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The Advantages of a Large School

T must be apparent to every thinking
person that a large, successful school like
this institution possesses many advan-
tages over a small one, and those who
intend entering a school should consider
carefully these facts:—

First—The simple fact that a school is large proves that it is better
than others. People patronise it because it is the best.
Second— large attendfwice makes it necessary to have one or more
teachers for each subject taught. Such teachers are specialists

and not educational “jack-of"all-trades.”

Third—The most successful teachers seek the school that pays the
highest salaries. Small'schools do not have the best teachers,
because they can not pay the salaries that such teachers
demand.

Fourth—h. large attendance stimulates emulation and rivalry among
students. it increases the student’s interest in his work and
studies, and inspires him to put forth his best effort to main-
tain his standing with others.

Fifth—The work of a large school is more carefully graded and
systematised.  Students are classified according to their
knowledge and ability, and are not indiscriminately thrown
together as in small schools.

Sixth—The instruction is more thorough in all branches. Students
are held closer to their studies, a stricter supervision is
maintained over them, and they are less liable to become
indolent and discouraged.

Seventh—The equipment of a large school is more elaborate and
complete. The facilities necessary for giving the best instmo-

, tion along the different lines are better, generally up-to-date
and more extensive.

Eighth—AS large school is more progressive than a small one, and is
always fully abreast with the tiines. The courses of study
are broader, the instruction more thorough and the methods
the latest and best.

Ninth—A large, well-established school is better known and wields
a much stronger influencé. In this respect it is of great
assistance to the student in securing employment. Our insti-
tution has a national reputation.

Tenth—2A larger attendance enables the student to widen the circles
of his friendship. Coming in contact with a greater number
of people from all parts of the city and country, the acquaint-
ances that will be formed are of incalculable benefit to the
student in the future.

Metropolitan Business College.

Specialists in Business, Secretairial, and Accountancy
Training, and Intermediate, Leaving, and Matriculation
' Preparation. 21 Firsts in 1924.

338 PITT StREET, SYDNEY.

Directors; T. STANLEY SUMMEBHAYES, F.P.S.A.
J. A. TUBNSR, F.CP.A, F.LLA.



Ab b NS blazers

All ribbons, badges, Blazers are made to

hatbands for school measure of  highest

wear, are procurable quality wool flannel,
from Farmers. m all colours.

Reliable fabrics

Tunics and Blouses

made to Farmer”s high ilandards

School clothes that express individual taste, while yet
conforming to accepted standards of design— these are
specialised in Farmer’s School Outfitting Section.

Tunics of high-grade Silician, box-pleated from the yolk ;
all-round belt. Various sizes. Prices .. 22/6 to 35/-

Box-pleated Tunics in navy tabralco. Prices, 17/6 to 24/6 _

White Tabralco Blouses, with dainty Peter Pan collars;
elastic at waist.  Prices range from ................ 10/6 to 12/6

Jap. Silk Shirt Blouses, to fit girls from 12 to 15 years of
age. Various sizes, priced from................ 17/11 to 18/11

F AR M E R * S
Pitt, ¢Market & George  Streets.



Flannel Blazers
Tailored by Men,

School Blazer in Navy Flannel
bound with red cord.  Specially
tailored by men in our own fac-
tory, these Blazers are ol excep-
tional quality and cut. Sizes 28,
30, 32, 34 and 36 inches bust.
28 and 30 inches bust 25/-
32, 35 and 36 inches bust, 29/6

DAVID JONES’

For Service—SYDNEY.
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GALLIPOLLI.

Par from the cares of the wide wide world,
Under the skies of blue unfurlid,

Lies, in a deathly quietness soft.

Between tlie seas and the heavens aloft,
The sun-baked brown Gallipoli.

Over the hill where the sun sinks down
There sleep they who have gained a crown—
Brave warrior saints—died for you and me,
Sleep ’'neath God’s Heaven so peacefully
In sun-baked brown Gallipoli.

Down the deep valley from cannon now
still.

Sleep those who fought for a nation’s will.

There, after war has passed by

The bodies of deathless soldiers lie

In sun-baked, broAvn Gallipoli.

Only a rough white wooden cross

Marks the spot of the world’s great loss.
Only the breeze sighing soft and low
Tells of the strife of short years ago,
4t sun-baked, brown Gallipoli.

Only a battered, shell shot rag
Is all that remains of the nation's Hag.
And the graves to human ken
Are all that is left of the nation’s men.
In sun-baked brown Gallipoli.

Only the bullet-riddled plain

Tells of the soldiers who were slain.
Only the broken helmets there.
Speak of the gain of a crown so fair
In sun-baked brown Gallipolli.

But ah! In a fairer land than this,
There in the joy of most Heavenly bliss,
There at the Master’s loving hand, ,
The brave young soldier saints do stand
Prom sun-baked brown Gallipoli.

None of us see their glorious power.
None of us may, till one glorious hour.
But over the hill, so peacefully.
Sleep they who have died for you and me
In sun-baked, brown Gallipoli.

JOYCE KOLTS, 3C.

THE PREFECTS TO THE SCHOOL.

Girls! Though almost half our term of
office has quickly slipped awa5 we. the
Prefects of 1025, feel that it is not yet
too late to remind you that Fort Street
is relying on everyone of you for her hon-
our and glory in the scholastic and ath-
letic world.

Let it be said that the Fortians
of 1025, by their co-operation in school-
room and in sports field achieved and pre-
served for Fort Street a name such as re-
flected praise on every girl whose love and
pride had urged her to hold on high the
red and white and to work for them with
all her might.

Girls! did it ever occur to you to regard
your school colours as something nobler
than mere pieces of ribbon to be proudly
displayed to other schoolgirls with the
w'ords “Our school is better than yours”?
Our red ribbon stands for danger—danger
which assuredly aiyaits us if we do not
“play the game.”—And the white?—purity
ever—purity in thought and deed.

The combination of the two tj'pif}' the
tone of the school ivhich is a subtle in-
tangible thing. It represents certain codes
of school girl honour, certain principles of
right and wrong, certain standards of
thought and view's of life, all of which



must be kept at a high level.
We feel that this would not be complete
without a word of welcome to our “First

Years” with many of whom we have al-

ready become well acquainted, or without

the expression of our wish that the school
life of every Fortian today may be as
happy as ours has been.

JESSIE ANDERSOX, 5A.

WIND SONG.

| have roamed the length of the Seven Seas,
ere the earliest birth of man,

| have whistled my way through the bend-
ing trees since life on the globe began;

[ am king o’er the ocean that gave me
birth, and lord of the shore and sky.

My kingdom's the uttermost ends of the
earth where | sleep b;it never die.

The ships of men before my breath sped to
other lands afar;

| raged, and down they went to death on
reef and sanded bar.

Their power | took between my hands and
broke it upon the wave,

Their spoils lie deep on the yellow sands
and garnish the coral cave.

The forest giant, proudly high, reared up

its crested head,
In sudden passion came |

was its bed.

by and lowly

Though men meet men on battlefields and
Empires rise and fall,
Unto my will the wide world yields for |

am king of all.

DOROTHY CLARK, 3A.

THE TRIUMPH OF ECHO.

As | did hie me down a lane,
All on a Sabbath morn,
| heard a haunting sweet refrain
Across the fields of corn.
“Hey, John, dear John!” it quoth to me,
“l've found a nest, do come and see.”
“A nest, a nest, do come and see,”
That wicked Echo said to me.

As | did plough my teeming land
And work with a good will

| heard a voice quite near at hand
Come o’er the furrow’d hill.

‘Dear John, dear John,” it called to me,
“l've found a primrose, come and see.”

“A primrose—oh yes, come and see!”
Sweet Eclio said to me.

As | did sit at meat at hame,
And thé hour was time for rest,

| lieard that sweet voice cali my name
From thé hillside in thé west.

“Oh John, dear John,” it cried to me,
“I'm all alone, alone you see.”

And tliis time Echo called to me,
“Alone, alone, alone, you see.”

| left my hame, | left my meat.

To the hillside did | hie.
And there | found that vision sweet

That caused my heart to die.
“Dear John, dear John, dear John,” quoth

she,

“Oh come and live your life with me,”
'Vtliile Echo sped across the plain

Never to be heard again.

1.P., 4A.



ROUND THE SCHOOL.

The Staff.—Letters from iliss Cruise tell
of a pleasant voyage to England and of a
busy rcnnd of sight-seeing in Ix>ndon. Miss
Chapman is travelling with onr Headmis-
tress and to both we wish the best of
wander-vears.

Miss Buekley is also abroad. The School
sends warmest wishes for happy and re-
storative travel.

ilany changes have occurred in the
personnel of the stall since onr last
issue.  We regret the loss of Misses
Plume, Simpson, llayley, Edwards, Aus-
tin, and Callaghan, and welcome Mis-
ses McKibbin, Swan, Henson, Pate, Pux-
ley, Thompson, Firth, and Drury.

The school deeply regrets the absence of
Miss Henson and Miss Fletcher, and wishes
them a speedy recovery to health.

Miss Sim])Son’s retirement removes from

the school a well known figure and one
well beloved by teachers and girls. For
eighteen years Miss Simpson has been as-
sociated with Fort Street and her kind
ly, cheerful face is missed by all who
knew her.

HONOURS AT THE LEAVING EXAMIN-
ATION.—The school wishes to congratulate
the following girls upon the results of
the Leaving Examination.

English Honours—Cllass I.: B. Paine;

Class Il: K. Oosterveen, W. Rowohl, C.
Gee.

Modern History Honours—Class 1.: G.
Parker; Class Il.: K. Oosterveen, B. Paine,
A. Pritchard.

Mathematics Honours—Class 1.:  W.
Moore; Class Il.: E. I. Green, G. Il. Par-
ker.

German llononrs—Class 1.: K. Oostcrveen;
Class Il.: W. Howohl.
Chemistry llononrs—Class Il.: W. Moore,

R. Godden, H. tVvlie.

Botany Honours—Class I.: M. Fuller.

bursaries to the university —
D. Williams, K. Oostcrveen, W. Rowhhl,
W. Moore. R. Godden, A. Pritchard.

SCHOLARSHIPS TO THE WOMEN'’S
COLLEGE.—K. Oosterveen. W. Rowohl.

EXHIBITIONS TO THE UNIVERSITY.—
C. Gee, B. Paine, A. Pritchard. L. Green,
T. Thnndstrom, IV. Rowohl, K. Oosterveen,
R. Godden, W. Moore,, G. Parker, H. Wylie,
M. Fuller, R. Card.

SCHOLARSHIP TO THE TEACHERS’
COLLEGE.—IV. Moore, G. Parker, Il. Wy-
lie, E. Paine, R. Green, R. Godden, T.
Sundstrom,, R. Card, L. Hawes, E. Broad-
way, M. Fuller, C. Gee, A. Pritchard, M.
O’llanlon, M. Brooks, J. McKenzie, W. Lee.
L. Armstrong, D. Brown, F. Richards, I.
Hill, M. Middleton, K. Hunt, D. Wailson,
H, Masson, 1). Lewis, J. Graham, 6. Spanks,
L. Downer, K. Innés, V. Parker, R. Thurs-
ton, D. Beeston.

SPEECH DAY, 1924—Speech Day
brought to a close the year 1024, with its
work and its play. Mr. Smith presided,
and speeches were delivered by Sir Henry
Braddon and the Hon. Daniel Levy.

Prizes and certificates were distributed
by Mrs. Smith, whom we were very glad
to welcome again to our midst.



LEAVING CERTIFICATE,

Name

Armstrong, Leila M.
Beeston, Doris
Broadway, Ethel B.
Brooks Marjorie |I.
Browm Dorothy
Card, Barbara R.
Dewis, Daisy G.
Downer, Lilian R.
Evans, Elizabeth J.
Fuller, Mary E.
Gee, Clarice S.
Godden, Ruth 1. ..
Graham, Jean B.
Green, Elsie 1.
Green, Annetta R.
Hawes, Hermione L.

Hill, 1ris Mo,

Hunt, Kathleen M.
Innés, Kathleen M.
Jones, Gwendolin
Lee, Winifred B. ..
Mackaness, Joan S.
Masson, Hazel C.
McKenzie, Jean B.
Middleton, Mabel ..
Moore, Wilga
O'Hanlon, Maureen G.
Oosterveen, Karla J.
Paine, Elizabeth A.
Parker, Gwendolin H.
Parker, Vera
Pritchard, Alma B.
Richards, Freda 1.
Rowohl, Willa
Sparkes, Thelma D.
Sundstrom, Thelma
Thurston, Reita E.
Wilson, Dorothy K.

Wylie, Hilda J ..o
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INTERMEDIATE

Name

Allen, Hope M. ,.
Anderson, Violet V.
Barton, Lucv A.
Bastian, Stella 1.
Beresford, Muriel W.
Berry, Lily C.

Boyd, Effie M.
Brady, Mavis D.
Butler, Constance
Cameron, Ruth A.
Campbell, Margaret M.
Carpenter. Enid P.
Cates, Edith M. ..
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INTERMEDIATE

N ame

Cathels, Mary E.
Cohen, Estella
Cooper, Ada M. ..
Cox, Catherine B.
Crawford, Faith G.
Dandie, Alice A.
Beves, Thelma G.
Dicker, Florencie V.
Dreves, Annie W.
Dyer, Dorothy F.
Bilis, Isabel N.
Elphinston, Enid L.
Ev~ans, Coral C. ..
Fountain, Enid E.
Galvin, Mary

Gardiner-Garden, Noreen

Gilmour, Jean
Graham, Violet F.
Harding, Rita E.
Hastings, Marjorie G.
Hole, Hylda G. ..
Hope, Evelyn A.
Hopman, Marjorie

Hudson, Gwendolyn A..

