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For the Smart Miss

A  s t y l e
from  the

TYROL
The fashion is a charming one — gay 
and dashing with high creased crown 
and “over the eye” tilt! Moulded in 
the new stitched Zibeline Felts — An
gora or plain fin 
ish Six different 
styles to select 
from — all indiv
idually trimmed.
All head sizes 
available. Price,
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MACQUARIE 
SECRETARIAL SCHOOL

T h e  M a c q u a r ie  S e c re ta r ia l  S c h o o l h a s  b e e n  e s ta b lis h e d  in  th e  b e a u t i fu l  b u ild in g  
r e c e n t ly  e r e c te d  a s  its  h e a d  office b y  th e  B a n k  of N ew  S o u th  W a le s . S ta n d in g  
a t  th e  c o rn e r  o f G e o rg e  a n d  W y n y a rd  S tre e ts  a n d  fa c in g  M a rtin  P la c e , it is th e  
c e n t r e  o f th e  c o m m e rc ia l  life  o f th e  c ity . T h e  in te r io r  p la n  o f th e  b u ild in g  is so 
n e a r ly  p e r f e c t  th a t  id e a l c o n d it io n s  h a v e  b e e n  c r e a te d  u n d e r  w h ic h  s tu d e n ts  
p u r s u e  th e ir  S e c r e ta r ia l  t r a in in g .
T h e  c la s s ro o m s  a r e  sp le n d id ly  v e n t i la te d  a n d  fu rn is h e d  in  a  m a n n e r  b e f i t tin g  th e  
m o s t  m o d e rn  S e c re ta r ia l  S c h o o l. A n  a tm o s p h e re  of d ig n ity  a n d  e ffic ie n c y  h a s  
b e e n  p ro v id e d ;  a n  a tm o s p h e re  t h a t  m u s t  h a v e  a  s t im u la t in g  in f lu e n c e  u p o n  th e  
y o u n g  w o m e n  w h o  e n te r  th e  sc h o o l.
T h e  s tu d ie s  a t  th e  M a c q u a r ie  S e c re ta r ia l  S c h o o l h a v e  b e e n  d e s ig n e d  to  g iv e  a 
t r a in in g  th a t  w ill m a k e  e ffic ie n t s e c re ta r ie s  o f w e ll- e d u c a te d  y o u n g  w o m e n . 
E n ro lm e n ts  a r e  r e s t r ic te d  to  1 00  s tu d e n ts  o f M a tr ic u la t io n  s ta n d a rd  of e d u c a tio n .

PROGRAMME OF 
STUDIES.

1. E n g l i s h  L itera 
ture,

2. T h e  W riting  of 
English,

3. Business Corres
pondence,

4. S tenography and  
T  ypew riting ,

5. Précis W riting,
6. Office M a n a g e 

m ent, Econom ics,
7. B u s in e s s  P r in 

ciples and B o o k 
keeping,

8. Business Law and  
Banking,

9. F inance and In 
vestm ent,

10. A dvertising  and  
P u b l i c i t y  
M ethods,

11. F iling  and In d e x 
ing,

12. S e c r e t a r i a l  
Duties.

all g r a d u a te s  o f th e

'¡ he School is located on the S ix th  and Seventh 
Floors of the Bank of Neiv South Wales Building.

T h e re  w ill b e  n o  d ifficu lty  in  f in d in g  s u ita b le  p o s it io n s  fo r  
S c h o o l. T h e  p la c e m e n t  d e p a r tm e n t  o f S to t t  & U n d e rw o o d  L td . is a v a ila b le  to  a ll 
g r a d u a te s  f re e  o f c h a rg e .

N o P o s ta l  o r  E v e n in g  In s tru c tio n .

M acquarie Secretarial School
Bank of New South Wales Building

George Street, opp. Martin Place
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N o. 1— GIRL’S N A V Y  DOCTOR 
FLANNEL BLAZER.

W ell ta ilo re d ; b o u n d  fla t b ra id .
Sizes, in s. 24 to  26 28 to  32 34 an d  36
SPEC IA L PRICES. 1 0 /6  12/11  14/11

N o. 2— GIRL’S N AV Y  SERGE TUNIC.
In fine q u a lity ; w ell cu t.
Sizes, in s . 22 24 27 30
SPEC IA L PRICES, 13/11  14/11  15/11  17/11  
S izes, ins. 33 36 39 42
SPEC IA L PRICES, 19/11  2 1 /1 1  2 3 /1 1  25 /11  

Size, in s., 44. SPEC IA L PRICE, 2 6 /1 1

F U J I  D E  L U X E  B L O U S E S .
Sizes, ins. 24 to  30 33 to  42
SPEC IA L PRICES ............  3 /1 1  4 /11
T ies ...........................................................  1 /6  an d  2 /1 1

G IR L S ’ G O O D  
Q U A L IT Y  

R E V E R S IB L E  
B L A C K  R U B B E R  
S E R V IC E  C O A T S .
F in ished  a ll ro u n d  
b e lt. S izes, ins.

24 2 6 a n d 2 8
12/11  13/11

Sizes, ins.
30 3 2 a n d 3 4

14/11  15/11
Sizes, ins.

3 6 a n d 3 b  4 0 an d 4 2  
17/11  19/11

Sizes, ins. 44 a n d  46 
2 1 / ~

'M
i

u i D c m u f "'WILL SERVE YOU BEST" 
KINCl CEORGE STS
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FABER EST SUAE QUISQUE FORTUNAE

The Staff.
Principal: Miss COHEN, M.A., B.Sc.
Deputy Principal: Miss WEST, B.A.

Department of English.
Miss TURNER, B.A. (M istress). Miss PURCELL, B.A.
Miss BENNETT, B.A. Miss WICKS, B.A., B.Ec.
Miss MOORE, B.A. Miss WINGROVE, B.A.

Department of Classics.
Miss H EW ITT, B.A. (M istress). Miss PA TE, B.A.

Miss SIMONS, B.A.
Department of Mathematics.

Miss WEST, B.A. (M istress). Miss GRAHAM, B.A.
Miss COHEN, M.A., B.Sc. Miss NICOL-MURRAY, B.A,
Miss CULEY, B.A. Miss PORTER, B.Sc.

Miss WESTON, M.A.
Department of Science.

Miss W HITEOAK, B.Sc. (M istress). Miss COWIE, B.Sc.
Miss CHEETHAM , B.A. Miss PUXLEY, B.Sc.

Miss PORTER, B.Sc.
Department of Modem Languages.

Miss W EDDELL, B.A. (M istress). Miss HARDERS.
Miss COLLINS, B.A. Mrs. RYAN, Dip. Besancon ITniv.

Miss MURRAY, B.A., L.es L., Dr. Phil.
Art: Miss TEARLE. Needlework: Miss DUNLOP.
Music: Mrs. JAM ES. Physical Culture: Miss ANDERSON.

Magazine Editor: Miss TURNER, B.A.
Magazine Suh-Editor: Miss WINGROVE, B.A.

Captain, 1934: H ELEN  PONTEY.
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7'i7£ C A P T A IN  A N V  THE P RE F E C TS OF 1934.
Front row: Marjorie Baldock, Marion Cockhurn (Senior Prefect)^ Helen Pontey (Captain), B etty  Condon, Joyce Irons. 

Back row: Gwen Walsh, Joanne Porter, Jean Long, Beryl Kent, Lucy Sherring.



THE PREFECTS’ MESSAGE TO THE SCHOOL
Once more wc stand on the threshold 

of a New Year, determ ined to do our 
utm ost in 1934 to m aintain the honour 
of the “best School of a ll” and to add 
fu rther laurels to her name “in school
room and in field.” But
“We cannot all be heroes and th rill a 

hemisphere
W ith some g reat daring venture,
Some deed th a t mocks a t  fear.”

Y et we may each individually add 
lustre to her name by “duty nobly

done” and by our behaviour in public.
To-day our School stands high above 

the city, on the Bradfield H ighway, an 
imposing guardian a t the entrance o f 
one of the world’s g rea test bridges. I t  
is our responsibility, into whose care 
P o rt S treet is now entrusted, to sa fe 
guard her through the coming year.

We should like to extend a hearty  
welcome to the F irs t Years and new 
Fourth Years and hope th a t their tim e 
a t Port S treet will be as happy as oura 
has been.

MISS CRUISE
Miss Cruise, our form er Head Mis

tress, who has recently returned from 
an extended tour of the B ritish Isles, 
visited the School a t the beginning of 
March and received a very cordial wel
come from the members of the Staff 
and the pupils of the School.

Miss Cruise has spent a most enjoy
able time, v isiting  many spots of h is

torical in terest and revelling in the 
beauty  of rural England, Scotland and 
Wales.

H er in terest in the School was m ani
fested by the ptesentation of the 
beautifu l etching of C anterbury Cathe
dral which is hanging in the L ibrary . 
The School is very g ratefu l to Miss 
Cruise for her gift.

ROUND THE SCHOOL
T H E  S T A F F

There have been several changes in 
the Staff; the Misses H arris, Austin, 
A tkins and McNeill were transferred  to 
other schools, and we wish them happi
ness and success in their new spheres.

Mrs. Griffin, who had been in charge 
of the Physical Culture for many years, 
and who had been most successful in 
the tra in ing  of many good swimmers 
and athletes, resigned a t the end of 
the year. The School has always appre
ciated Mrs. Griffin’s efficiency and 
organising ability , and wishes her 
every happiness in her retirem ent.

We extend a rvelcome to the Misses 
Anderson, Porter, B ennett and Graham, 
the new members of the Staff, the last- 
named being a form er pupil of the 
School.

We were pleased to welcome Miss 
Simons on her return  from a twelve- 
m onths’ tour of Europe. And we wish 
Miss Mackay, who resigned in March 
to live in England, an enjoyable voy
age and a happy settling  in the country 
of her adoption.

The Ada Partridge Prize, which is 
aw arded to the best “P o rtian” candi
date at the Leaving Certificate Examina
tion, was won this year by Lesbia 
W right.

The Mollie Thornhill Prize, which is 
awarded to the best “P o rtian” candi
date a t the In term ediate Certificate 
Exam ination, was won by Joyce 
McCredie.

The Emily Cruise Prize, which is 
aw arded to the best “P o rtian ” candi
date in H istory a t the In term ediate  
Certificate Exam ination, was won by 
M aria Boldini.

The Fort Street Old Girls’ Literary 
Circle decided a t their annual m eeting 
to give a prize (books to the value of 
a guinea) to the “P o rtian ” who secured 
the best pass in English a t the L eaving 
Certificate Exam ination. E nid Smith is 
the successful candidate.

Honours at the Leaving Certificate 
Examination were gained by the fo l
lowing pupils;—

English.—F irst Class: E nid Smith 
and Lesbia W right.

Second Class: Joyce Shaw.
Latin.—F irst Class: L ily Tenzer.
Second Class; E nid Smith and Lesbia 

W right.
French.—Second Class: Doreen Mus- 

grave and Enid Smith.
German.— Second Class: Olga P arker.
Modem History.—F irs t Class: E nid  

Smith (4th place) and Phyllis Jones.
Second Class: Irene H alle tt.
Chemistry.—Second Class: M argaret 

McKay, Doreen M usgrave and Lesbia 
W right.

Botany. — Second Class: Sylvia 
Browne and K athleen Carr.

Geology.—F irs t Class: Phyllis Jones 
and Joyce Rogers.



U niversity  E xhibitions in the Faculty  
of A rts were aw arded to Phyllis Jones, 
Loraine Thompson and E nid Sm ith; in 
the F acu lty  of Science to  Prances 
M cLean and Lesbia W right; and 
Doreen M usgrave gained one in the 
Facu lty  of D entistry.

T raining College Scholarships were 
awarded, on the results of the Leaving 
Certificate Exam ination, to Dorothy 
Irvine, M argaret McKay, Doreen M us
grave, L ily Tenzer, Loraine Thompson 
and Lesbia W right.

LEAVING CERTIFICATE EXAMINATION RESULTS
The numbers following the names indicate the subjects in which the candidates 

have passed, in accordance with the following sta tem ent; 1 English, 2 Latin, 3 French, 
4 German, 5 Mathematics I., 6 Mathematics II ., 7 Mechanics, 8 Modern History,
9 Ancient H istory, 11 Chemistry, 12 Botany, 13 Geology, 14 Geography, 15 A rt,
10 Lower Standard Mathematics, 17 Economies, 18 Music, 22 Dressmaking. The 
letters ‘ ‘ H I ’ ’ signify first-class honours; ‘ ‘ H2, ’ ’ second-class honours; “  A, ”  
first-class pass; “ B ,”  second-class pass; and “ L ,”  a pass at the lower standard; 
the sign “  o, ”  those who have passed in the oral tests in French or German. 
Adderton, D. I. O., IB  2B 3B(o) 8B 12B lOpass 17B.
Armstrong, Helen G., lA  2B 3B 5B 8A 13A 14A.
B arrett, Betty Eoslyn, lA  2B 3B 8B 12B 17B.
Bembrick, L yuette, IB  13B 14A 15B lOpass 22A.
Binns, M arjorie Ailsa, IB  2B 3B 5B 6B 12A 17B.
Boston, Daphne Pearl, lA  3B 5B 8A 12A 15A 17B 22A.
Branch, Estelle P atric ia , IB  13B 14B 15A lOpass 22B.
Browne, Sylvia Jane L., IB  2B 3B 5B 8B 12H2.
Carr, K. G., IB  3L 8B 12A 15B lOpass 17B 22B.
Chapman, G. F., IB  3B 8B 12B 15B lOpass 22B.
Dircks, M argaret, IB  2A 3B 5B OB 8B llA .
Eden, Irene, IB  2B 3B 8B lOpass 17B.
Fraser, Sybil Merle, lA  2B 3B 5B 8A 12A 17B.
Gatley, Mollie, IB  2B 3B 13B 14B lOpass.
Gillespie, M arjorie M., IB  3B 12B 15B lOpass 22B.
Glanville, R ita  H untley, lA  2B 3B 5A OB TIB.
H allett, Irene F., lA  2B 3B 8H2 13B 14B lOpass.
Hammer, Joyce A nnetta, IB  2B 3B 5A OA IIB .
H arris, Ruth M argaret, IB  13B 14L 15A lOpass 22B.
Irv ine, Dorothy Beatrice, IB  2B 3B 5B OA llA .
Jones, Phyllis R., lA  2B 3B 5B 8H1 13H1 14B.
Lane, Jean  M argaret, IB  3B 5B 8B.
Mackenna, Norah K., lA  2B 3B 5B 8A 9B 12B.
M cGauran, P atric ia , IB  3B 5B 13B.
M cIntosh, Joan Ivy, IB  2B 3B 5B 8B 12B 17B.
M cKay, M argaret L, IB  2B 3B 5A OB 8A 11H2.
McLean, Frances Mary, lA  2B 3B 5A OB 7B llA .
McPherson, Jean  B., 8B 13B 14B 15B lOpass.
Miles, Jean  Arnold, IB  3B 5B 8B 12B.
Morris, Bella, IB  2B 3B 5B OB 8B IIB .
Munro, Blanche, IB  2L 3B 8B 12B lOpass 17B.
M usgrave, Doreen, lA  2A 3H2(o) 5B OA 8B 11H2.
N airn, Alice Stuckey, IB  3B 515 OB 7B 11 A.
Parker, Olga Patricia, IB  2A 3A (o) 4H 2(o) 5A OA.
Pemell, Joan Amelia, IB  8B 13B lOpass 22B.
Polkinghorne, Agnes J ., 2B 3B 8A 12B lOpass.
Porter, J . L., lA  2B 3B 8B 12A lOpass 17B.
Riddell, M ary F., IB  2B 3B 8A 13A 14A lOpass.
Roberts, M argaret H anna, IB  2B 3B 5A OA 7B IIB .
Robertson, Merle R., IB  315 8B 12L lOpass 17B.
Rogers, Joyce Hilda, IB  2B 3A(o) 5B 9A 13H1.
Rogers, Marion, lA  3B 5B 8B 12A 17B.
Shaw, Joyce Eleanor, 1H2 2A 3B 5B 8A 12A 17B.
Sm ith, Enid K itty  M., I H l  2H2 3H2(o) 5B OB 8H1.
Sm ith, Hazel M ildred, IB  2B 3B 5A 7B llA .
Smith, Roya A., IB  815 13B 14B 15B lOpass 22B.
Snape, L ilian, IB  3B 5A OA 7B llA .
S tanger, K athleen M., IB  12A 15B lOpass 17B 22B.
Stevens, Dorothy Ethel, IB  oB 8B 13B 15B 22A.
Stronach, Jessie A., IB  3B 5B 8B 13B 14B 18B 22B.
Tenzer, L ilian Dorothy, lA  2H1 3A 5B 8A 9A 12B.



rhompson, Loraine, lA  2A 3A(o) 5A 6A 7B HA. 
ruck , Dorothy Grace, IB  2B 3B 5B 6B 8B IIB. 
Watt, Jean May, IB  3B 5B 6B 8B 12B.
White, B etty  Jean, IB  3L 5B 12L 15B 22B. 
W hitehead, E nid Evelyn, lA  2B 3B 5B 12A. 
Willis, Joyce, lA  2B 3B 5B 6B 7B H A .
W right, Lesbia E. A., IH l 2H2 3A 5B 6B H H 2. 
Yeo, M arjorie Alberta, IB  2B 3B 13B 14B 16pass.

INTERMEDIATE CERTIFICATE EXAMINATION RESULTS.
In  the subjoined list of passes the numbers refer to  the following subjects:— 

1 English, 2 H istory, 3 Geography, 4 M athem atics I., 5 M athem atics II ., 6 L atin , 
7 French, 8 German, 11 E lem entary Science, 20 A rt, 21 Music, 22 D ressm aking; 
(o) denotes an oral pass in French or German.
Baker, Edna M., IB  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A HA.
B arrington, M yra M., lA  2A 5B 6A 7B 8B.
Barton, Gweneth M., lA  2A 4B 5A 6B 7A(o) H B.
Bates, Verena, lA  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8A.
Boaden, Beryl S., lA  2A 5B 6A 7A H A .
Boldini, M aria C., lA  2A 4B 5A 6A 7A(o) 8A (o).
Boon, N ita  F., IB  2A 5B 6A 7A(o) 8B(o).
Brabyn, Lois A., IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7A(o) HA.
Broadfoot, Mabel, IB  2B 4B 6B 7B HB.
Brown, M argaret E., IB  2B 4B 5A 6B 7A(o) 8B(o).
Brown, M avis J., IB  2A 3B H B  22A.
Russell, Beryl C., IB  2B 4B 5A 6B 7A(o) 8B.
Coleman, P a tric ia  H., lA  2B 4B 5B 6B 7A  IIB .
Collins, Irene M., IB  4B 7B IIB .
Googan, Dulcie E., IB  2B 3B 4B 5B 7A H B  20B 22B.
Corner, Phyllis M., lA  2A 4A 5A OA 7A(o) 8A (o).
Curtis, Jean E., IB  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A(o).
Davies, Daphne M., IB  2A 4B oB 6A 7A HA.
Davies, Rhondda M., IB  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A 20A.
Deall, Alison, IB  4B 5B 6B 7A(o).
Dircks, Helen M., IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7B HA.
Dixon, Viva M., IB  2B 3B H B  22A.
Dunlop, E nid  H., lA  5B 6B 7A(o) 8B.
Dyer, E lla E., IB  2B 4B 7B H A .
Edmonds, Joan  M., IB  2B 3B 7B H B  22B.
Edwards, Olwyn J ., IB  4B H B  20B 22B.
Elphinstone, Jean  A., IB  4B 5B 6B 7A(o) H B.
Parlow, Gladys D., lA  2B 4B 6B 7A(o) H B.
Fetherston, Cooee E., lA  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8A(o).
F innan, E lizabeth J., 3B 4B 5B H B  20B 22A.
Fletcher, Aileen, IB  4B 6B 7A IIB .
Ford, Phillippa J ., IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7B H B.
Forrester, Audrey, lA  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) H B.
Freem an, Joyce M., lA  2B 5B 6B 7A(o) H B.
Frew, Jean  M., IB  2B 4B 6A 7A H A .
Gander, E lva F., IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7B H B.
G arrard, W inifred G., IB  2B 5B 6B 7A llA .
Gilies, Dorothy K., IB  3B 4A 5A 7B H A  21B 22A.
Griffiths, Dulcie E., lA  2B 4B 5A 6A 7A(o) 8B.
Guard, M arjory J., IB  2B 6B 7A(o) H A .
Ham ilton, Clarice E., lA  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8A(o).
H arris, Bessie, lA  2B 6B 7B 8B.
H arris, Clare, IB  2B 3B H B  21A 22B.
H arvey, B etty  F., IB  2B 5A 6B 7B.
H arvey, Joan G., IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7B(o).
Hood, B etty  V., IB  2B 5B 6B 7A H A  21A.
Howell, Valerie A., IB  2B 4B 5B 7B(o) H B.
H unter, J i ll L., lA  2B 4B 5B 6B 7A(o) 8A(o).
Jacobs, E thel W., IB  2B 7B H B  22B.
Ja r re tt ,  E lizabeth F., IB  2B 3B H B  21B 22B.
Jeffreys, Frances D., IB  2B 4B 5B 7B H A  22B.
Johnson, Hazel M., IB  2B 3B 5B 7B IIB  22A.
Jose, M ary Z., IB  2B 3B 7B IIB  20A 22A.
K err, Jean , IB  2B 5B 6B 7A  H A .



