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FOR THE NEW SEASON \

Three new 
s t y l e s  •. •

Guinea Handbags
Over 500 Styles at this Price
Never before known to be such a surprising number of styles 
at the one price . . .  we keep adding fresh ones as soon as we 
see that it’s worthy to rank in our famous Guinea range. Local 
and Imported Handbags in Calf, Morocco, Fabrics and Linens. 
AH the brand new Autumn colours. Here are the newest!

GROUND FLOOR-^ 
OR MAIL ORDERS

D A V I D  J O I V E S ’
For Service.



Macquarie Secretarial School
The School is located in the Bank of New South Wales, 

Head Office.
There are no vacancies for 1937, but places may be reserv

ed for 1938.
The School is limited to 100 students of Matriculation 

standard of education.
Parents may interview the Principal, Miss Helen Terret, 

by appointment. Telephone B 1524.
NO  E V E N IN G  C L A S S E S  —  NO  P O S T A L  IN S T R U C T IO N

MACQUARIE SECRETARIAL SCHOOL
Bank of N ew  South W ales,
George and Wynyard Streets,

Sydney.



L E A R N ,
"fromihe Squirrel /

When nuts are plentiful (and 
nuts are the riches of the 
squirrel world) the wise 
animal eats what he needs. 
But, little by little, he builds 
up a store of food against the 
lean future.

This plan has stood the test of 
many thousands of years. So, 
why not act in like manner.^ 
From your earnings, put aside 
something—ho¥/ever small— 
but REGULARLY. Put that 
regular something where it 
will be safe but always 
quickly available. Let the 
growing fund earn a steady 
profit for you in interest. 
Start a Savings Account, at 
once, and you’ll feel happier 
—and safer.
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I F . .
you h av e  loved th e  flow ers a n d  fo u n d  new  w o rld s of in 
te re s t  opened to  you in  th e  s tu d y  of b o tan y , y o u r m in d  m ay  
dwell long ing ly  on a  life tim e  sp e n t am ong  g ro w in g  th in g s . 
B u t you know  th a t  w ill m ean  stu d y , p e rh a p s  a  U n iv e rs ity  
course, h a rd  w o rk  w h ich  wall n e v e rth e le ss  n o t be  h a rd  to 
you becau se  it is y o u r choice an d  y o u r  a b so rb in g  in te re s t.

IF—you h av e  loved th e  sound  of w o rd s  a n d  fe lt th e  Are 
of p o e try  b u rn in g  w dthin you, y o u r d ream s fo r  th e  futuffl 
w ill lie  am o n g  th e  g re a t  l i te ra tu re s  of th e  w orld , a n d  you 
w ill p lan  to s tu d y  so th a t  you m ay  lead  o th e rs  to  w h a t 
you h av e  found  good and  lovely.

IF —you have  w ondered  a t  th e  in tr ic a c ie s  of vein  an d  a r 
te ry , ne rv es an d  m u sc les  th a t  fo rm  th e  m irac le  of th e  
h u m an  body, you wall be p re p a re d  to  sp en d  long  y e a rs  in  
le a rn in g  how  to se rv e  y o u r fellow  m en by  h e a lin g  b ro k en  
bodies.

IF—you have been fascinated by the big machine of 
business, the precision and order ivhich keeps clear and 
untangled all the confused and varied operations of an 
office, if your mind is keen and sharp to notice the seem
ingly unimportant detail, you will want to learn all you 
can so that you will be able to take a responsible place in 
the world of commerce.

There is much to learn before you can find yourself one 
of the important niches in business life. You must have a 
careful and accurafe knowledge of shorfhand, typing and 
bookkeeping, but that is not enough. You must learn -,o 
think for yourself, fo be reliable, fo be able to handle 
problems with commonsense and efficiency, to recognise 
them when they come and know what to do.
That is what the Metropolitan Girls' Secretarial Institute 
is for. The M .G.S.I. is a college where girls who want to 
do more than the usual routine work can learn to it 
themselves for better posts. There is no other course in 
Sydney quite like it, and employers are asking for more 
and more girls from fhe M .G.S.I., because their standard 
of work is so far above fhe average. There is no good 
work achieved in the world without care and preparation. 
To be content with half-way measures and surface know
ledge will mean your whole lifetime spent in the rut,̂  no 
matter what vocation you follow. It is the trained mind, 
the educated intelligence, the courteous and capable girl 
who has followed M .G.S.I. sfandards for whom employers 
are waiting to-day.

That girl can be you— IF you will.

M E T R O P O L I T A N
GIRLS’ SECRETARIAL 

INSTITUTE
6 D A L L E Y  S T R E E T ,  S Y D N E Y  

Founded by Metropolitan Business College
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Tennis Tuition

LANE'S SCHOOL OF TENNIS
(Est. 12 Years)

Conducted by
G. P. LANE (N.S.W. Premier Coach)

Your Game is Your Pleasure
IMPROVE IT

By Consulting PERCY LANE
Mentor of;

Thelma Coyne, Dave Thompson, Alan Stedman (N.Z. Davis Cup), Allison 
Hattersley, Dave Crystal, Arthur Huxley, D. B. Walker, Henry Lindo, and 

others too numerous to mention.

FEE MODERATE

SPECIAL CLASS PLAY UNDER PERSONAL SUPERVISION EACH 
SATURDAY, 9.30 — 12.30.

Lane's School of Tennis (est. 12 years) is recognised as the premier 
coaching establishment ot New South Wales.
Lane's methods have proved themselves thorough. He gives his pupils 
mastery ot the game. A little good advice may mean a heap of improve
ment. Consult only a specialist, who has proved his ability, having 
coached such players as above-mentioned.
A very comprehensive class for juniors is featured on Saturday morning 
at a moderate tee.

FOR FURTHER INFORMATION AND FULL PARTIOULARS:-

'Phone: FL 1742

G. P. LANE (Principal),
"The Cairo,"

Macleay Street, Potts Point



GLOBITE SCHOOL CASE

16" GLOBITE ATTACHE CASE

Carried by most High School Students throughout 
Australia. Light and strong. Much lighter than 

leather and lower in cost.
LOOK FOR THE BRAND ON EVERY CASE

OBTAINABLE ALL LEADING STORES

I

GIRLSII When you leave school, life begins in earnest. The airy 
castles of your dreams will not materialise by abstract thought they 
serve but as the inspirational foundation on which to build the solid 
edifice of personal achievement. Resolve to be the Architect of your 
own Fortunes, not the servile Slave of Circumstance. EQUIP YOURSELF 
FOR LEADERSHIP at—

THE WILLIAMS BUSINESS COLLEGE
Opposite Wynyard Station, 312 George Street
Branches at Mosman, Drummoyne, Rockdale and Country Centres

Thirty-five years continuous success ensures Y O U R  success.

Modern Secretarial Day Course includes Shorthand, Typewriting, Book
keeping, Office Practice, Business English and Arithmetic, Filing Systems, 
Adding, Billing and Duplicating Machines, Telephone Switchboards, 
etc. Tuition is one hundred per cent. "Individual," and all qualified 
students are placed through the College Employment Department.



FO R  A L L
S C H O O l
W E A R

BLOUSES MADE IN 
F U J I  D E  LUXE

A ll sizes.
Special 
P ric e , 2 / l i a
No. 1. —  G IR L S ’ N AV y 
A LL-W O O L “D O C T O R ” 

FLA NN EL BLA ZERS!
W ell ta ilo re d  and bound 

(/ black, flat or narrow  
B raid .
S izis  28 to  30 inche '. 

S pecia l P ric e , 13/11 
Size. 32 inches.

S pecia l P rice , 14/11
Sizes, 34 to 36 inches.

Specia l P rice , 15/11

GIELS’ BLACK
R E V E R S I B L E

RAINCOATS!
Lengths,

24-in. to  46-in. 
P r ic e s  ra n g in g  

fro m :

11/9 to 19/11

No. it.—G IR LS’
c o u j Js g e  h a t .

Finest Quality trh r.m .a  
N avy  b e lt. Choose from  
'.wo popu lar shapes. L arge 
a ll-round  brim s and slig h t 
droop witli cutaw ay back. 

C om fortable shallow  
crowns.

Soecial Price, 4/9.
(P o s ta g e  extra,)

G IK LS’
ALL-WOOL 

NAVY ELA STIC 
K N IT  JU M P E R !

W illi co lored  College 
S tripes. Size, 26 inches. 
S pecia l P ric e , 6/6 

Sizes
26-in. 28-in. 30-ln.
7/6 8/6 9 /6

Sizes
32- ln. 34-ln. 36-ln.
10/6 11/6 12/6
No. 2.—GIRLS’ 
NAVY SERGE 

TUNICS.
In fine quality. Well 
cut. Length, 22 ins. 
SPECIAL PRICES, 

10/11
24-in. 2 7 -in . 30-in.

12/11 13/11 14/11
33- in. 36-in . 39-in.

16/11 17/11 19/11
42-in. 44-in.
22/11 23/11

k i n g  e; G E O R G E  S t s
BOX M84-  H . H .  G .  P . Q
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F A B E R  E S T  S U A E  Q U I S Q U E  F O R T U N A E .
T he Staff:

Principal: M iss COHEN, M .A ., B .S c .
D eputy-Principal : M iss T UR NER, B.A.

Department of English;
M iss T U R N E R , B .A . (M istress) M iss FRENC H , B .A ,
M iss BELL, B .A . M iss MOORE, B .A ,
M iss CAMPBELL,, B .A . M iss W ICKS, B .A .,  B .E c,
M iss CROXON, B .A , M iss W INGROVE, B .A .

Departm ent of C lassics:
M iss H EW ITT, B ,A , (M isitress). M iss PA TE, B .A .

M iss SIM ONS, B .A .
Departm ent of M athemiatics:

M iss LESSLIE, B .A . (M istress) (A bsent on le.nvel .
M iss McGEORGE, B .A . M iss PIRANI, B .A .
M iss NICO L-M U RRAY, B .A . M iss TAYLOR, B .A .
M iss PATE, B .A . M iss W ADDINGTO N, B .S c .

M iss W EST O N . M .A .
Departm ent of Science:

M iss W H ITEO AK , B .S c .  (M istress) ''liss M cM ULLEN. B .S c .
M iss CHEETHAM , B .A . M iss PUXLEY , B .S c .

Mis.s W ADDINGTON. B .S c .
Departm ent of Modern Languages:

M iss WEDDET.L B .A . (M istress)
M is s  C O L L IN S ,  B . A .
M iss E DW A RDS. B .A .
Art: M iss T E A R L E .
M usic: Mrs. .lAMES, M iss SH A W .

M agazine Editor:

M iss f r e n c h , B .A .
M iss H A R D E R S.
’'r-s. RYAN, Dip.. B escancon Univ. 
Needlework: M iss BURTON. 

Physical Culture: M iss A N DERSO N . 
M iss T U R N E R , B .A .

M agazine Sub-E ditor: M iss W INGROYE, B .A .
Captain, 1937; M BLBRA LY O N S,



T H E  CAPTAIN AND TH E P R E FE C T S, 1937.
Front Row: Dorothy H arvey, N ellie  Pope (Senior P refect), Melbra Lyons (C aptain), Dorothy Dodd, Joyce

Nelson.
Back Row: Jean Spence, Nina W hiting, M argaret M ontieth, Revvie W allace, Sh irley  Rees.

<JioX
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THE PREFECTS MESSAGE TO 
THE SCHOOL

“Time marches on” is the 
modern phrase which expresses 
so well the ordered haste of mod
ern progress. And, whilst en
deavouring to keep in step most 
mortals find little opportunity 
to reminisce, nay, sometimes 
even to reflect. iTo this rule we 
B’ortians are no exception as all 
“old girls” will readily remind 
you.

We begin our high schooj 
careers full of the eagerness of 
youth; gradually we merge into 
our new environment; the years 
slip by—and lo! we are on the 
threshold of a new sphere of life. 
Small wonder, then, that most 
departing seniors gasp involun
tarily when they look back over 
the years that have changed 
them from “new” to “old” girls 
—five happy years, that will re
main, despite their seeming 
brevity, for ever in the memory 
of all.

But to every true Fortian, 
however dazed she may be, by 
the rapid passing of her school 
days, comes vividly the realisa
tion that the course she has 
steered has not been one of her 
own calculation alone. Deep in 
her heart lies due gratitude to 
and respect for those who have 
gone before her, who by their 
enterprise and enthusiasm have 
helped to formulate the chart 
which has guided her so faith
fully, and to which she, too, can 
add her little bit, for the benefit 
of those who are to follow.

Let this sentiment, then, 
strike the keynote of our mess
age to the school. Fortians, for
get not your predecessors; bear 
in mind the worthy traditions 
they have handed down, the 
“great deeds” they h a v e

wrought, that form the im
perishable foundations of this 
great institution—and finally 
remember that your duty lies 
not in gratitude alone, but in 
emulation.

ROUND THE SCHOOL 
THE STAFF

There were several changes in 
r,he staff at the beginning of the 
y ear. The Misses Dunlop and 
liusseil were transferred to Bow- 
ral and Coif's Harbour respec
tively and we wish them happi
ness m their new surroundings, 
t o Miss Lesslie and Dr. Murray, 
who set out on tours abroad, we 
wish “bon voyage” and to the 
new members of the Staff—the 
Misses Bell, Burton, Edwards, 
French, McGeorge, Shaw (a for
mer pupil) and Waddington (a 
former captain) we extend a 
hearty welcome.

MATRICULATION
SCHOLARSHIPS

The school is delighted with 
the success of Joyce McCredie 
who has won the James Aitken 
Scholarship, the John West Me
dal and Grahame Prize Medal 
for General Proficiency, and the 
Ifairfax Prize for General Pro
ficiency amongst female candi
dates, and shared the Lithgow 
Scholarship No. 1 for ‘French 
and German.

Training College Scholarships
were gained by Norma Aber- 
nethy (Music), Nancy Alexan
der, Jean Clutterbuck (Music), 
Ella Dyer, Valerie Hands, Joyce 
McCredie, Ina McDonald, Ethe 
Pierce, Margaret Potter, Pegg5 
Propert, Joy Pntland, Gwenyth 
Rowe, (Music), Doris Sutton 
and Joyce Thompson,



THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT 
PRIZES

Joyce McCredie was awarded 
one of the prizes given by the 
f’rench Government to the best 
tnree candidates to pass Paper 
11., who also passed the oral 
tests at the Leaving Certificate 
iiixamination.

Jocelyn McCall was awarded 
the Medal for the best paper in 
rrench at the Intermediate Cer- 
nca'te Examination.

Hursaries on the results of the 
Intermediate Certificate Exam
ination were igained by Gwen 
Smith, Zara ' Segal, ihelma 
McKeon, and Bessie McVicar.

Scholarships tenable at the 
Technical College for four years 
were awarded on the results of 
the Intermediate Certificate Ex
amination to Mavis Blackman 
and Beryl Ezold in Art and 
Yvonne Glutton and Elsie Tho
mas in Needlework.

The Ada Partridge Prize, 
which is awarded to the best 
“Fortian” candidate at the 
Leaving Certificate Examination 
was won by Joyce McCredie.

The Mollie Thornhill Prize, 
which is awarded to the best 
“Fortian” candidate at the In
termediate Certificate Examina
tion was won by Peggy Weine.

The Emily Cruise Prize, which 
is awarded to the best “Fortian” 
candidate in History at the In
termediate Certificate Examina
tion was won by Gwen Smith.

The Fort Street Old Girls’ 
Literary Circle Prize, which is 
awarded to the “Fortian” who 
secures the best pass in Eng
lish at the Leaving Certificate 
Examination, was won by Dor
othy Hamilton.

The Brendan Lane Mullins 
Memorial Gold Medal, and the 
C. J, Loewenthal Prize, were

won by Joyce McCredie, the 
best candidate in the Australian 
History Honours section of the 
Leaving Certificate Examina
tion. As Joyce had won these 
prizes in 1936 also, she was not 
able to hold them.