Huston, A.ileen F.
Johnson, Myrtle R.
Johnstone, Mary L.
Jones, Isla

Kerr, Nance J.
Lance, Marjery A.
Harden, Vera A.
Little, Mary E. ..
Magee, Rosetta V.
Makin, Beatrice M.
Martin, Madge K.
McCandless, Annie R.
McCoy, Elsie J. ..
McDowell, Bertha F.
Mcllroy, Kathleen G.
McKenzie, Esrae J.
McWilliam Enid R.
Merriman, Elva L.
Mills, Marcia J. ..
Murphy, Edna M.
O’Byrne, Esther

O’Sullivan, Maureen W ..

Packard, Irene E.
Rigs, Elsie L.
Roberts, Irene R.
Simpson, Margaret
Smith, Thelma E.
Snelling, Sylvia M.
Sweeney, Mavis G.
Thompson, Jessie E.
Tydeman, Gwendolyn
Vischer, Ella D.
Weeks, Thelma M.
WestfaUon, Ivy H.
Williams, May E.
Williams, Nellie 1.
Wright, Mona A.

il
th

C
K
A
A
A
B
A
A
B
A
A
A
B
A
A
A
A
B
B
B
A
B
B
B
B
B
B
A
B
A
A
A
B
B
A
B
B
B
B
B
A
B
B
A
A
A
B
B
A
B
B
B
B
A
A
A
B
A
B
A
B
B
B

EXAMINATION,
HH
g 8
@ "
B ® b, ¥
« 2% s
S a n Hi Fh
B B B A B
A A A A A
A B
B B B B B
B B B B B
A B B A A A
B B A B
A A A
A B A A A
A B B B B
B B A A
B B B B
A B A A A
A B A B B
A B B B
B B
B A B
B B B B
B B B B
B B B B
B B
B B B A B
B B B
B
B A
B B B B A
B B B
A
B B
A A A A A
B B
B B B A
B B B B
B B B B
B B
A B A
B B B
B B A
A A A A A A
B B B B B
B B
B B B
A A A B B
A B B B B
B A B A
B B B
B B B B B
B B B
B B B
B B B
B B
A B A A A
A A A A B
A B B B B
A B B
B B A A
B A B
B B B A B
A B B B
B B B B
B B B B

ISi24— (Cont.)
!
X
I 4
B c @
TR
B <
B
B B
A
A
B
B
A
B
B
B
A
A
B
B A B
B
A
B
B
E B
B
B A B
B A B
B
B
B
B
B
B
B B
A B A
B
B B
B
A 1
B 1
B B
B
A
A
B
B
B
B B B
B B B
B B
A
B
B
B B
A ;
B 1
B
B i B B



PRIZE LIST.
Ada Partridge Prize (Distinction at L.C.
examinate.l) Amy Cliicken.
Captain-Elect for 1025—Jessie  Ander-

derson.

Fort Street Boys’ High School Prize for
Sport'—Phyllis Trafford.

Molly Thornhill Prize—Glynn Stayte.
Dux of the School—Wiiga Moore.

Year V. Second Prize—Rene Green, Willa
Ro'wohl.

Ycar IV. JXix—Glynn Stayte.

YYar IV. Second Prize—Muriel
wortlr.
Year |If. Dux—Kathleen McElvoy.

Holds-

Year Ill. Second Prize.—A. Di'eves.
Year Il. Dux—Alice Smith.

Ycar Il. Second Prize—Beryl Bowen.
Year |. Dux—Phyllis Kaberry.

Year |. Second Prize—Madge Marchant.
Miss Baxter’s Prizes for Scripture—R.

Green, H. Wylie, G. Chapman,

Prize for Hebrew Scripture—E. Cohen

Economies Prizes, Year V.—Alma Prit-
chard; Year IV.—Rebe Ptarlman, Lilian
Shaw.

I'rize for Shorthand—Olwen
Amy Eutterworth.

Hughes,

THE FAREWELL.—After a year of hard
work and serious study, the day so eagerly
anticipated arrived—the day of farewell.
Though we longed for the time when we
would have “our jolly little party” with

the Fourths, as the m\veeks slippai by, we
rca/iaed more and more what that day
meaut—saying farewell to the -Jd school,
to old associations and compani!,s.

1 was, therefore, with mingled feelings
of jor and sorrow that we wallcBo up the
avenue that gloriously sunny morning.
Neiiei had the stately old bu ding ap-
peared so picturesque and so lovatle. The
very atmosphere of the place cal!;*! to us.
Incident upon incident came croA-ding to
our m'emories—incidents which rs.d made
those live years of school life irrppy be-
yond expectation.

Aft?r the formal proceedings, of the
afternoon, namely, inve.sting the mmew Cap-
tain. and her prefects, how entlun'nstically

we shouted our school songs! How they
thrilled and inspired us, and ho.- dearly
we Icve every word of them!

Tie banquet prepared for irs by the

Fourtns w'as beyond comparison, and, in
a mwo«derfully disguised sewing room, we
spent a jolly time proposing and accept-
ing t«asts. singing and joking. The en-
tertiiiamcent in the gym. was vivaaous and
irite'esting, and enjoyed immeraelv by
everjicne. But perhaps what a]ij-?aled to
us most was gathering round the Fig-tree
to sing “Auld Lang Syne,” anc to give
Hires rousing cheers for FORT STREET—
to us “The Best fA*hool of AlL”

RENE GREEN, Caperin 1925.

INVESTING THE PHE?ECTS.



THE TWO CAPTAINS. FIFTH YEAR PREFECTS.

THIRD YEAR PREFECTS. FOURTH YEAR PREFECTS.



OUR SWIMMING CARNIVAL —
Though cloudy skies and cold winds
greeted us on the morning of our 18th

Annual Carnival, our spirits were by no
means either clouded or cold, for every-
cne seemed determined to enjoy herself.

The carnival opened midst great cheering
with the 13 years’ championship, and ex-
citement grew with the events,' bursting
forth with great force and no small amount
of barracking, during that most exciting
of events, the Year Relay, which was won
by Year Ill., with Year Il. second, and

Year |I. a good third.

The School Championship was won by
Phyllis Traflford, rvith Daphne Brake; a
good second, and B. Hart' third. These
girls must be complimented on their good
swimming and enthusiastic interest in the
carnival. Not only should Beryl Hart be
coniplimented for these reasons, but also
for her excellent sportsmanship in enter-
ing the carnival to do her best for her
class, when she was not at all well. ,In
M. Stutchbury (Year 1.) we have a prom-
ising little diver, who, although she dd
jiot gain a place this year, will do so, we
hope, at our next carnival. M. Russell
should also be mentioned for her whole-
hearted interest and enthusiasm.

We were very pleased to see at the car-
nival Miss Partridge, our former head-
mistress, Miss Bird, our old captains—
Mollie and Rene, and many other former
Fortians.

The other results of the carnival were—

12 Years’ Championship: S. Taylor 1,
J. O’Brien 2.

13 Years’ Championship: 0. Sangw”ell 1,
I. Sadler 2.

14 Years’ Championship: M. Moore 1,
D. Brake 2.

15 Years’ Championship: P. Trafford 1,
C. Kennedy 2.

16 Years’ Championship: J. Young 1, T.
Deves 2,

17 Years’ Championship: M. Russell 1,

A. Waddington 2.

33 Yards Handicap: A. AVaddington 1, I.
Ccombes 2.

50 Yards Handicap: J. Magee 1, A. AANad

dington 2.

Junior Championship: D. Brake 1, B.
Hart 2.

Junior Breast Stroke:: S. Taylor 1, G.
Tyler 2.
Senior Breast Stroke: M. Russell 1, M.
Hopman 2.

«Junior Back Stroke: J. Tyler 1, I
Coombes 2.

Senior Back Stroke: P. Trafford 1, D.
Clarke 2.

Plunging: A. Waddington.

Diving: P. Trafford 1, C. Kennedy 2.

Old Girls' Race: G. Branch 1, j. Gra-
ham 2.

Balloon Race: S. Jones.

Old Girls v. Present Girls: Present Girls.

Six Oar Race: M. Russell, S. Taylor,
B. Hart,

Diving for Objects: M. Russell and J.
VCalker.

Junior Rescue Race: J. O’Brien, E. Rus-
sell, 1; V. Ball, G. Peters 2.

Senior Rescue Race: M. Russell, P. Traf-
ford, 1;
Cork Scramble: B. Trikojus.

We are very proud of our swimmers and
hope to see them even more enthusiastic
and interested next year than they were
this year.

CORAL EALVNS, 4 A

LIFE SAVING..—Thelma Deves and Bina
Singleton were successful in gaining their
Instructor’s Certificate The following
girls also gained life-saving awards.—

Bar to Bronze Medallion: Bina Single-
ton, Lucy Davis.

Bronze Medallion: N. AVebb, R. Hayes,
C. Tax, E. Russell, C. Kennedy, J. Tyler,
M. Farrington, M. Dorrington, |I. Coombes.

Sixteen girls gained Proficiency Certifi-
cates and ten girls gained the Elementary.
The majority of these twenty-six were
first year girls.

COMBINED HIGH SCHOOL CARNIVAL.
—A day of great excitement for all the
High Schools in Sydney and surrounding
districts, and even for several country High
Schools was Friday, April 3rd, when these
schools met in friendly rivalry at the Com-
bined High Schools’ Carnival; wdien the
red and white of Fort Street mingled wdth
the brown and gold of Moore Park, the
blue and green of North Sydney, and the
various colours of the other schools repre-
sented. [ ]

The excitement and enthusiasm of the
girls, and their pride in their schools, was
exceedingly great, and the hearty barrack-
ing a help to all the swimmers.

Fort Street gained second place in the
eventful Solomon Shield Relay, and also
second place in the Point Shield, both of
which were won by Moore Park. Sylvia
Taylor (Year |.) gained third place in the
point score for individual swimmers.

Many other girls who competed were
successful and won credit for the school.

Fort Street gained:—

First place, Junior Relay (D. Brake, B.
Hart, M. Moore, S. Taylor).



First place, 12 Years’ Championship (&
Taylor).

Second place,
(1. Sadler).

First and third places, il Years’ Cham-
pionship (1). Brake, B. Hart).

Third place, 15 Years’ Championship (P.
Trall'ord).

First and second places. Junior
Stroke, (S. Taylor® J. Balmain).
First place. Junior Back

W alker).
Third place. Six Oar
JI. Moore, L. Davis).

13  Years’ Championship

Breast-
Stroke <J.

Race (D. Brake,

Second place. Junior Championship (D.
Brake).
Third place. Senior Back Stroke (P.
Trafford).

CORAL EVANS, 4A.

THE PREFECTS.—This year the Pre-
fects are ten in number, including the
Captain, instead of the eight of previous
years. This seems to be a more suitable
arrangement, in that each year of the
school is more fully represented and its
needs better considered. Two prefects have
special care of a certain year, and it is
their duty to see that their year main-
tains a high standard of work, sport and
conduct throughout the year.

It is hoped that this system will meet
with the approval of all, and, if successful,
will, in the long run, prove benelicial to
Fort Street.

AN ACKNOWLEDGMENT.

The Headmistress,
Girls” High i*hool.
Fort Street.
Dear Madam,

On behalf of the Returned Soldier
Teachers” Association, | have much pleasure
in thanking you, your staff (especially the
two ladies who did the decorating), and
pupils for the way in wdiich the Honour
Rolls and Mural Tablets rvere decorated
on Anzae Day.

Eulogistic comments regarding same were
heard on all sides, and | can assure you
that we are deeply indebted to you for
your assistance.

Yours faithfully,
0. T. TAYLOR,
Hon. Sec.

AIT REVOIR.—AnN en.ioyable afternoon
was spent when the school and staff as-
sembled to wish Miss Cruise and Miss
Chapman bon voyage. ilueli appreciated
items rvere given by Miss W atts, the school
choir an.l school orchestra. On behalf of
the school and staff, our Captain presented

Miss Cruise with a leather grip; Miss
Chapman received a similar gift.

Miss Cruise urged the girls to maintain
the traditions of the school and the gieat
records of work previously made. Ere
the happy afternoon ended all joined in
singing our school song, “Come hortians,
Fortians AII!” and | am sure we were
hoping for the time when Miss Cruise and
yiiss Chapman will again join in the sing-
ing of those strains.

The School Guides and Prefects were
fortunate in having the opportunity of
seeing Aliss Cruise and Miss Chapman

again before they sailed, though their faces

were scarcely visible for streamers and
llow'ers.
The vessel drew away and they had

started on their well-deserved holiday.
F. CRAWFORD, 4A.

THE SCHOOLMISTRESS, a play by Sir
Arthur Pinero, \vas the first public effort
of our Dramatic Society. The play w'as
produced in the Kings Hall during the
last week of the school year and was a
huge success—artistic and financial.
tVitty dialogue and well-arranged situa-
tions maintain the amusement througuout
this play; the fun is delightfully fresh and
opportunities are provided for acting
various kinds.  These oi)portunities were
well used by the girls who made up the
cast. Clarice Gee was a quite surprisingly
good Vere Queckett, fo])pish and idle hus-
band of Miss Dyott (Enid Elphinstone),
whose efforts to earn more momjy to meet
his “little needs” provide the strange sit-
i;ation out of which the comedy develops.
In this an irascible admiral (-Joyce Kolts),
his meek wife (Stella Bastian), a "vex-

ing girl,” the governess (Willa Rowohl),
three merry school girls (Irene Packard,
Helen Stewart and Rene Gallecher), and

three young men (Rene Green, Marion
Stewart and Joan Balmain), make a night-
mare of confusion by |[)lot and counter-
plot, while the servants (Thelma Sund-
strom and Ruth Carter) provide a highly
comic background. Nor may the gallant
but gari'ulous firemen (Dorothy Dyer and
Kathleen O’Hanlon), be omitted from a
list of parts well taken.