K nott, M argery N., IB  2B 4B 5A 7B IIB .
Lakin, B arbara C., lA  2A 4B 5A 6A 7A(o) 8A (o). 
Lawson, Blanche G., lA  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8B(o). 
Lee, A thalie J ., IB  2B 3B 5B 7B IIB  20A 22B.
Lewis, Irene M., IB  2B 6B 7A IIB .
L ight, Nancy M., IB  4A 5A 6B 7A(o) llA .
L ister, R oberta G., lA  2B 5B 6B 7A(o) 21A.
Livingston, Jean F., IB  2A 4A 5A 6A 7A(o) llA .
Logan, L ila B., lA  2A 4B 6A 7A(o) IIB .
Lucas, L orraine E., IB  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8B. 
Mackinnon, M argaret F., lA  2A 4B 6A 7A(o) IIB  21A. 
Maclure, H eather E., IB  2B 4B 5A 6B 7B(o) IIB . 
Madsen, Joan  M., IB  2B 4B 5B 6A 7B IIB  21A.

The Lady Mayoress^ Mrs. B. C. HAGON, pre.senting the “ D u x” Prize to
E NID  SMITH.

M akin, M argery D., IB  7B 21A 22B.
M artin , M uriel 6 ., lA  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8B(o).
Mason, Lorna, IB  2B 5B OB 7B.
McConville, Nancy, IB  2B 3B 4B 5B 7B IIB  20B 22A.
MeCredie, Joyce, lA  2A 4A 5A 6A 7A(o) 8A(o).
Montgomery, Norma, IB  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8B(o).
Moore, M argaret J ., 2B 3B 7B IIB  20B 22B.
Morgan, Ir is  J., IB  2A 4A 5A 6A 7A(o) 8A.
Morris, Enid E., IB  4B 5A 6B 7A(o) llA .
Morrison, Iris, IB  2B 7B 22B.
Morton, Dorothy I., IB  2B 3B 5B 7B IIB  20B 22B.
Munro, K athleen, IB  2A 4B 5B 6B 7B 8B.
M urray, M ary 6., IB  2A 4B 5B 6B 7B 8B(o).
Musgrave, Meta, IB  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) IIB .
N esbit, Molly J., IB  2B 6B 7B IIB .
Pauli, Dorothy E., IB  2B 3B 4B 7B(o) IIB  20B 22B.
Pearce, Susan B., IB  3B 4B 5A 7B IIB  20A 22B.
Pemell, Leigha E., IB  2B 5B 6B 7B.
Perry , Jeanne D., lA  2B 4B 6B 7B IIB .
Perry , N ancy B., 3B 4B 5B 7B IIB  20B 22B.
Phillips, Estelle A., IB  2B 6B 7B.
Piercey, M ary M., IB  4B 5B 7B IIA  21A 22A.



P ittend iigh , Gwcnda M., IB  2B 5B 6B 7A(o) IIB . 
Plumb, Bylvia E.. IB  2B 5B 6A 7A(o) 8B.
Pound, Melva, 13 2B oB 6A 7A IIB  21A.
Bead, Tessie, IE  7B IIB  20B 22B.
Roeavert, Vera, IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7A(o) 8B.
Booke, Beryl P., IB  2B 4B 5A 6B 7A(o) 8B(o) 21A. 
Eosenfeid, Valerie, IB  2B 6A 7B.
Saggers. Edna, IB  2A 3B IIB  21B 22B.
Sergei, Bona J ., lA  2B 4B 5B 6B 7A(o) 8A(o) 21A. 
Shade, W inifred  M., IB  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) llA . 
Sinclair Ruth E,, IB  2B 3B 4B 7B l lA  21A 22B.
Smith, Florence M., IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7B IIB .
Steele, 3 d y th  W., IB  2B 4B 6B 7B IIB .
Stelzer, Lorna H., IB  2B 4B oB 6A 7B IIB .
Stephens, Helen M., IB  7B 20B 22A.
Swann, Ellen G., lA  2A 4B 5A 6A 7A(o) llA . 
Thompson, Joyce J., IB  2B 4B 6B 7A(o) IIB . 
Thornbury, Veronica E., IB  2B 6B 7A(o) IIB .
Tilly, Dorothy I , IB  2B 4B 5B 6B 7B llA .
Townsend, Joyce S., IB  2B 5B 6A 7A llA .
W aghom. Bosakne A., IB  2B 3B 4B 5B l lA  20B 22B. 
W ard, Joyce E ., IB  2B 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) IIB .
W hite, M argery P., IB  4B 5B 7B IIB  20A 22A.

SPEECH DAY
A t t i e  Annual Speech Day, which 

was held on December 14th, 1933, a t 
the Gonservatorium, there were present 
many valued frf-ends of the School, in 
cluding ohe Hen. D. H. Drummond,

E N .D  SM ITH ,
Captain and Dux, 1933.

B y cou rtesy  of the  “ S u n .”

M.L.A., M inister fo r E ducation; the 
Lord Mayor of Sydney, A lderman B. C. 
Hagon and Mrs. Hagoii; Bishop K irkby, 
Mr. Clyne, M L.A. We were very

pleased to see Miss P artridge , a fo rm er 
P rincipal of the School, who is knotvn 
to the present generation of E ortians 
by her speeches on “Farew ell Day.”

Mr. Hicks, the A ssistan t D irector of 
Education, ably fulfilled the duties o f 
Chairman, and we owe him our most 
g ra tefu l thanks fo r so doing.

A fter the chairm an had opened 
the proceedings w ith an in te restin g  
speech. Miss Cohen read the A nnual 
Report of the School, recording 
our successes both in  study and in 
sport. B etty  Scott and V era Pausey 
were the most successful candidates a t  
the L eaving Certificate, and fo r th e  
first tim e the A da P a rtrid g e  Prize w as 
shared. The In term ed ia te  passes w ere 
also of a high standard , three pupils 
gaining seven “A’s.”

In  the field of sport, our champion 
runner, R uth H arris, gained glory fo r 
the School by again  w inning the Cham
pionship of H igh Schools — the th ird  
tim e in succession—a record unequalled 
by any other H igh School pupil.

Reference was also made to the many 
School ac tiv ities and to the social ser
vice work of the pupils.

A fter inspiring  and congratu latory  
speeches made by the Lord Mayor, Mr. 
Drummond and Mr. Clyne, Mrs. Hagon 
graciously presented the prizes to the 
successful pupils and invested the Cap
ta in  and the P refec ts w ith  the ir badges 
of office.

Mr. Drummond announced th a t in 
future a certain number of places in  the 
School would be reserved fo r the daugh
ters of ex-Portians, irrespective of resi
dential qualifications, provided th a t the 
pupil had gained an entrance to a full 
high school. This concession granted by



the M inister for Education was mucli ap
preciated by the audience. The Captain 
for 1933 (E nid Smith) and the Captain- 
elect for 1934 (Helen Pontey), on behalf 
of the School, thanked Mrs. Hagon and 
the speakers for their interest in the 
School and their kindness in taking part 
in the proceedings. Mr. Hicks, on return
ing thanks, complimented the two girls 
on the ir eloquence and fluency.

Everyone enjoyed the items rendered 
by the School Choir and the School Or
chestra under the baton of Mrs. Jam es.

This interesting function was brought 
to a  conclusion by the singing of ‘ ‘ Come! 
Portians, Portians All, ’ ’ and of the 
National Anthem.

Joan Fraser, 5A.

PRIZE LIST
Dux of School.—E nid Smith.
Second Proficiency Prize. — Lesbia 

W right.
Dux of Year IV.—Jean  Allan.
Second Proficiency Prize. — Joyce 

Irons.
Dux of Year III.—Joyce McCredie.
Second Proficiency Prize. — M aria 

Boldini and Phyllis Corner, equal.
Dux of Year II.—I.uey Graham.
Second Proficiency Prize.—M arjorie 

McKechnie.
Dux of Year I.—Joyce Nelson.
Second Proficiency Prize. — Nellie 

Pope.

SPECIAL PRIZES
A da Partridge Prize. — B etty  Scott 

and  V era Pausey, equal.
Mollie Thornhill Prize.—,Toan Fraser.
Emily Cruise Prize.— H eather Addi

son.
The Lord Mayor’s Prize. — Loraine 

Thompson.
Poetry Prize. — M arjorie Yeo and 

Jo an  F raser, equal.
Old Girls’ Literary Circle Prize.—

Mona Eavenscroft.
Mrs. James’ Prize for Music.—Ruth 

Sinclair.
Scripture Prizes (P resby terian ).— 

Prances McLean and M arjorie Tuke, 
equal (1) ; Alice N airn (2) : H eather 
S tew art (3).

Prizes awarded by L’Alliance Fran
çaise.—F irs t P rize—Third Grade; Eona 
Sergei. Eeading; Kona Sergei.

CERTIFICATES 
Year V.

English.—Enid Sm ith; Lesbia W right, 
prox. ace.

History.—Enid Smith.
L a tin .^ E n id  Smith; Lesbia W right, 

prqx. ace.
,French.—Lesbia W right; Enid Smith, 

prox. ace.
Mathematics I.— Sylvia Browne.
Mathematics I I .—Loraine Thompson.

Mechanics.—M argaret Roberts. 
Chemistry.—Lesbia W right; M argaret 

McKay, prox. ace.
Botany.—Sylvia Browne.
Geology.—Joyce Rogers.
Economics.— Marion Rogers.
Geography.—Jessie Stronach.
Ancient History.—Joyce Rogers. 
Dressmaking.— Jessie Stronach.
Art.—Patricia Branch.
Physical Culture.— Loraine Thompson.

Year IV.
English.—H eather Bradshaw.
Modern History.—Mary Robinson. 
Latin.—Joan Fraser.
Ancient History.—Mary Robinson;

Mary Connolly, prox. acc.
French.—Joan Fraser.
German.—Joanne P o rte r ; .loan Fraser, 

prox. acc.
Mathematics.—Phyllis Whitbread. 
Mechanics.—Phyllis Whitbread. 
Chemistr3̂ —H ilda Maddocks.
Botany.—Jean Allan.
Geology.—Jean Rennie.
Geography.— Gwenyth Gillies. 
Economies.—Betty Condon ; .Toyce

Irons, prox. ace.
Needlework.—Mabel Geoghegan.
Music.—M arjorie Tuke.
Art.^—Pairlie  Lindsay.
Phj'sical Culture.—B ettj' Condon.

Year III.
English.—M aria Boldini.
History.— M aria Boldini.
Latin.—Joyce McCredie.
French.—Joyce McCredie.
German. — M aria Boldini; Clarice 

Hamilton, prox. ace.
Mathematics I.—Joyce McCredie. 
Mathematics II .— Iris M organ; Ellen 

Swann, equal.
Elementary’ Science.—Ellen Swann. 
Geography.—Nancy McConville; M ar

garet Moore and Betty Ja rre tt , prox. acc. 
A rt.—Athalie Lee.
Music.—^Clare Harris.
Needlework.—Nancy McConville. 
Physical Culture.—Clarice H amilton.

Year II.
. English.—M arjorie McKechnie; Lucy 
Graham, prox. acc.

History.—Phyllis Wiles.
French. — Rose Clarke; Marjorie



McKechiiie, prox. nee.
Latin.—Irene Cooke and Marjorie 

McKeehnie, equal.
Mathematics I. — Peggy Vernon; 

Dorothy Allen, prox. ace.
Mathematics II .—Dorothy Allen.
Elementary Science.—N athalie Wright.
Geography.—Gwenyth Eowe.
Needlework.—Phyllis W ells; E na Bruce 

and Amy Brenton, equal, prox. ace.
Mu,sic.—Gwenyth Rowe.
Art.—Muriel Angel and Laurie Smith, 

equal.
Physical Culture.—Audrey Sinclair and 

Dorothy Woodrow, equal.

Y O U N G  A U T H O R S
F o rt  S tre e t G ir ls  H a v e  F in e  M a g a z in e
Literary aspirations, such as fire every 

high school student, have been expressed 
by those of the F o rt Street G irls’ High 
School through a variety of mediums in 
the current issue of the school magazine.

Verse, sketches, little stories and essays 
fill a  publication of respectable size.

Subjects chosen trend towards the 
serious and, not infrequently, the am
bitious. ‘ ‘ Moonlight on the Mountains, ’ ’ 
“ An A ustralian Sunset,’ ’ “ The M ajesty 
of Liszt, ’ ’ and a rather tragic little story

V E SA  PATJSEY and B E T T Y  SCOTT shared the “ Ada Partridge’ ’ Prize 
for best Fortian pass at the Leaving Certificate Examination o f  193S. 

By coiirte.sy of tlie “ S u n .”

Y ear I .
English.—Beryl Orr ; Dorothy Norman 

and Dulcie W arren, prox. acc.
History.—Joyce Nelson.
French.—Joyce Nelson ; Cecily Robin

son, prox. ace.
Latin.—Cecily Robinson.
Mathematics I.—Dulcie W arren; Joyce 

Nelson, prox. acc.
Mathematics I I .—Joyce Nelson.
Elementary Science.—Joyce Nelson; 

Norma Murray, prox. acc.
Geography.—Dorothy Norman; Nellie 

Pope, prox. acc.
Needlework.—Edna Maye.
Physical Culture.—Jean Krust.

AN APPRECIATION
The Editors thought tha t the following 

appreciative notice which appeared in 
the Sydney “ Sun’ ’ on December 14th, 
1933, would be of interest to the readers 
of the M agazine;—

entitled ‘ ‘ Victory, ’ ’ give their young- 
authors the widest scope.

The publication is well handled and de
cidedly attractive to those who are, or 
have been, in the School, ar.d even to 
some outside it.

T H E  D E B A T IN G  S O C IE T Y
The Debating Society held its annual 

meeting on Tuesday, 14th February, in 
the Assembly Hall, when the office
bearers for 1934 were elected. The re
sults are as follow : Hilda Maddocks, 
President; Nancy Light, Secretary; 
Year Representatives, Jean Livingston 
(4th Jea r) ; Phyllis Wiles (3rd Y e a r); 
Hazel Keavney (2nd Y ear). No repre
sentative was elected for Year I. as F irst 
Year sport is held on Thursday a fte r
noons.

The first debate took place a fter school 
on Thursday, 1st March. The subject 
was—' ‘ That the Building of the H ar
bour Bridge is Prem ature. ’ ’ The Govern



ment was upheld by Helen Pontey 
(leader), M arjorie Baldock and Mavis 
Porter, while Enid Smith (leader) Marion 
Cockburn and Gwen Simmons supported 
the Opposition.

The debate was very interesting, the 
Opposition winning by 3 points.

Nancy Light, Secretary.
THE REFERENCE LIBRARY

As librarians of the Reference Library 
we are very pleased to note the increas
ing number of senior girls who are using 
the L ibrary fo r reference purposes this 
year.

We hope tha t in fu ture the Third Year 
girls will avail themselves of the many 
benefits derived from reading these books.

Any offers of flowers for the purpose 
of decorating the L ibrary will be thank
fully received by us.

The L ibrary is open a t recess on Tues
days and Fridays, when books may be 
taken out and returned.

Among the new books recently added 
to the Library are ‘ ‘ A Descriptive 
Geography,”  by Professor Macdonald 
Holmes; ‘ ‘ France and the French, ’ ’ by 
Sisley H uddleston; ‘ ‘ The Post-Vie-
torians ” ; ‘ ‘ A Biographical Dictionary 
of Foreign L iterature ” ; ‘ ‘ Selections
from Evelyn’s Diary ” ; ‘ ‘ I  Look Back, ’ ’ 
by A. Compton-Riekett; ‘ ‘ Selections
from Oliver Goldsmith ” ; “  The Face of 
London, ’ ’ by C lunn; ‘ ‘ Moreover, ’ ’ by 
W alter Murdoch; “ The Image and Other 
P lays,”  by Lady Gregory (the last- 
named kindly donated by Jean Living
ston) ; “ The Albatross Book of Living 
V erse,”  and “ Fow ler’s Modern English 
U sage.”

C. Hamilton, B. Lakin, P . Corner,
M. Boldini, J . McCredie, Librarians.

THE SCHOOL ASSOCIATION, 1934
The officers o f  the School Association 

fo r 19(33 were elected early in the year, 
the resnlts beieg as follow: Year Ripre- 
sentat:v6S, Mairion Cockburn and cjucy 
Sherring, Year V .; Clarice Hamilton, 
Year IV .; J»an Sumner, Year I I I . ;  
Dulció W arren, Y ear I I . ;  Peggy Wsine, 
Year L ; Secretary, Nancy Light, Year IV.

Helen Pontsy, the Captain of the 
School is. ex-officio, a  member of the 
O om m ittet

The Staff rtembers are Miss Cohen, 
Principal, Misses West, Turner, Cewie, 
Andersoa and W eston (T reasurer).

N. Light, Secretary.

THE CHRISTIAN U N IO N
The Christian Union meets every Mon

day arteraoon a fter school in the As
sembly Hall, and any senior girls wi'.l be 
welcomed by omr leader. Miss Guley, and 
the menuers.

During the Christmas holidays ten of 
the mEni)«rs of our Union attended the 
Schoolgirlt ’ Csmp held a t Bowral under 
the auspoes of the A ustralian Student 
Christiai: M ovanent, and spent an in ter
esting and enjayable time there.

The practical side of our work is  the 
clothing o f a little  girl (four years nld) 
at the H avilat Homes and the regular 
visiting of her by members.

K. Gillies, Secretary.

LIFE-Sa VING a w a r d s
The fo lo w ii^  awards have been won 

during tne present season:—
Award of Merit.—Gwen M addccks, 

H ilda Maddoeks, Mavis Porter, Marion 
Cockburn.

MAVIS POUTER in the Ra^e,
By courtesy  of th e  “ T e le g ra fli .”



Bronze Cross.—Dorothy Pauli, Ehondda 
Davies, M abel Geoghegan, R ita  Toco- 
venko, Lily Jamieson, Ruth Stevens, 
Helen Dircks, Kathleen Gillies, Daphne 
Davies, Dulcie Coogan.

First-Class Instructor’s Certificate.—
Beryl Kent.

Bronze Bar.—Jean Allan.
Bronze Medallion. — Joyce P e ttitt, 

H eather Odman, Beverley B arnett, Clare 
Jacobs, Joyce Easton.

Proficiency Certificate.—E uth Court- 
land, Joan Steele, Joyce Roberts, Joyce 
Easton, Beverley Barnett.

We extend our thanks to Miss Ander
son, who had only been a t P o rt S treet for 
three weeks, for the perfect arrangement 
of the races. We also thank those mem
bers of the Staff who, before Miss Ander
son’s arrival, assisted in the préparation 
of the swimmers.

The whole afternoon was spent most 
enjoyably amid the barrack ing  of the 
onlookers, garlanded w ith stream ers of 
gaily-coloured ribbon, and now we are 
anxiously looking forward to next y ea r’s 
carnival, when our champions will again 
show their skill.

SOME COMPETITORS.
B y  c o u r t e s y  of th e  ‘ ‘Te leg ra j> h . ’

O U R  A N N U A L  S W IM M IN G  
C A R N IV A L

Even an excessively hot day could not 
depress our spirits on the occasion of the 
37th Annual Swimming Carnival, which 
was held at the Coogee Aquarium Baths 
on Monday, 5th March. In  spite of the 
heat, we all enjoyed ourselves in watch
ing the keen rivalry exhibited, each class 
vying with the others to gain the shield 
which is awarded annually to the class 
gaining the highest number of points. 
This distinction was gained by 5C, with 
2B as runner-up.

Our school mermaids showed them 
selves in very fine form, the most out
standing of them being Marion Coekburu 
and B. Barnett. Marion has now won the 
School Championship for three years in 
succession, and we must offer her our 
heartiest congratulations. Marion is to 
receive a small replica of the Champion
ship Cup, which will rem ind her of this 
continued success.

The successful competitors were:— 
School Championship (100 yards).— 

Marion Cockburn, 1; B etty Condon, 2; 
W inifred Shade, 3. Time, 1 min. lOf sees.

Junior Championship (50 yards).—B. 
B arnett, 1; J . Barlow, 2; J . Py th ian , 3. 
Time, 35 secs.

17 Years Championship.—M. Cockburn, 
I ;  B. Condon, 2; M. Porter, 3. Time, 
32J secs.

15 Years Championship.—D. Tilley, 1; 
W. Shade, 2; M. Geoghegan, 3. 'Time, 
3 fig secs.

14 Years Championship.—B. B arnett, 
1; L. Drake, 2; C. Jacobs, 3. Time, 34 
sees.

13 Years Championship.—J. Barlow, 1; 
J. Walsh, 2; J . Pythian, 3. Time, 20f 
secs.

12 Years Championship.—B. Moffett, 
1; M. Williamson, 2; B. Boon, 3. Time, 
22* secs.

11 Years Championship.—Y. Drake, 1; 
E. Smith, 2; J. Dircks, 3. Time, 23 secs.



Senior 33 Yards.—J. Long, 1; H. H ad 
docks, 2; L. Stelzer, 3. Time, 22f secs.

Junior 33 Yards.—Y. Drake, 1; ,J. 
Grieve, 2; P. Medealf, 3. Time, 23 | sees.

Breast Stroke Ghampionsliip. ■— N.
L ight, 1; G. Gillies. 2; J. P e tt it t ,  3. 
Time, 44 sees.

Junior Bi-east Stroke Championship.—

Gillies, 3. Time, 1 min. 15§ secs.
Six Oar Race.—B. Condon-G. Gillies-M. 

Cockburn, 1.
Balloon Race.—R. Stinson, 1; N. Light, 

2; M. Lyons, M. Bell, aeq., 3.
Diving for Objects.-—J. Easton (10), 1. 
Old Girls’ Race.—J. Shonfield, 1; P. 

Dircks, 2; A. Binns, E. Smith, 3.
G. Allan, 4A.

M A M O N  COCKBÜBN, School Champion.

J . Walsh, 1; P . Medealf, 2; J . Hender
son, 3. Time, 30 secs.

Diving Championship.'—N. Light, 1; D. 
Tilley, 2; G. Gillies, 3.

