelyn Higgs.
Art: Beth Abell.
Elementary Mathematics: Margaret Burden.
Physics and Chemistry: Jacqueline Burraston, Rachael
Lieberman.
German: Rachael Lieberman.
Proficiency: Rachael Lieberman, Kathleen Temple. Doreen
Brown, Yvonne Kraemer, Lynette Whitson, Robyn Keevers,
Geraldine Pears, Silver Harris, Juliet Neild, Mathiana Seskus,
Merri Graham,
3D: Judith Bawcombe.
3E: Rhonda Myors.
SECOND YEAR.
Dux: Judith Davies.
Proficiency: Lorraine Toomey, Colleen Bolam, Fairlie Cato.
Golda Lieberman, Helen Bray, Janice Barton, Irene Belford,
Thea Sneddon, Helen Wansbrough, Patricia Harris.
2B; Valerie Gibbs.
2D: Janet McFarlane.
2E: Jennifer Lee.
Certificates.
Janice Barton; History (aeq.).
Helen Bray: Mathematics I.
Julie Bolton: Mathematics II.
Sylvia Carr: Needlework.
Judith Davies: French, German t2A) and Mathematics II.
Beverley Hodge: History laeq.).
Daphne Kemp: Elementary Mathematics.
Betty Matthewson: Art.
Jeanette McFadyen: Biology.
Janet McFarlane; Geography,
Janice McKenzie: English.
Kay Rolfe; History (aeq.).
Nerida Ritchie; History (aeq.).
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Thea Sneddon: History <aeq.>.
Vicki Soveehles: Physics and Chemistry.
Lorraine Toomey; Latin, French (aeq.).
Helen Wansbrough; German (20.
FIRST YEAR.
Dux: Helen Branch.
Proficiency: Wendy Felton, Wendy Murray, Sandra Bradley,
Katherine Wallace, Margaret Bales, Heather McIntosh, Carolyn
Gibson, Patricia Hunter, Dinah Topham.
IB; Maureen Castles.
ID: Irene Taylor.
Certificates.
Margaret Bales: English laeq.).
Helen Branch: History (aeq.), Latin.
Maureen Castles; German (aeq.). Geography.
Wendy Doyle: English (aeq.), History (aeq.).
Margaret Elkin: History (aeq.).
Wendy Felton: Physics and Chemistry (aeq.).
Carolyn Gibson: Mathematics 11., Physics and Chemistry
(aeq.)
Heather Harmer: Art.
Olga Horys: Needlework (aeq.).
Wendy Murray: Mathematics I., French.
Heather McKinnon; German (aeq.).
Lyndal O'Donnell; Needlework (aeq.).
Irene Taylor: Needlework (aeq.).
Margaret Thompson: Mathematics II.
Katherine Wallace: English (aeq.). Physics and Chemsitry
(aeq.).

★

LIST OF TROPHIES AND BLUES
FOR SPORT, 1954
Falkiner Cup for Athletic Point Score: Parnell (Judith
Cummings).
House Relay: Parnell.
House Ball Games Cup: Tyrrell (Anne Lloyd).
Basket Ball Trophy: Parnell.
Walden Cup for Swimming Point Score: Parnell.
First Year Bail Games Cup: Parry (Elizabeth Sweet).
Ex-Students’ Cup for Tennis Point Score: Delprat (Vina
Stein).
Wheeler Cup for Hockey Point Score: Tyrrell.
Total Point Score: Parnell.
Sticpewlch Cup for Life Saving; Parnell.
Athletics School Championship: Barbara Evans.
Athletics Intermediate Championship: Barbara Evans.
Athletics Senior Championship: Janice Evans.
Athletics Junior Championship: Gaynor Bassford.
Swimming Senior Championship: Janice Evans.
Swimming Intermediate Championship: Barbara Evans.
Swimming Junior Championship; Jill Blakemore.
BLUES.
Hockey; Judy McDonald, Judy Hodgson, Elwyn Wilson,
Patricia Davies, Anne Lloyd, Nerida Lee.
Basketball; Janice Scott, Leone Lawrence, Judy Gibson, Nita
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Brogan, Barbara Skinner. Jocelyn Higgs, Margaret Thompson.
Margaret Roberts.
Tennis: Janice Sinclair. Barbara Kelso, Catherine Elder,
Jean White, Dorothy Fisher.
Athletics: Barbara Evans, Janice Evans, June Lewis.
Swimming: Janice Evans, Barbara Evans, Leone Lawrence.

★

THE PARENTS AND CITIZENS’
ASSOCIATION

I

As in previous years, the Parents and Citizens’ Association
has continued with its task of providing amenities. Improv^
ments to the school and educational equipment not supplied by
the Department of Education. Money for this purpose has been
raised by many functions, the success of which has been due to
a great extent to the enthusiasm and tireless energy of the
members of the Ladies' Auxiliary.
Considerable assistance has been received from the Head
mistress, the staff and girls of the school.
Membership of the association this year is almost 800, which
is quite a large increase on previous years.
The major activities of the association have been a Concert
held on August 5th and the Annual Fete on August 19th. Both
of these functions were very successful financially, and the
assistance given by the staff and girls was much appreciated.
The association also makes grateful acknowledgment to all
firms and individuals who so generously donated to our funds.
Although not actually an association function, a Picture
Night organised by the treasurer, assisted by several other
members, resulted in £102 being sent to Maitland Girls’ High
School to replace losses arising from the flood early this year.
The main projects undertaken this year have been the resur
facing of the school tennis courts and renewing the curtains and
surrounds on the stage in the assembly hall.
Further efforts have been directed towards additions to the
library and a new microphone in the assembly hall. £100 was
allocated to the Headmistress to be used for the purchase of
French records, strip film and other educational aids. Four
annual bursaries of £15 each were allotted to students, and also
fees for hockey and basketball teams were paid.
During the sitting of the committee making a Survey of
Secondary Education at the beginning of June, the association
was represented and submitted evidence.
Meetings are held each month as follows;—
Parents and Citizens’ Association at the School on the first
Thursday at 7.45 p.m. President, G. Owens; Secretary, L. M.
Howarth; Ti-easurer, Mrs. A. E. Mood.
Ladies’ Auxiliary at No. 2 Committee Room, City Hall, 10.30
a.m. on the second Tuesday. President, Mrs. J. Topham; Secre
tary, Mrs. C. G. Kierath; Treasurer, Mrs. M. McCoach.

★

EX-STUDENTS’ UNION
!

The Ex.Students’ Union has once more had a very successful
year, the main functions of which were the combined Annual
Meeting and Back-To-School Day in March, and the Annual
Dinner on 23rd September. At both of these functions a large
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number of last year’s Fifth Year was present, and it is hoped
that the girls leaving each year will join and keep tlie Union
active.
The guest speaker at this year's dinner was Dr. Beryl Nasher
(Beryl Scott), who is lecturing at the Newcastle University
College. Dr, Nasher, whose husband is an Egyptian, gave a
very interesting talk on “The Place of Women in the Middle

Iff

East.’’

A very successful dance was held by the younger girls during
the year, and another is to be held on the night of Speech Day.
The Ex-Students’ Union is giving a prize this year to a
Fourth Year girl, in addition to the travelling clock presented
to the retiring School Captain.
The members of the Union are from both the “school on the
hill" and the present school, and members from both schools
are bound together by common interests and education. As
Catherine Elder said in her “Toast to the School’’ at the Annual
Dinner, “I know that all those who have just left school . . .
have noticed a change in their attitude towards their school,
as I have. . . . There comes a sudden break when we leave the
fellowship of the sheltered college life and begin to establish
our reputation on our own merits . . . and we realise that every
thing was done in our interests, and we understand the reason
for time spent in sport and study."
This is the feeling that binds together the Ex-Students’ Union
and the School, a tie which we wish to maintain through the
girls who will soon be leaving school to follow the lives for
which it has prepared them.
—BARBARA THOMPSON, Hon. SecreUry.

★

SOCIAL SERVICE
At the end of 1954 an Effort Week was held in the school to
raise money for Christmas cheer for various charities. This
money was raised by the classes, who arranged efforts
such as concerts and dances at lunch time.
A total of £70 was distributed. The King Edward Home for
Children received £25 and Stewart House Preventorium £20.
£5 was sent to each of the following; The Crippled Children’s
Hospital, the children’s section of the Mental Hospital, The
Benevolent Home for Old People, The Newcastle City Mission
and the Wickham Kindergarten.
This year Maitland had disastrous floods, and we had col
lections to raise money for flood relief. On the 24th March a
Film Night was held at the school for our special flood appeal.
Newcastle Girls’ High School gave £110 to the 2KO-Lord Mayor’s
Relief Fund, and also £102, clothing for school girls and school
requisites to Maitland Girls’ High School.
This year, instead of having Effort Weeks, we have had a
charity collection each week, and we hope to have a considerable
amount by the end of the year. Now. at the end of September,
we have £74 in hand, but we hope to have at least £100 by
December.
—SANDRA McRAB, 4A.
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The University is a wonderful place—frightening at first
with ail its multitude of students and teaching staff. For the
first month you feel lost and out of place, and think that perhaps
you have no part in this fascinating new world. But by joining
one or more of the seemingly endless variety of societies,
religious movements and sports clubs, you find that there is a
place for you.
In the past, Newcastle Girls’ High has been well represented
in the various faculties, but this year Pam Creary, doing Physio
therapy. and myself iScience I.), are the only freshers. There
are a number doing Pharmacy 1. and second year Arts and
Science, but we hope to see our school better represented next
year.
Best of luck to you all in your examinations, especially for
the Intermediate and Leaving Certificates.
BARBARA STICPEWICH.

★

A WORD FROM ARMIDALE
I am Writing these notes in the hope that some of the present
Fifth Year girls, who are considering undertaking a university
course next year, will consider enrolling at the University of
New England. During the past few years the number of New
castle Girls’ High representatives here has steadily diminished,
until this year we find not one representative of that worthy
institution among our fifth yeai' students. This lamentable state
of affairs is difficult to understand, as this univeristy has
perhaps more to offer than any other in New South Wales.
Apart from the usual academic courses, the standard of
which is very high, the fact that this univeristy is entirely
residential is a great advantage. All students live in university
residences and all are drawn into the corporate life of the
university. There are societies and clubs to cater for all classes
of sport and activities. There are film evenings, dances, all of
which contribute to the social life of the university.
However, we all find time to do the necessary swotting
amidst all these pleasant diversions, and next year I hope to
see some representatives of Newcastle Girls' High up here
sharing them with us.
—MARJORIE PALMER.