Maureen O’Hanlon proved a very enm-
J)ct'ent stage manager, and the School Or-
chestra ])rovided the incidental music.

The, profits were devoted to the piano
fund. These amounted to the handsome
sum of £58, wMcii made possible the pur-
chase of a new piano, which comes as a
boon to singing classes, special choir and
orchestra.

X.Y.Z.



PLAY DAY dawned wet, but that did
not damp our feelings, for, as soon as
possible, we made our way into the gym-
nasium and made a merry but packed
party. Discomfort of crowding was soon
forgotten as 4B girls enticed us into the
Forest of Arden by their representation
of some of the scenes from Shakespeare’s
“As You Like It.”

The forest scenery was utilised by 4A.
in their presentation of some pastoral
items when the girls, dressed as shepherds
and shepherdesses, danced and sang for
us. Dramatic representation of Marlowe’s
“Passionate Shepherd” and Sir Walter
Raleigh’s“Eepley,” followed by pastoral
dances, led to the special feature of this
presentation, an original play by Irene
Packard, which dealt with two girls flee-
ing to a forest where they met two shep-
herds and where they decided to live the
tuneful shepherd life.

Some Frencli songs by first year girls, a
French dramatic performance and French
recitations provided interesting examples of
work in another tongue.

Plays were also performed by 2B and
20 classes.

Much amusement was derived from the
plays, and we thoroughly enjoyed the
afternoon spent among some of Fort
Street’s actresses.

The afternoon ended with the singing bv
all present of “God Save the King,” after
which our actresses resumed their ordin-
ary clothes and travelled home, mere
school girls once again.

i\l. SWEENEY, 4A

THE DEBATING SOCIETY.—With an en-
rolment of one hundred and fifty it is
hoped that the girls will show the same
interest' in the society this year as pre-
viously. The first debate was held on
4th May, the subject being: “That dead
languages should be a compulsory part of
the High School curriculum.” The meet-
ing was fairly well attended and the
speeches, on the whole, were well thought
cut, though lacking in team work.

Me propose to hold the second meeting
on 1st June, the subject for debate being:
“That industrial enterprises should not be
owned by the State.”

Miss Evans has kindly consented to be
Patroness of the Society, and the Com-
mittee includes G. Stayte (President), E.

Cohen (Secretary), Misses Morley, Mouls-
dale, Firth and Henson, L. Riley, I. Pack-
ard, D. Lipert, S. Smith, B. Moran.

Girls wishing to become members should

give their names to their year representa-
tive.
GLYNN STAYTE, 5C,
President.

THE DRAMATIC SOCIETY.—This year
the activities of the Dramatic Society will
not be very ambitious owing to the inclu-
sion of so many of its members in the
operetta. However, we hope to present
before the school on the June play-day”
“The Land of Heart’s Desire,” which is
under rehearsal at present. This is rather
a fanciful yet dainty little play which
ought to win the approval of every Fortian
whether she be artistic or otherwise. It
illustrates the old Irish belief in the power
of the Fairies on Maj* Eve, and in it.
Mary Bruin, the heroine, finally- succumbs
to their power, in spite of the ma.ny at-
tempts made by- the old Irish priest to
retain her.

The committee sincerely- hopes that this,
their first effort’, will meet with success
and approval from the rest of the school.

JESSIE ANDERSON, oA,
President.
SPECIAL CHOIR.—AYhen the girls of

Special Choir commenced their work this,
year Miss AYatts had in store for “hem a
delightful surprise in the shape of an
operetta, “The Princess of Poppy-land.’
Ever since, the activities of the choir have
been devoted to learning the many bright
choruses which will help to render the
operetta most attractive. ARe have now
finished our work in this direction and
are ready to begin to act, which is a splen-
did result of the half y-ear's work. ARe
are very fortunate in having Gly-nn Stayte
as our accompanist, while Miss ARatts does
her usual excellent work in training and
conducting.
JOYCE KOLTS. 3C.

THE SCHOOL ORCHESTRA.—Although
we have been unfortunate in losing our
leading violinst, Elsie Pert, we commenced
this year’s work with three additional
members, and during last term added “Airs
from Mendelssohn” to our se lection of
pieces.

As Miss ARatts is so busy with special
choir this y-ear, we are try-ing to do our
best without her assistance and trust that
1025 will be a successful year for the or-
chestra.

G. STAYTE, 5C.

THE FICTION LIBRARY was re-opened
in March. New members have joined in
large numbers, and we hope soon to in-



crease the stock of books. The librarians
will be very pleased to receive any gifts
of suitable books. The library is opened
on Mondays and Thursdays at 11 o’clock
for girls of first year, and on Tuesdays and
Fridays for girls of other years.

M. LANCE

E. I'OUNTAIN 1 4A.

REFERENCE LIBRARY.—This year the
Reference Library was opened in February.
It is constantly used by all meinbers of
the school. This year we have a very' fine
collection of books which offer ]>rivileges
to the girls.

The library
Tluirsdays at

is open on Mondays and
recess when books are ob-

tainable on every subject taught in the
school.

This year we, the librarians, want
every'one in the school to appreciate the
collection. We wish to express our thanks
to Mrs. Ciibis. who has kindly lent us

the following books:—

\'an Loon: History' of Maidcind.

Wells: \'oliune 1, Outline of History;
Aolume 2, Outline of History.

A list is giv. n below of new books which
have been added to the libi'ary"

A Victorian .lUitbroiogv.

Drinkwater. Abraham Idncoln.

.Mab'e: Essays Every Child Should Know.

Reed: Love Affairs of Lit.rarv iicn.

Ruskin: Crown of Wild Olive.

Selections: l'acon, 17th Centiuy' Charac-
ters; English Narrative Toenis; English
Ballads; A Selection of Poetry (‘'I'norn-
ton); (iolden Treasury' (Palgrave); Select-
ed English Essays (Peacock) ; Selected

Short Stories.
Sey'inour: Th" (ireat Frenchman and The
l.ittle Genevese.

Sain.sbury: Nineteentli Century Litera-
ture.

Smiles: L'fe and Labour.

Smiles: Self Help.

Stevenson: Virginibus Puerisquo.

Stevenson: Memoirs and Portraits.

Buchan. Hay's to Remember.

tTamp: State and Federal Constitu-
tions.

Oman: The Hark Ages.

Madelin: The French Revolution.

Gooch: Europe 1878-1918.

Gibbons: Europe since liH8.

Atlas of iModern History'.
Church vStoiies from Virgil.

Sew'ard: Links with the past.
Penson: Economics of Everyday Life.
Strang: In Search of the Southland.

A. McCANHIACSS
T. PACKARH ) 4A.

THIRD YEAR PARTY.—On Thursday,
11th December, the Third Year girls who
intended to continue their studies at Fort
Street, invited the remainder of their year
to a pleasant party held in the gymnasium.

The guests of honour included Aliss
Cruise, Miss Evans, Miss Murray, the cap-
tain and prefects of 11)24, and the captain
and prefects elect for 1925.

Tlie gymnasium was artistically
ted witii red and white streamers
a background of flowers and ferns.
guests entered, each w'as presented
gaily-coloured jazz-caji.

The entertainment began with dancing,
singing and reciting, .A competition which
aroused much interest among those present
was Won by’ Nance Kerr, the booby p
falling to Maureen OTlanlon.

Then partners w'ere selected for dancing
until r.frcshmcnts were served. .More
dancing followed, until finally' all adjourned
to the “Old Fig Tree,” where "Come For-
tians, Fortians AH' and 'Auld Lang Sy'iie’
w'ore heartily sung,

decora-
against
As the
with a

ESSIE COHEN, 4A.

WELCOME TO FIRST YEAR GIRLS.—
-Vfter attending Foit Street for a few
weeks, all First Year girls evere called to
a meeting by the Captain of the school.
Of course, many of us thought, or at least
| did. "'Hello! more rules”; but as 1 walked
in. 1 heard .lessie saying, “We want to
make you feel you are not strangers ami
that y'ou are weleome to Fort Street,”

After tliose words were fully' explained,
1 understood Fifth Year girls were to give
us a welcome to "Fort Street” on tire fol-
lowing Friday'. | wondered at this for,
were we not only “First Years,” the very
ju:crs of the school, and people of very
little importance'! Yet here were thel'ifth
Years,” the senior girls, wanting to wel-
come us at a special function. How proud
we feltl

Friday, the great day, came at last. O
course we all tried to bo in uniform and
to look our very' best.

The “Welcome” was held in the gym-
nasium, and we w'cre marched in single
file through the door. Great was our joy'
and surprise to find all the Fifth Yea!'s
standing in a circle and actually calling ua
“lolly' Good FYllows.”

On the blackboard was written
letters the magic word,

in bold
“Welcome.”

It was then | realised that rve were not
the vei'y unimportant people 1 supposed;
but -were really “The Guests of the Hay.”

After we were all settled in the "Gym ™
Jessie suggested g'ames or rallicr competi-



tioiis. For tile first one we formed two
large circles. They liad to be large because
there were so many of us. One of the
senior girls played the piano ,while wc
passed a box of chocolates round the cir-
cles. When the piano stopped, the person
holding the box was out of the g'anie. . Of
course the girl in each ring who kept in
the game the longest won the chocolates.
| think the chocolates would be rather
squashed though, as the box was dropped
many times. We had several other com-
petitions, and for the winner of each th
Fifth Year girls kindly provided a prize.

Then came refreshments, also provided
by the seniors. We enjoyed these very
much. After being cheered by the seniors
and cheering them in response, we lof*
about four o’clock, having thoroughly en-
joyed ourselves.

We now felt we were no longer strangers
but were really a part of the great school,
to which wo had come, and that it was
our duty to live up to its ideals and tra-
ditions.

MOIXIE SCUTT, IA.

ANZAC DAY.—On Anzac Day our school
undertook to decorate the three Honour
Rolls at the Education Department, and
the work was very artistically' carried oiF
by the deft hamls of Misses Fuller and
Drury. On Anzac Day' itself, no ceremony
was held at school, but on the following
Monday, April 27. iliss Evans spoke to
the school in general at assembly. Ao
Fortian could possibly forget the force ot
those sunple yet wonderfully impressive
words spoken by Miss Evans on that day.

Though ten years have passed since that
memorable day', that day which put Aus-
tralia’s name definitely upon the map,
those ten long years have not blotted out
the spirit and halo of glory which sur-
rounds the ever-sacred name of Anzac,
Just as those brave men “played the
game” and willingly gave their lives for
their country, so. say's Miss Evans, should
we “play the game” by doing our duty
by our school. But hov/ can we do that
duty?—each.and every one of us has some
part to play in that great and honourable

duty. First Years must strive to become
better seconds! Second Years better
Thirds, Third Y'ears better Fourths,
Fourth Years better Fifths, and Fifth

Years better students and citizens in what-
ever world they may chance to find them-
selves.

Lastly, we can do our duty by our school
by’ merely remembering part of an old
school song which Miss Evans so suitably
read to us:

“We’ll honour yet the school we knew.
The best school of all,

We’ll honour yet the
Till the last bell-call.”

If every Fortian would only say that
to herself if ever tempted to stray from
the path of duty to what high level would
not the spirit and tone of our school then
be raised!

Let us strive to do it, girls, and so make
1925 the most successful year in the annals,
of Fort Street!

JESSIE ANDERSON. Captain.

rule we knew.

“THE MERCHANT OF VENICE.”—On
Thursday, 4th May, the girls of the second,
third and fourth years had the opportu-
nity of seeing “The Merchant of Venice’
produced by' one of the leading actors or
Europe. Those of us who availed our-
selves of this opportunity were delighted
with the manner in which the play was
acted; Mr. Moscovitch himself took the
leading role of Shylock, his impressive act-
ing being supported by a good cast. Mr
Moscovitch portrayed the Jew’s extreme
hatred of the oppressors of his ancient
race in a very forcible yet dignified man-
ner, acting more as one wishing to avenge
the insult to his race, than to satisfy his
natui-al greed.

In the principal scene, which is, of course,
the Trial Scene, Mr. Moscovitch gave a
powirful realisation of the pent-up feeling
of one whose race had suffered for ages,
the enmity_ scorn and oppression of the
hated Christian, and the intense feeling
which he displayed at the apostacy of his
daughter, was acting of avery high order.

M. CATHELS, 4A.

A CUP FOR THE WINTER SPORTS
COMPETITION will be presented to the
school this year by the 1924 seniors. It
is hoped, that this trophy will be the sym-
bol of interest in sport even greater than
that of former years.

EMPIRE DAY was celebrated on Mon-
day, 25th May. In the big room, again-
lent by the kindness of Miss St. Julian,
the senior girls were addressed by Mrs.
Muscio and also by Miss Shanks, acting-
Organising Commissioner of the Girl Guides,
during the absence of Miss Levy.

Appropriate decoration of flowers and
leaves, emblematic of the Empire, was-
provided by Classes 4A and 2A. The pre-
fects” prizes for the best Empire essays
were presented by Miss Muscio. For the
senior essay on “Bonds of Empire,” the
prize was awarded to M. IYArcy, 3A, the
prize for the junior essay on “MHiat is the



British Empire”? was awarded to 1. King,
2A.

'rhose girls wlio entered the final
Lilian Shaw, 5A; Doreen Harrod, 0B;

Eunice Farmer, 5C; Violet Anderson, 4A;

Isabel Ellis, 4B; Mollie Darcy, 3A; Mar-
jorie  Singleton, 3B; Joyce Kolts, 3C.
Junior: Isolde King, 2A; Loloma Swin-
bonrne. 2B; Beryl Cakebread, 2C; Haz'l

Templeton, 2D; Ruth Lilyblade, IA; Freda
Myers, 1B; Irene Shackcloth, 1C; Dorothy'
Kerr. ID.