Honours at the Leaving Cer
tificate Examination were gain
ed by the following pupils:

English.—First Class : Dor
othy Hamilton.

French.—First Class: Joyce 
McCredie (third place) and Ròse 
Clarke. Second Class: Marjorie 
McKechnie.

German.—First Class: Joyce 
McCredie and Marjorie McKech
nie (first place, two equal). 
Second Class: Rose Clarke.

History.—First Class: Joyce 
McCredie, Second Class: Beth 
Boaden and Dorothy Hamilton.

Chemistry.— Second Class : 
Marjorie McKechnie.

Botany.—Second Class: Dor- 
Hamilton.

University Exhibitions in
the Faculty of Arts were gained 
by Dorothy Hamilton and Joyce 
McCredie.

University Bursaries were 
gained by Dorothy Hamilton and 
Joyce McCredie.

SPEECH DAY
On the morning of December 

16th 1936 when Fort Street 
Girls' High School held its 
Annual S-peech Day, the hall of 
the Conservatorium of Music 
took on a gayer appearance than 
usual, for it was beautifully 
decorated with huge baskets of 
hydrangeas, while o u t s i d e  
groups of girls in white frocks 
on their way to the hall made a 
pleasing contrast with the green 
grass.

It was a perfect day and the 
old sun shone its brightest as it



looked upon this scene.
All is quiet and suil within. 

But look!—the doors are open
ing. Now let Us have one more 
peep inside. What a spectacle. 
There on the plattorm are 
seated many valued iriends of 
the school including Mr. J. G. 
McKenzie, B.A., B.Bc. (Deputy 
Chief Inspector of Schools), 
Mrs. McKenzie, Miss Steel, Mr. 
Clyne, M.L.A., Miss Bartridge, 
and Miss Cruise, former princi
pals, the Staff of the school, 
prize winners and the choir, 
ilie  Visitors and the girls are 
in the body of the hall.

The proceedings were opened 
with the school song “The Best 
School of All” after which the 
Chairman Mr. McKenzie, gave 
an interesting speech on educa
tion and referred to the pleasure 
we all had in welcoming our 
headmistress. Miss Cohen, after 
her tour abroad.

Miss Cohen then read the 
Annual Report of the school, re
cording our successes both in 
study and in sport. Reference 
was also made to the many 
school activities and to the social 
work of the pupils. Under Mrs. 
James’s able baton, the choir had 
scored many successes in the 
Sydney Eisteddfod. The success 
of the play “A Kiss for Cinder
ella,” was due to the excellent 
work done by Miss Collins.

Everyone present enjoyed the 
items rendered by the school 
choir and the clever in+^eresting 
address given by Miss Steel.

Mr. Clyne, who attends regu
larly each year delivered a 
speech which made us all think 
of our opportunities and respon
sibilities.

Then came the most important 
item of the programme—the 
presentation of the prizes by 
Mrs. McKenzie and the investi

ture of the captain and prefects.
The Captain for 1936 (Gwen 

Curran) and the Captain-elect 
for 1937 (Melbra Lyons) on be
half of the school thanked Mrs. 
McKenzie and the speakers for 
their interest in the school and 
their kindness in taking part in 
the proceedings.

“Come! Fortians Ah” and the 
National Anthem brought an
other memorable Speech Day to 
a close.

LUCY MEEHAN,
4B.

The following is a list of the 
prize and Certificate winners.

P R I Z E S
Dux of the School: Joyce McCredie. 
Second Proficiency Prize: M arjorie
AlcKechnie.
Dux of Year IV :  Joyce Nelson.
Second Proficiency Prize: Jean  
Spence.
Dux of Year  I I I :  P eggy W eine. 
Second Proficency Prize: Gene Seale. 
Dux of Year  11: Joan Cook.
Second Proficiency Prize: IjOis
Isherwood and Clarice L araghy  
(e<iual).
Dux of Year 1.: Dora M arshall and  
Pam ela Burden (K(iu.al).
Second Proficiency Prize: Joan S o ft
ly .

S P E C I A L  P R I Z E S
Ada Par.ridge Prize (best pass in  

B .C . li.xam ination, 1935): Maria 
Holdini.

Molly Thornhill Prize (best pass in 
I.C. E xam ination, 1935): Joyce N e l
son .

Em ily Cruise Prize (best pass in H is 
tory I .C . E xam ination, 1935): Joyce  
N elson .

Old G ir ls ’ L iterary  Circle  Prize (best 
pass in E nglish  L .C . E xam ination, 
1935): M aria B oldini.

Prefects’ Prize for Empire Day E s 
says: Senior: H azel K eavney; Jun
ior: Gene Seale.

Bishop K irk by  Memorial Prize for
A ustralian H istory, Y ear II.: E liza 
beth Swann.

Mrs. Newell’s Prize for E nglish  and 
H istory, Year V .:  Dorothy H am il
ton.

Mrs. N ew ell's Prize for French and



Latin, Year III.: P eggy  W eina.
P alin g’s Special Prize for ln stn * n en ta l 

M usic: M ary B est.
Mrs. Jam es’s Special Prize fcr best 

pass at the Conservatorium : Lois 
Kerkin.

Mrs. Jam es’s Special Prize fer  A c-
com paniste: R obina M urray.

Prize donated anonym ously  by L .C  
candidate, 1933. for girl m aking 
greatest im provem ent in  Year II.: 
K . C ollins.

Prize donated by School Guides for 
g ir l m aking g reatest improTement 
in Y'ear I.: H . Lyons.

Presbyterian Scripture Prizes Cdonat- 
ed by M rs. H . W . T hom pson): 
M argaret M ontrose and Gwen Sm ith  
equal, F irst Prize; Jean Spenee and 
B etty  Spence equal. Second P fize.

L’A lliance Française Prizes.—Grade 
II., F ir st P rize: R ose Clarke. P rize  
for R eading: R ose Clarke. Grade III: 
P rizes for C onversation: Marian 
Anderson and Zara Segal.

CERTIFICATES 

Year V.
English: Dorothy H am ilton.
Modern H istory: Joyce McCred;e.
Latin: Joyce McCredie, M arjorie M c- 

K echnie.
French: Joyce McCredie.
German: Joyce M cCredie.
M athem atics: D orothy H am iltor.
C hem istry: M arjorie M cK echnie.
Botany: D orothy H am ilton.
Econom ics: Jean Barnett.
M usic: F ay Taylor.
Needlework: E sm a Curran.
Art: Jean Clutterbuck.
Physical Culture: Jean Palm er.

Year IV.
E nglish: H azel K eavney.
Modern H istory: H azel K eavney. 
Latin: Joyce N elson: prox. a c c .,  N e l

lie  Pope.
French: M avis H eckenberg and Joyce 

N elson (equal).
M athem atics: Jean Spence.
C hem istry: Joyce N elson and Jean  

Spence (equal).
Botany: Jean Adams.
G eology: H azel K eavney.
Geography: M arjorie Glasson. 
E conom ics: Heather Stew art.
Art: Jean M athers: prox. acc., B e v 

erley Barnett.

M usic: Joan M athers.
Needlework: W insom e W oodger. 
Physical Culture: H eather Stewart.

Year III.
English; Gene Seale: prox. acc., P e g 

gy  W eine.
H istory: Irene Ives.
Latin: P eggy  W eine.
French: P eggy  W eine: prox. ace..

Gene Seale.
German: Zara Segal.
M athem atics I.: P eg g y  W eine. 
M athem atics I I . :  Thelm a M cKeon. 
Elem entary Science: P eggy  W eine. 
Geography: Jean Sm art: prox. acc., 

Robina M urray.
Needlework: M ary Craig.
M usic: E lsie  Thom as.
Art: B eryl E zold .
P hysical Culture: B etty  Sime.

Year II
English: Clarice L araghy.
H istory: Clarice Laraghy.
Latin: Joan Cook.
French: C larice Laraghy; prox. aco ., 

Ruth Su llivan.
German: Joan Cook: prox. a c c .,  Cor- 

a lie  Corner.
M athem atics I.: Joan Cook and Clar

ice Laraghy (equal): prox. a c c ..  
Daphne H effernan.

M athem atics II.. M arjorie Sm all and 
E lizabeth  Sw ann (eq u a l).

E lem entary Science: C larice Laraghy, 
Geography: G wenda B arrett: prox.

acc., G wendoline M acnaught. 
Needlework: L esly  H erron and E liza 

beth P earse  (eq u a l).
M usic: L esly  H erron.
Art: Dorothy Shade.
Physical Culture: A nne Dircks.

Year I,
English: Jean Softly .
H istory: Joan Softly .
Latin: E laine Tout.
French: P am ela  Burden and Joan  

T regear (eq u a l).
M athem atics I.: Joyce K irby. 
M athem atics II.: Joan Tregear: prox.

a cc ., P am ela  Burden.
Elem entary Science: H eather L over

ing .
Geography: Dora M arshall: prox. acc., 

Joyce K irby.
Needlework: Joan S oftly  and IjOSley 

M cEvay (e q u a l) .
Physical Culture; P at D alzell.



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

candidates have passed in accordance with the following statement:—!, 
English; 2, Latin; 3, French; 4, German; 5, Mathematics I.; 6, Mathematics 
IL; 8, Modern History; 11, Chemistry; 12, Botany; 15, Art; 16, Lower Stan
dard Mathematics; 17, Economics; 18, Music; 22, Dressmaking.

The letters “HI” signify first-class honours, “H2” second-class honours, 
“A” first-class pass, “B” second-class pass, and “L” a pass at the lower 
standard; the sign (o) those who passed in the oral tests in French and 
German.
Abernethy, Norma Elizabeth, IB 3B 5A 8B 12B 15B 18B 
Alexander, Nancy Joyce, IB 2B 3B 4B(o) 5B 17B.
Barnett, Frances Jean, lA  2B 3B 5B 8B 12A 17B.
Boaden, Beth, lA  2A 3B 5B 8H2 llA  17B.
Board, Joyce Isabel, lA  2B 3B 5B.
Clarke, Rose Elyse, IB 2B 3H l(o) 4H2(o) 5B 12B.
Clutterbuck, Jean Kathleen, lA  3L 5B 8B 12B 15B 18A.
Curran, Esma Mildred, IB 3B 5B 6B IIL 15B 22B.
Curran, Gwendoline Olive, lA  2B 3B(o) 4B 5B 6B.
Dyer, Ella Elizabeth, lA  3L 5B 8B 15B 17B 22B.
Hamilton, Dorothy Clare, IH l 2A 3A(o) 5A 6A 8H2 12H2.
Hands, Valerie Harrison, lA  2B 3A 5A 6B 8B llA .
Judd, Noreen, IB 3B 5B 12L 17B.
Lee, Margaret Ellen, lA  3B 8B 15B 17B.
Macdonald, Catherine, lA  2B 3B 5B 6B 8B 12L.
McCredie, Joyce, lA  2A 3H l(o) 4H l(o) 5A 6A 8H1.
McKechnie, Marjorie, lA  2A 3H2(o) 4H l(o) 5A 6B 11H2.
Palmer, Alice Jean, lA  2B 3B 5B 6B 8A 12B.
Pierce, Ethel, IB 3B 4L 5B IIB 17B.
Potter, Margaret C., lA  2A 3A 4B 5B 6B IIB.
Proctor, Frances Louise, IB SB 5B 6B 8A.
Propert, Pegg;y Veronica, lA  2B 3B 5B 8B 12L 17B.
Putland, Joy Lynette, lA  2B 3B 5B 8B 15B.
Rottenbury, Sylvia Sarah, IB 5B 12L 18B.
Rowe, Gwenyth Isabella, lA  3B 5B 8B 12A 15B 18A.
Savage, Ethel Watkin, IB 3B 5B 15B 22B.
Sork, Sonia, lA  3B 5B 8B.
Southwell, Lillian Vera, IB 3B 5B 17B 22B.
Spencer, Audrey S., lA  2A 3A(o) 5B 6B 8B 11 A.
Sutton, Helen Doris, IB 5B 12B 22B.
Taylor, Rosemary Fay, lA  3B 5B 8B 15B 18B.
Thompson, Joyce Josephine, lA  2B 3B(o) 5B 8B 15B.
Wilkinson, Della Grace, IB 3B 12L 15B 16 pass.

THE INTERMEDIATE CERTIFICATE EXAMINATION
RESULTS

In the following list of passes the numbers refer to the following subjects : 
1, English; 2, History; 3, Geography; 4, Mathematics I.; 5, Mathematics II.; 
6, Latin; 7, French; 11, Elementary Science (Physics and Chemistry); 20, 
Art; 21, Music; 22, Needlework, (o) denotes a pass in an oral test in French 
or German.
Anderson, Agnes, IB 2A 4B 6A 7B.
Anderson, M. M., lA  4A 5A 6A 7A(o) 8A(o) IIB.
Atkins, Helen Edith, IB 2A 3B 7A 20B 22B.
Austin, Betty M., lA  2B 3B 4B 5B 7A IIB 20B 22A.
Baker, Jean F.,1A 2A 4A 5A 6A 7A(o) llA .
Barnett, Lylie E., lA  2A 3A 4B 5A 7B IIB 21B 22B.
Barrett, Margaret F., IB 2A 3B 7B 21A 22B.
Beaver, Margaret C., IB 2B 3B 4B 7B IIB 20B 22B.
Bell, Jean, IB 2B 3B 5B 7B IIB 21B 22A.
Best, Mary, IB 2B 4A 5A 6B 7B llA .
Blackman, Mavis, lA  2A 7B 20A 22B.
Bohn, Doreen M., lA  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A llA .
Borthwick, Mollie, IB 2B 4B 5A 6A 7A IIB.
Brackpool, M. D., lA  2A 4A 5A 6A 7A(o) IIB.
Bragg, Audrey M., IB 2B 4A 5A 6B 7B(o) IIB,