★

NEWCASTLE UNIVERSITY COLLEGE
This year N.G.H.S. is well represented at the College; in
Arts 11. there are Margaret Henri, Robyn Wood and Anne
Renwick, and in Arts 1. Hilary Charker, Julie Nixon, Thea Frith.
Joan Sawyers, Rosemary Babbage and Margaret Saddington,
During the two years since the faculty of Arts has come into
being, quite a number of advances have been made—we now
have our own building equipped with a fine airy library and
■ (one out in a rather modern colour scheme—flamingo pink
skirting boards!
Besides last year’s clubs, we now have a dramatic society, a
■ lebating group, a political economy club and a French club.
We have fun, but of course our lives are not all play; we do
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attend the various lectures and seminars, and find it a great
help to have such small groups. We have found it really
worthwhile coming here, and hope to see many more Girls’ High
students next year,
—M. SADDINGTON.

★

NEWCASTLE TEACHERS’ COLLEGE
Once more Newcastle Girls’ High is the school with most
representatives at Newcastle Teachers' College,
Most of us are doing the General Primary Course (we shall
specialise next year), although there are eight girls doing the
special Biology-Mathematics Course.
The General Primary Course covers fourteen subjects,
including crafts. We learn puppetry, basketry, bookbinding,
weaving, pottery and decorative processes. The only disad
vantage of crafts is the hot, evil-smelling animal glue. Among
our other subjects are psychology (not as dull as it sounds),
mathematics (sixth class level), social studies, music, P.E.,
speech and a variety of English. This may sound as though we
do nothing but study—perish the thought!
We have approximately eight free lectures a week!
Everyone is expected to join at least one club, and there
are plenty to choose from—drama, music, social and recrea
tional. chess, photographic, film, newspaper and debating clubs,
as well as religious societies.
The Drama Club is very active, and we are looking for
recruits for next year’s Singleton Drama Festival, and the
various nights of one-act plays during the year. At the end of
each year the second year members of the club produce a
three-act play, and this year the play is J. M. Barrie's “Dear
Brutus.’’ All the plays are entirely produced oy students, and
the lecturers give advice when needed.
There are college dances each week, and an annual college
ball in July. We also have a Graduation Ball in December.
Other highlights of college social life are the inter-collegiate
visits. This year we were the host college to Balmain in August.
We hope to visit Wagga College next year, and Bathurst College
at the end of this year.
To those who next year hope to wear the “distinctive green
blazer,” we say this—the atmosphere at college is entirely
different from that at school—there is a wonderful lack of
compulsion, a lack of uniform, and an excess of fun, with
friendly fellow students from “far away places.” These things
all combine to promise you that your two years at college will
be the “best years of your life.”
-—RUTH SMALL.

★

THE HISTORICAL SOCIETY
The meetings of the Historical Society have again been very
successful, and the various excursions made during the year were
enjoyed very much by all who attended.
At the first meeting, held early in March, the following
officers were elected; President, Kathleen Temple; Secreta^-,
Jacqueline Burraston; Treasurer, Sandra McRae; Publicity
Officers, Lynette Whitson and Brenda Elliott.
’The varied talks, which were chosen by the members, were
all extremely interesting and educational.
These included
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"Adelaide” given by Sally Brent, “Brisbane” by Lynette Crad
dock, “London" by Hazel Downey, “Canberra" by Gweneth and
Rosemary Pryor, and "Port Macquarie” by Juliet Neild.
Mrs. Beaton, a member of the staff, gave us an instructive
and very interesting talk on her visit to India. A film on
Pakistan was shown at the meeting, which nearly seventy girls
attended.
Two junior debates have been held, both of which proved
most enjoyable. The topics chosen were "That television should
be introduced into Australia” and "That homework should be
abolished."
In March, first and second year girls were shown over the
Newcastle Cathedral, and in August members from all years
were conducted over Nobby’s Lighthouse. On 21st September
a party of Fourth Year students went to Sydney with Miss
Wishart, where they visited Vaucluse House and the Public
Library. The girls were shown over Parliament House by Mr.
L. Saddington, M.L.C., and were able to listen to “Question
Time.” A trip to Morpeth is planned for later in the year.
On behalf of the members and officers of the Historical
Society. I would like to thank the teachers who have helped to
make our Society a success, and especially Miss Wishart, who
has greatly assisted us in our activities during the year.
—KATHLEEN TEMPLE, 4A.

★

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM
This year, under the excellent supervision of Miss McKenna.
Third Year girls presented the Shakespearean play, “A Mid
summer Night’s Dream.” Members of the cast, and even those
who did not take an acting part, had great fun at the rehearsals
and in preparing for the performances, the first of which was
held on 15th July. Everyone was awed by the fantastic scenery
painted under the guidance of Miss MeGilchrist. while the
arrangement of the costumes was the work of Mrs. McDonald
and Mrs. Toms. Miss Nicholson and Mrs. Bruce, together with
a few other members of the staff, did an excellent job with the
make.up.
Glenys Johnson as Hermia gave a touching performance of
the despairing maiden, and Judith Davies a beautiful portrayal
of Hermia’s lover, Lysander. Worthy of praise was Pamela
Deitz as Helena and Margaret Courtenay as Demetrius. Alice
Adamson and Linda Bear as Hippolyta and Theseus were a very
dignified pair, and Kay Rolfe and Claire Marshall, who were
Egeus and Philostrate, ably supported them. The courtiers,
consisting of a group of 3AC girls, were excellent attendants
and a very enthusiastic audience for “Pyramus and Thisbe.”
Janice McKenzie as the hilarious Bottom added the right
touch of buffoonery to this part. Thea Sneddon, Carol Jones,
Bonnie King, Robyn Kearsey and Beverly Hodge as the other
five workmen helped to make the funniest scenes of the play.
We must not forget to mention Moonshine’s dog, who made his
acting debut in the play. “Pyramus and Thisbe” appealed to
the audience very much, and the actors had great fun In the
presentation of it.
Enid Patterson as Puck captured the hearts of all by her
wonderful portrayal of that impish character. Lorraine Toomey
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The finals of the Book Quiz were held on Open Day again
this year, and we had the pleasure of having Mrs. Moran,
librarian of Teachers’ College, to conduct the quiz. The senior
division of this was won by Helen Wansbrough (3C', and Lynne
Pritchard (20 was awarded first prize in the junior diviison.
We were all interested to see displayed in the library a
replica of the book containing photographs of the Royal Tour,
which was presented to the Queen when she left Australia. This
book was kindly lent to us by the publisher, Oswald Ziegler,
who also presented the library with a different copy of the book,
for which we wish to thank him.
Finally, we should like to extend our sincere thanks to Mrs.
Davidson and to show our appreciation of the hard.work she
has put in to make such a success of the library, We also thank
the Fourth Year girls who have helped during lunch hours.
—MATHIANA SESKUS, 4A.

★

SCHOOL DEBATING
The 1955 senior debating series met with much enthusiasm
from both the debaters and the audience. Some of the topics
so keenly contested were “Capital punishment is justifiable,”
“There should be equal remuneration for equal work." and
"Military training should be compulsory in peacetime.” After
some nine debates Parnell and Tyrrell were found to be the
teams to contest the final.
The final of the competition was held during Education Week
on our Open Day, to which parents were invited. The Parnell
team, consisting of Judy Cummings, Margaret Hogan and
Marilyn Russell, defeated the Tyrrell team, Clair Howarth,
Margaret Steel and Judy Builerwell, in the subject "The world
has benefited by Americans gaining world power.”
Junior debating has also created great interest. Among the
highlights were "Corporal punishment should be reintroduced
into schools” and ‘‘Comics are detrimental to the community.’’
Naturally, when Delprat and Danger met for the final debate
on the subject "It is better to be a member of a large family
than an only child,” both the audience and the debaters were
very keen. It was a close debate, but the Delprat girls, Judy
Davies, Wendy Devine and Beverley Nixon, defeated Stephanie
Lloyd, Betty Taylor and Heather McKinnon, of Dangar.
We wish to thank our adjudicator and critic, Mrs. Toms, for
her interest in us and for the helpful hints she has given, and
also Miss J. AUsop, who adjudicated the inter-school debates,
for her excellent advice.
—JACQUELINE BURRASTON, 4A.
WENDY DEVINE, 2A.

★

WE WIN THE TROPHY
On Friday, 19th August, five girls went to Sydney to debate
against Fort Street Girls’ High School for the Mrs. Vernon
Cole Debating Trophy. Silver Harris, Jacqueline Burraston and
I were in the team: Jacqueline Earl and Robin Hamilton were
the reserves. Mrs. Toms, who Is in charge of debating at the
school, went with us.
34

tl,

As we were not to debate until the afternoon, we spent the
morning at Sydney Univeristy. First of all, we saw the Organic
Chemistry Laboratories, freshly scrubbed for the holidays and
smelling strongly of chemicals; then the Physics block. We
found the latter more interesting because we had heard more
about it. They showed us the great electronic brain in the
process of being built; large and complicated machines for
splitting atoms and doing other delicate experiments; a cloud
chamber, concerned with meteorology; and one of those instru
ments we hear so much about—a Geiger counter.
After lunch we went to the English Speaking Union’s_____
rooms
in Elizabeth Street, where we met our opponents. We tossed
for sides. Newcastle Girls’ High won and became the Govern
ment. The topic was that
rapidly changing world demands
a close relationship between the English-speaking countries of
the world."
An hour was given us to prepare the debate, At first we
were very worried because we could not think
.. of very many
points, but we consoled ourselves with the thought that Port
Street would not be able to either. The hour went very quick^,
The chairman sat at the top of the room, we were on either
side, and the three adjudicators half-way down the room against
the side wall. The audience was made up of girls from Burwood
High, members of the English Speaking Union and, of course
our reserves and Mrs. Toms. It was rather terrifying trying to
convince them that we were right and Fort Street wrong; that
there should be a close co-operation among the English speak
ing countries of the world; but they were an appreciative group
and some of our confidence returned as we began to speak
The Fort Street girls were very good. We greatly admired
their beautifully modulated voices, their delivery and stance and
gesture, but we were fortunate in having the better side of the
argument, and after a long interval, during which we were
nearly ill with suspense, we were awarded the trophy,
It is a magnificent trophy. Standing on a wooden pedestal,
it represents two men, modelled in bronze, running forward and
reaching upward. They symbolise how close was the contest
and how we must ever go forward and upward.