Every girl in the school wrote an essay
on one of these subjects. Owing to the great-
ness of our numbers, first year girls could
not' be accommodated in the main room,
so there was a special celebration for them
in the gymnasium, under the supervision of
M'ss Perrin.

MILDRED OHANLOK, oA.

CLASS MAGAZINES.—The Editor ack-
nowledges with thanks receipt of class
magazines—Swastika, Koala, 2C’s Own,
Telopea, The Magpie, Warrae Nobiel—and
directs attention to the fact that some
verse, articles, and drawings, are reprinted
from these manuscript journals.

The following acknowledgments are
made: A Water Baby (Pastime, 2A), Fort
Street Hieroglyphics (Swastika), A Song
and a Picture from Life (Warrae Nobiel,
4 A), Dreamland (The Magpie, 2D), Wind
Song, An Australian Lullaby, 3A at the
Intermediate (Koala, 3A), The Pirate Cap-
tain (Telopea, 4B), Boydshness (Swasika,
SC).

IMPRESSIONS OF A HOCKEY MATCH.

—M. Gallaghar, 5B.



THE PIRATE CAPTAIN.

A SEA SOXG.

He sits within his cabin,

Down in the sunken hulk,

And ’twixt the broken woodwork
The deep-sea fishes skulk.

He heeds them not nor sees them;
His eyes are fixed and glazed;

He dreams of loot and plunder

And of the towns he razed.

Around him lie the comrades
That fought with him of vyore.
Their cutlasses are rusty.

And stained with streaks of gore.
Around the rotting table

They lie, stretched starkly out,
And in their bony bodies

T45 fishes sport it out.

The water laps and ripples
Around the figure head.

The sunlight frets the water,
And plays upon the dead;

It gleams on rusty cannon,
On muskets, gold inlaid.

On high hung battle lanterns,
Spoils of each hard-fought raid.

‘Tlo! Comrades!” cries the Captain,
Awaking from his sleep,

“Wake! for the sunlight’s fadbig;
The shadows onward creep.

Come comrades of the. living

Let’s broach the spirits cask!

Come, roar the ringing chorus
Pass round the drinking flask!”

The skeletons rise slowly;

Their white forms shake and clink
W ithin their faded garments;

Tliev pass the flask and drink
And drinking long and deeply
Beneath the wan starlight,

That trickles through the portholes.

They tipple till moonlight.

The Captain holds the wide flask
W ithin his drunken grasp;

He tosses off the liquor

And sings in grating rasp—

“Kouse up my fellow comrades.
Come Tippling Tom. and KuJlk
And Pat and Will and Johnny
Red Xed of giant bulk.

“Ho! Ho! For the days of fighting
The slasli, the cutlass, thrust;
The fire, the smoke, tlie curses;
Our spoils, bags of gold dust.

The Jolly Roger flying

Before the salt sea breeze,

Our schooner swiftly skimming
Along spray crested seas.

“And what ho! for the Indies,

And what ho! for the gain.

And what ho! for the gold ships
Retunung home to Spain.

'Twas, “Throw aboard the grapplings,
Then like a hurricane

We'd rush upon the Spaniards.
Hey! for the S|)anish Mabi.

”

“Those were the days of plunder
And peril on the sea,

IVhen cutlasses swung freely

And good red blood flowed free,
When men were hard and heartless
And loved to fight for gold,

-\nd little recked to dice with death;
Ho! for the days of old.

“We met our matdi off Carali

With Haldon’s privateer,

She spat a good round broadside

Into the buccanneer;

Our staunch old bark slipped downward
To the graveyard of the sea.”

The Captain’s ghastly laugh rang out
And his bones clanged eerily.

He fell athwart the table,
The cup slipped from his hand
And through the cabiji window
In fain ami fitful strain,

The sunlight came a stealing
To bind the crew in sleep.

Till night renewed their drinking
Beneath the starlight deep.

“PUELLA IGNOTA,”4B.



FORI STREET HIEROGLYPHICS. AUPORfi.

AURORA, 3C.



A PAGE FOR GUIDES.

THE SCHOOL GUIDES.—Once again
keen interest is being shewn in our school
guides, and this year we hope our now
fully established company—First Port
Street—will attain a foremost place in
New South Wales. Although we regret
having lost Dilys Williams, who did so
much last year, when guiding at Fort St.
was in its infancy, we wish her every
success in her new sphere of life.

Good fortune has brought us Miss Drury,
an experienced and well-known member of
the guide world, and now a member of
our staff.  Although Miss Drury has a
great many other guide duties, she has
consented to take over the captaincy of
First Fort Street Company. Already the
organisation is in rapid progress and par-
ades are held each Monday afternoon from
3.45 p.m. until 4.45 p.m. There are now
forty-seven members, and so anxious are
they to make headway with their guide
work that patrol meetings are held at lun-
cheon recess on Fridays. Thus those un-
able to attend on Monday are not deprived
of the opportunity of joining us. Every
guide enjoys those Monday meetings,
which provide a splendid opportunity for
school to

girls of every position in the
come together in work and play. They
are enveloped in a spirit of unity, and

bound closer together in the common ties
of love and loyalty to Guiding and to Fort
Street.

On the occasion of the departure of Lady
Cullen, Chief Commissioner of New South
Wales, for England on 25th February,
twenty Fort Street guides among repre-
sentatives from companies Mosman, Neu-
tral Bay, and Manly, formed a guard ot
honour. All were in school uniform—the
guide uniform of the school company.

Great are our plans for the future, and
may the aims and ideals of each guide help
her in her career through Fort Street, and
so may guiding play its part in the school.
Occasionally our own guides and guides
from other companies who wish to be at-
tached to the school company, will have
meetings together. Girls united by com-
mon interest can thus spend happy times
together with games, camp-fire songs and
stories. In such dwell the joy of guiding.

We are very grateful to Miss Evans for
the interest which she takes in our guides
in helping us in every possible way. We
realise the firm foundation she forms for
the organisation of guides at Fort Street.

In conclusion, we should like to invite
all girls who are not' yet guides and would

like to be guides to come and join our
happy company, and become members ot
the "Great Sisterhood.”

M. RUSSELL, 5C.

OTHER COMPANIES.—The number of
the “girls in blue” still continues to grow,
and although Fort Street can boast of its
own school company, there are many guides
in the school belonging to surburban com-
panies. Among those represented are Ryde,
Manly, Vaucluse, Bondi, Second Dulwich
Hill, Five Dock, Burwood, Hurstville, Mar-
riekville, Goulburn, Hunter’s Hill, First and
Second Drummoyne, Annandale, and First
and Second Chatswood. All of these com-
panies have been working hard for badges,
and the much-coveted all-round cords which
several guides have already earned.

Among the companies which Miss Shanks
has visited lately is Bondi, which company
entertained with signalling and ambulance
displays, both of which are important
phases of guide work. OId Fortians are
prominent in First Marrickviile—Annie
Isaacs being captain, and Mollie Thornhill
lieutenant. This company is doing social
service, each guide bringing an article for
poorer children.

First Manly has succeeded in erecting
a guide club-house, which is the first one
in New South Wales. The guides have been
working for it for three years, and their
efforts have been well rewarded. Two
representatives from Manly—one a Fortian
—were at the Foxleass Camp. Foxlease
Camp was held in England as a great in-
ternational camp, where guides from all
countries spent one week at the home of
guiding. Representatives  from Japan,
Africa, America, Sweden, Denmark, Bel-
gium, India, and Ireland and Scotland, and
many other countries were present.

Several companies have held summer
camps during the season, and many more
are looking forward to the time when they
will go camping, for then we see Guiding at
its best.

Although a number of companies is re-
presented in the school, the Guides are held
together by their fourth law—*“A Guide Is
a friend to all, and a sister to all other
Guides.”

ENID CARPENTER, 4 A.

Extract from N.S.W. Girl Guide Supple-
ment.—“Miss Stella Fawcett has asked
that a special message of thanks be given



from her to tlie six guides from First Fort
Street Company, who lieljied to decorate
the Town Hall for the Faster Ball,

iliss Fawcett would like to know the
nanivs of the girls as she was so delighted

A LETTER FROM

Dear (lirls,
News from Fort St. at the ’'Varsity?
News? A'hat news can there possibly be

at tills delightful period of the year, acad-
emically known as Lent Term ? Of course
we arc all a little older than at the time
of the last letter and therefore much wiser
and we are happy to report that Rene
Green and her community have come to
join us and make the University even more
htme-like, bpt apart from this? Certainly,
there are tlie results of last year’s exam-
inations, but they are almost forgotten now _
though perhaps | shall be forgiven if I un-
veil the past for you for just a few mo-
ments—Ilet us hope so.

Well, happily, we all survived the De-
cember examinations—some of the Science
people with flying colours, Della Pratt par-
ticularly, distinguishing herself hy win
ning the Slade Prize for Practical Chemis-
try, while ljaura Spence, one of the few
Fortians among the Meds, won distinction
in Botany. Of the Arts folk, quite a num-
ber dared to try the Honours examinations
in March with more or less success. In

English, Freda Skinner gained distinction
and Sarah Rosenblum credit, while four
Fortian names appeared in the list of

Frencli credits, two in the German credits,
and one in the German distinction. Many'
old Fortians too, will receive their degree
shortly at the oflieial ceremony during
Conimem, Week, for Kathleen Waddington
and Co are now in the halipy state of
“Graduants,” and as most of them are en-
tering tile department as teachers, the
School may be greeting them soon in a
new capacity.

These are their names:—Bachelors of
Arts.—Eunice Wyse, Lena Ixa, Dorothy
Dcy', Isabel Lamb, Janet Clark, Jean
Barnetson.

E'achelors of Science.—Alma Hamilton,
Kathleen Waddington, Edna Holt, Annie
Richardson, Nancy Stobo.

But lists of examination results are nei-
iher very exciting nor enlightening, after
their first appearance—and they do not
engage our minds for long, so, should you
chance upon the corner table in Manning

with their splendid work, and earnestness
to please each one personally.”

These girls were Jlarjorie Russell, Coral
Kvans, Joyce Kolts, ilarie Higgins. Annie
Dreves and llavis Sweeney.
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House dining room—and it is always over-
thronged with Fortians in the witching
hour, 1-2—you will find our conversation
far removed from such mundane events as
examinations. ITobably from ymur inse-
cure position on half a chair, you will
be on the point of attacking your jam
roll that has stuck to the plate, with a
very' blunt knife, when you will be startled
by a plaintive voice—‘T say, does espérer
take a or a plain infinitive ?”

Dear me! You will reflect I should liave
expected you to know that by now, init
before you have time to voice your thought,

the .answer will come—“Well | was just
wondering that myself—we had a joke
about it in R.B., in one of the libraries—

do you remember?”

Of course, everyone does remember—the
room, the day, the joke, everything in fact,
but the preposition, so the oiit'inistie
French student, cheered by the interlude,
contentedly resumes copy'ing. Then prob-
ably’ B—will whirl in and say, “Now,
who’s going to the Science Social? Get
y'our tickets from me!” and a file of tic-
kets appears on the table. “But dont buy
tickets before y'ouve paid your subs.”—
says E—who is Undergrad. Rep. and is
always hugging a Receipt Book.

“And y'our Arts Rubs.” interposes M—,
“and then there is the Informal Arts Dance,
you must all come to that.

“MTio’s going to be there ?” F—interrupts

(You remember F— with the soulful
eyes?), “Anybody tall, dark and hand-
some?”

“But not too tall,” objects little M—.

“No, there will be a few very' nice me-
dium ones. Everybody’s special require-
ments fully catered for”—and so the non-
sense continues until y-ou will begin to
wonder how these can really be the serious
people who passed exams, a little while
ago. Now, | expect | have revealed a
great secret, but still, it isnt fair to write
to you only about the eminently intellec-

tual and sensible things that University
people do, is it?

And shall T tell you another secret,
about one of the most thrilling events in
our eventful existence?



lunch someone
school to-

It; happsiis like this—at
will announce—*“I'm going to
morrow, who is coming?”
all take out our little diaries to see if we
can go too. Having decided that rve can,
the next and natural question is, “What
are you going to w-ear?” (for undergrad-
uates as well as being proverbially penni-
less, have proverbially nothing to wear)
but after a few moments’ profound cogita-
tion, someone will have a bright idea,
“Perhaps 1 can borrow something from my
sister! Perhaps w'e all can, so the ob-
stacle removed, we arrange the time and
place forthwith. The next day secs us
mounting the hill, through the old gates
and up the avenue,—we invariabl}* look
t) see if someone is gazing out, of the
window in Room | (yon see, we know the
habits of fourth year), and having waved,
we enter the hall with more than a little
thr.ll. Respectfully we pick up a panama
hat from the dust and replace it on the
rack once we would have stopped over or
round it, but now' We revere the things
that are no longer ours, and a battered
panama fires many a smouldering memory.
Up the stairs w'e troop exulting in the
jumble of Chemistry and Latin, History
and Trig, that strikes our ears—of yore,
th> same sounds drove us ti clasp tremb-
ling hands beneath the desk and Wish de-
spairingly that we had done our home-
work—but now, we may well smile. So
we wander round, greeting old friends, re-
viving old ideals until all too soon we find
ourselves once again walking down the
avenue—not without a parting salutation
to the outpost in Room I.

But not yet is the adventure o’er!
must visit our old friend. Mrs. Rockwell,
and hear her tell us that she still misses
us, in particular, in spite of everybody else.
We always like to hear it and Mrs. Rock-
well never fails us. Then of course, there

is the customary ice cream to be bought
fi'om Bill (Bill being susceptible to smiles,
when serving 3d. ice creams—or so we
are told), wdiether he is or no, is quite an-
other matter, but to suggest that Bill’s ice
creams are not the biggest would be unpar-
pardonable treason.  So we sit, licking ling-
eringly and luxuriously, and recurring ever
and anon to the time worn phrase, “D’you
remember?” until, the last crumb vanished,
the last reminiscence ended, we depart to
plunge again into the current of the pre-
ffiit, but with rencw'ed ardour after this
little e.xcursion into the past.