Junior Diving Championship. — L. 
Drake, 1; P. Miles, 2; L. Hermes, 3.

Back Stroke Championship.—M. Cock- 
burn, 1; B. Condon, 2; D. Tilley, 3. 
Time, Z7 secs.

Junior Back Stroke Championship.—
L. Drake, 1; Y. Drake, 2; P. Pyne, 3. 
Time, 24^ sees.

Year Relay.— 2nd Year, 1; 5th Year, 
2; 4th Year, 3.

Rescue Race.—N. Light-K. Gillies, 1;
M. Porter-G. Haddocks, 2; L. Long-G.

THE DRAMATIC SOCIETY
At the general meeting of the Dramatic 

Society Jean Livingston was elected Sec
retary for 1934.

Miss Purcell has charge of the Dramatic 
Readings, which are held on the third 
Thursday in the month and are very in 
teresting.

Miss Collins has two one-act plays in 
hand in preparation fo r the Junior 
Theatre League Competition, which takes 
place in June.

We wish her plays success, and hope 
tha t Port S treet will again win the J . C. 
Williamson Mask.

J . Livingston, Secretary.



Miss OLGA SA N G W E LL, B.A., LL.B. 
By courtesy  of the “ Sydney M orning H era ld .'

Olga Sangwell, who gained the Ada 
Partridge Prize as the best Fortian  can
didate at the Leaving Certificate Exam
ination of 1927, hits recently graduated 
in L;i\v with Second-Class Honours, and 
tlie Rose Scott Prize for the best woman 
student in Private International Law. 
Olga has the distinction of being the first 
woniiin to graduate with lionours in Law.



T H E  S P E C IA L  C H O IR
The Special Choir this year has an en

rolment of more than  a hundred voices. 
P a rts  have been allotted and the girls 
are interested in their work.

We have had a little  trouble in finding 
an accompanist to take the place of 
Claire H arris, but two girls have under
taken to  practise the a rt of accompany
ing, and already they are doing good 
work.

Our new songs are pretty  and light, 
‘ ‘ Humoresque, ”  “  N ight - P all ”  and
' ‘ H appy Birds ’ ’ being the most popular.

Choir practice is held every Tuesday 
and F riday afternoons. We would like 
more Fourth and F if th  Year girls to 
join us.

Athalie Lee, Secretary.

T H E  S C H O O L  O R C H E S T R A
This year I  am pleased to report tha t 

we have three additional violins, making 
our number of performers fifteen. We 
have commenced some new work, 
‘ ‘ Good-bye ’ ’ and ‘ ‘ The Teddy Bears ’ 
Picnic ’ ’ being bright, a ttractive numbers. 
Beethoven’s “ Minuet in G ’ ’ and one of 
M ozart’s Minuets are among the classi
cal works we are studying.

We would like new girls who under
stand stringed instrum ents to join our 
Orchestra.

Athalie Lee, Secretary.

T H E  F IC T I O N  L IB R A R Y
The Fiction L ibrary this year seems to 

have but small attraction  fo r the older 
girls, who are probably too engrossed in 
their studies to indulge in  light reading.

The F irs t and Second Year girls, on 
the other hand, are most constant in a t
tendance, and our stock of suitable books 
is hardly sufficient to meet their demands.

Several girls-—Jean Livingston and 
Lorna Stelzer in particular—have brought 
books which they have outgrown, and 
which the Juniors greatly  appreciate. I f  
other girls would do the same the 
L ibrarians would be very grateful.

M. Baker, B. Hood, J . Livingston,
J . Townsend, Librarians.

T H E  E L S A  H A L E  P R IZ E
This prize of a  y ea r’s training, so gen

erously offered by Miss Hale, of the 
Model Business College, to a  pupil of this 
School showing aptitude for English and 
Commercial Work, was won by Marion 
Rogers.

T H E  M E T R O P O L IT A N  B U S IN E S S  
C O L L E G E  S C H O L A R S H IP S

The M etropolitan Business College 
offered a whole scholarship and a half 
scholarship to pupils of this School. The 
former was won by Verena Bates and the 
la tte r by Gwen Chapman.

A GIFT TO THE SCHOOL
Mr. Smith, fa ther of last y ea r’s Cap

tain, presented the School a t the end of 
last year with a  fram ed copy of “ The 
Im mortal Shrine ’ ’ painted by Will Long- 
staff as a slight acknowledgment of what 
the School had done for his daughter, 
Enid. Such evidence of p a ren ts’ appre
ciation is very pleasing.

The companion picture, “ Midnight at 
Menin Gate, ’ ’ painted by the same artist, 
was already hanging in the School.

UNIVERSITY SUCCESSES
The following successes have been 

gained a t the recent examinations in the 
Faculty of A rts :—

Honours a t  G raduation (B.A.).—
W ilga Johnson, First-Class, L atin ; 
M aurine Deer, Third-Class, Latin.

M arion Dallison, D istinction, An
thropology.

Second Y ear A rts.—Nellie Emmett, 
Distinction, English; Iris  Tate, Ciedit, 
German.

F irs t Y ear A rts.—V era Pausey, High 
Distinction, Greek (1st place) ; M argaret 
McViear, High D istinction, Greek (3rd 
place) ; Iletty  Scott, Distinction, Greek; 
Betty Armstrong, Distinction, Mathe
matics.

TENNIS
Tlie Tennis season is fas t approaching, 

and we are looking forward to it  with 
great hopes. There are six players who 
have been members of teams still a t 
school, and the outlook is fu rther b righ t
ened by the fact th a t there are many pro
mising players who improved during last 
season.

The six members of last y ea r’s teams 
have for the past four weeks been 
coached by Mr. J . O. Anderson, repre
senting Palm ers’ Sports Depot, and they 
are very grateful for this opportunity of 
improvement afforded them by Palm ers’.

Joan McIntosh, Captain.

ARMISTICE DAY, 1933
The School commemorated Armistice 

Day by attending a service held in St. 
P h illip ’s Church, a t which the preacher 
was the Bishop-Administrator of Sydney, 
Bishop Kirkby. I t  was the first time in 
the history of the School th a t such a  ser
vice had been held, and to all who were 
present it  was a most inspiring occasion.

The greater number of us present a t 
the service had no memories of the Great 
War, nor of the Armistice, when, we are 
told, the world seemed to become crazed 
with joy, and so, without any remem
brance of those perilous days, and sur
rounded by the deep calm within the his
toric walls of the beautiful church on the 
hill, we were able to feel very deeply the 
spirit of true peace for which Armistice 
Day stands.



Following tile beautiful prayer and 
appropriate Scripture reading by the Rev. 
F. G. Standeu, the assistant Minister, 
the Bishop preached a splendid sermon.

Tn welcoming us to St. P h illip ’s, the 
Bishop spoke of the liond Ijetween Port 
Street, whence shines forth the lamp of 
learning, and the church, where is kept 
shining the lamp of religion.

As the citizens of the future. Bishop 
Kirkby reminded us of the significance 
of Armistice Bay, the day of the cessa
tion of the “ W ar to end W ar,”  and we 
were urged to do all in our power to pre
vent another war. He stressed the u tter 
fu tility  of war and its terrible effect on 
humanity. ‘ ‘ War, ’ ’ said the Bishop,

“ cannot settle moral issues,”  and the 
surest means of averting fu ture wars is 
to foster the spirit of fra tern ity  amongst 
the nations, to think of the peoples o f 
other nationalities and ourselves as one 
united ra"e—indeed, as one person. And 
this ideal is embodied in a passage which 
the Bishop quoted from the Scriptures: 
“ There is neither Greek nor Jew ; there 
is neither bond nor f re e ; there is neither 
male nor female, for ye are all one in 
Christ Jesus. ’ ’

The service closed with the pronounc
ing of the Benediction and the singing 
of the National Anthem. The H allelujah 
Chorus was played as a recessional.

Heatlier Bradshaw, 5A.

THE OLDEST "OLD GIRL” OF FORT STREET
Mrs. Terry, o f Cardigan Street, Auburn, 

88 Years of age. wonders if she can claim 
to 'be the oldest “ Old G irl”  of Fort 
Street. This is lier record:—

‘ ‘ I came out to this colony in 1854 at 
the age of nine. The following year 1 
was sent to Fort Street. Tliat part of the 
town was then a fine residential quarter 
and, as my parents lived in M argaret 
Street, Port Street was my nearest scliool.

‘ ‘ A few years previously the New South 
Wales Government had adopted the plan 
of undenominational schools and Fort 
Street had been converted from a mili
tary  hospital into a government school. 
In 1855 tile Macquarie portion was the 
only part used for the School. The 
ground floor had a long stone-paved cor
ridor in the front with open arches, which,
1 believe, are now glassed in. In  this cor
ridor ive used to deposit our lunch bags, 
old-fashioned receptacles made of print, ' 
which we retrieved at lunch time.

‘ ‘ A long avenue led down to the street, 
and the shady fig trees lining it, which 
so many Old Fortians remember, ivere 
then in their infancy. On reaching the 
top of this avenue the girls turned to the 
right to the Flagstaff side of the build
ing, while the boys went to the left.

‘ ‘ There were not many teachers on the 
g ir ls ’ side from what I  can remember. 
The Principal was Miss McTlonagh, a tall, 
dark teacher, who occasionally took us for 
lessons. We seldom saw any of the boys 
or their teachers except the Headmaster 
—an im portant looking person who al
ways wore a frock coat and who always 
appeared a t breaking-up time.

“ We were ju s t turned loose after school 
and went helter-skelter down the avenue 
and out through the tall iron gates. I  
am told those gates are gone now. I 
wonder where they are!

“ Essex Street ŵ as not dignified by a 
name. I t  was still called Gallows Hill, 
and gruesome tales we told each other of 
the hangings tha t had taken place on

the brow of the hill in the very early 
days.

“ In Tipper F o rt Street stood the resi
dences of wealthy merchants. I  remember 
the home of Robert Campbell, a  shipping 
man who o\vned Campbell’s Wliarf. 
These have all been swept away to make 
room for Bradfield Highway.

‘ ‘ Wynyard Square, which was a  pleas
ant, well-kept square before the City 
Railway building began, was, in my school
days, an unfenced piece of waste ground 
on which drays were parked. The present 
church of St. P h illip ’s was being built, 
and the remains of the older church 
stood on the land opposite. There the 
ruins stayed for inany years until the 
site was cleared and a  small park called 
the ‘ T riang le’ was made.

“ 1 was only a year a t F o rt Street 
School. The undenominational schools 
were new to the country, and it  was con
sidered not quite the thing to go to them, 
so later I  attended St. Andrew’s Church 
of England School, ndiich was near the 
site of the Town Hall. I  well remember 
playing ‘Ja c k s’ on the o ld 'f la t tomb
stones of the graveyard tha t stretched 
where the Cathedral and Town H all now 
stand.

‘ ‘ I  have always been intensely in ter
ested in the historic old School and the 
changes it has passed through. As the 
Model School it  numbered among its 
pupils children who travelled from places, 
as fa r  off as P arram atta  and Penrith. 
Later it became a high school, and then 
came the severance between the B oys’ 
and G irls’ Departments wdien the boys 
were transferred  to Petersham.

‘ ‘ I  am told tha t the old School is very 
altered now—avenue, trees, gates, foun
tain,* all are gone. I  don’t think I  care 
to see it  as it is now; in fact, I ’m sure 1 
wouldn’t  know i t  though I  am assured 
that the new aspect of the old place is a rt 
extremely pleasant one. ’ ’



* The fountain was moved into the 
school grounds when Princes Street was 
resumed by the Harbour Bridge authori

ties.— The Editor.
The E ditor wonders if  there is any 

‘ ‘ Old Girl ’ ’ who can beat this record.

EASTER CUSTOMS
E aster means hope and joy after the 

sorrow of the week preceding it. We get 
the name from the old Anglo-Saxon God
dess of Spring (E astre or E ostre), in 
whose honour a  festival was held every 
year in A p ril: but Easter has been cele
brated as a  church festival from the early 
days of Christianity, and it is strange to 
think th a t the name of an old pagan 
festival should now represent for Chris
tians a time of spiritual rejoicing in 
honour of the Eesurreetion of Christ.

Easter is a movable feast, and although 
.a bill was passed by the B ritish P a rlia 
ment to allow a fixed date to be arranged 
for Easter, the churches have come to no 

■decision about the m atter, and we still 
keep to the time suggested by the Church 
Council a t Nicaea (Asia Minor) in A.D. 
325, by which Easter is to be celebrated 
on the first Sunday after the first full 
moon a fte r March 21st. So Easter can
not fall earlier than March 22nd or later 
than April 25th.

Many strange customs are eonuected 
with the Easter egg, which was, in earlier 
times, the symbol of creation—the re
newal of life. In  the northern hemisphere 
Easter is in the spring, when fields and 
gardens are bright with flowers. The eggs 
are often of many colours to tone with 
the hues of Nature, and friends exchange 
the eggs ju s t as we do Christmas gifts. 
The Persians exchanged eggs in this -way 
in their “ Feast of the E ggs.”

In  Germany, ordinary eggs are boiled 
and something is put in the water into 
which they are placed, which colours their 
shells. They are then planted in the 
ground and, when Easter Sunday comes, 
the ehildreu. are allowed to dig and hunt 
for the eggs. There is a notion among 
these little folk tha t the eggs are laid

by the E aster hare, which they are always 
eager to see.

‘ ‘ Egg-rolling ’ ’ was a great game with 
English children, who used the same kind 
of coloured eggs with mottoes w ritten on 
them as the German children use. The 
children used to meet and roll their eggs 
down a grassy slope, and the child who 
owned the last unbroken egg was the 
winner and could claim all the unbroken 
eggs if he or she wished.

The custom of eating ‘ ‘ hot cross-buns ’ ’ 
on Good Friday has come to us from the 
sixteenth century before the Christian 
era, and came from the idea o f offering 
cakes to heathen gods and goddesses. 
The ‘ ‘ cross ’ ’ appears to have had its 
origin ill Greece, for we read tha t 
Cecrops, King of Greece, offered up a 
‘ ‘ sacred cross bread or bun ’ ’ made of 
fine flour and honey. But Cecrops was an 
Egyptian by birth, so the “ b u n ”  may 
have been used in Egyptian religious 
ceremonies before we hear of it  in 
Europe. The cross was probably made 
so tha t the worshippers could break the 
bun into four parts and share i t  with 
those who had none to offer to the gods.

Cross-buns were found in the excava
tions a t Herculaneum and in the baking- 
houses in Pompeii, so tha t cross-buns 
must have been used in Ita ly  before the 
eruption of Vesuvius (A.D. 79).

In  the early days of Christianity, the 
cross on the bun had a higher meaning. 
On the anniversary of the Crucifixion the 
consecrated bread used a t the celebration 
of Holy Communion was marked with a 
cross and given to the congregation, so 
the ‘ ‘ Hot Cross-bun ’ ’ should be a symbol 
of our faith.

Clarice Hamilton, 4A.

THE PEDLAR OF DREAMS
The great marble city lay still and 

silent under the spell of sleep. The tall 
buildings, with their turrets and spires 
clear-cut against the blazing stars, were 
steeped in purple shadow. As I stood in 
side the bronze gates, looking out over 
the hills, I  seemed to be the only person 
on the earth. Suddenly I  heard the pad 
of footsteps, and into the open square 
came the béilt figure of some chance ped
lar hurrying l)ome.

‘ ' The Pedlafs of Romance, have gone, ’  ̂
I thought as I  watched the slight form, 
with its heavy burden of shining pots and

pans, disappear again into the gloom. 
“ The Civilization of To-day has no time 
for the Pedlars of Y esterday.’ ’

But even as I thought a marvellous 
change came over the city. The streets 
were filled with merry voices, and laugh
ing children came running from the open 
doors, their bare feet going pit-a-patter 
on the worn cobbles. Candles lit up even 
tlie darkest shadows, and soon the city 
looked like some enchanted palace in the 
realms of fairy  land.

Out over the rolling hills there were 
lights, too, magic yellow lanterns, dane-



ing like will o ’ the wisps. Strange elfin 
shapes flitted by and the Wind went 
laughing lightly through the fields, scat
tering the dewdrops with the trailing hem 
of her silken gown.

Above the happy singing of the chil
dren I  heard the deep, mellow notes of 
the city bell, and suddenly a figure ap
peared at the top of the main street. 
He was tall and thin, with a huge yellow 
patchwork cloak fluttering behind him as 
he walked. A pair of deep blue eyes 
looked out from under his scarlet cap, 
and a t each toll of the bell he called o u t;

‘ ‘ What do ye lack? W hat do ye lack?
I am the Pedlar of D ream s! ’ ’
The children gathered round him in a 

moment, chattering gaily, and, one by 
one, with eager, excited faces, they 
dipped into his strange, mysterious pack.

There were cries of joy and excited whis
perings when tho parcels were undone. 
One had a necklace of stars, anolher a 
crown of sunny bultereaps.

P e i  into the night She pedlar stood 
there ty  the fcuntein  while the children 
danesd around aim, but the air was grow
ing chill, and slnwly, with many back
ward glances, tli^y w est creeping back 
to bed to the n®sgie Land of Dreams. At 
last the pedlar was alone and, with a sad 
smile, he picked np nis bag and wandered 
off down the dese’ tisi streets with t i e  bell 
ringing softly in the distance. So the 
nigho waned aitd t ie  p ed la r’s voice grew 
fain ter and faiirter as he climbed the 
winding pathw ay to the s ta rs :

’ ‘ What do ye lack? W hat do ye lack?
I  am the P edlrr of Eream s! ”

“ X ,”  3A.

A VISIT TO ST. STEPHEN’S CHURCH
On a recent afternoon Miss Tearle took 

a party  of us walking, our destination 
being St. S tephen’s Presbyterian Church 
in Phillip Street. Entering the building, 
we were met by Mr. Clark, the Church 
Treasurer, who very kindly accompanied 
us on our tour of inspection and told us 
some of the history^ of the church.

Although St. Stephen’s is by no means 
a striking example of architecture, there 
are many features in the building which 
are worthy of mention. Most of us were 
greatly impressed by the beautiful 
stained-glass memorial windows, each re 
presenting a scene from the Scriptures, 
which are soon to be removed and taken 
to the new St. Stephen’s now under 
course of construction in Macquarie 
Street. Another feature of interest was 
the two fine paintings, one representing 
the Stoning of St. Stephen, and the other 
the Sermon on the Mount.

We then went to the gallery^, which oc
cupies two sides and the back portion of 
the building. The pipe organ is placed 
upstairs in the gallery-, and the installa
tion of this organ was an event in the 
history of the church. Many of us were 
surprised to hear th a t the organ had only 
been in the building since 1890, although 
the church was built in 1857. 'The elders 
in those times did not favour instrum en
ta l music, and liy-mn books were not used 
at first, the congregation singing the 
psalms unaccompanied, led by a compe
tent musician, who was known as a pre
centor, his duty being to set the pitch 
and tempo of the psalm being sung. An
other striking difference in the service 
was th a t the congregation sat down for 
the singing and stood up during the 
prayers. In  1875, after consideration 
and, no doubt, much controversy, the 
order was reversed and the worshippers 
stood during the singing and either sat

S :. S tepheT ’ - Chprcli, P h illip  S tree t.



or knelt while praying. Mr. Clark called 
this ‘ ‘ a blessed innovation, ’ ’ since he 
himself had had the experience of stand
ing to pray for over three-quarters of an 
liour in a  church a t Inverness.

The church was built in 1857, but it  
was not until 1865 th a t it  came to be 
called St. S tephen’s. I t  was given the 
name after the Presbyterian Church of 
New South Wales was made one body. 
Thenceforth the members of St. Stephen’s 
consisted of people from  two churches— 
those from the original church in Phillip 
Street and those from  the Iron Church in 
Macquarie Street. I t  seems hard to be
lieve th a t a  church could have been built 
of galvanised iron, but Mr. Clark assured 
us tha t this was the ease. This church 
was opened in 1855 and was constructed 
of iron in Scotland, and sent out to Aus
tra lia  in sections because, owing to the 
gold fever which was then raging in New 
South Wales, skilled labour was both 
costly and scarce. The iron church has 
long since disappeared, but portion of it 
has been used in the building of the read
ing room a t the Lideombe Old M en’s 
Home. Before its demolition, however, it 
was for many years in use as the Free 
Public L ibrary of Sydney.

Mr. Clark also took us into the vestry, 
where the walls were literally covered

OTth photographs. These were the por
tra its  of various Ministers and members 
of the church, and Mr. Clark recalled 
many interesting facts regarding their 
work and service. One po rtra it was tha t 
of Sir George Reid, a  former Premier of 
New South Wales, who, so Miss Tearle 
told us, was an old F o rt Street boy. Sir 
George was a  member of the church, and 
it  was in St. Stephen’s Debating Club 
tha t he learnt to speak in public.

From 1865 until 1931 St. Stephen’s 
was the centre of Presbyterianism  in New 
South Wales, and each year the General 
Assembly held its meeting there. Occupy
ing a prominent place near the pulpit was 
a Communion Chair, which, we were told, 
was presented to the church for use at 
the first General Assembly.

St. Stephen’s may be regarded as the 
‘ ‘ Presbyterian Cathedral ’ ’ of Sydney, 
and to the general public, particularly 
the church-going portion, it  is well known. 
I t  is g ratify ing to know that, although 
this historic building is soon to be de
molished, the church itself will continue 
in Macquarie Street close to the site of 
the Iron Church, many of whose members 
became foundation members of St. 
Stephen’s Church.

Gwen Walsh, 5B.

THE TANK STREAM
‘ ‘ The spot chosen for this purpose was 

a t the head of the cove near a  run of 
fresh water, which stole silently through 
a very thick wood, the stillness of which 
had then, for the first time since creation, 
been interrupted by the rude sound of 
the labourer’s axe and the downfall of 
its ancient inhabitants. ’ ’

The above quotation is from Judge 
Advocate Collins ’ account of Sydney, 
where he arrived with the F irs t F leet in 
1788.