I

—MARION CROTHALL, 4A.
★

MUSIC
Music in the school has progressed rapidly this year under
its able mistress. Miss Post. The school choir has been invited
to sing at several public and school functions, and visitors to
the school have expressed their pleasure at the general standard
of singing.
This year the school began singing in parts at assembly '"The
Lord’s Prayer” and on Empire Day we sang 'T Vow To Thee,
My Country” as a massed three-part choir.
Choir practices have progressed very well during the year,
but new voices are always welcome, provided their owners are
willing to work hard enough to learn a part (there's no real
difficulty for anyone who can sing reasonably in tune). On
Anzac Day the choir sang “Freedom” and “I Vow To Thee, My
Country,” then the school, accompanied by the orchestra, sang
the Recessional. The choir again rendered “Freedom” at the
Empire Day celebrations, and Second Year sang “Land Of
Mine.”
I
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On arriving in Sydney we boarded a tram bound for the
University, and were met there by Mr. Anderson, the official
guide. Mr. Anderson took us on a most interesting and inspiring
inspection and showed us over the magnificent Fisher Library,
the Senate Room, the War Memorial Carillon and some of the
lecture rooms. We were forcibly reminded of the less glamorous
side of University life when told that the Great Hall was in use
for an examination.
However, we later saw this too, and it proved to be the most
interesting part of the inspection.
We then went back to Central by tram, bad lunch, and then
joined the ranks of school children in our elevated grand circle
seats in the Tivoli Theatre.
It was a great thrill to see such famous people as Katherine
Hepburn and Australian Robert Helpmann in the roles of Portia
and Shylock. They, with the rest of the cast, gave an immensely
enjoyable performance. The excellent costumes, scenery and
lighting all helped to give atmosphere to the play.
The members of the two parties would like to thank Miss
Wishart for arranging the trip and accompanying us, thus giving
us an opportunity to see the University and to witness a
wonderful performance of “The Merchant Of Venice."
—MARILYN RUSSELL. 5th Year.

★

SCHOOL DANCES
As usual, school dances have proved very popular amongst
Fourth and Fifth Year girls, and a question often heard during
the year has been, “When is the next school dance?"
The first dance this year was held at our school, and a large
attendance of ex-Fifth Years was present. Everyone enjoyed
this dance, and it was a good start for the year.
Two formal dances, a supper dance and a cadet dance, were
held at Boys’ High during second term. The fine decoration ol
the assembly hall and the colourful ballerinas worn by the girls
made a very colourful spectacle indeed.
We appreciated very much the invitation given us by Tech.
High to attend their dance given in honour of the visiting Farrar
Boys' football team, and everyone agreed that it was a most
enjoyable evening.
Once again the dances held after our sports and Boys' High
sports were the most popular, and our thanks go to the Ladies'
Auxiliary for the fine tea provided in each case.
The Masked Spring Dance, arranged by the Ladies’ Auxili
ary, was very popular, and although some who attended
preferred not to wear masks, very pretty and cleverly made
masks were to be seen.
Miss Wallent, Mrs. Shuttleworth and Mr. Beard deserve our
thanks and gratitude for the keen interest they have taken in
the dances.
We are ali looking forward to many more school dances, as
it is evident that a friendship is growing continually between the
two schools.
—HELEN LAYMAN, 4th Year.
This page was donated by Kramer’s Shoe Store,
96 Beaumont Street, Hamiltra.
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A VISIT TO THE B.H.P. STEELWORKS,
NEWCASTLE
On 26th April this year the Fifth Year Geography students,
accompanied by Miss Favaloro and Miss Scobie, paid a visit to
the B.H.P. Steelworks.
After signing our names in the visitors’ book, we began a
very interesting and instructive tour, although we were rushed
for time. First we visited the coal pile, from which coal is
taken to be heated in the coke ovens before being used in the
blast furnace. Next we were taken to see the iron ore storage
area on the Steelworks waterfront.
After this we were led to the three blast furnaces, and after
waiting a few minutes in a very dusty atmosphere we were able
to see one of the blast furnaces being “tapped.” From here we
paid a visit to the open hearth furnaces and were fortunate
enough to see three of the fourteen furnaces being “charged.”
We had to watch this through dark glasses, since the glare is
very bright and it was not easy to stand too near, too long,
because the furnaces operate at a temperature of about 1700
degrees Centigrade.
Next we saw the molten steel being poured into ingot
moulds, which were then taken to the blooming mill. A hurried
visit there showed us the ingots gradually becoming longer and
thinner, until they were the required size.
Here our visit ended, and tired and dirty but much more
educated concerning the B.H.P., we went home. We had a very
enjoyable afternoon, and for this we heartily thank Miss
Favaloro, Miss Scobie and our very competent guide.
—CLARE HOWARTH, 5th Year.
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AN EMERGENCY

As Dr. Lawrence was shutting his surgery door, the phone
rang. The call was from the tiny town of Jena, nearly sixty
miles from Peterson, where the doctor had set up his practice.
A woman explained in a very worried voice that a young man
had been seriously injured in a hunting accident, and Lawrence
was the nearest doctor. So, in the pitch black of night, he set
out in his utility for Jena.
Just before he left the outskirts of the town a man in a worn
brown overcoat hailed him. Before the surprised doctor could
pull into the kerb, the man wrenched open the door and
jumped in.
"Keep goin’,” he snapped, as Lawrence started to protest.
“I got a gun.”
This page was donated by Newcastle Standard Laundry Pty. Ltd.
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‘Tm a doctor." said Lawence, “and I’m on an emergency."
“Yeah, me too,” said the man. “Get going.”
Some miles out of the town the man told Lawrence to stop,
and forced him to get out. He obeyed and stood watching as
the man drove away in his truck.
By the time Lawrence had walked to the nearest phone,
called a cab and reached the nearest railway station, it was
midnight. There he found he had to wait haif an hour for the
next train that would pass through Jena. By the time he
reached Jena it was almost 2 o'clock. Quickly he ran to the
house where the youth was.
"My car was stolen. I hope Tm not too late!” he gasped to
the first aid man who was in attendance. “Where is the
patient?”
“He died an hour ago. His father's in the next room. I
think you'd better go and see him. He’s taking it hard.”
In the next room, head in his hands, sobbing quietly, was
the man in the brown coat.
—GILLIAN GLASSON. 4A.

★

DREAMS
I snuggle happily against the soft white pillows on my cosy
little bed, give a contented sigh and close my eyes. Soon my
Ship of Dreams sets its silver saUs and drifts silently across
the sea of sleep, bearing me to a faraway magical land, where
wonderful and impossible things can happen. Yes. what I like
most about going to sleep is being able to dream.
To me, dreams are “Magic Casements” opening to show a
world of enchanting beauty and wonder. Scene after scene
flashes before my eyes, with endless variety. I imagine it’s
rather like having a television set, and has the added advantage
of being free! This reminds me that everyone dreams and the
poorest man in the world may have better dreams than the king
lying on his luxurious bed.
In dreams we can travel over impossible distances, and what
a comfortable way to travel, lying peacefully at ease In our beds!
We have all the thrills and delights of travel without any of Its
inconveniences, such as packing and unpacking, worrying about
catching trains and boats, currency problems, etc. Why, only
last night, in my dreams. 1 flew to Melbourne! Of course, such
a short trip is hardly worth mentioning. On other nights I have
journeyed through more distant pai^s, such as Europe and
America.
Daydreams can be pleasant, but after all, when we daydream,
we are never completely unconscious of our surroundings, and
we realise, perhaps with a pang, that our dreams will never
come true. Night dreams are more satisfactory, because in them
our wishes are fulfilled and everything in our dreams seems so
real at the time that, when we awake, we find it hard to believe
that the events dreamed of did not actually happen.
A short time ago many people were indulging in daydreams
about going to the Coronation. Now, in one of my dreams, 1
was a guest at Buckingham Palace and had quite a long talk
with Queen Elizabeth and the Queen Mother. After that dream
I felt I really had been in the palace and was a friend of the
Royal Family. Where else but in dreams can most of us mingle
with monarchs and miUionaires?
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Then there are the fantastic dreams whose entrancing visions
are really beyond description. One night 1 dreamed that I was
in a most wonderful garden. Rising away and away into the
beautiful rainbow-tinted clouds was a palace, built entirely of
white marble. And a lovely maiden, clad in a shimmering gown
of rose and silver, walked in the garden. She looked as though
she were floating; her feet seemed not to touch the ground.
Around her there were flowers far more lovely than those I had
ever seen. Silvery tinkling fountains splashed and played
prettily among the blossoms. Then the moon came slowly over
the hill and shone dimly through the trees on to the tranquil
waters of the lake, where water lilies glimmered faintly. It
was a scene of unearthly loveliness. Suddenly I found myself
veiled in a cloud of silvery mist. Then slowly the mist drifted
away and a familiar scene met my eyes—my own bedroom.
Sometimes in my dreams I seem to be watching an exciting
drama and, although I am still dreaming, 1 think to myself; “I
must write this down when I wake up.” But, although the
scenes were so vivid in my dream, when I begin to write I
usually find that I have forgotten at least half of them.
You ask me. don't I ever have unpleasant dreams? It’s true
that I have had a few bad dreams, but I think the good ones
more than compensate for them.
Just think, how dull and uninteresting our sleep would be
if we never had dreams!
—VALERIE OPITZ, 1C,

★

MY BEDROOM
After reaching the top of the stairs. 1 was then led by my
host into a tidy little bedroom with high stone walls. The bed
was neatly covered with a white counterpane whose edges were
artistically embroidered with gay flowers: the floor was spotless,
with a few rugs here and there in the most convenient places;
the cupboard and chest of drawers had been polished until they
shone, while above the latter a landscape done in oils hung.
Around the room hung several other landscapes, all done in oils,
making the grim, grey stone walls look more cheerful. Morning
sunshine streamed in between the dainty muslin curtains.
As I went over to the window to view the pink, yellow and
white flowers in the window box more closely, the cool, refresh
ing sea breeze, which carried the peaceful sound of the gentle
lapping of the waves against the rocks at the foot of the light
house, and the screeching cries of sea gulls, blew gently in to
meet me.
—MARGARET TINKER, 2li