Dear, oh dear! how' | have disgressed!
But’ how' can | compress into the short
space of a letter all that we should like to
chat to you about? Perhaps you do not
W'ish to hear?—then please be kind and
indulge the whims of us old girls, ivho,
|)erhaps, are already developing the garrul-
ity and the fancies of advanced years.
Who knows ?

But, such as w'e are, we all w'ish you
the best of luck, and fun and success in
192.5.

MOLLIE THORNHILL, .VRT.S Il

SUNSET LAND.

| stood and gazed dow'ii the old hush track
With my face to the sunset skies.

The misty slopes of the far-off hills
Were aglow' w'ith a thousand dyes,

| w'ondered then, in the dying day.
If beyond the radiant w'est.

Beyond that silence of gold and blue
Was a w'onderful land of rest.

The Road of Life is a weary road.
And the Sunset Land still far.
But it calls with a voice that is soft and low
And it gleams like a guiding star.
We may not linger beside the way.
For We know' that beyond the w'est
There lies the key to our hopes and dreams
In the W'onderful land of rest.

WINNIE SCRIVEN, 3A.



C orriirkK To

The TAQinT,

ILLUSION.

r had often wondered
neath the house, but |

«hat was under-
had never been to

see. Sometimes when ( walked up the
garden path T used to gaze rather euri-
ously at the hole in the masonry; but it

looked so dark and uninviting that | never
ventured through. Besides, 1 have a fer-
vent horror of ereepy-crawley things and
eohwebs.

Then one day—1 think it was a Sunday
afternoon in summer—the weather being
too t.ot and oppressive for outdoor amuse-
ments. | went into my bedroom, primarily
with the intention of reading; but this |
deeided to give up in favour of a short
siesta.

For some reason or other the floor eover-
ing had been talcen up, and tlie bare hoards
lay revealed in all their white splendour.
Drowsily | was contemplating a rather
strange cross-grain in the wood, when my
eyes strayed to a crack between the boards.
Everyone has had. at some time or other,
the experience of being aroused sharply
from a state of serai-consciousness, whether
bv an alarm-clock, whose insistent clang
pierces the early morning stillness, or
whether by a movement of one’s own in-
tellect. which often occurs when one is half-
way to the Land of Nod. But it was such
a peculiar sensation that | experienced at
this moment.

W hether it was that the curtains had
moved, allowing the rays of the sun to
stream into and lighten the room, or
whether mv gaze had moved from where it

jrreviously rested, 1 cannot say; but sud-
denly T noticed what | had not seen before
—a hole lietween the floor-boards. It could
not have l)een more tlian a quarter of an
inch in diameter, but through it it seemed
to me tliat T was gazing down into the
world beneatli the house. | say “world,”
because it was the first thought that oc-
curred to me. With a strange feeling of
inexplicable amazement it dawned upon me

that T had discovered a new world. And
such a world! It glowed with a thousand
colours—scarlet, gold, green, sapphire—

now harmoniously blended, now brilliantly
contrasting, but ever wonderfully irridesoent.
Colour upon colour! Streaks of tawny red,
dazzling turquoise, like the shimmering of
unfathomable lakes; sometimes a smoky
haze, as if from enormous volcanic craters.
This world: how, when, and whence had it
come? | wondered. And whither had gone
the ground from beneath the house?
Ferliaps it was a world within a world—
a new earth, growing daily, ex|)anding
rvery minute, until finally it would break
through the old earth’s crust, and take
definite form as a glorious world of colour.
| wondered whetlier this meant the end
of all human life, whether the old order
was indeed to be abolished. If so, the time
of waiting could not be long, | knew. |
gazed musingly down into a blaze of light.
Suddenly my heart stood still! A name-
less terror clutched at my throat, and had
panic not held me chained to the spot |
should have fled away, on and on, until at



lengtii | could have gone no fintlier. But
1 could not move. | longed to scream, to
rave, to shriek out in terror; imstead | sat
as if spellbound, gripping the edge of the
bed, and dumb!

For down there, casting a shadow across
the radiant arc of colour, moved a strange,
unwieldy monster. | had never seen the
like before. A huge black creature, which,
being perhaps hundreds of miles away,
must have had an enormous stature, for
for even at my distance | could see its
form distinctly. It had a small head, a
long, oval-shaped body, supported by six
rather short legs, and from its head pro-
truded a pair of long horns.

My fear gradually lessened as | realised
our distance apart; and even as | became
calmer the mammoth crossed my range of
vision and passed from sight. Here was a
new aspect! Supposing these monsters
should reach our earth before we had
ceased to exist; suppose that the human
race was destined to become the prey of
these great brutes. In one short day the
whole of civilisation might be destroyed.
Cities, the results of man’s labour from
time immemorial, would be crushed out of
existence, perhaps before our eyes. What
agonies of mind such thoughts aroused!

| gazed round the room with its old
familiar objects. Never before had it
seemed so dear to me; yet before long I, and
it too, would have passed from the face of
the earth.

15uddenly my attention was drawn hack

to my first point of discovery. The world
be.ow had undergone an uncanny change.
Instead of a blazing mass of colour it had
become quite dull, and emitted but faint
sparks of light. Why this sudden change,
I wondered?

Then softly at first, but with increasing
volume, a strange sound came to my ears.
It was a half-rhythmic throbbing, like the
puisation of some mighty engine—some
agent of destruction. Was it, | thought,
already a signal for our approaching de-
struction? What could | do, where should
I fly? | started up as the noise grew
louder, more intensified. Mad with terror
| reached the floor-boards in one wild leap,
and started to scratch up the planks with
my nails. | clawed at them desperately,
then, when they would not yield, | stamped
on them frantically. | must, must, miist
drag up the boards and fling myself down
into the great chasm that yawned beneath;
such was my only thought!

My fingers, torn, bruised, encountered a
small round object. Vaguely, as from an
enormous distance, | heard the noise, which
had now dissolved itself into the purring
of a motor-car drawing up outside the door.
| lifted the cut-glass bead from the floor,
where it had lain scintillating in the rays
of the sun. The curtain, blown back to its
former position, moved again, and |
watched the progress of an ant which was
continuing its slow crawling along the
crack between the floor-boards.

At last it had passed from sight.
MARY CORRIXGIIAM, 5A.

A SONG.

Sing of the rosebuds, so softly arrayed.

W ith beautiful garments of purity made;
Sing of the daisies that bloom on the lea,
Teaching their sweetness to you and to me.

Sing of the cat’racts that rollicking fall

Over wild slopes of the proud mountain
wall;

Sing of the streams that meander along,

And tinkle in chord to the fairy-like song.

Sjng of the scent-laden breezes that blow.
That waft o’er the blossoms where honey-

bees go;

Sing of the storm-winds that sway the great
trees,

In forests where Nature alone keeps the
keys.

V. ANDERSON, 4A.



THE CAMP FIRE.

#Have YOU any “Yalmes for the tinker mis-
tress,
Brass, or pots, or pans, or kettles?
Tinker-terry, Tinker-terry.”

Softly tlie sounds of the above ditty
floated out on to the cool night air. A
passer-by paused and wondered where the
sounds could be coming from on such a
night and in such a quiet place.

A circle of ruddy, fire-lit faces gazing
intently at a great wood fire, the smoke
from which, coiling in long smoke-circles
away to the sky', was carrying tales of
nature and adventures, quaint songs and
ditties along with it, soon told the onlooker
that the scene before him was that of a
camp-fire—a scene where the soul and
nature meet in perfect harmony.

What could be more entrancing than to
mwatch the great crackling logs, to work out

the tales that lie hidden in the great tx)ok
of the camp-fire, or to watch the leaping
shadows playing in the tall trees which
meet over our heads and form a back-
ground of intricate beauty, through which
Diana peeps at mortals for the first time
in the night?

With nothing above one’s head but the
deep purple sky and its twinkling inmates,
the stars, and nothing Imt the bright green
grass to rest on, the beauty and pleasure
of days spent in the open, of freedom fi'om
the shallow things of the everyday' life of
the great cities, soon tell one of the great
))leasures that await a seeker in the realms
of nature.

How much more realistic a tale seems
when told around a camp-fire! How much
clearer is the great Hand of the Creator
shown to an onlooker!

ENID CARPENTER, 4A.

MY GARDEN.

I would not change my garden for those |
see with trim

Neat hedges, level lawns and plots, harsh-
gravelled walks and prim.

| do not like such gardens that are always
groomed and neat.

W here ’tis a sin to wander through on free,
untrammelled feet.

The flowers, though lovely in their hue and
fragrant in their scent.

They grow not in the natural grace that
Mother Nature meant.

Pomposity in such sweet plants | do not
like to see;

| crave the wild and winsome grace of per-
fect liberty'.

The garden Avhere | love to stray is but a

wilderness.

wild, sylvestrian

Nature’s richest dress

Has made it truly Paradise, a haven safe
and free

For me, whose soul
perfect liberty’.

But beauty of fair

is straining for the

A bed of deep blue orchids is a balm for
burning eyes;

A log serves as a seat
philosophise;

My weary feet are strengthened by the
maidenhair fern’s kiss;

“What comfort is more gentle, more kind,”
ask I, “than this?”

whereon | oft

The guardians of my garden
giant gums and grey;

W ith bold, barked boughs bared to the sky
they bar the right-of-Avay,

And nestled close around their great and
strong protective roots.

As claimants for their power and migl.t,
sprout tender shrubs and shoots.

glade are

But come and see my garden rvhen the gay
boronia’s there.

When fairy flannel flowers sjiring amidst
the maidenhair;

When, with the happy Yuletide, comes the
crimson Christmas bush.

Or aflame with radiant splendour bmvs the
burnished bottle-brush.

Clad in beauty is my garden.
Nature’s sweet caress

Was bestowed in regal bounty on my shrine
of loA'eliness.

0, the trim and landscape gardens could not
show a sight more fair

Than the beauty of my garden, for th-e
master-touch is there.

tVhen | burn rvith ceaseless longings and
the fiery haste of youth,

| shall kneel within my garden—shrine of
beauty and of truth.

And the veil shall be uplifted and the
pagan heart of me

Shall worship in my garden—in my garden
fair and free.

ISABELLE ELI IS. 4B.

Mother



DREAMLAND.

DREAMLAND.

“Margaret, what’s Dreamland, and wliere
is it?” asked eiglit-year-old Nance of her
‘eldest sister.

“Dreamland?
most wonderful,

Oh, it’s the most beautiful,
strangest, queerest place
ever known! It has ever so many en-
trances. Where is it? Well, it"s just over
the hill after Madam Sleep has touched you
with her wand and Willie Winkle has ])ut
sleep—a magic sand to make you go to

Dreamland quickly—in your eyes. That
is where Dreamland is.
“As | said before, it’s the strangEist

place and has so many entrances it is quite
probable anyone might become mixed as to
which entrance was which, but there is one
aiiswer to iliis problem, and it is, whatever
you eat or whatever you dont eat conveys
you to the right entrance.

“Now, let us take the gate you enter
when you eat too much. This cause, alas! |
fear, gives you much trouble, Nance.
{“Only when | go to a party or a picnic,
or, perhaps, a pantomime,” interrupted
Nance). Very well, then. We'll say you
want to land on some sand. You slip into a
boat of iced cake, take oars of chocolate into
your hands, put your feet against a foot-
rest of sandwiches and fruit.

Arriving at the Sands of Nightmares,
you step on to soft, boggy sand; while out
of the bushes around, come strange crea-
tures and great giants with grinning faces
to torment you the whole night through.

“Perhaps you would like to enter Dream-
land by the Hills of Nightmares? Firstly
you fly over the Hills in a mock cream
aeroplane. (‘How does it keep together?’
asked Nance curiously). That, my dear, is
a wonder of Dreamland. It is lighted with
jelly bean lights. You always land on the
top of a hill. As you put your foot on the
black, muddy soil horrid forms dart at you
and torture you all the long night, eh,
Nance? (‘But the good dreams, Margaret.
The dreams where the fairies give good
dreams.” cried Nance impatienth').

“Well, all right; listen. Gently a little
magic boat of clear glass with satin sails
glides over tranquil seas of the blue the
people see near that great serpent called
Equator. As the little boat touches the
saiui. willing bands help you, Nance, dear,
to leap ashore and lead you into the
‘feaiins of gold,” amongst the most beauti-
ful flowers of brightest hues and plants of
wonderful  greenery. As you wander
through grassy glades and see delicious
feasts before you, all is right.

‘Then there are the Hills of Good Dreams.
After stepping from a soft cloud with stars
to light the w'ay, you will find yourself.
Nance, on a lovely hill of green trees and"
pretty' flowers with tiny birds fluttering
and singing. The fairies are dressed iii
flimsy gowns of sunbeams trimmed with
moonbeams, and beaded dewdrops deck their
liair. and they lead you to glistening eaves
to dance to Fairydand music, or, perhaps,
on a visit to see Her Most Glorious
(Majesty, Queen of Fairyland. Or you
might wander through shimmering halls of

jewels or run over golden sands, waslied
by' s])arkling waves.
“l he last gate is the Gate of Remem-

brance. No one knows how you get there.
You don’t even know yourself, Nance. If
you want to dream of someone you like
very much, you go there, Nance. (‘But |
like you very much, Jlargaret, and | don't
often dream of you’). Of course not, | am
very commonplace to dream about. Per-
haps a favourite teacher. 1 know vou have
one, Nance, though you have only been
going a little while.

