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K . Hugh Baird, Esq. 
It is with great sorrow that we record the sudden 

death of the Chairman of the College Council, Mr. Hugh 
Baird, in July this year, at the age of 53. The best tribute 
we can give is expressed in the Minutes of the College 
Council in August, 1965:-

"As a member of Council from May, 1951 and as 
Chairman of Council from June, 1952, Mr. Baird made 
an outstanding contribution to the life of the College 
and his work will be remembered with gratitude. 

"He gave magnanimously of his time and material 
possessions, and was always anxious to advance the 
welfare and scholastic attainment of the girls, and guided 
the College through a period of considerable expansion. 

"He brought to the position of Chairman of the College 
Council dignity, great ability, untlagging energy and 
interest, and a keen sense of humour. 

"The members of the Council, the Principal and the 
whole College were privileged to know Mr. Baird and to 
benefit from his friendship, wise counsel and inspired 
leadership. 

"To Mrs. Baird and family we convey our very deepest 
sympathy." 

School Council 
The Moderator, R. D. Wilson, Esq., Q.C., LL.M. 

The late Chairman, K. H. Baird, Esq., B.Sc. 

F. G. Barr, Esq., B.Sc. 
Mrs. G. Barratt-Hill 
Rev. A. Burtenshaw 
A. E. Dry, Esq., F.C.A. 

P. C. Munro, Esq. 
Miss J . Randall , M.A., Dip.Ed. 
Senator Agnes Robertson 

Rev. W . B. Gentle, M.A., B.D. 
Mrs. J. A. Gooch 

C. H. Snowden, Esq., F.C.I.V. 
Miss M. Stewart 
M. C. Sampson, Esq. 

J. Livingston, Esq. 
Life Members 

C. A. Hendry Esq. 
J. E. Nicholson, Esq. 

Prof. A. D. Ross, C.B.E., M.A. , D.Sc. 

Secretary to Council: J. F. Ockerby, Esq., F.C.A. 

Principal: Miss E. G. Dunston, B.A., Dip.Ed. 

TEACHING STAFF 

SENIOR SCHOOL: Miss M. K. Hope, B.A., Dip.Ed. (Senior Mistress); Miss V. G. 
Major, B.A.; Mrs M. V. Adam, Mrs. D. Anderson; Mrs. G. Binsted, B.Sc.; Mrs. M. 
Blackburn, F.S.C.T., F.I.P.S.; Miss J. Bolton, B.A.; Mrs. J. CoUins; Mrs. P. Dawkins, 
B.Sc.; Mrs. P . Farrell, B.A.; Mrs M E Hicks, B.A.; Mrs. J . House; Mrs. I. L. Hunt, 
M.A.; Miss L. King, B.A.; Mrs. L. M. Mackenzie, B.Sc.; Mrs. P. Marsh, B.A.; Mr. P. 
Ruse, B.A., B.Sc.; Mrs. S. Silbert, B.A.; Mrs. A. I. Symington, M.A.; Mr. A. Veth, 
M.A. (Utrecht); Mrs. Woolcock. 

Part-time: Mrs. K. H. Baird, B.A., B.Sc., Ph.D.; Miss R. Harrington, B.A. 

Art: Mrs. M. Hetherington, B.A.; Miss M. Love. 

Handcraft: Miss M. Love. 

Sport: Mrs. M. McNamara, Dip.P.E. (Bedford); Mrs. A. Dale, T.P.T.C. (Victoria); 
Mr. A. Marshal! (tennis) Mrs. M. Smith. 

Domestic Science: Mrs. W. Whittell, Dip.Dom.Sc. 

Music: Miss D. L. Hutchinson, L.R.S.M.; Miss M. Dorrington, L.T.C.L.; Mr. z. 
Ladomirski, Dip.Mus. (Paris). 

Speech: Mrs. H. Day, A.A.S.A., L.T.C.L., B.A. 

I.ibrarian: Mrs. B . Shield, B.Sc. 

JUNIOR SCHOOL: Mrs. D. G. Woodman (Head of Junior School), Mrs. M. R. 
Davies, Miss J. Eastwood, Mrs. A. Leslie, B.A., Mrs. G. Tunwell, Mrs. D. Tyler, Mrs. M. 
Nunn (Kindergarten). 

Form Captains 
V P, Jan Ingleton 
V Q, Theo J ames 
VB, Jenny Simpson 
Comm., Elizabeth Doncon 
Comm., Helen Grant 
IV L, Dianne Stewart 
IV M, Marylynn Macpherson 
IV I, Ann Wilberforce 
Ill J, Jan Elliott 
Ill A, Pat Hines 
Ill K, Judy Bradford 
IIC, Darrall Glaskin 
liD, Susan Hill 
II H, Nanette Smith 
II G, Barbara Lee 

Form Officers 
Cot Reps. 

Lynne Hawtin 
Judy Lanyon 
Maralyn Beavis 
Marion Robert 

Rosemary Naughton 
Mareea Sides 
Robyn Parkinson 
Kitty Green 
Leone Broadhurst 
Susan Goundrey 
Jenny Cusack 
Rosemary Lukin 
Fiona McKellar 
Beverley Black 
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Relief Reps. 
Jeanette Bower 
Eli·sabeth Meares 
Elizabeth Lovell 
Diane Lukin 

Judith Benson 
Patricia Anderson 
J ecky Forre·ster 
Fredrika Davies 
Bridget Chapman 
Mandy Morrison 
Suzanne Sylvester 
Dianne Smith 
Marilyn White 
Jennifer Paterson 



PREFECTS AND HOUSE CAPTAINS, 1965 

Front row (1. to r.l : K. Letchford, D. Allnutt, J . Officer (Head Prefect), Miss Dunston, P. Steel, 
M. Beavis, K. Edwards. 

Middle row : D. Hines, J. Greenham, E. Lovell, D. Tyler, R. Paterson, K. Chiew, 
V. Quartermaine. 

Back row: A. Young, S. Phillips, L. Oates, C. Rutter, P. Temperley, M. Craig, D. Nankivell. 
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Editorial 
Recently we read in the pages of an old "Kookaburra" of 1945, "In this, our sixth 

year of war, we see the dawn of a new world .. . " 
Twenty years later, in our Jubilee year, we may be justified in considering our

selves part of that new world, or we may not. 
War-it is a grim thought, and about which few of us can think without a sink

ing sensation in the pit of the stomach. The echoes of war can still be heard in t he 
jungles of Vietnam; and the nuclear test bombs explode, so we m ay wonder about 
the future. Will it be even twenty years before t he world will be at war again-or 
will there be a world? Hard thoughts these, but necessary if we are to guide our 
actions in the years to come. We would be failing in our duty if we did not keep 
these t hings in mind. 

In this, our Golden Jubilee Year, we see around us astounding discoveries in all 
fields of Science. These discoveries will be of great benefit if they are used wisely. 
Man has, at his disposal, an unlimited source of power-power that can make our 
world into a better place, if it is used for t he benefit of Mankind. 

To some it may seem ridiculous t hat anyone would wish to use this power in 
any way harmful to the lives of others; but, as national tension increases almost daily, 
there are not many whose eyes are not open to t he truth of our situation. And t he 
truth, as I see it, is this: that unless every responsible cit izen of every community 
realizes that he or she must be eternally vigilant, the fear of war will never be re
moved from men 's minds. Years at P.L.C. can give us that training which helps us to 
become responsible citizens. Most of us come from secure, happy families. At P.L.C. 
we study, we grow spiritually and academically, gaining the knowledge which is nec
essary for us to live in this modern world. But these are not the only t hings we learn 
at school. We learn, even if unknown to ourselves, to develop moral character and 
individual personality. 

The great Christian tradition which guides us towards that essent ial quality of 
being able to adapt ourselves and our lives to suit an ever-changing world is st ill 
maintained. This tradition, which has been built up during the past half-century a t 
this college, keeps us in touch with the opinions, beliefs and customs of our mothers 
and their mothers before them; it hands down from a vanishing world a sense of 
peace and dignity, noticeable even in our rushing, modern generat ion . 

In turn, we students, the future mothers of the race, will play our part, and hand 
down this wonderful and vital school tradition t o our children as a continuous bond, 
never forgetting it in our own lives. Nor must we forget all the fun we had, the amus
ing things that happened-for a sense of humour is of the utmost necessity in a 
world that will grow more tragic if war threatens. 

The Golden Jubilee not only means a lot to t he girls of t oday at P.L.C., but it 
must have meaning to so many who have gone before-the girls who attended, day 
after day, year after year ; the teachers who taught them- all must be held dear to 
memory. They will remember the words from t he School H ymn:-

"Land of our Birth, we pledge to thee 
Our love and toil in the years to be; 
When we are grown and take our place 
As men and women with our race . . . " 
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School Activities 
Speech Day 1964 

A theatre, filled with people, young and old, in neat, dark suits and light summer 
fashions- quiet farmers, businessmen, and their wives relaxing in the dim coolness of 
the Dress Circle, waiting- impatient brothers, proud in uniforms of independent 
schools, outwardly scornful of the neat, tartan uniforms below. 

A mass of white, navy and tartan. A restless host of impatient, rustling girls; 
then silence. 

Restless no more; calm brows and quiet dignity as the traditional and beloved 
school hymn filled the theatre, and the official party took its place on the flower
bedecked platform .. . . 

This was the impressive opening of P.L.C.'s annual Speech Day, at the Capitol 
Theatre, on Wednesday, 9th December, 1964. Following this, a prayer was led by the 
School Chaplain, the Rev. W . B. Gentle, after which the Chairman, Mr. H. Baird, 
made his remarks. 

Miss Dunston then gave the Principal's Report- the fiftieth annual report, which 
covered the ·school's progress over the past year in work, sport and other activities, 
together with an account of the additions and improvements made to the school 
during the past year. 

Following this, the Moderator, the Rt. Rev. L. G. Maley, gave his address, and 
then the Chairman introduced Miss Patricia Church, Warden of St. Catherine's Col
lege, who presented the prizes. After the presentations, Miss Church addressed the 
girls, and was thanked by the Head Prefect , Margart Benson, on behalf of the school. 

After the official proceedings we were entertained with a programme of dance, 
speech and song, during which items were presented by the Speech Choir and the 
F erguson and Stewart House Choirs. Grade Four presented a charming item of 
creative movement, arranged by Mrs. Dale, and Cathy Chambers, accompanied by Eliza
beth Clarke, recited Oscar Wilde's "The Selfish Giant." The School Choir sang two 
hymns and two songs, and then the audience joined in the carol "0 Come, All Ye 
Faithful." This was followed by the closing of the ceremony with the National 
Anthem. 

L. MUNRO, 5Q 

Cot and Relief 
Last year £315 was raised for the Cot Fund and this 

following charitable organizations: -
was divided up among the 

Princess Margaret Hospital £50 
Institute for the Deaf £20 
Crippled Children's Society £20 
Institute for the Blind £20 
Guide Dogs' Association £25 
Presbyterian Homes for the Aged £30 

The Relief Fund totalled £310/ 12/ 1, 
Refugees. 

The Rice Bowl amounted to £150. 

Meals on Wheels .. . . .. ...... ...... .... £20 
Sister Kate's Children's Home £40 
Australian Inland Mission £30 
Slow Learners' Group £20 
Paraplegic Hostel ...... ...... ...... ...... .... £30 
W.A. Spastic Home ... ...... ...... .... £10 

and £100 from that was sent to the Bengal 

As a result of their Penny Concert this year the Sub-Leavings sent £8 to 
Cancer Research . 
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School Calendar 1965 
TERM I 

Feb. 8: Beginning of School Year. 
Feb. 23. Senior School Swimming Sports 

at Beatty Park. 
Feb. 26: Junior School Swimming Sports. 
March 5: Retiring Governor-General 

granted day holiday. 
March 12: Girls' Interschool Swimming 

Sports, Beatty Park. 
March 18: Visit of Moderator, Rev. R. 

G. Maley. 
April 14-20: Easter break. 
April 21: School Examinations started. 
May 3 : Visit of Mr. and Mrs. Stuart 

Menteath. 
May 4: Moderator's Induction Service. 
May 5: Sub-Leaving Penny Concert, 

End of Term. 