★

A HOMEWARD JOURNEY FROM
ENGLAND
I

We left England in July, 1948. We embarked at Southampton
on the "Moreton Bay” and within a few hours we were passing
"The Needles,” a series of high pointed rocks jutting out of
the water, off the Isle of Wight.
It was approximately a six-day trip to Port Said, the first
port at which we called. Owing to the internal trouble in Egypt,
between the Jews and the Arabs, and the unfriendly feeling
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towards Britain, we were not allowed to land there. Customs
officials and police came aboard, together with m^hants and
sellers of goods which were plentiful, fairly cheap and well
made. We bought a leather overnight bag for thirty shillings.
The boat sailed from Port Said at midday and entered the
Suez Canal.
July is a very hot time of the year along the coast of North
Africa, and our trip through the Suez was the hotttest I had
experienced. The first half of the canal is made of concrete,
and on either side is desert as far as the eye can see. Only here
and there can be seen a small cluster of palm trees, and some
times an Arab with his camel resting underneath the trees from
the burning sun.
During the afternoon we reached the halfway mark. The
concrete canal ended and broadened out into a wide expanse
of water. This is known as the Bitter Lakes. There are the
Great and Little Bitter Lakes. Here also is the town of Ismaila,
which is the only all-Jewish town in the world. It is very
beautiful here with green trees, shrubs and beautiful houses.
We dropped anchor and waited until we received the "aD
clear" to proceed through the other section of the Canal.
When we reached Port Suez the police left the boat. They
had stayed on board to see that no one entered Egypt.
It was a few days later when we arrived at Aden. It was
still very hot and, as it was Saturday, there were very few shops
open.
Aden is a poor place. It is only a fuelling port for ships
and has only one main street, with several hotels and a few
shops of all kinds. Behind these shops is the Arab quarter,
consisting of low mud huts, with goats and fowls running in
and out. There are many goats here, as their milk is a very
necessary drink. There is no water supply at Aden, and the
people must rely on rainfall to supply their drinking water.
When we arrived they had not had rain for several years.
The following week was very hot, as we entered the Red Sea.
A hot breeze rocked the boat from side to side.
However, we reached Colombo, the capital city of Ceylon, a
beautiful tovra with its fine parks, orchid houses and temples
which the visitor may enter for a small fee, cars and hundreds
of bicycles.
Tea is the main export of Ceylon, and it took sixteen hours
for the natives, continually loading, to make up our cargo.
Here we spent several hours talking to a highly educated
Ceylonese who was a tally clerk for the tea. He checked in
boxes of tea as they were loaded. He was a keen stamp collector
and we were able to exchange some stamps.
From Colombo it is ten days’ journey to Fremantle. By then
it was cooler and the weather was fine when we arrived at the
■‘First and Last.” a little shop at the end of the wharf at Fre
mantle. We visited Perth, which is about twelve miles inland,
and sailed again that night.
We docked at Port Adelaide, but as it was Sunday we went
for a walk and sailed again at midday.
Melbourne is a large city similar to Sydney. Here we went
to the theatre, which contained two-inch-thick body carpets,
We arrived at Sydney two days later, glad to be home, but
with vivid memories of our trip to England.
—LEE FORDHAM, 3B.
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Never

call this a dull world

I saw a man, an ordinary man, open the front door of his
home and walk in, closing the door behind him. 1 didn't see
him any more, but my thoughts wandered and I stopped in my
path a while and thought about the man.
1 imagined him walking into his hall, putting down his ba&
then looking for his wife. Then I thought that perhaps he had
no wife—perhaps he ate from tins—never bothering to cook
anything more than a kettle of water, for perhaps he was
formulating some new formula for his firm, or perhaps • • • •
1 was musing further on his possibilities when a stern voice
outside of my imaginings told me to stop standing around like
a fool getting in everybody’s way. 1 was just in time to catch
a glimpse of an angry-faced' middle-aged woman who could no
longer boast of a waistline, but looked as if she thought she was
Marilyn Monroe.
“Hmp,” I thought, “I'll bet you think of no one but yourself.
I imagined her on her way to get her hair (or what hair she
had) done in the latest respectable fashion, and she would prob
ably converse about her in-laws to a disinterested hairdresser
and reprimand the same when she, for want of concentration,
did not talk. For aU this, I took her advice and moved on. As
it was getting quite dark, I quickly slipped into a cafe and
ordered soup and toast.
I wondered, as I ate, why waitresses have to be so shorttempered and seem to have, as their trade mark, a deep-rooted
frown. I quickly did away with this summary as I remembered
the dear old duck who served me old last week. However, I
pondered over this poor girl. “Poor" because I felt she was
to be pitied because perhaps she couldn’t afford a good educa
tion and she finally became stuck in this dead-end job. I called
her “silly’’ when I realised she could have been one of those
who leave school early in search of the glamour of life. By the
look on her face she certainly had found none! I called her
siDy again and imagined her being bad tempered and lazy at
home, and going to the pictures on Saturday nights regardless
of the nature of the picture, with a crowd of equaUy bad
tempered friends.
My gaze wandered over the customers, and was arrested by
an extremely neat and clean little man very occupied with eating
a chop. I laughed as I imagined him in a little bowler hat, a
rose in his lapel, holding a neat brief case nearly as big as
himself, and mincing his way along the sidewalk to his office
(I presumed he worked in an office), lifting his hat at intervals
to friends and looking for all the world like a lifesize clockwork
toy.
My laughter brought the bad tempered girl from the kitchen.
“It's a free world,” I said to myself as I returned with interest
the dirty look she gave me, “and because it is I shan’t tolerate
your nasty face any longer.” And, smiling at the man who took
my money (I smiled because he reminded me of the leading
ftea in the flea circus I saw recently), I walked out and was
swallowed up by the night.
—SILVER HARRIS.
This page was donated by Oldham Bros. Limited.
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THE OLD HARTLEY COURTHOUSE
The Blue Mountains district is rich in historic relics. There
are always reminders of the early days of the mountains. For
instance, there is a tree which was marked by Blaxland, Went
worth and Lawson to remind them of their way, so long ago.
when tiioy made their historic crossing of the then unexplored
mountains.
In an old country setting surrounded by hills is a building
which dates back to the days of the convicts. It Is an old
courthouse where the trials of the convicts were held. Inside
Is a glass case containing the huge irons which were chained to
the prisoners even when they were road-making, although it
must have been extremely difficult for them to walk. There
is also a newspaper dating back to 1879, giving us a great
insight into the customs of the people of that time.
Behind the courtroom are the cells. They are very small and
the damp mountain air seeps through the walls. In each of
these tiny, damp cells eight men managed to survive.
Around the walls are the carvings which the prisoners had
cut out. One name carved on the wall was done by a boy of
nineteen who was transported from England and who spent two
years in this prison for stealing half a loaf of bread.
A seven foot tall man who once visited the courthouse was
asked to place a stamp on the wall as high as he possibly could.
The stamp is still there to-day, placed ten feet above ground.
The courthouse looks old and is full of cruel memories as
it stands alone among the willows, even the old caretaker and
his parrot seeming to fit in perfectly with their surroundings.
This old courthouse, so full of historic memories, is a figure
of the past and a grim reminder of the early days of our
country.
—LYNETTE FORDHAM, 3B.

★

PARDONS TO PORTIA
"The quality of mercy is not strained . . .”
Take heed, housewife! Do you strain your vegetables from
tbs impurities in the water they have been boiled in? Buy your
strainer to-day at Boles, that wonderful store, for the amazing,
stupendous penny-saving price of 1/3. You’ll find the quick
selling bargain of the century on the kitchenware counter, so
hurry up. women!
“It droppeth as the gentle rain from Heaven
Upon the place beneath . . ."
As you all learnt in Geography, girls, the sun’s rays evap
orate all the water from the -wet washing hanging on the line
every Monday morning; this water vapour collects in the sky
to form clouds. Now when the south wind comes along he gives
one colossal puff and blows the clouds high up into the sky.
Because it is so cold very high up, the water vapour condenses
to form rain which, in summertime, always falls over our school
at 9 a.m. every Tuesday morning.
“It is twice blessed . .
Do you go to church on Sundays?
“It blesseth him that gives . .
This page was donated by Queensland Insurance Company Ltd.
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The Red Cross needs your donations. Do you subscribe to
the Hospital Benefits Scheme, the local Ambulance station, the
Women's Auxiliary, your children’s school P. and C.? Your
country needs you—join the R.A.A.F.
. . And him that takes ...”
Now, girls, as you know, the Income Tax Department . . .
“It becomes the throned monarch better than his CTOwn . . .
Let the crowning glory of your home be your furniture! Use
Walker’s Wax, the polish that never polishes without a stain!
Obtain your tin of Walker’s Wax from Boles (that amasing
store) for the very small penny-saving sum of 5/3 for a large
tin. Remember, mother. Walker’s V/ax. Always say Wax before
you say Walker.
“His sceptre shows the force of temporal power . . .
What this country needs is a good government! This is Doc
Ewart telling you. Blah, blah, etc. . . .
“The attribute to awe and majesty . . .”
And, as you know, girls, on that memorable day of the 3rd
of February, 1954, Her Majesty, the first reigning monarch ever
to visit our land, stepped on our soil!
"But mercy is above this sceptred sway . . .”
Make me sway as only you know how.
Sway me smooth, sway me now-w-w-w-w (Frankie Lane).
“It is enthroned in the hearts of kings . . .”
Now girls, as you know, the heart consists of two auricles
and two ventricles. The right auricle receives blood from the
superior and the inferior venae carvae. This is impure blood
from all parts of the body. Now this blood flows through a
bicuspid valve into the right auricle, then . . .
“It is an attribute to God, Himself . .
—ROBIN HAMILTON.
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FROM JULIUS CAESAR
SHAKESPEARE COMMENTS ON—
The school holidays.
“It is a strange-disposed time.”
The school building.
“Stony tower—airless dungeon.”
Fifth Year on approaching the Leaving.
“So every bond man in his own hand hears
The power to cancel his captivity.”
After exams.
“Between the acting of a dreadful thing
And the first motion, all the interim is
Like a phantasma or a hideous dream.”
Biology Practical.
“Let’s kill him boldly, but net wrathfully.”
Examiners.
“O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts.”
Gym.
“Have mind upon your health.”
School Work.
“Set in notebook, leam’d and conn’d by rote.”
The hockey team.
“Come on refresh’d, new-added and encouraged.”
—CLARE HOWARTH, 5th Year.
This page was donated by Winns Newcastle Limited.
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MY DOG, ROUGH

I'

Rough is part fox terrier, part pomeranian, part boxer and
generally the worst part of all of them. His hair was once curly,
but now it is a dirty, tangled mess. The colour of his coat was
once white, but now it varies according to where he has been.
His hair is always in his eyes, which are his only outward
beauty. Rough’s eyes are big pools of feeling—eyes that can
be merry and mischievous, eyes that can be reproachful, and
eyes that can be comforting when one is in trouble.
“Rough” is, of course, a boy’s name so we were very sur
prised to find that “he" was a female. Rough had stayed at a
neighbour’s place while our family was on holidays. When we
returned, we expected him to rush out to greet us. but there
was no Rough in sight. However, that night queer sounds from
the chimney were heard. On investigating, we found Rough in
the chimney hole with four plump pups. We were astonished.
Rough with pups! We decided to call her Rougherine, but that
did not sound quite right, so we still called her Rough and
referred to her as “him,” although people were amazed to hear
us say “his pups."
He loves the chimney and we often find him there, covered
with soot, looking like a small black imp from a story book.
His manners are, as his name implies, rough. He loves to tease
the cat, but Puss does not take kindly to this arrangement, and
she glares at Rough, her back arched and her tail swinging from
side to side.
Rough is an imp, but he is lovable. He may chew my slippers
and I do not think I shall ever find my hairbrush again but
he will alway be the favourite of our family.
—JANET RAWLING, lA.