Breaden, Margaret I., lA  2B 3B 4B 5B 7B 22A. 
Brigden, Enid M,, IB 2B 4B 5B 6B 7B.
Bruce, Joy M., lA  2A 5B 6B 7A IIB.
Burke, Nancy V., lA  2A 4A 5B 6A 7A(o) IIB. 
Canney, Joyce M., IB 2B 3B 4B 5B 7B 21A 22B. 
Cary, Shirley W., lA  2B 4A 5A 6A 7A llA .
Glutton, Yvonne, lA  2A 3B 4B 5B 7B 20B 22A 
Cochrane, Rita E., lA  2A 3B 7B IIB 21A 22B.
Cole, Shirley E., lA  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A(o) IIB. 
Craig, M. M. C., lA  2A 3B 4B 5B 7B IIB 21B 22B 
Curtis, M ary J.. lA  2A 3B 4B 6B 7B 20A.
Dalton, Mary F., IB 2B 4B 5B 6A 7A llA .
Davies, Marjorie G., IB 2A 3B 4B 7B 21B 22B 
Drake, Yvonne J., lA  2B 4A 5B 6B 7B llA  
Edwards, Beryl A., lA  2B 5B 6B 7B IIB 
Eichler, Jessie E., IB 2B 3A 4B 20B 22B.
Evans, Bernice, IB 2B 3B 5B 7A 20B 22A.
Ezold, Beryl E., IB 2B 3A 4B 5B IIB 20A 22A. 
Fletcher, Elizabeth, lA  2A 3A 4B 7B 20B 22B 
Fooke, Olive, lA  2B 4B 5B 7A IIB.
Gardner, Dorothy E„ IB 2B 4B 5B 6A 7A IIB. 
Goodge, Nessie G., lA  2B 3B 4B 7B 22B.
Gow, Dorothy G., IB 2A 3B 4B 5B 7B 22B 
Griffiths, Muriel, lA  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A IIB 
Guthrie, Rita H., lA  2A 4B 5B 6A 7A IIB. 
Hadhngton, Florence I., IB 2B 4B .'5A 6B 7A IIB 
Hatcher, Thelma E„ IB 2B 4B 5B 6B 7B 
Henderson, Judith V„ lA  2B 4A 5B 6B 7A(o) IIB 
Hill, Gloria M.. IB 2B 4A 5A 6A 7B llA  
Hodgson, Myrtle D.. lA  2B 5B 6A 7B IIB 
Hollier, G. M., lA  2B 4A 5A 6A 7A(6) 11A 21A 
Ives, Irene M., lA  2A 4B ,5B 6A 7A IIB.
Jordan. Audrey E.. lA  2B 4A 5B 6A 7A(o) IIB. 
Judd, Marguerite N., IB 2B 4B 6B 7B IIB.
Kelly, Cressy J., lA  2A 4A 5A 6A 7A(o) llA  21A 
Kerkin, L. J., lA  2A 3B 4A 5B 7A(o) llA  21A 22B 
King, Rhona, IB 2A 3A 7B 22B.
Kinsella, Marie P., lA  2A 4A 5A 6B 7B IIB 
Knuckey, Marie E., lA  2A 3B 4B 7A(o) IIB ’20B 
Krust, Jean E., lA  2A 4B 5B 6B 7B(o) IIB. 
Lamette, Marjorie J., IB 2A 3A 5B IIB 20B 22B 
Le Neuf, Marie, lA  4A ,5A 6B 7A IIB.
Lewis, Grace U., IB 4B 5A 6B 7B IIB.
Macrae, Bessie P., lA  2B 4B 5B 6B 7A(o) IIB 
Maley, Betty P„ IB 2B 3B 4B 5B 7B IIB 20B 
May, Beatrice C„ IB 2B 4B 5B 7A IIB 20B 22B 
Maye, Marjorie L„ lA  4A 5A 6A 7A(o) 8B(o) IIB 
McCle land, Bennette R., lA  2A 4A 5A 6A 7A llA
McColl, Joycelyn E„ lA  2A 4A 5B 6A 7Afo) llA
McKeon, Thelma J„ lA  4A 5A 6A 7A(o) 8A(o) IIB 
McKinnon, Joan C., IB 2B 4A 5B 6B 7B IIB 
McVicar, C. B„ lA 4A 5A 6A 7A(o) 8B(o) 11A 
Montrose. Winifred M.. lA  2A 4A ,5B 6B 7A llB  
Murray, Rebina H., IB 2B 3B 4B 5B 7A 21A 22A’ 
Murtón. Dorothy J., IB 2B 4B 6B 7Ato) IIB 
Nelson, Lorna D.. IB 2B 3B 4B 20B 22B 
Nesbitt, Betty, lA  2A 3B 4B 5B 7B 20B 22A
O Malley, Nari J., IB 2B 3A 4B 7B IIB 21B 22B
Palher, Joan M.. IB 4B 5B 6B 7B 
Parks, Judith, lA  4B 5A 6A 7A(o) 8A(o) llA  
Peach, Constance, lA  2A 4A 5A 6A 7A llA  
Pearson, Florence. lA  2B 4B 5B 6B 7A(o) l lB  
Pickette, Lorna M.. lA  2B 4B 5A 6A 7A(o) 11A 
Prance, Joyce W.. IB 2B 4B 6B 7B 21B 
Prott, Betty J., IB 2B 4B 5B 6B 7B IIB ’
Quigg, Marion E., IB 2B 4B 5B 7B.
Baffin, Patricia A., lA  2A 4B 5B 7B llA ,



Ralph, Nancy M., lA  2B 4B 6A 7B IIB.
Randall, Francis L, lA  2A 3A 4B 5B 7B 20B 22A. 
Reid, Joan, lA  2A 3B 7B IIB 21B 22B.
Renwick, Dorothy E., IB 2B 4B BB 6B 7B IIB 21A. 
Roberts, Gwyneth E., lA  2B 4B BB 6A 7A(o) IIB. 
Robson, Norma P., IB 2B 3B 4B BB 20B 22B.
Rock, Joyce M., IB 2A 3A 4B BB 20A 22B.
Roper, Cecily M., IB 2B 4B BB 6A 7B.
Royston, Enid R., IB 2B 3B 4B 7B IIB 21B 22B. 
Rushbrooke, Betty I., lA  2B 4B BB 6B 7A(o) IIB. 
Seale, Gene O., lA  4B BA 6A 7A(o) 8B(o) 11 A. 
Segal, Zara, lA  4A BA 6A 7A(o) 8A(o) IIB. 
Shuttleworth, A., IB 2A 3B 4B BB 7B IIB 20B 22B. 
Sime, Betty F., IB 2B 3B 4B BB 7B 21B.
Slinn, Grace E., lA  2B 4B BB 7B.
Smart, Jean, lA  2B 3A 4A SB 7B IIB 20B 22B.
Smith, Gwen N., lA  2A 4A BA 6A 7A(o) llA . 
Smith, Pamela M., lA  2A 4B BA 6B 7A(o).
Stewart, Joan, IB 2B SB 6A 7B IIB.
Stinson, Roberta, IB 2B 4B BA 6B 7B IIB.
Stoker, Lilwyn, IB 2B 4B SB 6B 7B IIB.
Stoneham, Vivienne J., IB 2A 4A BB 6A 7A IIB. 
Stott, Lesley E., lA  2A 4B SB 7B IIB.
Sullivan, Betty M„ IB 2B 3A 4B SB 7B 20B 22B. 
Swankie, Mina L., IB 2B 3B 4B 7B IIB 21B 22B. 
Tamplin, Gwyneth A., IB 2A 4A BA 6A 7A llA . 
Thomas, Elsie M„ IB 2B 3B 4A SB 7B IIB 21A 22A. 
Thomas, Marion F., lA  2A 4A SB 6B 7A llA . 
Travers, Joyce T., IB 2B 4A BA 6A 7A(o) IIB. 
Tyne, Edna V., lA  3B 4B SB 7B IIB 20B 22A. 
Underhill, Lillian M„ IB 2B 4B BB 6B 7A.
Vowles, Winifred J., lA  2A 4A SB 6A 7A(o) IIB. 
Weine, Peggy M., lA  4A BA 6A 7A(o) 8A(o) 11 A. 
Wickham, Nancy, IB 2A 4B SB 6A 7B llA . 
Wightman, Phyllis J., lA  2A 4A SB 6A 7A(o). 
Wignell, Jean L., IB 2B 4A SB 6B 7B IIB.
Williams, Lilian D., IB 4B SB 6A 7B IIB.
Wombey, Maisie E., lA  4A BB 6A 7A(o) 8A(o) 
Wooster, Yvonne E., lA  2A 4B SB 6A 7B llA . 
Zschille, Shirley L., IB 2B 4B SB IIB 20B 22B.

IIB.

THE SCHOOL ASSOCIATION, 
1937

The office-bearers of the 
School Association for 1937 were 
elected early in the year, the re
sults being as follows:—

Year Representatives: June 
Huntley and Nellie Pope, Year 
V .; Olive Fooke, Year IV., Loma 
Woodward, Year III.; June Las- 
celles. Year II.; Margarita Hills, 
Year I. and Peggy Weine, Year 
IV. Secretary. Melbra Lyons, 
the Captain of the School is ex 
officio a member of the Com- 
mitte. The Staff Members are 
Miss Cohen, Principal, Misses 
Turner, Moore, Anderson and 
Weston (Treasurer).

FIFTH YEARS’ PARTING 
GIFTS

On Miss Cohen’s return from 
her trip abroad, the Fifth Years 
of 1936 entertained her at tea 
and presented her with a sun
dial to be erec t̂ed in the School 
Grounds.

Some of these girls have also 
given personal gifts in apprecia
tion of the training they re
ceived at the School, and we 
have to thank:

Marjorie McKechnie for a 
framed etching of St. Phillip's 
Church, Joyce McCredie for a 
prize of one pound (to be known 
as the Blackwood Memorial 
Prize), for the best Short



Story written for the November 
issue of the Magazine, Gwen 
Curran for a Clock for the Lib- 

'rary. Beth Boaden for a Clock 
for the Assembly Hall, and 
Ethel Pierce, Margaret Potter, 
Joy Putland, and Ethel Savage, 
for books for the Reference 
Library.

GIFTS TO THE SCHOOL
Mr. E. S. Davies, Inspector of 

Modern Languages has given the 
School a full set of Goethe’s 
Works for the German Library.

* « 4t
Miss Ethel Bowie, a former 

member of the Staff has pre
sented the School with a beauti
ful framed print of Van Gogh’s 
picture, “The Woman Peeling 
Apples.’’ This was given in 
memory of her Mother, who was 
a pupil of the School in 1866, 
and, two of whose drawings 
hang in the Art Room.

*  *  *

The ex-Fortians on the Staff 
at Broughton Hall have given a 
prize, books to the value of 
thirty shillings, for the girl in 
Fourth Year who makes the 
greatest improvement between 
the tw'o half yearly examina
tions. * • *

Mrs. Kirkby, has given a prize 
for Australian History in Second 
Year, in memory of the late 
Bishop Kirkby, who was so in
terested in this School. Bessie 
Swann, 2A (1936) was the first 
winner of this prize.

« 4> •

Mrs. Newell has again kindly 
offered a prize for English and 
History in Year V. and one for
FYeneh and Latin in Year HI.* • «

Mrs. Hines, mother of Evelyn 
Hines, 3C Music Class, kindly

presented the Music Classes with 
a gramophone, and others in
cluding Mrs. James, have given 
some good records.

Palings and Co. Ltd., have 
again very kindly lent the 
School a piano.

For all these evidences of in
terest in the School, the Staff 
and Pupils are very grateful.

TENNIS
Miss Cohen on her return 

from Europe, presented the 
School with a beautiful silver 
cup for a tennis Trophy.

This gift was much apprecia
ted and much enthusiasm is be
ing shown in the Competition 
for it. There were 48 entries 
for the tournament, which is in 
progress and soon the Champ
ionship of the School will be 
decided.

ARMISTICE DAY 
COMMEMORATION

Once again, following the 
practice instituted by the late 
Very Reverend S. J. Kirkby, 
Bishop Coadjutor of Sydney, the 
pupils accompanied by their 
teachers attended St. Phillip’s 
Church for the Armistice Day 
Service. In the congregation 
was Mr. G. R. Thomas, the 
Director of Education.

The girls had covered the 
grave of the late Bishop in the 
Church-grounds with beautiful 
flowers, and the Rev. T. C. Ham
mond, Rector of the Parish, ex
pressed his appreciation of this 
kind and thoughtful act, and 
said that such acts were incent
ive to others to perform some 
kind deed. In his sermon, Mr. 
Hammond spoke of the inevit
ability of war considering 
human nature, but while war 
was not to be glorified, those



who gave their lives and ser
vices to the nation in time of 
war really deserved a crown of 
glory. The service which had be 
gun with the singing of the 
[Rational Anthem and the hymn 
'God of Our Fatherland”, closeo 

with Kipling’s “Recessional” and 
ihe Benediction.

—Thelma Bowie,4B.

SOCIAL SERVICE
At present the pupils are busy 

collecting warm clothing for 
iieedy children in Pyrmont ana 
are knitting comforts for the 
old ladies at Newington.

THE CHORAL CONCERT
For the last four years, the 

Fort Street Choir has, under 
the instruction of Mrs. James, 
achieved excellent results in the 
annual Sydney Eisteddfod, and 
the reason for these successes 
was realized, when the Choral 
Concert, for which both junior 
and senior choirs and the violin 
class had been preparing assid
uously, was given at the Con- 
scrvatorium, December 10th, 
1936. Great appreciation was 
shown by the large audience of 
the artistic rendering of the 
classics, and the co-ordination of 
the programme was remarkable.

An appropriate opening for 
the concert was accomplished by 
the full choir of one hundred 
and fifty voices, when Bee
thoven’s Vesper Hymn was sung 
unaccompanied, this beautiful 
chorus being suitably followed 
by “Queen of the Night.”

One of the most original and 
pleasing features ofthe concert 
was the use of pei'i^d costumes 
by the soloists, thus adding 
greatly to the charm of their 
songs. Lesly Herron sang two

of Mendelssohn’s most delignt- 
lui melodies, and June Huntley 
dressed in beautiful brocade, 
followed with two Mozart selec-' 
tions, accompanied by Robina 
Murray on a dulcimer. The 
songs of Haydn and Schubert 
were rendered by Melva Snod
grass and Lena Whiting, their 
appearance in period costume 
being as charming as their 
singing.

Those who deserved special 
praise were the Junior Choir 
girls, whose songs rendered with 
remarkable grace were warmly 
encoi-ed by an appreciative aud
ience; likewise the violin class 
excelled itself in two gavottes 
by Gluck and Czibulka.

At the end of each section of 
the programme, the choir ac
companied the dancing arranged 
artistically by Miss Anderson, 
in the “Hungarian Dance” by 
Brahms, and the “Liebes- 
traume” by Liszt, in which 
beautiful lighting effects were 
skilfully used and striking re
sults achieved.

Throughout the concert, the 
interest of the audience did not 
once flag, and the solos and dan
cing proved to be the high lights 
of the evening. The work of 
Mrs. James, Miss Anderson an 
the girls was rewarded by the 
praise and applause of all who 
heard and saw it.

—Chorister, 5A.

THE DEBATING SOCIETY
The first meeting of the De

bating Society this year was 
held in the Assembly Hall, on 
February 9th. At this meeting 
June Huntley was elected Presi
dent, Bessie McVicar, Secretary, 
and the following girls are the 
Year Representatives for 1937: 

Year V.: Nina Whiting, Year



IV.: Gwen Smith; Year III.: 
Betty George; Year II.: Winnie 
Kenyon.

The tirst debate was held on 
March 11th, when the subject 
discussed was, “ll'he Race lor 
Armaments is necessary.” The 
Government was upheld by 
Hazel Heavney (leader), Revvie 
W allace and Dorothy Dodd while 
Gabrielle O’Donnell (leader), 
Joyce Nelson and Shirley Rees 
formed the Opposition, The de
cision was given in favour of the 
Government.

The subject for the second de
bate, held on April 1st, was 
“Success is detrimental to Char
acter.” This debate by Fourth 
Years, was very interesting.

Helen Pierce, Judith Hen
derson and Betty Bell upheld 
the Government. Norma Regan, 
Marion Quigg and Gwen Smith 
formed the Opposition, which 
was successful in this occasion.

Miss Campbell adjudicates at 
the debates and we hope to hold 
many interesting ones, and 
maintain the high standard, set 
by members of our Debating 
Society in previous years 

—Bessie McVicar,
Secretary.

UNIVERSITY SUCCESSES
At the time of going to press, 

the following successes of Fort- 
ians at the University had been 
published:

In Arts: Joan Fraser and 
Mary Robinson, Credit in Eng
lish II.; Joan Fraser, Credit in 
French II.; Maria Boldini. Dis
tinction in German I.

In Science: Phyllis Jones, 
High Distinction Geology HI.; 
Lesbia Wright, Credit in Organ
ic and Inorganic Chemistry.

Peggy Dircks graduated in 
Pharmaceutical Science and 
Foods and Drugs Analysis and 
Chemistry.

In Medicine: Jean Livingston, 
Credit Year I.

In Dentistry: Doreen Mus- 
grove. Credit in Year HI.

Graduates in Arts include 
Adele Bieri, Phyllis Jones, Mona 
Ravenscroft, Enid Smith.

MUSIC IN THE SCHOOL
The School Choir is very in

terested in preparing a group of 
songs for Empire Day, under 
the tuition of Mrs. James. These 
include, “Peaceful England,” 
“Gentlemen, The King!” “Aus
tralia for ever” and a new song, 
“The King,” composed in honour 
of His Majesty, King George 
VI. Mrs. James thinks this will 
be the first occasion on which 
this song will be sung in public 
in Australia.

Early in April, the school 
Choir was heard through Sta
tion 2FC, rendering in their us
ual artistic manner, a group of 
Beethoven’s songs.

The Choir has been invited to 
take part in the Coronation Con
cert to be held in the Town Hall 
on May 5 (Empire Night), and 
on that occasion the girls will 
sing “Beautiful Lady Moon” and 
“Rillaby Rill.” Girls trained by 
Miss Anderson will interpret 
the Choir’s r e n d e r in g of 
Brahm’s “Hungarian Dance.”