TERM 11 

May 26: School resumed. 
May 29: Prefects' Dance in Carmichael 

Hall. 
July 9-12: Boarders' Weekend. 
July 20: "B" Hockey Finals at M.L.C. 
July 22: "A" Hockey Finals at P.L.C. 
July 22: Visit to "Macbeth" at the Play-

house. 

July 29: Semi-finals in Debating, P .L.C. 
v. Mt. Lawley S .H.S. 

July 30: Music Festival in Town Hall. 
Aug. 10: Visit to Assembly of Dr. Sum

mers and Professor Ross. Open Day 
for Jubilee celebrations. 

Aug . 12-14: "Lady Precious Stream" in 
Carmichael Hall. 

Aug. 15: Jubilee Church Service at St. 
Andrew's. 

Aug. 12: End of Term. 

TERM Ill 

Sept. 9: School resumed. 
Sept. 19: Senior School Athletic Sports 

in morning, Junior School Sports in 
afternoon. 

Sept. 25: Girls ' Interschool Athletic 
Sports, Perry Lakes Stadium. 

Sept. 29: Show Holiday. 
Oct. 2: Alliance Fran<;aise Examinations. 
Oct. 9: Alliance Fran<;ai·se Examinations. 
Oct. 11: Trial Junior and Leaving began. 
Oct. 15-18: Boarders' Weekend. 
Nov. 15: Leaving "Study Vac." began. 
Nov. 22: Junior and Leaving began. 
Dec. 7: Final Assembly. 
Dec. 8: Speech Day at the Capitol 

Theatre. 

The Service of the Opening of th e Legal Year 
On Tuesday, February 16th of this year, the service marking the opening of the 

Legal Year was held in St. George's Cathedral. 

It was attended by Judges, Magistrates, other members of the legal profes·sion 
a?d many more connected with the administration of justice, as well as representa
tives from many colleges and high schools. We were represented by the Prefects. 

It _was a_ very impressive service, and very colourful with the Judges and Magis
trates m their wigs and gowns. 

The service ~as conducted by the Dean of Perth, the Very Rev. James Payne. 
The . Governor, Sir Douglas Kendrew, and the Justice of the Supreme Court, Mr. 
Justice J. E. Virtue, read the lessons. 

The ser~on was preached by the Moderator-elect of the Presbyterian Church, 
~r. R. D. W!lson, Q.C., and the prayers were led by the minister of the Central Bap
tist Church, the Reverend M. Lee. 

The ~hing that impressed us most was the colour and grandeur in a service which 
was so simple and dignified . 

JANE OFFICER 
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The Governor-General's Visit 
On Wednesday, 25th February, at 3.30 p.m., two students from each of the 

eighty-nine metropolitan secondary schools walked up the stairs into the Government 
House Ballroom. Every representative of the forty thousand girls and boys in these 
schools was feeling as privileged as we were in having the opportunity to meet the 
Governor-General before he returned to England. 

After a short time Lord De L'Isle arrived. As he walked down the ai-sle between 
the two groups of school representatives we all stood for the National Anthem, and 
as he passed us, we girls made half curtsies, while the boys bowed. 

The Director of Education addressed the Assembly, and introduced His Excellency. 
Lord De L'Isle then -spoke to us, mainly on the responsibilities of students leaving 
school. 

Much to our delight, His Excellency then granted a special holiday for all second
ary schools, to be held on the coming Friday. 

Following this we left our seats and moved into informal groups at the back of 
the hall, while the Governor-General walked amongst us, and at one stage stopped 
to chat with our group. Next, the whole gathering moved out into the gardens. Here 
we had afternoon tea, mingling with the guests, and had a most enjoyable time. 

JANE OFFICER and PENNY TEMPERLEY 

Le Camp Francais 
Pendant les vacances de mai j'ai passe une semaine au Camp Fran~ai-s a Rock

ingham. Pendant la semaine nous avons bien travaille mais aussi nous nous sommes 
bien amuses. Lundi, M. Gransden nous a fait une causerie au sujet des "Langues 
Etrangeres" ; Mardi, Professor Lawler a fait un discours au sujet du "Francais a 
l'Universite"; Mercredi, Dr. Morrow a fait une causerie, "Mes Experiences en France" 
et M. Berthoumieux a parle du "Marche Commun"; J eudi, M. Lobstein no us a raconte 
un recit des "Ecole-s Franc;ais." Chaque discours a ete tres interessant et souvent 
tres amusant. 

Chaque soir apres une repetition pour le concert, nous nous sommes reassembles 
pour nous amuser. 

Nous avons appris a jouer trois jeux tres amusants et nous avons vu un filme au 
sujet de "La Comedie Fran~aise." Puis avant de nous coucher nous avons chante les 
chansons traditionelles de la France. 

Quelques gens malheureuses ont dO. faire une causerie d'environ d'une minute, 
pendant que des autres ·ont prepare un debat et nous avcns trouve que nous sommes 
taus fous. 

Nous aimions beaucoup le Camp Franc;ais. 
DEVON NANKIVELL 

German Camp 
Trotz des schlechten Wetters, war das dritte Deutsche Lager sehr enfolgreich. 

Am ersten Tag konnte man Englisch sprechen aber die folgende musste man immer 
Deutsch sprechen. Nattirlich war es sehr -schwierig, aber es machte Spass. Morgens 
mussten alle urn zehn vor sieben aufstehen, urn den Strand entlang zee laufen. Am 
ersten Tag komen die Madchen von P .L.C. nattirlich zu spat ftir die Ubungen! 
vVahrend des Tages hatten wir vier Stunden. In den Stunden hatten wir Grammatik, 
Unterhaltung, Comprehension, Gedichter und Fragen. Wenn das Wetter schon war, 
hatten wir Sport. Einige Studenten waren mutig genug, in dem kalten Meer zu 
-schwimmen. 

Abends mus-sten wir aufgaben machen und nachher tanzten wir; spielten Schar
aden und so weiter oder sahen wir Filme. Am letzten Abend nahmen alle Studenten 
an einen Konzert teil. Die Lehrer dachten, dass wie sehr komisch waren. Wir waren 
alle traurig, als das Deutsche Lager zu Ende war. 

DIANE LANKESTER and JILLANN DERBYSHIRE 
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In Which it is Seen How the Young Ladies and Young 
Gentlemen of Various Private Educational Establish · 
ments Disported themselv e s a t a SCHOOL DANCE 

That celestial embodiment of all romantic aspirations, the moon, had just risen 
and begun to cast its beams on the evening of the 18th of June, when Miss Emily 
Pipkins, radiant, dazzling, like another moon, emerged from her taxicab, and, escorted 
by her partner, Mr. Algernon Cyrus Smuggins, ascended the steps which led to the 
scene of the festivities. It was a large hall embellished with hundreds of streamers, 
which were suspended from the lights, and flowers, strewn on a platform at one end. 
On this platform sat the musicians, preparing to commence their activities. Their 
leader was a tall pale young man with black hair cut rather long and a white face 
cut rather short. He was embellished with spectacles, and wore a green waistcoat, 
below which appeared the usual tightly clad grey legs, terminating in a pair of pointy, 
unpolished shoes. He was, at the moment, furnishing instructions to his worthy 
colleagues. 

The band leader, having terminated his instructions, bowed and, following a 
short speech, gave the signal for the music to start. At this, nearly all the couples 
stood as if rooted to the ground and, facing their partners, began to shake their fists 
at one another, in time to the savage twanging sound emitted by this band- this 
being the accepted mode of dancing. 

The worthy Mr. Smuggins, with an inward sigh, led his partner on to the floor 
He was a pasty-faced, thick-set young man, smartly dressed in a black suit, but his 
deportment was devoid of ease or grace, loudly bespeaking a young man at his first 
dance. The charming Emily was a pale, emaciated young lady with a jutting chin, 
piercing eyes, and an incredible hairstyle. She was delightfully arrayed, with many 
frills and flounces, and appeared anxious to take part in the first shaking. 

Thus the evening proceeded. At one stage, the band stopped their violent 
clamour in order to play a fox-trot- a charming, graceful air. At this, a stout, 
red-faced, middle-aged man bowed gallantly to one of the old ladies, and, with a grace 
that was delightful to behold, swung her off in a truly dashing style, up and down 
the hall in elegant swoops. 

Supper being announced, Mr. Smuggins and Miss Pipkins joined their friends in 
the general procession to the supper room, in order to partake of the many and 
the swine family. However, no serious upset ensued, and happily, Mr. Smuggins 
lost some of his awkwardness, and, in fact, acquitted himself very well. Unfortunately, 
he left his partner to procure her own sustenance, causing her to make a rather 
withering remark in which she observed a similarity in him to a certain member of 
the swine family. However, no serious upset ensued, and happily, Mr. Smuggins 
was able to procure a large dish of some delicious concoction which served as a 
peace-offering. 

After supper, the dancing recommenced, but this time rather less savagely- the 
dancers having partaken freely of the refreshments, and not wishing to upset said 
refreshments. All too soon, the end of the evening drew near, and, at a word of 
permi-ssion from one of the old ladies, the young gentlemen of the company, 
with many cries and shouts, engaged in hurling themselves at the streamers, and 
savagely tearing them down in order to adorn themselves and their partners. Finally 
the band ceased, and all the countenances assumed an air of fatigue . The evening's 
festivities being terminated, the company disbanded, one and all protesting that they 
had scarcely ever spent a more agreeable evening. 
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"CHARLOTTE DICKENS", 
Social Editress. 



Sub-Leaving Penny Concert 
During a very short period of four days the girls in fourth year struggled hard 

to put on some sort of performance for the first term Penny Concert. After many 
headaches, experienced by both staff members and girls alike, the concert went off 
well and was enjoyed by most of the school. 

Di Scott made her debut in acting by proceeding to split the sides of the student 
body, doing a skit on Mavis Bramston; Denise Chapman with her friends portrayed 
her talent in a mime; Sue Ger, after training the girls, led a delightful Asian dance. 

Although Mrs. Symington seemed to think at the rehearsal that the "West Side 
Story Dancing" was well organized she failed to see that the three frail, little Sub
Leavings, namely Lesley, Jill and Virginia, would suffer from an attack of nerves 
on the day. 

Lesley Thorn also displayed her talent as she wiggled across the stage in the 
scene from "dancing classes," including winking her long false eyelashes at the in
structor, Pat Anderson, while the handsomely dressed "Scotch boys" on the sides tried 
not to laugh. 

Five jubilant Sub-Leavings did a skit on the Rolling Stones, much to the delight 
of the little ones, who were quite awestricken. 

Other items included a skit on "Club 17" acted by Terry, Marcia, Dale, Mary Lynn 
and Anne; "The Founding of the School" by the Mazzucchelli twins, Virginia and Co., 
and Helen J ones' "kitten act." 

We would like to take this opportunity to thank Mrs. Symington and Mrs. Adam 
for their hard work and the interest they displayed in the concert; also Mrs. Collins 
for the entertaining verse recited by Mrs. Adam. 

The actresses succeeded in putting the whole ·school in a happy holiday mood by 
rounding the concert off, singing "Togetherness." 

All in all, I think the Sub-Leavings thoroughly enjoyed putting on the concert. 

JILL PLAISTED, 4 M 

House Singing Competition 
"Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard are -.sweeter." (Keats.) 
We were very fortunate this year in having a former mistress of P.L.C., Mrs. 

Biggins, to adjudicate our interhouse singing competition. Much new and hitherto un
known talent was discovered, and weeks of hard practice were put into each item. 

Choirs 

Carmichael- "Emperor Waltz." 
Ferguson- "Swis·s Mountain Song." (Winner.) 
McNeil- "Ye Banks and Braes." 
Stewart- "The Virgin's Slumber Song." 

Instt·umental 

Carmichael- M. van Hattem (piano); D. Hines (drums). 
Ferguson- H. Leys (piano); A. Yatskin (piano). 
McNeil- J. Greenhill (piano); J. Glenister (flute). 
Stewart- S. Bunning (piano) (winner); J. Stewart (piano). 

Vocal 

Carmichael- M. Kerr; S. Walton. 
Ferguson- D. Chapman; Low Su Ger. 
McNeil- A. Young and J. Lanyon; K. Edwards and P. Temperley. 
Stewart- M. Beavis, P. Steel (winner). 