I
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STORMS AT SEA
In every part of the country, in all parts of the world, storms
are experienced. In the stark, hot deserts rainstorms are few
and come as blesisngs. In the hot tropical forests storms are
numerous, and in the mountain regions they are also experi
enced and taken as a matter of course. But where, in the world,
are storms more furious, more devastatiig, more beautiful or
more awe inspiring than those at sea?
A hot, clammy, close calm settles over the ocean, while
mountain upon mountain of thick black-purple clouds roll across
the once-elear sky. Everything is silent and expectant.
Then it breaks.
A fresh tangy wind springs up from
nowhere, and with it comes thunder, rolling and pounding
across the sky. The lightning flashes and the large cioud masses
become lit by a weird fiery light. The sea is whipped white, and
stinging salt spume is lashed through the air. And the rain
falls, or is rather hurled, across in the path of the wind, to
meet with a slap the surging ocean waters.
The storm gathers fury, whipping itself into a frenzy. And
then, as quickly as it arose, it dies.
The ocean subsides to a gently rolling mass of deep green
water. The thunder rolls away into the distance, and the sun
once more shines down. The deep waters, here and there still
bear evidence of their previous fury in the sunlit white foam.
This battle of the elements, at sea, is truly beautiful and’
magnificent.
—CORALIE MINSLOW, 4C.
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MY FIRST PLANE TRIP
This story is an exciting incident which occurred during the
last holidays—my first plane trip.
i. v
The excitement really began when I joined the coach which
took the passengers from Melbourne to the Essendon aerodrome.
There were many airliners standing on the tarmac when we
arrived, and I wondered which one we would board. The loudspeaker announced that the plane for our flight was ready, and
we were asked to board it. The air hostess directed us to our
seats and, when all the passengers were seated, she checked the
safety belts ready for the flight.
The engines suddenly gave a deafening roar and we started
to move slowly along the ground. The plane seemed as though
it would never leave the ground. It began to move quickly over
the ground, which was slipping away beneath us.
It was no time before the city of Melbourne lay beneath.
The red and brown rooftops were spread out like a huge carpet,
and the roads made many patterned squares. During most of
the trip the plane rose to 15,000 feet and flew at 300 miles an
hour, so consequently we seemed to be flying just above a
blanket of snow.
, .
We arrived at Sydney after about three hours, greeted by
the twinkling lights below us. and came to rest on the runway
at Mascot.
—SUZANNE BUCKLEY, 3B.

★

MY FAVOURITE BOOK CHARACTER
“Youth—a flash of Are—a burst of flame.
Dance and song—a joy without a name!”
To all lovers of good books, the characters about whom we
read are just as lifelike as the people whom we meet every day.
With some of these characters, who step out from the pages of
our favourite books, we form friendships which last as long as
life itself.
, ^
Of my many book friends, I have chosen to write about a
little Betwixt and Between—Sir J. M. Barrie’s great master
piece, Peter Pan—the imaginatively triumphant figure of Youth
and Courage who will outlive us aU.
As a revealer of Fairyland. Peter has conveyed more than
the three little Darlings to a world of true magic. This is not
the insipid Fairyland some writers conjure up, but the enchant
ing Neverland: spiced with real dangers, thrilling excitement
and fairy creatures who have human failings; a land beautiful
yet comical; realistic yet deliciousiy absurd; where prettiness
is proper and makebelieve is truth.
How he darts and struts and tumbles!—this Eternal Boy,
who is gloriously happy as he plays with fairies and birds, has
the most marvellous adventures with pirates and Red Indians,
mermaids and wolves; who has never been imprisoned in a
schoolroom and knows nothing of sorrow, pain or death.
What a tantalising mixture Peter is—no wonder he seems
puzzled by his own character sometimes! He is chtld-like and
cunning; he is both young and old; crafty yet strangely forget
ful; at time proudly independent, then lonely and pathetic.
Outstanding Is his courage. As the relentless waves wash
This page was donated by Saddington’s Insurances Pty. Limited.
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over Marooner’s Rock, for the first time he feels a tremor of
fear, but faces death with the challenge: “To die will be an
awfully big adventure.’’
He is the symbol of sportsmanship, He has the habit of
changing sides if he is winning too easily. When higher up the
rock than Hook, he courteously waits for his foe, and in their
final bout ne picks up Hook's fallen sword and presents the hilt
to his enemy. He is bewildered by unfairness and never takes
a mean advantage.
He is the undisputed chief of the Lost Boys: always the
first to scent danger, and his initiative never fails.
"Proud and insolent youth,” Hook calls him, and indeed we
must admit that he is conceited and boastful. He is fascinated
by himself—"Oh, the cleverness of me!” Even that faitUul
admirer, Wendy, is sufficiently critical to remark: "It is so queer
that the stories you like best should be the ones about yourself.”
Peter is the essence of happiness—none as gay as he. “I'm
youth, I’m joy,” he cries (at times, alas, a mischievous joy!)
Beneath his apparent heartlessness, we sense an utter loneli
ness. Wc think of him as sometimes longing wistfully for the
mother he had never known. Poor little Betwixt and Between
who flutters ineffectually against the closed window! But even
in this sadness there is a kind of haunting beauty.
At twilight in the Neverland there are many sweet sounds;
but pure, shrill and piercingly sweet is the fluting of Peter
Pan’s pipe as he calls to the Spring to make haste, because with
the Spring comes Wendy. Spring, to Peter, means companion
ship; Spring, to us, means a renewal of hope.
As we close the cover on this enthralling fantasy, let us
wisely resolve that all through life we will always remain young
at lieart and never grow up so fatally as to become “middleaged.”
—'VALERIE OPITZ, 1C.

★

A VISIT TO HONG KONG
A few years ago I left Sydney on the liner “Shansi” for Hong
Kong. It was an interesting voyage, especially the passage
through the Barrier Reef. A pilot boarded the ship at Brisbane
and did not leave again tor seven days, when we reached T^urs.
day Island. It is the longest pilotage in the world.
We called in at Manilla, in the Philippine Islands. It was
a pathetic sight to see so many wrecked ships in the harbour
and the bombed buildings caused by the havoc of the last war.
The weather was stifling.
We crossed the China Sea and arrived in Hong Kong early
in the morning. I shall never forget the beauty and fascination
of the harbour. It is surrounded by lovely hills and the water
is dotted by hundreds of junks and sampans of different shapes
and sizes. The Chinese, men and women, young and old. hailed
us noisily. Some hoped to sell us their warss, and others wished
to ferry us to the shore.
Hong Kong is a mixture of new and old. a great number of
beautiful large buildings and a great deal of squalor in the
native quarter. We enjoyed exploring the very fascinating
shops, filled with their wonderful Eastern treasures—pottery,
china, carved wooden figures, exquisite needlework, figures of
Buddha and lovely ivories, and we mustn’t forget the well known
camphorwood chests.
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^he streets are always teeming with people—coolies running
with their bamboo poles slung across their shoulders, the rick
shaw men also running with their passengers, and many women
sitting in the welcome shade of the buildings, embroidering,
and mending their customers’ stockings.
The Chinese are a happy race. I cannot remember seeing
a mother scold her baby, or a child cry. One thing 1 remember
well is the beautiful black hair of the Chinese. The coolie
women wear theirs in a long plait. Another thing I remember
is the beggar children thrusting a tin in front of men and
crying “Cumshaw,” which means “Please give me something
for nothing.”
—JUDITH EOBJOHNS, 2C.

★

RODEO BELLE
I will always remember the mob of horses that were ridden
last year while we were travelling north with a prize herd of
mixed Hereford “fats.”
We were stopping off the route for a few days to give the
horses a rest, and besides we weren't in any hurry, and ready
to have a bit of fun on the way. The owner of the cattle had
specifically said we weren’t to push them too hard, and he had
made arrangements for us to rest the herd at a large station
for two days en route.
The station manager told Jim, the boss drover, that there
was a bunch of rodeo horses ready to be ridden down at the
yards, and, if the boys would like to, they could try their hand
at them. The boys, saying they were in need of a bit of practice
for the coming rodeo, accepted the Invitation.
It was in fine array that we made our appearance at the
yards at dawn the following morning. The horses had been
used at last year’s rodeo for both bareback ridng and saddle
buckjumping. They were herded into the chute and saddled
or had a surcingle buckled around them. We climbed up to a
vantage point on the rails near the chute.
Jim rode the first horse, a big bay mare with tufts of hair
on her heels like mops and a wicked-looking “wall” eye. She
bucked hard, and Jim rose into the air like a diver going off
the tower at the baths, and hit the dust with a loud thud.
The next horse out was a mild-looking grey, which, instead
of bucking, ran at the fence and tried to wipe our hero off on
the rails. That boy decided to jump clear before he ended
up like sausage meat.
A black pony shot out of the chute like a bullet and whirled
around like a merry-go-round at top speed, which sent his rider
spinning off head first into the bandy legs of a character who
was in the yard instead of being up on the rails. The other
horses deposited their riders in uncomfortable attitudes and
locations, and then it was my turn!
In the chute was a wicked-looking strawberry roan mare,
not very big, but she looked very capable of removing me with
out much trouble. I climbed down into the chute and, grasping
a handful of her long mane, we bounced out into the yard. She
was like a grasshopper and one of those “willy-willys” put
together. I lost my hand grip and was at her mercy, but not for
long! There was a sound of something bursting, and the saddle
This page was donated by Temple Book Shop.
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and 1 shot through the air. over the rails and into a handy
clump of stinging nettles.
When I had stopped the birds from chirping (how loud they
were). 1 found that I had landed with my feet still in the
stirrups and. although I was lying on my back, the saddle was
still between my knees.
Later that night, after I had puUed about two hundred thorns
from where they hurt most d was still pulling them out weeks
later), I firmly resolved that I would use a pillow for a saddle
next time.
—PATRICIA DUNNING, 3D.

★

REALMS OF DELIGHT
Have you ever come across one of those strangely mysterious,
quite fascinating and delightful pictures, with which your eye
is never satisfied, but forever witn increasing voracity delves
further and further into the surprising number of details; here
glancing lovingly at one already known, and then dancing with
delight at the discovery of something new. some tiny, but not
completely inconspicuous, detail which before had escaped
notice.
How lovingly I can look upon the picture which hangs at the
end of my bed. It is not, certainly, a great picture worthy of
an art gallery and so many admiring phrases, as “That is Art!”
(with a capital Ai. Indeed, no. this picture of mine is just a
strangely fairylike, weird and fanciful creation, into which have
been woven many enchanting themes, all as finely wrought as
gossamer thread.
The ghostly silver grey castle in the foreground stands out
against a deep star-filled background, in which my imagination
sees such wonderful and bewitching objects as old stone wish
ing wells, clambering wild roses, blue birds of happiness, and
thousands of fairy rings where a great festival is held at every
full moon.
Strange that such a background as this one, which with deep,
nightly radiance glows behind this fairy castle, should have no
moon. Nevertheless, a softly faUJng light descends upon every,
thing. How beautiful it is!
Have you ever found a picture such as this? Search con
tinuously and unwearyingly; it is really worth the effort.