The history of Sydney began when 
Governor Phillip, realising tha t .the 
swamps around Botany Bay would not 
be suitable for his settlement, sailed 
round to Port Jackson, previously named, 
but not entered, by Captain Cook, and, 
coming into the little cove, discovered 
the abovementioned stream flowing down 
to the harbour. I t  was upon its banks 
th a t Sydney was built. Captain Phillip, 
in his first despatch from the new settle
ment, wrote: “ I  fixed on the one th a t 
had the finest spring of w ater and in 
which the ships can anchor so close to 
the shore that, a t a  very small expense, 
quays inay be constructed a t which the 
largest ships may unload. ”

The Tank Stream originally started in 
the vicinity of ' Hyde Park', flbwing 
through a densely wooded area to where 
the General Post Office now stands, finder

M artin Place, to H unter Street, then 
along Hamilton Street to Bridge Street 
(which street was so named because the 
stream was tiiere crossed by a bridge), 
then to Macquarie Place and so into Syd
ney Cove. I f  a  map is carefully studied, 
it will be seen tha t Macquarie Place was 
the shore line of Sydney Cove, now Cir
cular Quay.

So we see th a t where some of our busy 
streets now run there were once pretty  
valleys in which shrubs and trees of all 
sorts, as well as many kinds of ferns, 
grew, and running in and out of these 
was the Tank Stream.

Sydney’s first water supply was ob
tained from this stream. In  fact, it  sup
plied Sydney with water for about half 
a century, but in 1827 and 1828 it  be
came, instead of their water supply, a 
sewer.

I t  will help us to see how much Sydney 
has grown, and the cove extended, if  we 
reflect tha t high tide used to come up 
to within twelve feet of what is now 
Bridge Street.

Along the banks of the Tank Stream 
cabbagepalm s grew. These were prom ptly 
cut down and their wood used for build
ing purposes. Very soon no vestige of 
cabbage palms was left there.

So we see th a t the pretty  valley soon 
gave place to a city. All its trees were



cut tlo-wn, its ferny dells disappeared and 
once again the material conquered the 
spiritual, fo r u tility  overcame natural 
beauty.

In  the corridor leading to Eooni I. 
there is an engraving of Skinner P ro u t’s 
picture of the Tank Stream. This was 
given to the School by the P ifth  Year 
girls of 1928.

The blocks at Circular Quay are always

being replaced owing to the fac t th a t the 
wood swells when it  comes in contact with 
the Tank Stream, which flows underneath.

I t  is murmured tha t the cellars of the 
Customs House are damp because of their 
proximity to the Tank Stream.

The water a t Circular Quay is never 
still because the Tank Stream flows into 
the harbour there.

Alison Sinclair, 3A.

THE ROMANCE OF THE EEL
How many of us know the life story of 

the common eel? Many people have often 
seen eels in fishmongers’ windows, but 
have passed them by, never giving a 
thought to the romance of an ee l’s life, 
or to the eel itself.

I t  has taken scientists many years to 
obtain the real facts of this wonderful 
story.

The eel is a  well-known fresh-w'ater 
fish, but it is almost impossible to believe 
tha t all eels in the northern hemisphere 
are born in the depths of the A tlantic 
Ocean, hundreds of miles from England 
and half a mile below the surface of the 
ocean, where the pressure is great enough 
to flatten a locomotive.

No eggs or spawn of this snake-like 
fish have over been found in rivers, lakes 
or ponds, but it has been discovered that, 
in a certain season of the year, eels desire to 
become parents. They become restless and 
soon leave their recent fresh-water homes 
and make their way from here (wherever 
it may be, in an inland lake, or swiftly 
flowing river) to the A tlantic Ocean. 
They swim across the latter, and it  is 
hardly credible th a t they all make their 
way to the same spot in the vicinity of 
the Bermuda Islands. Even if  eels are 
kept in a  private pond the owner of the 
pond would find at this time tha t the 
eels have crept out of their home in order 
tha t they may follow their fellows.

When the ‘ ‘ elvers, ’ ’ as the young are 
called, are hatched, they are flat, but 
gradually they rise to the surface and 
slowly make their way to Europe.

About twm years later they reach the 
months of European rivers, but by this

time they have changed their form and 
retr.'mble a miniature eel. Eishermen 
awai; their arrival, for the eel is a  great 
delicacy, and they catch them in their 
nets by the hundred thousand. Those eels 
tha t escape being caught travel up the 
rivers into tributaries, and, strange to 
say, some eels have very often been found 
in Swiss lakes fa r  above sea-level.

The female species is bigger and a  great 
deal greedier and fiercer than the male, 
which rarely exceeds three feet in length. 
On the other hand female eels have been 
known to weigh twenty-five pounds.

The food of the eel is mostly frogs, 
but when hibernating on the bed of a 
pond it sometimes drags down ducklings 
floating on the surface to devour them.

Most people, say eels have no scales 
compared with other fish, but they are 
wrong, for the scales are buried beneath 
their slimy skin. The handicap of scales 
to eels would be great, for they would 
hamper them when wriggling their way 
through reed beds and mud.

The eel has formed a table delicacy 
from the time of the Greeks. Then the 
Eomans made it a divinity, speaking of 
it as “ those natives of the stream, holy 
eels. ’ ’

Before the Great War the young 
“ elvers”  were caught by the million as 
they entered English rivers, then packed 
and shipped to Germany.

The popularity of the eel is shown by 
the fact tha t many places are named 
after i t ;  for instance, the city of Ely and 
Elmore on the Severn River.

‘ ‘ Piscis, ’ ’ 2A.

THE OLD MILL
I t  was a close, dark evening towards 

the beginning of November, 1792, and 
several peasants sat talking together in 
a  cottage some distance out of the little 
village of Vigny. Like most of the small 
dwellings in the district, it  had no win
dows, and the light was only admitted 
through the door. Men and animals 
shared this large room, and five little 
children played happily on the steps.

The four people in the cabin were

Desmoulins, the owner, his stout little 
wife, Mai’celle, old Jeanne, his mother, 
and the tax-collector of Vigny, who was 
the local doctor as well. On the table in 
the middle of the room a large tureen of 
cabbage soup was steaming. Beside it, 
spread on the table itself, was a thick 
porridge made of black bread and b u tte r
milk. A jug  of water, some earthenware 
porridge bowls and pewter spoons were 
laid in readiness for the meal.



‘ ‘ Are you waiting for anyone else, 
Mère M arcelle?”  asked the tax-collector, 
casting a hungry glance a t the table.

“ No, monsieur; our number is com
plete and we shall have supper as soon 
as my husband has finished cleaning his 
gun. ’ ’

‘ ‘ In  times like these we may expect to 
be called on any moment to serve our 
country, so I  always keep my gun 
loaded, ’ ’ answered her husband quietly, 
‘ ‘ but it is finished now and we may have 
supper whenever you are ready, wife. ’ ’ 

W ithout fu rther delay the good woman 
called ill her children, and four boys and 
one girl obeyed her summons. The whole 
party  sat down to table and began eating 
with the healthy appetites of hard-work
ing people living much in the open air, 
but the little girl, who was about twelve 
years old, seemed to be only nibbling at 
lier food. The grandm other noticed this 
and asked, “ Are you ill, M arie?”

“ No,Grandm other,’ ’the child answered 
briefly.

‘‘ Then why don’t you e a t? ”
‘ ‘I ’m not hungry, Grandm other,”  was 

the shy reply.
‘ ‘ You ’re a sneak, Marie ! ’ ’ cried Paul, 

her youngest brother.
‘ ‘Why do you call your sister a  sneak, 

P au l?”  asked his father in surprise.
‘ ‘ Because she pretends not to be 

hungry a t table and then goes to eat her 
supper by herself in the old mill over 
yonder in the château grounds,”  Paul 
answered promptly. ‘ ‘ I  saw her do it in 
the moonlight last night. ’ ’

Marie, who was generally very pale, 
flushed crimson and repeated stupidly,
‘ ‘ You saw me ? ”

‘ ‘Yes, I  saw you. You said, ‘ I ’m not 
hungry, ’ and as soon as Mother had 
turned her back you took up your por
ridge bowl and ran  away as fas t as your 
legs could carry you. I  wanted to follow 
you, but when I  saw you were going to 
the old mill where spirits are said to 
walk at night I  was too frightened. I  
waited for you half-way, and you soon 
came back with your bowl empty. There, 
now, isn ’t tha t true, Marie ? ’ ’

Marie had lifted her head slowly as 
her brother told his story and answered 
readily, ‘ ‘ Well, what harm is there in 
eating my supper near the m ill?”

‘ ‘ The old m ill?”  said the tax-collector, 
who seemed deeply interested hi P a u l’s 
tale. ‘ ‘ I  have been a  month in the yil- 
lage, but I  never heard of it  before. ’ ’ 

Desmoulins laughed and answered in
stantly, ‘ ‘I t  is situated by a  creek—an 
eerie, creeper-covered, broken-down miU. 
Spirits appear there, some say—I  don’t 
know exactly what. Marie could tell you 
if she wished, but the dear child has prob
ably vowed to keep silence. See how pale 
she is ! ”

‘ ‘Please explain yourself more clearly, 
my good fellow, ’ ’ asked the tax-collector,

looking from Desmoulins to his daughter 
and beginning to scent a mystery.

‘ ‘ Yes, Pierre, tell us exactly what you 
m ean,”  pleaded Marcelle m th  fear in  her 
eyes. ‘ ‘ Is it Marie you are afraid  of ? 
Why did you not tell me of this before? 
I put her pallor down to want of appe
tite. ’ ’

‘ ‘ Really, Mother, I have never seen a 
ghost in my life, ’ ’ Marie said quietly, 
though she smiled strangely.

‘ ‘ Don’t tell stories, Marie, ’ ’ put in 
Paul severely. ‘ ‘ One evening, a t the end 
of last winter, there was a very thick 
fog and I couldn’t even see the tip  of 
my nose. Mother sent me to find you. As 
I came near the mill I  heard your voice 
quite plainly, and someone answered you 
in a  queer, stifled tone. Then a  shadow 
seemed to pass in front of me and I  was 
terrified. I screamed, and you came run
ning up to ask what had frightened me.
1 told you what I had seen, and you 
answered in a shaky, strange voice, 
‘ D on’t  talk  about what you saw or heard 
to anyone, P au l; I  was only speaking to 
a ghost.’ I s n ’t this true, M arie?”

‘ ‘Yos, but I  was only making fun of 
you, ’ ’ said his sister.

.lust then the watch dog began to bark 
loudly and put a  stop to further discus
sion. The little party  grew alarmed, for 
every sound might spell danger in those 
troubled times. The fa ther went to find 
out the cause of the disturbance and saw 
several men in uniform coming up to the 
door. Having posted a sentinel outside, 
the officer in command explained the rea
son of the visit.

‘ ‘Citizen, we have grounds for believ
ing tha t the former owner of the castle is 
hidden in these parts. We have searched 
all the dwellings except this cottage, so 
you will please allow us to do our duty 
here, good people. ’ ’

‘ ‘ Certainly, citizen, ’ ’ answered the 
peasant respectfully.

Ill the confusion caused by the sol
d ie rs’ entrance Marie got up, took her 
porridge in her hand and went to the 
door.

‘ ‘ Where are you going, my little 
m aid?”  asked the sentinel when he saw 
the child trying to pass.

‘‘C an’t you see? I  want to eat my 
supper out-of-doors,”  replied Marie in 
surprise.

‘‘No one is to leave the cabin now,”  
said the sentinel as he barred the pas
sage, so poor Marie had to stay  indoors.

As soon as it  was light next morning, 
little Marie got up before anyone was 
stirring and, taking her untasted supper 
with her, peeped cautiously out of the 
door. Seeing the sentinel was no longer 
a t his post, the child closed the door very 
gently and ran quickly across the field to 
the over-grown path  which led to the old 
mill. When she reached it  she stopped, 
looked around anxiously, and entered.



Then she opened a  cupboard door—-and 
there a flight of steps led down into a 
grotto. Marie slipped very quietly into 
the aperture and elambered down. In  a 
few seconds she stood in the cavern and 
a young lady hurried forrvard eagerly to 
meet her, saying, ‘ ‘ I  was afraid  you were 
never coming. ’ ’ I t  was the Marquise. 
Her beautiful face showed wan in the un
certain light which flickered in tha t 
gloomy cave. The young Marquis, her 
husband, had been slain, and she owed 
her life to this loyal peasant child, to 
whom she had always been kind and 
friendly on account of M arie’s strange 
likeness to the unfortunate aristocra t’s 
daughter, who had died while still a  tiny 
child.

Marie replied, “ I  couldn’t come last 
night, Madame,, because the Cockades 
were searching our cabin and the sentry 
would not let me pass. I  am very sorry 
tha t the soup is cold. ’ ’

‘ ‘ But tell me, dear child, ’ ’ asked the 
fugitive, when she had partaken of a 
little of the soup, “ how you first learned 
the secret of this grotto. ’ ’

‘ ‘ Quite by chance, Madame, ’ ’ answered 
Marie. ‘ ‘ Two months ago I  was playing 
in the room overliead when, to my sur
prise, I  saw the cupboard door open. 
Then I  saw our old curé, whom we all 
believed dead, walk out. When he noticed 
me he cried in horror, ‘ I t  is all up with 
me now! ’ Then he told me that he was hid
ing there, because he would be killed if  the 
Cockades found him, for he had spoken 
against the attack on the Tuileries.

He ended by saying, ‘B ut it  is folly 
to think th a t a child of your age could 
keep such a  secret. ’ I  said, ‘ I  am going 
to show you tha t I  can keep a secret. 
Monsieur le Curé. ’ And I  kept my word. 
He stayed hidden here for three weeks, 
and I  grew as thin as a  whipping-post. ’ '  

“ Because you found it  such hard work 
to keep the secret,’’ said the aristocrat, 
smiling.

“ No, because I brought him my supper 
every evening, ’ ’ Marie replied simply.

The gentle lady fixed her eyes on the 
child’s face and saw in her pallor the 
generosity of a brave nature. Then she 
spoke to little Marie as gravely as she 
might have done to the g ir l ’s mother.

“ Marie, I  must stay another twenty- 
four hours hidden here, bu t to-morrow I 
shall be free to leave. E ight days later 
I  shall be fa r  away from here. I f  you 
come to the grotto then you will find gold 
enough to buy out your little  farm , in a 
bag under the large stone over there. You 
will take the money to your father and 
tell him liow you came by it. But you 
must w'ait for a  week a fter I ’ve left—you 
quite understand—a full week.’ ’

“ Yes, Madame, I  will do exactly as; 
you wash, and I  must say good-bye now. 
My mother will miss me and may send 
someone to look for m e.”  •

The Marquise kissed the child fondly 
and watched her with loving eyes as she 
went away.

The soldiers searched and searched,, 
but never did they find the aristocrat.

Beryl Kent, 5A.

MY FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF THE AERODROME AT MASCOT
I  was wildly excited when I arrived at 

Mascot Aerodrome to have my first trip 
in an aeroplane. There were aeroplanes 
everywhere. ’Planes of all descriptions 
took off and landed wdth much bumping 
over tlie uneven ground. I  ghsped as one 
came to a  stop only a few feet away, and 
the next moment found myself in the 
arms of an obliging gentleman, whither 
the wind from the aeroplane’s propeller 
had blown me.

I  decided to look around the aerodrome 
before taking my flight, and wandered 
through sheds filled with odd pieces of 
aeroplanes, and learned much about their 
construction. The body of the machine is 
made of metal, but the wings and ta il are 
made of very fine linen shrunk to the 
last possible degree and then varnished 
and painted. The older style of aero
planes have engines tha t ro tate with the 
propeller, but in the newer ones the en
gines are stationary. The p ilo t’s seat is 
at the back in most ’planes, and those 
tha t have a red flag a t their tails notify 
all others tha t they are being handled by

a p u p il an d  m u st hav e  a f re e  p assag e .
When I  I'eturned to my friends a t the 

.\mbulanee Station I  had afternoon tea, 
and met Mr. Bridgland, of the Aero Club. 
I  could scarcely keep still while he ad
justed my cap and goggles, and a t last 
I  scrambled awkwardly into the seat. 
The aeroplane ran bumping over the 
grass, while I  held my breath, wondering 
when we would glide upward into the air. 
Even when we did, I  did not know it and 
received quite a  shock when I  looked over 
the side and saw the ground receding 
rapidly.

Then we were soaring away over 
Botany Bay, the sky-blue w ater glinting 
in the sunlight. During the first few 
minutes I was bobbing from one side to  
the other gazing down upon the scene 
below me. I  thrilled as I  thought how 
fa r I  was from the ground, and looked 
out a t the instrum ent on the rving to see 
how fas t we were travelling. E ighty 
miles an hou r! In  my excitement I  
d idn ’t give a thought to the possible 
danger of crashing, of which one is so



a p t to think on one’s first flight aloft.
Gradually I  settled down and became 

used to the roar and vibration of the 
engine. I t  was very much like driving in 
a motor car. There was no great whirl or 
rush of wind such as one feels when in 
a  train; F inally I  reached the ground 
again and began a  fu rther inspection of 
the ’drome.

I  peeped a t the huge aeroplanes s ta 
tioned in the shed of the New England 
Airways th a t take passengers to B ris
bane. A ta ll pole attached to a  small 
building attracted  my attention, and, on 
inspecting it, I  saw a  fountain pen re
cording the force and variations of the 
wind every minute of the day from ten 
o ’clock one morning to ten o ’clock the 
next, so th a t the tru th  of a p ilo t’s sta te
ment concerning a  crash or accident may

be verified. This, I  learned, was called 
an Anemo Biograph.

I  was then introduced to Kingsford 
Sm ith’s brother, and he asked Mr. Len- 
nail. Sir Charles’ engineer, to allow me 
to inspect the ‘ ‘ Miss Southern Cross, ’ ’ 
or, as it is more frequently called, the 
Percival Gull, in which he made his last 
record flight from England to Australia. 
1 was thrilled, and w’hen the Gull came 
gliding back to earth I  climbed into the 
p ilo t’s seat and Mr. Lennan explained all 
the instrum ents to me and showed how 
the ailerons on the wings could be moved 
by means of the joystick and rudder.

When I  le ft the aerodrome th a t day I 
had determined to fly my own aeroplane, 
and I  still have th a t ambition.

Dorothy Woodrow, 3A.

ROSES

Roses of every fragrance and hue. 
Grew in a  garden bed;

Roses of love, they were for you— 
Pink, and w hite, and red.

Boses dancing in  the breeze.
H appy and free  of care;

Boses w hispering to the trees 
In  the frag ran t summer air..

Roses drooping in the sun.
Dying fo r w an t of ra in ;

Roses dropping one by one—
N ever to bloom again.

Roses of every fragrance and hue. 
Grew in a garden bed;

Roses of love, they were for you— 
B ut now they all are dead.

“E lizabeth ,” 2B.

GAUDE

0  come, my friend, and linger here awhile.
W here melody and perfum e fill the air.

W here we may drink in joy, and laugh, and smile. 
W here happiness and love are everywhere.

1 know th a t you are grieved a t  heart, and sad,
B ut leave behind the cares of yesterday.

Bring with you all the joys you ever had 
And le t them  live, each one, another day.

For life  is lonesome for one sad a t heart.
And sad one is, to leave all one holds dear.

But F a te  decrees th a t a ll true friends should p a rt—■ 
And y e t there still are love and friendship here.

Come, friend  of mine, laugh all your cares away.
Give L ife its  reins—we have not long to stay!

M ary S tew art, 5B.



STARS
A wind sprang up one sunny day,
And a mischievous w ind was he;
And the creamy, sta rred  clem atis vine 
Was the first th ing  he could see.

W ith a gentle puff, and a bigger puff,
He blew, till he blew a gale,
And up to the b righ t blue summer sky 
He blew all the blossoms frail.

Stripped of her creamy, velvet gown,
The vine fe lt cold and bare;
And now the thoughtless wind was shamed 
To have spoilt such beauty  rare.

But when the silver moon at last 
Robbed the sun of his throne on high.
The clem atis fiow’rs w ith a lustre bright, 
Glowed in the velvet sky.

Muriel Finch, 3A.

IN MEMORY OF A LITTLE STREET
Does she live here, oh, little  street?
I do not wish it, yet I  do entreat.
Tell me if this is where she stays.
T hat I  may dream of it  in coming days.

This is the street? Oh, really this 
Is not the place th a t I  would wish 
For her, to live and sleep and wake.
Oh, surely there is some m istake.

Yet if  it  is, then I  do think
T hat her dear presence here must surely link
This little  street with heaven above;
This little  street, which God must love.

M. Bulk, 2B.

THE MEADOW
She is s ittin g  alone in the meadow, 
W atching the poppies play.
W atching the wild, w hite daisies. 
Smile to the sweet spring day.

And her eyes are filled w ith gladness. 
And a beauty  rich and rare.
But her heart has a tinge of sadness. 
W hat happiness is there?

For her life has been one of sadness. 
Sorrow and trouble and pain.
And here is joy in con trast;
In  the meadow off the lane.

For here in God’s own garden. 
W here buttercups nod aloof,
All is joy and happiness.
Under God’s azure roof.

“Secrets.” 2E.



CYCLING
Over hill and over dale,

P ast the farm ers as they sow;
Away tow ards a green-clad vale,

Cycling we will go!

Ride, ride, pedalling lightly.
Paster, fas te r goes the wheel;

Ever joyous, ever sprightly  
Cycling makes you feel!

Riding quickly, deft hand guiding,
H alting  now and then for rest;

There’s many a w ay of riding,
B ut cycling is the best!