“In Dreamland you would meet your
favourite anywhere. On a fairy boat or

train. And you would be telling this
special person how much you liked her
when—you would wake up.” (“lI wonder

why everybody has to wake up, Margaret?”
asked Nance).
“l wonder!” said Margaret.

MOLLTE BAILLTE, 2D.

A WATER BABY.

Oh! wouldn’t you like to frolic like me.
On a great wave’s crest in a summer sea
Where the silvery' fish come gliding by,

Through water as blue as the cloudless sky ?

I throw in my line but | need no bait,
For the fishes come gaily to meet their fate.
It’s just a game we play each day,

The fishes and | in the soft white spray.

NOR.\ REID, 2 A



THE BRITISH EMPIRE EXHIBITION AT
WEMBLEY.

Wemljley! A few years ago that name
represented very little to the average mind
of the British subject, even if he or she
were aware of the existence of such a place;
to-day, the magic of that word has reached
across the w'hole wide world, to even the
most unfrequented and sparsely inhabited
portions of the Empire. That name now
mstands for much to every loyal man, wmman
or child in the wdiole of the British Do-
minions, for it is the spot cliosen for the
world-famous British Empire Exhibiti'dii,
in which was, and again next year shall be,
displayed tlie first-class products of Bri-
tain’s colonies, which represent the rvealtli
of that nation, proving to the whole world
the value of peace, for these riches were
grown, manufactured, or extracted from the
bounteous soil during a period when peace,
after a long, weary struggle for five terrilile
years, at last reigned supreme.

From the four corners of the globe pour
tlie many races, for it is not tlie British
subject alone who is profoundly interested
in this wojuler—for wonder it is—but the
whole of the civilised world, and from the
many and distant lands they come, from
far-away China and Japan, Greece, and the
States of Central Europe, from Spain, Italy
and Xorthern Africa, from America and
the Pacific Islands; all come to see what
the master nation of tlie world, in conjunc-
tion with the many colonies, can accom-
jdish. Let us hope that one of the greatest
works this e.xhilntion desires to commence,
that of a universal ])eace, may be realised,
and tliat it may not give rise to jealousy
and avarice in the liearts of tlie many coun-
tries who cannot claim to be subjects of
the British Empire,

The visitor to the exhibition about the
end of June and ci mmencement of .Inl.v, was
particularly fortunate in having about five
weeks of the most perfect rveather, an
absolute necessity should one desire to ex-
tract the full pleasure and benefit from a
visit, for if it is on a rainy' day' that one
pays one’s respects to Wembley, one is apt
to arrive in a none too enviable frame of
mind, especially if the mode of arrival was
riding on tlie top of a bus, and tlie water
from numerous umbrellas was obeying the
law of gravity by forming icy rivulets
down the back of one’s neck. Wembley' on
a bad day' is far from prepossessing from
the outside; the ground seems to transform
itself into a bog of liquid mud, sticky as

hot pitch, and, in parts, one is apt to won-
der if the artificial lake in the park is in
flood. But allow the heavens to have been kind
and the visitor to have arrived in compara-
tive comfort, with the pleasurable anticij)a-
tion of more to be seen than time will allow,
for to Ho” Wembley properly at least
twenty visits are necessary.

The first thing that will strike his mind
will be the enormous crowd of people. Tlie
buses which he encountered on the way'
were crammed with visitors, truly’, hut he
never expected anything like this. How-
ever will he be able to approach that in-
teresting-looking snow-white palace (Aus-
tralia) to the left? But he discovers tliat
the crowd is not entirely as solid and im-
movable as it first appeared, and reaches it
with little trouble, except for being nearly
run over by a ‘Tlailodok,” the pleasures of
which he decides to sample at some future
date. He then enters the building, and is
straightway held s|)ellbound by the beauti-
ful mother-of-pearl exhibits to the left, the
half-opened oy'ster shells each display'ing a
riclp creamy pearl, the w'onderful, delicately
tinted cai'ving on mother-of-])earl plaques,
and gazes long at the illustrations of pearl-
fisl'ing w'hoeh adorn the surrounding walls.
Thence he passes on to the model viney'ards
and dairy' farms, the fields of w'heat. the
piles of sunray'sed fruit, the bcautifiilly
grained woods, and the furniture it after-
wards becomes. His examination of a pile
of w'ool reaching one-third of the way' to the
ceiling is inten'upted by a most realistic
‘@in00-00,” he turns in the direction rvheneo
came the sound, and elbowing a way
through a surrounding crowd of school
children, note-book and pencil in hand, finds
himself gazing into the face of a fine Jersey
cow, who sw'ays her head and swishes her
tail, and occasionally stretches her neck and
edits another long-drawn '‘moo,” for the
benefit of the crow'd. He has to poke her
three times before he can make up his mind
that she is not a hona_fide animal, but a
model w'orked by mechanism.

By' the end of another hour, he discovers
that he is decidedly hungry’, and after wait-
ing for a long period in a queue, sits down
at last in the Australia cafe and enjoys an
entirely Australian Inneh. everything served
hailing from that country'. He finally
leaves the building, in an undecided frame
of mind as to W'hether he Wiill not throw'
up his present billet and emigrate to



“Golden Awustralia,” there to recommence
life as a sheep-farmer, and finds himself at
the entrance to Canada.

Two maps of this country first meet his
gaze in this section, both of which display
the transcontinental railway from New
York City to San Francisco and to Van-
couver, each station being illuminated by
electricity, one after another for a second,
across the w'hole route. This is a source of
great delight to the many children. Then
lie passes on to the display of motor cycles
and ears, and speculates for half-an-hour as
to w'hieh he would like to buy. He admires
the model bungalows, and spends the re-
mainder of his visit searching for the model
of the Prince of Wales, fashioned of butter,
which no one can find, but of which all
hear marvellous descriptions, then leaves
Canada, wmndering wdiich would be a more
profitable occupation: sheep-farming in
Australia or lumbering in Canada.

Tiring for a little of exploration—for it
is fatiguing work—he now has tea at one of
the many cafes, alt managed by Lyons, the
famous London restaurant company, then
takes a trip (cheap at sixpence) round the
artificial lake in a small launch, of which
there are twenty-four, each bearin,g the
name of some important colonial towm.
After viewing Wembley from this lowly
position for twenty lazy minutes he dis-
embarks and directs his steps tow”ards the
Palace of Arts, paying another sixpence
here to visit the Queen’s Dolls” House, of
W'hieh the proceeds collected, are for chari-
table purposes. This wonderful mansion
is situated in the centre of a small room,
the floor of which is constructed in three
tiers running round the I'oom, the lowest
in the centre. The visitors all move round
the central attraction to the tune of “Move
on, please!” “Come along now, out this
way!” from the custodians stationed at the
entrance and exit, and gaze at the erection,
which stands about three f~et high, and of
which the outer walls have been removed
for inspection of the interior. The minia-
ture beds with their rose-pink silk and corn-
flower blue hangings, the tiny chairs and
foot-stools beautifully upholstered, give rise
to much admiration and wonder, while
beside those tiny jars of strawberry jam
tlie other wonders pale to insignificance.
In the garages are tiny motor.cars with all
geai' complete, and even an infinitesimal
motor-cycle and side-car, while in one cor-
ner lies a thimble-sized bucket for use in
case of fire. Replicas of the pictures, which
in the Dolls” House have been painted by

eminent artists, are for sale, also other
small articles, among them a few pairs of
scissors that almost need the aid of a mag-
nifying glass in order to be seen. The
visitor is almost forcibly dragged out the
lower doors, as he tak s a last gaze and
finds himself in a room surrounded by the
paintings of colonial artists. With these
he passes the entire evening, and returns
home determined to come again, as he has
not yet seen one-hundredth part of the
exhibition.

He has not gone through the Palace of
industries,, that marvellous erection in
which one sees the manner of making
numerous articles, ranging from biscuit-
making to cloth-weaving. Neither lias he
seen the wonders contained in the Palace
of Engineering, and probed the delights of
the interior regions of steam engines, nor
discovered all concerned in the working of
a sieam-boat.

There remains fascinating Ceylon to ex-
plore and her ivory carvings to admire,
also the interior of that picturesque white-
domed palace in which the silks and beads
of India and many useless but tempting
articles are display'ed, and w'here native
salesmen grin at one from behind tiny
models of Indian temples to be sold at a
most fantastic price, but, unlike their
countrymen at home, do not run after you
and demand that you buy.

Also, there remain New Zealand and
Sarawak, Malaya too, and China. If he
does come again he should make a point of
vishing South Africa and the especially
attractive Gold Coast, which has the ap-
pearance from the exterior of a gigantic
mud-hut, and the whole interior of which
is pervaded by a strong aroma of coffee.

Then he must take an hour’s inspection
of Malta, where the chief attraction is
either the lovely Maltese lace famous for its
beauty and silky texture, or else the waxen
figures of Maltese ladies gowned in their
native costumes of black silk, w'hich hangs
in graceful folds.

Then if this is the last day he can spare
at Wembley, aride on the “Railodok” which
is not a species of extinct monster, but
merely a car to hold one dozen passengers,
will be the means of seeing from the outside

much more of interest. The “Railodok”
runs through the grounds of Wembley
Park, through the amusement section,

W'here he will witness the “Giant Racer” in
motion, this being a kind of railw'ay car
which rushes up hills and down mountains
(artificial, made of coloured concrete) at a



tremendous speed, witli a deafening roar,
wliile the passengers pass the five minutes’
jouriiev in fear of a collision with a second
“Racer.” The diversions of the Amuse-
ment Section include swinging boats and
chairs that run round a floor by electricity,
then stop suddenly, and are bumped into by
the surrounding ones, which are revolve in
a circle while moving.

The “Railodok” then bumps its way past
picturesque Burma and the “Burmese
Temple,” in which native dancers and
jugglers perform to the most weird music,
past the Stadium, wlrere there is always
some entertainment in progress, be it a
clioir of one thousand voices on special days,
or a “Rodeo” entertainment, which is the
nearest approach to Spanish bull-fighting
that the English Government allows, in
which Mexican cow-boys take the part of
the toreador, only mounted. Past the
build'ngs whose interior lie has inspected,
goes our visitor, past the lake with its gay

crowd of boats, and finally back to the spot
whence he set out, having enjoyed, let us
hope, his two-shillings” worth to the utmost.

If a visitor is not absolutely tired out
after having “done” Wembley, unless, of
course, he hired a bath chair, as some
weary folk did, well he has not seen it
properly, and “Wembling” (there was a
verb “to Wemble” coined in “Punch” last
June) will be of little value to him. It is
his duty to inspect the whole place to the
best of his ability, and when he thinks of
all the trouble taken and all the Exhibition
represents he will do his very best to see
and benefit by everything, and return home
proud of his nation and proud to be British.

AXNIE MOYES.

(The “Magazine” Is'glad to publish this
letter from Annie, whom all fifth-year girls
remember as a class-mate. Annie is now in
England.—Editor.)

THE COMING OF RA.

@)

The sky was flecked with a multitude of
colours. Pinks mingled with fleecy white,
pale greens mixed with tender blue, palest
purple with pink. The desert
stretched on every side, pitiless, devoid of

human life. The
motionless, as
great event.

salmon

yellow sand stayed
if breathlessly waiting a

Slowly, so slowly the colours changed.
Rich orange, blood red, blushing pink now
took the place of the former shades as Ra
rose above the horizon.

He was clothed in a rich mantle which
glowed with wonderful colours. He stood
at his majestic height regarding the earth,
which was decked with a strange glow.
Slowly he moved across the sky, sending his
life-giving rays out to all things.

Far off on the edge of the desert he saw
a city, and, as he watched, he heard many
voices chanting these words:

“Thou art Ra,
nations!
Thou are our Judge, changeless, everlast-

ing!

Father of all, God of all

Thou art he who gives us life, our food, our
strength!

Thou givest all things to us—great and
small!

Thou givest the flowers and the grass!

Thou givest the trees and the streams!

Thou art Ra, Amen Ra! Glorious ever-
lasting.”

THE COMIXG OF RA.

Low in its brazen ocean swung the boat.
Called of the Gods, Boat of a Million Years.
But men, who live beneath its shadow vast.
Call it the Boat of Ra. And on the deck
Stood He, the Lord of all that vast serene.
Crowned with the double crown of Gods and
men.
Wearing the lotus of the Xorth and South,
Clasped with the diadem of East and West.
Thus, as He stood fronting the world of
men.
He smiled His smile of glory and of power.
He frowned his frown of fire, and spoke
anon:
“Lo! | am Khepera, behold My glory!”
“Lo! |l am Ra, and ye shall feel My power!”
“Lo! I am Atmu,- ye shall see ily s]ilen-
dour.”
“AYESHA,” 2A.



ANBETUNGSLIED.

Celestial Heavens boast no queen more fair,
And mortal worlds have not a brighter
gem;
Bring me fine gold and precious stones most
rare,
For | would make my love a diadem.

Go to the East, where summer suns arise,
And mark the gems the new-born morn
doth wear;
Borrow the golden glory from the skies.
To mingle with the sunshine of her hair.

Il'avel the West, to where, with sunset
hues

The everting sky doth glow, and smoulder-
ing, dies;

Gather the precious colours | must use
To match the gleam of lovelight in her
eves.

Take of the lustre from a thousand stars.
Biding their chariots on the Milky Way;
Beautiful Venus and the warlike Mars
Must give their tribute to my queen of
Day.

Mature must lend me every flow’ret’s hue.
Pale tints and deeper, for my ladv’s
crown;
Kosebuds and tulips crystal with the dew.
And threads of silver from the thistle-
down.

