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New “GRIP” Design 
HOCKEY SHOE

Double texture  
C anvas uppers  
with sp e c ia lly  
laced uppers.

BLACK BROWN WHITE
At last! A really dependable Hockey Shoe with 
specially designed grips on the sole. This type 
of shoe is very popular with Overseas players, 
and is made with double texture canvas uppers 
for extra wear. Its sturdy rubber soles and 
special lacing on the vamp make them extremely 
popular Shoes. In sizes 2 to 6. They^re excep
tional value at. Pair ..................................................

S i l
See the range of famous "Gunn and Moore" Hockey Sticks 

on the Lower Ground Floor, New Store.

DAVID JONES
Remember—David Jones’ for Service

Sturdy Rubber 
Soles with speci
a lly  d esign ed  
grips.
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M A C Q U A R I E  S E C R E T A R I A L  
S C H O O L

V
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%

T h e  M a c q u a r ie  S e c r e t a r ia l  S c h o o l h a s  b e e n  e s ta b l is h e d  in  th e  b e a u t i f u l  b u i ld in g  
re c e n t ly  e r e c te d  a s  i t s  h e a d  o ffice  b y  th e  B a n k  o f N ew  S o u th  W a le s . T h e  in t e r io r  
p la n  o f  th e  b u i ld in g  is  so  n e a r ly  p e r f e c t  t h a t  id e a l c o n d i t 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 t s  p u r s u e  th e i r  S e c r e t a r ia l  t r a in in g .  T h e  c la s s ro o m s  a r e  
s p 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 t i n g  th e  m o s t  m o d e rn  
S e c r e t a r ia l  S ch o o l. A n  a tm o s p h e r e  o f  d ig n i ty  a n d  e ff ic ien c y  h a s  b e e n  p ro v id e d :  
a n  a tm o s p h e r e  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 om en 
w ho  e n t e r  th e  S ch 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 r e t a r ia l  S c h o o l h a v e  b ee n  d e s ig n e d  to  g iv e  a  
t r a in in g  t h a t  w ill m a k e  e ff ic ie n t s e c r e t a r ie s  o f  w e ll - e d u c a te d  y o u n g  w o m en . 
E n ro lm e n ts  a r e  r e s t r i c t e d  to  100 s tu d e n t s  o f M a tr ic u la t io n  s t a n d a r d  o f  e d u c a t io n .

PROGRAM M E 
O F STU DIES

1. E  n  g  1 
L i te r a t u r e

s h

2 . T h e  W r i t in g  
o f  E n g l is h .

3 . B u s i n e s s  
C o r r e s p o n d 
e n c e .

4 . S t e n o g r a p h y  
a n d  T y p e 
w r i t in g .

5 . P r e c i s  W r i t 
in g .

6 . O ffice M a n -  
a g e m e n t ^  
E c o n o m ic s .

7 . B u s i n e s s  
P r in c ip le s  &  
B o o k k e e p in g .

8 . B u s i n e s s  
L a w  a n d  
B ank ing .

9 . F in a n c e  a n d  
I n v e s tm e n t .

10 . A d v e r t i s i n g  
a n d  P u b l ic i ty  
M e th o d s .

11 . F i l in g  a n d  
In d e x in g .

12 . S e c r e t a r i a l  
D u tie s .

T h e  S c h o o l is  lo c a te d  o n  th e  S ix th  a n d  S e v e n th  F lo o rs  o f th e  B a n k  o f  N ew  S o u th  
W a le s  B u ild in g .

T h e re  w ill b e  n o  d if f ic u lty  in  f in d in g  s u i ta b le  p o s i t i o n s  fo r  a l l  g r a d u a t e s  o f  th e  
S ch 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 t o t t  & U n d e rw o o d  L td .  is  a v a i la b l e  t o  
a l l  g r a d u a t e s  f re e  o f c h a rg e .

(N o  P o s t a l  o r  E v e n in g  I n s t r u c t io n )

MACQUARIE SECRETARIAL SCHOOL
B ank of New Sou th  W ales B uilding, G eorge  S tre e t (o p p . M artin  P lace ) '
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FUJI DE LUXE 
BLOUSES

Good quality; peaked or convertibi
Coll 
Price 
Sizes 33

Sizes 24 to 30
or

inch'

to 42 ins. Sp€

Special
....... 3/11
Price. 4/11

GIRLS' NAVY "SOLWEAR" 
TUNICS

The British fadeless fabric. Stitched box 
pleats to waist.

Lengths (inches)
Special Prices ...
Lengths (inches)
Special Prices ...

24 to 28 
4/11 

36 to 40 
6/11

30 to 34 
5/11 

42 to 44 
7/11

f
V /

GIRLS' UNTRIMMED 
NAVY PEDALENE 

HATS
In p o p u la r  a l l - r ou nd  
shapes with comtortable 
shallow crowns. Head sizes 
19^ to 22 inches. Usually 
4/11. Special Price .... 3/9

ALSO  G IRLS' FINE 
QUALITY ALL-W OOL  

TAILORED TUNICS

From .....  14/11 to 26/11

GIRLS' NAVY ALL-W OOL  
"D O C T O R " FLANNEL 

BLAZERS

Bound Black Flat Braid. 
Well tailored.

Sizes Special
inches Price

24 to 26 ............  11/6
28 to 32 ............  13/11
34 to 36 ............ 14/11

College Hat Bands . 2/1! 

College Ties, from .... 1/6

"'WILL SERVEYOU BEST" 
KINCÉ.CEORGE STS

É
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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 W INGROVE, 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 HAYES.
Miss CULEY, B.A. Miss NICOL-MURRAY, B.A.

Miss WESTON, M.A.
Department of Science.

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

Department of Modem Languages.
Miss W EDDELL, B.A. (M istress). Miss HARDERS.
Miss COLLINS, B.A. Mrs. RYAN, Dip. Besancon Univ.

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

Magazine Editor: Miss TURNER, B.A.
Magazine Suh-Editor: Miss W INGROVE, B.A,

Paptain, 1934: HELEN PQNTEY,



FO B T S T R E E T  SC SO O L
The picture is one o f what were Tcnown as M ajor T aylor’s “ Views o f Sydney ,’ ’ which were draivn aborrì 1822. The main part o f the School 
was erected by Governor Macquarie, in  1815, as a m ilitary hospital and as the illustration shows, ivas originally surrounded by a paling fence. 

This picture was prepared from  the photograph kindly given to the School by Mr. Donnelley.
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ROUND THE SCHOOL

THE STAFF
Miss Porter, who had been a member 

of tile Staff for about a year was tran s
ferred  to Now'ra High School during 
this term, and Miss Hayes, from P eter
sham, has taken her place. We hope 
both of them will have happy thoughts 
of Port S treet.

GIFTS
The School has been exceptionally 

fo rtunate  during the past six months, 
for many g ifts  have been received from 
friends of Fort Street.

The Old Girls’ Union have again 
shown their loyalty to the School in 
a very practical way. A beautifu l 
stained glass window bearing the 
School Crest and M otto now lights the 
staircase in the main entrance hall, and 
is admired by all the visitoi’s to the 
School as well as by the pupils who 
are very proud of it.

Miss Weston, a member of the Staff 
and a Portian , presented the School 
w ith a handsome V isitors’ Book bound 
by herself. This g if t is much appre
ciated as it  is the donor’s own work.

To Mrs. Hagon, Lady Mayoress of 
Sydney,, 1933, we are indebted for a 
fram ed picture of historical value, by 
W. Maclpod. The subject is Captain 
Cook’s S tatue in Hyde Park .

Mrs, Jam es, the M istress in Charge 
o f . Music in the -School, presented us 
w ith a pencil sketch of the “Poun- 
ta in .” This is specially prized as i t  is 
the work of Mrs. Jam es herself.

Mrs. Tusón kindly presented the 
School w ith the three fine historical 
oleographs which now adorn the walls 
of Room 8.

The Lord Mayor, Alderman A. L. 
Parker, generously donated prizes to 
the value of £5. They are to be 
aw arded to the best pupil in English 
and History in Year V, in Modern 
Languages in Year IV, in Mathematics 
in Year II I , in Science in Y ear II , and 
in L atin  in Year I.

Mr. Donnelley, fa th er of M arie Don
nelley in 2B, very thoughtfully  sent us 
a photograph of the building, as it 
appeared in M ajor Taylor’s “Views of 
Sydney,” which were draw n about 1822, 
to add to our collection of pictures of 
the School. We are especially grateful 
to Mr. Donnelley for this, the earliest 
picture of the building.

Miss Dorothy Trem lett, B.A., Sec
retary , Alliance Française (Sydney 
B ranch), kindly presented us w ith six 
recently published maps of France, by 
Professor Vidal-Lablache, of the U ni
versity  of Paris. They show w ith re
m arkable clearness Cours d’Eau, De
partem ents and Provinces, and will be 
most useful in the teaching of both 
French and Geography.

To Miss Effie M ackintosh the School 
is very g ra tefu l for the donation of 
a large number of useful books.

Mr. Percy M arks recently  presented 
the School w'ith a very valuable collec
tion of opals including eight black ones 
of rem arkable beauty. Each stone sits 
in a mother-of-pearl cup on a low stand 
and thus is shown to the grea test ad 
vantage. The girls, especially those 
studying geology, are very grateful 
indeed to Mr. M arks for his handsome 
gift.

The librarians would like to thank 
the “Sun” for the well-bound copy of 
“The Children’s T reasury of Great 
Stories.”

For all these g ifts  the Staff and 
School return  gratefu l thanks to their 
kijid friends.

INTERMEDIATE SUCCESSES
M aria Boldini, Iris Morgan and 

Clarice Hamilton were awarded bursaries 
on their results in the Interm ediate Cer
tificate Examination, while Athalie Lee 
gained an A rt Scholarship tenable a t the 
E ast Sydney Technical College for four 
years on the results of the same examina
tion.

SOCIAL SERVICE
D uring the year we have sent bundles 

of warm clothing to Ultimo, kn itted  
comforts to the old women a t N ewing
ton and forty-seven dozen eggs to 
Sydney Hospital.

M onetary donations include five 
guineas to the Preventorium , three 
guineas each to Sydney H ospital, the 
Rachel Forster H ospital and the Royal 
A lexandra H ospital for Children and a 
guinea to the Society for the P reven
tion of Cruelty to Animals.



OVB V IS IT O R S  ON E M P IR E  D AY.
B y  c o u r te s y  o f tl ie  ‘ ‘S u n .’ ’

EMPIRE DAY CELEBRATIONS
On the morning of May 2nd the Staff

and pupils occupied the Assembly Hall 
to celebrate Empire Day. Mr. B. C. 
Harkness, M.A., Chief Inspector of 
Schools, presided, and among the v isi
tors were the Lord M ayor and Lady 
Mayoress (Alderman A. L. P arker and 
Mrs. P a rk e r), Bishop K irkby and Mrs. 
K irkby, Mr. Inspector Farre ll of Queens
land, Mrs. Bradfield, Mrs. M ather and 
Mr. Clyne, M.L.A.

the S ta te  Secondary Schools, and Helen 
Pontey proposed a vote of thanks to 
the Chairman and the speakers.

The proceedings closed vrith the sing
ing of the “Becessional” and the 
“N ational A nthem .”

M. Boldini, 4A.

Mr. H arkness opened the proceedings 
w ith a short speech on the meaning of 
the day The Lord M ayor’s speech was 
both in teresting  and inspiring, and we 
were pleased to learn from him th a t he 
had been a pupil of th is School. We 
were also proud to hear the excellent 
speeches made by Beryl K ent and Gwen 
Walsh, who took as the ir subjects, 
“Goodwill among the N ations” and 
“Commonwealth Day” respectively. Mr. 
Clyne, who is always present on the 
im portant occasions of our School life, 
gave a very in teresting  speech on Em 
pire-builders.

Mr. M artin, of the Ultimo Public 
School, again asked for the School to 
supply two speakers for his Empire 
Day Celebration. Lucy Sherring and 
M arjorie Baldock acquitted  themselves 
well on th is occasion, speaking on the 
subjects of “Commonwealth D ay” and 
“Goodwill among the N ations.”

The Choir rendered two delightful 
and appropriate items, “May the Brave 
Flag F ly” and “Comrades of M ine.”

M ary Robinson, w inner of the P re 
fects’ Prize for the Empire Essay in 
1933, w rote a le tte r to be read a t the 
Empire Day Celebrations a t the Norcot 
Council School, T ilehurst, Reading. This 
message was sent in response to an in 
vitation  extended by Mr. F. G. Eyles, 
the H eadm aster of the School. An ap 
preciative le tte r, w ritten  by a pupil, 
was received by M ary la te r in the year.

Marion Cockburn, the Senior Prefect, 
read the Goodwill Message th a t she was 
to broadcast on behalf of the girls of

EMPIRE DAY ESSAYS
The Prefects of 1934, following in the 

trad ition  set by their predecessors.

I



aw arded two priz( a fdi (ssays w rittsn  
oil Empire D'jy. The Senior p rize  was 
won by Jo y te  McCreeilc on rhe sub je j:, 
“Why we edebra to  E inii:-e P ay ,” rvhile 
M argaret Brawer won t ie  J j i .io r  Prize, 
the smb;ect b^ing ‘The luii aever sets 
on the British Em pire.”

GOODWILL DAY
This year p. Fox'. .Stiect g iil had the

K iKiur of being iie if feu r representa- 
:ive pupils from  the p rivate  and S tate 
Soenndiu-y >Sehoo s to broadcast a good
will message to  riie children ol the 
woild.

M aricn i'ockljuim. Senior P refect, 
was cluson to represent -the School on 
thi? occasion, aad  her- message is 
printed on the next nage



INTERNATIONAL GOODWILL MESSAGE FROM THE GIRLS OF 
THE STATE HIGH SCHOOLS OF NEW SOUTH WALES

Girls and boys of all nations, we, the 
children of New South Wales, once 
again warm ly greet you on th is th ir 
teen th  ann iversary  of Goodwill Day, 
for the object of th is broadcast is to 
prom ote a feeling of goodwill through
ou t the world.

Those who begin the day brim ful of 
genuine goodwill for others, and who 
stead fastly  refuse to look a t  hum anity 
from any other angle, help not only 
them selves bu t others whom they m eet 
during the day. In  my opinion, i t  is 
essential for each of us to endeavour to 
root out from our own hearts and minds 
any thoughts of dislike, jealousy, or in 
tolerance, and the inclination to dis
parage ra th er than  to praise. U ntil we 
have tra ined  ourselves to do this, we 
cannot possibly help the world a t large 
to  get rid  of its  p resent difficulties. 
Everyone can do som ething in her daily 
life  to help make the world the happy, 
healthy  place we all long for i t  to be.

To be sincerely anxious for the wel
fare  and happiness of others, to work 
hard  for the sake of working, to show 
respect for the elderly, to subordinate 
our desires to those of others, to de te r
mine to do the very best we can a t all 
costs; all th is calls for character, cour
age, will-power, and th a t intangible 
a tt r ib u te  we call vision.

ALLIANCE FRANÇAISE 
EXAMINATION

The following girls were successful 
in  gaining prizes and certificates. 

Prizes.

These are the qualities th a t are essen
tia l, not only in ordinary citizens, but 
in those who have the responsibility  of 
m.oulding the destinies of the various 
countries of the world. None of us can 
put the world stra igh t, bu t we can each 
help to tidy  up our own little  corner.

I t  seems fa r  fetched to connect the 
renewing of m ankind w ith  such seem
ingly tr iv ia l things as courtesy, k ind 
ness, patience and forbearance towards 
those we m eet in our daily life, never
theless, i t  is on such tr iv ia lities  th a t 
the very foundation of the character 
of nations rests. Moreover, in te r
national sport tends to promote a feel
ing of goodwill throughout the world. 
The Olympic Games and the Davis Cup 
Competitions unite sportsm en from 
nearly every corner of the globe, and, 
as a consequence, the team s go back to 
the ir own countries having learn t to 
understand the people of other nations.

I t  is to our generation th a t the world 
looks for th a t spread of in ternational 
feeling, which will make us all realise 
th a t we are not individuals, or Aus
tralians, bu t citizens of the world.

L et us therefore make i t  our duty  to 
be as well inform ed as possible about 
the difficulties of all nations, so th a t 
we can cultivate  the rig h t a ttitu d e  of 
mind and a sp irit of sym pathy which 
will make the whole world kin.

Grade in .—1st prize: Dulcie W arren. 
1st prize fo r Reading: Dulcie W arren. 
1st prize for Conversation: Joyce Mc- 
Credie and Dulcie W arren.

Grade IV.—2nd prize: Dorothy Dodd 
and  N ina W hiting. 1st prize for Read
ing: Joyce Nelson and Dorothy Dodd. 

Certificates.
Grade II.—Joan Fraser.
Grade III.—N ancy Alexander, Irene 

Cooke, Joyce Crank, Dorothy Dean, 
M uriel Pinch, Lucy Graham, V alerie 
H ands, M arjorie H ickton, Gwen Holley, 
Joyce MeCredie, Beryl McKeon, K a th 
leen Newman, Dorothy Norman, Gwen 
O’Dea, Irm a Simon, Peggy Vernon, 
Dulcie W arren, Dorothy Woodrow.

Grade IV.—Dorothy Dodd, Joyce N el
son, M argaret Stephenson, N ina W hit
ing.

and have been well attended  by the 
Staff and Y ear R epresentatives.

The main business of the term  was 
the proposal to change the form of 
prize aw arded a t the Annual School 
Swimming Carnival and A thletic M eet
ing.

I t  was decided th a t instead of the 
plain and oval badges h itherto  pre
sented, china cups and saucers and 
plates bearing the School crest should 
be aw arded to the successful competi
tors. An order for this china has accord
ingly been placed.

I t  was also decided to aw ard a trophy 
in the form of a clock to the class 
which gained the grea test num ber of 
points for life-saving awards.

N ancy L igh t (Secretary).

THE JUNIOR THEATRE LEAGUE 
COMPETITION

THE SCHOOL ASSOCIATION
Regular m eetings of the Association 

-have been held throughout the year

Once again we have to congratulate 
Miss Collins on her success in  th is com
petition.

In  the “All Girls’ Section” Miss Col
lins carried off first prize by her p re
sentation of “Reverie” w ith the follow
ing cast:—



(D

“ S E V E I i lE .”
J. Livinpston, T). ilurton. ,7. MeCredie, M. Wombey, B. Austin, J. Dircks, M. Turnley, 

G. Smith, V. Slade, M. Brackynol, M. Cockhurn, M. Bulk.



The Characters
B utler .......................  Norma A bernethy
Grandmother H arkness

Jean  Livingston 
Ex-Governor H arkness Joyce McCredie 
R ichard H arkness, Jun ior

M arion Cockburn 
Mrs. H arkness, Jun io r . . Monnie Buik 
R ichard the Third . . . Dorothy Murtón 

The Memories:
The Boy . . . .................  Dorothy M urtón
Bess ....................................  B etty  A ustin
Sarah .....................  M argaret Brackpool
Nell ........................................  Gwen Smith
Anna .........................  M argaret Turnley
Tom, the B arefoot Lad Maisie Wombey
Jim  ..........................................  V era Slade
Charles ................................ Joyce Prance
Jack  ....................................  J a n e t Dircks

In  the “Schools’ Section” Miss Col
lins won the J . C. W illiamson Mask for 
the best play. This is the th ird  occasion 
on which she has won th is coveted prize 
and the second occasion on which F ort 
S treet girls have been successful.

“Kings in Nom ania,” the w inning 
play, was acted by the following girls:
The H erald ............... Clarice Hamilton
The Gendarme .............W innie G arrard
Yancu, the Bootblack . , June H untley 
Members of his Gang—

Osnie ...................................  Jean  Baker
Borlo ...........................  Bessie McVicar
U rridu ..................................  Gloria Hill
Torai .............................. Dulcie W arren
Tiana ............................ L ilwyn Stoker

M arfa, the M other of Yancu
Monnie Buik

Snigram, the M iser . . . .  Phyllis Corner 
The M arquis of E tta re  Beryl Lockhart
The Count Luz ..................  Selina Wood
Zoril II , K ing of Nomania

Clarice Laraghy 
The S tage H and ................  Bessie Dodd

THE REFERENCE LIBRARY

Since our last report many new books 
have been added to the lib rary , includ
ing “The Theatre in My Time,” (St. 
John E rv ine), “Six One-Act P lays,” 
“Six More One-Act P lays” (E lla Ad
k ins), “Synopsis of English F iction ,” 
Shaw’s “Too True to be Good,” “M yths 
of A ustralia,” “Legends of A ustralia ,” 
“The English Novel” (P riestley ), H ud
son’s “L ite ra tu re  of the Tw entieth Cen
tu ry ,” “G aribaldi,” Raymond’s “Through 
L itera tu re  to L ife.”