The new violin class in Year 
II. has 20 members and the 
pianoforte classes has six mem
bers drawn from Fourth and 
Fifth Years. These girls are 
preparing for Grade HI and II 
Conservatorium Examination 
(Piano).



THE FIFTH YEAR’S PARTY 
TO THE FIRST YEARS

Having been hold by a mis
tress that a surprise party, kind
ly given by the Fifth Year 
Girls to the First Years and new 
Fourth Year Girls was being 
held in the Assembly Hall that 
afternoon, the class was athrill 
with excitement. Immediately 
permission was received, lA  
marched to the Hall where Miss 
Cohen gave an address to First 
Year. After the address 
which concerned the rules and 
etiquette of the school, we filed 
out to find an interesting game 
waiting to be played. Having 
pencil and paper in readiness 
We were told by the Captain of 
the School to obtain as many 
autographs from Fifth Year 
Girls as we could within a time 
limit of ten minutes. I think that 
able to write, very much more 
out hostesses would have been 
able to write very much more 
quickly if such a multitude of 
paper had not been flapping in 
front of their noses, but I am 
sure, because of the high total 
that the winner had, that they 
were writing very swiftly.

Following that game was an 
order to go inside which was 
very quickly obeyed by every
one. Plates piled with cakes were 
brought around by a few of the 
Fifth Year Girls and others 
followed with various coloured 
drinks. It certainly must have 
been rather a large order to ca
ter for over three hundred girls.

After the refreshments there 
was a musical game in which the 
Captain read a story punctuated 
by many pauses. During these 
pauses an extract from some 
melody was played and the 
n^me of that melody fitted ir

the story. For instance, in one 
part the story ran, “He said 
"Do you know how to play— ?” 
The popular tune which was 
then played was “Knock-- 
Knock.” The successful competi
tors, of whom there were three 
iiad another trial, and the final 
winner received a badge. We 
newcomers had not heard the 
school songs and tliese were 
sung for us by the school pre
lects. Then the ever-popular 
community singing was com- 
enced and such favourites as 
“Daisy,” “San Francisco” and 
“Here We Are Again” were 
rendered. But the time had 
passed too quickly for the sound 
cf the siren was heard and a 
chorys of groans rent the air.

I should like to take this op
portunity to express our thanks 
to the Fifth Year Girls for their 
kind welcome to the insignifi
cant (or so we previously 
thought) First Year Girls.

—Margante Hills, lA.

OUR ANNUAL SWIMMING 
CARNIVAL

“Say not that she did well or 
ill,

Only, she did her best.”
Such is the Fort Street spirit 

and was plainly shown at the 
fortieth swimming carnival of 
Fort Street Girls’ High School 
which was'held at the Coogee 
Aquarium Baths in glorious 
sunshine and under bright blu; 
skies on February 22nd.

Amidst the loud encourage
ment of the onlookers, the 
places for the various events 
were eagerly striven for, with 
that spirit of keen, but friendly 
rivalry which was noticeable 
throughout the afternoon.

There were thirty events, ah 
of which called for skill and 
practice and these ranged from
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championship to novelty races; 
however all went off with a 
swing, thanks to Miss Anderson 
and other members of the staff, 
who so ably assisted her in the 
organisation of the carnival, 
and to Mr. Hellings, Mr. McDon
ald and Mr. Griffiths, who so 
kindly acted as judges and 
starter respectively.

3A won the coveted point 
score shield, with 4B a close 
second.

And so the afternoon wore on, 
filled with excitement, cheering 
and congratulations, until amid 
the hearty applause of all. Miss 
Cohen presented the Senior and 
the Junior Cups to Edna Smith 
who had won both.

The carnival was a huge suc
cess, and one point to be remem
bered is the spirit shown by 
both winners and losers—that 
spirit of which Fort Street is 
proud, and which it intends to 
maintain.

The results are as follows:— 
100 Yards School Champion

ship: B. Smith, 1; J. Lascelles, 
2; B. Barnett, 3.

16 Years Championship: D. 
Griffith, 1; J. Garbett, 2; J. 
Brown, 3.

15 Years Championship: B. 
Propert, 1; J. Mazzerol, 2; E. 
Turner, 3.

14 Years Championship: E. 
Smith, 1; Y. Drake, 2; N. Ken- 
rick, 3.

13 Years Championship; J. 
Lascelles, 1; P. Penny, 2; L. 
Loord, 3.

12 Years Championship; N. 
Drake, 1; P. Martin, 2; P. 
Coxon 3.

11 Years Championship: S. 
Johnston, 1; L. Dennis, 2; H. 
McVicar, 3.

Junior Championship: E. 
Smith, Ij P. Martin, 2; J. Las
celles, 3.

Senior 33 Yards: D. Harvey, 
1; C. Arkinstall, 2; L. Hermes, 
3.

Junior 33 Yards: B. McVicar, 
1 ; P. Greenwald, 2; D. Harrison, 
3.

Breaststroke Championship: 
B. Propert, 1; J. Henderson, 2. 
J. Mazzerol, 3.

Backstroke Championship: Y. 
Drakes, 1; D. Griffith, 2; B. Bar
nett, 3.

Junior Breaststroke: P. Coxon 
1; G. Baseley, 2; P. Penny, M. 
Green 3.

Junior Backstroke; P. Martin, 
1; Y. Drake, 2; M. Melville, 3.

Diving: B. Propert, 1; P. 
Penny, 2; P. Coxon, 3.

Junior Diving: P. Martin, 1; 
P. Coxon, 2; P. Penny, 3.

Old Girls’ Race: P. Propert, 
1; P. Miles, 2; B. Moffett, 3.

Rescue Race: N. Kendrick 
and J. Mazzerol, 1; J. Nelson 
and L. Hermes, 2; J. Hender
son and M. Le Neuf, 3.

Junior Rescue Race: M. Green 
and P. Atkinson, 1; M. Pittman 
and S. Tuckwell, 2; J. Pye and 
D. Harrison, 3.

Six Oar Race: W. Schmidt, J. 
Mazzerol, and B. Stewart, 1; M. 
Lyons, D. Harvey, and B. Bar
nett, 2; D. Griffith, B. Atkinson, 
and J. Brown, 3.

Year Relay: 3rd Year, 1; 2nd 
Year, 2; 5th Year, 3.

N .B.: The 17 Years Champion
ship was declared “No Race.”

—Maureen Bridle, 4B.

l if e  SAVING AWARDS
Season 1936-1937.

First Class Instructor: Marie 
Donnelley.

Second Class Instructor: Aud- 
rie Tetley.

Australian Bronze Cross: 
Roberta Stmtson, Loris Hermes, 
Merle Mitchell, Marie Donnelley 
Revvie Wallace, Jean Brown,



Bronze Medallion : Leslie 
Stott, Nancy Haddocks, Winnie 
Schmidt, Barbara Stewart, 
Gwen Tamplin, Joan Stewart, 
Yvonne Drake, Beryl Propert, 
Gwen Bazeley, Marie Le Neuf, 
Janet Dircks, Joyce Pye, Mar
celle Goodfellow, Jose Mazzarol, 
Lesly Herron, Pat Coxon, Coral 
Lee, Joan Oag, Norma Kend
rick, Dorothy Scott, Edna 
Smith.

Resuscitation, Elementary and 
Intermediate Certificate: Nancy 
Haddocks, Winnie Schmidt, Bar
bara Stewart, Gwen Tamplin, 
Joan Stewart, Yvonne Drake, 
Beryl Propert, Gwen Bazeley, 
Marie Le Neuf, Janet Dircks, 
Joyce Pye, Marcelle Goodfellow, 
Jose Mazzarol, Pat Coxon 
Coral Lee, Joan Oag, Norma 
Kendrick, Dorothy Scott, Lillian 
Wallace, Pam Coxon, Molly Tay
lor, Valerie Wilson, Jean Cliff, 
Pattie Penney, Bessie Levot, 
Dorothy Stevenson, Shirley 
Tuckwell, Margaret Pitman, 
Anne Dircks, Helen Robertson, 
Mary Green, Pat Atkinson, 
Maxine James.

Miss Anderson and the above 
named girls are to be congratu
lated on their success.

by Archer Russell and Maria 
Boldini for “Pageant,” by G. B. 
Lancaster.

We must also thank Gwen 
Curran who generously pre
sented the school with a clock 
for the Library.

Librarians: Joy. Bruce, Rita 
Guthrie, Frances Randall, Mari
on Thomas, Marie Knuckey.

THE REFERENCE LIBRA.RY
The Reference Library is open 

at recess on Tuesdays and Fri
days, when books may be taken 
out and returned. For reference 
purposes the library is open 
throughout the day and • after 
school.

We would like to thank Ethel 
Pierce for a copy of “The Story 
of San Michele” by Axel 
Munthe, Margaret Potter for 
“The Silver Jubilee Book,” 
Ethel Savage for “In the Steps 
cf St. Paul,” by H. V. Morton, 
Joy Putland for “Gone Nomad,”

FICTION LIBRARY
The Fiction Library this year 

IS very popular with the First 
and Fourth Year Girls. We are 
aoie to satisfy the wants of the 
Liower School, but would like 
many more books of a type suit
able for the Upper School, 
liooks by such authors as Saba- 
tini, Broster, Wren, Heyer, and 
historical novels in general, 
would be very acceptable.

Perhaps some of the old girls 
would care to present the library 
with books by the above authors.

0. Fooke, M. Le Neuf, W. 
Kinsella, D. Renwick, G. Tamp
lin, and P. Wightman—Libra
rians.

Since the above was written, 
Gwen Barton, a former pupil 
presented the Fiction Library 
with eleven story-books which 
were most gratefully received.

STUDENT CHRISTIAN 
UNION

We have been glad to wel
come new members to the 
Student Christian Union this 
year, and we hope that they will 
continue to come regularly. 
Miss Campbell’s circle will meet 
in Room 18 and Miss Pirani’s 
circle in Room 24 from 10.30 to 
11 a.m. on Thursdays.

The subjects for study this 
year are, “The Manhood of the 
Master” and “The Gospel of St.



John,” which ought to prove 
very interesting.

Attractive writing pad covers, 
bright pictures and cotton reels 
are being collected for the_kin- 
dergarten at Alexandria for 
these are much appreciated by 
the little children there.

—Bessie Blacket, President.

the programme at the next 
meeting.

Margaret Brackpool, 
Secretary.

HUMANE POSTER 
COMPETITION

In the recent competition held 
by Farmer and Co., Pitt Street, 
during the “Be Kind to Animals 
Week,” several old Fortians are 
noticed in the list of prize win
ners. In Group IV., Black and 
White Section, Molly O’Neill, 14 
years, gained First Prize. In 
Group V., Black and White Sec
tion, Jean Wylie gained 2nd 
Prize. In Group V., Colour Sec
tion, Betty Sangster’s work was 
highly commended. In Group 
VI. (Pets), Betty Sangster 
secured 3rd Prize, and in the 
same section, Joyce Smyth’s 
work was highly commended. 
Joyce was the only present pupil 
to send in a drawing for the 
Competition.

DRAMATIC READINGS
At the first meeting this year 

Peggy Roberts was thanked for 
her services as Secretary to the 
Society last year and Margaret 
Brackpool was elected to fill 
that office.

I Fifth Years opened this year’s 
programme by reading a one-act 
farce entitled “The Sevres Tea
cups” and on March 23rd, 
Fourth Years entertained the 
members with A. A. Milne’s 
play, “iThe Stepmother.”

A programme has been drawn 
up and Third Years will provide

THE TIDE OF LIFE
Old Tom Radcliffe slowly let 

the anchor clatter over-board 
and turned his eyes, dimmed 
with age and now clouded with 
pain and tears, on the terrible 
floods. He was safe, there in the 
old dinghy. Safe—the thought 
brought him nothing but pain. 
Ihe old eyes turned again. The 
waters were mounting ever 
higher—already the boiling sil
ver demons were licking greed
ily at the foundations of his 
home. His home! The old man 
choked.

As he sat there in the tossing 
boat, the vista of his life passed 
before him. He saw himself, 
young, gay and ambitious— 
anxious to rise above his posi
tion as a clerk in Soame and 
Company, anxious to win and be 
worthy of the slim, golden
haired girl whose eyes became 
starry when she saw him. Eliza
beth, with her faith, her courage 
—her clean, sweet loveliness. He 
saw again that wonderful day 
in the tiny red church which 
somehow seemed finer than a 
Cathedral—his dear little wife 
in misty satin and foaming veil, 
her lovely face brighter and 
sweeter than the clematis she 
carried. Again his heart swelled 
with almost unbearable joy as 
he spoke those glorious words, 
“Elizabeth, this is Our House!” 
He heard her choking little sigh, 
again he felt that leaden weight 
of disappointment as she burst 
into tears.

“Darling, don’t you like it,” he 
had faltered. Then she had 
turned her clear eyes on him,



whispering, “I feel as if I’d como 
home.”

God had blessed their union 
with a soft, tiny, wholly adorable 
baby, Barry—the hope and joy 
of his heart. He could see him 
now, the merry, pugnacious 
little rascal, always with a 
laugh on his lips. It was with 
a gay laugh that he had gone 
forth to the Great Adventure— 
tall, straight and manly in his 
uniform, he had answered the 
clarion call of King and Country. 
Tom and Elizabeth had stood 
at the gate of the beloved little 
house, and had seen him go 
striding past the river—the 
river which he had always loved. 
It was their last sight of him. 
A yellow scrap of paper, a harm
less looking thing, had killed 
something in both their hearts. 
“Killed in Action”—the words 
floated before his eyes—He 
heard Elizabeth moan, and 
caught her as she swayed.

Six months later he had given 
her into God’s keeping, his proud 
shoulders bowed. “Lay me to 
rest by the river,” she had 
whispered. The river! Impotent- 
ly, he gazed wildly at the dark 
waves which eddied and churned 
past the boat. He sobbed aloud, 
poor old man, as he watched its 
flnal work of destruction.

The gate crashed in. Relent
lessly, the water flung them
selves once more to the at
tack. The tall apple tree which 
Barry had climbed as a boy, 
cracked with a noise like a
doomed soul wailing. After that 
it was only a matter of minutes. 
Tom turned his head away 
quickly as the old house 
broke up—as the roof crashed 
in on his house and his hopes 
and his very life.

Slowly he pulled up the anchor

and let the boat float aimlessly 
cn, borne by the omnipotent tide 
of the river.

—Hazel Keavney, 5A.

IN MY GALLERY
Treading the pathway of life, 

we encounter many things; sor
row, gladness, love, pain, and 
beauty, each remaining with us, 
for an indefinite period, pre
eminent for a moment in our 
lives, but gradually growing dim 
and fading into oblivion. Yet 
there are some things which re
main clear and fresh as on the 
day on which they were painted 
in living colours on the canvas 
of our minds, to be obliterated 
only by death.

These are vivid pictures on 
the leaves of Memory, imprinted 
there when at different times 
some hidden chord within us has 
been stirred by a scene of quaint 
loveliness or pathetic sadness, 
especially significant at the 
moment.

In my personal collection there 
are few of dramatic or magnifi
cent beauty but rather are they 
simple scenes, which, for some 
unknown reason, have traced 
themselves indelibly on my 
memory to be recalled at leisure 
with joy, and, occasionally, re
gret.

As I write, I visualise, as if it 
were yesterday, a verdant slope, 
carpeted with myijiads of tiny 
field daisies. A moment passes 
and into the field runs a bare
footed child carried unsteadily 
on his plump brown legs. A tuft 
of thistledown caresses his 
cheek, and, his brown eyes dan
cing merrily, he pursues it, one 
chubby hand outstretched to 
grasp the prize. He chuckles 
gleefully, a sound like elfin bells 
set ringing, as he triumphantly



displays on his extended palm a 
crushed wisp of down, his cap
tive. The vision fades and with 
reluctance I allow it to escape. 
This picture I call Joy.