;

JANICE NIXON, 4B.

★

THE BUSH FIRE
The bush was still; the stifling heal kept man and beast alike
in the shade, too drowsy to move. The ferns which were in the
path of the merciless sun were withered to a dry, crumbling
brown, and those which were shaded by the tall trees were
beginning to will. Water was scarce and plants were thirsty and
dying. In a sky of pitiless blue not a cloud was to be seen, and
even the birds forsook their usual cheerful chirping.
Far awav at this same time disaster was preparing to strike.
Curly wisps ci biue-grey sinolie writhed in the air. and beneath
these wisps lay tlie worst enemy of the bush. Fire smouldered
menacingly; the flames were beginning to spread; tendrils of
5U
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red-blue heat were stretching hungrily outwards. Gathering
force, the fire suddenly burst into its full majesty. Racing along,
it began to roar, and this deafening noise woke up the animals
of the bush.
Terrified, for they instinctively scented danger, every one of
them began to flee. Kangaroos bounded strongly along, birds of
all types and colours soared high into the air and swooped
away, while small ground animals hurried along as fast as was
possible. Many fled in vain.
Lashing tongues of hot flame devoured the dry grass and
undergrowth. Shrubs were appetising food for the hungry fire.
The bush resounded with the crashing of huge trees as they
fell before the onslaught. Animals in the path of the fire
cowered in fear; a small squirrel dropped to the ground,
exhausted, and the flames swept over him. In its wake the fire
left utter destruction. Nothing could be seen but smouldering
blackness.
Hours later the smell of singed fur and burnt plants mingled
together, and the black stumps that had been trees told a
terrible story of a disastrous fire.
—HEATHER MACARA, 2C.

★

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A PENNY
Hello, friends! I’m Pamela Penny, but you can call me Pam.
That’s what all my other friends call me.
One day a long, long time ago, in 1942, thirteen years ago,
I lived with my parents and relations. We were all very happy
living in a lump of copper ore.
One day a man came and loaded our piece of ore into a big
truck I was lucky, because I had a better look out over the side
of the truck than the rest of the family. Then suddenly crash!
bang! rickety! clank! we had gone over a bump.
1 opened my eyes and found we had gone over the side of
the truck and landed on a soft patch of green grass. My Aunt
and Uncle were missing; they must have broken away as we
went over the bump.
We lived quite happily for a while, then one day something
happened again, only we were on the bottom. The scenery was
beautiful for the first half-mile, but then we came into a town
where I heard a man say, “Well, Ron, here comes iomc more
money.”
“More money,” I thought. “Dearie me, what is going to
happen?” Soon after the truck with us on it stopped at a place
called “the smeltry," as I heard one man call it. “The smeltry,”
1 soon found out, was the place where the ore is separated from
the copper. It was very painful, but after a while we were
loaded on to the same big truck and taken to the Mint. We
were all tipped into a big pit, and waited for a few days, and
then we were shovelled out into a big machine to be crushed and
flattened.
From that machine we were taken to another machine where
the round punchers were.
I had gone through quite a few machines and then came out
as a penny. I was then taken to a bank and was handed out
to a very nice young lady who spent me, with other money, on
This page was donated by Hunter the Stationer.

a pair oi shoes in a shoe store. I was given to a little girl for
change. She took me home and put me in her money box.
I had a nice rest there until one morning when I was taken
to a post ofFico. where I was exchanged, and then I came to a
small shop.
I am bent on one side from all that moving around, so if
you have a penny which is bent on the side of the kangaroo’s
tail, please take care of it, because it might be me.
—HELEN GARNHAM, 2E.

★

A BOSUN’S TALE
“Well, as I was telling y'. lad they were the days, the days
of the wheat clippers," and the old bosun began his tale. The
lad at his feet looked at him in fascination.
“Yes. lad, there we were in Sydney; 1 was bo.sun's mate on
the 'Pride of Kernall’ then. There was another clipper in port
at the time, the fastest clipper between Port Jackson and Liver
pool. She was called the ’Sidinia,’ plying as I said between Port
Jackson and Liverpool. Well, we'd just got our pay and started
on the rounds of the hotels, and we came across the crew of the
Sidinia in one of them. We were all a bit under the weather
“What does that mean, sir?” interrupted the boy.
“Had too much to drink, lad. Well, we started to talk about
our clippers. Our bosun bet the Sidmia's bosun that the 'Pride'
could beat her over to Liverpool. Of course the crew of the
Sidinia took it up and we laid our bets.
“Back on board later, we realised that we hadn't a chance
of beating her, not in the 'Pride.' So we set upon a plan. Half
an hour later one of the crew slipped silently overboard and
swam towards the other berth. He seemed to be making a bad
job of it, and we put it down to the weight of the vital equip
ment he was carrying. After an anxious hour we heard the
agreed signal and hauled him back on boai'd.
In the morning we finished loading and trimmed our sails.
We noticed that the Sidinia was also a hive of activity. She
was trimmed before us. and amid the cheers of her crew moved
slowly out into the sti'eam, closely followed by us. By early
afternoon the Sidinia was still ahead, but the 'Pride' was gaining
slowly. Sidinia seemed to be slowing and settling into the water.
We knew that she would have to put back for repairs, and we
lined the decks shouting and cheering as she came about. We
would reach Liverpool first.”
“But wouldn’t she sink, sir? ' questioned the boy.
“No. lad, no." and the bosun just threw back his head and
laughed. ‘'No, lad, Glng r just bored a dozen tiny holes in the
hull, just twelve tiny holes.”
—D. THOMPSON. 30.

★

LIFE BENEATH THE SEA
The Great Barrier Reef is very well known for its beauty,
and aniu-ig many of its wonders is the coral, all il.e diff.reut
species O-ing very interesting. There is something ailTcrent and
unusual about every type. Most of the coral is a haven for
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the brightly coloured tropical fish, like rays of sun which dart
about in the water.
Even though the admirers of this great underwater world
appreciate what they see from the glass-bottomed boats, they
feel as if they are not quite satisfied. To give people a greater
opportunity to know more about this wonderful life there has
been constructed an underwater observatory at Green Island,
near Cairns, Queensland. Through the portholes in this build
ing can be seen all the various fish and coral. The many
different ways the fish swim is another thing to be observed.
While living under the water, the coral is gaily coloured, in
tones ranging from palest pinks and blues to deepest reds and
purples. The shape of some of these little coral bodies compare
with things above the earth, such as mushrooms, berries and
much of the plant life. Many brightly coloured fish swim by
these holes, and the coral, acting as scenery with the fish weav
ing their way through it, is as enchanting as any bailet scene
Imaginable.
—IRONA JAMES, IB.

★

SHIPWRECK
The wind howled and lightning cracked across the black
stormy sky as the oil tanker “Kindred” heaved and fell in the
swirling tides which rose in giant waves and crashed on the
deck. The six lifeboats were lowered from the windswept deck
and the crew scrambled into them one by one as the ship sank
slowly into the mighty depths of the Atlantic Ocean. The only
person who still remained on the deck was the skipper, who
ran from cabin to hold, to engine room making sure that no
person remained on board to perish with the ship.
The “Kindred” was a tragic scene as she lay adrift in the
angry swells of water that caused her to rise and fall at intervals
as if In some last attempt to withstand the swirling torrents
which thrashed the deck and poured into the gaping hole in her
hull. But It was all in vain, for in a matter of hours the floating
wreckage which had once been a handsome oil tanker went to
rest on the ocean floor.
It was cold in the lifeboats, but it was comforting to know
that help was on the way. However, the men who had served
on her deck were sad as they sat in the lifeboats and watched
the “Kindred” sink to rest, recollecting some of the happy and
dangerous experiences which they had had on board her.
—MARGUERITE EIBERT, 2D.

★

THE BEACH
What a wonderful place the beach is! It Is a place for
pleasure and sport, and a place from which one can see the
beautiful panorama of the deep blue of the sea and the pale blue
of the sky, supplemented by stately vessels moving to an fro,
billowing forth great clouds of picturesque soot.
The pleasure it offers! There is the ease with which, on a
hot day, one finds a vacant spot amongst the multitude of people
gathered there, and then there are always millions of those
delightful little creatures called flies to entertain one. Then,
just as one begins one's lunch, the usual sudden rainstorm
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arrives and there Is the general stampede which follows. Also,
sand added to one’s dinner supplies extra nourishment and gives
it a new taste.
The sport it offers! One enjoys those delightful swims
among the colourful bluebottles which tickle one gently as one
passes. There are those sporting fellows who always apologise
after they have rammed the surfboards they are riding into your
back when you not looking.
The beach—what a wonderful place!
—WENDY MURRAY, 2A

★
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TO FAIRY WRENS IN A WATTLE TREE
Blue Wren, was there ever blue
Quite so true as your ricJi hue?
From tiny beak to perky tail,
Vibrant with life and yet so frail.
Blue bird superb, surely you
Bring happiness to others too.
Turquoise gem, in golden frame.
Glad am I that here you came,
Jenny Wren, demure and neat.
Happy in this fair retreat.
Though you lack his brilliant dye.
Exquisite form delights the eye.
Charming in your suit of brown,
Flitting light as thistledown.
With that tiny tail so pert.
How bewitchingly you flirt!
Twitter, flitter, here and there,
Dainty, nimble, light as air.
Living jewels in the crown
Of Queen Wattle’s golden down.
Beauty wronged by my poor words—
Can these elfin sprites be birds?
Fairies, indeed, to me you seem.
Visions from an enchanting dream.
—VALERi:3 OPITZ, 1C.
This page was donated by Organization Pty. Limited.
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SPRING
Little daisies peeping,
Little birds that sing,
Pretty flowers nodding,
Now that it is spring.
Winter time is over,
Fields are fresh and gay;
Merry children laughing,
Happy at their play.
Voices calling gaily;
O’er the fields they ring.
Everything is wakirg
Now that it is spring.
—B. ABBOTT, 3A.

★

THE FLOOD
Ceaseless, unmerciful, flood-bringing rains,
Oh. the great disaster of this day;
The same continuous steady fall maintains,
For now, once more, the helpless land must pay.
That gripping fear of those that cannot go.
Mistrust of those too young to understand.
Dark abyss of despair for those who know.
And ail do share the loss of home and land.
The river’s rising, pray for pity’s sake!
Forever rising to devour everything to the last;
Forever increasing, to leave great toll in its wake.
And ever a solemn remembrance of things gone past.
Some is needed to make; too much can mar;
Bitter waters to.day have reached too far.
—BETH ABELL, 4B.