M argaret Turnley, lA .

THE WANDERERS
Now come, my Sorrow, we shall w alk together 
Down evening roads, and hear the w ild sea-song;
H ear the hills w hisper through the night, “Be tranqu il!”
H ear the winds murmur over us, “Be strong!”

Now come, my Sorrow, in the after-tw iligh t 
We shall find friends. B eauty and quiet sleep 
Will go beside us. In  the peopled silence 
We shall forget to weep.

Joan Fraser, 5A.

THE FAIRY
T saw a little  fa iry .

Dressed up in gold and blue. 
W ith hair so light and airy.

And dain ty  satin  shoe.

H er wings were made of gossamer. 
She had a magic wand.

She waved i t  o’er a cosmos.
As she sang a little  song.

THE SPOT I LOVE
The dim and m isty mountains. 
W ith the kookaburra’s call.
The graceful, sw aying gumtrees. 
And the rippling w aterfall.
The p re tty  little  cottages.
The clear blue sky above.
And w inding stony roadw ay— 
This is the spot I  love.

Gwen Smith, lA .

Gwen Smith, lA .

SUMMER-TIME
Sing a song of summer-time. 
W ith buttercups of gold,
Roses and forget-me-nots 
And dandelions bold.

D ahlias in the garden plot. 
Yellow, red and white,
Daisies and chrysanthem ums. 
Blooming gay and bright.

B lackberries are peeping out 
Prom bushes down the road. 
Oh sing a song of happiness. 
For summer’s here again.

Joyce Rogers, IE .



TRAVELLERS
(W ith apologies to Masefield)

Chariot so gay of ancient Italy,^
D riving home a t dawn to beau tifu l Rome,

W ith a noble P rince and Princess 
W ith robes of scarlet,

And crowns of diamond and gold.

A ncient E lizabethan coach of M errie England,
Driving through tlie narrow streets to the palace so grand.

W ith H er M ajesty the Queen 
And W illiam Shakespeare, the poet,

And Francis Drake so game.

The modern motor-ear from A ustralia,
Dashing through the busy stree ts of Sydney,

W ith a car load of tourists 
To view our Sydney H arbour Bridge 

Of world-wide fame.
Joyce Rogers, IE.

"THE TEACHER”
(W ith apologies to A lfred Noyes’ “ H ighw aym an” )

The class wms shrieking and yelling, and breaking each single rule.
The floor rvas litte red  w ith papers, and of ink there was many a pool. 
The board it was chalked all over, and its  black could be seen no more; 
And the teacher, she came creeping, creeping, creeping,
The teacher she came creeping up to the classroom door.

She had rubber tacked on her shoe-heels, and Kromhyd upon her feet,
A bundle of papers on one arm, and a ruler tucked under neat.
As she visioned her victim s’ sorrow, a smile of trium ph she bore,
And the teacher, she came creèping, creeping, creeping.
The teacher she came creeping up to the classroom door.

She banged on the door wflth the ruler, and then she flung it  wide,
There W'ore thirty-five of them in there, and most of them nearly died. 
She cried in a voice of thunder, “Silence!” and silence soon did reign, 
And the teacher s ta rted  scolding, scolding, scolding,
The teacher sta rted  scolding, w ith all her m ight and main.

And she d id n ’t finish till tea-time, and all tha t w-ere left alive,
All th a t were le ft of her victim s, were a poor little  w retched five.
And she gave them lines for detention, and she gave them  out w ith a w'ill. 
And the victims they are writing, writing, WTiting,
The victim s they are wu-iting those long, long impôts, still.

Joyce Thompson.

CATS
There are grey, brown, black cats.
Yellow cats and w hite;
There are ca ts  th a t w alk a t daylight.
And cats th a t w alk a t n igh t;
There are cats th a t seem to sleep all day. 
And eats th a t like to fight.
W ith eyes of green, or silver.
Or yellow gleam ing bright.

There are cats th a t sit before the fire,
And purr and rub and sleep;
And cats th a t w alk a t grey-blue dusk— 
They are so sly and deep.
Then k itten-cats most curious 
That round the corners peep.
And there are straying, th in  cats 
T hat in the moonlight weep.



There are w ild cats and tam e eats, 
O, eats are never rare!
In  any place to which you go 
You’re sure to find them  there. 
Their eyes in darkness gleaming, 
W ith a strange and c ra fty  stare, 
W ith the ir long ta ils w aving—
Cats are everywhere.

“ K atère ,”  2A.

TOP O’ THE TREE
There’s a motto th a t’s good for each lassie and lad 

Who would wish for a place in  the sun,
And those who don’t heed i t  w ill wish th a t they  had 

Long before their life’s journey is done.
I t  is th is: when you’re s ta rtin g  on w ork or on play. 

Ju s t resolve your position shall be,
W hatsoever the obstacles set in your way,

N ot below, bu t a t  Top o’ the Tree!

I t ’s a jolly  hard  task , as you’ll all of you find,
To keep pace w ith the others th a t run!

And you soon will perceive you are falling  behind 
I f  you slacken, before you have won.

You must brace yourselves up as you make for the goal 
And, never fa ltering , shake yourselves free; ,

For you never, if  laziness gets the control.
W ill arrive a t the Top o’ the Tree!

So all lassies and lads who decidedly feel 
T hat they ’d like a nice place in the sun.

Should be pu tting  the ir shoulders righ t well to the wheel 
And make sure it is kep t on the run.

Oh, for sure! A back seat is a  poor sort of post 
From the which life ’s surroundings to see.

And i t ’s up to your own commonsense to know most 
Of good f ru it’s a t the Top o’ the Tree.

Beryl K ent, 5A.

IN SUMMER
The country-side is pink and white. 

W ith roses everywhere.
And every field is gay and b righ t 

W ith daisies sweet and fair.

The fairies dance the whole n ight through 
Beneath the roses gay.

And every daisy dances, too.
U ntil the dawn of day.

Joyce Eogers, IE .

THE SEA
I  love the sea, w ith its  changing charms.
I ts  ocean body, its  harbour arms.
Its  A rctic head, A ntarctic  feet.
I ts  g ian t strength , its  form complete.
The m other of life, for the dead, a grave.
The terror of cowards, the friend of the brave.

Joyce Carling, IB.



THE WIND’S GIFT
The winged nymph of autum n skies 

Is on the hill,
Dancing, when all the world is sleeping 

And darkly still.

She is a Reaper of Happiness,
Beauteous things,

The magic of night and the witchery 
Of fa iry  rings.

She pauses, amid the taw ny fire 
Of leaves th a t fall.

Shaking the paleness of misty rain  
From grasses tall.

She plucks the dewdrops from the flowers.
So wondrous bright.

And steals the song of rippling streams.
T hat fills the night.

And when the golden dawn flames forth 
And darkness lifts.

She’ll bring  them  w ith my love to you—
As B irthday  gifts.

“Patuffska,” 3A.

"TRUTH IS AT THE BOTTOM OF A WELL”

?

A man who could find no happiness in 
power nor in wealth, who was, in fact, 
so miserable tha t he was willing to learn 
to be happy, set out to find what happi
ness really \vas. H ad he not heard tha t 
“ T ruth is at the bottom of a well’ ’? He 
would try  to And th a t well, and, with only 
this vague and shadowy guide, he wan
dered aimlessly, he knew not how fa r nor 
fo r how long. He saw in the distance a 
child, a beautiful child, who sa t on a 
stone reading. As he came quite close 
to her lie saw th a t her beauty was not 
mere perfection of features—it lay in 
the expression of her face—it made her 
eyes shine and her lips smile. ‘ ‘ Surely, ’ ’ 
he thought, ‘ ‘ she is happy. ’ ’ So he 
asked her to tell him what happiness was.
‘ ‘ Happiness, ’ ’ she said, ‘ ‘ lies in reading 
books; in dreaming of fairies; in loving 
our pets; in playing with our friends, 
our brothers, and our sisters; in gather
ing flowers; in listening to the b irds; in 
singing. ’ ’ This he only half-believed, and 
he asked, “ Did you find this answer at 
the bottom of a w ell?’ ’ “ N o,’ ’ was all 
she answered.

Dissatisfied, he went on his way. He 
came upon a young man who sat gazing 
into a stream and who idly plucked grass 
and threw it  away. He was unaware of 
the presence of the wanderer, who looked 
down at his reflection and wondered at 
what he saw. Mirrored in the crystal 
water was a face with restless, bu t glow
ing. eyes—a face tha t had an expression

at once tortured and happy. The youth 
bv tlie stream saw the w anderer’s reflec
tion, looked up and smiled, and the wan
derer knew tha t he was happy. He 
asked again what happiness was, and 
came the answer, “ Happiness is being 
in the presence of the one we love; in 
cherishing the memories of past moments 
spent with h e r ; in anticipating those 
that we shall still have together; in 
doting on her perfection; in seeing her 
in every flower, hearing her in every 
song. ”

Again dissatisfied and only half-believ
ing what he had heard, the wanderer 
asked, ‘ ‘ Did you find this answer a t the 
bottom of a w ell?’ ’ Again came the 
answer, “ N o.’’ So he went on his way.

A little cottage with a lawn in front 
at last came into view. He approached 
and stood at the gate watching. A 
woman was very slowly moving back
wards, her body slightly bent and her 
arms held out to a baby, inviting i t  to 
follow. She picked it up when it fell, 
kissed away its tears, and once more held 
out her arms—she was teaching it to 
walk. So intent was she on her child that 
she did not notice the intruder until he 
was quite close to her and as she looked 
up he caught the expression of radiant 
happiness th a t can be found nowhere but 
in a  m other’s eyes. To his question, 
‘ ‘ Will you tell me what happiness is ? ”  
she replied, “ Happiness is in loving our 
children, in protecting them, in making



tlieir life easy, picking them up, should 
they fall, in teaching them and watching 
them learn. ’ ’ The wanderer again asked,
‘ ‘ Did j^ou find this answer at the bottom 
of a w ell?”  and she replied, ‘ ‘Oh, no .”

He was again dissatisfied and still 
went on. He met an artist, a poet, a 
naturalist. All three told him th a t happi
ness lay in loving the trees, the flowers, 
the birds, and in seeing good in every
one and everything. All three told him 
too tha t they had not found this a t the 
bottom of a well; so, still disbelieving, 
he went on.

The next person whom he met was a 
priest. To the old, old question, the 
priest replied: ‘ ‘ Happiness is in heaven, 
and to be in heaven is to think good 
thoughts, to see good in everything, to 
love God. ’ ’ Once more the wanderer dis
believed and went on. ------------

At last he came to the philosopher who 
struck him as being very white. H is hair 
was white, his long beard was white, his 
skin was white, even the robes he wore 
wore white. His eyes were not dim, but 
were softened by something within him— 
was it happiness or was i t  knowledge? 
The wanderer asked the philosopher to 
tell him what true happiness was, and he 
replied, ‘ ‘ Happiness is love—of God—of 
nature—of life and what life offers. ’ ’ At 
last he had found his answer! The beauti
ful child, the lover, the mother, the poet, 
the a rtis t and the priest had all told h im ; 
he had not understood. Never again 
would he seek tru th  and happiness in a 
well, for he knew th a t the well whore 
is found everything true and beautiful 
is life.

Maria Boldini, 4A.

ELFIN LAUGHTER.
Listen! In the grey-blue tw ilight, as 

the first beams of the moon like silver 
shafts are piercing the gloaming, can 
you not hear the light, mocking laugh
te r sounding through the rose-scented 
air? I t  steals upon one’s senses like 
some echo of a time when the world 
was young. I t  brings to the mind a 
thought of some sylph-like maiden, 
some soft-footed dryad playing w ith 
w ater-sprites in the far-off days of 
dream. -------------

Elfin laughter! Low and soft it  plays 
among the trees. There, don’t  you see 
a laughing, pixie face peeping through 
the branches of the old fir over there? 
A peaked brown face, m erry smile and 
laughing, golden eyes reflecting the 
early stars of the dusk?

H ark! The sound is there again. Ah, 
what was th a t! A whir of wings, and 
something brushes by.

Why, it  was the laughter of an owl!
------------ “Bijou,” 2A.

AUSTRALIA FELIX
Let us give imagination supreme reign 

over our thoughts for a few minutes.
1 would like to sit and ponder for a  

while as to the way in which I  would best 
like to spend the coming Christmas holi
days. I f  I  were asked for my choice of 
a  perfect holiday I  would a t once answer 
in favour of a camping tour in a com
fortable car fitted out with a camping 
body and trailer conveying the necessary 
equipment.

As to direction I would not care very 
much, but I  think the way th a t I  would 
prefer would be along the South Coast, 
with its many beauties and health-giving 
clim ate; and then over the Dividing 
Range, and into the Federal Territory, 
for I  would like to visit Canberra on our 
tr ip ; along the Murrumbidgee to the 
orange district of Yaneo; then further 
out into the country where no one seems 
to care what you do, when you come, or 
where you g o ; where the air is heavy with 
bushland scents, and the townships scat
tered and small.

We would go on and on not caring for 
time—no set time for meals, no home 
duties, no cares, ju s t touring along a t an 
easy pace— camping when night overtakes 
us—stopping now and then fo r a  rest and 
a  cup of tea—good ‘ ‘ bUly ’ ’ tea that 
refreshens tired limbs and tastes of the 
bush itself.

Then northward to Orange, tha t 
‘ ‘Flower City of the W est,”  where, at 
this time the cherries would be ripe, 
transform ing the country into a crimson 
mass where the trees stretch in cultivated

Down through B athurst we would go, 
where the lazy old Macquarie wends its 
way in a  slow, not-oaring fashion over 
the plains into the fa r  horizon.

Again across the Range with its fine 
scenery and invigorating air, which would 
invite us to stop and camp fo r a few 
days and enjoy the cool shade of the 
valleys after the broiling sun of the 
plains.

While staying here I  would like to 
visit the far-fam ed Jenolan Caves and the 
wonderful Jamieson Valley. Ic would be 
delightful ju s t to wander down past the 
Cascades and Weeping Rock, over the 
great Wentworth Falls, and around the 
National Pass with all its shady fern 
groves and its ‘ ‘ look-outs ’ ’ perched peri
lously on overhanging rooks, from  which 
the massive trees a t the bottom of the 
valley appear as mere shrubs.

To come home a t n ightfall to the ear 
and drink tha t ‘ ‘ billy ’ ’ tea  before a 
crackling fire; all this makes one sure 
that camp life is ideal for a holiday.

1

Beryl Smith, 2B.



THE TEACHING STAFF IN 1871
Mr. B. C. Hiirkness, M.A., Cliief In- for his g ift and for his tlioiightfulnoss.

sjieetor of Schools, rocently gave to the I t is the photograph of the Staff of
School a ])hotograph of great historic I'o rt Street School in 1871. 
interest, and we are very grateful to him

Bade row: J. MacCormack, John Dart, F. Brid.qes, T. Dwyer, James Conway. 
Second row: Miss Annie L. Finigan, Miss Harriet Woodford, Miss Kate McDonough.

Miss Bessie MaeSweeney, Mrs. McTaggart, Miss Margaret Wright (Mrs. Small). 
Front row: Miss Barbara Foster, Miss Mary Pyne (Mrs. Smith) ,  Mrs. M. AUingham, 

Miss Annie B. Brand (Mrs. Dudley), Miss Mary Smith (Mrs. Adrian.)

Mrs. AUingham was Head Mistress of 
the School when Miss Partridge, a pupil 
of hers, passed the Entrance Examination 
for Pupil Teachers, 1870, and was suc
ceeded as Head Mistress in 1895 by her 
former pupil.

In  1883 Miss Partridge had been

appointed First Assistant in the In fa n ts ’ 
School under Miss MeDonagh, who is also 
mentioned in Mrs. T erry ’s Reminiscences 
of the School in this issue.

Mr. Bridges later rose to the position 
of Under-Seeretarv for Education.

THE COMBINED HIGH SCHOOLS’ SWIMMING CARNIVAL
On Friday, March Kith, Port Street 

School echoed to the merry chatter and 
laughter of the girls, who seemed to he 
especially happy on this day of days.
' ‘ Carnival ’ ’ was written large on every 
face and manifested itself in the yards 
and yards of ribbon wiih which the girls 
were decked.

A fter a hurried lunch the girls swung 
out of the gates with streaming colours 
and smiling faces, preceded by a burly 
policeman, who escorted them through the 
city and made sure that they did not 
“ J a y ”  walk.

All the competitors gave a creditable

performance, especially Marion Cockburn, 
who swam splendidly in the Champion
ship of Schools, and also came second in 
the 17 Years Championship.

We wore thrilled to  know th a t we had 
won the Senior Point Score Shield with 
47 points, leading by 7 points. We were 
excited about the Junior Point Score, in 
which we came second with 26 points, 
although we would have liked to come 
first in th a t too.

The results obtained by Fort Street 
were:—Championship of High Schools: 
M. Cockburn, 2. Relay Race: Fort Street, 
2. Breast Stroke Championshi]): N. L ight,



3. Diviug Championship; N. Light, 3 
Jun io r Relay Race: F o rt Street, 2. Junior 
Backstroke Championship: L. Drake, 2 
12 Years Championship: B. Moffat, 2 
14 Years Championship; B, Barnett, 1

17 Years Championship; M. Cockburn, 2. 
Six-Oar Race: F ort Street, 3. .lunior 
Championship: J . Barlow, 3. Junior 
Breast Stroke Championship: J . Walsh, 3. 
13 Years Championship; .1. Barlow, 2.

B. H arris, 4A.

FLOSS
Floss was dead.
They had ju s t told her.
She remembered the sympathetic look 

on the doctor’s face, the pitying glances 
of those around her, for they all knew 
how she had loved Floss. Floss had been 
her constant companion, her only play
mate, on the big sheep station, and she 
had grown to regard him more as a 
human being than a  dog, and had talked 
to him, and had gone for vfalks in the 
great, silent bush with him—and now he 
was dead.

She remembered the great bush fire, the 
scorching heat, the tall gum trees blaming 
and falling, the flight of the terrified 
animals, and her own horror as she found 
herself alone, separated from the rest of 
tjie family.

They had all been fighting desperately, 
liselessly, to keep back the fire, and she, 
running here and there, frantically  beat
ing out the flames, had gradually got 
further and further away from them. Oh! 
how her head ached! I f  only she could 
forget! But she could not forget, for 
there was Floss.

Floss had been there and when he

missed her, had gone to find her. He had 
found lier lying on the ground, stupefied 
by the heat and smoke, and a fter vainly 
licking her face, had raced back to fetch 
help. She liad not been very fa r  away, yet 
Floss never got back. A falling limb of 
a tree had crashed down upon him, 
pinning his fa ith fu l little body to the 
ground, and stopping his loving, loyal 
little heart for ever.« « * 4» «

They had missed her then, and come 
to look for her. They had found her— 
and also Floss. She was now gradually 
recovering, and life, so narrowly snatched 
away from death, was opening up again 
for her. But it was a life without— 
Floss.

She would never see Floss again, never 
feel his small, soft body squirming up 
against her, never go again with him for 
ivalks in the bush.

Tlie bush! She hated the bush! The 
bush had taken Floss from her.

She turned her face into the pillow and 
closed her eyes. Two, hot, scalding tears 
trickled down her cheeks.

Floss was dead.
‘ ‘ Flannel Flower, ’ ’ 3C.

NEWS OF THE GUIDES
Every Fort Street Guide worthy of the 

name returned to School this year with a 
firm resolution to work harder than ever 
to maintain her company’s reputation ; 
and so fa r the Guides have remained true 
to their resolutions and all are working 
hard for second-class or tenderfoot 
badges.

Miss Weston has consented to take us 
for a field day in the near future, much 
to our delight. At this eagerly-anti-ipated 
outing we hope th a t those who have not 
won their second-class badges at present 
will be able to receive them and that the 
recruits will be enrolled.

I t  is difficult to express adequately in 
words our appreciation of all Miss 
Weston has done for us, but we do thank 
her very sincerely for the time she has 
cheerfully given up in examining us and 
taking us for field days.

Since the holidays we have had a 
‘ ‘ Sweets Day ’ ’ in order to raise funds 
for our social work. This sale was suc
cessful and in the near future Guides will 
be seen diligently stitching at little 
w inter garm ents for the children of the

Chippendale Free K indergarten. The 
Guides were able to send to the children 
a t the beginning of last winter a large 
bundle of knitted garments, and later on 
a parcel of warm frocks.

Ju s t before the Christmas holidays a 
party vi.sited the K indergarten, and, lo 
and behold! a few of the children were 
still wearing their winter frocks. We 
were delighted ivith the charming decora
tions which were being made for the 
Christmas Party , and we left dozens of 
toys which had been made, for the most 
part, by the Guides. We came away 
glad tha t we were able to help the 
teachers in the splendid work which they 
are doing in teaching the children to be 
clean, healthy and helpful citizens.

At the end of last yerar we had a field 
day with Miss Weston at Northbridge. 
As it was but a few days after the 
‘ ‘ Inter. ’ ’ had ended, and as the company 
included a  number of Third Years, the 
outing was very much appreciated by 
those hard working members. On that 
field day manv second-class tests were 
passed, so that altogether a very enjoy
able and profitable day was spent.
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We congratulate Miss Then Drury, a 
former captain of our company, on her 
appointment to Broken Hill High School, 
and hope tha t she will enjoy her stay in 
tha t town in spite of its climate and the

distance from Sydney.
The Guides have not a captain at 

present, but under the leadership of Mary 
McLean they are forging steadily ahead.

Betty Logan, 4A.

1st FORT STREET CADET RANGERS
For two years we have been doing our 

best to keep the Fort Street Cadets to 
gether, for during th a t period we have 
been without a captain, and find it rather 
difficult to carry on. Miss Weston, how
ever, gives us considerable help, and I 
take this opportunity of publicly thank
ing her.