L ibrarians: M. Boldini, J . McCredie, 
A. Ham ilton, P. Corner, C. Hamilton.

THE DEBATING SOCIETY
Our D ebating Society, which was 

established in 1917 while Miss Partridge  
was Head M istress, has forged steadily 
ahead un til th is year, when under the 
able presidency of H ilda Maddocks, it  
has an enrolm ent of one hundred and 
th irty-six  girls.

Many in teresting  debates have been 
held during the last six months. The 
first of these, on A pril 5th, was “ T hat 
the invention of m achinery is an evil 
to m ankind,” which was upheld by 
Joyce McCredie (leader), Norm a A ber
nethy, and M aria Boldini, while Jean 
Livingston (leader), Anne M urray, and 
Phyllis Corner supported the Opposition. 
The debate resulted in a  victory for 
the Opposition.

The subject, “U niversal suffrage is 
beneficial to the community,” was well 
contested on M ay 3rd by Dorothy Ad- 
derton, Irene H allet, and L ilian  Clint, 
who, supporting the G overnment’s con
tention, were victorious over Joan 
F raser (leader), M ary Robinson, and 
M ary S tew art, who spoke for the Op
position.

BOOK MARKS AND CALENDARS
In  the first term  of the year the 

pupils of the School were very proud to 
own book m arks bearing the School 
crest and motto. Now they  are looking 
forw ard w ith pleasure to sending their 
Christm as greetings on calendars w ith 
the same adornm ent.

On June 7th the subject, “Peace has 
its  victories no less renowned than 
w ar,” was discussed. The Government 
consisted of Lucy Sherring, Jean  Allan 
and Norma, Saunders, while M ary W es
ton, M arie Jackson and M argaret 
Raphael formed the Opposition, who 
were defeated by a small margin.

Our yearly  debates against our 
brother school were held on June 23rd 
and Ju lv  13th.

The lib rary  is used mostly by the 
senior girls, but we, would like to see 
more of the juniors enjoying the wide 
range of history books.

The lib rary  is open for research- pur
poses every lunch hour and every a f te r 
noon a f te r  School.

We would like to thank  Miss M ackin
tosh for an extrem ely generous g if t of 
in teresting  and useful books. Such 
donations are alw ays very welcome and 
much appreciated.

The subject of the first debate was 
“D ictatorships are more beneficial than 
democracies.” The girls were repre
sented by Lucy Sherring, Joan  F raser 
and Mavis Porter, who .form ed the 
Government. The members of the 
Opposition were Messrs. Ferguson, 
W ebber and McAulay. Mr. R. G. H en
derson, M.A., kindly adjudicated, and 
a t the close of the debate announced 
the girls to be the victors. The P refects 
and office-bearers afterw ards en te r
tained our opponents a t afternoon tea.

i



The retu-71 ilehate was held a t the 
Bays’ School, Pelersham , and once more 
the girls were victorious. The subject 
for discussion was “T hat science has 
surpassed the a rts  in its benefits to 
m ankind.” The g irls’ team was com
posed of Lucy Sherring, Joan  F raser 
and E nid Smith, while the boys were 
represented by Messrs. Ferguson, Me- 
Aulay and M archant. Mr. Grose, known 
to all radio listeners as Uncle P rank  
of 2GB, kindly adjudicated.

A fter the debate our opponents en ter
tained us a t  afternocn tea and then 
stow ed us their school, thus concluding 
a most enjoj'able afternoon.

On 5th Ju ly  the subject, “S tate  enter- 
P 'ise is more beneficial to the com
m unity than p r.va te  enterprise,” was 
keenly contested by Eose Clark, M arie 
BSsmire and Dorothy Hamilton, who 
smpported the Government, Phyllis 
Wells, Dorothy Norman and Joyce 
Hiompson upbo ding the Opposition. 
Tile debate was won by the Govern
ment.

On 1.3th Septem ber M uriel Finch 
gave an in teresting  address on the 
Douglas Credit System, and the re
m ainder of the m eeting was devoted to 
im prom ptu speeches. Joan  Sumner, 
speaking on the subject “Should ex
am inations be abolished,” made the 
best speech of t i e  afternoon.

N ancy L ight, Secretary.

THE SCHOOL CONCERT
One of tile most exciting events in 

last term  w as the School Concert, held 
in the Assembly Hall on August 27th 
and 28th. The in terest of both the 
parents and friends of the pupils was 
n lfin ly  shown by the crowded hall on 
boch nights. From the opening item 
gi-^en by the orchestra, the success of 
the concert was assured.

The main fea tu re  of the evening was 
thr. clever acting  in the two plays 
w ritten  by P eicival W ilde, and pro
duced by Miss Collins. “Reverie,” which 
w'ES acted in the first ha lf of the pro
gramme, rvas a  delightful fan tasy , re 
calling in a dream, to an old man h a r
dened w ith worldly ideas, the memories 
and friendships of his childhood. Nine 
Utile girls and boys, dressed in quaint 
old-fashioned costume, represented his 
childhood acquaintances. Joyce Mc- 
Credio and Jean Livingston made a 
typical old-fashioned pair as ex-Gover- 
nor and G randmother H.arkness. Grand- 
m other Harkiiess, w ith her old-world 
d ignity  and charm, was endeavouring to 
bring  some of the sp irit of Christm as 
back into the old home, bu t her hus
band, who seemed to have grown too 
old for th-e excitem ent of Christm as 
and Christm as-trees, reproved her for 
doing it. In  his dream, however, he 
realised th a t Christm as would not be 
Christm as unless there was some cere
mony. The play ended happily, when

TH E D V TC E  VAN C E.
B. Condon, L . Thomas, R. Harris, J. Easton.



Ricliarfl Hiu'k’iess Junior, his wife, aac 
son, R ickard the Third iwho played a 
prom inent p a rt in  his g ran d fa th e-’s 
dream ), came haavc f]»' the  C hristnas 
fes tiv itk  M.

Choir i:ems, folk d.Tnces, gym naslic 
exercises. and or;destrs., items followed 
The gir i in the choirs under the call
able b a tes  of Mrs. J a ^ e a , sang beauii- 
fully. E ” ery wind could lie clearly aad 
distinctij" heard from the back of t i c  
hall.

The T s 'c h  dai ee, gi-^iii by four F if:li 
Year giidi, was \e ry  v id i received by

the a»i icnce. This dance made a s tr ik 
ing cuntras: with the balloon dance 
which followed it. The balloon dance, 
given ay -lA girls, was one of the 
da in tk 'st and most delightful items.

The iia rc l ami exercises given by the 
vounger girls showed evidence of care
ful tr im in g  by Miss Anderson.

Juna H untley was the hero in the 
second play She portrayed Yancu, a 
bootbai’k. By polishing people’s boots, 
Yancu was ab lr to gain a meagre liv 
ing, h a 'd ly  eiuugh to buy shelter for 
ais motlier and him self from the b iting
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cold a t nights. Snigram (Phyllis Cor
ner) was the old miser to whom Yancu 
and his m other w ent to buy shelter. 
One of the members of Yancu’s gang, 
for he had a gang of five followers, had 
given him, as a judge’s fee, a green 
stone in which fires seemed to gleam. 
Yancu, ignorant of the value of tiiis 
stone, offered it  to Snigram to help to 
pay for his shelter, bu t Snigram, w ith 
his keen eyes, discovered th a t this was 
the very stone which K ing Zoril had 
lost, and for the recovery of which he 
had offered a g rea t reward. Snigram 
seized the opportunity  of having Yancu 
imprisoned. The King, however, whom 
one would have expected to have been 
very regal and pompous, and who was 
a little  boy, who rode on to the stage 
on a tricycle, believed Yancu’s story of 
his innocence and was only too ready 
to pardon him.

The girls all played the ir parts  ex
cellently, and we would here .join in 
congratu lating  all who took p a rt on 
their splendid performance.

Beth Crago, 4B.

OUR ANNUAL SPORTS MEETING
Although the w eather in the morning 

was threatening, the sun decided to 
shine on the m erry throng of Fortians, 
past and jiresent, assembled a t the 
Sports Ground to partic ipa te  in their 
tw enty-fourth  Annual Sports M eeting 
on A ugust 17th.

Despite the numerous heats and races, 
thanks to Miss Anderson and other 
members of the Staff, there was no 
hitch in the programme.

Many novelty events caused h ilarity  
among the spectators, and the close 
finishes added excitem ent to the pro
ceedings.

The success of Ruth H arris in the 
School Championship was pleasing to 
everyone, as this is the fourth  tim e in 
succession th a t she has carried off this 
event. Ruth also won the ' Seventeen 
Years Championship and the Skipping 
Race, and we extend to her our heartiest 
congratulations.

We congratulate also M arjory Hick- 
ton, a promising junior, who won the 
Jun ior Championship for the second 
time, and also carried off the Fourteen 
Years Championship and the Junior 
Skipping Race.

Keen rivalry  was exhibited by the 
girls striv ing  to r points in an endeavour 
to obtain the shield which is annually 
aw arded to the class gaining the highest 
number of points. The victors th is year 
were 2A.

We are sure th a t everyone was sa tis
fied w ith a day well spent. Even spec

ta tors, who w ith flourish of ribbons and 
other signs of loyalty to their classes, 
barracked fran tica lly  for their com
rades, enjoyed the thrill of well-matched 
contest.

Our champions w ere:—
School (100 yds.).—Ruth H arris, 5B.
Jun ior (75 yds.).—M. H ickton, 2A.
17 Y ears (75 yds.).—R. H arris, .5B.
16 Years (75 yds.).—J. Irons, 5A.
15 Years (75 yds.).—M. Brodbeck, 4B.
14 Y^ears (50 yds.).— M. H ickton, 2A.
13 Years (50 yds.).—B. F letcher, ID .
12 Years (50 yds.).—E. P inkney, ID.
11 Y ears and under (50 yds.).—A. 

Shuttlcw orth, ID.

The Senior School Relay was won by 
5C, and the Jun io r by 2C.

The w inners of the novelty races 
w ere:—

Skipping.—R uth H arris, 5B.
.Junior Skipping.—M. H ickton, 2A.
Orange Race.— M. Brodbeck, 4B.
Jun io r Orange Race.—M. Lyons, 2A.
Sack Race.— G. Gillies, M. Hawkins, 

a;q.
Jun ior Sack Race.— Gwen O’Dea, 3B.

The results of the team games were 
as follows:—

Tunnel Ball.— 1 A.
Overhead Ball.—2B.
Under and Over Ball.—2A.
Skin the Snake.— ID.
Crocodile.— lA .

Norah McKenna and Peggy Dircks 
tied  for first place in the Old Girls’ 
Race.

N. E. M. Cross, 4B,

THE CITY OF SYDNEY 
EISTEDDFOD

The lib rary  has been enriched by 
two handsome silver cups and :i. very 
fine shield during the last year. These 
trophies are the results of a y ear’s 
hard work by the Choir which more 
than  upheld the honour of Fort 
S treet a t the recent City of Sydney 
E isteddfod.

This year Mrs. Jam es entered for 
four sections of the E isteddfod, three 
being choral and one orchestral, and 
we are proud of the fac t th a t we gained 
first place in two and second in two.

When 29th August, the n igh t set 
aside for the Championship of School 
Choirs, arrived, hundreds of school



Mrs. Jarnos and our successful Choir.
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children took their seats in the Pres- 
by:erian  Assembly Hall. The first sec- 
ticn was devoted to am ateur orchestras, 
and three schools played their test 
pirces beautifully . Then came the 
elnoral section and a t last the audience 
w is  stirred  by “ The F ortians’ March,” 
and ninety-eight girls, neatly  dressed, 
marched sm artly  on to the stage amidst 
n ueh apirlause. The tes t pieces were 
Mendelssohn’s “Hum of the Bees” and 
E.rahms’ “Cradle Song,” and the girls 
rendered them  extrem ely well.

The girls had not been seated very 
tong when a telegram  arrived from Miss 
Oohen to tell them th a t the songs came 
over the wireless clearly. This in 
spired them w ith new hope and when 
Ihe ad.iudicators came forw ard to give 
rheir decision, the air was full of ex
pectancy. The results of the orchestral 
section were given first, and the judges 
praised the high standard  of the p lay
ing sInd reg retted  th a t they had to 
place F o rt S tree t second—by one point! 
Then came the results of the choral sec
tion. Again the adjudicators praised 
the work of the choirs and th is time 
they gave their decision in  favour of 
Port S treet. The girls were unable to 
restrain  their joy any longer, and the 
hall was filled w ith laughter and cheers.

On the following afternoon, forty  
girls representing P o rt S treet again 
inarched into the Assembly Hall. This 
time they were to sing in the Cham
pionship of Girls’ Choirs, and the Cham
pionship of Junior Choirs. In  the for
mer section the girls sang the test 
pieces, Dr. Arne’s “W here the Bee 
Sucks” (arranged by Roland Foster), 
and Schubert’s “To Music,” very well. 
B ut Moss Vale P rio ry  also sang wonder
fully, and the Portians realised th a t 
they would prove very hard to beat. 
However, both Moss Vale P riory  and 
Fort S treet were announced as finalists 
to sing again th a t night. The other sec
tion was pu t off till the n ight session 
also.

The girls returned again, and, in due 
course, they sang the other two test 
pieces, “P iping Down the Valleys 
W ild,” by Duleie Cohen, and “W ake 
Up,” by V ictor Massey. This section 
was a t last closed and the two finalists 
had to sing for the Championship of 
Girls’ Choirs. Once again the Fortians 
mounted the stage, and this time they 
put all their strength  into their singing. 
Moss Vale P riory  then sang again, and 
the adjudicators once again came fo r
w ard to give their decision. In the 
Jun ior Championship of the S tate  the 
singing was praised and P o rt S treet 
was pronounced the w inner. Then came 
the other adjudicators, and they said 
th a t although the choirs were only 
junior, their singing was up to the

standard  of senior choirs. Moss Vale 
came first, and F o rt S treet second by 
two points. So ended an E isteddfod in 
which Port S treet won more than its 
share of laurels.

We m ust a ttrib u te  a g reat deal of 
the praise to Mrs. Jam es, whose u n tir
ing energy always urged the girls on, 
and we only hope th a t nex t year she 
will lead her choir to victory  again.

L ily Thomas, 5B..

Miss Duleie Cohen, who won the prize 
in the A ustralian B roadcasting Com
petition  of 1933 for her se tting  to music 
of one of the songs sung by the Choir, 
sent the following le tte r to the P rin c i
pal of the School:—

“135 M acquarie S treet, 
“ Sydney.

“28th Septem ber, 1934. 
“My dear Miss Cohen,—

“I would like you to know how de
lighted I  was w ith the perform ance of 
my ‘P iping Down the Valleys W ild’ 
winch your girls gave a t a session of 
the recent Eisteddfod.

“Though in effect ra ther simple, the 
part-song is full of p itfa lls  and little  
difficulties of in terp re ta tion . These 
were all met beautifully , and th a t I 
know was onty possible a f te r  much hard 
work and enthusiasm on the p a rt of the 
girls and because of good and wise 
tra in ing  by their conductor.

“The happy combination of a tru ly  
excellent perform ance w ith the fresh 
and youthful sweetness of the voices 
gave much pleasure not only to m yself 
bu t to everybody jiresent a t the session, 
and the aw arding of the trophy to th is 
particu lar choir was a decision which 
m et w ith the unanimous approval of the  
audience.

“M ay I  offer to you, to the girls and 
to Mrs. Jam es my hearty  congratu la
tions and my warm thanks.

“Sincerely yours,
“Duleie M. Cohen.”

THE BROADCASTS
On Saturday morning, 15th Septem 

ber, and again on the 29th of th a t 
month our School Choir was broadcast 
from Station  2GB. I t  is an exceptional 
th ing for the same school choir to 
broadcast tw ice in one year from th is 
studio, bu t so many le tters of apprecia
tion, from all over A ustralia, had been 
w ritten  to express enjoym ent of the 
programme provided by P o rt S treet 
Choir th a t when a day fell vacan t F o rt 
S treet Choir was im mediately asked if  
it would repeat its previous programme.



The Choir, under the efficient baton 
of its  conductress, Mrs. Jam es, rendered 
several choral items. These included 
tes t pieces set for the recent City of 
Sydney Eisteddfod, by the rendition of 
which Fort S treet Choir was ad jud i
cated  the Champion School Choir in the 
S tate, while piano, vocal, and violin 
solos, together w ith orchestral numbers, 
provided a  pleasing variety .

struction of the stained glass window 
in the fron t hall, the first step towards 
the general im provem ent there, and we 
hope th a t soon the rest of the hall 
will be made to form a suitable setting  
for th is beau tifu l piece cf work.

E nid Smith, 5B.

MUSIC REPORT

I ts  im portance for us lies not only in 
its  beauty bu t in w hat it  symbolizes— 
the wonderful school sp irit of the Old 
Girls’ Union, which finds expression in 
the many g ifts  made by its  members to 
their old School.

This year we have a F if th  Y ear girl, 
B eth W illiams, tak ing  Instrum ental 
Music (P ianoforte) for the Leaving 
Certificate Exam ination. B eth will be 
the first candidate in  N.S.W. to take 
Instrum en ta l Music as an exam ination 
subject from a S ta te  High School. This 
study  includes works of Bach, B eet
hoven, Cramer and Chopin, a  fu ll course 
in scales, arpeggios and technical 
studies, sight reading, aural tests and 
analysis of the works performed.

When the plan was m entioned a t one 
of their m eetings in the middle of 
March, it  was enthusiastically  sup
ported and i t  is characteristic  of the 
Old Girls’ usual readiness and generos
ity  th a t they promised us h a lf the 
necessary money s tra igh t aw ay so th a t 
the work m ight go ahead a t once, and 
w ithin two m onths they  were able to 
give us the rest of the money.

Joan Steele, who th is year learned to 
play  the xylophone a t School under the 
tu ition  of Mrs. Jam es, was aw arded 
special m ention by the A djudicators in 
the recent City of Sydney Eisteddfod.

OUR STAINED-GLASS WINDOW

When we returned a fte r  the Autumn 
holidays the first th ing  th a t every girl 
did was to see if  the window had been 
pu t in, and our expectations were fu l
filled. Although the novelty has worn 
off now, we cannot help gazing a t  it  as 
we w alk upstairs, for we are very 
proud of it, and the fac t th a t our 
School crest and motto are on it  makes 
it  even more dear to us.

One of the most im portant events in 
our School life  th is year was the con

The main p a rt of the window is of 
Flemish glass w ith a border of azure 

and ill the centre is our 
crest with our motto 
beneath. I ts  simplicity 
is its greatest charm ; it 
is the admiration of all 
who see it.

Many of our parents 
had an opportunity of 
seeing it  on the nights 
of our concert, when it 
presented an especially 
striking picture, for the 
moon was behind it  and 
it looked coldly beauti
fu l — like transparent 
silver. I t  is also very 
beautiful when the sun 
shines on it, for the 
colours take on a deeper, 
richer hue.

T B E  W IND O W  B E A R IN G  T S E  SCHOOL CREST  
A N D  MOTTO P RE SE N TE D  B Y  T E E  OLD G IR L S ’ 

UNION, 1934.
By cou rtesy  of the  “ T e leg rap h .”

We are all grateful 
to Miss Cohen, who with 
her untiring energy has 
brought about this as 
well as many other 
improvements in the 
School, and also to the 
Old Girls for their 
generosity.

i

M aria Boldini, 4A.



A VISIT TO THE TRAINING 
COLLEGE

A p arty  of F ifth  Years recently spent 
an enjoyable afternoon a t the Teachers’ 
T raining College. We had been invited  
by the P rincipal, Professor Maokie, to 
hear some Verse Speaking, and to many 
of us the perform ance was an immense 
surprise, for the Verse Speaking Choir, 
under the direction of Miss Barnes, 
gave a delightful presentation  of some 
scenes from Shakespeare. There were 
two scenes from “Antony and Cleo
p a tra ,” two from “Romeo and Ju lie t,” 
and the Clown Scene from “ A M id
summer N igh t’s Dream.”

The simple yet effective costumes 
worn by the girls in the Choir greatly  
added to the charm w ith which the 
scenes were rendered. I t  was hard to 
realise th a t the same girl acted  the p art 
of the vivacious Ju lie t in the Garden 
Scene w ith  ju s t as much tru th  as the 
p a rt of Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. We 
were all fam iliar w ith the Clown Scene 
in “A Midsummer N igh t’s Dream,” but 
somehow unexpected humour was re
vealed to us by the clever acting  of the 
Choir. To most of us the entertainm ent 
was a complete revelation of the beauty  
of Shakespeare’s plays.