★

BUSHLAND CHATTER
The bush is quiet and eerie at night,
But in the morn it’s gay and bright.
And the flowers are such a wonderful sight.
A sweet melody the birds do sing—
Which through the valley ring and ring
Whether it’s Summer, Autumn or Spring.
It’s so exciting to hear the c-iil
Of a charming little waterfall,
As it trickles down from rock to rock,
Nothing in its road to block.
But when it is at dead of night.
The tiniest sound gives me a fright—
When an owl gives a desolate call,
It makes me wish more and more
For the dancing sunlight of the day,
When I to the woods am called to play.
—ROSALIND COLEMAN, 2D.
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LEAVING SCHOOL
A host of coloured memories lie buried in my mind,
Of books, exams and homework as well as sports and games.
Kemembering my teachers, my classmates and their names.
They all remain so fondly living there to bind
Me closer to those past events of an ever-varying kind,
The joys, the sorrows and all the fun that ever willingly claims
My constant thought and memory to rekindle those fond flames
Which glow, then burn so vividly with memories enshrined;
Though through the years we’ve grumbled about the Golden Rule
And though we say that Maths is hard and History so dull,
Yet in these lessons we've learnt so much we’ll scarcely e'er
regret;
And as the weeks slip swiftly by towards the end of school
We’ll realise the benefits and knowledge that we cull
From the building that we’ve learnt to love and never will forget.
—JUDY CUMMINGS, 5B.

★

THE CATASTROPHE
My face, it turns from white to green,
1 gaze upon the ghastly scene,
And wonder what to do.
To camouflage it can't be done!
I tell you, girls, it's not much fun
To burn yoiir tunic front, quite “brun,”
The day of an excursion!
I rub like mad with dampened cloths,
It falls in holes as though the moths
Had had a banquet on it.
Despair and anger fill my heart.
If pressing is to be your art.
Then—check your iron before you start
Or lake the consequences.
And so. when summer comes again,
And days are hot and there’s no rain,
You'll recognise me well;
I’ll wear my blazer every day,
Buttoned together all the way,
To hide the fault of yesterday.
The day I scorched my tunic.
—BEVERLEY JURD. 5B.

THE DROVER
Beside the winding river deep.
The weeping willows sway.
The drover, with his mob of sheep,
Gazed at the scene so gay.
Contentment gleamed in his tired eyes,
As the river wound its way.
The sun shone from the clear blue skies,
To make a perfect day.
—BARBARA STEWART, lA.
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IN THE THEATRE
Ah, lights that thrill my soul within me,
So soft and dim, yet spellbinding;
And thou, dark curtain of mystery,
Upraise thyself, and let shine forth
The glories of ages.
The hidden murmur of the ochestra.
The gentle stirring of the same red curtain,
And up it slides—enchantment and wonder
Dancing forth to overwhelm me.
—MARION CROTHALL

★

MY WORLD
Beyond this realm, within a dream.
One night I chanced to see
A land where gladness reigns supreme.
Where one might happy be.
And there no conflicts day by day
Disturbed life’s golden calm.
But trouble hurried on his way,
And had no chance to harm.
A voice said, “Lay thy burden down,
’Tis time for thee to rest;
Here love and virtue wear the crown,
And peace will end thy quest.”
And so I found through night’s dark shade
With banners of hope unfurled,
A land where friendships never fade,
A land of love—MY WORLD.
—PAMELA LAWSON, lA.

★

AN ODE TO FIFTH YEAR
(With apologies to Douglas Stewart)
I wonder how different we are from normal girls?
This terrible study could change a girl’s whole nature,
And perhaps it has. Perhaps we’ve all gone mad
And none of us knows; no one is sane to know.
It’s a pleasing speculation.
Seriously, though,
You saw last term how the homework changed us.
We hardly spoke once the results of the pre-Leaving
Had real^ begun to permeate our minds.
But soon we shall know the truth,
No matter how bleak, how black;
If the Leaving leads to death.
Fifth Year will not turn back.
—“A,” Fifth Year.
This page was donated by G. A. Blanchard.
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THE SEA
I have seen the sea, when ’tis troubled;
I have seen the sea, when 'tis ruffled;
But I never loved its sweeping ocean
Til I went down to see in motion
One thousand churning, howling,
Hurling, thundering waves of scowling
Foam.
Did seem as if the mighty earth must split,
The waves were as a giant with thick brows knit.
Through which we heard its crashing roar, its thundering call.
Its rumbling cry as it wrecked all.
Yet loved I this untamed thing;
I loved its wild, resounding ring.
1 felt then that the Sea was king—
O'er all.
—ELIZABETH SWEET, 5A.

★

TO GERRINGONG
There I stood upon that hill.
With beauty all about me.
And I can well remember still
The scene that lay before me.
The
The
The
And

curve of the beach and the old windmill,
gleaming sand and the waves so free,
towering pine on the opposite hill.
the fields sloping down to the sea.

I hope again 1 stand on that hill
And see that scene before me;
But, If I never do return, still
I’ll have a lasting memory.
—NARELLE MAUGHAM, 2S.

★

RAIN
The emerald dew to earth did bring
All beauty of Nature’s form,
—Began the blissful earth to sing;
Finish the dryness of all.
The drops, the dew, the rain, the stream,
—Bemock they all the sun’s own beam.
They, fresh and crystal-like, do gleam.
Theirs are lives which seem
Almost to fall—
Into one, golden, crystal ball.
Ever to be and to be seen.
—ELIZABETH SWEET, 5A.
This page was donated by The Hunter 'Valley Co-operative
Dairy Company Limited,
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FAIRY FOLK REVELS
Walk to the fairy ring to-night,
And hide behind a tree,
Then peep around the old, gnarled trunk
And a wonderful sight you’ll see.
Midnight comes and the fairy folk,
Clad in their Sunday best.
Come out to dance around their queen
With merriment and jest.
With twinkling feet and sparkiing eyes
They troop towards the ring,
To take a partner by the hand.
And round and round they swing.
The colours of their clothes so bright
Catch the light from the silvery moon.
And shine so brightly that you think
They’re made on a rainbow loom.
But when they hear the cock crows sound.
The little people vanish;
Close tight your eyes and turn around.
And silently make your wish.
—MARGARET CAMERON, lA.

★

REFLECTION
Harlequin'd dragonfly
Flitting so sprightly
O'er sunlit water
Dancing so lightly.
Black and yellow harlequin
Shortlived as dews that dwell
Hidden in waterlilies.
Gay and merry harlequin
Careless as the streams that swell
So clear and breathless 'neath thy wings.
—MARION CROTHALL.

★

THE RAIN
Fitter patter, pitter patter
On the roofs and in the gutter;
Softly calling, gently falling.
Came the rain one cloudy morning.
In the garden all the flowers
Are very thankful for the rain, '
For they were so very thirsty
Before the raindrops came.
—PAM LYTHGOE, 3E.
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RAINDROP
And saw I myriads of crystal gleams,
and rivulets and springs,
and dew-struck sunbeams,
and all sparkling things.
and fairy gleams—
’twas Spring’s
own rain.
—ELIZABETH SWEET, 5A.

★

A THOUGHT
I am thinking
Of a tree
Of a velvet cypress tree
With a little lost breeze
Caught in its leaves
In the net of Llie sun's yellow tight.
—MARION CROTHALL.

★

THE LAKE

When the wind has stopped.
And the sea has dropped.
The lake is peaceful and calm.
But when the wind is high.
And clouds sweep o’er the sky,
The boats may come to harm.
She tosses on her horses white
The boats; it is a pretty Sight.
She looks quite strong and grand.
Then when the wind subsides
The boat quite smooth at anchor rides.
The lake unruffled as the land.
—R. DOWNS. 31).

★

THE SEASONS
A happy season is the spring.
When all the leaves are vivid green
All the birds begin to sing.
Oh! It is a lovely scene.
Summer’s when the flowers grow
And the rippling waters flow
Through the field of clover
Where play the lively breezes over.
Autumn’s when the leaves do fall
From the trees so big and tall.
Soon the winter will have come.
Cold and bleak with watery sun.
Winter's when the ccld winds blow
And on the mountain lies the snow.
Then our blazing fires we light
To keep us warm by day and night.
—DENISE MULLIGAN, 2E.
60

I

I
I

A HAIRCUT
I’m about to have my hair trimmed:
Though I’m not quite sure of the style,
I’d like to have a sleek new cut,
Some masculine heart to beguile.
I’ve thought of the “poodle” fashion.
But perhaps I might look a wreck;
One can’t have a poodle haircut
If one has a long skinny neck.
Maybe the “page boy” would suit me
It suits my cousin, Marge.
But that, too, has a drawback—
My ears are a trifle large.
I’ve heard of an “Italian boycut,”
It does sound rather dashing.
But if I suggested that to Mother,
I think the roof would come crashing.
I think I’ll leave it to Mother;
She always knows what’s best.
I’ll just tell her what’s in the fashion,
And leave her to do the rest.
Now, having finished, she’s holding
A mirror to see my face in;
And once again, thanks to Mother,
My hair’s shaped just like a basin.
—G. BASSFORD, 3A.

★

A BUSH WALK
Where hidden mountain streams secluded.
Wander through the tall gum trees;
Where bright rosellas, winging homeward.
Float upward on the errant breeze;
Where soft green mosses cling so closely.
To the rich dark earth they love.
And hidden wild flowers peep demurely.
To greet the sunshine from above;
Sunshine, sifting gently downward
Through the massive forest trees.
Making little pools of shadow
On the carpet of dead leaves.
This is where I love to ramble.
Lizards darting from my path.
Hiding 'neath some log to watch me.
With bright eyes and pulsing heart.
How I love my bushland playground.
Its shy life spied in sudden flight.
Every path a new adventure,
Pilled with unexplored delight.
—VICKI

WANDERING
I like to wander through bush and dale,
Over green meadows and up through the vale,
Then back through the forest and down by the dell,
By streams where the birds sing clear as a bell.
I like to wander when the sun’s gone to rest.
And the birds all a-fluster get ready to nest,
So I think I wiii wander wherever I like
Undaunted by darkness, unhindered by night.
—JOAN STEWART, 2C.

★

AS I LOOK OUT OF MY WINDOW
As 1 look out of my window
On a cold and frosty night,
1 can see the stars all shining
Packed together, oh, so tight.
There's the Milky Way and Saucepan.
And the Southern Cross so bright;
But my mother comes and says to me,
“Kay, at once, -put out that light.”
—KATHRYN ROACH, 1C.