Totals 

Stew art 
Ferguson . 
McNeil 
Carmichael 

87% 
86% 
85% 
82 % 
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Commonwealth Youth Day 
Commonwealth Youth Day this year took on a new form and a new name

Commonwealth Youth Monday instead of the usual Sunday. Two representatives from 
every youth group and secondary school in the metropolitan area were invited, so 
there were hundreds of uniforms of all descriptions. We assembled in Government 
House Ballroom, and were thrilled with what followed. There were performances of 
songs and dances by Malayan, Indian and Pakistani girls in exotic costumes of brilliant 
blue, orange and gold. 

The Governor, Sir Douglas Kendrew, spoke to us of the aims and achievements 
of the Youth of the Commonwealth. We then enjoyed the most delicious feast, during 
which toasts were given by Malayan, Indian, Paki·stani and Australian representatives, 
and after these toasts their respective National Anthems were played. Everyone 
mingled with people from different organisations, and even nations. 

This was a day to remember, and I hope this more personal, and I think more 
meaningful, form of Commonwealth Youth Day will continue. 

P. STEEL 

Schoolgirl Howlers 
Sources: History, English and General Knowledge. 
Assistance is given freely and it is reckoned that since 1945 some H (?) migrants 

have reached our shores." ... (A serious omission in what we understand to be an 
enthusiastic immigration programme.) 

* * * 
Unlike Italy, Germany consists mainly of Germans ... (hence the complicated 

results of nationalism in the 19th century). 

* * * 
Governor Phillip first sent for supplies to overcome starvation, and then he 

divided up the convicts among the officers . . . (N.B.- This did not establish a precedent 
even though subsequent Governors sometimes bit off the heads of people who annoyed 
them.) 

* * * 
Eighteen years after they had started the last convict entered W.A .... (Intending 

migrants should note that these are pre-jet age statistics. The time spent in travel 
is now considerably less.) 

* * 
Livingstone tried to find out where the river Zulu flowed from ... (Dr. Verwoerd 

undoubtedly knows.) 

The Australians scalped the Chinese by pulling their pigtails and chopping their 
heads off; after this incident many went back to China where it was safer ... (Hence 
Mao Tse Tung!) 

* * * 
A helicopter is a kind of pain . (So is the spelling in some classes!) 

* * * 
Pentameter is five feet of poetry ... (except by Cuisenaire methods). 

* * * 
The opposite of a malefactor is a female factor ... (No comment!) 

* * * 
Lucie Manette discovered her long-lost father in a terrible state of decomposure 

. (We sympathise. After marking Trial Junior and Leaving papers, decomposure 
becomes an occupational disease with some staff members.) 

* * * 
Most modern dress can be very attractive even though some 

boys' jeans ... (No comment!) 

Many thanks to Mrs. Hunt for her time spent in research. 
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Jubilee Church Service 
Our new Moderator, Mr. R. D. Wilson, Q.C., gave the sermon at the School Ser

vice which was held on Sunday, August 15th, at St. Andrew's Church. A large congre
gation, comprised of girls of the school, members of the staff, parents and Old Girls, 
took part in the service, the theme of which was the school's fiftieth anniversary. 

The service started with an introit by the choir, "Holy, Holy, Holy-God Almighty 
Lord," followed, as the service proceeded, by the anthem "Sheep May Safely Graze," 
Psalm 43, the hymn "Praise, My Soul, the King of Heaven," "Ye Servants of God," 
"For All the Saints" and the School Hymn. The service ended traditionally with the 
motet, "God be in My Head." The New Testament Les·son was read by Jane Officer, 
the Head Prefect, while the Old Testament Lesson, the Prayer of Thanksgiving and 
the Prayer of Intercession were read by Penelope Temperley, Pauline Steel and Eliza
beth Lovell. 

Perhaps the meaning of the service was best expressed in the words of one of 
the prayers: "Let us rejoice in the vision and high hopes of those who founded our 
school fifty years ago. And let us remember with thanksgiving all who, in the fifty 
years, have helped to realise these dreams, and to establish sound scholarship and 
the appreciation of all things good and honest. We pray for those who have passed 
through this school and are now serving our Lord in their homes, in universities, in 
industry, in commerce and in the wider work of the world." 

M. V AN HATTEM, 5P 

Lady Precious Stream 
"What a charming performance!" "How sweet!" Compliments enough for all who 

had a part in the production of "Lady Precious Stream.' 

The hours of busily copying out our various parts, trying to read the illegible 
"scrawls" and committing them to memory during the first weeks of the practices 
and the determined efforts to organise the jumble of words and actions into a play, 
was indeed fully rewarded by its succes'S. 

Performances kept pretty close to the script except for additional "Oohs!" and 
"0-o-os!" by actresses being "carried away" by their acting! No performance is with
out some little "accidents"- the . placing of the beautifully painted screens the wrong 
side up- thus compelling our appreciative audience either to turn their heads 1so• 
sideways or stand on their heads! .. . Times when the "snow" insisted on making a 
hasty descent instead of gently floating picturesquely down as it should! 

Apart from an occasional confusion and heated debates as to whether your cue 
was after the fifth or seventh "Don't stand on ceremony," everything was well in 
hand. 

If the audience were splitting their sides with laughter and thought it rather 
inhuman of us to look so stern and disapproving, they were certainly mistaken! Oh, 
the agony of silent laughter and going through the process of turning blue, crimson 
and green under our "splashed-on" masks!! 

Many thanks to the producer, Mrs. Day, and her assistant, Mrs. House. The ex
otic costumes were made under the supervision of Mrs. Baird; the oriental backdrop 
which gave the atmosphere of the Chinese stage was painted by Miss Love. Thank 
you also everyone who helped in any way, and to all the people who attended the 
performances. 

"S. I. HSIUNG" 
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Jubilee Assembly and Open Day 
August the tenth! It seemed a perfectly normal, sunny August morning. But for 

the girls of P.L.C. there was something different about it. There was an air of expect
ancy and excitement. This was the tenth of August, the day on which we were cele
brating the fiftieth anniversary of our school. 

As usual, we lined up for Assembly and filed in to a rousing march, seated our
selves on the chairs and waited. Very soon Miss Dunston, together with Professor Ross, 
Dr. Summers, Mrs. Murphy (the first Head Prefect), Mrs. Bedells, Mrs. Stimson and 
the Rev. Bruce Gentle entered and sat on the dais. After a short service and the 
school hymn, Professor Ross gave us a talk. 

In his speech he reminded us of all the work and thought many people have faith
fully given in order to give us our wonderful heritage, the Pre'Sbyterian Ladies' Col
lege. We were particularly reminded of all the service Mr. Carmichael gave P .L.C., 
even down to his bridge parties in order to raise money. 

Dr. Summers then filled in the later details with statistics, funny incidents and the 
life of the school in general. She told us of the growth and expansion of the school 
and the uproarious time during the war. 

At eleven o'clock the school suddenly became a mass of colour, because by then 
the public had arrived. They were all very interested and saw many displays in the 
Craft rooms, Physics laboratories, Geography room, Domestic Science rooms, First 
Year classrooms and the Junior School. They also toured the Boarding House. 

Of course there was entertainment. This started off with a parade of uniforms, 
"P.L.C. Through the Ages," by the History Club, which was enjoyed by all. But I 
must say most of us felt that we all prefer our smart, short tartan skirts to the 
longer tunics of the school's former days. 

The debate (Old Collegians' Association v. School). The School team was P . Steel, 
A. Young and J. A. Derbyshire; the Old Girls' team was C. Chambers, E. Steel and 
L. Hallett; and the topic "That school days are the happiest days of our lives." The 
School gave a very thorough case and narrowly won with their opinion "That school 
days are not the happiest of our life." 

Meanwhile for the open-air types there was a war raging between the Day-girls 
and the Boarders on the hockey and basketball fields. The Boarders won the hockey 
but the Day-girls won back their prestige by defeating the Boarders in the basketball. 

Then it was time for lunch. 
Many parents enjoyed basket lunches whilst reclining on the lawns with their 

daughters. Others went home but returned early to secure a position in the hall to 
watch the afternoon's programme. 

This began tunefully with piano recitals, an item on the flute and the beat of 
Debbie''S drums. 

Then came the hilarity of the day, Mrs. Symington's sober presentation, "The 
French Revolution." The whole audience rocked with laughter, and judging by applause 
thoroughly enjoyed themselves. 

Alas, the day was nearing its end. After some gay National Dances and an ex
citing tussle between the Old Girls and our champs on the hockey field, Open Day 
was over. 

The end of an era, one chapter in the life of the school is over. We pray and hope 
that the future will be as happy and successful as the past. 

R. NAUGHTON, IV L 
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Head Pre fect 1965 

JANE OFFICER, 1958-65 
Junior Certificate (8 Subjects) 1963 . Sitting 
for Leaving 1965. Sheila Robertson Mem
orial Prize 1964. Softball 1963-64; pocket 
1964. Hockey pocket 1964, 1965. Honou rs 
pocket 1965. Member of tennis squads 

1963-65 . Doubles champion 1965. 

Prefects' Notes 
At the commencement of 1965, nineteen "honour struck" girls, the Prefects' Pledge 

still fresh in their memories, and the Spirit of Reform new in their hearts, entered 
their sanctum- the Prefects' Room. 

The first thing we reformed was the Pres' Roon:, ~bile the House Captains 
tackled their new room (old stock cupboard). The fnvol!ties over, we set to our 
duties in earnest. 

We attended en masse the -service marking the opening of the Legal Year- our 
first special function. 

Among the many interruptions of first term were o.ur ~ttempts at deciding _on 
decorations for the Prefects' Dance, and it was not until M.iss Love appeared With 
scme original suggestions that we were inspire.d. The }nlliant o~~nge and _Yell~w 
streamers, daisies and butterflies contrasted with the coffee den below With its 
hessian and check decor "moo" sketches and hazy purple atmosphere. The fathers 
and some of our Scotch "brothers" came to our rescue on Friday night and Saturday 
morning when things began to be a little complicated! We feel that all our work was 
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well worthwhile as the final effect was stunning; and in the opinion of all, "the best 
ever." 

In second term our forces were :strengthened by the the welcome addition of 
Lib by. 

In the House Singing we were well represented: Pauline, Mally, Penny, Kerry, 
Angela and Debby, each in her own inimitable way of course! (as well as by choir 
members and conductors! l. 

At the end of second term we played a hockey match against the Scotch Pres, 
who required us to use our heads! But the result was an amicable draw. 

The chatty types among us (Pauline, Devon and Libby) developed into very good 
debaters, while Libby further impressed everyone with her talent as an actress 
(actor) in "Lady Precious Stream," where Debbie's unique talents also were used to 
advantage. • 

In third term we invited Miss Dunston and the Leaving teachers to an afternoon 
tea which was enjoyed by all. 

In all sport we were well represented, including golf (Libby and Debbie) and 
Mally received a pocket for swimming, Marney, Pauline, Mally and Libby received 
lifesaving pockets, Di a tennis pocket, Kerry and Di, basketball pockets, and Jane, 
Pauline, Debby, Lynne and Mally received hockey pockets, apart from numerous 
others in various teams who received colours, and J a ne, Kim and Di who earned 
Honours Pockets. 

To Kerry who is off to America next year- the be-st of luck. 

To our teachers of this year, especially to Miss Dunston and our form mistresses
"Many, many thanks." 

To those who will follow on next year- "We hope you will have as rewarding a 
year as we have had, and we also hope that what is now greenery in the 'Patch' will 
have shown its worth by flowering!" 

JANE 

* * * 

A Prefect or a House Captain? What image does this conjure up in your mind? 
A badge, and a crest edged with silver? or a pocket surmounted with the school 
colours? the Prefects' Dance? the Prefects' Room? or the right to give orders to other 
girls and expect to be obeyed? 