A fter the dram atic perform ance, 
some of the Old Portians, who are now 
a t the College, showed us over the 
building. This was greatly  appreciated 
by those of us who hope to be there 
next year. We saw the Reference L ib
rary , one of the best in the Southern 
Hemisphere. There were rows and rows 
of books of all descriptions, and it  was 
hard  to im agine anyone finding a book 
in th a t amazing library . Some of the 
lecture rooms were visited, and we were 
introduced to a human skeleton, which, 
we were told, we too would study if  we 
took physiology. The gymnasium is an 
enormous room w ith a spring floor, and 
the lucky students are able to have a 
shower a f te r  gym. The prospects -of a 
cold shower should make gym. all the 
more delightful.

I t  was a very regretfu l p a rty  of girls 
who le f t w ith Miss W icks a t 5 p.m., 
fo r we would have liked to have stayed 
longer to see more. We had had a p lea
sant time, and perhaps some of us will 
see more of the College next year. We 
hope so!

Gwen W alsh, 5B.

CHRISTIAN UNION
The C hristian Union meets every 

Monday afternoon a t 3.30 p.m.
The m eetings th is term  were ably 

conducted by Miss P orter un til her 
tran sfe r to Nowra In term ediate  High 
School. We miss her very much and

hope she will be happy in her new 
sphere of work.

All the members are eagerly looking 
forw ard to the Annual Schoolgirls’ 
Camp to be held during the Christmas 
holidays under the auspices of the Aus
tra lasian  S tudents’ Christian Movement.

Before closing I  would like to  thank 
Miss Culey on behalf of the members 
for tak ing  our m eetings since Miss 
P o rte r’s departure.

K athleen Gillies, Secretary.

THE CAPTAIN AND PREFECTS 
FOR 1934

On October 9th the Fourth  Years 
elected the C aptain and P refec ts for 
next year. The following were chosen 
to be guardians of the high trad itions 
of F ort S tree t; Clarice H am ilton (Cap
ta in ), Jean  L ivingston (Senior P re
fec t), M aria Boldini, Phyllis Corner, 
W innie G arrard, K athleen Gillies, 
Bessie H arris, ISlancy L ight, B etty  
Logan and Ellen Swann. We congratu
la te  these girls on the honour paid 
them by the ir schoolfellows.

FIFTH YEARS’ PARTING PART
This year the F if th  Years in tend to 

give to the School a settle  for the land
ing outside the Office to m ark their 
appreciation of all th a t the School has 
done for them.

FAREWELL DAY
Perhaps the most memorable occa

sion in the School year is Farew ell Day. 
I t  is one of the happiest days and yet 
there is always an undercurrent of sad
ness running through the ceremony. For 
i t  is on th is day th a t the F if th  Years 
bid adieu to “ the best school of a ll” 
as the gates of F o rt S treet close behind 
them as pupils for the last tim e and 
they enter into “the glorious adventure 
of life” fired w ith the highest ideals 
and w ith determ ination to honour the 
name which Fortians have won for her 
in the past.

And so w ith a feeling of regret as 
they realised th a t the tim e had come 
to say farew ell to yet another F ifth  
Year, the girls assembled on Friday, 
I9th October.

We were delighted to have w ith us 
two of our form er headmistresses. Miss 
P artridge  and Miss Cruise, for whom 
there is always a warm welcome a t the 
School, Miss W atts, a form er music- 
teacher, who charmed us w ith her 
beautifu l singing, and several of our 
form er captains.

The proceedings opened w ith “The 
March of the Fortians,” a f te r  which 
Miss Cohen delivered an impressive ad 
dress in which she stressed the im port



ance of service for others in  the wider 
school of life. She added th a t this 
Farew ell Day held a special significance 
for her, as i t  was five years since she 
returned to F o rt S tree t as P rincipal 
when the departing  F if th  Years had 
been F irs t Years.

We were extrem ely sorry th a t Mrs. 
M acartney was unable to be present, 
bu t we hope th a t she w ill delight us 
w ith “K a ty ’s L e tte r” nex t year.

The School songs and the addresses 
of Miss P a rtridge  and Miss Cruise were 
very much enjoyed. Both w ished the 
F if th s  and Thirds the best of luck in 
the forthcom ing exam inations, and all 
of us happy holidays.

Then came the investitu re  of the Cap
ta in  and P refects elect for 1935, a fte r  
which Helen Pontey, the re tiring  Cap
ta in , gave an amusing address. Clarice 
Ham ilton, C aptain elect for 1935, and 
Jean  Livingston, Senior P refec t for 
1935, also spoke. Three P refects ad 
dressed a few words to the ir respective 
Years, a fte r  which came the time- 
honoured custom of clapping the Thirds 
and F ifth s  across the stage.

D uring the p arty  which followed, the 
health of the K ing, the F ifth s  and 
teachers were drunk and a vote of 
thanks was proposed to the Fourth 
Years, and appreciative reference was 
made to M yra B arrington, who had 
made the wonderful cake.

A fter the p arty  the girls adjourned 
to the Assembly H all where the rest 
of the afternoon was spent in dancing. 
The p a rty  closed w ith  the singing of 
“ Auld Lang Syne” and the N ational 
Anthem.

Thus another Farew ell Day had been 
added to the record.

B.L., 4A.

HOCKEY
Hockey th is year has rem ained as 

popular a sport as ever and many 
F ortians feel sorry th a t six months 
must pass before another game can be 
played. Success did not crown our 
efforts th is year, bu t very g rea t en
thusiasm  was shown by both teams. 
Two m atches were played against 
Sydney High and, although in  both we 
were defeated, the games were especi
ally enjoyable and exciting. Among 
the juniors there are m any fine players 
who, nex t year, w ill fill the vacant 
positions in the team s and help F o rt 
S treet to gain first place, we hope, in 
the competition. The team s wish to 
thank  Miss B ennett and Miss Weston 
for the coaching they  have given dur
ing the season.

BASKET BALL
The B Grade players were the fo r

tunate  w inners of the B Grade shield 
this year, and well they deserved it 
for, throughout the season, they played 
excellent basket ball. The A team was 
less fo rtunate , although its  efforts were 
also good.

The results are m ainly due to the 
un tiring  efforts of Miss Anderson, and 
although the team s consisted for the 
most p a rt of new players her coaching 
found its  reward.

We expect the B Grade players to 
form an excellent team next season 
and win back the A shield.

C ongratulations are extended to 
Sydney and P a rram atta  who shared 
the A Grade shield.

B etty  Condon, Captain.

TENNIS
I t  is w ith the grea test sincerity  th a t 

I  say th a t this season’s tennis has been 
the most in teresting  for many years. 
I t  is the first tim e th a t F o rt S treet 
A Grade team  has been runner-up for 
the Tennis Shield. The B team  also 
gave evidence of g reat improvement 
by running th ird  in its division.

This competition produced some ex
ceptionally good tennis a t  times, as 
the scores indicated, and this was due 
to the way the girls practised on the 
tennis courts. They are all enthusiastic 
young players and good results may 
be expected from them  in the future.

On behalf of the girls I  would like 
to thank  Miss Nicol-M urray and Miss 
Cowie for the g reat in terest they have 
taken  in both team s and the encourage
m ent they gave the girls.

Mabel Geoghegan.

DRAMATIC READINGS
The Dram atic Readings have, under 

Miss Purcell’s supervision, proved very 
interesting.

The Fourth  Y ears gave a reading of 
a delightful play, “The Spinsters of 
Lushe,’’ while T hird Y ears have recent
ly distinguished themselves in the 
reading of “The L ittle  M an.” We are 
now looking forw ard to the reading of 
a play which Second Years have in 
hand.

Although m any girls are interested 
in the D ram atic Readings more would 
be welcome a t our m eetings in the 
Assembly H all on the th ird  Thursday 
of the month.
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THE nCTIO N LIBRARY
The School Fiction L ibrary  is still 

very popular amongst the girls, both 
senior and junior. This popularity  has 
been increased by the addition of many 
new books, bought w ith the ten pounds 
granted  to us by the School Associa
tion.

These books include a number of his
torical novels, by such authors as D. K. 
Broster, Georgette Heyer, A lexandre 
Dumas and Baroness Orczy. These are 
popular w ith the senior girls, who also 
appreciate the new books by Raymond,

M. Baker, J . H arvey, B. Hood, J. 
L ivingston, B. Logan, L. Peraell, L ib
rarians.

DR. IDA BROWN
Dr. Ida Brown, a distinguished 

Fortian , had the honour, last Ju ly , of 
being the first woman to address the 
Royal Society of New South Wales. 
This scientific Society—an offshoot of 
the one founded by Charles I I—has 
been in existence fo r over a century. 
Dr. Brown spoke on the relation  of cer
ta in  geological form ations on the coast 
to p lan t growth and anim al health.

PHYLLIS KABERRY
Phyllis K aberry, the w inner of the 

Ada P artridge  Prize, 1928, has 
gained fresh laurels for herself and 
her School. A fter a distinguished 
U niversity  course she graduated  in 
A rts in 1933, w ith distinction in 
Psychology, and gained the F rank 
A lbert Medal in Anthropology.

Continuing her studies in this sub
ject Phyllis qualified for her M.A. 
degree, gaining first-class honours in 
Anthropology, th is being the first 
occasion on which th is distinction 
has been gained by a woman gradu
ate of Sydney U niversity . As a re
sult of this she was aw arded a g ran t 
by the A ustralian  N ational Research 
Council and has spent the greater 
p art of this year carry ing on investi
gations among the aborigines of the 
Forest R iver d is tric t in the N orth 
west of A ustralia.

Phyllis also won the W entw orth 
Medal for an essay on English 
literature .

M ISS  P H Y L L I S  K AB E B PY^ B.A., 
Anthropologist.

B y  c o u r t e s y  of t h e  “ S y d n e y  M o r n in g  H e r a l d . ’ ’

P eter B. Kyne, Milne, Donii Byrne and 
Zane Grey. In  addition we acquired a 
small collection of recent A ustralian 
novels, including “Hemp,” “L asse tter’s 
L ast Ride,” “Man Shy,” “ Sheep M ates,” 
and M yrtle W hite’s two books.

For the juniors, although the older 
girls enjoy them too, we bought among 
others the very la test books by M ary 
G rant Bruce, L. M. Montgomery, and 
E thel Turner, and A nthony Hope’s two 
romances.

Although our catalogue has been 
lengthened considerably by the add i
tion of these books, we are still g ra te 
fu l for g ifts  of books for the juniors.
I f  you have any books which you no 
longer use, the librarians will be very 
pleased to receive them.

Dilys W illiams, who in 1933, ap 
plied to the General Assembly of the 
P resbyterian  Church for acimission 
to the Theological H all in Sydney, 
and was denied, is now tak ing  her 
course in D ivinity  a t Glasgow.

Persia Campbell (M rs. R ice), a dis
tinguished Fortian  who won a Rocke
feller Foundation Scholarship to pursue 
her studies in the U nited States, re 
turned to Sydney on a short visit. She 
is now m arried and settled in New 
York. D uring her stay  she sent the 
following le tte r for inclusion in the 
M agazine:—

Beecroft.
Dear Miss Cohen,

Many years have passed since I 
climbed the well-known hill when I 
w ent again to the School a few  days 
ago. Now all was changed except th a t 
the School is still set on the hill, bu t 
set there more openly and more a ttra c 



tively. As I came up the highway, my 
first sight was of green lawns and gay 
rock gardens, and girls playing tennis 
under a wide sky—more spacious days 
for youth! These girls w ill leave as we 
left, and others come, bu t behind them 
were the old figtrees and fam iliar 
buildings of the School th a t lasts. As 
you took me round the buildings, the 
old rooms w ith the ir vague bu t p leas
an t memories, the new old rooms th a t 
were closed to our curiosity  because 
sacred to the boys, the assembly hall 
w ith its  stage equipped for the plays 
th a t have brought such well-deserved 
renown—as we made the tour, the 
impression of more spacious days 
deepened and gave me increasing sa tis
faction. lu  a new country we tend to 
th ink  of trad ition  in term s of the 
fu ture , the responsibility of the present 
generation to hand on the torch of 
learning w ith  a b righ ter flame. But 
there is a joy in th ink ing  back into a 
past th a t has expanded amply, w ith all 
the visible evidences of expansion about 
us; a sense of security in knowing th a t 
the soil in which we were rooted was

good soil, capable of strong growth. 
And I take th is opportunity  of express
ing my g ra titude  not only to  the 
teachers who tended the sprouting of 
my generation, bu t to those also who 
have gone on cu ltivating  the garden 
on the hill.

Yours very truly, 
Persia Campbell.

NANCY WILLIAMS
The many friends of Mrs. Cecil 

Thompson (N ancy W illiams) were 
shocked to hear of her recent death 
at her home in Fauldhouse, Scotland, 
following the b irth  of a son. Her 
friends (Fortians and others) are going 
to perpetuate her memory by placing 
a memorial tab le t in the N urses’ Chapel 
a t the Eoyal Prince A lfred Hospital, 
the H ospital where N ancy was trained, 
and by giving a hospital desk and chair 
to the Manly Hospital.

Mrs. G. P. Stuckey, K enneth Street, 
Longueville, will be pleased to give 
any fu rth er inform ation on th is m atter.

TO THE PRINTER

Sir,
I  am the same unfo rtunate  lady who . 

troubled you some days ago. There is 
no one to whom I  can complain bu t you, 
for my husband is a very perverse man, 
and does not care to listen to me in my 
m isfortune.

Mr. P rin te r, I  have been to-day to 
see the Duke of Gloucester, and the 
procession, and I  hear it  was a very 
w onderful sight. However, I  and my 
children were unable to see the Duke 
as we were pushed behind some very 
badly-bred people, in fac t, we were even 
unable to see the car the Duke was in. 
When I had, a t length, gently  pushed 
m}' w ay through the crowd of cheering 
ragamuffins, I  was ju s t in tim e to see 
the las t car of the procession disappear
ing in the distance.

Of course, th a t m eant th a t I should 
have to take the children myself which. 
Mr. P rin te r, I  am sure you will agree, 
would be a very difficult undertaking. 
To conduct five young children through 
the dangerous, crowded city  streets is 
a proceeding which is by no means 
enviable. W hat w ill you have on’t?  
To the procession did I  take  B etty, 
Joan, Siddy, Archie, and little  Chris.

B ut, first of all, I  m ust tell you about 
the terrib le  things which happened to 
cause us not to be there before all the 
badly-bred people whom I  have men
tioned. Needless to  say, Mr. P rin ter, 
my husband decided to go to see the 
Duke w ith my neighbour’s husband, so 
th a t he would not have to be bothered 
w ith B etty , Joan, Sydney, Archie, and 
little  Chris (who, by the way, are all 
fine children of whom any fa th er 
should be proud). I  asked him last 
n igh t w hether he was going to  take 
the children to see the procession, and 
he replied No, and said he thought he 
was sickening for the ’flu.

So we started , b righ t and early, this 
morning, and a f te r  a g rea t deal of 
bother, I  m anaged to bundle the chil
dren into a tram . Now, th is may be a 
diversion (B etty , who is th irteen , and 
VERY bright, has ju s t informed me 
th a t th is should be digression, bu t still 
I  don’t th ink  i t  m atters very much), 
bu t I  th ink  a little  b it of physiology 
(or it  may be philosophy, I  am not 
quite sure, bu t never mind) is always 
good in a piece of lite ra tu re , don’t 
you! Well, the b it of physiology I  have 
ju s t m entioned is th a t the tram w ay 
people are not h u rt by those things 
they know nothing about. Now, Mr. 
P rin ter, you m ust know th a t my Chris 
is five years old, bu t people have been 
known to take  him for four sometimes, 
if  I  te ll them he has been fed on A r
n e tt’s biscuits all his life. My argu
m ent is th a t it  is quite all r igh t for 
humble people like ourselves to try  a 
little  deception on the tram w ay people 
sometimes. Therefore (th is word sounds 
so much more elegant than  “so,” I  think, 
don’t  you?) when we got into the tram,

i



I  saifl to the guard, who looked ii little  
haughty, “One and four halves, please.” 
(B etty  only looks about twelve and still 
w ears socks.)

“How old’s th is one?” asked the 
guard, pointing to Chris.

“Four,” said I.
“Excuse me, Mummy,” piped up Chris 

(you will observe how polite his m an
ners are, I  hope), “I ’m five!”

Coldly I  handed another penny to the 
guard, who walked aw ay w ith quite an 
irrita tin g ly  pathetic  look.

Siddy then delayed us by jum ping off 
the tram  before it  had stopped. Of 
course, I  had to chastise him for tha t, 
which kept us about five minutes. Then 
Archie stopped looking a t some tovs in 
a window, and Joan had to be sent back 
to find him.

A t last we arrived a t the spot where 
the procession was to pass, and here we 
came in contact w ith the nasty  people 
I  told you about. They would not 
let us through to see the Duke, even 
though Siddy and Archie tried  to bite 
two women to make them move. Archie 
told me afterw ards th a t he saw a lovely 
silk ha t th a t the Duke was w aving, but 
th a t there w eren’t any rabb its  in it. 
He was quite disappointed. Of course, 
ray husband saw the whole Duke, silk 
h a t and all.

Such is my story, Mr. P rin ter, and, 
w hat will you have on’t?  I t  only goes 
to show th a t a woman is a poor creature 
indeed.

I am, Sir,
Your distressed humble servant,

L ily E liza Muggs.
M.S.S., 5B.

NORTHWARD IN THE SPRINGTIME
Glad springtim e is here!
L ast Sundaj^ we enjoyed lunch in 

the cool shade of some golden oaks, 
sitting  on a th ick  carpet of millions of 
the tiny  brown leaves th a t have fallen 
year a fte r  year from the paren t trees 
along the first northern road (to W ise
m an’s F erry ). The road has ju s t been 
reconditioned a f te r  lying alm ost un
used for half a century.

“Hello, w hat is th is?” I exclaimed as, 
a f te r  aimlessly scraping about under 
the leaves, I  unearthed a large iron 
ring  nine fee t in diam eter. I t  was 
rusted through in places bu t still recog
nisable by my m other as the rim of an 
old wheel from, we imagined, a bullock 
waggon, a relic of early pioneering 
days. I t  brought thoughts to my mind 
of the tim e long since gone when the 
bullock waggons, which were common 
then, had travelled over th is old no rth 
ern road bu ilt by convicts slaving under 
m ilitary  guards over a century ago. 
Perhaps the bullock drivers may have 
rested under these very same trees!

W hat serene peace reigned! Over 
all, the p re tty  flowers blossomed every
where, and bush birds chirped a g ree t
ing. The bush seemed gay w ith lovely 
deep blue orchids, pink boronia, sta te ly  
w aratahs and flowering shrubs of every 
hue. The green moss made a soft carpet 
on the rocks.

On the way back we see where the 
native bush has given way to cultivated  
orchards, some of the finest and oldest 
in A ustralia. Peach trees, laden w ith 
lovely j)ink blossoms, and citrus trees 
w ith magnificent ripe yellow balls, meet 
one at every turn.

Then looking w est across a wide ex- 
])anse of blue distance, divided only by 
a glimpse of the sparkling H awkesbury 
River, we gazed in adm iration a t the 
golden sunset beyond the K urrajong 
M ountain. Then comes night-tim e w ith 
a silver moon to guide us home. Truly 
N ature is wonderful in all her ways!

Joan  Dowman, IE .

THE HILL
The old hill w atched the years go by 

w ith th a t neglected, bu t proudly inde
pendent a ir common to unloved things. 
My fa th er had cleared i t  once and 
bu ilt a shed, bu t having bought even 
b e tte r land on the other side of our 
farm , had ceased to use it. The shed 
leaned drunkenly. Saplings were spring- 
ing up like mushrooms, and the grass 
was ta ll and th ick ; and in summer, 
when its  seeds gave it  a pearly  sheen, 
it undulated bc"eatii the wind like the

waves of a sea. B ut in  spite of its 
fe rtility , the hill had a lonely, almost 
forsaken aspect. I t  was as though 
somebody had placed it  there in the 
m idst of plains and forgotten  it.

In  the evenings, when my younger 
brothers and sisters would p lay in the 
yard, or squabble over the puppies, and 
mother would scream a t them through 
the kitchen window, I  used to run to 
the hill. B ut I  never considered it  as a 
refuge. I t  was my palace.



How well I  remember the last even
ing I  spent there! Two cats inhabited 
the shed then  and one of them, Joe, 
bounded over a log a t  my approach, 
while Mick poured him self through a 
crack in the wall. He was long and 
th in  and black. H is eyes burned golden; 
b u t Joe’s were placid moons of self- 
s a t i s f a c t i o n .  B o th  pussies rubbed 
aga in s t my legs, purred, and rolled 
on the ir backs while I  was spreading 
th e ir supper — culled suiTeptitiously 
from our pan try— on the grass. They 
did not seem as hungry as usual, and 
I  wondered how many birds they had 
eaten. Then I  danced among the sap
lings, singing to m yself a little  and 
reaching up to touch their leaves. Down 
my hill I  danced, down to the noisy 
farm house where my body dwelt. I  
was so happy th a t I  had forgotten  to 
bid my pussies good-night.