★

MY SISTER SUE
My sister Sue is a dear sweet child
When she’s asleep, and then she’s mild.
But when she's awake I rue the day
That Susan ever came my way.
She wakes me up at half-past four,
She bangs and slams my bedroom door,
She yells and shouts until I say,
“Oh, Susan, do please go away!”
She’s home from school ’way past three-thirty,
With hands and face and knees quite dirty.
And when Mum says. “Now off to the tub
And give those hands and knees a scrub,”
She says, “My knees are very clean;
Well, at least to me, they seem,”
When I’m Ustening to the Children’s Hour,
She’s pulling the petals off a poppy flower
And Mum will say, “What have you there’’
Oh, no, the prize poppy for the Flower Fair!”
But when all is said and done,
She’s kind and generous to everyone
Life would be dull, I’m sure ’tis true
Without my little sister. Sue.
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.—JANET RAWLING. lA.

MERMAIDS
To dance; to dance in wild gaiety:
Green glass drops in a crystal sea.
To dance in the thin cool dreamworld
0£ waters like green glass.
(Glass as green as the new fresh grass),
Like mermaids with white faces
And long green swimming hair,
That dance in the cool sea places.
By greenest ocean streams.
—MARION CROTHALL, 4A.

★

SCHOOL
School's in once more.
Oh, what a bore!
I really do deplore
Having to work more and more.
School's in again!
Oh, what a pain!
You must admit it’s not quite sane
The way they make me rack my brain.
School's out—hooray!
'Tis a great day.
Let us away and play.
Hooray! Hooray! Hooray!
—JOAN WOODWARD, 2C.

★

ANTS

Ants!
On a white wall
Why are they so small?
Who made them all?

Black shiny bodies gleam.
Their tiny little legs seem
So industrious.
Little ants are clinging
To the hot white wall.
I wonder if they’re singing
About the spring or fall?
See how they drag
That breadcrumb up.
What would happen if one should lag behind?
Is there another of their kind?
Ants, little black ants,
On a white wall.
What would happen
If they should fall?
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—PAMELA HUGHES, 4B.

MY CLASSROOM
The love of law and order,
Of discipline and pains,
Of carefuily done homework
Is running in your veins.
Strong love of Maths and Latin,
Of chants of French which rise.
I know but cannot share It.
My love is otherwise.
I love old 3A’s classroom,
A place where fun e’er reigns.
Where the light of learning’s kindled
In our poor and feeble brains.
I love its spacious cupboard
Which accommodates just three.
Its beauty and its terror—
Room eleven is for me.
Core of my heart, my classroom,
Wliere iggles sweet and shy
Gaze at us from the backboards
And stop each little lie.
When in the office, standing
With roof of mouth all dry.
I knew to what sweet classroom
My wistful thoughts will fly.
—B. HODGE. 3A.

★

SPRING
Signs of Spring 1 saw
Over the meadows and on the moors.
Down in the valleys, up in the hills.
Near rippling brooks, by ancient mills.

I
I
I

Violets peeping here and there.
Asking Spring for their share
Of warm sunPght. sparkling rain.
A change for them from Winter’s reign.
Now, no longer the trees look bare.
But buds are shooting everywhere.
And birds have begun their wooing.
Ah! I cat! hear the doves cooing.
Oh! Spri.;g has left me with a feeling.
The pcrfu..iid flowers have sent me reeling.
And what i. beauteous place this world
\i ho.n Sprii.g her banners have unfurled.
—JACQUELINE REES. 4B.
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SCHOOL SWIMMING CARNIVAL
Our School Swimming Carnival for this year, 1955, was held
at the Ocean Baths on 22nd February. The carnival was a great
success. owing to perfect weather conditions and the wonderful
organisation by the staff.
The point score was won by Parnell, with Parry second and
Tyrrell third. The school championship was won by Pam
Ovenden. The senior championship was won by Joycelyn Green,
intermediate championship by Geraldine Pears, and the junior
championship by Pam Ovenden.
Other championship winners were: Jocelyn Green. 16 years;
Barbara Evans, 15 years; Jill Blakemore, 14 years; Noelene
Lawrence. 13 years; Pam Ovenden, 12 years; Marie Edmunds,
11 years. Avril Hill gave a fine performance and won the open
diving championship.
The junior house relay was won by Parry, while the senior,
medley and flying squadron relays were all won by Parnell.
—RENNIE RALPH. 4th Year.

★

THE P.S.A.A.A. SWIMMING CARNIVAL
Unfortunately, owing to the floods, the P.S.A.A.A. Swimming
Carnival was unable to take place.

★

THE G.S.S.S.A. SWIMMING CARNIVAL
Twenty-one girls represented the school at the G.S.S.S.A.
Swimming Carnival, which was held at North Sydney Olympic
Pool on 29th and 30th March, 1955.
The whole team swam well, and our congratulations go to
Barbara Evans, who came second in the backstroke champion
ship, first in the open breaststroke championship, and first in
the rescue race with Leone Lawrence. Pam Ovenden gained
first place in the 12 years championship. Avril Hill again
gave a fine performance and won the open diving championship.
Burwood won the open point score. Dover Heights the junior
point score, and Burwood again won the Helllngs Trophy.
Newcastle Girls’ High School won the Country Shield, and
our congratulations go to all the team for this success.
—RENNIE RALPH. 4th Year.

★
!

ATHLETICS
The Annual Field Day was held on 11th July, under perfect
weather conditions.
Our congratulations go to Tyrrell House captain, Beatrice
Mood, as Tyrrell gained first place in the total point score with
133 points. Parnell was second with 111 points, and Delprat
was third with 83 points.
The outstanding event of the day was the march past, which
was won by Parnell, with Tyrrell second and Parry third. The
school championship was won by Barbara Evans, with Ann
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Lloyd second and Yvonne Morris third. Barbara also won the
intermediate championship, 15 years and senior high jump,
while Ann won the senior championship, 16 years and senior
broad jump.
Other championship winners were: J. Woodward, 12 years,
junior championship; G. Mendl, 13 years; M. Frith, 14 years;
R. Asher, junior high jump; H. Giilard, junior broad jump.
The house relay was won by Parnell, the junior relay was
won by Wallis, and the shuttle relay by Tyrrell.

★

P.S.A.A.A.
The P.S.A.A.A. Sports were held on 2nd August. Home
Science High School won the aggregate point score with 1081
points, Girls’ High came second with 841 points, and Gosford
third with 45 points.
All our girls ran well, and many places were gained, Jill
Fletcher was successful in winnig the junior orange race, and
Sylvia Smith won the open sack race. Barbara Evans won the
championship of high schools and the 15 years, while the open
tunnel ball team gained first place in the ball games.
Our heartiest congi-atulations go to Home Science High
School for its outstanding victory.

1
ll

★
I

NEWCASTLE TEACHERS’ COLLEGE
At the Newcastle Teachers’ College Carnival this year, a
team of four girls, Ann Lloyd, Yvonne Morris, Avril Hill and
Barbara Evans, competed in the Hustler's Cup Invitation Relay.
Our congratulations go to Home Science High School, which won
the relay in fine style.

★

G.S.S.S.A.

1

A team of 18 girls, accompanied by Mrs. Roberts, attended
the G.S.S.S.A. Athletic Carnival at the Sydney Cricket Ground
The sports were held on the 17th and 18th August,
Some girls reached the finals, but our only successful competitor was Sylvia Smith, who won the senior sack race.
We extend our congratulations to Maitland High School
which won the Country High Schools’ Shield, with our school
gaining second place.

★

HOCKEY
This year the Houses were again divided into two teams.
In the match on 29th June against Home Science, the first
team drew 2-2, and the second team was defeated 1-0. However,
on the return match on 20th September, the first team was
successful, winning 3-2, but the second team was again defeated,
the score being 3-1.
Three teams were entered in the Saturday afternoon competition this year. The No. 1 team played A Reserve Grade,
No. 2 team C Grade Division I, and the No. 3 team C Grade
Division 2.
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5 v«l«. CLOCK RADIO
SO USEFUL THAT IT IS A
NECESSITY—NOT A LUXURY

r
Here is a fully engineered Radio Clock designed to give
you the best in radio service and performance. It has
so many uses. Wakes you in the mornings. Turns on
radio at any required time. Boils your electric jug. Heats
your iron and has many more useful duties.
(

Price £31/19/6 and available on
very easy terms

MARCUS CLARK & CO. LTD.
NEWCASTLI] WEST
I
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WRIST WATCHES
From World Famous Factories!

‘‘Omega’’
“Lavina”
“Rolex”
“Cyma”
“Movado”
Caldwell's integrity is your Guarantee
of Quality and Value

G. CALDWELL
198 HUNTER STREET

(Near Winn’s)

THERE IS
NO IX>UBT ABOUT IT
We can supply you with all your
requirements in the way of

;•

BOOKS, STATIONERY, TOYS
We are in direct touch with the leading Publishers
and Suppliers of the World, and always have a large
and varied range to select from at all times.

ELL’S
"THE BOOK CENTRE”
78-80 HUNTER STREET,

[

NEWCASTLE
Fountain Pen Specialists
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You1l Find
First Fashions First
At John’s

m
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Watch John’s

i

Far Yoiu*
Fashion Future

i
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EVERY WOMAN
KNOWS

ELECTRIC
COOKING
IS CLEANER,
QUICKER.
CHEAPER, BETTER !

i'w you, for life! Make YOUR home a
showplace of efficieocy, modernity!
JlLEC'fitfU Cooking is unexcelled! Even
coo-sing ovens . . . perfectly controlled
heat . . . cleanliness . . . stored heat . . .
Ihermosi-atic control . . . and the won
derful new “simmerstats" make the
ELECTRIC RANGE the stove for YOU!

£10
DEPOSIT
and Easy Weekly Terms cover
both the installation and pur
chase! There are no extras
to pay!

King and Auckland
Streets. Newcastle

NESCA

See the big display of the latest Electric Ranges in
Nesca’s spacious showrooms.
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BOYS !
GIRLS !

■«

YOUR CAREER
is in the
N.S.W. PUBLIC SERVICE
Vou can qaallfy for permanent erapiorment with an assured
future as—

BOYS

Clerks or Survey Draftsmen.

GIRLS
Clerks, Office Assistants. Shorthand Writers and Typists,
Accounting Machine Operators.

BOYS AND GIRLS

Unlveristy Trainees in a wide range of professions.
Teachers’ College Trainees preparing for Primary or
Secondary School teaching.
APPLY NOW TO—
YOUR SCHOOL PRINCIPAL OR CAREERS ADVISER,
or
The Secretary. N.S.W. Public Service Board,
Box 2. G.P.O.. Sydney.

FOR

GOOD FURNITURE
be guided by the 58 years’ experience of MACKIE’S, who
have been manufacturing the Highest Quality Furniture
in King Street. Newcastle, for three generations of satisfied
home builders.
I

Mackie’s quality is famous throughout N.S.W., and
it’s a very true slogan:

I
I

“Ij it’s Mackie Made it’s Well Made”

I

I

I

J. MACKIE & CO.
PTY. LTD.
COMPLETE HOME FURNISHER & MANUFACTURER
451-459 HUNTER STREET, NEWCASTLE
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