We are all looking forward to a 
‘ ‘ hike ’ ’ in the near future, and to the 
Annual Cadet Camp, held during K in g ’s

Birthday week-end.
At present there are only a few Cadets, 

and we feel sure this is due to the fact 
tha t girls do not know th a t they can 
become Cadet Rangers without the pre
liminary training as Guides. Anyone may 
become a Cadet providing she is over 16 
years of age and is prepared to take the 
Cadet promise, ‘ ‘ To tra in  for service in 
the Guide movement. ’ ’

Nancy Light.

THE FOLK IN THE DOLL CUPBOARD
Ding-ing-ing! The last chime of twelve 

0 ’clock, midnight, of the old nursery 
clock died away into the still night.

Suddenly a low whistle was heard. I t  
seemed to come from outside the cup
board. I t  was a signal for all the doll 
folk to come to life and gather around 
Mister Teddy Bear, who was the 
chairman.

‘ ‘ Ahem, ’ ’ he commenced, when all were 
seated, ‘ ‘ I  told Soldier Sam to whistle 
a meeting in order tha t we might dis
cuss the doings of Eliza .lane, our 
mistress, as she has been ill-treating us 
all lately. Well, who has the first 
com plaint?”

Ju s t as he announced this, a small, 
white form, which was lying on the bed, 
suddenly sat up. I t  was E liza .lane! 
‘ ‘ Goodness m e! ’ ’ she gasped, ‘ ‘ they are 
speaking about me. I  will listen. ’ ’

The over-painted rag-doll stood up. 
‘ ‘ She did not give me my breakfast or 
dinner to-day, and I am so hungry. I f  
it goes on much longer I  shall die of 
starvation, ’ ’ she wailed.

‘ ‘ And I , and I , ’ ’ chorused the hideous 
golliwog, the dimpled baby doll, and the 
trim  Dutch doll, all at once.

‘ ‘ Sh! ”  silenced the clockwork mouse. 
‘ ‘You will be heard .”

‘ ‘ Ahem, ’ ’ sighed the Teddy Bear.
‘ ‘ Dear, d ea r; well, if she does it once 
more we will fill her cheese-dish with 
soap, as I know she has cheese each day. 
Anv more com plaints?”

[‘ ‘Oh, have I been so bad as to neglect 
my poor children?”  wondered Eliza 
Jane. I

The baby doll stood up. ‘ ‘P lease,”  
she sciueaked in her babyish way, ‘ ‘ she, 
does make my frocks so uncomfortably, 
and she uses simh big stitches tha t 1 
feel asliamed to play with my friends,”  
she sobbed. ‘ ‘ There, there ,”  soothed the 
Mama doll.

‘‘ Ahem,”  grunted the Teddy Bear. 
‘ ‘ Well, if  she does tha t once more we 
will sew her school dress up so tha t she 
will be late for school.”

‘ ‘O h !”  cried Eliza Jane loudly. 
‘ ‘Forgive me, I  will always try  my best 
to make you haj>py. ’ ’ The dolls vanished.

“ O h !”  Eliza .lane was startled. 
‘ ‘ Was it a. dream ! ’ ’

Whether a dream or not, Eliza Jane, 
needless to say, was a perfect mother 
from then on.

Mavis Brown, IE .

THE SWAGMAN
While out walking one day I met a  

swagman. He smiled, and as he was so 
friendly. I  returned the smile, and in
quired his destination.

“ Oh, I  don’t  know. Anywhere will 
do—every place is .just the same to me 
when I ’ve got my dog. ’ ’ He whistled 
shrilly, and a thin, miserable dog 
answered his call by wagging his stumpy 
tail and barking loudly. Then, with his 
dog, and a cheery “  Good-’ay, ”  he 
continued on his way.

My thoughts tha t day were of this 
mysterious stranger, who cared not 
where he went, and only wished for his 
dog for company. Who was he? Why 
was he now a swagman? He was young, 
with a pleasant, sunburnt face and cheery 
smile. He carried an old black and b a t
tered billy-can, and under his swag I saw 
blankets and canvas. His clothes were 
old and torn, and were too large in places. 
His antiquated-looking hat was tilted  
over one eye, and his big, muddy boots

L



slipped over his feet, and were laced with 
string.

Was he unemployed? Why, th a t was 
hardly possible, for he was so young and 
strong and aetive. Perhaps he was a 
lover of nature, who preferred the beauti

ful bush to the bustle of the city. I  do 
not know who he was, or from where he 
came, but I  shall always remember him 
as the cheery, whistling, carefree  
Australian.

Phyllis Wightman, lA.

A SILKY OAK TREE
‘ ‘ The winter is past, the rain is over 

and gone, flowers appear on the earth. ’ ’
Slimmer has indeed come. On every 

hand the exquisite blossoms of multi
coloured flowers proclaim this to be so. 
But in a northern township people look 
to the Silky Oak tree, and when the 
golden blossom—fain t a t first, but gradu
ally gaining in richness and depth— 
appears, then tliey say, ‘ ‘ Summer is 
here. ’ ’

All these trees are beautiful, but there 
is one which, in full bloom, seems to be 
made of sunbeams which forget to depart 
when day is done. In itself it is a  noble 
tree, fully sixty feet in height, with well- 
formed, wide-spreading branches extend
ing some forty-five feet in width. Its  
perfect symmetry and graceful strength 
make it outstanding. I t  reveals the 
sturdiness of the Oak and the beauty of 
the Rhododendron.

At first only the tips of the silver 
green branches are tinted. A few days 
later the whole branch shows golden 
against the background of blue sky; till 
a t length the tree is clothed in a  garment 
of glowing gold. Then for a few days its 
exquisite beauty gladdens the eye of 
every beholder.

“ and the time of the singing of 
birds is come. ’ ’

The blossoming of this tree invites the 
coming of birds. Two leather-heads have 
Iniilt their nests there, and, year by year, 
they, or their descendants, return to their 
golden treasure. They banquet on the 
sweetness of the tree from morning til! 
night.

In the morning their shrill, excited 
note as they greedily feast, and angrily 
ward off possible invaders, is the first 
waking sound, while in the evening, a 
sudden rush of wings, and more excited 
bird notes, indicate that defence is still 
active.

There are some who say th a t God 
adopted fire as Ills  emblem, and this tree, 
a pillar of golden flame, seems in its regal 
beauty, to be an expression of the very 
Spirit of God.

“ I think tha t I  shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree.
A tree that looks at God all day
And spreads its leafy arms to pray. ’ ’
Such a tree is this Silky Oak in full 

flower.

Enid Simes Smith.

LOOKING OVER NEPEAN DAM
The Nepean Dam was commenced 

about two years ago in order to supply 
Sydney with additional water, but owing 
to lack of funds the scheme was 
abandoned and it  was not until the 
beginning of last year th a t it was 
realised what a waste of time and money 
it was to let the plant lie idle for such a 
long time, and so the work was re
commenced early in July.

Having obtained a special entrance 
permit from the Head Office of the Water 
and Sewerage Board, we set out on a 
Saturday with three hours ’ driving ahead 
of us.

Travelling along the Main Southern 
Road, we crossed the well-known Razor- 
back Mountain, passed through Picton, 
which is a t the foot of this mountain, 
and went on to Bargo, where we learned 
that if we turned off at a road five miles 
out of Bargo and journeyed three miles 
along it we would be sure to reach the 
dam.

We turned off a t the spot as directed, 
but as this road (so-called) was little

else than a bush track, very rough and 
stony, progress was extremely slow.

However, eventually we came upon an 
asphalt road, and looking up we saw a 
sign which read as follows:—

“ To Nepean Dam.
No entrance except with permit.

Under construction. ’ ’
We followed this road for about two 

mites and on either side we saw' little 
houses, laid out in streets, which had 
numbers instead of names.

The public buildings consist of 
head office, employers’ building, 
ployees’ building, library, literary 
reading circle room, and restaurant and 
café.

We passed through this town and along 
a  little  road which ended abruptly. We 
found ourselves confronted by a man who 
demanded to see our entrance permit, 
a fter which he proceeded to show us over 
the dam.

The first things we noticed were the 
big cables suspended across the gorge to 
support the flying-foxes, which carry the

the
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men to the spillway where the road is 
being built. The wall was then two hun
dred and eighty feet high, and w'as fa r 
from being completed. A suspension 
bridge is constructed across the gorge to 
take the men from one side of the gorge 
to the other.

The wall is yet but a quarter finished, 
and above it  there are quarries being 
hollowed, the stone from which is being 
used to mix with the cement to build 
the walls. As the flood-gates are not 
yet completed it is possible to hear the 
water running in cascades round the bend 
in the gorge, which has to be straightened 
out for the purpose of the dam.

The side of the gorge remote from 
Sydney is very steep and uneven. In 
order to climb up it, there are steps hol
lowed out in the rock. In some places 
where it is not possible to put steps there

are flying-foxes attached to the big 
cable above.

The electricity which supplies this 
plant is brought from Port Kembla, 
through the bush for thirty-eight miles, 
across the gorge, and extends two miles 
out of the town. Not only is this very 
convenient for the workmen now, but may 
easily be made so for the people in the 
towns not fa r from the present plant.

A fter we had explored as much as 
possible in a short time and had had 
afternoon tea, we seated ourselves in the 
ear and prepared for the long journey 
home. W ith some haste wc reached our 
destination in a little  over two hours.

As a result of our excursion we learnt 
much about the construction of a dam, 
and covered about one hundred and 
eighty miles in less than seven hours.

‘ ‘ Penguin, ’ ’ 3A.

BY-WAY
A mellow afternoon sun, whose rays 

reveal the golden dust particles slowdy 
rising, filters dowm betrveen the tall 
buildings, casting long shadows on a 
Sydney street. I  cross the busy thorough
fare where rattling  trams are bumping 
along and screaming motor cars con
stantly darting past, and enter a little 
sloping lane with an imposing building 
on either side; I  walk down its narrow 
little footpath. On a level with my feet 
are barred windows with electric lights 
shining behind them, and through these 
I see watchmakers crouched over their 
benches or oil-blackened mechanics tinker
ing with cars and giving no thought to 
the vast crowd which daily passes by 
staring inquisitively. A cool, fleeting 
breath comes up to meet me as I pass a 
door leading down to one of these work
shops. I t  is difficult to walk upon the 
pavement, for it is little more than a 
kerb, along which are parked wide, 
serviceable lorries and sm art automobiles.

The lane narrow's and diverges. Two 
streets branch off it, one leading through 
to another great thoroughfare and the 
other a mere little cul-de-sac. But the 
la tter holds more fascination for me than 
any other city street. I t  is cobbled, and 
one receives a frag ran t welcome on 
entering it, for the first low building is 
a coffee restaurant, whence issue delicious 
odours. The next building is a  sombre 
one. I t  has but one small shop window 
giving upon the street, and this has 
always a secretive, sinister appearance, 
for across it  browm curtains are drawn. 
A stout padlocked door, and an enormous 
roller shutter complete its frontage. On 
the curtains the electric light throws the 
distorted shapes of people moving within. 
A subterranean rumble can be heard from 
down behind the great shuttered door, 
and sometimes a b itter smell assails the

nostrils. The clue lies in the small name 
printed in gold upon the glass—the name 
of famous wine distillers. Further along 
the street is my destination, an old, old 
building, w'herein are many studios. 1 
enter it and go into the quaint, hand
worked little lift, which moves in a 
laboured fashion. As I slowd}' ascend a 
gust of music envelops me and is still 
again. 1 step out of the lift and W'alk 
along the weirdly echoing, badly illu
minated, stone passage. On either hand 
are doors all carefully locked, and above 
these are the names of those who occupy 
the studio behind them. I  have now' to 
wait for some time before I can gain 
admittance into a certain one of these 
studios, so I  seat myself upon an old 
chair. I am on a landing of the sta ircase; 
above and below' me are steps, which 1 
count to amuse myself. I t  is a wide land
ing for two passages lead on to it.

All is still, but soon the silence is 
broken. Somebody is ascending the stairs 
—stone, like the corridors. F a r away 
above me a woman’s voice commences to 
sing to the soft accompaniment of a 
piano. The music sounds strangely 
ethereal as it floats to me. The steps 
upon the stairs die away. But other 
sounds are heard to the deepest recesses 
of the building. Two or three people are 
farew'elling each other on the landing 
below; a tenor is singing; an organ play
ing softly and vaguely; and a  supple 
hand is trilling rapidly up and down a 
piano. And all this comes from behind 
those reserved, felt-covered doors, where 
professionals—famous and otherw'ise— 
give lessons in the gentle arts. My 
musings are cut short by the abrupt 
signal for me to enter one of these 
studios. When I  have finished, I  pass out, 
giving way to an incoming pupil. Along 
the corridor a stout and voluble old



German, instructor in French and German 
conversation, is telling a  pretty  student 
when she is to come again. From  the 
floor above comes the strident voice of 
a  dancing teacher giving the crisp com
mand, “ Heads b a c k !”  and, losing 
patience, “ For heaven’s sake stand up 
stra igh t I ’ ’ I  long to linger, assimilating 
the strange sounds, but the golden voice 
of a great city clock warns me th a t time 
is flying and turns my thoughts to the 
prosaic—trains, homework. I  decide to 
descend by the stairs, th a t I  may pro
long my visit to this mysterious self- 
contained haven. Donning my gloves in

the dingy little entrance hall, I  can hear 
a choir practising upon the highest floor, 
but once out of hearing of these elusive 
sounds the spell is broken.

A raucous motor-bicycle starts in the 
little street and drowns all sound. I  
hasten away, trying to recapture the 
magic of tha t intriguing half-hour in 
hallowed portals, but it  is lost. The 
homing business folk, the surly tram  con
ductors, the stentorian-voiced newsboys, 
are all entirely opposed to the haunting 
charm of tha t little street.

‘ The Gleam,”  4A.

THE FOURTEENTH ANNUAL REPORT OF THE FORT STREET 
HIGH SCHOOL OLD GIRLS’ UNION

The Committee of the F o rt Street High 
School Old Girls ’ Union has much 
pleasure in  presenting to its members the 
Fourteenth Annual Heport.

We very much regretted the enforced 
resignation, owing to ill-health, of the 
President, Miss Jean Jacobs. H er place 
was taken by Miss O'owie, who had held 
the chair for only one year, and so was 
eligible for the position. She was 
appointed by the Committee as it  has 
the right to fill any vacancies th a t may 
occur.

This year we have linked up with many 
Old Fortians who have long since left 
School, and our Secretaries now send 
notices to such places as Bodalla, 
Mullumbimby, Broken Hill, . North 
Queensland, and California.

Life Membership has been introduced, 
the fee being £2 2s. This entitles mem
bers to wear a  most attractive Old G irls’ 
badge. Of the £2 2s. subscribed £1 is 
placed in a  reserve fund. When this fund 
shall have reached £50 it  will be invested 
iUid the interest given as an annual prize 
to the School. Already there are six Life 
Members.

Our-functions this year were arranged 
to eater for the varied tastes of our mem
bers; hence their diversity:—a hike, an 
informal dance, a  bridge party , a  ‘ ‘ Back- 
to-School”  N ight, the Annual Ball and 
Dinner, and a  Christmas Party . These all 
proved highly enjoyable, and with the 
exception of the Bridge P arty  were well 
attended.

The proceeds of the 1933 and 1934 
Balls (£26 18s. 7d.) were handed over to 
the School for stage furnishings. We are 
g rateful to Miss Collins, whose ingenuity 
in stage-craft enabled this money to be 
put to such good use, tha t it  not only 
paid for the complete furnishing of the 
stage, but le ft a  considerable reserve to 
pay for a  section of the panelling in  the 
School Entrance Hall.

In  conjunction with the Welcome-in-to- 
F ifth  Years we held a Christmas Party  
for the children of Old Fortians. 
Despjte boisterous weather, fo rty  children

and eighty adults spent a  delightful 
afternoon at School. Toys were dis
tributed to the happy youngsters whom 
later we hope to have as members of the 
Union.

This has been made even more possible
by the graeiousness of the Minister for 
Education, Mr. Drummond, who has re
served twenty-five seats at P o rt Street 
for the children of Old Fortians who have 
the necessary scholastic attainm ents, but 
reside outside the prescribed area for 
admission to our High School.

A Christmas g if t of £3 3s. for-warded 
to the Rachel Forster Hospital was g ra te
fully acknowledged by the Hospital 
Secretary, who hopes for our continued 
support.

The three sub-clubs of our Union have 
submitted their annual reports.

The L iterary Circle held thirteen meet
ings at th e ” Women’s Club between 
March and October. A study was made 
of Czeck short stories and modern Czeck 
poetry ; American writers—Mary Borden, 
Cabell, Gather and Dreiser; and modern 
Spanish prose as illustrated by the works 
of Perez, de Ayrea, and Guzman and 
Bercovici. A play reading was given of 
Shirland Q uinn’s “ D ragon’s Teeth.”  
The Club generously donated a prize of 

guinea for the Leaving Certificate
candidate gaining the highest pass in 
English at the 1932 examination. This 
was won by Mona Kavenscroft. There 
were eight new members during the year, 
making a very satisfactory to tal of 
thirty-two. New members to the Circle 
will be heartily welcomed. The Club is 
very grateful to Miss Turner, its P resi
dent, for her untiring interest and 
enthusiasm in its welfare.

The Combined Old Boys ’ and Old 
G irls’ Dramatic Society finds itself in a 
very low financial condition. In  Septem
ber “ Mrs. M oonlight”  was produced a t 
The Savoy Theatre under the able leader
ship of Mr. Moss. There were two well- 
performed productions which were highly 
commended by the press but which, un-
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fortunately, were run a t a loss of £5 
approximately. A competition for one- 
act plays received no entries, and, after 
two attempts, play readings were aban
doned through lack of interest. So far, 
no definite movement to disband has been 
made, though the condition of the Club 
seems to point in tha t direction.

The Old Girls ’ Tennis Club has been 
playing on one of the School courts on 
Saturday afternoons throughout the year. 
I ts  eight members report enjoyable times 
and hope for an increased membership 
for 1934.

The Committee members of the Union 
greatly appreciate the interest Mias 
Colien and members of the School staff 
have shown in the U nion’s activities. We 
thank them heartily, because we realise 
that a great deal of the success of our 
functions is due to their co-operation.

In conclusion, the retiring Committee 
welcomes the incoming officers and wishes 
them a very successful year.

Kathleen Bannan, Maisie Golding,
Joint Hon. Secs.

A LETTER FROM THE TEACHERS’ TRAINING COLLEGE
Teachers’ Training College, 

University Grounds, 
19th March, 1934.

Dear Uortians,—
We have entered upon another year, 

which, for some of us, will be our last 
year of formal study. For this reason 
we have decided to make it a memorable 
one.

Quite a  number of Fortians have joined 
our happy ranks, and we hope th a t they 
will enjoy their stay at College as we 
have done and are doing. But in a very 
short time they will realise th a t College 
has its bête noire too—practice-teaching.

Although the girls who completed their 
College course last year have not been 
appointed, we are delighted to hear that 
the Fortians are maintaining the honour 
of their old School by going out to con
quer fresh fields. Some of them have 
gained appointments in private schools, 
while Jean W right and Thora Bowen 
have gone to pastures new to seek their 
fortunes—namely, Dubbo and Hay. Good 
luck to you, Fortians!

Fortians are to be found taking part 
in all College activities, such as the Choir, 
Debating Society and the Dramatic So
ciety. They also take an interest in all 
types of sport. On the College Council 
last year we had two representatives— 
Thora Bovs'en for Second Year and 
Winnie Cutler for F irs t Year.

This year our College will visit the 
Armidale College, and I  am quite sure 
that Fort Street will be well represented 
in the teams which go forth  to do battle 
with the Armidale-ites. May we win the 
cup again this year as we did last year!

We were very proud to see the excel
lent results gained by our girls in the 
examinations at the end of the year. 
Many have passed on to the University, 
and we wish them every success in their 
new sphere. We congratulate Lesbia 
W right on winning the Ada Partridge 
Prize.

We extend best wishes for a happy and 
successful year to all Fortians.

Phyllis Weir.

A BEAUTIFUL GARDEN
I  had been walking down a long, shady, 

country lane when I  came to the wall 
which surrounded the beautiful garden of 
which I  had heard so much. Knowing 
tha t the old lady who lived in the house 
beyond this garden did not mind if  any 
passer-by halted to look through it, I  de
cided to see if  the stories of its beauty 
were exaggerated or not.

When I  opened the gate I  a t first saw 
only fru it trees, which were laden with 
apples, pears, apricots and peaches. This, 
I  thought, was not like the garden which 
had been described to me. However, go
ing a  short way down the little path be
tween the fru it trees, I  gasped a t the 
beautiful scene before me. The garden 
was a  riot of bright colours—a mass of 
gorgeous flowers.

Immediately in front of me was a bed 
of beautiful orange-coloured marigolds, 
with a  few golden flowers at one end.

. These were all in their full glory, form
ing, themselves, a wonderful sight. But 
beyond these was a  bed of bright-coloured 
dahlias, whicli, if possible, surpassed the 
beauty of the marigolds. Then came a 
bed of asters, of more subdued colours 
than the marigolds or dahlias.

I  found it difficult to believe tha t there 
was any person living who did not love 
flowers. This feeling was increased when 
I saw the beds of frag ran t mignonette, 
which seemed to recall past and forgotten 
incidents. However, it  was now- nearing 
sunset and I  could not waste more time 
in thinking of the past when there was 
so much beauty around me, for there were 
even more flowers yet to be seen. Carna
tions and bright sunflowers added their 
loveliness to th a t of the flowers I  had 
ju s t passed.