When I  reached the gate  Bill yelled: 
‘̂Hey! D’you know w hat?”

“No.”
Coming closer and lowering his voice, 

“ Dad has sold the paddocks on the 
o ther side of the hill and the hill too.”

“How d’you know ?”
“H eard Dad telling  Mum th a t the 

chap had got a good bargain .”
“You shouldn’t  listen.” I fe lt th a t I  

had to say som ething or the world
would end.

“B aa!” said Bill, 
anyw ay. I  heard !”

“I d idn’t  listen

U sually docile, th a t n igh t I  became 
quite in trac tab le . M other did nothing 
bu t scold. H er voice seemed to be cu t
ting  the a ir into shreds, and father, 
k indly  and quiet, was the only endur
able person in the room. And H E had 
sold my hill!

“You can do all the washing-up alone 
for being so cheeky,” declared mother.

“ I  won’t ! ”

“W here’s th a t strap? W here’s th a t 
strap?” She knew where the abom ina
tion was as well as we all did. “My 
word—”

“There, there. Mother, I  th ink  Nellie 
must be sickening for som ething,” in 
terrup ted  Daddy, coming to my rescue.

“Well, she’d b e tte r  go to bed a t once 
th en !”

So I  was sent to bed. But hours la ter 
when my two sisters w ere asleep, I  
crept through the window and ran 
away.

The fields scin tillated  as though they 
were covered w ith stars. But when I 
looked up I  saw the stars were still 
in the sky, only paler than  usual and 
fa r th e r apart, w ith  a fu ll moon in their 
midst. And I  climbed tow ards them, 
and found the leaves of the hill trees 
shining like elfin lights and shadows 
dancing quietly and peace upon the 
land. I  had come to say good-bye to 
my hill, and could not. I t  looked so 
lovely under the w inter sky th a t I  
danced and sang—softly, for hills will 
never allow you to sing otherwise, un
less the wind is high. And I  learned 
th a t n igh t th a t happiness is the only 
th ing  in the world th a t m atters.

Of course, since anti-clim ax is most 
natural, I  caught a cold which im 
prisoned me for a week. F a th er nodded 
and said:

“There now. Mother, I  knew Nellie 
was sickening for something. You 
shouldn’t  have beer, so cross w ith her.”

W hat a k ind fa th e r he has always 
been! To-day, he grows older and 
fra ile r and com forts him self by grum b
ling into his beard and criticising 
m odernity. He is all I  have now, for 
the soul of the little  hill fled long ago 
w ith the wind to a fa r  place where 
there are hills ivithout number.

Some day I  shall go singing to th a t 
place.

“Nellie Swinton,” 5B.

THE AMUSEMENTS, SPORTS, AND SUPERSTITIONS OF THE
ELIZABETHAN AGE

The indoor amusements during Queen 
E lizabeth’s reign were cards, draughts, 
dice, and dancing. Cards were very 
extensively played in all ranks of 
society. The dances were of many 
kinds. The braw l was a joined hands’ 
arrangem ent, the partners kissing each 
■other. I t  is said th a t  E lizabeth  was 
fond of th is dance. A few  other dances 
were the pavin, or pavan, a grave and 
m ajestic dance, in which the gentlemen 
wore the ir caps, swords and m antles, 
and the ladies the ir long robes and 
tra ins. The dancers stepped round the

room and then  crossed in the middle, 
tra ilin g  the ir garm ents on the ground. 
This motion was like th a t of a pea
cock’s tail.

In  the canary dance, the gentlemen 
led the ladies to the end of the liall, 
re treated , and then advanced. They 
then w ent to the other end and w aited 
there while the ladies w ent through the 
same motions.

B ut the outdoor sports were more 
popular. E lizabeth herself loved bear- 
and-bull-baiting in public, and amused



herself w ith perform ing apes in private. 
H aw king w ith foreign birds, and h un t
ing the deer were the week-day sports 
of noblemen. The lower classes played 
a t football, held fa irs, and altogether 
kept a most unholy Sabbath. T ilting at 
the ring  was a popular amusement for 
those who rode horses.

Shooting a t deer w ith a cross-bow 
was an amusement of g reat ladies. 
G reat efforts were made by E lizabeth 
to preserve the use of the long-bow, bu t 
the people were becoming tired  of 
archery, and so “bows were turned into 
bowls.” Bowls was made an unlaw ful 
game, and commissioners were sent out 
to search for and punish those persons 
who played bowls, bu t w ithout much 
effect.

The English of the E lizabethan 
period were a very unscientific people. 
The Royal Society had not yet been 
founded, and consequently there was 
no association a t  work to enlighten 
the popular superstitions. Nowadays 
we cannot th ink  of some of those 
strange fancies w ithout a smile. I t  
was believed, even by the gentry, th a t 
each precious stone had some magical 
power which was transferred  to the 
wearer. The sapphire was believed to

im part courage, the coral to preserve 
the w earer from enchantm ent, the topaz 
to cure madness, and the hyacinth  to 
protect the w earer from  lightning.

The common people believed a g rea t 
deal in w itchcraft; they thought it  
consisted of a m ixture of good and 
evil, in which the evil predom inated. 
An old woman who gathered herbs, or 
who had medical knowledge, was sure 
to be suspected, and shunned accord
ingly.

The person who had not seen a sp irit 
was a very rare being. Fairies were 
supposed to dance a t  n ight round the 
oak on the village green. Ghost tales 
were told by the firelight in nearly  
every household. Thus young children 
learned about ghosts, w itches, fa iries, 
and other invisible beings from th e ir  
earliest years.

London abounded in quacks who told 
fortunes, prepared love potions, sold 
all sorts of medicines, told where tre a 
sure lay hidden, and dealt in magic. 
These quacks taugh t th a t a  large house 
spider, swallowed alive w ith  treacle, 
would cure ague, and th a t by feed ing  
on snakes an old person would become 
young again.

Sybil Austin, 2B.

CARNIVAL
The laughing, happy throng jostled 

each other in a good-humoured hurry to 
see and take p a rt in all the m errim ent 
of the hour. Here an ancient m instrel 
tuned his cardboard harp in a merry 
carnival tune, while beside him P ierro t 
and P ie rre tte  exchanged rosebuds. The 
flower-decked carriages and cars made 
a lovely sight, surrounded as they were 
by the gaily-dressed crowds.

W hat flowers there were! The most 
sweetly-scented and brightest-hued 
blooms ever known were being tossed 
from one person to another; for indeed, 
was it  not the Carnival of Flowers, th a t 
joyous tim e of gayest laughter and 
lightest hearts, when all were comrades 
in m irth and p artakers of the wine of 
revelry? Yes, it  was the time of the 
Carnival held before the Lenten season 
began; a time-honoured festiva l held 
each year more joyously than  the year 
before.

Suddenly the sounds of bright 
laughter and m erry chatter were 
hushed as the crowds of masqueraders 
drew aside leaving the centre of the 
stree t clear. Then came the flower- 
bedecked floats. Here a ship, a galleon 
of golden roses, manned by a maiden 
crew, passed by; then came a carriage 
drawn by grey ponies whose trappings 
were covered w ith snowy blooms. Out

of the masses of flowers peeped youth
fu l masked faces, a ligh t w ith excite
ment and pleasure. There was a chario t 
driven by a g ian t of strange and won
derful proportions, w ith a head of 
ridiculously large size, and painted in 
those b righ t colours of which the 
Ita lian  peasants seem so fond. B ut 
now, the carriages having passed, there 
came w eird figures w aving long hideous 
arm s and w earing those same grotesque
ly-grinning heads, capped by tousled 
hair or carnival cap. Swaying from 
side to side th is procession passed amid 
showers of confetti, shouts of laughter 
and excitem ent, and squeals and shrieks 
of delight from the onlookers as more 
ribbon-bedecked and flower-covered 
vehicles passed over the carpet of 
blooms which had been thrown in the ir 
way.

Once more the men and women and 
boys and girls w ent m errily along. 
Flower girls, peasants, people dressed in 
costumes of every period and nation 
ality , trooped together in the joy of 
the festival.

Above the stree t, on the balconies 
overhanging the roadway, were those 
who were not tak in g  p a rt in the revelry 
below. From windows draped in many 
a colour and style, w ith the ir flowers 
and confetti to throw  into the gay
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throng below, these people, too, fe lt 
the  happy, sp irit of Carnival.

As the evening drew on apace, there 
came the “moccoletto” vendors, who 
quickly sold the ir w ares (which were 
tapers of all sizes) to  the m asqueraders 
who thronged the streets. As darkness 
fell every taper was lit. I t  was as 
though countless s tars had suddenly 
gleamed out among the m errym akers. 
Now it  was the aim of every man, 
woman and child to extinguish ano ther’s 
“moccoletto” and y e t to keep his or 
her own burning. For about two hours 
th is  sport lasted, to the accom paniment 
of laughter, the stree ts being illu
m inated  m aking them  seem as bright 
as day while every passer-by entered 
in to  the sp irit of the game.

Suddenly a chime was heard. A t the 
in s tan t th a t this sound broke into the 
noises of revelry  and sport, every 
“moccoletto” was extinguished as 
though a breath  of some g reat being 
had passed over the city  and blown 
each flame out. A nd as the crowds dis
persed the g reat bell of St. Peters 
tolled out a slow and solemn note over 
the dark  and quiet city. The Carnival 
was over, over for another year. Oh, 
happy tim e th a t it  had been! New 
friends had been made, and old fr ien d 
ships renewed. W hat a glorious day this 
las t day of the F estiva l of Flowers had 
been! B ut now only the blooms strewn 
over the streets were le f t to rem ind one 
of the three hilarious days of m irth 
and of—Carnival.

“ K atere ,” 2A.

A VISIT TO THE "SUN” BUILDING
On Monday afternoon, A ugust 20th, 

the girls of 4A, accompanied by Miss 
Moore, had the privilege and pleasure 
of v isiting  the “Sun” Building.

I t  was a very excited company who 
passed through the swing doors and en
tered the beau tifu l entrance hall. Be
neath  our fee t was worked in colourful 
mosaics the symbol which heads every 
copy of the “Sun,” Apollo, the chario
teer and classical symbol of the sun. 
T he rays of the sun itse lf spread 
through the design in  lines of shining 
brass. The same design appears above 
the swing doors bu t there in stained- 
glass.

Our guide thoughtfully  perm itted  us 
to  leave our suitcases in the entrance 
hall, a fa c t which we greatly  appre
ciated because as everyone knows a 
heavy suitcase is ap t to damp one’s 
in terest.

greatly  astonished to hear th a t it  was 
only forty-tw o fee t in circumference, 
bu t p lated  w ith sixty-five pounds’ worth 
of pure gold.

Our guide then conducted us to the 
spacious cafe teria  of the employees, the 
large windows of which command a 
beau tifu l view of the Botanical G ar
dens.

By means of the speedy elevator we 
soon found ourselves in the process de
partm ent where we became greatly  ab 
sorbed in w atching the pictures being 
made into blocks for production in the 
newspaper.

Passing down into the composing 
room we made our way among busy 
employees to the clicking of linotypes, 
and we w atched w ith fascination the 
making of the type.

We were then ushered into one of 
the sw ift and commodious elevators 
which, before a b reath ing  space elapsed, 
had landed us on the highest floor. 
From  the top of the building we 
had a magnificent view of Sydney 
and some of the surrounding suburbs. 
We were amazed when our guide in 
formed us th a t on a clear day one 
could easily pick out the Blue Moun
tains. Looking tow ards the N orth we 
saw, against a background of green 
of the foreshores and sparkling blue 
of the harbour, th a t immense and 
beau tifu l structure, the Sydney H ar
bour Bridge, and beneath it  in the 
shade of the fig tree we recognised F ort 
:Street.

Then the machine room! We walked 
round gazing amazedly a t the huge 
machines on which we saw the paper 
tak ing  its  shape. W hat insignificant, 
useless beings we wore in th is place 
of whirling, w hirring, huge machines! 
Bells are ringing and indicators flash
ing. The papers disappear through the 
ceiling into the publishing room where 
they stack themselves and are thence 
carried to the w aiting  vans and con
veyed to the various bookstalls and 
newsagencies.

Before leaving th is floor we were 
presented w ith a piece of metal on 
which was typed our name.

While we were gazing in wonderment 
upon the sights our guide asked us to 
guess the circumference of the great 
golden ball which, when illum inated 
a t n ight by floodlights, can be seen 
fo r a distance of many miles. We were

Once more in the entrance hall we 
collected our suitcases and passed out 
into the street clutching a copy of the 
“Sun,” a booklet on the “Sun” B uild
ing, and a typed name; souvenirs of a 
wonderful and never-to-be-forgotten 
experience.

E. Swann, 4A.



THE MID-VICTORIAN PAIR
In  a little  English seaport town 

where the rvind from the sea often 
th reatened to destroy it, was a humble 
little  w eatherboard cottage in which 
lived a young sailor, his w ife and baby 
son.

On entering  th is little  home, one of 
the first things which caught one’s eye 
was two tiny  sta tuettes, one a lady 
of the M id-Victorian days, the other 
a gentlem an of the same time. These 
two guarded the mantlepiece and many 
an offer had been made for these, bu t 
the sailor’s young wife would never 
p art w ith them.

The two little  figures loved the sailor’s 
w ife in the ir own w ay and she loved 
them.

One day, a fte r  the m other had sung 
her baby to sleep, she rem ained in her 
rocking chair deep in thought. P resen t
ly she im agined th a t she could hear 
someone speaking.

I t  was the two sta tue ttes. She lis
tened. Yes, it  was true. They were 
speaking:

“Do you recall, Charles,’’ came the 
low, dignified tones of the little  Mid- 
V ictorian, “when we first came into 
society?”

“I  do,” replied the other in sim ilar 
tones.

“I t  was exceedingly in teresting , was 
it not, when we were taken out of th a t 
cardboard box and placed on the oak 
mantlepiece of Greystoke House! They 
were the good times! I t  was a magnifi
cent home. I  quite forget the number 
of rooms i t  contained. The furniture 
was of mahogany; beau tifu l embroidery 
covered this fu rn itu re  in places; sweet 
music came from the piano and harp 
th a t Sir E ichard and Lady Josephine 
played; and the mere thought of the 
value of the Persian carpets and the 
g litte ring  cut glass made my poor head 
ache.

“How exquisite were the grounds I 
could see through the glass door and 
windows! Fountains playing in the 
sunshine, statues, sweetly-scented roses, 
lawns like emeralds set in a cluster of 
diamonds, shady trees in which the 
little  tw itte ring  birds bu ilt their nests, 
ponds covered w ith delicate w aterlilies 
and containing goldfish which shone 
w ith the brilliance of rubies wdien the 
sun’s rays caught them, and gravel 
walks, these were always w ith in  my 
view until—” The little  speaker hesi
ta ted , stopped and puckered up her 
usually smooth brow. “ Why,” she 
asked of the gentleman, “why did it 
all stop? Why did we never see Sir 
E ichard again ? Why was all th a t

bustle?. Why did Lady Josephine look 
so sad and anxious?”

“Now, my dear E lizabeth ,” -said the 
little  man reprovingly, “how do you 
expect a man of my years to answer all 
those questions? However, I shall do 
my best.”

He cleared his th roa t and then began.
“I  owe my knowledge to the Lady 

herself and her daughter, M argaret. I t  
happened one day th a t tlie two were 
speaking together in our room, and as 
you had a headache you did not hear 
w hat passed between them.

“I t  appeared th a t S ir E ichard had 
died greatly  in debt. Therefore, the 
two ladies’ valuable belongings, their 
home, alm ost everything they  possessed 
were to be sold the following day by 
auction.

“Oh, w hat a terrible, unforgettable 
day it was! The serenity of Greystoke 
House was rudely disturbed by the 
crunch of many feet on the gravel paths, 
by ill-bred dogs fighting each other and 
barking, by riotous children climbing 
trees, and by rough, bearded men ta lk 
ing loudly, especially one who cried out: 
‘Going—going—gone!’

“Clumsy, careless hands handled 
Lady Josephine’s form er treasures 
while she looked on in sorrowful silence, 
and here she rem ained until th a t beau
tifu l mansion was bare of all fu rn itu re . 
I t  was only a lonely mother-of-pearl 
shell then ,” concluded the gentleman.

“I t  was pleasant to find th a t Lady 
Josephine had kep t us,” was the little  
M id-Victorian lady’s sm iling rejoinder, 
“for a fte r being packed in one of those 
abominable boxes again and left for 
years, we found ourselves in th is house 
w ith M argaret (poor, beautifu l lady, 
how she had aged in those few  years!;. 
However, sne nad two g reat joys and 
they were, firstly, th a t she had m arried 
a man whom, though he was poor, she 
loved dearly, and secondly, th a t God 
had given her a little  daughter.”

Here the little  s ta tu e tte  nodded to 
wards the lady who sat motionless lis
tening a tten tive ly  to the ir conversa
tion.

“You, my dear, are the daughter of 
M argaret,” smiled the little  Mid-Vic
torian.

The smile faded, the lips closed, the 
head turned back to its  usual posture, 
and the eyes merely gave a stony stare. 
The features of the little  gentleman did 
likewise.

Their story was told.

F lashlight, IE .



DRAGON FLIES
A mile out of the little  township of 

Mount V ictoria, in a  secluded valley, 
there is a beauty  spot known as the 
Fairy  Dell. Because of the dififieulty 
in approaching it, the Dell is rarely 
visited by trippers or tourists, and this 
perhaps explains the fac t th a t its  won
derful n a tu ra l beauty  rem ains undis
turbed.

In  the Dell there are two m iniature 
lakes, one quite a large stretch  of 
w ater, the other smaller on a lower 
level and hidden by the overhanging 
ferns. This lower valley has received 
the name, “F airy  Dell,” bu t the larger 
one is quite as beautifu l, and infinitely 
more in teresting .

I t  is approached quite suddeniy. One 
m inute the w aiker is scram bling down 
the rocky track  to the Dell, the next 
the beau tifu l stretch  of w ater confronts 
him. On one side are piles of grey 
weather-worn rocks, on the other gum- 
trees, w attle  trees and ti-trees over
hang and are reflected in the w ater. 
Flannelflowers abound, while butterflies 
of all colours and shapes flit lazily by. 
B ut though N ature  has shown herself 
gracious to the Dell in these ways, its 
most beautifu l and w onderful feature  
is found in the thousands of dragon 
flies th a t frequent its  waters.

In  mid-summer they are always there, 
alw ays different, bu t always wonderful 
and fu ll of colour. Some d art past, 
flashing silver and peacock blue, some 
have ruby lights, while some gleam 
gold or green. They seem never to rest. 
Some w ith a flash of their beautifu l 
wings d art h ither and th ither, and some 
g reat brown insects cruise slowly and 
m ajestically along. Few are of the 
same size. Some have a magnificent 
w ing-spread of about six inches, while 
others, damsel flies, w ith tiny  fragile 
bodies, scarcely a tta in  an inch. But 
if  we have one of these exquisite insects 
in our hands, another fea tu re  is re
vealed. Their beau tifu l bodies are often 
striped w ith contrasting  colours, w hat 
seems blue is really blue alternating

w ith gold, w hat seems brown has 
crimson bands, and the delicate vena
tion of the wings cannot be appreciated 
fu lly  till looked a t closely.

All day long these jewel-like insects 
fly from reed to reed, tree  to  tree, or 
circle drowsily over the w aters.

B ut dragon flies may be found a t 
every stage in the Dell. The nature- 
lover can find the larvae of the dragon 
flies, can trace  the shrimp-like nymphs, 
and can, if  he looks closely, see the 
final moult of the nymph, see i t  on a 
rock, a reed or a tree, or any other 
place to which i t  has crawled from  the 
w ater to cast its  old skin for the last 
time. The nymph casts its  skin some 
fifteen tim es before the dragon fly is 
developed. B ut a t length the little  
creature tires of the w ater, and then 
its  casing splits ju s t as the case of the 
locust does. The dragon fly slowly 
emerges from its  old skin, then grows 
very rapidly, and w ithin h a lf an hour 
its body stiffens and receives its bril
lian t m arkings, its  wings a tta in  their 
full stretch, and the insect is ready 
to begin its  larger life. I t  takes to 
the air, and skims over the w ater in 
the glorious sunlight, resuming the 
serious business of mosquito destruc
tion. In  this respect, the dragon fly 
is very useful to m ankind. T illyard, 
in his “Biology of Dragon Flies,” tells of 
catching a dragon fly w ith a hundred 
mosquitoes packed in a black mass in 
its  mouth.