Pearls from the dim. dark caverns of the

deep,
And sliells from out the Sea King’s coral
halls;
The sprays of rainbow hues that dance and
leap

From limpid cataracts and waterfalls.

hate er of Beauty in the world may be.

If all were laid in tribute at my feet,
Xought of it all were worth as much to me

As is her smile—incomparably sweet!

MABY CORBIXGHAM, A

THE ORIGIN OF THE PUPLIC SCHOOLS OF ENGLAND

Intore than five centuries ago in the year
1394, a great man called William of w'yke-
liam, gathered together seventy little schol-
ars and founded the first Great Public
School in Great Britain. William of Wyke-
hani was the Bishop of Winchester, one of
the richest sees in the country. He was
also Prime Minister of England or Chief
Adviser to the King, and he saw the cry-
ing need for education.

At Winchester, close by his beautiful
cathedral, he built a great school which still
stands to-day, and is known throughout
the British Empire as one of the leading
English schools.

Although he had only seventy scholars,
the school was built to accommodate four
hundred and fifty pupils, and had a s]iecial
chapel of its own, although the rule was
that the pupils of Winchester should once a
month without fail, worship in Winchester
Cathedral itself.

William of Wykeham, had the walls of
his school made five and a half feet thick,
and the same buildings are still used. The
aisle of Winchester chapel is two hundred

and si.xty feet long, and in it lies Wyke-
ham's tomb.
Ten years later, as branches of this

growing school, Eton and Oxford Colleges
were founded.

Since Winchester was built in 1394, every
British sovereign has visited it at one time
or another. On the occasion of the present
Prince of V ales’ visit, he asked the boys
if they would think him impertinent if
he requested the headmaster. Dr. Bendall,
for an extra week’s holiday.

On the walls of the cloister through which
the boys pass daily on their way to class,
are memorials of boys who have fallen de-
fending their country in the many British
wars.  Winchester boys honour not only
their own dead, for in one corner of the
cloister stands a tribute to the Australians
who fell in the Great War, and the em-
blems of Au-stralia and Mew Zealand are
inlaid in the stone floor.

So began the great institutions known as
English Public Schools honoured through-
out the world—for the flower of them has
made Britain supreme among nations.

MARIE. 4A.



AN AUSTRALIAN LULLABY.

Hush, mother’s darling, to slumber now go.

The wind is asighing, now high and now
low,

The wattle tree’s whispering of things long
gone by,

The stars are ashining in your great
Austral sky,

The gum tree’s acourting the waratah’s
hand,

The Irown creek in the gully’s liy night

zephyrs fann’d;

So hush now, my darling, think not of the
wild.

For the Bunyip is
naughty child.

watching for each

He is listening and waiting behind a gum
tree,
And he’ll pounce out and grab either you or

And he will change you, before you say two,

To a wee native bear or a big kangaroo;

So hush now, my darling, think not of the
wild.

For the Bunyip’s awaiting for each naughty
child.

Hush now, my darling, to Dreamland away.
Close those blue eyes till the sweet dawn

of day.

Till flowers are wakened by kiss of the
breeze.

Till the sun is agleaming on dew-showered
trees.

Till you hear the strange sound of the
jackasses’ call,

And the wild ducks cry out from their nests
near the fall;

Then wake up, my baby, wake up to the

e'en me. dawn.
And he’ll carry you off past each giant gum And worship your God in His sweet gift of
tree. morn.
To his terrible home in his terrible haunt; JOYCE STARR, 3A.
BOYISHNESS.

| was gazing idly out of the tram, idly
| say, meaning that | was just noticing the
various things which made up the some-
what uninteresting sight,—a dusty street
and a cracked apology-for-asphalt footpath,
with numerous unpretentious-looking shops
on eitlier side.

Even as | looked, there came quite sud-
denly and unexpectedly along the cracked
footpath, in front of the wuninteresting-
looking sliops, a home-made billy-cart,
dragged by a dirty little boy harnessed to
it by a thin rope attached to the cart and
held in position by a huge nail, about four
inches long and a quarter of an inch tliick.
Seated in tlie cart, or should | say car-
riage,—for it certainly seemed nothing short
of a Rolls Ro3ce to the proud occupant,—
was a smaller, even dirtier, boj' with his
face wreathed in smiles as if he were thor-
oughlv’ enjojung his somewhat exciting ride.

Bump. Immp, bump, resounded through
the streets as the cart careered along f'
footpath, and | noticed main' of m\' fellow
passengers watching with anxious curiosity
the erratic and speedy course of that rudely-
constructed vehicle.

iSuddenh’, and with no warning, the boy
in front—or horse—stopped dead and the
cart came to a standstill with such a jolt
that the small bov seated in it almost went

hurtling over the shoulders of his horse.

All ej'es were on the bo\' in front, as
with calm precision he stooped and eagerly
grasped a brownish object which was lying
on the dirty footpath. Straight to his
watering mouth went the grubbj' hand, but
a moment later an expression of infinite
disgust spread over his features, there rvas
a deep inhaling of breath, and a subse-
quent strong exhaling as he spat as far as
he could an ordinarj’ flat, brown pebble.
Turning to his companion he said disgust-
edlj', “Aw, thought it was a chunk of
toffee.” So saying he once more straight-
ened up and continued on his wa\' at the
joyful bidding, “Giddup, lazy-bones,” from
the passenger, who was not in the least
son-}' for his companion’s disappointment,
probaldv guessing, had it been a piece of
toffee, he would not have been asked to
share it.

The tram moved on, and | am sure, in all
the spectators’ hearts was the thought of
how absurd the”' must have seemed craning
their necks out to see so simple an inci-
dent, and yet it had a humorous touch
and one felt in a happier mood with that
scene to reflect on and to bring a smile
and a laugh at the genuine boj’ishness of
that boj'"

J.B., 3C.



A PICTURE

Have you ever visited a picture theatre
and seen some picture screened that seemed
all too theatrical, all too unnatural from
every-day life? Maybe you have left the
theatre with a dissatisfied mind, for your
conscience seems to whisper to you that
that was not a fair picture of life, only a
possibility that might happen, only a mere
scene of life from which the joys ,and
sweetness of life had been evicted, and as it
were merely made mockery of.

But hush! If you will but come with
me a wonderful picture painted in words
will be shown to you—*“a real moving pic-
ture from life.”

But we must travel far away from the
gaiety and pomp of a city, for that is no
setting for our picture. Let us go to some
out-back station home on a winter’s night.

Seated around a great log fire are
gathered many old pioneers who have
come together to talk of “bygone days,-” the'
good old days, when
“All the world was young, and every goose

a swan.”

At first the words come haltingly and un-
steady, but as the aged pioneers warms to
the subject, his youth comes fleeting back,
he is young again—the world is bright and
sunny, his grey sky is changed to blue, all
dull clouds are chased away. He is
mounted on a fearless droving horse, riding
wildly, madly down the steep mountain
sides, hot on the tracks of the wild bush
cattle. His voice pitches higher, he pauses
for breath, and ‘’tis then perhaps the
realisation falls upon him that “that was

THE COMPLAINT

Over note and text books poring.
Hours and hours | think I’ve sat,

While my visions have been soaring
Up and up, and to fall back flat.

First my Latin needs attention.
And my French is not “tres bonne,”
Then (my chemistry not to mention)
Maths with English added on.

FROM LIFE.

long ago,” sweet youth had faded into

ohliv'ion.

But does youth die, is it a mere number
of years passed through before manhood
is attained?

The old man was silent. He hardly
knew. For now he was a youth again in
spirit, and all through the Jlong years

which had brought him to old age, he liad
treasured up those memories, which now
came swiftly back to him. He is a boy
again minding sheep for the A.A. Company
on lonely rides of gloomy mountains. Pic-
ture upon picture he paints, vivid pictures,
jiictures of the slumbering white sheep
guarded from hungry dingoes by faithful
sheep dogs. He hears again the wild hallos
of the blacks, he sees them madly dancing
around a blazing red fire, and he presents
the scene in a faltering voice, but that does
not matter: the pictures are painted by a
master-hand.

The old man pauses. Not a murmur can
be heard, only the crackling firelogs and
tlie distant cry of a night owl. The
pioneers are silent, with bended heads.

Tha old man’s eyes are bright and shin-
ing, out old age is bearing down upon him
again. He cares not to resist it, for he is
old again now, and must slowly drift away
with the fading moon out beyond the hori-
zon to the Happy Hunting Ground, where
his faithful droving horse is bridled and
saddled, awaiting its master. The old
pioneer is ready, too, content and happy
awaiting the call of his Master.

M. GALVIN, 4A.

OF A SCHOOLGIRL.

Next comes the new French Legislature,
Economics must be read.

Both these say, “Go back to nature,”
How | wish they meant, “to bed!”

While examination hovers.
O’er my grave and learned head,

| must sit and learn for hours.
Till my brain feels just like lead.

COSETTE, 5C.



3A. AT THE

DoriSi sits with smiling face doing mensuration,

Roma eyes her Latin prose and
“botheration,”

Dorothy’s at Algebra, she says, “A declaration

I’ll issue for the banishment of X Y Zation;

Winnie simply beams with joy at English-French

murmurs

translation.

While poor old Ailsa chews her pen by way of
consolation,

Alice Smith’s a brainy girl, and smiles of
jubilation

O’er spread her face, as hurriedly she scribbles
’bout floatation.

Dorothy, Historian, with look of consternation.

Hurriedly scribbles down some treaty violation.

Helen holds her head and writes a needful
indication.

To sundry markings on a map of Maori vegetation.

Gladys, (who’s regained her curls),
desperation

Twists one up into a knot, then frowns with hot
vexation.

in sheerest

HOW TO MAKE SCHOOL MORE

PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY.
AIM: To make and collect toffee.

App.; Pot, dish, spoon, gas, matches, sugar,
butter, vinegar, syrup.

Expt.: Place the substance in the pet,
stirring all the time with a spoon.
Apply heat and boil for 20 minutes;
then remove from the flames.

Result: Mixture boiled for 10 minutes,
tasted burnt, so was removed from
the flames.

Conch: The substance was burnt toffee.
This answer is incorrect—Correct
answer should be toffee.

AIM: To prove the properties of toffee.

Tests. Smell: The substance smelt like
toffee.

Colour: Very dark like treacle.

Bleaching agent: Place a little in
the mouth. After a short time the
tongue changes from pink to
brown.

Taste: The substance tastes like toffee.
Solubility: The substance is very

soluble in the mouth. When heat

was applied the substance melted.
When cold water was applied the
toffee hardened.

INTERMEDIATE.

Marion artistically designs the picturation

Of ev’ry single question in the examination.

Hilda and Regina Ridge with grim determination.

Fight it out to see who’ll top the Deutch
examination ;

Disdainfully does Hazel sniff with utter indignation,

And jolly Molly chuckles at each lucky inspiration ;

And My Doreen, (the bonser peach) in sweet
obliveration,

Sighs (“1 wish yer meant it Bill”), in maiden
meditation,

Betty, Gwenda, Olga, Jean with marked alliteration.

Say the questions o’er and o’er in plain
pronunciation,
Phillipa, Margaret, Eva, Phil, smile with

expectation.
As to them each is handed out an Ovid’s tales
translation;
So pfss the most unhappy days of an examination.
With thought alone of house parties as after
compensation.
THE MASKED MAIDEN, 3A.

INTERESTING.

Note 1: “It is ruinous to the teeth.”—

Bertha’s Atomic theory.

Note 2: Is toffee an element, a mixture or

a compound?

Note 3: It is commonly called rubbish be-
cause children waste money buying
it.

Equation: Su-Bu-Vin=TOF2E?2

Properties of Toffee: Toffee is a hard sub-

stance, and is very sticky. It has an
appetising smell, and is dark in
colour. It is a bleaching agent, has

a sweet taste, and is very soluble in

the mouth. It will not support
digestion.

Commercial Uses of Toffee: It is used to
pacify crying children. To make
their faces dirty, thus encouraging
the use of soap. Is used in the
beginning of decaying teeth, so
encouraging the dental profession.

Is used to attract house pests, such
as flies, etc.

“AURORA,” 3C.



THE MOON MAID’S LULLABY.

When evening mists have draped the sky,
And day has ventured west,

A silver boat comes sailing by
From out its fairy rest.

And fairy forms come drifting down
From moon made pillows white.

And fairy hands rub fairy eyes,
Then drift into the night.

Nine fairies board the silver boat
And, stepping light, each fay

Trips gay aboard by star lamp bright.
And climbs the milky way.

And as they spread the cobwell sail.
And move across the sky,

They sing a fairy lullaby
Which to the earth comes nigh.

And jmu who’ve heard that fairy song.
Can grief no longer know;

It brings sweet happ,y dreams to you.
And sorrow has to go.

And to the lover, lone, forlorn.
It will bring dreams of spring
To those who long and hope again
Some comfort it will bring.

So all of you who’ve sad day dreams
Come out, wlien it is night

And gaze across the misty air,
Tlirough silver moon-beam light.

And gently down the crystal space
iVill come a slumber song.
And you will have a fairy thought
That brings you comfort strong.
X.B., 2A.

MY TREASURE SHIP.

Far out at sea in tlie waters of fantasy,
with sails wide spread before the contrary

winds of imagination, sails myv treasure
ship.
Loving childish hands first built my

dream Argosy to carry golden dreams from
the land of Sleep. But as the years rolled
by, stronger hands fashioned for her a mast
of ambition, and wove out of golden dreams
beautiful sails. So with its hold full of
love and hope, 1 launched my dream ship,
and watched it sail awa.v to unknown lands,
to bring home treasure. Since then it has
w'eathered many fierce storms. It has
braved the fierce waters of disillusionment
and emerged triumphant. It has journeyed
to many strange lands, and in exchange

for the treasure stored carefully in the
hold, it has brought from time to time, un-
told wealth.