Many envy the status and the privileges, but I wonder how many think of t he diffi
culties and responsibility- the difficulty of suddenly finding yourself in a position of 
authority over girls who have been in your year all the way up the school, and remem
ber your past misdemeanours, and who are perhaps older than you, or have won more 
distinctions in work or sport; the responsibility of having to try to set an example 
(and the difficulty of that, too); the difficulty of knowing, in all your inexperience, 
how to deal with offenders, and with those who wish they were prefects and are not, 
and of having to ·submerge your desire for popularity in the need to earn and keep 
(if you can) the respect of younger girls? 

This year again we have had a splendid example from the top. Jane has held her 
position with dignity and charm, and given an example of quiet but efficient leader
ship. We have reason to be grateful to all the prefects who have given her and the 
School their loyal support. Our good wishes go with them in the future. 

E.G.D. 
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LEAVING FORMS, 1965 

Leaving B Form 
This year we decided to go to great pains and ask form girls what knowledge 

they'd gained. . 
The general consensus of opinion if repeated would cause quite a storm. 
So to their quotes we turned with all speed-
To supply this Mag. with the notes that it needs. 
Will we remember them? 
Mrs. Woolcock-"Though they are of monstrous shape, yet note, their manners 

are more gentlekind than any." 
Molly Beavis- "Oh that this too-too solid flesh would melt!" 
Twinny (E.) Dempster- (At time of going to press at least 101 quotes have been 

noted.) 
Twinny (M.) Dempster- "We do nothing, we plan nothing, we think nothing." 
Cheeky Ctercteko- "I borrowed thy socks." 
Rosie Meyer- "I stick up for my rights ... however wrong." 
Flea Simpson- "Yes ... and in New Zealand-." 
Mozie Cato--"Perchance he may remember me." 
"Henry" Simmons- "There never was a saint with red hair." 
Billy Beilby- "Where's Henry?" 
Alana Suijdendorp--"Women of few words are the best women." 
Jenny Burkett- "Like a breath of fresh (hot) air she comes." 
Di Allnutt- "Eat, drink and be merry for tomorrow I diet." 
Pills Masterson- "Leaving? ... What's that? " 
Sandy Gent- "How much study did you do last night, kids?" 
Ely Cherry- "Journey to the Bankruptcy Court." 
Robin Paterson- "Thinking is but a waste of thought. " 
Gill McNeill- "Guide me out of this fearful place." 
Wendy Leach- "Awh! Mrs. Marsh ... " 
Coopes Cooper- "What she says, she says well." 
Jenny Mac- "A little learning i·s a dangerous thing." 
Dreamy Kent- "Sometimes I just sits and thinks- but most times I just sits." 
Libby Lovell- "To fail or not to fail, THAT is the question." 
Jenny Simpson-"The people who wrote the English language couldn't spell." 
Barney Barnett- "Poor worms- thou art infected." 

Epitaph- "Don't cry for us now, don't cry for us ever, 
We want to be lazy for ever and ever." 
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Leaving P Form 
The fact that our class consists of many individuals may account for the exas

perated but expressive epithets applied to us by the staff-who may have had a hard 
time this year. Another result of this individuality was the chaos and tumult when 
form notes were mentioned. Consequently we were forced to set them out thus:-

Coral Bardwell- Aunty Kicker. 
J eanette Bower } 
Sue Brook 
Sally Burgess-Green apples. 
Kerry Chiew- Saturday night or is it Friday? 
Marney Craig-"Echo." 
Kerry Edwards-Byron and me. 
Jane Greenacre- Barefoot Twirly. 
Jenny Greenham-Rrrrrm rrrrm! 
Margie van Hattem-"I'm awfully sorry, Mrs. Symington, but .. " 
Lynne Hawtin-"The Johnston's Baby." 
Jan Ingleton- Here comes hopalong. 
Mary Kerr-"I'm the most practical person I know." 
Diana Lankester- Snax. 
Fran Maskiell- Legs. 
Margaret Mulleneux- What happened at the limit? 
Devon Nankivell- Beach bomb. 
Robin Paris- "Je ne sais pas." 
Pam Royal- Clothes maketh man. 
Christine Rutter- Up the Royals. 
Hilary Sharp- Still waters. 
Dinah Solomon- Agis. 
Tisha Tyler- T.N.T. 

Leaving Q Form 
There's Pink, Blue and Primrose too, 
It's not Sorbent but Leaving Q. 

"This year we were honour struck" (quote) to be given a classroom of so great 
an historical background- from a temporary building of World War Two, to a gym, 
then a library and finally (?) Leaving Q. 

Adjoining this room is an extremely stunning cloakroom (especially so for the 
people driving up McNeil Street). We were thrilled at first with the picturesque view 
from the inside, until we realised that the view from the outside was equally as 
thrilling. 

Our outstanding qualities were well illustrated by the presence of the Head Pre
fect, Deputy Head Prefect, Senior Boarder and five other prefects- the rest of the 
form was delighted (?) . 

Really, Leaving Q is a "home away from home" for various mangy dogs, migrating 
ants, several birds, and almost for Jillann, Dawn, Anthea and Di, who had quickly 
to find new lodgings last term. 

And finally we would like to thank all the teachers, and especially Miss Hope, for 
their help and guidance throughout the year. 

Sub-Leaving Forms 
We all arrived back, tanned and happy. We were installed in L, M and I, and 

prepared ourselves for a year of hard work. First term flew, and we "wound it up" 
with our famous Penny Concert- produced after three days' rehearsals combined 
with the after effects of exams. We hope everyone enjoyed it and wish to thank Mrs. 
Adam and Mrs. Symington for the organization and Mrs. Collins for her constructive 
criticism. We raised £8. 
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Second term arrived with the dance being the main attraction- all thoughts of 
work were obscured. We decorated the marquee with bamboo, bridal creeper, paper 
butterflies and streamers. Our partners didn't quite know whether they had arrived 
in Darkest Africa (minus monkeys) or at a Garden Party!!! The Leavings were much 
more organized and the hall and library looked divine. 

Then we concentrated on the "Scenes from the French Revolution"- written by 
Mrs. Symington- which was originally designed for the Modern Languages evening 
which, however, was cancelled- thus the French play was produced on Open Day, 
after some hectic rehearsals. Thank you, Mrs. Symington and Mrs. Collins, for im
proving our acting abilities (?) and vocabulary. This must have helped the Sub-Leav
ings who had roles in "Lady Precious Stream" and given them another chance to 
show their dramatic qualities. 

Not only are there actres·ses and athletes in our midsts-also linguists. Congratu
lations to all girls who attempted the D.A.S. and especially Mary, who gained first 
prize in the State. 

We are almost halfway through third term- it will soon be the end of our Sub
Leaving year--one of the best we've ever had. Thank you, Mrs. Adam, Miss Bolton 
and Mrs. Symington-we hope we haven't been too much of a trial to you. We would 
all like to congratulate Mrs. Symington on her new position and wish her "bonne 
chance" for the future. 

Good luck, Junior and Leavings, for your exams- and to all next year's "Sub
normal" Sub-Leavings. 

Commercial Form 
This year has been quite a busy one for all in the Commercial Form. 

During the year tours were arranged for us. We went to the Post Office, Council 
House, Parliament House and the Commonwealth Bank. These were appreciated and 
enjoyed, but most of us felt very footsore afterwards. Two new activities were added 
for our benefit- floral arrangements and entertainment- both of which started with 
great enthusiasm. 

During first term the Commercial Form thought of yet another bright idea for 
their Tuckshop. After Boarders' Weekend, the members brought back dozens of eggs. 
The sale of these was a great success, and we achieved a new record for the Form 
of 11/ 11 per head. 

We were sorry to lose Heather Robertson and Elizabeth Lefroy at the end of 
first term, and we hope that their year was successful. Elizabeth Doncon and Jane 
Cavalier left at the end of second term to take up employment, and we know how 
happy they are. 

At the beginning of third term, with the help of four typists from Leaving "B" 
and Mrs. Cullen, we managed to type the names and addresses on two and a half 
thousanrl envelopes for the Slow Learners' Christmas Appeal. Our hands ached, but 
we certainly learned how to type envelopes accurately and quickly! 

Congratulations go to Helen Grant and Diane Lukin who were elected in third 
term to replace our Form Captain and Relief Representative. Throughout the year, 
law and order were a·ssisted by the presence of our Prefects Venita Quartermaine 
and Sandra Phillips, and by Marion Robert who acted as Cot Representative. Penny 
House was the chief "School Money Counter," and Noelle Smith and Jane Bennison 
looked after the inner man, via canteen orders. Veronica Todd was the Bank Repre
sentative and Penny Wheatley kept the plants well watered. 

All our thanks go to Mrs. Blackburn who, in her own words, has made our last 
year such a "miserably happy" one, and who also helped us win "THE Picture" for 
cloakroom tidiness in first term. We hope we were not too unbearable! 

Congratulations to E. Doncon on attaining a speed of 50 words per minute at end 
of second term. 
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3K 
The beginning of the year revealed three unsuspecting new arrivals amongst the 

otherwise well acquainted form of 3K. The room was much the same as usual-a little 
more paint was flaking off the ceiling, perhaps, the pictures were lopsided, the black 
on the board wearing thin and the crack above the door enlarging with every slam 
of that wooden structure, but we soon became accustomed to the dilapidated atmos
phere and ·settled in without further ado. H owever, much to our delight, t his matter 
was rectified during the August break and we now have a freshly painted (and re
paired) classroom. 

Although this year has been a happy one it was somewhat marred by the re
moval of one of our number to hospital, but she is now well on the way to recovery. 

The introduction of the mod. fashion has stirred vigorous activity from even the 
quietest in our form. Improvements range from short haircuts, mauve rinses and long 
fringes, to the discreet use of make-up to produce an anaemic effect in place of the 
rosy-shine characteristic of former days (said to be produced by regular and vicious 
use of soap and wa ter! ). 

We are proud to add that several members of the form excelled in sport and as 
a consequence received stripes and house points. 

Finally we would like to thank Mrs. Marsh and the rest of the staff who perse
vered and provided us with their devoted service during the year. 

3J 
We of III J believe, rightly or wrongly, that Shakespeare in his day knew a good 

deal and t hat he had considerable powers of expression. In this belief, then, we pro
pose to let him write our F orm N ote·s this year. 

After all, in a way, "Macbeth" is our tragedy now! 
Naturally, in a class of our calibre (n o comments, thank you! ) the Junior exam

ination is a topic of some importance. In moments of near-despair our Captain cheers 
us onward: 

" If we should fail! 
We fail! 

But screw your courage to the sticking place 
And we'll not fail. " 

Relaxing after t he Trials we may have behaved somewhat unusually. Who asked: 
"Are we fantastical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly we show?" 

Well- are we? "Speak! I charge you!" 
"What a sigh is that: the heart is sorely charged." 

With the approach of D day (or November 22nd) some of the less hardy souls 
feel a trifle apprehensive:-

"Foul whisperings are abroad; unnatural 
Deeds do breed unnatural troubles." 

Nevertheless, 
"If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 

It were done quickly." 
And those who are taking oral examinations know too well that 

"He (or she) that's coming must be provided for." 
" If we can look into the seeds of time 
And say which grain will grow, and which will not," 

can we look forward to an afternoon in January 1966, in St. George's Terrace, 
"When sighs are groans, and shrieks that rend the a ir 
Are made?" 

Of course, there are a few tense moments in the best of lessons
"Did you not speak?" 

"When?" 
"N ow." 
"Had I three ears I'd hear thee." 

Sometimes the attention wanders for a brief instant:-· 
"You see, her eyes are open." 
"Ay, but the sense is shut!" 
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Is more effort required? 
"The attempt and not the deed confounds us. " 

Is there some lurking threat? 
"We will proceed no further in this business" (Won't we?) 

Off to see a teacher- "Hail, brave friend." 
To a nameless teacher-"You made it known to us." 
Off to play hockey:-"Paddock calls." 
Someone tripped on the platform:-"Had he his hurts before?" 
Are we misunderstood? Or falsely accused? 

"I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world, when to do harm 
I s often laudable, to do good sometime 
Accounted dangerous folly." 

Is the person, who "borrowed" my notes and has not yet returned them, approach
ing us? 

"By the pricking of my thumbs 
Something wicked this way comes." 

Fortunately life is not all study. Here are the canteen lists:
"Now good digestion wait on appetite 
And health on both." 