People often make the m istake of 
thinking th a t dragon flies, which they 
call “horse stingers,” sting  or bite. But 
these insects cannot sting or b ite  human 
beings because of their mouth form a
tion.

So it  may be seen th a t the lovely 
insects which find a haven in the Dell 
are not only creatures of beauty, de
lighting  the eye of m ankind, bu t also 
contribute to his well-being by killing 
m yriads of mosquitoes.

E nid  Smith, 5B.

BLIGH’S OAKS
On the hills overlooking P i t t  Town 

and the H aw kesbury EiVer are five 
lovely old oak trees known as Bligh’s 
Oaks. These oak trees have been stand
ing about a hundred years and were 
p lanted  by Governor Bligh to commem
orate the opening of P i t t  Town as a 
settlem ent.

Seating myself com fortably under the 
inv iting  shade of one of these oak trees 
I gazed upon the river w inding in and

out of the fertile  valley. Looking to 
w ards the opposite bank I  saw a peace
fu l farm , an old draught horse steadily 
working backw ards and forw ards 
ploughing the land, some cows peace
fully grazing in the meadow, and the 
corn w aving in the breeze. On the left 
side of the farm  I  could see a wonder
ful melon plot which seemed to be 
dotted here and there w ith pale green 
spots.



The weeping willows hung gracefully 
in the w ater and the glorious reflec
tions looked like dain ty  fa iry  pools. 
In  the shelter of an oak tree  sat a 
landscape a r t is t  who was busily sketch
ing th a t loveliness before the sun set, 
when the whole sky seemed delicately 
coloured w ith N atu re’s wondrous tin ts . 
Even the river seemed to catch the re
flection of the sunset, and the deep 
shadows of the overhanging willows. 
The gleam ing of the silver mullet 
jum ping in and out added to the peace 
and loveliness of the stream.

“The little  creek takes colour 
Prom summer skies above;

Now blue, now gold,
I ts  w aters fold 

The clouds in closest love.”

F orty  years ago, a punt crossed the 
river from P it t  Town to W ilberforce, 
but the old punt is now gone and only 
the w eather-and-water-worn piers re 
main. N ear these piers many people 
enjoy swimming.

Leaving Bligh’s Oaks, I  visited the 
little  township of Ebenezer where there 
is a quaint old-fashioned stone church 
which was bu ilt more than  a century 
ago. This church is the oldest P resby
terian  church in A ustralia, and many 
old pioneers have found the ir last re s t
ing-place in the cemetery adjoining the 
church.

D riving home a t n ight, I  called to 
my mind the beauty  of N ature  th a t lies 
in  the valley for all who care to see and 
i..lmire.

Joan Dowman, IE .

NIGHT
As the fiery ball of golden beauty 

sinks aw ay in the west, n igh t creeps 
o’er the land, bringing w ith her glories 
untold. When the last rays of the se t
ting  sun are lost in the deepening 
shadows a subtle stillness envelops the 
land. N igh t has come a t last a fte r  the 
toil of a hard  day, and peace and rest 
are welcome guests arriv ing  from the 
Land of Silence.

Slowly Lady Moon raises her lamp 
on high, and once more rides across the 
sky in her chariot of dazzling light. 
Tiny tw inkling stars peep from be
hind w hite fleecy clouds, m aking a 
picture of beauty  against the velvet 
blue of the sky. Deep purple shadows 
cover the land m aking it  seem dark 
and desolate till the moon’s silver beams 
lighten the darkest corners of the land 
revealing N atu re’s beauty a t  its  love
liest.

M oonlight on the w ater is a dazzling 
sight to behold. Blue and placid w aters 
are transform ed into m irrors of shining 
silver when the moon is reflected in the 
limpid w aters. Gurgling, gushing moun
tain  stream s seem as silver ribbons 
dropped from  a careless g ian t’s hand 
in the moonlight.

G listening in the beams of the royal 
Lady of the N ight is the dew on the 
velvet petals of nodding flowers and 
b righ t young leaves. These tiny  drops 
of w ater seem as jewels th a t God’s 
hand has placed there, to enrich the 
myriad-hued flowers and the green 
trees.

The moon next looks into a tiny  glen 
surrounded by gigantic trees while, 
form ing a bower over a tiny  throne of 
fern  fronds, are many delicately-form ed 
flowers of richest hue and perfume. 
This is the valley beloved by Her 
M ajesty, Queen of N ight, and th is is 
the glade where the fairies dance a t 
the w itching hour of m idnight. Now 
they come—daintily-clad sprites of 
small s ta tu re—and dance “ ’neath the 
moon’s gentle beams.”

Higher and higher into the sky the 
moon climbs in her jewelled chariot, 
and soon she must disappear and make 
way for her cousin—the sun.

Slowly, ever so slowly, the moon 
bids farew ell to a sleeping world leav
ing behind memories of beauties th a t 
seem incredible in the ir radiance and 
splendour.

Bessie Dodd, 2B.

PETER
Gan you im agine my terrified scream 

and the dreadful horror th a t seemed to 
paralyse my hea rt when, as a tiny  girl 
of only four years, I  arrived a t my 
uncle’s cattle  station  in C entral Queens
land, to be confronted by the aw ful 
spectacle of the w rithing, coiling body 
of a snake righ t on the doorstep and 
barring  my entrance?

Of course, my aunt tried  hard  to 
calm me and make me understand th a t

P eter was only a pet carpet snake 
found when quite a baby by my uncle 
and reared a t the homestead to keep 
the house free from ra ts  and to scare 
off all possible in truders; bu t for weeks 
afterw ards my nights were haunted by 
terrib le  dreams of w riggling, w rith ing 
insects and reptiles.

However, in time I  overcame my 
fear, and became friendly  w ith P eter 
who, my uncle said, was the most in-



telligent snake of his knowledge. When 
called by name P eter would come w rig
gling through the grass a t  an amazing 
speed, and more quickly still if  the 
call was accompanied by the clanking 
of a pannikin, for he knew th a t this 
m eant milk, which he loved.

W hen a stranger entered the door 
he would im m ediately raise his head 
and fix him w ith  a cold stare  un til his 
m istress gave the reassuring cry of 
“A friend, P e te r!” W hereupon he 
would calmly curl up again and go to 
sleep w ith one eye on the door and the 
other eye serenely closed.

M any were the enjoyable tram ps 
taken  into the nearby scrub by myself 
w ith P eter as escort. N ever once did

I lose my way when guided by Peter. 
He always seemed to know the home 
track  by some instinct, and my aunt 
was never a fra id  of any danger when 
T was accompanied by him.

P eter was the strangest pet I  have 
ever seen and one of the most fa ith fu l. 
He had been w ith my uncle for five 
years when, to everyone’s sorrow, he 
was found in a bed of th istles where 
he had dragged him self a f te r  being 
cruelly mauled by a strange dog. He 
now occupies a  shady spot under the 
ta llest gum tree in the home paddock 
on which is inscribed his name. His 
memory is kep t as th a t of a friend and 
a fa ith fu l servant.

Beryl Smith, 2B.

DAWN
Slowly and softly  dawn advances re 

vealing the guarded secrets of the 
lustrous blackness.

As the m ystic shadows of darkness 
flee before the aw akening day, the 
rhythm ic sweep of oars is heard as a 
little  skiff rises buoyantly  on the crest 
of one foam ing billow and slips gently 
down the other side. N earer and still 
nearer the boat skims across the shin
ing w aters tow ards the shore. The 
fisherman steers his frag ile  c ra f t away 
from  the dark, sheer face of a cliff, wet 
w ith  the flung spray shooting up from 
the jagged rocks below. As the boat 
is swept on to the sand by the per
petual lashing of the w ater, the boat
m an’s face lights w ith a contented 
smile as he th inks of the joy his home
coming will cause.

H undreds of miles inland from the 
blessings of the blue Pacific a farm er, 
rising early, harnesses his team  of still- 
tired  horses. B lack forebodings of 
despair creep into his to rtu red  mind. 
His gaze roves sadly over the brown 
w aste of dry cracked ground around 
him. The cloudless, hard  blue of the 
sky promises nothing. No fu ll-throated  
songs of his beloved birds greet his 
stra in ing  ears to fill the morning w ith

music. Overwhelming feelings of de
spair assail him as he sets out for 
another day’s thankless work.

In  a quiet suburban house a w ealthy 
m erchant is rising and dressing, his 
heart full of hope and anticipation . His 
thoughts are full of the adventure be
fore him, his treasured plan which is 
to make or mar him being forem ost in 
his thoughts.

F a r out a t sea near the world-famed 
B arrier Eeef a vessel, deceived by the 
treacherous light of half-daw n, founders 
and, w ith a sickening crash, is dashed 
to its doom. The cruel, hungry waves 
stretch  swirling, booming arm s to claim 
their helpless victim . M any men meet 
a terrib le  death on the shaggy, brown 
rocks as, clutched in the arm s of the 
merciless waves, they  are thrown on to 
the barren  reef.

As fa in t streaks of delicate salmon 
and p ink fleck the clear azure sky, an 
a rtis t, absorbed entirely  in his work, 
creates his masterpiece.

Dawn, the mystic hour between n ight 
and morning, fills many hearts with 
radiance and hope; others i t  tortures 
w ith apprehension and despair.

B ennette McClelland, lA.

SYDNEY UNDER MOONLIGHT
A beautifu l view of the city  of Syd

ney may be had from  my window, where 
I spend many an hour in silent con
tem plation of m an’s constructive genius 
and N atu re’s effect upon his work.

Upon a moonless night, the sil
houetted outlines of the buildings— 
“towers, domes, theatres and tem ples” 
—which stand out against a background 
of sky bu t a few shades ligh ter than  
their own dark selves, afford the ob

server a w onderful picture. The lights, 
which are dotted  throughout the city, 
shed' a fa in t phosphorescence upon its 
buildings, giving i t  the appearance of 
a vast, dark  cave, upon whose walls the 
flickering lights of fire-flies are reflected 
from the restless w aters which fill its 
depths.

When, however, the city  is bathed in 
moonlight, th is wonderful scene is 
changed to one of s ta rtling  beauty.

1I



The dark piles of architecture are 
transform ed by one sweep of D iana’s 
brush into enchanted palaces, which 
gleam and glisten in her soft radiance. 
The sky is deep blue, and the luminous 
orb of the moon, surrounded by myriads 
of clear, w hite stars, hangs low like a 
great silver ball.

One expects a magic carpet, bearing 
upon it magnificently-robed caliphs and 
their a ttendan ts , to come flying 
through the a ir and to a ligh t on the 
rooftops of these mystic castles, so en
chanted and A rabian in their aspect. 
The precious stones of O riental temples

are provided by the mild suffusion of 
the harsh green and red lights of the 
city, which glare the ir messages across 
the sky, w ith the mellow gleams of the 
moon.

In this atm osphere of m ystery and 
romance, w hat feats of im agination may 
be accomplished, w hat th rilling  images 
conceived, and w hat trium phs won!

Then, through the clear air, a clock 
begins to strike the hour, the silence 
is shattered , and the “mournful m agic” 
of the chimes recalls me regretfu lly  to 
reality .

M ary Stew art, 5B.

THE WIND
I love the wind, the living, throbbing 

wind, th a t sighs and laughs, moans in 
sorrow and whistles in m erry delight. 
Men glory in the radiance of the moon, 
her m ajesty and splendour, bu t a fte r 
all, she is cold and still and passionless. 
The stars, tw inkling in the fathomless 
blue heaven, they, too, are all motion
less, dead.

B ut the wind, it  is alive, human, in 
its passion, its desires and its  wondrous 
tenderness.

The angry wind howling through the 
forest uproots trees in its fury, lashes 
the sea into a cauldron of seething 
white foam, and drives the hail cruelly, 
passionately, down upon the fragile , de
fenceless flower in the field.

A little  breeze of spring th a t w his
pers tender things to the crimson rose
bud, croons a low song to the sea. 
W arm and sweet, i t  is scented with 
blossoms and throbbing w ith the 
ecstasy of life and the love of the 
new b irth  of the world.

The boisterous, merry wind, in ten t 
on mischief, scurries down the street, 
grasps the child’s hat in its laughing 
embrace and hurls it fa r  away w ith a 
trium phant laugh. Over the town it 
races, through the meadows, whisking 
aw ay the m an’s newspaper, flicking the 
cow’s ta il and shaking the branches of

the sta id  and sta te ly  eucalyptus in its  
happy school-boy frolic.

The gentle wind of Autumn comes 
sighing through the trees. Somehow, 
this is the strangest wind of all. I t  is 
filled w ith the sorrow of the dying 
flowers and falling  leaves, yet full of 
peace and quietness, bringing the long, 
sweet sleep till Spring. By the river 
it comes shaking the slender, yellowed 
leaves of the weeping willow into the 
w ater below, w atching them d rift slow
ly away. Then on it  hurries to the 
orchard. Here, the leaves are brown 
and gold, red and yellow, bu t they must 
go, too. The passing wind sighs as it 
softly shakes them to the brown earth  
below, then w ith a low sob goes by to 
where the last roses are standing faded, 
dying.

To-night, the wind is low and sweet 
and soothing. From across the vast 
ocean it comes, full of the salt-sea 
tang, of the m ystery of strange fa r 
away lands. The glowing suns of India, 
aromatic, woods of Persia, the warm 
brown sands of A frica; it  breathes the 
beauty of snow-capped Fujiyam a.

The wind is a living, exu ltan t thing, 
pulsating  w ith life and the love of life. 
I t  breathes a song to the ta ll grass and 
lightly  kisses the shadowed fern in the 
valley. The wind is a w onderful thing.

Kathleen McClelland, 2A.

THE ADVENTURES OF FAIRY MOONBEAM
I t  was Ju ly , 1914.
Fairy  Moonbeam sat on a stone and 

pouted discontentedly. She was tired  
of being a fairy , she w anted to be a 
human. Unconsciously, she spoke her 
thoughts aloud. “Humans are so big 
and powerful, they are afra id  of no
body, and although we are supposed to 
possess magic powers we don’t make

much use of them! How I should like 
to be hum an,” and she sighed longing
ly. “ Fairies never have any fun ; a t 
least, only the dances and things, and 
they get so uninteresting  a fte r  a while. 
Now, if I  were a hum an—”

“Well, if you feel like th a t ,” said a 
voice, “why not tu rn  yourself into one?” 
And Fairy  Moonbeam saw a little  man



dressed all in w hite, standing looking 
a t  her.

“Oh, how can I  do th a t? ” she re
to rted  irritab ly , “I  don’t  know how!”

“H ’m,” rem arked the litt le  man dryly, 
“ evidently you don’t  know much. Well, 
I  can help you. Ju s t w ait a m inute!” 
and he disappeared to return  w ith a 
small glass goblet fu ll of a beautifu l 
green liquid th a t gleamed and sparkled 
w ith an eerie radiance.

“Sip th is,” he ordered, and F airy  
Moonbeam, greatly  intrigued, did so. 
A t once she fe lt a queer exhilarating  
sensation th a t lifted  her up and up— 
and then  she was falling—falling. She 
could hear the w ind w histling in her 
•ears as i t  rushed past.

Instinctively , she closed her eyes, 
•only to open them again as she ceased 
falling  and fe lt a dull, ja rrin g  sen
sation in her feet.

She looked around her vaguely and 
found th a t she was in a  place she 
had never seen before, a room w ith 
several girls in it, typing. As her vision 
became clearer she knew, though how 
.she could not tell, th a t she was one 
of those girls, and th a t her name was 
Molly! Y et, how strange and how nice 
i t  was to be able to stand  aloof and 
look a t herself!

The girls were ta lk ing  in low tones 
am ongst themselves and there was one 
sub jec t which appeared to in terest them 
g rea tly , and th a t was—“W ar.” The
w ord had an ominous sound, though 
F a iry  Moonbeam had never heard it  
before. B ut she soon learned its  mean
ing, and a dread meaning it  proved to 
be!

E very morning, as Molly, she made 
her way to the office w ith a heart heavy

w ith despair. L ife seemed a nightm are 
from which she struggled to aw aken— 
only to find th a t i t  was no nightm are 
bu t dreadful reality .

All a t once she thought of her life 
as a fairy . How quiet and secluded 
and free from care i t  had been! She 
had dined on honey and nectar, she 
had slept in frag ran t blossoms, she had 
idled away the long, happy day in the 
glorious sunshine and hidden in her cosy 
nest in a fiower when storms came.

Now, she dined on w hatever the 
Government allowed, she slept fitfully, 
and she scarcely knew i f  the sun shone 
or not.

H er life as a fa iry  seemed far, fa r 
away, like a beau tifu l dream! How 
foolish she had been ever to wish to 
be a human!

She pu t her head on the table and 
began to cry.

Then a voice said : “Well, do you still 
wish to be a hum an?” and there stood 
the little  man.

“No, no!” she cried, “I  w ant to be 
a fa iry  once again. I  do not like the 
lives th a t humans lead. They are such 
unhappy beings sometimes!”

“Are you sure you will not change 
your mind?” queried the little  man.

“Yes, yes!” she replied eagerly.
“Then drink th is,” he said, and there 

in his hand was a little  glass goblet, 
th is time containing a liquid the colour 
of moonshine!

She drank quickly and—lo! she was 
once more Fairy  Moonbeam, supremely 
happy in her little  kingdom, going to 
find a p re tty  flower in which to sleep.

K inkajou, 3C.

FRIDAY, 13th
“ C uthbert is a very naughty, disobe

d ien t boy,” said  his mother.
“C uthbert should be spanked,” said 

h is fa ther.
“ In my tim e such things were thought 

to be crimes,” said his horrified aunt.
These were some of the rem arks 

passed about Cuthbert.
B ut C uthbert did not caret
Now C uthbert was a m erry-faced, 

bright-looking boy of ten  years who 
was in Fourth Class a t  school. In  the 
la s t exam. C uthbert had come tw enty- 
fifth in his class. W hen C uthbert’s 
fa ther, Mr. Jones, heard th is he gave 
his clever son sixpence. L ittle  did Mr. 
Jones know th a t there were only 
tw enty-five in the class!

On the morning of F riday, 13th, C uth
bert set out for school a t twenty-five 
past nine, minus his h a t and homework. 
Seeing some younger boys playing 
marbles, he a t last succeeded in finding 
some in his pocket amongst a  collection 
of fish-hooks, penknives, pencils and 
other different things which delight the 
hearts of boys.

Continuing on his way to school, a fte r 
losing two of his best marbles, Cuth
bert came to a fru it and sweet shop. 
C uthbert’s mouth w atered, and there 
and then he made up his mind to have 
some apples or lollipops.

Stepping into the shop, Cuthbert 
asked for a pennyw orth of peanuts, for 
he knew th a t they were kept a t the



back of the shop. A fter the man had 
gone to get them , C uthbert walked 
softly  up to the apples, then the w arn
ing voice of Mr. Jones was heard!

Poor C uthbert was led home, p ro test
ing loudly and we may judge w hat

happened to him by the shrieks and 
cries which ren t the air.

Mrs. Jones smiled approvingly, but 
Aunt Jem im a sa t very still, in a digni
fied silence.

Audrey Jordan, lA .

THE PASSING
There is a window by the harbour side.

W here I have stayed long hours to sate my brain ;
W ith looking on the grey and keel-marked sea.

Or dim ships shadow-like behind the rain.

Old barques contented in the afternoon.
Or wharves outspraw ling in their ugliness;

To share unshrinking w ith the lovely isles.
The laughing glory of the sun’s caress.

To these is given a longer life than  mine,
N ight will come still upon the silent sea.

And there upon the dark the pilgrim  lights 
W ill go about men’s errands constantly.

Long a f te r  I  am dead, and when I  lie
W ith eyes th a t see no longer, and closed lips,

O thers may look from there, although none love.
As I have loved, the window and the ships.

Y et is there trium ph in the passing flesh—
W hen these lie useless for the years to dull;

The shadow-ships th a t linger in  my mind
W ill make some sea of Heaven beautiful.

Joan Fraser, 5A.

CONQUEST OF THE STORM
Swirl of dying leaves, monotony of rain.

Sobbing of the Autumn gale;
Gaunt, half-denuded trees, the ir ghostly branches strain .

Thro’ ragged clouds the moon is gleam ing pale.

The n ight-rack scuds before the wild, the mad, black wind,
The darkness closes deeper, presses near;

A devil of the storm, a lost soul try ing  to find 
The haven of God’s heaven, screams in fear.

The dead arise to laugh w ith hollow, mocking cries,
To dance in ghastly  fu ry  w ith the storm ;

You hear their fiendish yell, as the gale a moment dies.
Thro’ the shadows glimpse a w rith ing  form.