Then, last of all, were the roses. These 
grew in wild profusion over the garden



wall. Their colours ranged from purest 
white to deepest red. I  could not decide 
whether I  preferred the pale pink or the 
velvety red ones. But when I  saw those 
which were golden a t the centre and 
deepened to pink a t the edges, I  thought 
tha t 1 had never seen anything more ex
quisitely beautiful.

I  turned away regretfully, for the sun 
was ju s t setting, and this reminded me

tha t it was growing late. Ju s t as I  closed 
the gate the sky began to turn pink and 
golden, and this, with the great fiery ball 
slipping behind the distant mountains, 
completed a picture th a t I  shall never 
forget, and reminded me th a t—

‘ ‘ We are nearer to God in a garden 
than anywhere else on earth. ’ ’

Lucy Graham, 3A.

THE OLD GIRLS’ LITERARY CIRCLE
The L iterary Circle held its annual 

meeting and the election of officers on 
March 8th, when members also read 
Clemence D ane’s play, “ Wild Decem
bers. ’ ’

The subject for this y e a r’s course of 
study is ‘ ‘ Women Novelists. ’ ’ The Circle 
meets a t the W omen’s Club Beaumont

House, Elizabeth Street, at 7 p.m. on the 
second and fourth Thursdays in the 
month, and any ex-Fortian interested in 
literature is welcome.

N.B.— There will be no meetings in 
May owing to the school vacation, but 
the Circle will resume on June 14th.

Bessie Bannan, Hon. Secretary.

A LETTER FROM THE UNIVERSITY
Sydney University, 

March, 1934.

Dear Fortians,—
A few weeks ago some not so very ex- 

Fortians climbed a hill, yet their destina
tion was not an old Colonial building, but 
a pile of Gothic architecture. For they 
were undergraduates of the Sydney Uni
versity about to t>o initiated into the 
mysteries and delights of te rtia ry  educa
tion.

I t  W'as rather bewildering a t first—the 
aloof, impersonal, yet kindly, lecturers, 
who were so very wise; the lectures to 
which no pealing bell or walling siren 
summoned you; the lofty, bare rooms 
and the intriguing new subjects—psy
chology and philosophy.

More ex{)erienced Old Fortians were 
very helpful, but there were others who 
were grinning maliciously at the surprises 
and discomforts of the Freshers. These 
were the gargoyles, those wicked, ugly, 
fascinating little  creatures th a t peep 
down a t you from  the most unexpected 
nooks and crannies. You pause to admire 
the mediseval beauty of the Fisher Lib
rary  in the glory of an autumn afternoon, 
and your dreams are broken by a hundred 
little  horrors whose grimaces would 
affright even the most hardy. You climb 
the inside stairs to th a t holy of holies, 
the L ibrary itself. And there, on guard 
before the door, sits a  doggy monster, 
whose leer says plainly: “ H a! The good 
little Fresher is going to -work hard and 
never talk  in the L ib rary ! I  rvonder . . . ’ ’ 
And you wish tha t you could drape a 
tasteful veil over tha t nasty smile.

The students have their vengeance, 
however, for the Musical Society, with its 
large number of Old Fortians, practises 
in the vicinity of these creatures. As the 
sopranos swing up to a top G in one of 
B rahm s’ gypsy songs, professors have 
been known to pat a trembling little g a r
goyle on the head and say, “ Never mind, 
puppy’ ’ (or “ p iggy’ ’ or “ pussy,”  ac
cording to the gargoyle’s most recog- 
nisible characteristics).

There are some visions tha t even these 
unexpected creatures cannot mar. The 
glimpse of a green quad, wdth students 
walking through a stone door along the 
cobbled paths on a misty morning; the 
serene beauty of the sunny cloisters; the 
reading room at Manning House, with its 
masses of roses, thick carpet, beautiful, 
comfortable chairs, lovely pictures, and 
as for books I W hat a veritable p ara 
dise ! From the window the playing fields 
stretch away green in the sunlight to the 
white southern building th a t is the 
Physics School. Surely this University of 
ours would be a  dream of delight for 
artists.

Yet if  a Fresher were lonely, these scenes 
would lose much of their charm. That is 
why Fortians are so fortunate, for, 
wherever j'ou go there is somebody who 
was a t School before you, and is ahvays 
pleased to see you, and keen to know your 
opinion of this new place. But in return 
she will want to hear about the latest 
happenings at the old School, and even 
the fact th a t she herself has ju s t ob
tained a distinction will not detract from 
her joy a t Fort S tree t’s victory a t the 
Combined Swimming Carnival.

Adele Bieri, A rts I.

I



AN OLD FIDDLE
A violin. What a  magic name it is to 

me! Do you, reader, sec only an old, 
dust-covered instrum ent with four strings 
and beside it a bow, or do you see an in
strument possessing the magic power of 
carrying one away from present scenes? 
Ah, but see the old fiddler! Though his 
hair be white now, his blue eyes are still 
bright with the love of his music. Ten
derly he lifts the instrument, and, after 
dusting it  carefully, he tucks it lovingly 
under his chin. Softly he draws tlie bow 
across the strings, playing tha t lilting 
melody to which so many feet have 
stepped in tlie sway of the dance. His 
music carries us back. L o! here is Grand
papa, then a gay young man, leading 
Grandmamma, the blushing belle of the 
ball, in the steps of a stately minuet.

Then the rliythmical, plaintive strain 
changes to a sobbing wail. I t  is a cry 
for bygone days— days when the fiddler 
was young; days when he, too, danced to 
a violin, or played for lads and lasses 
young with him. And nights—nights 
when he played in the starlight a magic 
love-song to his dear one.

Then suddenly we come back to reality. 
He lias paused in his playing and he 
fondles his old fiddle, the only link with 
the past, the only relic of his lost youth 
and love. Oh, but it remembers, and re
sponds to his touch like a living thing 
as once more he plays a breeze-song to 
the dryad of yon silver birch. And the 
music of the violin follows us as we 
leave the master in the twiliglit, holding 
a tryst witli memories of long ago.

Katere, 2A.

THE MYSTERY MAN
The old man, sitting alone in his cold, 

cheerless hut, pulled his tattered  coat 
closer around him. He stirred the dying 
Are and drew the box, w'hich served as a 
chair, closer to the fire. He had eaten 
what little food he had possessed some 
hours before and w-as now suffering the 
pangs of hunger.

He had not always lived in this hut, 
for he had once been a prosperous, but 
hard, business man in the Canadian capi
tal. But he had failed, and for nearly 
ten years he had lived in his little hovel, 
earning barely enough money to keep 
himself alive.

To his neighbours he was a complete 
mystery. Some thought he was a mur
derer endeavouring to elude the arm of 
the law. To the sympathetic soul he was 
a  p itifu l picture. He was small, grey
haired and thin. His wizened face con
stantly wore a wistful, far-away ex
pression as if he were oblivions to his 
present surroundings.

Nobody thought him rom antic; nobody 
ever dreamed such a  thing. But yes, 
rhere had been a  romance in his life. 
Years ago lie had loved and lost. He had 
been proud and angry then, had gone to 
Canada and built up a business tha t he 
might forget the past.

Tlie years had softened his chagrin, 
and now, as he gazed dreamily into the

fire, he wondered if she ever had thought 
of him since he went away. Ah! if  only 
she could have seen him now—old, broken, 
sad—she would have been sorry. But she 
was dead—he had learned th a t years ago.

Outside, the bells began to ring, fo r it 
was Easter. I t  had been Easter when— 
but no ! he would not think of that. I t  
made him sad.

Gradually the warmth of the fire 
soothed him and he fell into a deep, calm 
sleep.

Two days had passed since the old man 
who lived in the little hut had been seen. 
For two days he had not taken his usual 
slow walk round the town in the morn
ing. The neighbours began to wonder if 
the supposed murderer had been arrested.

One man, more daring than the rest, 
knocked a t the old door. There was no 
answer. He knocked and knocked more 
loudly, but as there was no response he 
burst open the door and entered. Every
thing inside was gloomy, but as he be
came accustomed to the dark he discerned 
a  form huddled beside the dead ashes of 
the fire. The old man had a t last de
parted from the world which hold no love, 
no sympathy for the poor outcast.

Irene Cook, 3A.

THE RUINED CASTLE
Perhaps you may have seen, while 

standing on Echo Point (K atoom ba), a  
group of old rooks, which have the ap 
pearance of the ruins of an ancient castle, 
standing near Mount Solitary. Very few 
people visit them, bu t I  think tha t if  a 
path were made from the Federal Pass

to the Euined Castle it would be well 
patronised. As it is, one has to have a 
man, experienced in bushcraft, to guide 
one there. We happened to know some
one who had hiked there several times 
and who offered to take us. Of course, 
we accepted this kind offer as we had



often looked upon the ruins and won
dered what secrets they concealed and 
what were the tales they could tell.

The appointed morning dawned fresh 
and clear, as only it  can be on the Moun
tains. F irs t of all we had to follow the 
road past the top of Katoomba Falls, by 
the colliery, and thence to a narrow neck 
of land. Proceeding along this thin strip, 
which links the two great mountains, we 
turned many times to look a t Dogface 
Rock, where, as you all know, there was 
a  great landslide a little  time ago. M il
lions of tons of loose earth and chipped 
stone were piled up in the valley. A deep 
feeling of awe came over me as I  gazed 
a t the face of the mountain. Instead of 
being a dull, greyish green like its neigh
bours, it  was of differently coloured rock 
strata. Looking to the righ t we could 
see p art of O ’Sullivan’s Folly. This was 
an old road which was commenced, but 
never finished, by a man called O ’Sulli
van. His idea was to make a  road from 
Narrow Neck to Megalong Valley, but, 
a fter reaching a certain point, he could 
go no further as a tunnel w'ould have had 
to be cut through the mountain-side, and 
this was too great an undertaking in the 
early days.

Then, again going forward, we pro
ceeded along the rough and stony moun
tain-top for some distance, turned to the 
right, and followed a  narrow path dovnn 
the mountain. I t  was ju s t an ordinary 
little path  lined on either side by tall 
trees and stunted undergrowth, but 
memories of it  will always remain with 
those who walk along it. We were ju s t 
beginning to think th a t the walk was not 
quite so bad as people had led us to be
lieve when, upon rounding a bend, the 
sight before us made our hearts leap. 
Tlie path wound round the cliffs, and a 
little way ahead there was a gap of ten 
feet spanned by a rieketty ladder. There 
were no railings on either side, ju s t the 
cliff face about one foot to the right. 
Hundreds of feet below tree-ferns, like 
pin-heads, grew in the valley. Gradually, 
one by one, our party  succeeded in cross
ing, some crawling, some sliding, bu t all 
eventually reaching the other side. The 
next obstacle was a sheer drop of five 
feet in the cliff face. A ladder, consist
ing of two lengths of wire, which swayed 
precariously as one descended, was the 
only means of descent.

The track continued then as before, 
and a t length, when we reached the base 
of the mountain, we turned to the right 
and followed a railway track. Many 
people remember having heard about the 
shale mine which was once worked at 
Mount Solitary, but which, owing to diffi
culties, had to be abandoned and was 
never re-opened. The shale was conveyed 
to the town by trucks, which ran along 
this railway track. The railway lines and 
sleepers are missing in many places, and

grass and small plants grow in their 
places. A fter about two m iles’ journey 
we came to Half-way House, a little 
glade where there was a crystal pool fed 
by an ever-running spring th a t has been 
known ever since the mine first opened. 
Presently we came upon a beauty spot 
where the growth was unusually thick, 
and our guide told us th a t if we could 
spare the time he would take us into a 
part which we would ever remember. We 
agreed, and he took us a little  way to 
the left. Then I  forgot th a t I  was a t 
Katoomba and imagined myself in the 
midst of the Amazonian jungle. The 
ground was a  deep brown and, owing to 
its sodden condition, my feet sank down 
into it  as into one of the very best P er
sian carpets. Gigantic tree-ferns rose to 
tlie height of fair-sized trees as they 
sought to catch some stray sunbeams. 
Moss-covered logs were everywhere, and 
hark! from the distance there came the 
silvery notes of the lyre-bird mimicking 
the whip-bird. I ts  notes echoed and re
echoed in the forest silence and faded 
away in the distance. We remained in the 
midst of this beauty, forgetting time, 
until the guide reminded us th a t we 
would have to go if  we wanted to reach 
the Ruined Castle. Again we went on for 
several minutes, passing a  mine entrance 
in the mountain-side—a black hole nearly 
overgrown with bracken. Then, again 
we left tlie track and climbed the steep 
mountain-side. On reaching the top we 
found tha t the Ruined Castle towered 
above us. We hastily climbed up and sat 
on top of the world—a flat stone about 
four square feet in area, which rocked 
when anyone moved quickly. We experi
enced great difficulty in clambering down; 
however, we reached the base eventually 
and then, like boys who had ju s t been 
let out of school, we charged down the 
mountain. Loose stones flew in all direc
tions, bracken ferns were trodden down 
underfoot, some members of the party  
ran into trees to stop their wild rush— 
and all this commotion because a  picnic 
hamper and a billy of real bush tea 
flavoured by gum leaves awaited us!

However, we reached home late tha t 
night, thoroughly tired and with all th a t 
“  ready - for - bed ”  feeling a fter our 
eighteen miles’ hike. B ut everyone unani
mously agreed th a t it was well worth 
while. ‘ ‘ The Hiker. ’ ’

EXCHANGES
The Editor acknowledges with many 

thanks the copies of other school maga
zines received since last issue.

ADVERTISEMENTS

'V,

k

Read the advertisements and patronise 
the firms which help F o rt Street.



THE OLD GIRLS’ UNION TENNIS CLUB

During the past year the activities of 
the Tennis Club were restricted . by lack 
of members, but we hope tha t more of 
the Old Girls will join up this year, and 
we extend a  hearty welcome to the F ifths 
and Thirds who left School last year.

A most enjoyable Tennis P arty  was 
held on September 2nd, when members 
brought along their friends. Another 
»pleasant function w as. planned for No

vember 18th, but rain forced us to leave 
tlie courts early in the afternoon.

We are looking forward to seeing some 
new members in the Club, and hope you 
will not disappoint us. Joining the Ten
nis Club is a splendid means of keeping 
in touch with the School.

W. Ronaldson, Hon. Secretary. 

117 Chandos Street, Haberfield.

THE GREATEST SUNSET OF ALL.

J

Many times have I  w atched the sun 
«inking in the West, and always from 
the same fam iliar seat in my cottage 
garden. Alwmys, too, have I stood en
rap tu red  as I  saw the fiery chariot 
slowly sink from view over the opposite 
mountain.-top, bu t I witnessed the 
g reatest sunset of ail one evening in 
August, 1914, for wrapped up and 
hidden in the glowing colours were the 
hate and trium ph of nation over nation, 
and th a t evening the sun burned as it 
had never burned before in the history 
of m ankind; it  rvas an eternal flame, 
the glowing heartless flame of sacrifice. 
However, let me describe for you th a t 
sunset, which came to warn the world 
i f  the horrors to follow.

I saw Apollo sink in the W est and 
finally disappear. He was a trium phant 
figure, irresistible, beckoning onward 
a fte r  him, as it  were, an invisible 
human stream  of men, who rvere to 
suffer bodily injuries, and of women 
who were to suffer deeply and silently 
in their hearts. B ut as he sank, as an 
additional charm, he cast behind him a 
cloak of many colours, and there it  lay, 
in the tranquil sky, blue, pink, orange, 
golden and purple. And the form in 
which the cloak had fallen was a cross, 
a g littering , shining cross of sacrifice, 
of life freely  given and of incom par
able suffering, all because of one 
country’s insatiable ambition to gain 
power.

High above it  all floated a host of 
tiny  w hite clouds untouched by th a t 
red glare, w aiting, as it were, for the 
redness to fade and th e  clouds and skv

below to rise and let themselves be 
transform ed to innocent and pure 
whiteness by the clouds above.

As I  gazed, over the hill came the 
figure of a lad, a typical A ustralian lad. 
He paused on {he summit w ith the red 
cross behind him, and facing my h ill
top he took from his pocket a flute and 
played. He ]dayed . . . and instinctively  
I shivered a t the wild, mocking note of 
his music. Again and again I thought:

“ I t  must stop. I t  cannot go on 
always. I t  will not be long now till it 
stops,” or “Surely the tune will 
change.”

But no! On and on the flute played 
till I  was clutched by the darkest de- 
•sp.'iir and had almost lost all hope. 
Then suddenly’ God heard my prayer 
and the dreaded stra ins ceased and the 
piper began to walk slowly down the 
hill, and as he walked he played 
trium phantly  the chorus of “ Rule 
B ritannia .’1 Its  echoes lingered a while, 
and then were heard no more.

As the last note of his anthem  rang 
out on the still evening air and he 
passed from view into the calm and 
peaceful valley below, the red in the 
sky above faded and became w hite and 
the h itherto  troubled scene was tra n s
formed into one of peace, glorious and 
magnificent, as calm and refreshing as 

' soft green grass when the morning dew 
lies still on it. Then to my troubled 
soul came the Angel of Peace, envelop
ing me in her kindly veil, and I  was 
refreshed as if touched by the Saviour’s 
own com forting hands.

Joyce McCredie, 4A.



MODERN NEWSPAPER PRODUCTION.
Have you ever thought how wonder

fu l it  is to sit a t the breakfast table 
and read of things which happened only 
a few hours ago? This news is brought 
to you from all over the world through 
the daily newspapers.

Let us see how these papers are pro
duced.

The paper itself is made from trees 
which are grown in Northern Europe, 
Canada or Newfoundland. The printing 
of the paper entails a great deal of work.

The news is brought in by reporters or 
sent by telegram and taken to the re
porters ’ assembly room where each 
reporter tries to reach the news-editor 
first. The news-editor scores out what 
he considers unnecessary and then sends 
the item to the sub-editor, who, in his 
turn, shortens it and supplies a suitable 
heading for the piece of news.

Having passed the editorial depart
ment the ‘ ‘ copy ’ ’ is taken to the com
posing room and from there is sent to 
the linotype machine. This machine has 
a keyboard like a typew riter a t which the 
operator sits and as a key is struck the 
letter falls down and when the line is 
completed the metal strips on which the 
letters are engraved are pressed together 
to form the type.

When it comes from  the machine the 
type is placed together in columns to

form the page, and when it is completed 
the forme, i.e., the collection of type, is 
taken to the stereo room, where it  is 
brushed and the pictures placed in 
position.

A sheet of soft blotting paper is placed 
over the type and an impression of it 
made on the blotting paper, which is 
called the “ m atrix .”  This is then taken 
to the stereo easting section.

Here the “ m a t”  is dried and placed 
in a machine where molten metal is 
poured onto it. When the metal has had 
time to set, the machine is opened and a 
casting in the shape of a half-circle is 
taken out. On the face of this is the 
impression of the news and pictures for 
the paper.

This is then placed on the rollers of 
the machines. Ink is passed over each 
roller and the paper fixed in position. 
When the last page is in the machines, a 
button is pressed, and when the machines 
have reached their full speed they bring 
out papers at the rate of forty-eight 
thousand per hour.

These papers are then taken to the 
different newsagents, who deliver them 
to our homes before we are up— and our 
newspaper is in time fo r us to read i t  at 
breakfast.

Beth Brown, 4B.

DAY’S DEPARTURE.
I t  is late afternoon as we walk along 

the red road towards the sunset. The 
eastern sky is covered with a  lacy veil of 
grey clouds, which are pink-lined. Over
head the sky is still d ay ’s bright azure, 
but in the west it  is flecked with soft, 
white cloudlets, which appear as waves 
in a blue sea. Slowly their whiteness 
turns to pearly-grey, and then to golden, 
rosy softness. The eastern sky has 
changed to purple now, and on the silver- 
blue sea behind us there is a white sail 
coming closer, to find a  haven for the 
fast-approaching night. The great golden 
sun has sunk behind the crimson and 
purple clouds, sending shafts of thick, 
gold sunlight through the rifts  in them.

Then, as we round a turn  in the road, 
we catch one last glimpse of the Monarch 
o f Day, and see his last rays making a 
shimmering path o ’er the still w ate r; 
and then he sinks behind the red clouds, 
and behind the dark hill, the colours 
lingering, gently bidding day good-bye.

Cool is the evening breeze, now, and 
suddenly the western sky’s golds and reds 
and purples are all changed to  grey. 
Shivering slightly, we feel th a t i t  is 
evening, and we retrace our steps, walk
ing towards the still-purple w est; and, 
as we turn  in out of the tw ilight, the 
Evening S tar gleams out over the rustling 
pines.

“ K atere, ”  2A.

BOOKS.
Books are wonderful companions for 

everyone—from the tiniest child to old 
grandma, sitting in her rocking-chair. 
Who of us do not remember how, as 
babies, we loved to look a t pictures of 
fairy-folks? And who of us have not

seen pictures of dear old ladies sitting 
by the fireside, quietly knitting and read
ing a book?

And what varieties of books there are 
to choose from—books about adventures 
of white men in the deep, unexplored



jungles of India, Africa, and South 
America; books of travel in the mystic 
Hast; life in all the glamour and glow 
of Spain; the pranks of schoolgirls in a 
famous school; and many other topics. I  
think th a t the reason for books being 
universal favourites is because they trans
port the reader from the present life 
into a  fairyland of joy and mystery.

When we think of men like Shake
speare, who were able to write pages of 
the world ’s best literature in a few hours, 
we realise tha t they must have been in 
spired by some divine power. Then we 
think of Dickens, who wrote many novels 
of great value, which appealed to the 
richer class to try  to relieve the starv
ing people who lived in the slums of 
London. For books can rouse the inner 
interests of men to do something prac
tical. I f  we did not have books what a 
different world it  would be! The sick 
would have to spend long days without 
book companions, and other people 
would miss not having something to read

while on the ’bus or tram. The daily 
papers, too, are a type of book, and they 
let us know ju s t how our own particular 
land and the world in general stand in 
political and social life.