And here we are preparing for our "Inters"-learning to take that first hurdle. 
"That is a step 

On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap 
For in my way it lies." 

Now we are running relays:-
"Fly, good Florence, fly, fly, fly ." 

Before taking our leave of 1965 we really must clean up the much maligned area 
near our classroom. Stand by, then, 

"Round about the dustbin go, 
In the ghastly remnants t hrow 
Banana skin and mouldy pear, 
Crust of bread and lock of hair. 
Gym-shoes, socks and chewing gum, 
Lunch wraps, scrawled notes, in they come, 
Sandwiches and orange peel, 
Old school ties and what you will. 
Dibble, dabble, biff and babble, 
Clean the grounds up, scratch and scrabble." 

When all is done and said no one must call us unappreciative:-
"The sin of my ingratitude even now lies heavy on me: only I have left to say 

More is thy due t han more than all can pay." 
"So thanks to all at once, and to each one." 

Ill J 

3A 
The teachers started off the year enthusiastically, and by the end of the first 

term had left us far behind. 
Congratulations go to Terry, Libby and Pat who gained pockets and to Jenny, 

Jill and Jackie who gained on e stripe each. 
At dancing classes in second term we found after dodging their feet every Friday 

night that our chivalrous Scotch partners were not quite up to our expectations. 
Nevertheless, we all enjoyed ourselves immensely. 

Several of our brighter members gained distinctions in the D.A.S. Exam, whilst 
those who attempted the Alliance are dreading the day when the marks come out. 

Karen Leech and Sharyn Davey were welcomed into our midst early in the year, 
but as Junior looms closer we fear we may lose more girls than we gained. 

Our thanks to our courageous form mistress, Mrs. Mackenzie, and Form Captain, 
Karen Pearce-Shorten. Also our thanks go to t he other teachers who helped us into, 
if not through, the Trials. 

In conclusion, we would like to wish all Juniors and Leavings good luck for the 
coming exams. 
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2C 
Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend us your eyes as we are now to relate to you 

the form notes of II C. 
At the beginning of the term we earned the name of "too clever," as we had 

many "brains" and budding sportswomen in our midst and especially Jenny Cusack 
who now is the proud owner of a pocket and colours. 

When we first read the list of names pinned to the classroom door, we knew 
that our form wa·s to contain some "Notable Characters":

J enny- Anyone for hockey, soft ball, basketball, athletics . .. ? ? 
Darra ll- Our faithful class defect. 
Lou, Elaine and nearly everybody- "Ti-ime is on our side" (quote). 
Christine-I left it at home. 
H elen- Our poor starving (?) boarder. 
W endy a nd Margaret-Our class tinies. 
Jiii-Anyone for drowning? 
Lee-History anybody??!! 
Vanessa- Brains, brains, brains. 
Robin- "How do you split a proton, sir??" 
Dale, Jan, Chris, Lou a nd Elaine-C'mon, the Tigers! 
J enny and Sue-Hasn't anybody got any Cot or Relief?? 
Esme and Phyllis-Simultaneous, rotary jaw action. 
In conclusion we would like to thank all the teachers, especially Miss King (Form 

mi·stress), who have persevered and tried to school us in the elementary concepts of 
various subjects. (We are still trying to work out which ones.) We do hope there 
won't be too many nervous breakdowns in the Christmas holidays. 

2D 
2D has a remarkable combination of angelic girls and wicked deeds. However, we 

really compensate by some virtuous souls upholding our good name. Congratulations, 
Libby, on those magnificent runs and for winning colours; also ~o the people wh? made 
the tennis, swimming, hockey, basketball, soft ball or a thl~t1c. teams. Ker~m and 
Sharie, who are go·ing like two racehorses at their work, mamtam the academic level. 
The Art girls, Carol and Carola, have miraculously transformed our classroom 

To all the teachers who have wrestled so valiantly with us (Mrs. Binsted par
ticularly) , and who have been so tolerant and merciful, with endless patience- thank 
you. 

S. HILL 

2G 
Our thanks to all teachers, especially Mrs. Anderson, our form mistress, all of 

whom love us for our constant good humour, personalities and looks!!! 
Congratulations to Chris on her excellent achievements in athletics_; to Bev_ in 

the "A" hockey and tennis, and as a member of the State team; to Judy m the swim
ming; to Jo for being the most essential commodity- a good all-rounder; to Barbara 
for managing the apparently impossible dive into the pool; to Robyn for goal throw
ing; to our two horsewomen Jenny and Helen, and to _Shelle:y, who capped all by 
breaking her ankle and demonstrating the enthusiasm w1th wh1ch she tackles every-
thing. . . 

In other sphere·s, congratulations to: Daphne- art pnzes m the Royal Show; 
Judy- raffia bag in the Exhibition; Jane- her skirt, all her own work. 

The following held top position in extra-curricular activities. Congratulations to 
Judy- an excellent year of date-putting-up; Jacky- the job carrying the greatest re
sponsibility-canteen monitor; Betty- for being our onl_y Ame~ican; Jenny-:-for 
dazzling the world with her radiant smile; Glenda- for bemg our mte~lectual g1an~; 
Meridy- for being our prettiest member; Robin - for being the greatest f1dget; Cynth1a 
- for being the greatest "Why?"; Helen- for inventing a whole new language on her 
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own; Irene-the healthiest blush; Pam--the most enthusiasm; Jenny- the prettiest 
hair. 

And lastly, our thanks to that benevolent fate that removed our middle step and 
lightened our lives with the unforgettable spectacle of our teachers leaping with 
gazelle-like grace over the abyss, tight skirts and all, demonstrating further the ad
vantages enjoyed by those members of staff who wear the pants around school, 
the Phys. Ed. staff. 

2H 
Our thanks go to Mrs. Hicks for being such a wonderful form mistress, and to 

Mrs. Hunt who, very kindly, thinking of H's historical knowledge. in second term 
took us for an excursion to Mundaring Weir and in third term to the West Swan, 
both of which we found very interesting. 

Congratulations to our girls who did a splendid job in the hockey, basketball anrl 
softball teams. 

Merilyn Mead, a newcomer from the East, .ioined us in second term. 
During the year the school had a competition for the tidiest cla·ssroom. Amaz

ingly, in second term, we won a painting for our form room for coming equal second 
with two other classes. 

Congratulations and thanks to our form representatives and thanks to everyone 
who has aided 2H during the past year. 

F.M., N.S. and D.M. 

lE 
We have had a peaceful year. It may seem uneventful to other forms, but we got 

on with the job of settling into the Senior School and welcoming new class members. 
At the end of first term we won a picture for classroom tidines-s; we did not manage 
to come first in this competition. Perhaps the raffia had something to do with it! 
We thank our Form Captains and Cot and Relief representatives for their efforts on 
our behalf. And last but not least we thank our Form Mistress and all the staff who 
teach us, for their help and tolerance. 

S.B. 

I N 
1965 has been an excellent year fo-r I N. Many girls won credit for the class in the 

field of sport and we should like to make special mention of some of them. Apart 
from those who participated in interschool tennis, hockey, basketball and softball 
teams, Phillipa Cummins was the school's under 13 ·swimming champion and Lynette 
Cooper under 14 athletics champion. 

Outside school, Lynette gained a place in the State Junior Tennis Squad; Sue 
Scarterfield in the State Callisthenics Team; and Jill Craig was under 16 State 
Trampoline Champion. 

We are also proud of Joan's and Janet's achievements in art and singing respec
tively. 

The considerable amount of money gained in Second Term's tuckshop- £10-
overjoyed the class to the extent that they wholeheartedly agreed that the effort 
had been well worth while. Even more surprising was the fact that IN managed 
second place in the neatness competition and won a framed picture to hang above 
the blackboard. 

We even managed to provide two budding actresses for parts in the School Play. 
Our thanks go to the form representatives who have worked so hard; to our Form 

Mistress, Mrs. Farrell; and to all the other Mistresses who helped us tremendously 
and who, in most cases, successfully conveyed the year's work from the text books 
to our heads. 
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In I 0, we have quite a poetess, Kim, who wrote three poems for "Kookaburra". 

Congratulations to Gay, who won an Art Competition, a poster on the Preservation 
of Wildfiowers. Congratulations also to girls who participated in School Teams:
Hockey players Judith, Helen and Marian; Softball stars Judith and Wendy; 
"Olympic" swimmers Michelle, Gay, and Diane- but especially to Marian who received 
a special award of a first stripe for athletics. 

During Third Term, Mrs. House started us on the interesting pastime of debating. 
Our first debate was that "To study history is a waste of time". The teams were 
"Cot" and "Relief." "Relief" won, though "Cot" put up a very good fight. 

This year, thanks to the valiant efforts of Rita, Jan, Jenny, "Flea", and Carolyn, 
we have collected a record amount of Cot and Relief money, over £70 in alL 

We cannot adequately express our gratitude to Mrs. House, our Form Mistress, for 
her unending help and guidance through this year. 

G.C., M.R., J.C. 

Class Notes - Grade VII 
This year has been full of various interesting activities for Grade VII. We 

welcomed 11 new girls including Alison Chr'stie from the Eastern States. At the 
beginning of First Term we practised for the Junior School Swimming Sports. After 
these some of our best swimmers were included in a team to visit Perth College 
and were narrowly beaten. At the end of term we were lucky enough to go on an 
excursion to Kwinana Refinery, which everyone thoroughly enjoyed. 

In Second Term five girls were chosen to represent the Junior School in the 
M.L.C. Junior Athletic Sports. We won our race by a narrow margin. Near the 
end of term we had an Open Day for parents. For the occasion we spent a consider
able amount of time preparing work charts to make our room colourful and attractive. 
We also took part in the Parents' Day Concert. At the end of term it was announced 
that Kandy James and Noell Jeffery had each won a scholarship. 

During Third Term the class visited Parliament House, which besides being very 
interesting was most educationaL 

We are all looking forward to going up to the Senior School next year and wish 
to thank Mrs. Davies for her patience and co-operation throughout the year. 

IF 
Our congratulations go to Penny Herbert, for taking part in the Under 15 "A" 

Hockey Team; Alison Downie and Barbara Cooke for playing in the Under "B" 
Hockey Team; Lee Salomons for taking part in the Under 15 "A" Basketball Team, 
and for getting 87% for her music exams and Elizabeth Taylor for her great effort 
in the Athletics. Also we should like to congratulate our class tennis champions. 

Our thanks go to Mrs. Silbert for being such a good Form Mistress and to all our 
Subject Mistresses. Also we should like to thank our Form Captains and Cot and 
Relief representatives. 
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Farewells 
This year P.L.C. will be saying goodbye to many teachers, all of whom we are 

very sorry to lose. 

Miss Hope has been a member of the staff since 1938, during which time she has 
taught both French and History. She has also been Vice-Principal of the school since 
1962. Her loss will be greatly felt by P .L.C., but we all wish her many happy years of 
retirement. 

Miss Hutchinson joined the teaching staff in second term, 1920. She has been a 
teacher of music to many girls, and has also been in charge of the school choir, which 
has enjoyed considerable success under her very capable direction. To her, too, we 
wish a very happy time of retirement. 

Mrs. Woodman has been in charge of Grades 2 and 3 since she became a member 
of P.L.C. staff in 1936, and s he has also been H ead of the Junior School for some 
years. We take this opportunity to wish her all the best for the future. 

The Boarding House will not be the same place next year without Mrs. Davies, 
who has been Matron there since November 1951. She, too, is retiring, to her home 
in South Perth, and we send our best wishes with her. 

The Boarding House will also s uffer in the loss of Mrs. Symington, Mrs. Crosson 
and Mrs. Linton. 

Mrs. Symington has been teaching at P.L.C. since 1953, during which t ime she 
has taught both English and French. She has been a Boarding House Mistress since 
1960. Her production of numerous highly successful French plays and her assistance 
with basketball have been features of her career at P.L.C. We would like to wish her 
the best of luck in her new position as Headmistress of St. Mary's. 

Mrs. Crosson has been a housemistress in the Boarding House since 1955. As yet 
she has no definite plans for next year, but we would like to wish her a ll the best 
in whatever she decides to do. 

Mrs. Linton has been a housemistress since F ebruary, 1951. She is retiring next 
year, and we would like to wish her every happiness for the years to come. 