There is in my gallery, one 
other childhood portrait—Inno
cence. In the centre of grassy 
lawn stands a jacaranda tree. 
Its spreading branches throw
ing welcome shade over a pretty 
white cradle. The birds m the 
tree twitter softly and the rest
less zephyrs play gently with 
the rustling leaves, fearing to 
disturb the sleeping child, as it 
seems. Suddenly a shaft of sun
light, escaping through the 
leaves, transforms the curly 
head to precious gold, and the 
child, as if he realises my plea
sure, smijes happily. As swiftly 
as it came, the sunbeam van
ishes, a sigh escapes the rosy 
lips and a golden leaf flutters 
to the ground, but in that second 
an impression was made that 
has remained with me for years 
and which I know will never 
leave me.

With regret I turn and find 
myself in a busy street of the 
busy metropolis. It is damp 
and miserable, for the fine drizz
ling rain has created a foggy 
atmosphere and everything is 
grey. Hustled along by the sur
ging crowd, I am forced to pause 
for a moment near a jeweller’s 
window wherein I see, as though 
scattered haphazardly on the 
black velvet by a careless hand, 
exquisite pieces of carved am
ber, their rich warm colours re
minding one on this wintry day, 
of blazing fires, summer sun
shine,. the first daffodils in 
spring and the golden brown 
and red of the autumn leaves 
cn the warm brown earth.

These pictures and many

others are the gems of my col
lection, wnich i  cherish more 
man any millionaire his price
less paintings whether they are 
executed in oil or water colours, 
on canvas or on paper.

—netty Corringham, 5B.

A L E li i i i t  h jxuxvl THE 
UNIVERSITY

Manning House, 
March, 1937.

Dear Girls,
One more long vacation has 

drawn to a close, and the Uni
versity has awakened into new 
iile. Work has commenced in 
icai earnest and with memories 
01 iNovember and March fresh 
in our minds, we are resolving 
tsureiy not tor the first time?; 
to start to work from the very 
beginning.

Some familiar faces are miss
ing this year, Enid Smith, 
rnyliis Jones, Mona Ravens- 
croit and Adele Bieri can now 
call themselves B.A., and Peg 
Uorcks and Lesbia Wright, B.Sc. 
We are glad to see Phyllis 
occasionally as she is at the 
training College and Lesbia is 
still with us, working for her 
honours degree.

The swarms of Freshers are 
now beginning to sort them
selves out. For a week or so, 
they do look so “new”—it is 
never a hard task to pick out a 
fresher! But very soon every
thing falls into place. The 
maiden who was wondering if 
she would ever know her way 
round, suddenly realises that the 
place is no longer bewildering— 
She no longer wanders into the 
wrong rooms, or arrives ten 
minutes early at a lecture. She 
lealises that the lecturers really 
are talking sense; she finds her 
own part in University life in



spheres other than work—be
fore she knows it, she has be
come a part of the University.

Among the Freshers we are 
especially glad to welcome five 
Fortians. We are sure they will 
all bring honour upon the old 
school. We were all especially 
glad to hear of Joyce McCredie’s 
fine achievements, and are glad 
that she has elected to come in 
quest of further learning.

For some of us, this is our 
last year at the University and 
our hearts are sad at the 
thought. Up here we have 
worked and played; in the lec
ture room and out of it, we have 
found many an interest and 
made many a friend.

Although our days, we feel 
are numbered, yet we will take 
with us, as we leave, a precious 
heritage, one we can never lose. 
We face this last year with the 
determination to put our very 
best into it. May we all, here 
and in the years that lie ahead, 
maintain the honour of our 
school and of our University.

Our best wishes to the “school 
on the hill,” we wish you success 
in all you undertake this year.

—Mary Robinson, Arts HI-

JOTTINGS ABOUT THE 
OLD GIRLS

Margaret McCandless, a form 
er Captain of the School and a 
trainee of the Royal Prince Al
fred Hospital, supplied us with 
the following information about 
ex-Fortians who have taken up 
nursing as their profession.

Emily Broadhead, Nellie 
Jacobs, and Muriel Vautin have 
completed their training at 
Prince Alfred, and Ruby Walter, 
Lois Tottenham, Edna Hall and 
Sophie Stronach are in training 
there. Phyllis Henderson has

completed her four year’s train
ing at Balmain Hospital and 
Joan Pemell is at present in 
training there.

« « «
The ex-Fortians on the staff 

at Broughton Hall are Grace 
Hansen, Fairlie Lindsay, Joyce 
Conacher, Marjorie Teasdale, 
and Rose Clarke. Grace com
pleted her training last year and 
Fairlie has come “top” of the 
State in each of her yearly ex
aminations. These nurses have 
presented the School with a 
prize for a Fourth Year pupil. 

* * «
Dr. Beatrix Durie, Pathologist 

and Dr. Corrie Saunders are 
both on the staff of the Women’s 
Hospital, Crown Street.

DR. C O R R I E  S A U N D E R S
(B y coui’te.'iy of “T h e  B u lle tin " )

Muriel Campbell is teaching at 
Narooma, Maurine Deer at 
Temora, Lily Gray at Brush 
Farm, Doris Ray at Coonamble, 
and Peggy Brown at Condobo- 
lin,



Francis McLean acted as 
Demonstrator in Zoology at Syd
ney University last year, and 
Lesbia Wright is demonstrator
in Organic Chemistry this year. * • *

Joy Putland who passed the 
Leaving Certificate Examina
tion last year is the first Fortian 
to enter the Faculty of Veterin-

Championship, breaking the 
Australian record by 3-10 sec. 
This was her first year as a 
senior in the N.S.W.A.A.A. and 
she followed up her success by 
gaining second place in the 
State 100 yds. Championship.

These two Fbrtians also pro
vided one of the highlights of 
the State events this season,

Two Fortian Record-Breakers:
J E A N  C O L E M A N  and C L A R I C E  K E N N E D Y

(B y coiirte.sy of "Truth’’ and ’’Sportsm an.”)

r.ry Science at the University
* « >t>

Two former Fortians, Clarice 
Kennedy and Jean Coleman, dis
tinguished themselves in the 
State Athletic Championships 
this season.

Clarice won the 90 yards 
Hurdle Race for which she holds 
the national record and Jean was 
victorious in the 220 yards.

when they contested the 440 
yds. Championship. Clarice held 
the title previously, as well as 
the record of 60 seconds, and 
Jean had had a particularly suc
cessful season. It was a ver'  ̂
keen race, but Jean succeeded 
in wresting the title from her 
rival, although Clarice still 
holds the record for the dis
tance.



THE FORT STREET OLD
GIRLS’ CHORAL SOCIETY
The inaugural meeting of this 

new development of the Old 
Girls Union was held at Mrs. 
James’s home, Holden Street, 
Ashfield, on Monday, March 
22nd, when the following office
bearers were elected:—

Patron, Miss Cohen; Presi
dent, Mrs. James; Vice-Presi
dent, Miss Turner; Secretary, 
Winnie Ronaldson; Treasurer, 
Muriel Cummins; Librarian, 
Gwenyth Rowe; Accompanists, 
Claire Harris.

About thirty girls signified 
their intention of becoming 
members and practices began 
on Wednesday, March 31st. 
These practices are to be held 
weekly at Mrs. James’s home, 
on Wednesdays and Tuesdays 
alternately.

Any old girl wishing to join 
the choir should communicate 
with Mrs. James or Winnie 
Ronaldson.
FORT STREET OLD GIRLS’ 

LITERARY CIRCLE
The Literary Circle met 

regularly from March to Octo
ber of 1936, at the Women’s

Club, Beaumont House, Eliza
beth Street.

The subject for discussion for 
the year was “Australian Litera
ture,” and excellent papers were 
read on the works of the various 
Australian poets, essayists and 
novelists. The study covered the 
growth of Australian Literature 
from earliest infancy to the 
literature of to-day, and has 
been greatly enjoyed by all 
members.

Much of the success of 
the Circle and the sustain
ed interest of our meetings 
is due to the splendid sup
port and co-operation given by 
the President, Miss Turner, and 
the Vice-President, Miss Duhig, 
and to them we offer our very 
sincere thanks.

The Circle meets at 7.15 p.m. 
on the second and fourth Thurs
days in each month from March 
to October, the subject this year 
being Modern Essayists, and we 
extend a cordial invitation to 
any new members who care to 
link up with us.

Irene Hallett,

Hon. Secretary.



FERNS

Twining in and out each other, twisting, turning everywhere, 
fragile httle ferns are growing, reaching here and reaching there. 
Tender, tiny fronds are bending, softly curling all about.
Interlacing with the shadows, ferns are twisting in and out.

Now upon them birds are poising, swaying gently to and fro,
Now they re flitting in the sunshine, swift and dainty, there they go 
Leaving all the fern leaves swinging, waving slightly in the breeze, 

Curving little ferns so fragile, growing ’neath the shady trees.

Like tiny baby hands they’re clutching, reaching ever further out 
Grouped and cluster’d all together, bunched and cluster’d all about ’ 
Ŝ ee them peeping from the .shadows, .see them dancing in the sunshine, 
Delicate and softly tinted, little fragile ferns of mine.

Bessie Swann, 3A.

LOST IN THE FOREST

A soft passing zephyr stirred idly the leaves.
Where she slept in the shade of a tree;

The vague, purple mist of the twilight rose up,
And the sun sank to rest in the sea.

She sprang from the flow’rs, and her heart leapt with fear 
As she gazed through the dark trees on high.

Death lurked in the shadows, the wild rushing wind 
And the dim, starry mesh of the sky.

Around lay the forest, alive with strange shapes.
On a tree sat a squat, ghostly owl

That eerily called through the black of the night.
That murmur her fear made a howl.

Alone in the woods, with a million red eyes.
Alone! How the word chilled the soulr

To die, with the sob of the wind in her ears,
And her body the prey of the ghoul.

For years, so it seemed, she ran on through the thorns.
In that night of a thousand dread fears;

Death won in the race—and she fell with a moan.
And the sob of the wind in her ears.

The pale, rosy fingers of dawn clutched the sky.
And bade all the grey ghosts to flee—

They carried her back through the green, leafy wood,
And they laid her to rest by the sea.

Hazel Keavney, 5A.



(B y  c o u r t e s y  of  “T h e  S u n ” ) 

J O Y C E  M c C R E D IE
W i n n e r  o f  t h e  J a m e s  A i t k e n  S c h o l 

a r s h ip .  J o h n  W e s t  M e d a l  a n d  G r a h a m e  
I ' r iü c  M e d a l  f o r  G e n e r a l  P ro f ic ie n c y .

T h e  F a i r f a x  P r i z e  f o r  G e n e r a l  R ro -  
l ic ie n c y  a m o n s a t  f e m a l e  c a n d i d a t e s ;

T h e  I J t h g o w  S c h o l a r s h i p  ( .shared  i 
foi- F r e n c h  a n d  G e r m a n ;

T h e  F r e n c h  G o v e r n m e n t  P r i z e ;
T h e  B r e n d a n  I . a n e  M u l l in s  M e m o r i a l  

M e da l  a n d  J .  C. l y i e w e n t h a l  P r i z e  foi' 
.V u s tra l ian  H i s t o r y ,  a n d

■The S h a k e s p e a r e  S o c i e t y ’s  P r i z e .



TWILIGHT
When the clouds are enriched with the colours 

Of pink, and of orange and grey,
When the sun sinks below the green hilltops, 

’Tis twilight, the end of the day.

Softly, the hush of the gloaming 
Tells of the coming of night.

When the sky is beginning to darken.
And the first of the stars glimmers bright.

This is a time of reflection,
A rest from our toil and our play.

It helps us forget all the worries 
And burdens that come with the day.

Bell Curtis, 2B.

POETRY
Something that’s woven in my very soul—

A strange and marvellous patterning;
Of music, thoughts, and sound-sweet words, 

Entwined with rich imagining;
A sea of strange emotion in my soul.

Where all the ecstasy of life is caught;
A rich design embroidered on my life

With mystic threads of sound and thought.
Oenone, 4A.

IN SPRINGTIME
The wind sighs through the lofty trees.
The air is filled with the hum of bees.
The long grass rustles in the gentle breeze. 

In springtime.

The rippling brooklet flows along.
The birds all sing a sweeter song.
The nights grow short, the days grow long. 

In springtime.

The sky becomes a deeper blue.
The flow’rs take on a fairer hue.
The world is filled with all things new,

In springtime.
U. Hagan, 3D

FAIRIES
The fairies are such dainty things.
With golden hair and silver wings.
They flutter round the glow-worms’ light. 
And only dance when all is night.

They dance amid the fairy ring.
And tell sweet tales about the spring; 
They live inside small cups of flowers, 
And dance away the happy hours.

If e’er a fairy you do see.
Try not to make the sweet thing flee.
For one is seldom seen or heard,
So, if you please, don’t say a word.

“Twilight Toes,” 2D,



AT FULL MOON

Softly stealing through the grass,
See the dainty fairies pass,
They are skipping to the glade.
Where there’ll be a grand parade.

There’ll be frocks of many hues—
The daintiest one the Queen will choose; 
The winner then will be led up 
To the Queen for a golden cup.

Now the Queen will be driven away. 
And that will end a perfect day. 
We feel a thrill in every vein.
And hope that we can come again.

“J acko,” 2D.

SYDNEY HARBOUR

As the golden glow of sunset sinks slowly in the west.
Her water it enriches, and paints her foamy crest.
Then, as the last beam fadeth, and sunset’s glory dies.
The velvet black of night-fall steals softly o’er her skies.
The myriad, twinkling lanterns shine on her waters blue.
And with their gleaming brightness make light her sombre hue. 
The great lamps of the city, with all their flash and flare,
Are like a thousand diamonds, a-sparkling in her hair.
Oh, gracious Sydney Harbour, your beauty is so rare.
That I, for one, shall love you forever, yea for e’er.

Gwen Smith, 4A

SEA GULLS

Flying low o’er the sea.
O’er a sea that the wind doth whip.

Uttering their shrill “Scree! Scree!” 
White sea gulls soar and dip.

Gliding now in the air.
In the air that is fresh and free;

Diving quickly to tear
A fi.sh from the surging sea.

Floating now on the crest
Of a wave that is clear and green;

Happily there to rest 
On billowy home, serene.

Unfettered they roam the seas,
Or strut on a beach in the bay;

What a happy life have these!
’Mid seaweed, and sand, and spray.

Connie Peach, 4A.



NIGHT
The sun is sinking in the west,
The birds and flowers have gone to rest, 
Fairies soon will dance and play 
In the moonbeams’ happy rays.

Little stars are peeping out.
Throwing starbeams all about,
Lighting up the dark-blue sky,
Giving light to passers-by.

Roma Wheeler, 2E.

SYLVAN SONG
I am sitting on a rock in the middle of the creek.

And the laughing water’s running swiftly by;
The thirsty Wonga Pigeon in the v/ater dips his beak.

As the Kookaburra shouts his glee on high.

The camper in the valley sends a cheery coo-ee call.
Which is answered by the mournful Whip-poor-will,

The waters sing and gurgle as they leave the roaring fall.
And the Thrush breaks forth into his merry trill.

The poplar trees are sighing as they’re kissed by the breeze, 
the she-oaks are repining, ’cause they’re not like other trees,
1 he gum tree s leaves turn edgeways, in homage to th? sun,
1 he lizard babes come out to play, but, hearing me, they run.

Deidre Mei, 4A.

“THE REFERENDUM”
Came the fateful day for deciding 

The country’s latest plight.
And votes were cast by every one 

From early morn till night.

The voters who were patiently waiting 
Stood in an endless row.

They loudly were debating 
On the answers “yes” or “no.”

Top of the line was Mr. Black,
A man of noble station.

He said that he was voting “yes”
For the control of aviation.

About the middle was Farmer Brown,
A kind and friendly man,

“I fin’ the yis vote is the bist 
For thoos upon the Ian’.”

The queue was graced by Peter Smith,
A man of twenty-four.