In  the earliest days they did not have 
books, but minstrels sang songs to the 
people of the deeds of heroes, for the 
people felt th a t they must have something 
to divert their attention from their own 
affairs, and make them think of others. 
Then, in the Middle Ages, only the richer 
class was able to buy books, and I  am 
sure tha t if the poorer class had been 
able to read about higher things many 
crimes and outrages would not have been 
committed. But in our time all people 
are in the position to buy books, for 
books of high literary value may be 
obtained for a small sum.

The romance of books is a fascinating 
one, and shows how, throughout all ages, 
books played an im portant part in the 
history of the great, wide world.

‘ ‘ Bookworm. ’ ’

"IGWANA.”
Igwana was not always very good, but 

we must make some allowances, for he 
was a piccaninny of the Rufus Creek 
tribe. Sometimes, while his mother was 
grinding flour or cooking the dinner, he 
would steal away to the lagoon, to watch 
the ducks swimming. When it  w'as very 
hot, perhaps, he would jump into the 
cool running w ater and lie there until 
he heard his mother calling, ‘ ‘ Igwana, 
Igwana. ’ ’

But one day Igwana saw a pretty, 
blue-black butterfly, and immediately 
leaving his comrades he began to chase 
it, until he was fa r  from the camp. 
Strange sounds made him pause in his 
laughter, and creeping through the wild 
lantana bushes, he beheld several men 
squatting in front of a fire. They were 
the dreaded white men, about whom he 
had heard so much.

Quivering with fright, Igw ana slipped 
around the trees, and saw th a t there were 
many of these strange men, almost thirty 
of them. As fast as his fa t little legs 
could carry him, the piccaninny ran back 
to the camp which was almost deserted. 
Throwing himself into W anda’s arms, he 
breathlessly told his story, and the 
mother, knowing how quick she must be, 
called Igw ana’s elder sister.

‘ ‘ Go, Muala, ’ ’ she said, ‘ ‘ find the 
brave warriors who hunt the emu and 
the kangaroo. Tell them what our little 
Igwana has seen, and bid them hurry. ’ ’

In  less than half an hour the warriors, 
led by the chief Kundulla, Igw ana’s

father, w'ere back at the camp. Chanting 
their war-songs, they painted themselves 
in hideous colours, and stuck feathers in 
the wet pain t and in their woolly hair, 
until finally they were ready for battle.

At last, a fter long hours of waiting, 
the warriors heard the steady tramp, 
tram p of the white men, and, joyfully 
they took up their weapons, the spear, 
the nulla and the boomerang. A long 
and terrible fight ensued, while the harsh, 
guttural sounds of the warriors, and the 
shrill wailing of the women filled the 
night.

Terrified, Igw ana hid himself in the 
protective cover of the lignum bushes, 
which surrounded the lagoon. He did not 
waken until the birds were singing high 
up in the trees. Rising, he crept towards 
the camp, but what a  sight met his eyes. 
Everywhere was destruction, and not a 
living soul could be seen. But, following 
the blood-stained track wdiich led from 
the camp, he came across the dead bodies 
of his parents and tribesmen, heaped 
together a t the edge of the lagoon.

Screaming with fright, poor little 
Igwana ran through the bush, clutching 
his pet koala. On and on he went until, 
exhausted, he fell on the dry grass, almost 
dead from thirst. Again he rose and 
stumbled on until dark, when he lay down 
with his little black cheek resting on his 
“ teddy-bear.”

Several days later the leader of the 
white party  found a little, cold, stiff 
body, the last of the Rufus Creek tribe.

“ M ióla,”  4A.



Smart W atches for Dainty W rists!

Saunders' High Quality "Baguette" Wrist Watches, with high-grade 
15-Jewel lever movements. In rich Nickel Chrome or White Gold 

cases. Guaranteed 15 years.
PRICES: £5 to £7/10/-.

SPECIAL SC H O O L  GIRLS' W ATCHES, 27/6, 35/-.
Be sure and get a copy of Saunders' latest Catalogue!

SAUNDERS LTD.
Sydney's Leading Jewellers Since 1878 '

805 GEORGE ST., RAILW AY SQUARE, and 385 PITT STREET (opp. Snow's)

SHORTHAND TYPEWRITING
BOOKKEEPING

Under our simplified individual instruction
PUPILS QUALIFY FOR POSITIONS IN 

FOUR MONTHS
Day. Evening and Postal Tuition

(EASY PAYMENTS)

TICKET WRITING SHOWCARDS
COMMERCIAL ART

8 Lessons for £1/1/-
Expert individual tuition, and employment assistance 

Day, Evening and Postal Lessons
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET

NEWTON BUSINESS COLLEGE
Cor. Castlereagh and Liverpool Streets

SYDNEY
Phone: M 3253



IDEAL SHOES
tor the College Girl

The Styles A g  
are 

Smart
KM P78. G/r/s Sm cirb 3/csick. 
P<stent School Shoe . Necsb!y  
stitched 6/nd perhorcsted. So lid  
Le<sbher A1.S. soles <snd hee ls.  
7 to 10 4̂ 6 II to I 6̂ 6 2 to A- T u

There's a wide 
variety, offer
ing amazing 

values.

They are
Durable

too
KAP2 7. C/rls Smorb Block Pobenb 
Strop Shoe. Fcsuun underlays. 
P o u n d  toe shape. Genuine Pum p  
soles. 7 ¿0 IO  6̂ 11
11 to I 8'9 2 to 4  I0'6

Fostars use 
only the best 
leathers and 
v/orkmanship.

FOSTARS SHOES LTD.
Conveniently Situated Shops throughout

NEW CASTLE SY D N E Y  PARRAM ATTA

t



KOSCIUSKO 
SNOW CARNIVALS

1934 School Pupil Tours 
M ay - June V a ca tio n

Eight-day Tours, including trip to the Chalet, 
Charlotte Pass

INCLUSIVE COST £ S a 7 ' 6
Pupils 16 years and over, 10/- extra 

Adults, £8

Extension Tour to Canberra may be arranged

ASK FOR FOLDER

N.S.W. GOVERNMENT TOURIST BUREAU
CHALLIS HOUSE, SYDNEY

For 76 years the Public have used

LACKERSTEEN’S 
TOMATO SAUCE

and
MARMALADE

♦  ♦  ♦

PROOF OF ITS OUALITY



GIRLS
Leaving School Should
Learn Dressmaking

Thus to enable themselves to

Dress Smartl/-
Have More Frocks-

Save Money
♦  ♦  ♦

The

Beaumonde College
of Dressmaking

284 Castlereagh Street, Sydney
(near Foy's)

Invites Fort Street High School Girls who are 
leaving school and contemplate taking a course 
of instruction in Dressmaking, to investigate the 

Beaumonde" modern system of designing, cut- 
ing and making.

The System that assures perfect fitting always.

Day and Evening Classes 
Also Simple Postal Course

Applications for Prospectus, and all correspondence, to be
addressed

284 Castlereagh Street, Sydney 

Phone: M A  1527 Miss L. MURRAY, Principal



THE SMARTEST CORSET  
IS THE HEALTHFUL CORSET

And  healthful corsetry 
is assured if you insist 
on a Lady Ruth Practical 
Front. It has a patented 
Inner Elastic Vest which 
fits resiliently and with 
g r e a t e s t  ease.  L a d y  
Ruth Practical Fronts are 
made in styles and sizes 
to suit ail figures and 
can be had at all stores.

P R A C T I  C A L  F R O N T

Ask for Lady Ruth Corsets by name . . .  be fitted personally!



For All You Require
in

DEPENDABLE GROCERIES

You Cannot Do Better 

Than A t

MORAN & CATO’S
Many Branch Stores

S I M P S O N ’S
I NKS

manufactured in Australia for 
40 years

SIMPSON'S WRITING INKS are of 
excellent quality.
SIMPSON'S FOUNTAIN PEN INK 
specially made to flow freely and is a 
high-class product.
SIMPSON'S TRU BLU INK is a special 
manufacture for school students. It is 
a distinctive blue colour and flows 
freely either in fountain pens or with 
ordinary nibs.
TRU BLU INK can be recommended for 
school use. It will boil from cloth with
out leaving stain.



"A u stra lia 's  Premier Sports O rgan isation"

Quality Rackets . . . Lower-priced 
for School Player and Beg inner!

"Mainstay"
The lowest - priced quality Racket 
that can be bought to-day. G uar
anteed to give genuinely good
service. Am azingly priced 17/9
at

Classic'

Courtcraft'
The crack player would not disdain 
to use it. Splendidly I Q / / L  

and finished ...... ■ ^

A  new racket. Special 2 - piece 
frame and strung with good quality 

gut. Fitted with leather grip. 
A  racket that will serve even

advanced players. 25/-
Price

'Davis Cup"
A  truly splendid 
racket. Two - piece 

frame with genuine shoulder oyerlay 
and beautifully made and finished. 
Strung with good quality gut._ Com- 
píete with Fibre Carrying Tennis Case 

28in. X lOin. x 4in.), for the 
stounding O O  /

price of..

PROFESSIONAL TENNIS TUITION
Expert Tutorship —  Full-size Roof Court —  Low Fees

MickSsmmonsItd.
714-16-18-20-22 G EO RG E  STREET, HAYMARKET, SYDNEY

and all Branches in City and Suburbs



“GLOBITE” TRAVEL CASES
Renowned for Strength and Light Weight

GLOBITE ATTACHE CASE
Carried by most Students in all 
High Schools throughout Australia. 

LOOK FOR THE BRAND

! G L O B IT E  )j
None genuine otherwise Obtainable all Stores

BETTER FOR* 
ALUiU 11\ IU/VI

p c d i i s c n s
SAIMD
S O A P

boHi cleans 
and poliskes

Banishes 
FLEAS, ANTS 
and  FLIES

The regular use of Pearson's Carbolic Sand Soap 
keeps pests away. It's fragrant and antiseptic. And 
the big blocks are cheaper, too, because they last || 
longer. Pearson's is splendid for aluminium and 
kitchenware.

Pearson’s Sand Soap
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------------------------------- ------------------ --------

BOYS!

CHOCOLATE
for...

HEALTH & 
STRENGTH

be sure you get

HIKING
CHOCOLATE

3>J

Six Delicious Flavors

in 3d. & 6d. cartons
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Here is illustrated the newest Lustre garment 
— the “ C h ic -K n ic .” It is a combination of 
Brassiere and Knicker, featuring the backless 
vogue and is most suitable for evening wear.

SW......................11/6
Ohtamabk from yout 

favourite store

LINGERIE



c e a v t l w

E V E R Y  S T E P
. . . with every movement of the foot. Farm er’s care
fully studied children’s foot requirements and developed 
these comfort-built, protective and corrective shoes 
for growing feet.

F R O M

IL L IE -T IE  S H O E S
A smart ghillie-tie of black or brown 
calf. With p;rforated wing cap 
and neat sports heel. Strong sturdy 
soles. Sizes 11 to l,1 2 /9 . 2 to 5 , 13/9

S C H O O L  SPECIAL!
/

G E N U I N E  W E L T S
Fanner’s keen value ! A maids’ one- 
bar school shoe with genuine welted 
sole. D and E. fittings. In half sizes, 
1 to 6 |.  Black or brown leathers, 19/9

F A R M E  R ’S



I

Everything sequired in the C o llege  
Science Room can be 
obtained from

H.B.Selby &Coy.Ltd.
LABORATORY GLASSW ARE  
PHYSICAL APPARATUS 
M ICROSCOPES  
THERMOMETERS 
BALANCES & WEIGHTS 
STUDENTS' SETS 
PURE CHEMICALS. Etc.
Epidiascopes for projecting maps, pictures, slides, opaque 
objects, etc. Moving picture projector can be attached.

BULLETIN PLACE, off 26 PITT ST., SYDNEY
Telephone: BW 1749 (2 lines) And at MELBOURNE

THERE'S FUN A N D  HAPPINESS IN EVERY H O U R
SPENT AT

MANLYS
Wonder Swimming Pool

Take a trip to-day on one of the modern 
Saloon steamers which leave No. 3 Jetty, 
Circular Quay, at regular intervals for this 
Wonder Pool. There are thrills and spills for 
you every minute on the Slippery Dips,
Rolling Logs, Spinning Floats, numerous 
Spring Boards, etc.— and don't forget, they 
are all there for your enjoyment FREE!

FARES:
ADULTS - - - 6d.
CH ILDREN - - - Id.

(5 years and under free)

THE PCRT JA C K SCN  & MANLY S.S. C C . LTD.
Telephones: B 322I, B 3783



"TRUTH IN ADVERTISING"—^ V a lu e d  I d e a l a t “T h e  S e n io r  S to r e ’’

ANTHONY HORDERNS’
TEACH YOUR 

GIRL THE VALUE 
OF GOOD CLOTHES

When the time comes to buy new 
school clothing, all wise mothers 
come to Anthony Horderns'. They 
have learnt to depend on the quality 
of the goods and on receiving full 
value for money.

School Tunics
in fine quality All-Wool Navy Blue Serge. Well tailored 
throughout and the colour is guaranteed.
Lengths, ins. 34 36 38 40 42 44
Anthony Horderns' Prices—

22/11 24/6 25/11 27/6 29/6 32/6

Girls' Navy All-Wool School Pullovers,
warm and cosy for the winter months. Red stripes 
through neck, cuffs and pockets.
Busts, ins.............................  30 32 34 36
Anthony Horderns' Prices—

13/11 13/11 14/11 14/11

Regulation School Blazers
in Navy "Doctor" Flannel. Finished Flat Black Braid. 
A Blazer that will give much serviceable wear, offered 
at the lowest possible prices.
Busts, ins................... 30 32 34 36
Prices, each .. 13/11 13/11 14/11 14/11

•  Maids' W ear—No. 2 Floor, Pitt Street. Freight paid to 
all seaports in the Commonwealth and railway stations 

in N.S.W.

ANTHONY HORDERNS’
'Phone: M 2401 
Day and Night SYDNEY Postal Address: 

Box 2712 C, G.P.O.



T M T  D i s c E
■ i n . £ i  V ^ I \ V . / ^ J V i £ a I \  AUT DISCEDE

COACHING COLLEGE
Private Coaching for Sydney University Examinations, 
Pass and Honours, in the Faculties of Arts and Science. 
Private and Group Tuition for Leaving Certificate and 

Matriculation.

Individual Tuition For School 
Students

It often happens that pupils are in need of indi
vidual tuition, either because they are behind the class 
in some section of the work or because they desire to 
do extra well at examinations. Special difficulties- arise 
demanding the assistance of a private tutor.

The Crocker Coaching College is staffed by men 
who know from long experience just the difficulties 
pupils encounter, and the essentials for success. Their 
instruction saves pupils fruitless effort, and enables 
them to achieve success at the examinations. Students 
begin at any time; each is tested, and special lessons 
are prepared to meet individual needs.

Advice and assistance are also provided for old 
boys entering upon University courses. The College 
has a record of success second to none in Sydney. Past 
students have filled over 230 places in the Faculties of 
Arts and Science, including 31 places in honours.

Private study candidates have obtained First Class 
Honours at the Leaving Certificate in the following sub
jects: English, Latin, Mathematics, French, Chemistry, 
and Physics. Over 500 Matrics.

♦

Full particulars on application to

C. J. HAGEN. B.A. (Syd.), 17a Pitt St.
Tels.; B 4660 and Wah. 1053



SHOWS KEENLY
PRICED

SCHOOLWEAR

COLLEGE FELTS
G ir l s ’ N avy  College F e l t s  
In droop  an d  a l l  round  
sha pe .  S izes 20. 21 & 22 
ins. P rice ,  t r im m e d  7/11  
U n t r im m e d  - . - - 6/11

FLANNEL BLAZERS»
N a v y  " D o c to r” F la n n e l  B lazers ,  
b o u n d  b r a id  in Black ,  Roya l.  
Gold, R e d  a n d  N avy . Sizes

2 2 .2 4 .2 0  28. 30. .12 '3 i
9/11 11/9 13/3
FUJI BLOUSES

G ir l s ’ F u j i  T un ic B louses , w ith
r e g u la t i o n  h igh neck. S izes - -

22 24 27 30
4/6 4/9 4/11 5/3

33 36 39 4 2
5/6 5/9 5/11 6/3

SERGE SKIRTS
G i r l s ’ N a v y  K n i f e  - p lea ted
S k ir t s ,  in good q u a l i t y  Serge.

27 30
1 2 /11  1 4 /6

36 39
17/11 19/11

KANEBO BLOUSES
G ir ls '  K a n e b o  F u j i  School
B louses ,  w i th  regu la t ion '  h ig h  
neck. S izes
■22 24 27 30
5/6 5/11 6/6 6/11

33 36 39 42
7/3 7/6 7/11 8/6

SERGE TUNICS
G ir l s ’ R e g u la t i o n  School T u n ic s ,  
in Serge,  w i th  th r e e  box p le a t s  
back  a n d  f ro n t .  S izes - - - - 

22 24 27 30
13/11 15/6 16/11 17/11

33 36 39 42
19 /6  2 1 /-  22 /11  24/11

44
26/11

SYDNEY SNOW LTD.



B A D G E S
IN REAL ENAMEL

FOR . . .

STUDENTS, CAPTAINS, PREFECTS, 
OLD BOYS' AND GIRLS' ASSOCIATIONS

PRICES AND PARTICULARS ON APPLICATION

G. A. Miller & Sons Ltd.
76 GOULBURN STREET . . . .  SYDNEY

Telephone: MA 4943

For
All Functions 
Use Soft Drinks-

and ALW AYS
SAY

M A R C H A N T S
PLEASE

■f ♦

TELEPHONE: M 4734-5-6



GIRLS
Leaving School Should
Learn Dressmaking

Thus to enable themselves to

Dress Smartly-
Have More Frocks-

Save Money
♦  ♦

The

Beaumonde College
of Dressmaking

284 Castlereagh Street, Sydney
(near Foy's)

Invites Fort Street High School Girls who are 
leaving school and contemplate taking a course 
of instruction in Dressmaking, to investigate the 
"Beaumonde" modern system of designing, cut- 

ing and making.

The System that assures perfect fitting always.

Day and Evening Classes 
Also Simple Postal Course

Applications for Prospectus, and all correspondence, to be
addressed

284 Castlereagh Street, Sydney 

Phone: M A  1527 Miss L. MURRAY, Principal



Fort Street Girls'

BLAZERS from
MADE TO MEASURE

H A T B A N D S  with Badge - - T t  
TIES - - - V- each

HATS, TUNICS, BLOUSES, SHOES,
HOSE, Etc.

NOTE NEW ADDRESS:

School Uniforms Store
277 ELIZABETH STREET

MA2923 OpP- Anzac Memorial

RECKITTS
BAG BLUE



GIRLS . . .
Your TUCK SH O P stocks

Fresh Food Ice Cream and Eskimo Pies

• They are the Best, so therefore 
patronise the shop that sells them.

• Also tell your parents that 
"FRBSH FO O D" MILK. CREAM . 
BUTTER A N D  ICE are the best.

Ring M 298 I and the cart will call

THE N.S.W .

FRESH FOOD & ICE Co. Ltd.
Head Office: 22-31 HARBOUR STREET, SYDNEY

INTERIOR DECORATION  

H O M E PLANNING

The Syllabus will include lectures on

Modern Home Treatment The Importance of Design 

The Small House— the Larger One 

Colour and its Psychological Effect 
Different Materials— Their Uses and Application

and kindred subjects.

Students are taught to measure and compute quantities and 
costs, to draw Ground Plans and Interiors and to design 

Schemes of Colour, Decoration and Furnishing.

♦  ♦

INQUIRIES— The Principal

M ODEL BUSINESS COLLEGE (Miss Hale) LTD.,

Kembla Bldg., Margaret Street, SYDNEY Tel. BW 1518



Facts
Regarding

Stott & Underwood’s 
Business College

F o u n d e d  1883

For fifty years the leading business school in 
Australia.
Average annual enrolment in New South Wales 
exceeds 900 students— in Australia 4,000 students.
During 1933 the Employment Department of the 
Sydney College placed 1,764 students and ex
students in congenial positions.
Its affiliation with Stott & Underwood Ltd.— sole 
agents in Australia for the sale of the Underwood 
Typewriter— ensures a constant demand for girls 
trained in the Underwood College on Underwood 
Typewriters.
Its high ideals attract the more ambitious young 
women.
Maintains its own Library and Cafeteria.
Publishes its own Text-books.

Stott & Underwood’s 
Business College

70 Pitt Street, Sydney

Sister Colleges in all capital cities of Australia



Chartres Business College 
(Stott & Hoare's)

Founded 1885.

Wonderful
Examination Successes

Further Enhanced by
Shorthand Medal Competitions, I.P.S.A.

(Results published 10th December.)

Chartres' Students Obtained 
The O n ly  M edals 

Aw arded
Gold medal, 140 words a minute,

Miss R. Evans (17 years).
Gold medal, 120 words a minute.

Miss H. Cowling (17 years).

„1
At the recent Shorthand and Typewriting Examina

tions of the Incorporated Phonographic Society of 
CHARTRES BUSINESS CO LLEGE 
obtained EIGHT TOP PLACES, which

Australia,
STUDENTS
represent

Every Top Place
available to them. No students were presented for 
the Intermediate Section of the Shorthand Theory 
Examination.

TERMS BEGIN FROM DATE OF ENTRY.

INDIVIDUAL TUITION.
Call and interview the Principal.

CHARTRES BUSINESS COLLEGE
(ST O n  & HOARE'S),

LIVERPOOL STREET, HYDE PARK, SYDNEY.
'Phone: M 6481. Box 542 B, G.P.O. I

rU H N K R  »  H K N O m te M  WTD.. a V O N S T . 9 8 « 9 S