A low, tem pestuous sound—the thunder splits the air 
In  vivid, blue-white flash the scene is lit;

The darkness close is ren t w ith a w hite and blinding glare, . 
Then a tree, a gaunt, grey ghost, in fire is split.

From its  heart there flees a sprite, w hite, w ith stream ing hair 
B ut the storm fiends hold her struggling in their arms.

They bear her, w ailing wild, to their subterranean lair,
And her w ailing to a sobbing murmur calms.

A sudden, madder sweep of the storm wind through the night. 
And ju s t one last high mocking devil’s yell;

They are gone—the storm dies down, the moon sheds feeble light, 
For they have stolen one more soul unto the ir Hell.



NYMPH OF THE WOODS
She knows not m ortal soul, and yet

The gentle wood sprites all adore her;
H er gleam ing hair is black as jet,

And Pan  weaves garlands for her.

He brings her flow’rs all dewy-sweet,
And pipes his gay songs to her;

The grasses kiss her nim ble feet,
The stars lean down to woo her.

She dances w ith a careless grace.
The breezes soft caress her;

The sunbeams kiss her rosy face.
And all the woodlands bless her.

“Columbine,” 3A.

IF YOU WERE THE WIND?
Boy:

“I f  you were the wind, oh, say, where would you blow to?”
Girl:

“W here those I  love best are, you know I  would go to .”
Boy:

“I f  they didn’t  like buffeting, w hat would you do?”
Girl:

“I  should steal to them  gently, and w hisper adieu.
Then I ’d weep o’er the flowers and bend each b righ t head.
Till the a ir should be sweet w ith the fragrance they  shed;
Then back to my loved one I ’d hasten and say:
‘Oh! is not poor Zephyr more welcome to-day?’ ”

Boy:
“I f  I  were the wind, to the desert I ’d rush 
W here only my voice could d isturb  the deep hush;
I  would w hirl up the sand till it  darkened the sun,
I  would howl to myself, and then laugh a t the fun .”

Girl:
“I f  I  were the wind, to the sea I  would fly.
And would sweep the dark clouds from  the face of the sky;
Then strongly and steadily  on I would blow.
Speeding navies and fleets on the w ay they would go.
‘A good, useful trade-w ind’ I then should be called.
And gladly they’d welcome me all round the world.”

B eryl K ent, 5A.

SONNET
The n igh t creeps softly into pearly  dawn.
The sun smiles out on to a world of rose;
The last dark  shade of night-tim e sw iftly  goes.
And leaves the world to b righ t and rad ian t morn.
A tiny  rose-bud to the world new-born.
Sways in the frag ran t breeze which softly  blows;
The brigh ten ing  day each second does disclose 
New beauty  which as yet no day has worn.
Oh day, oh dawn, w ith you fresh joys you bring 
New light, new life, w ith  which the world to bless;
You make once more the m erry joy-bells ring.
To te ll the earth  of love and cheerfulness.
F a ir morn, you are the b righ t day’s gladsome spring. 
And w ith you all our joy and gladness bring.

L.E.S.P.



A TRIOLET
Shrilly squealed three little  pigs, 
And loudly laughed the wolf,
When he broke the house of twigs, 
Shrilly squealed three little  pigs. 
Number two was fond of jigs,
And when they met the wolf.
Shrilly squealed three little  pigs, 
And loudly laughed the wolf.

.1. Carlisle, 2A.

LULLABY
Now when breezes softly  whisper. 

L ittle  eyes should close up tight. 
L ittle  fee t should go to dreamland, 

W ith the coming of the night.

L ist! my little  carefree fairy ,
W inkie’s knocking a t the door. 

And the sandm an’s ju s t behind him. 
W aiting  to come in once more.

Now your head upon the pillow 
W anders in a land so bright,

I  will leave you now, my darling. 
W ith a gentle, sweet, good-night.

Gwen Smith, lA .

A TRIOLET
Gently waved the golden corn 
As the birds flew home to rest. 
And a hunter wound his horn, 
Gently waved the golden corn. 
As the hunter chased the fawn. 
And the sun sank in the west, 
Gently w aved the golden corn 
As the birds flew home to rest.

H. S tew art, 2A.

BABY
B aby’s eyes peeped shyly from beneath dark lashes long.
B aby’s laughter rippled like a really magic song.
Baby was so happy all the livelong day:
H er'laughter mended broken hearts, and made folk glad and gay.

Baby told us stories, in her broken baby talk,
Baby oft amused us teaching dolly how to walk.
Baby made l i f e ’s burdens really seem worth while.
When she mended broken hearts and soothed them w ith her smile.



A QUIET SPOT
Down in the valleys under the trees,
W here all the birds tw itte r  sweet melodies, 
W here no one has been—
P re tty  flowers are seen
Bending their ta ll and graceful heads
As the bees v is it th e ir f rag ran t beds;
And the breeze dances on,.
W ith a m urm uring song.
W here the w aterfa ll flows and ripples all day. 
And the butterflies stop to  rest from  their p lay; 
Where the sky’s always blue.
And the sun shining, too—•
The soft, mossy banks, so green and so cool. 
Surround a refreshing and sparkling pool.
And the w aterlilies, of yellow and white.
Help beau tify  this picturesque sight.
B ut there are p re ttie r things one really sees—• 
Down in the valley under the trees.

Evelyn Robinson, lA .

THE LITTLE THINGS
L ife is w orth while.

I f  the bees hum.
I f  we can smile

W hen troubles come;
I f  there are flowers.

Blue sky and sea.
L ight summer showers—

Then laugh w ith me.
For life’s sweet joys

Are borne on angels’ wings. 
And m any of those joys 

God shows in little  things.

L ife is worth while 
I f  children’s eyes 

Blue-shadow’d smile 
In  sweet surprise.

If , a t  the dawn,
A joyous throng 

Of w ild bush birds 
B ursts into song.

For life ’s sweet joys
Are borne on angels’ wings. 

And m any of those joys 
God shows in  little  things.

M. Buik, 2B.

SUNSET
The se tting  sun adorns the west 

Beyond the fa r th es t d is tan t hill;
Each bird  goes fo rth  to seek its  nest 

W ith many a song, and chirp and trill.

The fa ire s t flowers th a t smiled to-day 
Are now w rap t up once more in sleep;

No longer chirp, nor chat nor play.
The birds ’m idst forest still and deep.

The w estern breezes softly blow 
And murmur ’mid the silent trees.

W hile moonbeams w ith a gentle glow 
Are flit t’ring  ’m idst the dark-green leaves.

Mary Murray, IE.



I

EVENING
The n igh t wind is caressing,

The stars are silvery w hite,
And the dew is fa lling  softly 

On a pathw ay of delight.

Down the pathw ay d rifts  the fragrance 
Of violets w et w ith dew.

And the scent of red, red roses.
And forget-me-nots of blue.

Songs of wondrous beauty 
Are borne upon the breeze,

As i t  stirs the slumb’ring flowers 
And rustles through the trees.

For fa r  up ’m idst the blue,
The sky lark  wings his way,

And sings his song of trium ph 
A t the closing of the day.

The n igh t wind is caressing.
The stars are silvery white,

And the dew falls slowly, softly,
On th a t pathw ay of delight.

Joyce McColl, lA.

THE LITTLE OLD MAN
A little  old man dwelt alone on a hill;

His clothes were all patches, he hadn’t a shoe;
His fea tu res were shrivelled, yet in his eyes still 

A light shone of blue.

The little  old man had little  to eat—
A very small salad, and a slice of stale bread,

A handful of beans now and then for a tre a t—
No b e tte r he fed.

Jan e t Dirks, lA .

THE TIFF
The w hite rose said to the red,
“I  do not like your head.”
The red rose said to the white, 
“Your petals are too ligh t.”

A tear from the red fell down.
The w hite rose shook and frowned; 
“Oh, dear,” said the little  red rose, 
“You’re treading on my toes.”

The honey bee rose in the air, 
“Adieu, my ladies fair.
I ’ll s tay  down in the clover 
U ntil the storm is over.”

Said the robin in the tree,
“Bed is the rose for me.”
“I  th ink ,” said the butterfly  bright,
“All roses should be w hite.”

Then a girl ran by and said,
“You both have p re tty  heads.”
She gave them kisses, one—two—three. 
And all were as happy as happy could be.

“Pixie,” 2B.



JUMBO
When we m eet the Jum bo a t the Zoo,

Guess w hat we all are going to do?
Why, climb righ t up upon his back.

And ride tw ice ’round the long, long track.

’Twill only cost us each a penny.
T hat’s threepence for Joyce, and me, and Benny.

Nancy Burke, lA .

THREE LITTLE MAIDS
Three little  maids from Holland 

To Bonnie Scotland came.
“We’d love to see,” cried all the three,

“A Scottish lassie’s ‘hame.’ ”

Three little  maids from Holland 
Set out to climb a hill;

They stopped to rest, and all confessed.
T hat climbing made them ill.

“We’re glad th a t we aren’t Scottish,”
The little  maidens cried,

“I t ’s be tte r much when you are Dutch 
To w alk downhill, or ride.

“There’s no land like the Lowlands 
For w alking out w ith ease.

Scotland’s sweet, O, quite a tre a t—
On picture postcards, please!”

M arie Donnelley, 2B.

THE SEAGULL
P erfec t th ing  of rhythm ic flight. 

Skimming o’er the sea;
Silver wing and breast so w h ite .' 
P erfec t th ing  of rhythm ic flight. 
In  each movement I delight. 

Seagull flying free.
P erfec t th ing  of rhythm ic flight. 

Skimming o’er the sea.
“K atère ,” 2A.

FORT STREET
I t  is only a simple title ,

I t  is only a little  name;
B ut so much stands as our duty—

To keep it  free from stain.

I t  is only a few little  letters.
I t  is ever so b rief and plain;

B ut now is our chance to be loyal—•
And help in  upholding the name.

We’ve only a short tim e together.
And then we m ust all pass along;

B ut we can uphold our trad itions—
And keep them  from all th a t is wrong.

“TufEet.” 2B.



THE RIME OF THE ENGLISH TEACHER
(W ith apologies to Samuel Taylor Coleridge.)

N.B.—All characters are fictitious and have no relation  to any living persons 
(especially teachers).

I t  is an English teacher,
And she stoppeth one of three.

“By thy long grey hair and g li tt’ring eyes,
Now w herefore stopp’st thou me?

“The tuck-shop doors are open wide,
My stomach is a void;

Hold off! Unhand me, long-haired loon!
Or I shall be annoyed.

“Hold off! U nhand me! H ave I passed?”
Eftsoons her hand drops she;

She holds me w ith her g li tt’ring eye.
“There was a word,” quoth she.

“There was a word in parsing 
W hich you have parsed wrong,

And you shall w rite i t  fifty  times.
And have detentions long.”

Alas! Ah woe is me, alas!
T hat this should ever be.

My English marks, once eighty-five.
Were down to thirty-three.

Alone, alone, all, all alone,
A t the bottom  of the list,

And never once did anyone 
From lecturing desist.

I  looked upon the other girls.
And they were victors all;

In  all my life I never once 
Did ever feel so small.

Exams., they are such dreadful things, 
They go from pole to pole.

Oh, would th a t I  had ne’er been born,
To bear th is contumely and scorn 

T hat’s blighted all my soul.

Joyce Thompson, 4B.

BEFORE THE DAWN
The frozen brook gleams w hite between the spears 

Of blackened rushes, ta ll; no b ird  cries wake 
The eerie silence of a thousand years

T hat broods upon the stillness of the lake.
As I am dream ing of the days of yore.

From out the pale and silver-frosted dawn.
Among thb quiet trees along the shore,

I hear the echo of an elfin horn.
But, w ith the m elting of the m ountain snows.

Gay spring will soon her shimmering wings unfold. 
In fancy I  can hear the wind th a t blows

W ithin the summer w'oods, and see the gold 
Of Spring’s first rose, on which cold W inter’s breath 

Has le ft a show’r of pearls, the kiss of Death.



SUNSET

The sun to rest is sinking
’M idst crimson clouds of evening,

I ts  golden rays the ocean blue 
In to  its  depths is drinking;

The white-sailed ships a t harbour lie, 
And the lazy gulls go flitting  by.

The hills are m isty growing 
In  the w aning light of evening, 

The fir-trees ta ll are edged w ith gold, 
The tide is inw ard flowing;

And on the shore a ceaseless song, 
I ts  silver rippling notes prolong.

The sunset-rays are fading,
B ut shadows still are lingering.

And perfum es from a thousand flowers 
Are on our senses stealing;

And airy  waves of incense sweep 
O’er earth  and sea: and all things sleep,

B. Stening, 2B.

THE DEATH OF SAINTE JEANNE

’Tis the hour of noon, the tim e has come. 
The square of Kouen is thronged;

The pile is set, they  have gone to get 
The one they  all have wronged.

The sun shines down from a cloudless sky 
On the m ultitude below;

The kindler stands w ith  torch in hand,
This day brings dread and woe.

She comes! the guards press back the crowd;
’Tis the saddest of all scenes.

For down the street, cruel death to meet. 
W alks the humble Maid of Orleans.

Bound like a murderess evil and  flerce,
As though from her bonds she would break. 

There are m any th a t know th a t th is humble foe 
Only fought for her country’s sake.

The kindler is binding her to the post,
B ut there shows no fear in her eyes.

And she prays to the Lord, as they tigh ten  the cord. 
T hat her death may be m arked by no cries.

As the torch is applied to the sticks and the brushwood,
A soldier more k ind than  the rest.

Takes two sticks from the heap as the flames upward leap 
And presses a cross to her breast.

i

Oh! shame on ye Englishmen, cowardly knaves!
To burn this poor maid in the fire,

For witch she is not, and she’ll n e ’er be forgot, 
Aux armes, ye French, and glut your ire!

Jean  B aker, IB.



A LETTER FROM THE OLD GIRLS’ UNION

r

Dear Fortians,

We have had such a number of jolly 
tim es since you last heard from us. 
Checked by the calendar, March is not 
so long ago, bu t judging by the number 
of meetings, the Old Girls have been 
very busy in the last few months.

Our year commenced w ith a General 
M eeting. This sounds a very dry affair 
because there is usually so much busi
ness to  be done and some elections are 
such bores—bu t not ours.

Tea was the first item on the pro
gramme and evervone, feeling very 
hungry, lined up outside the Tuckshop. 
Alas! there was no opportunity  to show 
th a t we still re ta ined  th a t fascinating  
wriggle th a t is guaranteed to get any
one from the back of a queue to the 
fron t in ha lf a minute.

Then, w ith our plates clutched t ig h t
ly in one hand, we regained the As
sembly H all a t top speed and proceeded 
to enjoy ourselves thoroughly. I t  was 
such fun to see people from our year 
a t School, and to hear news of others.

The business of the evening began. 
Elections! These were soon over and 
N ancy W icks was our new president.

We were very th rilled  to th ink  tha t, 
a t long last, the entrance hall was to 
be made presentable, and i t  was sug
gested th a t a stained-glass window 
would ju s t complete the scheme. The 
question then arose as to how the 
money was to be raised and suggestions 
quickly poured in.

In  M ay we held a play-night in the 
Assembly H all. A fter enjoying the 
plays presented and laughing ourselves 
hoarse a t dain ty  Delilah and superla
tive Samson in the burlesque, we were 
able tc p resent Miss Cohen w ith a 
cheque covering the cost of the window.

June brought the Old F o rtian s’ Ball. 
We held it  in conjunction w ith the Old 
Boys a t the Pom padour Ballroom. There 
were many happy reunions and, al
though many visitors were present, the 
School songs rang  out as cheerily as 
ever.

Ju ly  found most of us shaking m oth
balls from our tunics and wondering 
vaguely if  we could possibly w ear them 
again or if  our hockey or basket-ball 
tunics would do instead. Soon voices 
and music were to be heard from the 
Assembly H all and then the fun started . 
I t  really was a “Back-to-School” night.

We played ball games until the vic
torious team s had claimed their ju s t 
rew ards—long sticks of barley-sugar. 
Then Miss W atts played and sang to 
us and we, in turn , extended our lungs 
and made the ra f te rs  ring w ith joyous 
airs and rollicking choruses. A pause— 
back again to more folk-dancing and 
games. Mrs. Griffin was the moving 
spirit here—in more ways than  one.

B reathless, we again returned to the 
other end of the hall and listened to 
Miss W atts. L ater, when recovered, 
we sang too, and finished by voting 
Mrs. Griffin and Miss W atts “jolly good 
fellow s” for adding so much to the en
joym ent of our evening.

E very year we try  to raise funds for 
the Rachel Forster H ospital, so this 
year we held a p icture-night in Sep
tem ber. H aving been told th a t the 
first picture was “perfectly  aw ful,” most 
of us w ent w ith mixed feelings, bu t to 
quote the Irishm an, “N othing’s so bad 
th a t it  can’t be worse.” We w eathered 
the first picture and enjoyed “V oltaire,” 
which followed.

We have ju s t forw arded three guineas 
—the proceeds—to the Rachel Forster, 
so it  was a profitable as well as a 
p leasant evening.

Old F ortians were thrilled  and proud 
to hear of F o rt S tree t’s success a t the 
E isteddfod. We wish to congratulate 
Mrs. Jam es and her choirs on th is out
standing trium ph.

The Dinner now a ttra c ts  our a tte n 
tion. I t  is to be held on W ednesday, 
17th October, and we are planning to 
make it  even more successful than pre
ceding ones.

M any of you will be leaving soon and 
we w ant you to realise th a t the Union 
is for everyone, from the oldest Old 
Girl to the very newest one. So do join 
up and keep in touch w ith your old 
friends and your School.

I t  does not m atter w hether you are 
seriously studious or frigh tfu lly  frivo 
lous—to us the im portan t point is th a t 
you are a Fortian , and we look forw ard 
w ith pleasure to welcome you as one of 
us.

W ishing all the F ifth s  and Thirds 
the very best of luck in the coming 
exams.

Yours sincerely,
K athleen Bannan,

Jo in t Hon. Secretary.



A LETTER FROM THE UNIVERSITY
M anning House,

Sydney U niversity ,
M ichaelmas Term.

Dear Hortians,
M ichaelmas Term, in spite of its  holi

day name, is a tim e of hard  work for 
the earnest undergrads, and of tr ib u la 
tions for the lotus-eaters. Y et th is year 
both the diligent and the w eary have 
distractions, as you w ill now learn.

Together w ith the rest of A ustralia 
the U niversity  and its  surroundings are 
undergoing a beauty  trea tm en t; not a 
commonplace spring-cleaning bu t a 
thorough rejuvenation. Royalty seldom 
treads out precincts and we are sen
sible of the honour. Now one of the 
favourite forms of m ental relaxation 
for the undergrad, is to w atch the w ork
men repaving the quadrangle paths. 
The system adopted is th a t of the jig 
saw puzzle— even a little  plan of the 
completed path  is provided. Outside 
Fisher is set up the mysterious factory  
where actual paving stones are com
pounded—and fa r d is tan t are the lec
ture rooms where the sounds of hammer 
and workmen’s lusty voices do not pene
tra te .

Yet, in general, the students look 
w ith apathy on th is changed aspect of 
Alma M ater. W eightier m atters are 
heavy upon the ir consciences. E xam ina
tions do not stop w ith the Leaving Cer
tificate—so the persevering study hard 
and the optim istic endeavour to find a 
gleam of hope in past exam ination 
papers. Alas! the perusal of these docu
ments which have proved fa ta l  to not 
a few  fa il to arouse in most cases 
anything save despair. Noticeboards 
appear to be p lastered w ith dread dates. 
Lecturers draw up incredibly lengthy 
schemes, outlines of the work covered, 
and suggest th a t we shall find them 
helpful. This idea is greeted by sardonic 
chuckles or hollow groans. We open our 
Georgies and V irgil announces:

“ Sed fu g it in terea, fug it inreparabile 
tem pus!”

Of course, there are always the hope
fu l who m urmur of Posts, bu t most look 
upon these as a prolongation of the 
torture. Im agine having the oppor
tu n ity  to sit for two Leaving Certifi
cates!

N ot only does the uproar of baby ear 
and motor bike make certain  scholastic 
gentlemen sigh in despair, bu t an equal
ly objectionable buzz is raised by the 
lawn mowers as they w hirr over the 
quad, meadow-land. To add to the 

, noise, the Carillon now chimes every 
quarter-hour, playing in triguing tunes 
which die away ju s t as you begin to 
listen to them.

Outside M anning House w hat was 
once a grassy stretch  of vernal green 
now resembles a scene of trench-w ar
fare. Some students have misgivings 
th a t the effort to tidy  up will prove too 
much for our gentle labourers, and the 
Royal v isitor will have an in teresting  
tr ip  through No M an’s Land.