He said, with all his worldly sense,
“I’m sure that ‘no’ will score.”

They were goodly folk, yes, everyone.
Voting for the law.

But it seemed not one of them—dear souls—
Knew what the vote was for.

Helen Edwards, 2A.



THE RIVERSIDE
Cool it is ’neath weeping willows,

All along the riverside;
There the moss is green and dripping,

There the shy bush creatures hide.
See the silver sunshine gleaming 

On the murmuring waters clear;
See the little goldfish darting 

In and out—now here, now there.
How they shimmer in the sunlight!

See them through the waters peeping!
Here I see a waterfall—

Down the tiny cliff it’s leaping;
See, it showers all its waters 

Down into the stream below.
Glistening, tiny drops are flying.

Dancing through the air they go.
Little humming birds, so dainty.

Swoop and dart about and glide.
Dipping down just near the waters.

All along the riverside.
Bessie Swann, 3A.

PARSING
The teacher said to little Willy,
“Parse this sentence, and don’t be silly. 
Now listen, Willy, to what I say,
‘Mary milked the cow to-day.’ ’’
Now when Willy gets to “cow,”
He brushes hard his furrowed brow; 
Then he says, “ ‘Cow’ is a pronoun. 
Stands for Mary, gender female.”
The teacher answers with a frown. 
Seeing thus her pupil fail,
“ ‘Cow’ a pronoun, naughty Willy? 
‘Stands for Mary?’ Don’t be silly!” 
Then doth Willy answer quickly.
For he fears a dreadful row:
“If the cow don’t stand for Mary,
How can Mary milk the cow?”

“Anne,” 2A.

SUMMER DAYS
Summer days are here again.

The winter’s cold is over;
The birds seek out last season’s nests. 

And bees hum in the clover.

The flowers are out in fullest bloom. 
And leaves are on the willows. 

While at the beach it’s time to surf, 
And dive among the billows.

M. H ib b e r t , 2C.

THE GAP
Race on, wild, merciless demons. 

Vent fury on the rock.
Send forth gleaming towers of spray. 

Recoiling from the shock.
Churn the blackness into milk-white. 

Wild, raging, roaring sea.
Your power is unlimited.

Mightiest of the free.
Peggy Wallis, 1C.



THE MOUNTAIN STREAM
High on a hill,

In the sunlight’s gleam,
We notice a rill,

A mountain stream.

Over the boulders 
We see so high.

It splashes our shoulders 
As we go by.

Down through the valleys. 
With their ferns so green. 

All swollen, it dallies.
Or in silence is seen.

Then, lost in the torrents 
Of the river-bed.

It’s life is spent.
Our stream is dead.

Pam-Bur, 2A.

‘AUTUMN’
Golden leaves, and russet-brown.
Orange and red, are sailing down.
Each leaf full of glorious hue.
Looking like an elf’s canoe.

Waving meadows of satin-smooth grass. 
Over which sweet zephyrs pass.
Are strewn with leaves of every shade. 
In every hollow and every glade.

V8, 2A.

IT DOESN’T TAKE A MINUTE
It doesn’t take a minute 

To cheer up one who’s dreai'y;
It doesn’t take a minute 

To help someone who’s weary;
It doesn’t take a minute

To make someone feel cheery.

It doesn’t take a minute
To cheer up one who’s sighing;

It doesn’t take a minute 
To help someone who’s trying;

It doesn’t take a minute
To make someone stop crying.

It doesn’t take a minute 
To help within the home;

It doesn’t take a minute 
To give a dog a bone ;

It doesn’t take a minute 
To give thanks of your own.

“ J a c k o ,”  2D.



MOMENTS LIKE THESE
When you feel that your nose is frost-bitten,

And your feet are beginning to freeze,
And the icy blast pierces your mitten,

Well—it’s moments like these—
You need humour.

When you feel your feet slip from beneath you.
And you’re literally down on your knees.

And a gentleman asks, “Can I help you?”
Well—it’s moments like these—

You need humour.

When you’re asked for the first rule of grammar,
And you’re feeling far from at ease.

And you answer, commencing to stammer.
Well—it’s moments like these—

You need humour.

When you think that no-one will mind you.
And you’re doing just what you please,

And the teacher comes up from behind you.
Well—it’s moments like these—

You need humour.
"Araminta,” 2A.

THE BATTLE OF MOOKERBEYDE, 1574.
The subject of the following poem is the stand made by Count 

Louis of Nassau—known as “The Mirror of Christian Chivalry”— 
against the troops of Philip II during the struggle for freedom in the 
Netherlands. With the youthful Louis perished his brother. Count Henry, 
and his friend, Duke Christopher, son of the Elector of the Palatinate, 
whose bodies were never found.

The winter sunlight gleams on the two half-frozen streams 
That hem the little army on a strip of marsh and fen;

And the three young princes wait, and steadfast know their fate.
As the Spaniards press on brave Count Louis’ men.

The sounding of alarms and the clash of battle arms 
Breaks a deathly silence like the striking of a lance;

And each man’s secret heart knows death must be his part.
Yet each can meet his doom with fearless glance.

For the shouting Spanish hordes, screaming curses, waving swords.
Are twenty times the number of the small and gallant band;

And the tempered Spanish steel makes many a good man reel.
And the charging horses churn the marshy land.

Then a dense wet river cloud wraps around them like a shroud.
So that when they strike they know not if they fell a friend or foe; 

And when it lifts at last, the fatal die is cast.
And the princes are alone upon the snow. . . .

At the fierce exultant shout, the three princes looked about
On the forms of men and horses, trampled down into the mud;

On their comrades, strewn around on the blood-soaked battle-ground. 
Or floating in a river red with blood.

Then the three said in one breath: “There is nothing left but death.” 
And so they joined their hands, and, when each had bared his head. 

Charged together towards the foe-—heads held high and muskets low— 
And of men were seen no more, alive or dead.

J uliana, 3C.



MY IDEAL HOME
A little cobbled path 

Leads to my ideal home;
It winds through fern-lined gullies,

The haunt of many a gnome.

At last we reach my small, white house,
White-washed, with quaint thatched roof;

Sweet roses climb its aged walls.
Inviting—not aloof!

We go into the kitchen.
And there upon the cloth 

Are honey, eggs, and butter.
And bread, and steaming broth.

Back into the garden— ,
My little home’s great charm—

Small fountains play and we birds flit—
They know not care, but calm.

Now we leave this tiny nest.
And go back to the town;

Away from this dear, peaceful scene.
To streets of dusty brown.

Dorothy McKinnon, 2B.

THE SEASONS
A Summer Evening 

The still night air is calm and sweet,
A gentle breeze steals through the wheat.
The crickets sing, the sun sinks low.
The peasant workers homeward go.
What joy is this, mild summer eve.
What boundless blessif.gs dost thou leave.
Ere you depart?

A Night in Winter
The blust’ring wind, the lightning’s flash.
The teeming rain, the thunder-crash;
The muddy roads, the creaking groan 
Of falling trees; the ocean’s moan—
What misery and distress there’ll be.
When thinking of those out at sea 
In such a storm!

Autumn
The red-gold of Autumn leaves.
On the trees.
On the ground.
The frosty tang that’s in the air.
Everywhere,
All around—
The fruit is hanging russet now.
And gold blooms load the wattle bough.

Spring.
Green grass, blue sky, and pink peach bloom.
Golden noon.
And the coo
And tweet of birds the whole day long.
As their songs 
They sing anew.
The Spring is here—the trees all take 
New leaves—again the world’s awake.



THE GHOSTS GO WEST
As I was sitting under the 

spreading branches of a tree en
deavouring to learn some his
tory, I heard swift footsteps, 
and, looking up, I perceived Sir 
Francis Drake seemingly in a 
very great hurry.

“Sir Francis,” I called out, 
“where— ?”

“Don’t ask questions,” mutter
ed that gentleman c r o s s l y .  
“Can’t you see I’m in a hurry?” 
Then he hastened onwards, and 
I, my curiosity aroused, stealth
ily followed him until we came 
to an enormous building. Above 
the arched doorway of this 
magnificent place was a brass 
plate on which was inscribed the 
legend:

SUPREME COURT OF 

ENGLAND.
This is extremely curious,” 

thought I, as I followed Drake 
up the steps, through the en
trance and along a spacious hall, 
at the end of w’hich Sir Francis 
halted and disappeared through 
a doorway, carefully closing the 
door behind him. I crept up and 
peered through ■̂ he keyhole, but 
as I could see nothing through 
that small space, I cautiously 
opened the door. What a strange 
and wonderful sight met my 
eyes! The room was crowded 
with people dressed in costumes 
of all styles and colours; some 
were clad in gay costumes with 
brightly coloured plumes in 
their hats—some wore steel 
armour—some, flowing r o b e s ,  
while others were enveloped in 
mantles. In fact, every type of 
costume imaginable could be 
seen there.

The noise was dreadful, for

many people were conversing 
loudly, some in foreign lan
guages.

“Silence in the court!” yelled 
the court-crier. Immediately 
order was restored and every
one (including myself) sat down 
and listened attentively.

The judge took his place on 
the Bench, cleared his throat 
and began:

“Ladies and Gentlemen—”
I then realised that a trial 

was about to be held. “Who’s 
being tried?” I asked excitedly 
in a hoarse whisper.

R i c h a r d  the Lion-hqp,rted 
glowered at me but said nothing. 
However, William the Conqueror 
was more obliging.

“They’re trying James I. for 
the execution of Raleigh,” he 
explained.

My attention was now riveted 
on the unfortunate prisoner who 
stood surveying the crowd with 
an expression of contemptuous 
indifference on his haughty 
countenarice. By now the judge 
had finished his lengthy speech 
and fixing his eye on James he 
said in a terrible voice.

“Prisoner at the bar, are you 
guilty or not guilty?” That’s 
for you to find out,” drawled 
James nonchalantly. “Answer 
the question you are asked,” 
the judge reproved him.

“Why should I?” replied the 
insolf.iU prisoner.

The judge evidently thought 
it better not to w.aste his time 
so the first witness was called. 
A stately lady wearing a gold 
crown set with beautiful jewels 
in her lustrous red hair, and a 
richly ornamented b r o c a d e  
gown with an enormous ruffle 
entered the witness box. After 
swearing to tell the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but



the truth, she gave her evidence.
“I was patrolling the passage 

in my royal palace one evening, 
as it is the custom of the Tudor 
ghosts to do. My turn is on 
Monday, my father’s on Tues
day— ”

“Yes, yes,” interrupted the 
judge impatiently, “Continue 
please.” Elizabeth regarded him 
icily for a moment and then 
went on; “I was walking, as 1 
said, along the passage when I 
heard some people conversing in 
low tones. The sounds came 
from behind an oak-panelled 
door, so I bent down and listened 
at the keyhole and heard James 
giving orders for the execution 
of poor Sir Walter” she broke 
off and fumbled for her hand
kerchief.

“Have you any questions to 
ask the witness?” the judge en
quired of the counsel for the de
fence.

“Yes, one,” was the reply. 
“Elizabeth Tudor, do you con
fess that you, a queen, would 
stoop so low as to listen at key
holes ?”

“I had to stoop low because 
the keyhole was only one or two 
feet from the ground,” Eliza
beth retorted quickly. This re
ply seemed to disconcert the 
learned counsel for the defence, 
and he subsided into a gloomy 
silence,

“What’s his name?” I asked 
Queen Anne as the next witness 
entered the witness box. 
“Shhhh!” whispered my exas
perated companion. I repeated 
the question to Henry VIII who 
was staring at the witness and 
trembling visibly.

“It’s T-T-Thomas M-More, he 
stuttered and hastily made his 
exit. Meanwhile Sir Thomas 
was relating his story: “Fo

years, since I was killed, I have 
been searching for some books 
and one day I decided to examine 
the Tower of London. So one 
night I wandered up and down 
the passages and searched the 
rooms until I came to one which 
was occupied by a gentleman 
who was reading my works. 
“Pardon me, good sir,” I said 
courteous “but I am the author 
of those books.” The gentleman 
sprang to his feet and seemed 
somewhat perturbed at seeing 
my ghost so early in the even
ing but I reassured him and 
soon w'e were conversing like old 
friends. He told me that his 
name was Sir Walter Raleigh 
and that James had imprisoned 
him and was going to have him 
executed. Of course at the men
tion of executions I quickly 
faded away.”

The counsel for the defence 
sprang to his feet: “By the 
laws of the Magna Carta.” 
Here King John collapsed and 
while helping to carry him out 
and restore him, I missed the 
latter part of the trial. When I 
returned, the gentlemen were 
absent, considering fheir ver
dict. But they soon returned. 
Shakespeare stood up and on re
ply to the judge’s question said 
that they found the prisoner 
guilty, but strongly recommend
ed him to mercy.

The judge looked faintly sur
prised, “Why mercy?” Shake
speare sighed, “The quality of 
mercy is not strained.” “Hum
ph,” interrupted the judge. 
“Prisoner at the bar I sentence__ ff

Even as he spoke, James made 
a desperate bound for freedom 
and was through the window 
before anyone could stop him. 
In dismay we rushed to the



window to see the King running 
cowards the west as fast as his 
silk-stocking legs could carry 
him. As quickly as possible, the 
entire court filed through the 
door and were soon pursuing 
James. As we were running 
past a certain tree I noticed a 
dark object and, recognising it 
as my history book, I stopped 
to pick it up. When I looked up 
again James and his pursuers 
were out of sight so knowing 
that it would be of no use try
ing to catch up with them, I sat 
down underneath the tree to 
learn my lesson.

—Marianne, 2A.

NIGHT

■which will some day come knock
ing at his door.

But soon the owl will also be 
asleep, the flowers one by one 
awaken fresh with the dew of 
the dawn upon them and the 
trees will np longer look eerie. 
Those who are ■ soirow-laden 
will be inspired with fresh hope; 
perhap the mother’s prayer will 
be granted, < and the young 

author will draw niaarer JiiS( goaf 
Thus night gives place to a new 
day unsullied by sin or sorrow.

—Doreen Browne, 3D.

The cool evening breeze gently 
recks the flowers to sleep. Over
head the moon in all her glory 
rises higher and yet higher in 
the heavens, and shining down 
turns everything silvery-blue. 
Soon a cloud will pass over her, 
leaving the world enveloped in 
darkness, and soon the trees 
will assume eerie shapes and 
cast long ghost-like shadows.

From the heart of the bush a 
dingo howls, and, as if in answer 
an owl’s hoot re-echo. Near-by 
a gate creaks on its rusty hinges 
as if some unknown hand is 
pushing it.

Then once more stillness 
reigns, only to be broken by the 
murmur of the wind rustling 
through the trees.

Somewhere in an ill-built cot
tage a mother sits peering into 
the dark, patiently praying and 
hoping that the day will come 
and with it dawn a brighter out
look for her family.

Away in a corner of the now 
sleeping city, a young man 
dreams by an unfinished manu
script, of fame and fortune

MONTAGUE MOUSE
A sleepy cat sits in a cosily 

furnished sitting-room in which 
a fire is burning brightly. The 
cat is lying on a thick rug in 
front of the fire. He is thinking 
how pleasant it is to live in such 
a comfortable home with a good 
little mistress and a cook who 
sees to regular meals for him.

Suddenly rousing, he demands 
in his pussy language, “Who 
tweaked my tail? If it is those 
impertinent mice, I will show 
them that I am not to be trifled 
with.”

Then spying a mouse racing 
across the floor, he pursues the 
culprit until he corners him, and 
then roars, “You would make 
fun of me, eh? I’ll show you to 
respect a cat!”

To this the young culprit 
trembling replies, “If you let me 
g-go this t-time, I will n-not 
show my f-face, n-nor my tail 
either, till my dying days.”

Looking down sardonically 
over his pretty nose (of which 
he is very proud) this dignified 
feline scornfully says, “What! 
would you beg a pardon of me? 
Me, Cornelius Cat, deigning to 
bargain with a poor, miserable



grey mouse? Do you think I 
am mad?”