There are magic glasses, through which
the w'orld appears a beastiful place, full of
love and joy, mirrors which reflect only the
good and beautiful, stories to delight the
young ears, beautiful stufl's woven of won-
derful dreams to brighten the dull hours,
and sympathy and understanding for those
wiiose ships have gone down at sea.

One day | shall w'ait on the shore for my
treasure ship to take me out to sea, and,
guided by the lamps of lieaven, it will carry
me safely to port.

L.F., 3A.

FRIENDSHIP.

| love to think that on this earth

| have a friend of proven worth;

That friendship is the cord that binds

Two hearts and two harmonious minds.
For these thoughts give me strength to go
W ith steadfastness this way below".

True friendship is the noblest gem

That sparkles in life’s diadem

True friendship is tlie harmony

That joins my friend more close to me.

And those wdio friendship’s path have trod
Know that it is a gift from God.

ISABELLE ELLIS, 3B.



AN ODDMENT OF APRIL.

It was an early morning in April. Just
one of those mornings wliich seem to have
been left over from Spring, and to have
fallen bewitchingly sweet in late April.

All around was still, except for the soft
chirruping of the birds in the big diamond
laden camphor-laurels, and the faint coo-
ing of a dove. Tlie air was sweet with the
scent of a thousand flowers and the breeze
quivered among the leaflets. 1 could hear
the Elfin Pipes, fluting a wonderful, entic-
ing melody, and somehow at their call, my
soul leapt up and sped away in the purple
haze of tlie morning to the edge of Beyond,
and there it stopped.

Was there something in the winey airs
that suggested mystery? My soul throbbed
in anticipation of the great something.
W hat was it? A Great Eevelation ? Fairy-

land? Wliere the Rainbow ends? Every
second seemed to bring that wonderful dis-

covery nearer—I| was on the threshold of
Beyond.
A milk-cart rattled round the corner.

The sun struck the tops of the trees with
its golden spears. Simultaneously, half a
dozen alarm clocks rang out and the won-
derful crimson grey morning which had
promised so much” died down into the or-
dinary light of 'day, bringing my soul
swiftly back from the great untrodden
worlds.

And so the morning went—another few
liours fell into tlie abyss of time, and the
entrance to Fairyland, the Rainbow’s end,
and the revelation of Beyond remain still
to he discovered.

JOYCE KOLTS, 3C.

A SUMMER’S EVENING.

The countryside once fresh from Spring’s
soft showers.
All day had lain beneath a shimm’ring
haze,
-\nd in the bushland all the sweetest flowers
Had melted ’'neath the sun’s relentless
rays.

The birds with drooping wings and panting

breasts
Had hied to spots deep in the bushland
glade,
For here ne’er seen by moi'tal eye, their
nests

In fairy bow’rs of greenest fern are laid.

From out the trees the listless chirp had

come
Of some lone bird, who, braving Sol’s
fierce glare,
ilight break, wflth one short note, the cease-
less hum

Of tees who worked midst flow’rs once
bright and fair.

But now 'tis even time—a heavy hush
Hangs o’er the Aveary earth—the setting
sun
Gives to each sombre cloud a dull red plush ;
And man and beast return, their day’s
toil done.

% if in contemplation of his work.
The sun appears to hang a moment more
Above the western sea, where sometimes lurk
The clouds that drive him to another shore.

A zephyr now wafts perfume from the
flowers.
That, soon refreshed by ev’ning’s gentle
breeze.
Give forth their fragrance sweet in leafy
liow’rs
‘Neath Nature’s sentinels—the stately
trees.
And now the birds break forth in one last
song,
A song of thanks that calm and restful
night

ilust follow days however hard and long.
And give to all sweet rest till morning
light.

Then all is wrapped in peace.
lieard
Except tlie zephyrs sighing in the trees.
That lull to sleep some wakeful baby bird,
With songs that float from far across
the seas.

No sound is

“HERI,” 5A.



A WEDDING.

Last Christmas holidays | went to a
wedding, such a beautiful wedding, at the
mountains. It was most romantic, being
held outside in the beautiful fresh air where
the blue sky gave a good omen to all, and
Old King Sol looked down and smiled at
the happy couple.

A pretty babbling brook whispered its
congratulations to the betrothed, and two
tiny inquisitive bunny rabbits with bright
pink eyes looked on.

The bride looked charmingly sweet in a
beautiful green gown—the softest shade of
spring’s green colouring, yet she wore no
orange blossoms but her own beautiful
golden hair. She was a shy little maiden,
very modest, because when a passing breeze
told her how dainty and sweet she looked,
her head drooped with pleasure.

The bridegroom was much taller than his
bride, and wore a very dark brown suit.

THE EDITOR TO

Once again the Editor thanks the girls
who have worked for the success of the
Magazine. We wish more space were avail-
able for some of the many contributions
we are unable to include within this slender
volume. A list of articles follows in order
of merit—Memory Town, TI13 Coming
of Autumn, 'The Love of the Deep, Mother!
School in Germany, House Party Horrors,
Our Guide Camp, Crosses and Words, The
Magic Leaf, A Visit, Springtime, Tests,

His head glistened as the sun’s rays lighted
on it. But everyone remarked his suit be-
cause he had been wearing it for quite a
while now.

The officiating clergyman was dressed in
a black suit with a red front and his black
eyes told us he was very happy. The
soloist sang in a gloriously happy voice,
while the register was being signed, and
thereupon were heard the silvery notes of
the “Wedding March.” The guests were
robed in the most beautiful shade of sun-
set crimson trimmed with gold.

This happy wedding was that of the
W attle and Gum Tree, the minister was a
Robin Red Breast, and the soloist a Kooka-
burra, the bell ringers were the Christmas
Bells, while | attended the wedding in my
dreams.

ANKIE McCANDLESS, 4A.

CONTRIBUTORS.

My Choice of Literature, Concerning Hair
Brushes.

Kor have we space for the following verse
contributions—The Dancing Maiden, The
Fairies, Night, The Eortian’s Years, The
Storm King, My Lady Fair, The Surf, To
Wi illiam Wallace, Autumn, “4A’s Four A’s,”
1.C, The Passing of H.M.A.S. Australia, A
Sonnet, What the Night Brings, My Ad-
venture in the Deep, Lady Moon, Sunset,
A Deserted Church.

EXCHANGES.

We acknowledge with thanks receipt of School Magazines sent in exchange.

THE ADVERTISEMENTS.

Read

the advertisements and patronise the firms that help Fort Street.

THAT CRAZE.

Having caught this boat, which was the
one later than that which | should have
caught, you might imagine that I was in
a very irritable mood. After passing two
wharves, | decided that it was no use being
impatient and that | must just put up
with the circumstances. As a consequence
| received no glares from the pair of spec-
tacles opposite. Hitherto after each im-
patient sigh or devil’s tattoo of my feet,
followed an angry jerk of the paper.

Very cautiously, | directed my gaze upon

this person who looked with disdain at in-
significant little me. He vented his spleen
on me because | was within his direct line
of vision. Others around him were even
worse than I. My eyes shifted to the one
on his left who, had she been asked what
she was doing, would have answered, “Knit-
ting, of course,” though in reality she was
dropping stitches and mumbling monoton-
ously, “two purl, two plain, two purl,” etc.,
much to the d'scomfort of those around
her. Between her and the pair of juggling



girls on tlie end of the seat, were two very
ordinary creatures discussing audibly the
latest news concerning the wool sales. At
my side there was a baby who would per-
sist in caressing my hat with her sticky
fingers. With a helpless moan | had al-
most decided to follow the example of the
pair of spectacles which had considered me
unbearably noisy, when, at last, something
attracted me.

It was a man—an artist, a poet, or at
least an author. His black hair, waving
back from his finely lined forehead, matched
his expressive eyes. His sensitive lips,
twitching as though some inward emotion
forced them, emphasised the paleness of
his face. His eyes furtively searched the
deck and roof, as though waiting for an in-
spiration. | followed his eyes—but it was
quite an ordinary deck (though very dirty),
and quite an ordinary roof. Eagerly he
bent down towards his knee and_ by his
arm, | could see that he was writing or
sketching with precision. Raising myself
cautiously on my hands, lest | should dis-
turb the torment at' my side, who was now
engaged with somebody’s wool, | had al-
most caught sight of his lap when a sticky
linger reached out towards my eye. Over-
coming my curiosity, | sat down, deter-
mined to follow, at least the expression on

his face, Xow he was gazing dreamily
through the window. Again, | also looked
through the window—it was quite an ordin-
ary blackness and surely could not have
promoted any poetic thought within him.
Again he bent down hastily, | then began
to compare him with any other poet. By
the time | had finished drawing parables
and conclusions | had fully decided that
Shelley must have been like this man—his
features, his expression, his atmosphere—a
everything. Yet | was a little doubtful
whether Shelley’s inspirations could have
come so spasmodically or in such surround-
ings,

| was awakened from my reverie by the
deck-hand announcing my wharf. Hastily
| had decided upon my plan of campaign.
| should pass him at an}” cost, although it
was out of my way, and try to catch a
glimpse of his work. .Tumping on rows
of toes in my excitement, | at last reached
my goal—and, oh, the disillusionment!
There on his lap, instead of mystsic dryads
on a sonnet, was a cross word puzzle.

Blindly 1 groped my way to the gangway
and, when cold, hard reason returned to me,
| was determined never to judge by ap-
pearance again.

ELVA JIERRIMAK, 4A.

Dymock’s Book Arcade Ltd

Educational and General

Booksellers and Stationers

TEXT BOOKS for Every Branch of Study.
BOOKS for SCHOOL LIBRARIES.
BOOKS on SPORT.
BASKET BALL, HOCKEY, LAWN TENNIS etc.
THE LATEST FICTION.
CIRCULATING LIBRARY.
COMMERCIAL AND SOCIAL STATIONERY.

MATHEMATICAL

INSTRUMENTS.

DRAWING MATERIAL OF EVERY DESCRIPTION.
SPECIAL BOTANY NOTE BOOK.

Dymock’s Book Arcade Itd, 428 George St,

(OPP. LASSETTERS)



A Famous Novelisi”
and his Favourite Pen

“The Onoto v/as my first fountain pen
".WTmevér and by its very excellence and simplicity
li"OU Sce insists upon being the last. My journal-

istic career is strewn with the wreckage

ofdud pens-the Onoto is one of the two pens
‘Pillar-bo”™  that 1 have never thrown at the cat!”

. think Yours very truly,

EDGAR WALLACE.
0 f TWO PERFECT PENS..
PLUNGER PILLING SAFETY,
LEVER FILLING.
From 15/- to £8-8-0.
all Stationers and Jewellers.
THOMAS DE LA RUE & CO.. LTD..
110 Bunhill Row, London, E.C.I.
Representatives: Norman Baker & Longhurst, Ltd.,
Sydney, Melbourne, Wellington, N.Z.

Use Onoto Ink for all Pens

| a



A dift for
any occasion

What more suitable than your portrait, with its
message of friendship and kindly feeling? How
much more effective than a letter!

But they should be Sidney Riley portraits—true
photographs, bringing out all that is best in
character and individuality.

Telephone: City 4741.

Sidney Riley
Studio

251A Pitt Street, Sydney;
And at Rozelle.

Open all day Saturday and Holidays.



PALING’S

STRINGED —
INSTRUMENTS

for complete satisfaction.

You have the intense satisfac-
tion of knowing- positively that
ANY instrument you purchase
from Palings is the best obtain-
able in its particular grade.

You are certain of the best quality
when you purchase from Paling’s.
The greatest care is exercised by
experts in the selection of all Instru-
ments (particularly stringed instru-
ments), everyone of which is the best
your money can buy at the price.
For Tone, Appearance, Workmanship
and Value,

PALING’S STRINGED
INSTRUMENTS

defy comparison.

Call in and inspect our varied display
to-day.

Catalogue and Price List free for
the asking.

338 GEORGE STREET, SYDNEY



TRY

FOR |,

"t hies
a
Unglazed tiles are often quick to
show signs of wear. When that
happens, start using -Shi-noleum.
Just polish in the ordinary way

»nd you will he delighted at the
improvement.



W hat a
KODAK
PICTURE

It would makel!

Never say with regrets: “What a picture it would
make.”” Get your Kodak now—make a snapshot
~of every scene that appeals to you. You can
-learn to use the Kodak you select in half an hour.

A model that makes you always ready for a pic-
ture is the No. 1 Pocket Kodak, Series Il., at 85/,
for photographs 3~ x 2. ins. Other Kodaks
from 42/; Box Brownies from 11/3.

Of all Kodak dealers and
KODAK (AUSTRALASIA) PTY,, LTD,
379 George St., and 108 Market St., Sydney.

AND ALL STATES AND N.Z

Id Zii-'
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School Girls!

W hen on your
way to school
visit

NOCKEKIRBYS

For these reliable needs:—

ScKool Stationery
ScHool Ba”™s and
LuncH Cases
Vacuum Flasks and
Sporting Goods

Our WAIp, 1Vell-Stock&d Sports Section

is on the Ground Floor, Qeorge Street.,

NOCK&

on your way to scKool,

180 Georg'e St.. - Sydney.’

<



Clothing of Quality
for All Occasions
at Anthony Horderns’

How shall 1 economise on my
outfit? Where will | obtain the
smartest styles at the lowest
prices? These and all the other
clothing questions are answered
at The House of Economy.
W hatever the need, it will
be met with entire satis-
faction at Anthony Horderns

Carriage Paid on Men’s Wear in N.S.W.

Anthony Hordern & Sons, Limited

Brickfield SITUATED IN BLOCK 14—

HUI A CITY IN ITSELF. SYDNEY.

Box 2712, G.P.O. Tel. City 9440.

Robert Dey, Son emd Co. Print 275 Clarence Street, Sydney.