Miss Love, who has been an art mistress at P.L.C. since 1963, is also leaving this 
year. She will travel on the "Galileo" to Denmark, where she is going to study textile 
design, in which she was originally trained. She also plans to travel in Italy and 
Spain to work in connection with textile design. We wish Miss Love "bon voyage" 
and the best of luck for the future. 

We are also sorry to lose Mrs. Silbert and Miss Bolton who have been with us 
for this last year and we wish them well in the future. The Junior School is a lso 
losing Mrs. Leslie, after three years with Grades IV, V and VI. Again, we give her 
our best wishes for the future. 
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Leaving 
F. AMBROSE- M. 
C. ANDERSON- 1 D . 
M. ANDERSON--M. 
L. BENJAMIN- 1 D ., M. 
M. BENSON 3D., M. 
R. BRADLEY 
C. BULL 
P . BURGIN--M. 
R. BUSSE MAKER-M. 
C. CHAMBERS-1 D ., M. 
M. CHELLEW-2 D., M. 
P . CHERRY 
H . CLARKE- M. 
H. COOKE- M. 
M. CRAWLEY-M. 
S. DA VIES- 3 D., M. 
E. EASTON- M. 
. J. EDMUNDS 
C. FAUCKNER- M. 
K. FISHER 
S. GENONI- 1 D., M. 

Certificate 1964 
P. GENTLE-2 D. 
H . GREIG- 1 D. 
G. HADDEN 
P. HOCKING-4 D., M. 
M. HUBBARD 
S. KIDDIE 
C. LEWIS- 1 D ., M. 
J. McLENNAN- 1 D. 
A. ME WS- M. 
W . MILLINGTON- 1D, M. 
H. MORRISON 
A. REID-M. 
M. REID- M. 
R. SMART 
E . STEEL-1 D., M. 
M. STENHOUSE--1 D., M. 
A. STEPHENSON-M. 
D. SWAN- M . 
D. WALTON-M. 
M. WHITTAKER-1 D. 
J . WILKINS- 3 D ., M. 

D.- Distinct ion. 
M.- Ma tricula t ion. 
Dux- Margaret Benson. 

Junior Certificate 1964 
(Number of subject s in brack ets) 

D. ADAMS (8) 
M. ALEXANDER (7) 
P . ANDE RSON (9) 
M. ANGEL (7) 
D. BAIRD (9) 
J . BARRINGTON (8) 
S. BEDELLS (8) 
J. BENSON (9) 
L. BLACK (8) 
L. BOTT (8) 
S. BROAD (10) 
D. CHAPMAN (8) 
V. CHESTER (7) 
D. CRUICKSHANK (6) 
A. DAVIES (9) 
W. DEANS (8) 
A. DIGGINS (6 ) 
J . ELLIOT (7) 
J. FORRESTER (8) 
M. FRASER (8) 
J. GLENISTER (7) 
H . GRANT (8) 
H . HORTON (8) 
S . HOWSON (7) 
S . H UBBARD (8) 
K. HYDE (8) 
H. JONES (10) 
B. KENNEDY-PRITCHARD (8) 
R. LITTLEJOHN (8) 

M. MacPH ERSON (8 ) 
F . MEECHAM (6) 
P. MILNER (5) 
R. NAUGHTON (8) 
S. NORTHOVER (7) 
R. PARKINSON (6) 
A. PATERSON (7) 
S. P ERRY (9 ) 
R. PHILLIPS ( 5 ) 
J. PLAISTED (5) 
T. PLAISTOWE (8 ) 
N . PORTER (9) 
S. RALPH (7) 
M. ROBERTSON (6) 
J. ROWAN-ROBINSON (5) 
A. R USHTON (8) 
D. SCOTT (8) 
I . SEED (6) 
L . SHENTON (7) 
M. SIDES (7) 
L . SILCOCK (5) 
A. SINCLAIR (8) 
T . SKEAHAN (10) 
N . SMITH (5) 
H. SOUNESS (9) 
A. SPENCE (8) 
S . SPROULE (7) 
D . STEWART (9) 
J . STE WART (5 ) 
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D. LUKIN (5) 
J. McLENNAN (6) 
R. TEASDALE (9) 
C. TEMPERLEY (8) 
J. THOMPSON (7) 
L. THORN (8) 
N. TREGONNING (9) 

R. STEWART (8) 
V. SWAN (8) 
J . WATSON (7) 
P. WHEATLEY (5) 
A. WILBERFORCE (9) 
L. WILLIAMS (8) 
M. DE WOLF (5) 

COMMONWEALTH SCH OLARSHIPS 1964 

L. BENJAMIN 
M. BENSON 
C. CHAMBERS 
M. CHELLEW 
S. DAVIES 

S . BROOK 
S. BURGESS 
K. CHIEW 
M. CRAIG 
J . EDWARDS 
K. EDWARDS 
J . GREENACRE 
J. GREENHAM 
J. INGLETON 
T. JAMES 

D.ADAMS 
P. ANDERSON 
S. BEDELLS 
J. BENSON 
L. BLACK 
H. JONES 
R. LITTLEJOHN 
M. MacPHERSON 

University 

P. HOCKING 
W . MILLINGTON 
A. REID 
M. STENHOUSE 
J. WILKINS 

Special Fourth Year 

L . MUNRO 
D. NANKIVELL 
H. SHARP 
D . SOLOMON 
P . STEEL 
J. TOMPKINS 
D. TYLER 
M. VAN HATTEM 
S. WALTON 

Third Year 

R. NAUGHTON 
S . PERRY 
N . PORTER 
A. RUSHTON 
D. STEWART 
A. TEASDALE 
L.THORN 
N . TREGONNING 

Alliance Francaise 1964 
D ivision 11 A: L. Benjamin, R. Bussemaker, M. Chellew, H. Clarke, P . Hocking 

(D), W . Millington, M. Stenhouse. 

Division 11 B: S. Bunning, C. Chambers, K. Chiew, J. Derbyshire (D), J. Green
acre, M. Van Hattem, J. Ingleton, T . J ames, S. Kiddie, D. Lankester, W. Lawrence, 
D. Nankivell, V. Quartermaine, C. Rutter (D), H. Sharp (D), D. Solomon, P. Steel, 
S. Walton (D). 

D ivision Ill: D. Adams, P. Anderson, D. Baird, J. Benson, D. Chapman, A. 
Davies, S. Hubbard, B. Kennedy-Pritchard, M. MacPherson, R. Naughton (D), S. 
P erry, A. Rushton, M. Sides, R. Stewart, R. Teasdale, L. Thorn, A. Wilberforce. 

Division IV: B. Adams, A. Armstrong (D), R. Bedells, J . Benjamin, J. Brook, 
F. Davies, R. Durack (D), E . Gentle (D), C. Green, J. Greenhill (D), J. Holdsworth, 
D. Jackson (D), J. Levison (D), M. MacKellar, J . Maguire, E. Medcalf (D), C. 
P aterson, V. Royal, N. Smith (D), J . Strickland, J . Taylor, R. Wilson (D). 

D.A.S. Ex ams. 
(Deutsch-Australischer Sprachverein Annual Exams) 

Division I B: R. Bussemaker, S. Davies (D), S. Genoni, J. Wilkins (D). 
Division IVB: W. Craig, J. Greenhill (D), J . Tompkins (D). 
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C. BARDWELL 
G. BARNET'l' 
J. BOWER 
S. BROOK 
D. BRYNE 
S. BUNNING 
E. CLARKE 
M. CRAIG 
S. GENT 
J. GREENACRE 
J. GREENHAM 
D. HINES 
C. HOLT 
D. KENNETT 
M.KERR 
M.KNOX 
J. LANYON 
W. LEACH 

C. BEILBY 
E. CHERRY 
MARY DEMPSTER 
E.DUNCAN 
R. KENT 
K. LETCHFORD 

S. CTERCTEKO 
G. McNEILL 
B. McPHARLIN 

J . FORRESTER 
S . HUBBARD 

Wlothereraft 1964 
H ONOURS 

J. MACKELLAR 
J. MASTERSON 
J. MOORE 
J. OFFICER 
R. PATERSON 
S. PHILLIPS 
V. QUARTERMAINE 
K. ROSE 
P. ROYAL 
H. SHARP 
J. SHAW 
D . SOLOMON 
H. SUIJDENDORP 
P. TEMPERLEY 
J . TOMPKINS 
G. TRAVERS 
D. TYLER 
A. WOODS 

CRE DIT 

E. LOVELL 
E. MEARES 
A. MONCUR 
R. PARIS 
J. SPRENGER 

PASS 

T. ROSENTHAL 
S. TEAKLE 

Nursing Bursaries 
J. LANYON (1 YEAR) 

M. DE WOLF 
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SENIOR BOARDER, 1965 

PENELOPE TEMPERLEY, 1960-65 

Junior Certificate {6 Subjects) 1962. Soft
ball "B" Team 1964. Hockey "B" Team 
196S. Member of School Choir 1965. 

Leaving 1965. 

Boarding House Notes 
The Boarding House seemed a little chaotic at the beginning of the year- not 

only were the new girls sorting themselves out, and the old girls bewildered at their 
new po·sition in the school, but three of the Resident Mistresses did not arrive until 
two weeks after the beginning of term. 

In March, while Jane was representing the school, I was privileged to represent 
the Boarding House at the Government House Garden Party for His Excellency Lord 
De L'Isle. 

On the night of March 27th the Christ Church senior boarders looked out to see 
P.L.C. boarders advancing along Stirling Highway, but the invasion was merely for 
a social which was to prove very enjoyable. 

Also in first term the Association presented the Boarding House with a cold water 
fountain which is in regular use in the summer months. 

The sporting activities of the Boarding House included invitation hockey and 
basketball matches to St. Hilda's in second term. The seniors were invited one Satur
day and the juniors another Saturday. Both days were wet but enjoyable and a 
greatly appreciated afternoon tea was provided. We were proudly represented by Val, 
Rosemary, Jean and Judy at the House Swimming, and by Marian, Cheryl and the 
Twinnies at the House Athletic Sports. The first and second year boarders displayed 
talent on Open Day when they won their hockey match, but the day girls equalled 
thi·s by winning the basketball match. 

During second term, Mr. Reid (minister of St. Andrew's) and his wife kindly in
vited girls out for afternoon tea on Saturday afternoons; and in July, nine senior girls 
represented the P .L.C. boarders at a Fellowship Tea for the opening of the new hall 
of St. Andrew's. 

Thanks to Miss Dunston, the boarders have enjoyed many outings thi·s year. 
These include "Macbeth," "King Lear" at St. Hilda's, "Richard of Bordeaux" at Scotch 
College, the Youth Concerts, a Careers Evening at the University, Junior Playhouse 
on Saturday mornings, and we went to see Dinah Solomon win the Debating Com-
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petition sponsored by the Rotar y Club. Many t hanks to t he mistresses who gave up 
their time to take us. 

For the first t ime a J unior Social was arranged, in second term wit h Christ 
Church. The girls made the supper, and this was such a success t ha t the idea was 
repeated for the Senior Social later in the term. The Prefects found Mrs. Symington 
and Mr. Davies enthusiast ic organisers on both occasions. 

An Anglican choir with a lto and descant, coached by Miss King and J ane, was 
formed for Mr. Hobby's (ex-minister of St. P hilip's) farewell service. 

In third term an Interhouse Toy Competition was held which aroused the in ter
ests of the younger boa rders. 

Congra tulations to Mrs. Symington for com pleting t he "hat t rick"-the third 
boarding house mistress to become a "pr incipal." 

Also thank you, P.L.C., for making my last year an enjoyable and m em orable 
year, and I would like to wish a successful year to those returning next year. F inally, 
the boa rder s would like to congrat ulate Mi·ss King on her engagement to be married. 
Also, in wishing the best of luck to the staff, matrons and girls who a re leaving, I 
would especially like to thank Matron for her help and guidance throughout the year, 
and after 14 years as Matron of P.L.C., we cannot im agine the boarding house with
out her . 

P ENNY 

"Little by litt le does the t rick "--The new gym. 