The young offender s t i l l  
trembling and quaking with 
fear, tearfully stammers, “I 
p-promise I shall never t-touch 
your t-tail again!”

Of course you won't; at least 
not after I have swallowed you,” 
grimly responded the wrathful 
Cornelius.

This last remark was greeted 
with a storm of tears, and pussy 
relenting, said very kindly, 
“Well, as I am not hungry, 1 
shall forgive you, but, remem
ber, never again. Now off with 
you before I chapge my mind.” 

And before one could say 
“Knife,” little Montague Mouse 
had scampered across the floor 
and disappeared down his hole, 
and never again did he go near 
a cat.

—Horith, 2A.

P̂ ORT STREET HIGH SCHOOL 
OLD GIRLS’ UNION 17th 

ANNUAL REPORT
The Committee of the Fort 

Street High School Old Girls’ 
Union has pleasure in submit
ting its Annual Report.

We wish to express our happi
ness in having Miss Cohen back 
amongst us after her world tour 
and to extend to the School the 
congratulations of the Union on 
the outstanding successes in the 
recent Leaving Certificate and 
Intermediate Examinations and 
on the winning of the Peel 
Shield.

The Union has had a success
ful year, all of its functions be
ing very welj, attended even 
though the membership was 
disappointing and dropped from 
152 to 110 in 1936. We consider 
that this was in part due to bad 
weather on the night of the

General Meeting, as it is on that 
night that so many Old Girls 
join up.

This year the Annual Meeting 
was held, as usual, on the third 
Wednesday in March. On this 
occasion, Mrs. Coxon was elected 
President for the year. After 
the elections the question of pro
viding the school with an ampli
fier with the profits from the 
1935 and the possible profits 
from the 1936 Dance was dis
cussed. The matter was left in 
the hands of the Committee and 
in August after the required 
funds had been raised the £22 
from 1935 was added to £13 
from 1936 and handed to Miss 
Turner for the purpose of pro
viding the equipment. Although 
at first some doubts had been 
expressed as to the usefulness 
of this gift, it has already 
proved itself indispensable. The 
Annual Meeting was preceded by 
a tea to welcome in last year’s 
Fifth Years.

A Wog Party held in May was 
accounted our most successful 
function not only in nümbers 
but in the enjoyment of every
one who attended. The party 
was to raise funds for the 
Rachel Forster Hospital and 
£3/10/- was the amount realised 
for this cause. At this function 
the Union took the opportunity 
of bidding farewell to Miss 
Glynn Stayte prior to her mar
riage and departure for New 
Guinea.

At the General Meeting 
nominations had been received 
for a special dance committee 
and in May a dance committee 
constituted of members chosen 
from these nominations ano 
members of the standing com
mittee joined with the Old Boys’ 
Committee to make arrange
ments for the annual dance



which was held in June. Hord
ern Bros, was chosen for the ball 
which was well attended. The 
Girls’ share of the profits 
amounted to £14. As has already 
been mentioned this, together 
with the profits of the 1935 
Dance was used to provide the 
amplifier.

The success of the Wog party 
and the repeated requests for a 
successor led to a Crazy Bridge 
Party being held in July at the 
Red Cross Tea Rooms. This 
was well attended.

Our August meeting took the 
form of a Play Night when the 
Old Girls purchased a block of 
seats for the play “A Kiss for 
Cinderella” which was so ably 
produced by Miss Rosalie Collins 
at the School Assembly Hall.

The Dinner which was held 
in October had an almost 
record attendance of one hun
dred and eight. It was held at 
the State Ballroom and was the 
scene of many happy reunions.

The last function of the year 
held in December at the 
Women’s Club was a welcome 
home to Miss Cohen and a wel
come in to the girls leaving 
.«ehool. This was attended by 
ninety Old Fortians and was .a 
hanpv conclusion to the year’s 
activities.

It has been the committee’s 
desire to organize functions 
which will interest all types of 
Fcrtians. In a measure we fee) 
that we have succeeded and the 
committtee will at all times be 
grateful for suggestions from 
members as to future functions.

This year the committee has 
again been helped by the interest 
and assistance of Miss Cohen. 
Miss Turner and members of 
the School Staff particularly in 
connection with the dinner when

the school proyided the decora 
tions—exquisite crimson rose* 
which looked very beautiful on 
the tables. We sincerely thank 
all concerned.

In conclusion the retiring com
mittee welcomes the incoming 
officers and wishes them a very 
successful year.

Mary Calthels,
Joyce Bannan,

Joint Hon. Secs

THE COMBINED HIGH 
SCHOOLS’ SWIMMING 

CARNIVAL
At twelve o’clock on Friday. 

IMarch 19th, three double-decker 
buses arrived at school to con
vey the Fort Street girls to the 
Combined High Schools’ Swim
ming Carnival, and within ten 
minutes, all with red and white 
ribbons streaming, were seated 
within them.

On arriving at the Domain 
Baths, the girls quickly occupied 
their positions. There was a 
momentary hush at one o’clock 
as the starter shouted, “Face 
the water—go!” then the cheer
ing began.

Although Fort Street did not 
do as well as in previous years, 
the competitors acquitted them
selves admirably against girls, 
who, in winning their races, 
broke several records.

Two of Fort Street’s most 
.successful swimmers were P. 
Mai t̂in and E. Smith, whilst B. 
Barnett and B. Propert won a 
place as usual in their respect
ive races.

We wish to congratulate 
Crown Street, winner of both the 
Senior and Junior Shields on its 
excellent performance.

Fort Street succeeded in gain
ing fourth place in the Senior 
arid third place in the Junior



Shields Competitions.
Pat Norton of Sydney High 

School showed the value of her 
trip to the Olympic Games by 
winning the “Old Girls’ Race” 
in the record-breaking time of 
twenty-nine seconds.

Fort Street’s successes were 
as follows:—

Junior Championship: E. 
Smith, 3.

17 Years Championship: B. 
Barnett, 2.

14 Years Championship: E. 
Smith, 3.

12 Years Championship: P. 
Martin,3.

Senior Breaststroke Cham
pionship: B. Propert, 1.

Senior Back Stroke Cham
pionship : P. Martin, 3.

Junior Back Stroke Cham
pionship: P. Martin, 2.

Junior Diving Championship:
P. Martin, 2.

Six-Oar Race: Fort Street, 2.
Old Girls’ Race: P. Mitchell, 

3.
—A. Shuttleworth, 4B.

A LE'TTER FROM THE 
TEACHERS’ COLLEGE

Teachers’ College, 
March, 1937.

Dear Fortians,
It seems strange writing to 

you, as I have never known 
most of you, but nevertheless 
we all are and always will be 
Fortians, and that is all that 
matters.

There are many Fortians 
among the new first-years, and 
even yet, on catching sight of 
some familiar face, we exclaim 
“Oh, I didn’t know you were 
here.” You see how easy it is to 
hide away among this vast mul
titude of females. Not that any
one wants you to escape from 
notice. In fact, you can’t very

well do it when, in the presence 
of twenty other highly-amused 
young ladies you are called up
on to sing alone so that the lec
turer may ascertain whether 
you are a lyric soprano or a bass 
(as if it mattered).

There are plenty of societies 
to which you may belong; You 
may join the Dramatic Society, 
the Debating Society, the Dance 
Club or the Sports Union, and 
you may even enter that holiest 
of holies called the Library. 
This latter is a remarkable place 
not so much as a whisper any
where (when the librarian is on 
the warpath); there is a main 
room, where most of the “ob
tainable” books are kept, a quiet 
room for studious people, and a 
browsing room.

’Then, if you have ultra-mod
ern ideas, you may join one of 
the “free-thinking” movements 
at whose rqeetinfgs “eminent” 
students address their fellow 
men.

We also have our magazine, 
“Drylight,” which makes its 
distinguished appearance when
ever funds will permit and it is 
edited and conducted entirely by 
the students.

You will realise, when you 
come to college, that this life is 
not so very much different from 
school life, except, of course, 
that we are much more “grown
up and dignified.”

And now you will want to hear 
about the Fortians at the Col
lege. Several of last year’s 
Fortians gained the coveted 2A 
certificate, and the present 
second-years hope to do the 
same this year. Fort Street was 
well-represented in the College 
sport teams that visited Ade
laide and Armidale last year, 
and no doubt there will be just



as many this year.
Even here, dear Fortians, we 

must still remember that “every 
man is the maker of his own 
fortune,” for there is no one 
constantly urging us to work. 
But if we do not succeed, who 
then will pay the penalty?

We send you every best wish 
for the future, and hope that 
you will keep on “playing the 
game” until the match of life is 
over.

From a Fortian not at Fort 
Street.

—Gwendolyn C. Allan.

MARY JANE PERFORMS 
MIRACLES

Oh! How unbearably boring 
was that history lesson! There 
were still twenty-three minutes 
and eighteen and a half seconds 
before the lonfeed-for siren 
would joyfully inform Mary 
Jane that the time of torture 
was over for two whole days.

Mary Jane’s eyes wandered 
to the open window when, with
out warning, she seemed to be 
bodily lifted from her seat and 
then gently placed down upon 
it again. She soon forgot the in
cident until she whispered soft
ly to her neighbour. “I wish the 
teacher were in Halifax. Don’t 
you?”

Before the naughty maiden 
could receive an answer, the 
history teacher had vanished 
before her startled eyes. “Oh.” 
she ejaculated in surprise. “I 
must be a magician. I’ll see if 
I can do another trick. I wish 
I had a dozen cream horns!” 
The required articles immed
iately appeared in Mary Jane’s 
trembling hand, and her joyous 
chums helped her to devour 
them.

Her friends urged her to wish

that it was dinner time. The 
siren in accordance with her 
whim, instantly rang and the 
girls trooped merrily out into 
the playground. Mary Jane re
garded the tuck shop with a 
contemptuous eye and wished 
that it were an airy, spacious 
place where one could sit at 
glass-topped tables and eat from 
shining golden plates. Of course, 
her wish was at once granted 
and she had a delightful meal.

Mary Jane performed miracles 
of this kind all day long, and 
soon the school was an ideal 
one where only the most plea
sant teachers were allowed to 
stay. They had to be—

“Mary Jane! Repeat what I 
have been saying about Pedro 
Fernandez de Quiros,” boomed 
the angry teacher.

“Oh!! Ah!! Who?” was all 
that the day-dreamer could say 
when a justly enraged teacher 
pursued her with questions.

—Toftwood, 2A.

THE BRITISH TRADES FAIR
On Wednesday, 10th March, 

a party of girls from Fifth Year, 
Fourth Year, 3A and lA, ac
companied by two members of 
the Staff paid a visit to the 
British ¡Trades Fair. Our des
tination was a pleasant surprise 
to us, for we did not know until 
a few minutes before setting 
out, whither we were bound.

On arrival at the Fair, our 
guide took us up to the fourth 
floor to the Aviation depart
ment. Before examining the ex
hibits there, we were given a 
short lecture on aviation by our 
guide, who stated that they were 
trying to impress the youth of 
to-day arid make them air- 
minded, as the further develop
ment of aviation depended upon



the youth of to-day losing their 
fear of the air. He told us the 
interesting fact that by 1941 it 
was hoped that the ai,r route 
between Croydon and Australia 
would be extended across the 
Tasman to New Zealand, from 
there across the Pacific to Can
ada, and thence across the At
lantic back to Croydon, thus 
linking up the Empire by air. 
This would be a great advantage 
in case of war in the Mediter
ranean, as passengers and mails 
would be able to come by air 
to Australia via Canada and 
New Zealand.

At the conclusion of the ad
dress we commenced our tour 
of inspection, looking at photo
graphs and models of aeroplanes 
and we even saw models of the 
interior of some of the planes 
belonging to Imperial Airways. 
There were several maps show
ing the air routes between 
different places and it was very 
interesting to watch how an 
aeroplane, which had lost its 
bearings and was flying above 
unbroken cloud off the coast of 
England, was directed by wire
less from Croydon to the near
est aerodrome.

After spending some time ex
amining the aeroplanes we went 
to the lecture hall, where we 
were shown several films in con
nection with British Industries. 
The first film was a car tour 
from Land’s End to John O’ 
Groat’s. The pictures showed 
the south of England, Wales and 
Scotland and we were all greatly 
impressed by the beauty of the 
landscape, which is so different 
from our own loved Australian 
scenery.

The next film dealt with the 
manufacture of Ford machines. 
We saw how the different parts

of engines were made, how care
fully they were checked, how 
they were assembled and finally 
the completed machines such as 
motor cars, lorries and agricul
tural machines.

The last film, was the most in
teresting of all in my opinion, 
as we observed different types 
of aeroplanes, how they landed 
and took off and how they re
ceived wireless messages. The 
’planes appeared very comfort
able inside, and I am sure many 
of us just longed to go up in 
them. We saw the flying boat 
“Heracles,” which belongs to 
Imperial Airways and is the 
largest flying boat in the world. 
It has a carrying capacity of 
forty-two passengers and sever
al tons of mail. We also learned 
that flying boats will very soon 
replace land aeroplanes.

The afternoon all too quickly 
drew to a close and many of us 
were reluctant to leave, as there 
were many more interesting 
things to see, but we were glad 
that we had inspected the avia
tion department, and not the less 
interesting ones of crockery and 
materials.

—Marion Anderson, 4A.

COLTAIN
Coltain is a pretty little bush- 

land town in Victoria. Though 
it is not at all well known, I 
think it possesses some of the 
most charming and picturesque 
attributes that any little country 
town can have.

One day I decided to go for a 
walk, so following a beaten 
track, I became lost ip contem
plation of nature’s bewitching 
work. The air was gloriously in
vigorating, while now and then 
the fragrant scent of the bush



was borne upon a cool breeze. 
The edges of the path were 
decked with summer’s choicest 
flowers in all varieties of colours 
and names. I rounded a bend 
in the track and a gigantic gum 
tree confronted me and from the 
midst of its green branches a 
startled flock of gorgeously 
plumed birds flew heavenwards 
uttering loud cries of annoyance, 
but returned to the cover of the 
tree when they found that I was 
harmless.

After a time the track wiiden- 
ed and the sound of running 
water came to my ears, it was 
the murmuring of the river 
which flowed near-by. When I 
reached the river, and reposed 
upon the soft clover and moss 
that clothed its banks, I took 
off my walking shoes and 
plunged my hot feet into the 
river’s refreshing depths.

Rhubinn River rises in a coo] 
placid pool overhung by weeping 
willows and ferns and joins the 
Murrumbidgee. Frolicking over 
mossy pebbles, dashing against 
gleaming boulders, gurgling 
over water-falls, tumbling head
long over rocks, and then 
dancing joyously into cool damp 
aired glens; such is the rollick
ing course of Rhubinn River.

On the occasion of my visit 
the jovial face of Old Sol peeped 
from a bank of fleecy white 
clouds, sending down his beam
ing smiles, which kissed the 
river with myriads of golden 
dtars as it went on its merry 
way towards the purple moun
tains that were silhouetted 
against the blue of an azure sky,

Away to the right where the 
land is undulating a little home
stead is built. Overhung with 
ivy and wisteria and built in the 
Tudor style, this old house with

its wilderness of flowers still re
tains much of its old fashioned 
atmosphere. The garden, as I 
remember it, was one of charm 
and glory.

I awoke from my reverie with 
a start and noted that tke day 
was growing old. The sun was 
setting, now clothed in every 
changing hue, so I retraced my 
footsteps. Night had fallen when 
1 reached my home and the 
moon, a silver orb, had silently 
crepe into the purple velvet oi 
tne sky. (jne by one the stars 
twinkled into existence—Night 
now ruled tne sleeping worla.

—“South Breeze,” 2U.

THE FAIRY BALL
“The perfect disc of the sacred 

moon, through still blue heaven 
serenely swims,” flooding in sil
ver tne open helds, and stream
ing down through the tall green 
trees.

As it is full moon, the fairies, 
according to custom, are holding 
a special ball. Soon, above the 
soughing of the pine trees, faint
ly floats the enchanting music 
of the violins of “The Old 
Original Favourite Grand Grass
hoppers’ Green H e r b a r i a n  
Hand,” and now the ball has be
gun.