I f  you would like to  know how 
F ortians are going to come through th is 
tim e of stress, I  suggest you study the 
“H erald” one December morning. In  
the lists of successful candidates I  hope 
you will see many fam iliar names in 
prom inent positions. And remember 
th a t we ex-students shall be ju s t as 
interested  in your results. W hen you 
join us. F ifth  Years, you w ill find th a t 
despite A lterations and Exdm inations, 
the ’V arsity  is a w onderful place a fte r 
all.

All Old Girls send good wishes to the 
School, and look forw ard w ith  pride to 
see her past successes repeated again 
th is year.

Adele Bieri,
A rts I.

THE OLD GIRLS’ LITERARY CIRCLE
This year the L iterary  Circle has been 

studying the works of emiiient women 
w riters. The first m eeting of the year 
took the form of a social evening and, 
a t this, as an introduction to the year’s 
programme, a reading was given of 
Clemence Dane’s “W ild Decembers,” an 
intensely in teresting  study of the 
Bronte fam ily.

and in most cases the reading was fo l
lowed by a very anim ated discussion. 
Probably the most in teresting  m eeting 
of the year, however, was th a t held in 
June when we had the very g rea t p lea
sure of seeing Miss Cruise again and 
hearing her impressions of the Bronte 
country which she had ju s t been visit-

Between March and October 13 m eet
ings have been held and the w ritings of 
Fanny Burney, C harlotte Bronte, Stella 
Benson, Sheila K aye Smith, Clemence 
Dane and others have been studied. 
Some excellent papers have been read,

A subscription of two guineas was 
made tow ards the Window Fund, and 
a prize offered for the best pass in 
English a t the 1933 L eaving Certificate 
Exam ination. This was won by Enid 
Smith.

i



Much of the success of the Circle is 
due to Miss Turner, our President, 
w iom  we would like to thank  for her 
ever-ready in terest in our meetings, and 
foa' the many very enjoyable moments 
she has given us during the discussions.

N ext year the subjects to be studied 
are the Celtic R evival and the Beper- 
ta ry  Movement in England. The first 
m eeting will be held a t the Women’s

Club on Thursday, March 14th, a t 7.15
p .m .

We extend to all those girls leaving 
School th is year a very sincere in v ita 
tion to the Circle. I f  you have decided 
opinions about things lite rary , come 
along and argue w ith us. I f  you 
haven’t, then come along and form 
some.

Bess. Bannan, 
Hon. Secretarv.

A LETTER FROM THE TRAINING COLLEGE
Teachers’ College,

2nd October, 1934.
Dear Fortians,

Another year is quickly draw ing to 
its close and, for many of us, I  am 
afra id , i t  is a tim e filled w ith  b itte r 
reg re ts of idle hours w asted and of 
m any task s still not done. The ex
am inations w ill be upon us in less than 
a month and we can readily sym pathise 
w ith the Third and F if th  Years. Our 
chief thought a t present seems to be: 
' ‘However shall 1 cover all the w ork?”

Fortians, I  do wish you could see how 
different College is from F o rt Street. 
I t  is a com paratively new building not 
yet mellowed by age which endears 
F o rt S tree t to us all. There are three 
floors and a basem ent, so we have 
plenty of exercise rushing up and down 
to lectures. I  do not believe th a t there 
has been one girl who has not been 
u tte rly  bewildered on her first day a t 
College try in g  to find an elusive lecture 
room which is invariab ly  on the other 
side of the building or on the next floor.

There are m any lecture rooms, num er
ous laboratories, art, m anual and 
hand icraft rooms, rest, “browse,” and 
common rooms, and a really wonderful 
lib rary  furnished w ith Persian  carpets 
and antiques. M any of you have visited 
our lib rary  and have seen the stacks of 
books in the fire-proof room. The walls 
of the library  and corridors are literally  
covered w ith pain tings and etchings.

Eecently in our “ Quad.,” th a t is, the 
Women’s Quadrangle, there have been 
erected a fish pond and fountain . The 
fountain is in the form of a bronze 
sta tue of a woman w ith w ater trickling  
from shells in her hands. The very 
appropriate name for th is study is

“Y outh.” Now, perhaps, you have a 
rough idea of the beau tifu l environm ent 
of our work.

L ast week the Glee Club staged Gil
bert and Sullivan’s opera, “H.M.S. 
P inafore ,” and everybody enjoyed the 
performances thoroughly. H ad you seen 
the men students dessed in w hite, 
starched, sailor uniforms you would have 
thought th a t some of the fu ture 
teachers of New South Wales had 
chosen the wrong career. The rollick
ing choruses were all sung w ith zest 
and for days afterw ards the corridors 
were haunted by fleeting snatches from 
these popular melodies.

On F riday, Hr. M arie Bentivoglio, 
who has ju s t re turned from Alice 
Springs, is to deliver a lecture on 
“Central A ustralia ,” and we are all 
keenly looking forw ard to it. We have 
learned from experience how very in
teresting  her lectures can be and this 
promises to be even more in teresting  
than  usual.

Although we know the following is 
not a stric tly  conventional toast we 
offer it  to the F ortians sitting  for their 
In term ediate and Leaving Certificates, 
hoping they will take  the correct view 
of i t :—
“H ere’s to the cram for the last exam. 
And learning’s contest keen.
And the comrade bonds th a t will not

break
Through all life ’s sh ifting  sea.”

The other F ortians a t College join 
w ith me in w ishing you every success 
in the exam inations and hope th a t you 
will win fresh honours for yourself and 
the dear old School.

Phyllis Weir.

THE COMBINED HIGH SCHOOLS’ SPORTS
Friday, 24th August, seemed to give 

no promise of p leasant w eather for the 
holding of the Tw enty-Fourth Annual 
Combined A thletic Sports Carnival. In  
spite of the th reaten ing  w eather, the 
pupils of the various schools partic ipat-

ing, bedecked w ith many gay stream ers 
of the ir school colours, attended  in great 
force determ ined to enjoy themselves 
and support the ir champions. Their 
determ ination was rew arded as the 
w eather greatly  improved during the



day. Among the tw enty  schools repre
sented we were glad to see th a t the 
num ber of the country schools compet
ing had greatly  increased.

Owing to recent heavy rains the 
course did not w arran t fa s t times, 
nevertheless the competitors did re
m arkably well. We are sorry to say 
th a t F o rt S treet did not succeed in gain
ing the Point Score Shield, bu t we hope 
for b e tte r success nex t year. Hornsby, 
by a m ost praisew orthy display, gained 
the coveted position of first place, w ith 
N ewcastle a close runner-up.

Mr. Cramp, O.B.E., M.A., a f te r  ad- 
dressiug us in his usual p leasant m an
ner, presented the prizes to the success
ful com petitors. He congratulated E uth

H arris on her rem arkable achievem ent 
of having won a tea-set comprising six 
cups and saucers and six plates.

F o rt S treet girls were successful in 
gaining places in the following events:

Ball Games: 2nd, aeq. w ith Hornsby.
Senior Eelay: 3rd.
100 yards Championship: E uth  H arris, 

2nd.
17 years Championship: E uth  H arris, 

1st.
Senior Skipping: E uth  H arris, 3rd.
Jun ior Skipping: M arjorie H ickton, 

3rd.

D. Ham ilton 
M. B arrington > 4A.

THE "MERRY PEASANT”
The “M erry P easan t” is one of the 

most expressive pieces ever w ritten  by 
Eobert Schumann, the famous German 
composer and musical critic, who did 
much to help forw ard the advanced 
school of German music. He was the 
author of numerous fantasies, songs, 
and orchestral compositions, and a t 
tained a prom inent position among the 
composers of his day. He lived in the 
N ineteenth Century and died a t the 
age of forty-six.

The “M erry Peasan t,” as I  have a l
ready said, is one of his compositions. 
I t  is a light, snappy piece which tells 
the story of a young shepherd boy.

This shepherd boy has obtained a 
position on a farm  in the country and, 
when the piece opens, the composer 
shows him to us running and skipping 
across the meadows, w histling a tune
ful little  song. Before him his flock of 
sheep are ambling along very contented
ly. Suddenly, he looks up and sees how 
dull the sky is. He ponders a moment 
and says aloud: “I  th ink  i t ’s going to 
rain .” We can hear him saying th is in 
the eleventh bar of the music. In  this 
bar, the piece changes its  original key 
and takes up a very p lain tive tone. 
Schumann had a very v iv id  im agina
tion. This we also observe from the

eleventh bar, in which the shepherd 
speaks his thoughts aloud in a w istfu l 
voice. His thoughts, however,.soon be
come carefree and cheerful once more, 
and he continues to w histle his happy 
little  d itty . Once again he looks a t the 
sky, and this tim e it  appears black and 
menacing, and the whole atm osphere is 
oppressive and heavy. The shepherd 
lad becomes much concerned, not for 
himself, bu t for his sheep. So he begins 
to hurry  his flock a little , and the music 
accelerates slightly. Soon the music 
grows very loud and we learn from this 
th a t the sky is becoming very black and 
th rea ten ing  and a few drops of rain 
have fallen. Because of the rain he has 
to be quick in pu tting  the sheep in their 
fold. The music again  hastens a  little , 
still very loud. Towards the end one 
plays the composition a little  softer and 
a little  softer yet, un til i t  alm ost fades 
aw ay; w ith the little  shepherd lad safe 
a t  home, his sheep in the fold, and the 
door shut to keep out the wind, cold 
and rain.

Thus we come to the end of th is de
ligh tfu l little  fan tasy  feeling th a t if  
only everyone could in te rp re t music to 
suit the wishes of the composer how 
w onderful it  would be!

“M aritana ,” 2A.

TAREE, 1934
In  May a happy party  of fourteen 

of our girls, accompanied by Miss A n
derson, le ft Sydney for Taree to repre
sent F o rt S treet in the contest held 
annually for the Peel Challenge Shield. 
On our arriva l we were met by the 
girls who were to be our hostesses dur
ing our stay  in the town.

The next day was ideal for the sports, 
although the ground was very soft, a

condition well known to Peel Shield 
Competitors. The early  p a rt of the 
morning was spent in v isiting  various 
points of in te rest in Taree and in the 
competitors having the ir photographs 
taken a t the local H igh School.

In  the afternoon the finals of the 
races were run, and the marvellous all
round ab ility  of the Taree girls once 
more won the coveted Shield for their



school. Fort S treet, th is year, could 
only gain th ird  place, bu t we hope next 
year decides the destiny of the Shield 
which is a testim ony to the sp irit of 
the people of Taree and of Mr. Peel, 
the donor, in particular.

The tim e for our departure came all 
too quickly, and we steamed out of

Taree tak ing  w ith us happy recollec
tions of our all toó short sojourn there.

We are much indebted to Miss A nder
son for her encouragem ent and coach- 
''•g-

Eutli H arris, 5B.

THE STORY OF WRITING
We are always ap t to take  an or

dinary th ing th a t we do every day as 
a mere m atte r of course, w ithout paus
ing to th ink  of its  origin or develop
ment. For instance, you have, perhaps, 
never thought on any of the many daily 
occasions when you have been w riting  
a le tte r a t home or a lesson a t  school, 
how, when, or where the practice of 
p u tting  ideas and impressions on paper 
began. Y et there is nothing more in 
teresting  or im portant in the history of 
the human race than  the development 
of the a r t of w riting.

The origin of w riting, in fact, goes 
so fa r back into an tiqu ity  th a t i t  is 
quite impossible to describe it. As fa r 
as it  is known the Egyptians were the 
first to express thoughts and facts in 
symbols for others to read, bu t i t  is 
very probable th a t they copied the a rt 
from some g reat race who came before 
them —perhaps the Chinese. The most 
ancient piece of w riting  still in exis
tence is an inscription found in an 
E gyptian  k ing’s tomb and said by 
au thorities to have been made about six 
thousand years before Clwist.

Most of the w riting  of an tiqu ity  was, 
of course, made on stone, anything in 
the nature of paper not being known a t 
th a t time. Gradually, however, men 
began to discover more convenient 
means of m aking inscriptions and began 
to use tablets, bricks, and cylinders 
fashioned out of clay on rvhich symbols 
could be engraved w ith com parative 
ease by means of some hard m etal in 
strum ent. The ancient Greeks w ent a 
step fu rth er by using wax tablets. In  
appearance these were like two school 
slates hinged together to open or close 
like a book, the hollow inside the 
wooden rim containing a th in  layer of 
wax on which the impression was made 
by a pointed instrum ent. The two 
tab le ts were then closed face to face, 
securely fastened  together and sent by 
messenger .from one place to another in 
the m anner of a modern le tter.

I t  will be noticed th a t in all these 
earliest methods w riting  consisted in 
m aking an impression in, ra ther than 
on, the surface of the m aterial used.

The next development was, naturally , 
to impose symbols instead of impress-

ing them on wooden tablets, po ttery  or 
shells. In  Persia linen and leather were 
made use of for th is purpose. All im
portan t records of very early  times 
which have come down to us, however, 
were w ritten  on papyrus which was 
made from a certain  kind of grass or 
reed found on the banks of the Nile. 
I t  is from th is th a t both the name and 
character of our modern paper are 
derived. The reed necessary for the 
m anufacture of papyrus was com para
tively  rare w ith the result th a t the 
process of m aking parchm ent or vellum 
from the skins of sheep, goats, calves 
and asses was developed. The produc
tion of vellum, however, was costly and 
lim ited and i t  was superseded by the 
introduction of paper. The actual 
origin of paper is ascribed to a China
man named Tsai-Lun, who, in the year 
105 A.D., devised a means of m aking a 
w riting  surface from the fibres of cer
ta in  7)lants beaten into a pulp and then 
rolled into sheets.

About the E ighth Century, it  was 
found th a t the A rabs used linen and 
rags for producing paper pulp, and three 
hundred years la te r the a r t was brought 
to Europe by the Moors who made paper 
a t Toledo and in Valencia. The c raft 
soon spread to Ita ly , Prance and Ger
many. I t  is not known precisely when 
paper-m aking was introduced into E ng
land, bu t a book prin ted  by the Caxton 
P rin ting  Press in 1495 mentioned a 
paper mill in a village in H ertfordshire.

I t  has already been rem arked th a t the 
ancient Greeks used a sharp-pointed 
instrum ent to scratch the ir words on 
waxen tablets. The E gyptians, like the 
Chinese and Japanese to-day, used a 
brush for w riting. The quill pen came 
into use in the middle of the Fourteenth 
Century, swan quills being the most 
commonly used, and a crow’s quill for 
fine w riting. A man named Wise, who 
justified his name by his invention, first 
introduced steel nibs into th is country 
about 1800, and the industry  of steel 
pen making by m achinery quickly as
sumed large proportions, Birmingham 
being its  centre.

The history of w riting  is closely 
bound up w ith the story  of the alpha
bet, which is too big a subject in itself



to deal w ith here. Suffice i t  to say th a t 
the earliest w riting  of which we have 
any knowledge took the form not of 
the alphabet bu t of w hat are known 
as hieroglyphics, meaning, literally , 
“sacred carvings,” probably because the 
a r t of w riting  was conlined to priests 
or to religious purposes. H ieroglyphics 
were little  pictorial symbols which con
veyed the idea of a th ing  w ithout 
ac tua lly  expressing its  name. I t  is a 
rem arkable fa c t th a t nobody was able 
to  decipher this type of w riting  until 
the year 1799, when a large stone, 
known as the R osetta Stone and now 
in the B ritish  Museum, was dug up in 
Egypt. This bears an inscription w rit
ten in both hieroglyphics and Greek and 
the comparison of the two enabled 
scholars in the n ineteenth  century to 
solve the m ystery of the system of 
hieroglyphic w riting.

For the g rea ter p a rt of its  history, 
w riting  was only practised  by the most

learned men. Thus, in Roman days all 
w riting  was done by professional 
w riters known as scribes of whom m en
tion is made in the Bible. In  the Middle 
Ages the monasteries were the great 
seats of learning, and practically  no one, 
except a monk, was able to w rite. I t  is 
to the assiduous and careful work of 
the monks in transcrib ing  ancient books 
th a t much of our modern knowledge is 
duo. And it  should be rem arked th a t no 
handw riting  was ever produced more 
perfect or more beautifu l than  th a t of 
the m anuscripts on which monks are 
known to have spent the ir whole lives, 
always, when w riting, w orking in abso
lute silence in order th a t nothing should 
d is trac t the ir a tten tion  and cause them 
to make a  m istake. On none of these 
mediaeval m anuscripts do we find the 
name of its w riter, bu t we should ever 
remember the anonymous scribes w ith 
gratitude.

Beryl K ent, 5A.

A HOLIDAY AT MOUNT KOSCIUSKO
On the evening of Septem ber 4th a 

fam iliar sight was to be seen a t  Central 
Railway S tation , th a t of a p a rty  of 
girls and boys carry ing rugs and large 
suitcases labelled “Kosciusko.” Not 
everyone, however, knew th a t the girls 
were the P o rt S treet girls off to “ the 
roof of A ustralia” for an exciting week 
among the snows.

Miss Anderson, our sports m istress 
and an experienced ski er, was in charge 
of our p arty  of twenty-seven girls.

We arrived a t Cooma in tim e for 
b reak fast and then travelled  fifty miles 
to the hotel in charabancs, stopping on 
the w ay a t B erridale and Jindabyne on 
the Snowy River. Im agine the excite
m ent when we reached the first patches 
of snow; all the “oh’s” and “ah’s” from 
those who had never seen snow before.

The snow was very much deeper than  
it has been fo r years a t this time, thus 
there were many ski-runs quite close to 
the hotel. The K erry  proved to be the 
favourite  spot, however, although some 
of the girls paid v isits to D ayner’s Gap. 
One day Miss Anderson and one of the 
girls, w ith  two ladies and George 
Lamble, w ent for a hike. They puffed 
up the Grand Slam, along the ridge a t 
the top of the K erry  for about a- mile 
and climbed to the “P lains of Heaven.” 
Here there was a marvellous view; on 
one side the Monaro p lateau could be 
seen, on the other were the snow- 
covered peaks on the way to the sum
mit. A fter crossing the “P lains of 
H eaven” the p arty  skied down two 
miles and rejoined the road a t D ayner’s 
Gap.

On Thursday n igh t the. Fancy Dress 
Ball was held, four parties tak ing  part. 
Many beautifu l and amusing costumes 
were to be seen. The “Three L ittle  
P igs” of our p arty  caused a g rea t deal 
of amusement.

Our p arty  held its Ski-ing Sports a t 
D ayner’s Gap the day before our depar
ture. We had a very enjoyable morning 
for the shorter races, bu t during the 
Cross Country Race in the afternoon it 
began to snow and thus made travelling  
difticult.

The prizes for the Sports were p re
sented by Mr. Speet before the pictures 
were shown on Sunday night. The fo l
lowing were the prize-w inners:—

Open Championship: G. Gillies, 1; B. 
W illiams, 2.

.luiiior Championship: J . Freem an, 1; 
D. Tilly, 2.

Cross Country Race: G. Gillies, 1; M. 
Boldini, 2.

Novice Race: I. Parkes, 1; J . F ree
man, 2.

Brace Belay: G. Gillies and K. Crow
ley, 1.

Too soon the day of our departure 
arrived. Needless to say, we spent as 
much time as possible during the m orn
ing in ski-ing. A fter lunch we waved 
good-bye to the pals we had made amid 
the snows.

No one who w ent to Kosciusko w ith 
the F ort S treet girls will ever forget 
the w onderful holiday she spent with 
Miss Anderson on A ustralia’s w inter 
playground.

Gwen Gillies, 5C.



GUIDE NEWS
UnTer the direction of our new Cap

tain , Miss , W ayland, and L ieutenant, 
Miss Maddox, who have already won 
the love and respect of 1st F o rt S treet 
Company, the Guides are steadily  w ork
ing to fu rther the Guide Movement, and 
pu t into practice the things they have 
already learn t w ithin its  ranks, and 
although the Company is not increasing 
in numbers, i t  seems th a t enthusiasm 
has grow'n.

L ast term  when we were still w ithout 
a captain. Miss Weston took the Com
pany for a field day a t B radley’s Head 
where we were joined by M ary McLean, 
who has helped us so much. T hat a f te r 
noon many of the Guides completed the 
tests  fc r the ir second-class badges, so 
as well as being very enjoyable it  was 
a very profitable day. T hat night saw 
a weary, not-quite-as-spick-and-spa.n-as- 
usual bu t happy band of Guides, w ith 
numerous fry ing  pans and billies, on 
the ir w ay home.

A week or so la ter, a t an enrolment, 
led by Miss Weston, a t which Miss 
Cohen was present, the recruits were 
welccmed into the “g reat sisterhood of 
Guides.” Mrs. M ather, the D istric t 
Commissioner, expressed her pleasure a t 
the fa c t th a t the F o rt S treet Company,

although it  was w ithout a captain, had 
lived up to its  reputation  and had made 
steady progress.