BOARDING PREFECTS, 1965 

L. to R.: R. Paterson, P. Temperley, J. Officer, Mrs. Symington, Matron, S. Phillips, 
V. Quartermaine. 
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BOARDING PREFECTS AND MONITORS 
Back row (1. to r.l: V. Quartermaine, C. Holt, P. Royal . 

Middle row: P. Temperley, J. Officer, S. Burgess . 

Front row; S. Phillips, L. Munro, R. Paterson . 
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Boarders' Applied Quotations 
"The country in town."- The Boarding House. 
"I would 'twere bedtime."- Boarder. 
"Not a mouse stirring."- You hope! 
"Cold comfort to fill their hungry bellies."- Sunday night tea. 
"It is grievous to be caught."- Kitchen raiders. 
"Wherefore are these things hid?" - Food in dorms. 
"The game is up."--"Middy." 
"Pleasing ware is half sold."- Tuckshop. 
"Another yet the same."- Twinny. 
"With bag and baggage."- Christmas holidays! 
"There is no place more delightful than home."- Boarders Unanimous!!! 

LESLEY MUNRO (Leaving) 

My Ho1ne, M y Country 
Far, far away, there's a place I know well, 

A land of weird terrors, where loneliness dwells. 
Far, far away, a lonely homestead stands, 

Surrounded by grey mulga, spinifex, red sands. 
There, far distant, are the ones that are so dear, 

And now, as I think of thEm, I can't but shed a tear. 
Upon the open country, a herd of horses roam, 

l'.liy horse is in among them, now that I'm not home. 
But it won't be long now till I'm home again and free; 

Free and happy (though not lonely), as the country where I'll be. 

A BEVY OF "PRES" 
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KIM MAHOOD, I 0 
(From Alice Springs) 



CLIJB N OTES 

MAGAZINE COMMITTEE 

Standing (back) I. to r.: J . Benjamin, M. van Hattem. 

Sitting : C. Malcolm, L. Munro (Editor), P. Wheatley. 

Standing: R. Naughton, M. Macpherson, E. Love I I. 
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S.C.M. 
Back row (1. to r.J : S. Phillips, A. Rushton, N. Porter, E. Meares. 

Front row : J . Stewar-t, J . Greenacre (President), R. Kent. 

Student Cltristian Movement 
P residen t : J. G1·eenacre. 

Secretary : E. Meares. 

Committee Membe1·s : R. Kent, S. P hillips, N . Porter, A. Rushton, J . S tewart. 
During Lent a series of talks was given by guest speakers on topics ranging 

from "The meaning of Len t" to "Christian behaviour for teenagers." These talks, 
which were well attended, with the younger girls taking an active part, started off 
t he activit ies of a successful year for the S.C.M. 

Second term had several highligh ts. One was an overwhelmingly successful visit 
from two members of "Alcoholics Anonymous" We had an outstanding attendance 
and I feel sure that everyone was touched by t heir stories. 

Anot her was an interest ing and stimula ting folksinging and discu sion night 
held a t the Univer sity. 
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A visit from the Moderator, during which slides were shown showing Mr. Dowd
ing's work among the Indian refugees, also proved interesting. 

I would like to thank Mrs. Farrell for all the help and encouragement she has 
given throughout the year and also all the girls for their loyal support. 

JANE GREENACRE. 

HISTORY CLUB 

Back row (1 . to r. ): D. Scott, S. McCielland , J . Greenhill , R. Parkinson . 
Front row : K. Edwards, T. James (Pres ide nt), H. Jones . 

President: Theo James. 

Secretary: Kerry E dwards. 

History Club 

Class Representatives: Suzanne McClelland, Leaving; Diana Scott, IV M; Helen 
Jones, IV L; Robyn Parkinson, IV I; Judith Greenhill- Junior. 

During the first term Mr. R. Wright gave us a most informative talk on the 
early days of Albany based on the memoirs of one of the first settlers. 

In the second term, the Club, with the admirable help of Miss Hope, Mrs. Hunt 
and Mrs. Hicks, put on for Open Day a "Uniform Parade," showing the changes in 
P.L.C. uniforms through fifty years. 

We would like to thank Miss Hope for all the wonderful help she gave us this 
year. 

T. JAMES 
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President: Di Solomon. 

Secretary: Lib by Lovell. 

Debating Club 

Committee Members : Devon Nankivell, Pat Anderson, Claire Temperley, Anne 
Wilberforce, Penny House, and Ann Armstrong. 

Mistress-in-Charge : Mrs. House. 

The Debating Club opened in a blaze of enthusiasm with an audience of 60 girls 
from First Year upwards. Our first meeting took t he form of impromptu speeches, 
the speakers being chosen at random from the audience. The topics were then thrown 
open for discuss;on which proved to be extremely interesting and quite fiery at times. 

Instead of beginning straight away with debates, we decided to hold a panel dis
cussion, the panel consisting of five Leaving girls. Questions were submitted . before 
the meeting and several during the discussions. After the panel had given their 
opinions, the audience gave theirs. The meeting was a great success, the topics 
being of interest to the girls- e.g. "Should Leaving students be allowed to drive their 
cars to school?" and "Should alcohol be served to teenagers?" 

The Sub-Leavings and Juniors showed their talent in a debate "That Australia's 
selective immigration (according to colour) should be revised." The Fourth Years 
lost no prestige as they won by four points. 

The topic for the first debate by the Leavings was "That Euthanasia Should be 
Legalised." The negative team consisting of Libby Lovell, Judy Lanyon and Margie 
van Hattem defeated the affirmative team- Pauline Steel, Devon Nankivell and Penny 
Temperley. 

Second Term introduced the Interschool Federation Debates and we successfully 
reached the semi-finals, having defeated:-

1. Brigidine Convent; the topic being "That a Third World War is Inevitable." 
The P.L.C. team, affirmative, consisted of Libby Lovell, Di Solomon and Pauline Steel. 

2. John Curtin High School. Our team which took the negative, consisted of 

DEBATING TEAM 

L. to R.: E. Love ll, D. Nan kivell, D. Solomon (President), P. Stee l. 
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Devon Nankivell, Pauline Steel and Di Solomon; the topic "That Utility Dominates 
Modern Living." 

3. Scotch College. We took the affirmative, the topic being "That We're a Weird 
Mob"; the team consisted of Lib by Lovell, Pauline Steel and Di Solomon. 

Thus we reached the semi-finals but were defeated by Mt. Lawley High School, 
who proved the eventual winners of the interschool debating competition. T~e te~m, 
Libby Lovell, Pauline Steel and Di Solomon took the affirmative •. the topic bemg 
"That Beauty is in the Eye of the Beholder." We lost by mne pomts. 

Third term was spent preparing the Sub-Leavings for next year! They had a 
social debate against Hollywood High School and several debates against each other. 
We wish them the best of luck for next year. 

We would like to thank Mrs. House for her invaluable assistance and Miss Duns
ton for her encouragement. 

MUSIC CLUB 

Back row {1. to r.): D. Hines, D. Chapman, S. Broad. 
Front row: A. Yatskin, L. Silcock, S. Bunning {President), 

S. Burgess, S. Phillips. 
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President: Sue Bunning. 
Secretary: Sally Burgess. 

Music Club 

Representatives: Leaving-Debbie Hines. Commercial-Sandra Phillips. Sub
Leaving- Sue Broad, Leslie Silcock, Denise Chapman. Junior-Anna Yatskin. 

The highlight of firs t term was a most popular and successful folk singing after
noon, arranged by Sue Bunning, with leading Perth groups taking part. There should 
be more of these. 

The A.B.C. Youth Concerts provided music lovers with a series of enjoyable even
ings. Among the celebrities were conductors William Van Otterloo and Dean Dixon, 
and pianists Michael Brimer and Tamas Vasary. 

Second term was rich in entertainment. Perth College arranged a musical evening 
where various colleges were represented among the performers; from P.L.C. Maralyn 
Beavis sang "Little Road to Bethlehem" and Sue Bunning played "Little Bird." 

Scotch College prepared an evening similar to that of Perth College. Sue Bunning 
and Margie Van Hattem played their Festival Duet. The main item was an arrange
ment played by a Christ Church orchestra. 

We accepted an invitation to Guildford where we enjoyed the folk singing pre
sented by various mixed groups. 

At the W.A. Music F estival, Sue and Margie won honour for the school by com
ing first in the senior duet section with their duet, "Picaninnies." 

During the afternoon of Open Day, August lOth, girls from both the Junior and 
Senior school provided an hour of musical entertainment. 

We wish to thank Miss Dunston, Miss Hutchinson, Miss Dorrington and Mr Lado 
for their interest and support in this year's activities. 

Le Club Des Langues Modernes 
President: Jillann Derbyshire. 
Secretary: Sarah Walton. 
Committee: Kerry Chiew, Leaving P; Mary Alexander, Sub-Leaving M; Dianne 

Stewart, Sub-Leaving L ; Stephanie Hubbard, Sub-Leaving I; Ruth Durack, Junior J. 
Cette annee a ete tres heureuse pour le Club des Langues Modernes. 
Le 3 Mars beaucoup de jeunes filles sont allees au film "L'Annee derniere a 

Marienbad" au Dalkeith cinema. Le 22 Mars M. Veth nous a montre des diapositives 
fran<;aises et allemandes avec commentaire en allemand et en fran<;ais. 

Au commencement du deuxieme trimestre nou avons prie le consul fran<;ais, M. 
Brisbout, de venir nous donner une causerie, mais comme il n 'a pas pu venir il nous 
a envoye beaucoup de brochures interessantes. 

Le 8 Juillet quelques jeunes filles sont allees a l'universite pour voir deux pieces 
fran<;aises que les etudiants ont presentees. C'etaient La Cantatrice Chauve et L'Huis 
Cl os. 

Le 19 Juillet M. Brethoumieux est venu nous donner une causerie au sujet des 
carrieres, dans lesquelles les langues sont utiles. C'etait tres interessant. 

Le 26 Juillet nou etions enchantees de voir la repetition generale de la piece 
fran<;aise que les jeunes filles du Sub-Leaving avaient prepare pour la soiree des 
langues modernes. Elles presentaient des evenements de la Revolution Fran<;aise, des 
scenes des plus celebres, par exemple, l,assaut de la Bastille, Marie Antoinette et son 
gateau, la fuite du Roi a Varennes, le meustre de Marat dans sa baignoire et a la fin 
on les envoya tous a la guillotine. 

37 



MODERN LANGUAGES CLUB 

Standing : D. Stewart, K. Ch iew, M. Alex ande r, S. Hubbard . 
Sitting : J. Derbyshire (Preside nt), S. Wa lton , R. Durack. 

Im ersten Trimester organisierte der Deutsch-Australische Sprach.verein einen 
detuschen Abend in M.L.C. Wir horten Reden auf deutsch, sahen. LJtchbilder, le:nten 
ein herrliches Gedicht Uber einen Lindwurm und sangen populare deutsche L1eder. 
Wir ami.isierten uns sehr. 

Im zweiten Trimester gingen einige Madchen zur Universitat wo sie deutsche 
Filme sahen; dabei zwei Naturaufnahmen und "Schneewittchen." Nachher hat Herr 
Veth diese Filme geborgt und sie uns gezeigt. 

Am 29 Oktober wird der D.A.S. Wieder einen Abend organisieren mit Vol~s
tanzen, Volksliedern, dieses Mal nur fi.ir Junior und Sub-Leaving Schi.iler. Wahrschem
lich wird der Saal in M.L.C. verwendet. 

SCHOOL CHOIR, 1965 

Choir Notes 
Under Miss Hutchinson's expert guidance, the choir has experienced a most 

enjoyable, as well as successful year. 

Our first public appearance was at the Moderator's Induction Service on May 4, at 
which Mally rendered a beautiful solo in the Introit "Lead Me Lord," and "How 
Beautiful Are The Feet". 

At the Music Festival, for which event many long hours of work were put in, 
P.L.C. choir were placed second to Sacred Heart. The two songs were "Ye Spotted 
Snakes" and "The Best Birthday", for which we gained 88 and 86 marks respectively. 
The adjudicator said "the words were distinct" , which was a relief after our seemingly 
fruitless efforts to get rid of "It's Christmaas". Miss Dorrington must be congratu
lated on her wonderful playing of "Ye Spotted Snakes". 