All the famed beauties of the 
fairy kingdom are present, and 
Oh, the gowns! Here is a dress 
made from woven moon-beams 
and decked with the sparkling 
of the waves; there is one made 
from the velvet of pansy petals, 
and another from the blue of 
the sky, trimmed with the silver 
of the clouds. The elves also 
make a fine show with their 
different coloured jerkins and 
and pointed shoes.

Quite suddenly, the music is



lost in a flourish of trumpets 
played by half-a-dozen small 
elves, to announce the arrival of 
their Majesties, the Fairy King 
and Queen,

At this juncture, there is a 
flutter in many a youthful 
heart, for to-night their Majes
ties are to select the Belle of the 
Ball. The fair entrants form 
two lines, down which the King 
and Queen pass and choose three 
from each as the finalists. Great 
is the joy of the one chosen from 
these six and she, blushing and 
happy receives a most magnifi
cent pair of wings of all the 
colours imaginable.

After this comes an elaborate 
supper which has taken the 
fairy cooks many hours to pre
pare. Each of the tiny cakes 
has been made from the best 
fairy ingredients and with the 
utmost care. Just before supper 
commences, novelties are dis
tributed among the guests.

Now that the supper is over, 
the dancing continues until the 
first signs of Dawn streak the 
Eastern sky and then all the 
guests wend their way home to 
dream, leaving the moon to fade 
out with the approach of the
sun.

—Jack Point, 4A.

birds also awaken, refreshed 
after a good nap, and from the 
•tall and stately gum trees, many 
beautiful calls may be heard. 
Have you ever paused to 
think how many of these tiny 
creatures live and thrive on the 
plants and insects of the Blue 
Mountains.

Among many varieties are 
Parrakeets of brilliant plumage, 
while others of a duller hue are 
known as “coo-ee” birds. Living 
in this natural fairyland, these 
bright, gay birds give calls of a 
joyous nature which can easily 
oe distinguished from those of 
birds which are less cheerful.

During the weeks of Spring, 
which is mating time in the 
bird paradise, nests of all 
descriptions are discovered by 
the keen observer, carefully 
hidden in the plants and trees or 
craiitily placed in the sand.

Taking life as it comes, these 
short-lived creatures are a 
pleasure to the ear and eye.

—Carmen Schiller, 2B.

EXCHANGES
The Editor acknowledges with 

many thanks the copies of other 
School Magazines received since 
last issue.

BIRD LIFE
As soon as the great sun lifts 

his sleepy head in the East, the

ADVERTISEMENTS
Read the advertisements and 

patronise the firms which help 
Fort Street.



GIRLS! IS THIS NOT SPLENDID 
CRAFTSMANSHIP?

M.B.C. pupils in 1935 and 1936 won ALL GOLD 
MEDALS (120 w.p.m., 140 w.p.m., and 160 w.p.m.j 
awarded in Sydney by the I.P.S.A. for special accuracy 
and speed in Shorthand—the "blue ribbons" of Shorthar.d 
achievement.

M.B.C. pupils last year also won ALL the special medals 
(two) awarded to Sydney students by Sir Isaac Pitman & 
Sons, London, the striking fact that emerges, for your 
consideration, is:

EIGHT MEDALS in an Unbroken Line have been won by pupils of the
One School!

Then TYPING. Amazing SUCCESSES! 
in the SENIOR, M.B.C. pupils won the FIRST FIVE places in N .S.//. 

and FIRST in AUSTRALIA.
In the JUNIOR, three M.B.C. students, each with 97%, won First Place.

The M.B.C. features the accomplishment of rapid, artistic and accurate
typewriting.

Craftsmanship —• thorough training at the M.B.C. —  makes CAREERS 
tor M.B.C. girls, not mere positions!

Have the Best — It Pays — ALW AYS!
IDEAL CONDITIONS OF TRAINING, AND —

SUCCESS TO YOU!
2095 Positions FILLED in SYDNEY by M.B.C. during 1936.

M E T R O P O L I T A N  
BUSINESS COLLEGE

6 Dailey Street (near Bridge Street)

48 F irsts  in 1936 28 Firsts  so far  T H I S  Year.



It’s grand 
to be sixteen
or thereabouts. Especially when 
you can sally forth, rigged out in 
a frock as delightful as this one; 
of soft wool crepe, in shirtmaker 
style with neatly pin-tucked front. 
Saxe, rust or 
coronation red.
39, 42, 45 ins. 29'6

Maids' Salon, 2nd Floor

FARMER’S

G U A R D  Y O U R  H E A L T H
U S E

DAIRY FARMERS’
BOTTIED MILK

and

CREAM
THE DAIRY FARMERS’ CO-OPERATIVE MILK 

COM PANY LIMITED 
700 Harris Street,

Ultimo.
Thone: M 2131 (7 lines) 

M4166 (4 lines)
Branches and Vendors 

in all Suburbs.



A POSITION 
FOR EVERY GIRL

The Employment Department of Stott & Under
wood's Business College announces that every 
graduate of 1936 has been placed in a position.

Week in and week out Stott's Business College 
receives more calls for Stenographers than it can 
supply. Last year 3,421 applications were lodged 
by Sydney firms for trained office assistants.

There is a reason for such a keen demand for Stott 
graduates. In addition to the activities of the 
College, the Managing Director holds the sole 
Agency for the sale of the Underwood Typewriter 
throughout Australia. With the sale of every 
machine there Is an opportunity for a Stott gradu
ate to receive a remunerative position.

Write for a copy of "A  Career for You." This 
little booklet will give you full particulars regarding 
Stott s Business College and the opportunities at 
present existing for trained Stenographers and 
Secretaries.

STOTT & UNDERWOOD'S 
BUSINESS COLLEGE
70 PITT STREET, SYDNEY



The sunlit pastures of the North Coast, ideal 
for dairying, are laid under tribute in a national 
cause— to provide in fullest supply

"NORCO” — The Butter of Perfection

HEALTH-PRODUCING, BODY-BUILDING, AND 
A COMBINED 

LUXURY AND NECESSITY

Your Guarantee

is " N O R C O ” Quality

A Pleasure Cruise Within the Reach of All
A T R r P  TO M A N L Y

DELIGHTFUL —  REFRESHING —  ENDURING
e

Manly Beach Steamers Every Few Minutes from No. 2 Jetty, 
Circular Quay

FARES; ADULTS, 6d.; CHILDREN UP TO 14 YEARS, Id.

(Five Years and Under are FREE)

0

THE PORT JACKSON & MANLY STEAMSHIP 
COMPANY LIMITED

Telephones: B 322I, B 3783



SNOWS 
SOLVE THE 

WINTER 
SCHOOL 

WEAR 
PROBLEM

F E L T  H A T S
Girls' navy College 
Felts in medium droop 
shapes. In Head sizes 
20, 21, and 22 inches. 
Price 5/11

GIRLS' BEMBERG SILK BLOUSES
G irls' B em berc Silk Tunic Blouses w ith  h igh  necks a n d  e las tic  a t w ais t.
Sizes - - - . 22 to 30 33 to 36 39 to 42
Price . . . .  3/11 4/6 4/11

GIRLS' DOCTOR FLANNEL BLAZERS
Sm artly  tailo red  N avy  or Brown b lazers  trim m ed w ith  Red, Gold, N avy , Black 
or R oyal b raid , o lso  Black flat b raid .
Sizes . . . .  24 to 26 28 to 30 32 to 34
Price - - - - 11/11 12/11 13/11

GIRLS' SERGE COLLEGE TUNICS
N av y  se rg e  co llege tunics m ad e  w ith regu la tion  box p lea ts . G u a ra n te e d  fit 
a r d  w ell finished.
Length 24" 27" 30" 33" 36" 39" 42" 44"
Price - 14/11 16 11 18 11 21/- 22 11 23/11 25/11 27/11

S N O W S



Dymock's Book Arcade
Ltd.

EJ>UCATIONAL AND GENERAL BOOKSELLERS AND
PUBLISHERS

The Best Book Shop in Sydney  
T E X T  B O O K S  O F  E V E R Y  D E S C R IP T I O N  

F O R  P R I M A R Y ,  S E C O N D A R Y  A N D  U N I V E R S I T Y  
E X A M IN A T IO N S .

Special Text Books for Intermediate and Leaving Certificate 
Exams., 1937 (Now Available).

B O O K S  F O R  S C H O O L  A N D  R E F E R E N C E  L I B R A R I E S .  
B O O K S  ON A L L  S P O R T .  T H E  L A T E S T  F IC T IO N .

A ny B ooks Ordered from DYMOCK'S RAILW AY BOOKSTALL  
procured and D elivered Sam e Day.

The L atest Books and M agazines Added by E very Mail.
Scholastic  M aterial. ,

Com m ercial and General Stationery R equisites.

Dymock's Book Arcade, Ltd.
424-426 George Street, Sydney

For Soft Drinks —
ALWAYS

S A Y • • •

M A R C H A N T S
P L E A S E

27 B O U R K E  S T R E E T  
R E D F E R N

Telephone: M 4734 (3 Lines)
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"The Senior Store'ANTH O N Y HORDERNS’
for all

(

S C H O O L  O U T F IT S

Every requirement for the schoolgirl can be 
obtained at Anthony Horderns'. No matter 
what the purchase is, you may be sure you are 
getting the highest quality at the lowest price. 
Every article, large and small alike, carries our 
guarantee, which is your protection.

ANTHONY HORDERN and SONS
LIMITED, SYDNEY.



S Y D N E Y ' S
BRI GHTEST  B O O K S H O PF O R

D I S T I N C T I V E  B O O K S
B efore purchasing your School T ext-books call on us. W e have all books 
se t for Interm ediate. B ea v in s Certificate and all P ublic E xam inations; 
also  book.s of every description for general and recreadonal reading. B e 
low  are a  few  su itab le  for the leisure hour.

‘^ENCHANTED LAND.*’ B y A r th u r  M ee.
N o th in g  lik e  th i s  book h a s  ev e r been  p re s e n te d  to  th e  E n g lish  p eop le . E ve ry  p lace  

h a s  been  v is ite d . T h e  co m p ile rs  h a v e  tr a v e lle d  h a l f  a  m illio n  m iles, a n d  h a v e  p re p a re d  
a  u n iq u e  p ic tu re  o f o u r  c o u n try s id e  a s  i t  h a s  com e dow n th ro u g h  th e  ages. 8 /6 . 
P o stag e , 7d.

“ O U R  P R IN C E SS E S  AND T H E IR  D O G S .”  By M ich a e l C hance .
T h o u g h  th e  t i t l e  o f  th i s  book p ro p e rly  la y s  s tr e s s  o n  th e  y o u n g  P rin c e sse s , th e  

a u th o r  h a s  been  a llow ed  to  in c lu d e  m a n y  p o r t r a i t s  o f T .R .H . T h e  K in g  a n d  Q ueen  
(w ith  w hose  a p p ro v a l th e  book is  p u b lish e d )  in  q u ite  d e l ig h tfu l , in fo rm a l a n d  h o m e -lik e  
s u r ro u n d in g s . 3 /9 ; P o s ta g e , 4d.

“ G O N E A FIE L D .”  By C ecil R o b e rts .
T h e re  a r e  a g a in  som e o f  th e  a u th o r ’s d e l ig h tfu l ve rses , fo u r  i l lu s t r a t io n s  in  co lou r, 

a n d  a  d ozen  re p ro d u c tio n s  o f  o ld  p r in ts .  I n  s h o r t ,  h e r s  is  a n  odyssey  o f th e  c o u n try 
s ide . 7 /6 ; P o s ta g e , 7d.

“ EN G LA ND  SPE A K S .”  By P h ilip  G ibbs.
T o  m a k e  a  p a n o ra m a  o f E n g lish  life  in  1935 by ta lk in g  w ith  a l l  s o r ts  a n d  c o n d itio n s  

o f  E n g lish m en — lo f ty  a n d  low ly— a n d  w eav in g  th e  ta lk s  in to  p la in  n a r r a t iv e — w h a t a 
fine , f r ie n d ly  n o tio n !  9 /6 ; P o s ta g e , 5d.

“ IN  SEA RCH  O F IR EL A N D .”  B y H. V. M o rto n .
T h is  c h a rm in g  book is  th e  re c o rd  o f  a  m o to r -c a r  to u r  r ig h t  ro u n d  th e  is la n d , an d  

in  th e  c o u rse  o f h is  d e l ig h tfu l ly  h a p h a z a rd  w a n d e r in g  h e  d isco u rse s  o n  th e  I r is h  
la n d sc a p e , I r i s h  p eop le , I r is h  h is to ry . 1 1 /3 ; P o s ta g e , 3d.

N.S.W. BOOKSTALL CO. LTD,
Cnr. MARKET & CASTLEREAGH STS., SYDNEY 

'Phone: M436I (4 Lines)

train young figures
straight and true

They give support for work 
— freedom for play. They 
maintain correct body 
balance, wash and wear ex
ceptionally well, and are 
remarkably inexpensive. 
Berleikins, the Junior Foun
dation Garments, ai'e ob
tainable in your usual 
Store.
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FROM YOUR FAVOURITE STORE



T R Y  D A N K  S' F O R
Electric Toasters, Irons, 

Radiators, Kerosene Room- 
Warmers, Etc.

'Phone: M 6505 (18 Lines) 
Late Shopping Friday, 9 p.m.

JOHN DANKS & SON
PTY. LTD.

(Incorporated in Victoria)
324-330 P in  STREET. SYDNEY 

AND AT MELBOURNE

BERT OLDFIELD'S
H O C K E Y  S T I CKS

Have Arrived
The Finest Assortment in Sydney:—
Regal Star, 9/6; Superior, I 1/6; Champion,

13/6; Peerless, 15/-;
All Less Special School Discount

Shin Gua’fds, 3/6, 4/6, 6/6; Basket-ball 
from'*'13/6; Vigoro Sets, Comple'^e, 39/6.

Call or Write for. Fully Illustrated Winter Catalogue

W.  A. O L D F I E L D  L TD.
54 HUNTER STREET, SYDNEY 

■Phone: B 1827

GARDENING ENTHUSIASTS !
Order Your Copy of the

1937 YEAR BOOK
of the

ROYAL HORTICULTURAL SOCIETY 
Box 2273^  G.P.O., Sydney. PRICE 3d.



G I R L S !
Your TUCK SHOP Stools—

" Fresh Food " Ice Cream 
and Eskimo Pies

They are the Best, so therefore 
patronise the shop that sells 
them. Also tell your parents that 
"FRESH FOOD" MILK. CREAM, 
BUTTER and ICE are the best.

Ring M 298I and the cart will call.

The N.S.W.
FRESH FOOD and ICE COMPANY LIMITED

Head Office: 25 Harbour Street, Sydney

If It’s from..

MORAN & CATO'S

It must be Good

J
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C H A R T R E S '  
B U S I N E S S  C O L L E G E

(STOTT & HOARE'S) >
(Founded 1885)

Pioneers and Specialists of Commercial Education, 
Individual Tuition in all Business and Educational Sub
jects. Personal, Home Study and Postal Instruction. 
Coaching for Intermediate and Leaving Certificate^, 

Matriculation and all Public and Accountancy 
Examinations.

Among the subjects taught are as follows:—
Accountancy

Adding Machines 
Bookkeeping

Business-Letter Writing 
Calculating Machines 

Duplicating 
English 

French
General Education 

Filing Systems
Office Procedure

 ̂ . Penmanship
Secretarial Duties 

Shorthand 
Typewriting

Call, Write or 'Phone
Box 542 B, G .P .O . 'Phone; M 648I

C H A R T R E S  B U S I N E S S  C O L L E G E
(STOTT & HOARE'S)

LIVERPOOL STREET (Opposite Hyde Park), SYDNEY

Printed by W . H . Creighton, 10 Taylor Sti-eet, D arlinghurst, 
T echnical Publications. 56 H unter Street, Sydney.