We were very sorry to lose the ser
vices of M ary McLean who had, for 
some time, undertaken the leadership of 
the Company. She was officially fare- 
welled a t G lengarry where we presented 
her w ith a small token of our apprecia
tion for all th a t she had done for the 
F ort S treet Company. ■

B etty  Logan and Ellen Swann have 
joined the Cadets and are very much 
missed by the Guides.

The first field day w ith  our new Cap
tain was a g rea t success. G lengarry, 
which many of the Guides had not 
v isited before, was the scene of this 
very happy party .

E thel Pierce and E thel Savage, two 
members of our Company, have been 
chosen to represent the H arbour D ivi
sion in the official p arty  of Girl Guides 
which New South W ales is sending to 
Melbourne for the Centenary Celebra
tions.

We are aLvays pleased to welcome 
any girl who would like to join our 
band.

M argaret Brodbeck, 4B.

THE CADET CORNER
D uring the last six months we have 

been pleased to welcome a number of 
new recruits, including two from the 
School Guides—B etty  Logan and Ellen 
Swann. We hope th a t more of our 
Guides will go one step fu rth er in the 
M ovement and become Rangera or 
Cadecs.

The Rangers’ Conference was well 
attended, some of our Company being 
present.

In Ju ly , a t an Enrolm ent in which we 
combined w ith the U niversity  Cadets,

Lady David, S tate  Commissioner, Mrs. 
M ather, D ivisional Commissioner, and 
Miss Meek, Commissioner for Rangers, 
were present and a very enjoyable even
ing was spent.

D uring the Bank H oliday week-end 
the Annual Cadet Camp was held and 
three of our Company were able to be 
present.

Miss W eston still proves a staunch 
friend to the Company and wo find it  
difficult to thank  her adequately.

N ancy Light.

A WANDERING SEA BIRD
Along some parts  of the shores of 

A ustralia, Tasmania, and S tew art I s 
land, there dwells for p art of the year, 
a species of sea-bird called the “Sooty 
P e tre l” or “M utton B ird.”

From the middle of December to 
about the end of A pril these birds are 
busily engaged on shore m aking their 
nests in long, shallow burrows which 
they scoop out of sandy soil above high- 
w ater m ark. The burrows very much 
resemble those made by rabbits. When 
the burrow is completed to their sa tis
faction. the birds line the extrem ity of.

it  w ith a few  dead leaves and odd 
pieces of grass and weeds and in this 
nest the m other b ird  lays one egg upon 
which she and the male bird take  turns 
in sitting . W hilst one bird rem ains on 
the nest the other flies out to sea and, 
being an expert diver and fisher, it  
returns in a few hours gorged w ith 
young sardines or other small, oily fish. 
I t  then relieves its m ate on the nest 
and the m ate in tu rn  goes out to fish.

When the young chick is hatched 
each bird, on its  return  to the nest, 
takes the young one’s beak in its  own



and, w ith a pumping .motion of its 
head and neck, transm its into the crop 
of its  little  one a large quan tity  of pure 
fish oil which the adu lt b ird  is able to 
ex trac t from its  food in such a manner 
th a t the oil only, and none of the solid 
food, is given to its  young.

This goes on day and night for about 
four months during which tim e the 
young bird  never leaves the burrow. In 
fac t, i t  is so fa t  th a t i t  is not only 
unable to w alk bu t even to crawl, and 
in appearance somewhat resembles a 
bloated duckling.

About the end of March the paren t 
birds, which nest in colonies of several 
hundreds, and sometimes thousands, 
gather in large flocks on the beach and, 
as though a t a given signal, rise into 
the a ir like a dense black cloud and fly 
out to sea on the ir long journey to the 
northern coast of S iberia where they 
rem ain un til they  re tu rn  south again  to 
clean out the ir old burrows and repeat 
the nesting and hatch ing  again in the 
following December.

In  the m eantim e the young birds, 
which they le f t in their nests in a 
sta te  of helplessness from over-feeding, 
simply rem ain there liv ing on the ir own

fa t and growing feathers until, about 
the end of A pril when the strongest of 
the nestlings, having grown a pair of 
long and strong wings, begin to emerge 
from their underground homes a fte r  
sun-down and stand  on any little  mound 
nearby and spend the n igh t prancing 
around on their toes and flapping their 
wings un til they  feel equal to under
tak ing  the long journey northw ard, as 
did their parents. Then they, too, form 
into flocks and set out to jo in  their 
parents, re tu rn ing  w ith  them  the follow 
ing year to m ate and burrow  homes for 
themselves adjoining the nests where 
they themselves were reared.

“Te H uia,” 2D.

EXCHANGES
The E ditor acknowledges w ith  many 

thanks the copies of other School M aga
zines received since las t issue.

ADVERTISEMENTS
Head the advertisem ents and patronise 

the firms which help P o rt Street.
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I Saunders’ Watches . . , T ested  and ad ju ste d  to  =
E Split-Secon d  A cc u ra c y . =

Send fo r S  
X m a s  =  

C ata lo g u e  I =

S  L ad ies*  W r i s t  W a tc h e s  in  th e  l a t e s t  r e c t a n g u la r  a n d  m i r a g e  s h a p e s ,  S  
^  w ith  fin e  q u a l i ty  15 je w e l le v e r  m o v e m e n ts .  E a c h  w a tc h  fu lly  g u a r a n -  =  
s  te e d  a n d  k e p t  in  f r e e  r e p a i r  f o r  o n e  y e a r .  P r ic e s ,  3 5 / -  to  £ 1 0 . =

I SAUNDERS I
=  S y d n ey ’s L ead ing  Jew elle ry  an d  G ift H ouse  =
=  8 0 5  G eorge  S t., R ailw ay  Sq., a n d  3 8 5  P itt  S t, (o p p . Snow ’s )  =  

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiMiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiii

I For All You Require
\I in
I DEPENDABLE GROCERIES

You Cannot D o Better 

Than A t

MORAN & CATO S
Many Branch Stores



Made only by

WHITE SIGNET Ltd.
Sydney

THERE'S FUN AND HAPPINESS IN EVERY HOUR
SPENT AT

MANLY'S FREE 
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 tor 
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.
CHILDREN - - - Id.

(5 years and under free)

THE PORT JACKSON & MANLY S.S. CO. LTD.
Telephones: B 322I, B 3783



T u r n e r  & H e n d e r s o n s
FOR

Geometrical and Mathematical Instruments

Turner & Henderson are the recognised 
headquarters for precision instruments for 
Schools and Colleges, Architects, Draughts
men and the Navy.
To produce satisfactory work you must 
possess suitable instruments, hence the big 
demand for Turner & Henderson's lines for 
students and professional men.
We enumerate a few instruments from our 
comprehensive stock.
Geometrical Drawing Instrument Sets, comprising Metal 
Pencil Compass, Divider, 2 Metal Set Squares, Metal 
Protractor, Pencil and Ruler. Complete in tin case at
1/6, 1/9, 2/-, 2/3, 2/6, 2/9 and 4/6 per set.

Mathematical Instrument Sets, comprising 6in. Electrum 
Compass with extension bar, Divider, Pen and Pencil 
points, 3in. Spring Bow Pencil, Drawing Pen, etc., com
plete in Velvet-lined Wallet Case at 10/6, 15/-, 17/6 
and 21/-.

Drawing Boards and T-Squares for students' use.
Also full range of Celluloid or Wooden Set Squares, 
Rules, Scales, Protractors.

A large assortment of separate 
instruments always in stock

TURNER & HENDERSON LTD.
► P R I N T E R S  

24 JAMIESON STREET 

SYDNEY



Famous

OLD GOLD
CHOCOLATES

Their delightful smoothness and 
delicious eating qualities will please 

the most discriminating palate.

Your confectioner has them in: 
3d., 6d. and 1'- Bars

and in the large i  lb. Blocks at 1/3
Also obtainable in 

2 lb. and 1 lb. Boxes and Tins

Insist on the name

OLD GOLD
The Choice of the 

Chocolate Connoisseur

OLD GOLD CHOCOLATES are not 
manufactured ----- they are Created



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 all figures and 
can be had at all stores.

I ^ D v : I ' l j i x i i
P R A C T I C A L  F R O N T

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



'’’Australia’s Premier Sports Organisation’
.■r\

The
Right
Racket
for School 

Player or

Beginner!

U n riv alled  R a n g e !

17/6WESTMINSTER'S "O C E A N IC "
4-Piece Lamincted Frame ...........

I ALEXANDER’S "SERVACE SPECIAL" 
j 4-Piece Laminated Frame ...... .......  22/6
I ALEXANDER’S "T O R N A D IC " FLAT TOP

4-Piece Frame, strung with famous "Super- 
 ̂ Speed" Gut. With grip ............... 30/—
WESTMINSTER'S "BR ITAN N IC  FLAT TOP'

I 4-Piece Frame, strung with "Super-Speed" 
special Block Tacky Grip ......  32/6

PROFESSIONAL TENNIS TUITION
By Ted Budrodeen, Sydney*s most successful instructor, on Wick Simmons'' Full-size 

Roof Tennis Court. Moderate Fecsl

M lC K S lM M O N S lm
714-16-18-20-22 G E O R G E  S T ., H A Y M A R K E T , S Y D N E Y

and all Branches



Buy Your
School Requisites
at
Our New Address

We are now located in 
our own building at 24 
Jamieson Street, between 
Hunter and Bridge Streets, 
off George Street.

Here you can purchase 
your school requisites at 
prices that will appeal to 
you.
School Stationery, Pads, 
P encils, E xercise and 
S cien ce  Work Books, 
Fountain P ens, Graph 
Paper, Nibs, M apping  
P ens, Erasers, Rulers, 
Blotting Paper, Mathemati
cal Instruments, Colors, 
and all necessary equip
ment are here for you to 
choose from.

Your orders, no matter 
how small, will receive 
courteous attention.

TURNER & HENDERSON LTD.
TURNER HOUSE

24 JAMIESON STREET SYDNEY

BW 1375-7228
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G lOBI¥E C A lE f
Carried by most students in all high schools 
throughout Australia.
Fitted with one-piece metal lid frame and metal lid 
stay. Light and strong— carried everywhere.

Look for the brand Obtainable all stores

BETTER
A LU iU li\

fOR
l U i V I

«

KAiiscns
§AIMD
S O A P

b alh clicleans
nd polishes

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



G r o w i n g  G i r l s
ARE  F I TTE D E X P E R T L Y

AT F A R M E R ’ S

It’s an easy matter to find just the right last, 
just the right style, in Farmer’s Girls’ Shoe 
Department. Here, shoes are scientifically 
designed to fit the feet of growing girls. The 
styles, of course, are modern and good- 
looking. And—this is important—Farmer’s 
fitters have had long experience in fitting 
children’s shoes.

G h illie  T ie , 1 3 /9
Maids’ smart Ghillie, with mock 
welt sole and leather Cuban 
heel, on a good-fitting, neatly- 
perforated wing-cap last. Half 
sizes, 2 to 6. Price . . 13/9

Avail yourself of Farmer’s 
easy Lay-By if you prefer.

Saddie-Rar, 8/11
Black calf Saddle-bar, with 
buckle fastener and sturdy mock 
welt sole. Good-fitting last. Sizes, 
9-lU 8/11. n -1  9/11, 2-5 10/9

Third Floor

F A R M E R ^ ! ^ ,  S Y D N E Y



THE SENIOR STORE
"Truth n Advertising"—The Salt of Business

A N T H O N Y
H O R D E R N S
When the time comes to buy new school clothing, 

all wise mothers come to Anthony Horderns'.
They have learnt tc depend on the 

quality of the goods and upon 
receiving full value for money.

SCHOOL BLAZERS from 11/9
Girls' School Blazers in all-wool Navy Flannel.
Finished oraid binding. Busts, ins.:
Anthony Horderns' Prices:

28 30 c2 34 36
11/9 12/11 12/11 13/11 13/11

Better quality 
19/11

Prices:
21/- 22/6 25/- 27/6

RAINCOATS 18/11
The ideal Raincoat for School wear. 
Surface is of Black Rubber, while the 
reverse side is of Navy Gabardine. 
Anthony Horderns' Prices:
Lengths, ins. 33 36 38 40

18/11 19/11 21/- 21/-

Lengths, ins..........  42 44 46
22/6 22/6 22/6

R E G U L A T I O N  
TUNI CS f rom 19/11
Girls' School Tunics featured in fine 
quality all-wool Serge. Made in 
regulation style with three box
pleats from yoke. Belt of self. 
Lengths, ins.:
Anthony Horderns' Prices:

30 32 34 36
19/11 21/11 22/11 23/11

38 40 42 44
25/6 27/6 29/6 32/6

•  M aids’ N o . 2 Floor— P itt Street 
— Freight p a id  to all seaports 
in the C om m onw ealth and rail
way stations in N .S .W .

ANTHONY HORDERN & SONS LTD.
S Y D N E Y'Phone; M2401 

Day & ÎEçTrt
Postal Address: 

Box 2712 C, G.P.O.



LJERE 'S  a girdle that is boneless, 
' light-as-air —  yet it gives just 

enough control to keep hips firm and 
"tummy" flat. This "Eezees" Step-in 
allows complete freedom of move
ment: its four suspenders provide the 
most comfortab'e means of keeping 
stockings up. With your "Eezees", 
wear an uplift "Exquisette" Brassiere. 
Its elastic shoulder strap can't slip 
when you play games.

CORRECT POSTURE IS IMPORTANT  
... While a Berlei foundation gar
ment helps to maintain correct pos
ture, it cannot by itself correct bad 
posture habits already formed. How 
to correct posture faults is explained 
in the booklet, "Letters of Polly 
Peps". Write to the Advertising 
Department, Berlei Limited, Berlei 
House, Regent-street, Sydney, for 
your copy of this booklet. It's free!

BER LEI
F O U n D A T I O n  - C A R in -E n T S



DOCTOR FLANNEL BLAZERS
G ir l s ’ N a v y  D o c to r  F l a n n e l  B laz e rs ,  b o und  w i th  
Gold, Red, R oya l,  B lack ,  a n d  N a v y  b ra id .
S izes - - 52, 24, 20 in. 28, 30 in. 32 in.
Price - . 11/11 12/11 13/11

KANEBO FUJI SILK TUNICS
K a n e b o  F u j i  S ilk  School T u n ic s ,  s m a r t l y  cu t ,  w i th  
th r e e  box i ) lea ts  b ack  a n d  f ro n t .
24, 26, 2Sin. 30, 32in. 34, 36in. 38, 40in. 42, 44in.

11/11 12/11 15/11 17/11 18/11

TAILORED SERGE TUNICS
G ir ls '  N a v y  SerKe T a i lo r e d  School T un ics ,  m ade  
w i th  r é s i l i a t i o n  box  p lea ts .
S i z e s - -  22 24 27 30in.
Price- 13/11 16/11 17/11 18/11

3 3 36 39 42 44in.
21/- 22/11 23/11 25/11 27/11

KANEBO SILK 
BLOUSES

Girls' Kanebo Fuji Silk 
Blouses with high neck, and 
band at waist 

22 24 27 30
5/6  5/11 6 / 66/11

33 36 39 42
7/3 7/6  7/11 8/6 
SYDNEY SNOW LTD. 
Pitt dhd Liverpool Sts.



i GIRLS . . .

I Your TUCK SHOP stocks

f Fresh Food Ice Cream and Eskimo Pies

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

Also tell your parents that
"FRESHFOOD" MILK. CREAM. 
BUTTER AND ICE are the best.

Ring M 2981 and the cart will call

THE N.S.W.

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

For
All Functions 
Use Soft Drinks

and ALWAYS
SAY

M A R C H A N T S
PLEASE

TELEPHONE: M 4734-5-6



The modern well-educated girl —  with 
ambition —  demands the

iW etropoIitan # ir ls i’ 
S e c r e ta r ia l  i n s t i t u t e
because her education at the hnest Secondary Schools in 
the country (both private and State) gives her discern
ment— the ability to discriminate. Her high intelligence 
tells her what is confirmed by the experience of her 
friends who have preceded her, that young women get 
BETTER VALUE from the full Secretarial Diploma 
Course, that she will have quicker and higher promotion 
in Commerce.

Reports of the experiences of former pupils, and also 
opinions of parents have gone to headmistresses during 
the last four years and all of these have confirmed the 
favourable opinions formed by these headmistresses when 
Mr. Summerhayes, Governing Director of the Metro
politan Business College, first announced his special plans 
for higher training for well-educated girls of the right 
type.

One other feature of the M.G.S.I. is appreciated by headmistresses who 
care, and that is the attention given in the, M.G.S.I. curriculum to Charac
ter, because they feel that their own training, their foundation, can now be 
given a superstructure worthy of it, and that in this superstructure their 
own training in Character is being continued.

THE RIGHT TYPE
At the foundation of the M.G.S.I. in 1929 Mr. Summerhayes wrote:—

. . the establishm ent o f this special Secretarial tra in ing  school by such 
an adm ittedly  efficient tra in ing  body as the M etropolitan  Business College, 
in rig h t surroundings w ith righ t m ethods and  equipm ent, and  under the  
rig h t control and  d irection, will attract the righ t type o f pupil/*

T his d ic tu m  h as  p ro v ed  to  be tru e . D isce rn in g  p a re n ts , an d  h e ad m is tre s se s , and  
p u p ils  th em selv es— and  m an y  v e ry  im p o r ta n t em p lo y ers— h av e  been  q u ick  to 
a p p re c ia te  th e  g re a te r  v a lu e  given  th ro u g h  th e  co u rse  to  Its g ra d u a te s .

A m ere  lis t  of su b jec ts  is n o t su ffic ien t. A c u rric u lu m  h a s  to  be  a d m in is te red  by  
p ra c tic a l  id e a lis ts  w ith  long  experience , by  ju s t  th e  r ig h t  people.

The M.G.S.I. fu ll S e c re ta r ia l D iplom a C ourse  can  be co m fo rtab ly  com ple ted  in 
12 m on ths .

HAVE THE BEST IT PAYS
It p a y s  rich ly  in  s a la ry  d iv id en d s  la te r, in q u ick e r p ro m o tio n  to  h ig h e r p o s ts , to 
m ore  re sp o n sib le , m ore  w orthw hile , m ore  im p o r ta n t w ork.

If YOU aspire to higher things take your pen now and write for 
a copy of ’’The Private Secretary”; or telephone B 7921 and ask 
for arrangements to be made for a visit of inspection of this out
standingly successful College, and a discussion of your problem.

The M.G.S.I. is for approved girls only.

PR IV A TE ENTRANCE

6 DALLEY STR EET-----------------M.B.C. Headquarters



A Position 
for Every Girl

The Employment Department of 
Stott & Underwood's Business Col
lege announces that every graduate 
of 1934 has been placed in a position.

There is a reason why Stott & Under
wood's Business College receives so 
many calls for its graduates. In addi
tion to the activities of the College, 
the Managing Director holds the 
agency for the sale of the Under
wood typewriter throughout Aus- 
traUa. Thousands of Underwood 
owners, having purchased their type
writers from Stott & Underwood, 
naturally look to the College to supply 
efficient operators. With the sale of 
every typewriter, there is an oppor
tunity for a graduate to receive a re
munerative position.

Write for a copy of "A Career For 
You." This little booklet will give 
you full particulars regarding the 
curriculum and the opportunities at 
present existing for trained Steno
graphers and Secretaries.

STOTT & U N D E R W O O D ' S  
B U S I N E S S  C O L L E G E
70 PITT S T R E E T .................................... SYDNEY



CHARTRES 
BUSINESS COLLEGE

(STOTT & HOARE'S)

FOUNDED 1885

PIONEERS and Specialists of Com
mercial Education, individual tuition in 
all business and educational subjects. 
Personal, home study, and postal in
struction. Coaching for Intermediate 
and Leaving Certificates, Matriculation, 
and all Accountancy Examinations.

Among ihe subjects taught aie as follows:—
ACCOUNTANCY 

ADDING MACHINES 
BOOKKEEPING

BUSINESS-LETTER WRITING 
CALCULATING MACHINES 

DUPUCATING 
ENGUSH 

FRENCH
GENERAL EDUCATION 

FHJNG SYSTEMS 
OFFICE PROCEDURE

CALL, WRITE, OR 'PHONE. 

Box 542 B, G.P.O. 
'Phone - M 6481

PENMANSHIP
SECRETARIAL DUTIES 

SHORTHAND 
TYPEWRITING

CHARTRES BUSINESS COLLEGE'
(STOTT & HOARE'S)

LIVERPOOL STREET. OPPOSITE HYDE PARK. SYDNEY

T U im * n  •  LTB..