Our next appearance was at the School Service. The choir sang "Sheep May 
Safely Graze", "Holy, holy, holy", and the service ended with "God be in my head". 

At the moment we are practising hard for Speech Day, and also for a Festival 
of Carols under Professor Calloway. 

Our choir feast was throughly enjoyed by all, and we are most grateful to Miss 
Hutchinson for giving us this delicious treat. 

Our thanks go to Miss Dunston for her help and interest in the choir and its 
activities and to Miss Dorrington for all the time she has given us in accompanying 
the choir. Sue Bunning nobly accompanied the choir at practices, and we are very 
grateful to her for the time she gave. 

Finally, the choir would like to thank Miss Hutchinson very much for all the 
time and energy she has put into our work (and fun), not only this year, but for all 
the years she has been at the school. We would like to wish her all the best for the 
future- and I hope the choirs of the coming years art> as fortunate as we have been 
in having someone like "Hutchy", 

P . STEEL. 
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THE DODS L.UIR.ARY 

The Dods Library 
During the Christmas holidays, the gym was transformed into the Dads Library. 

This entailed, among other things, repainting, replacement of wall bars by book
shelves, and introduction of new partitioned tables. 

Over the last twelve months, the library has grown enormously. In 1963, roughly 
500 books were borrowed per term. This year , excluding books borrowed overnight, 
during the holidays or by the staff, the number of books borrowed for the same 
period is just under 4,000. 

The library is used by girls of many ages. Every lunch time, Grades 6 and 7 are 
to be seen busily looking up information in the Reference Section; there is nearly 
always at least one senior girl squatting on the floor in front of the English litera
ture section. So great is the interest in the library, that the demand for books in all 
sections greatly exceeds the supply. 

The new book borrowing system has greatly advanced the number of books circu
lated, as has the ever-increasing supply of new books. The latter is the result of the 
extremely generous support of the Parents' Association, for which the whole school is 
grateful. With £200 donated in 1964, many fiction books were added to the library, 
while the Reference and non-fiction sections were greatly extended with £200 donated 
this year. We would like to thank Miss Dads, Mrs Baird and all the girls who made 
contributions of money or books. Thanks go also to Margot Whittaker and Heather 
Greig, winners of last year's Senior Art prize, each of whom has presented one of her 
paintings to the library. 

The library assistants- Lynley Black, Wendy Deans, Marion Fraser , Heather 
Souness, Robyn Stewart, Janice Barrington, Janet Elliott, Jan Glenister, Mareea 
Sides, Dale Adams, Diana Baird, Robin Teasdale, Bethia K. Pritchard and Helen 
Jones- are to be congratulated on the work they did in their free time, which included 
processing over 500 books. 

Finally, and most important of all, our sincere thanks go to Mrs. Shield for her 
untiring effort in organizing the library system, and for her interest and guidance in 
our use of it. 
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ORIGINAL CONTBIBlJTIONS 

A Shadow Overhangs the Earth 
A shadow overhangs t he earth; 
A black shadow of darkness to scar and maim; 
A shadow that creeps devastatingly 
And twists its fingers, the earth to claim. 
The shadow is FIRE! 

A shadow overhangs the earth; 
A liquid shadow which seeps stealthily along; 
A shadow of fear and destruction ; 
A shadow which is there and is gone. 
The shadow is FLOOD! 

A shadow overhangs the earth ; 
A merciless shadow which dims the light ; 
A stealthy shadow whose grip will not be loosened; 
A shadow which hangs over black and white. 
The shadow is POVERTY! 

A shadow overhangs the earth ; 
A strangling shadow of unknown frightening things; 
A shadow of bony tentacles which grip and choke; 
A shadow which covers eternity when it spreads its wings. 
The shadow is F EAR! 

A shadow overhangs the earth ; 
A shadow that's yellow and black and white ; 
A shadow of brutal hatred, intolerance, and pain; 
A shadow that makes human brothers fight. 
The shadow is COLOUR-BAR! 

A shadow overhangs the earth ; 
A shadow of icy fear and searing hate; 
A ripping, tearing shadow of destruct ion and loss; 
A grabbing, jealous shadow as certain as fa te. 
The shadow is WAR! 

A shadow overhangs the earth ; 
A tangible shadow of greyish dust; 
A shadow which covers the earth and eternity; 
A shadow of reality and betrayed trust. 
The shadow is FALL-OUT! 

KAREN PEARCE-SHORTEN, 1II A 

The Storm 
Lightning flashes, thunder crashes, 
Rain comes pelting down, 
Puddles grow, gutters flow, 
And people begin to frown. 

Animals run for shelter, 
People scurry helter skelter, 
And a ll the time down comes the rain. 
Until it is quite fine again. 

When the next morning I go outside 
What I see hurts my pride, 
For my garden is ruined completely, 
And on top of it rests a great big tree. 

HEATHER FINCH (Grade V and VI Special). 
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Profiles in Eccentricity 
School was out. Scores of children poured down the school drive, laughing and 

shouting, pushing and shoving. As soon as they entered the street, the cause of this 
excitement became apparent. On the corner of Jacob and William Streets, a small 
group of loafers was gathered around an old man, clad in outlandish Eastern robes, 
who was hectoring them from his vantage point on a couple of apple crates. In no 
time the children were upon him. 

"Look at the funny man!" shrilled a six-year-old, rather unnecessarily. 
"Whatcher wearing yer dressing gown for?" jeered a grubby eleven-year-old. 
"Yeah, watcher wearing yer dressing gown for?" chorused the children, delighted 

with this piece of wit. 
The old man turned towards them. "Ah, corrupt and perverted race, that can 

spoil a child's innocence!" he chanted mournfully. "Little ones, why do you mock me? 
It is to you I have come to preach, not to your sinful and pleasure-loving parents." 

"Watch what you're saying, mate, " cried an urchin. "You can get into trouble 
for slinging off at our parents." 

"Yeah," put in another child, "'member Mr. Roberts, youse kids? He got sacked 
for saying things about Tim's parents." 

The old man's next -speech was drowned in ensuing babel, but at last he obtained 
silence. 

"Children, children, it is not your parents' fault. They also were badly brought up. 
I have come to save you from growing up like them, but perhaps I'm too late?" 

"Too right," shrilled a ten-year-old, the Tim just mentioned. "I'm gonna be a 
drunk, just like Dad, and beat up Mum when I'm big enough!" 

Shouts of laughter greeted this sally, and some of the bolder spirits tried to 
knock down the apple crates. 

"Let's throw -sna ils at him! " With one accord, the children pounced on the numer
ous snails, and hurled them at the old man. Squelch! Listen to the childish glee of 
our future citizens! 

However, aid was in sight. Several parents had noticed the riot and, accompanied 
by the local policeman, t hey dashed to help the old man. Five minutes later, most of 
the children were being led home, and the policeman was a lone with the old man, who 
was trembling and wild-eyed. 

"This is no place for you, chum," said the policeman good-naturedly. "Where 
d'yer live? I'll take you home." 

Stunned, the colourful wreck of humanity followed the kindly policeman to Mrs. 
Barton's lodgings, stammered out his thanks for the rescue, and stumped up the 
narrow staircase to his room. 

The next day Mrs. Barton found him there dead. 
\Vell , life went on the same in the town. Th :? children found that flies were good 

to torture, and parents soon forgot that trivial incident in their children's growing 
up, so no one ever bothered to find out about the old man's previous life. 

In 1880, in the country settlement of Calmano, Francis Charles Malcolm was 
born, the son of respectable wine-growers. 

He was a solitary child, difficult, his mother said, but he did not appear 
unintelligent. When he was six, he was sent to the little primary school down the 
road, cne teacher and fifty pupils from six to twelve. His reports were not good. 

"Has sufficient ability," said one, "but takes no interest." "Spelling- refuses to 
learn, perfectly capable," and other similar remarks. 

The fact was, Francis was bored by school. Why should he lea rn to read? 
Weren't the stories in his head as good a·s any in a book. And when he was forced 
to learn to read, what was the sense of spelling "coff" "cough"? Wasn't worth learn
ing, that wasn't. 

When he was twelve, Francis was taken away from school, as too stupid to learn 
anything. He was perfectly happy, only why did he have to work on the vines? They 
didn't need him there, and little Jack and Susan liked the stories he told them. 
They didn't think he was stupid. Sister Jean might get scholarships to high school, 
but she couldn't even retell a book story, let alone make one up. No, Jack and Susan 
quite understood that book learning wasn't half what it was cracked up to be. 

Confronted with rebellion from the two babies, Mrs. Malcolm decided that Fran
cis would have to leave home. Uncle Harry in the city would be glad to have him. He 
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had the daft idea that Francis was clever! Mrs. Malcolm laughed at the very idea. 
So Francis Malcolm was sent to the city, to the business of his kind and understanding 
uncle. 

This was in 1894, when Francis was fourteen. For the next few years Franci-s 
officially worked in his Uncle's office, but actually spent his time dreaming. If Uncle 
Harry was disappointed, he did not show it, and Francis was really happy for the 
first time in many years. However, time passed rapidly. 

The year was 1899. The city was ringing with the news of the Boer War. Every
where eager young men joined up, full of the English cause against "those damned 
wogs." Francis became quieter and more thoughtful than ever before. His uncle wa-s 
startled, but rather pleased, when one day he asked for the History of South Africa. 
So the lad heard how the Dutch had originally settled the Cape, and later had inter
married with Hugueonots from France, forming the Boer race. Then the British 
had claimed the Cape when Holland was forced to join the French during the Revo
lutionary Wars. The Boers had moved and formed new colonies, which Britain first 
recognised as independent, and then annexed, the Boers naturally objecting. 

To Franci-s, never brought up with "the glory of the empire," at home, the 
answer seemed plain. The Boers deserved all the help they could get. So, with mixed 
blessings from his uncle, Francis sailed for Africa. 

Nothing is known of the next three years in Francis's life. At first the Boers 
had some victories, but then the tide turned against them. In 1902 they were forced 
to recognise British sovereignty. 

Francis returned to Australia. 
However, even if he had wanted to return to his old life, it was not possible. 

Uncle Harry was dead. The next thing Francis knew was that he was rich, his uncle 
having made over everything to him. Now at last he could live the life of leisure he 
had so craved since childhood. Ne so, however. Now he had a mission in life. T his 
money was a dispensation from God to further his cause. As long as men could com
mit such crimes in the name of nationalism, Francis Malcolm would not settle down, 
but travel from town to town, preaching to the populace, in hope·s that someone would 
be converted. 

As it ha ppened, he did not move around only from choice. People did not want 
him. They laughed at him, or pitied him, and soon a uniformed policeman would ask 
him to leave the town. 

Years passed like this. Francis could not remember half the towns he had visited, 
and neither could he remember one convert. As the years went on he became poorer 
and frailer, and would spend scme months resting in lodgings in each town, before 
he dared preach to the jeering crowds. In de·speration he took to wearing brightly
coloured clothes to attract attention, but all he attracted was mocking laughter. 

Thus he entered the thriving suburb of P. H e was in his eighties, broken in spirit 
and body. For some time he stayed in his room at Mrs. Barton's, and then, somehow 
knowing that it was to be the last time, he went into the ·s treets to preach. 

Francis Malcolm died. Perhaps he had something to say, perhaps he did not, but 
if he was not openly successful, he did make a six-year-old child wonder why the 
other children were so horrid to the "Funny Man." 

Tile Littl e Pony 
I saw a little pony, 
Trotting down the street, 
Looking very handsome 
And lifting up his feet. 
Arching his neck , 
With the greatest of ease, 
While the rider on his back 
Was looking very pleased. 
Oh for a pony just like him 
You know what I'd call him? 
I'd call him Kim. 

S. WALTON, Leaving Q 

AMANDA DIXON (Grade VI). 
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Y oung Love 
A paling sky of soft azure blue, 
Showered now with yellow, gold and orange hue, 
As the sun, master of light and life, begins to 
Sink below a tranquil sea of aqua blue. 
In near the shore, on the cooling sand 
Together, young love wanders hand in hand. 
They feel the beauty of the setting sun, 
As it slowly retreats from view, taking one 
Last lingering look, until the dawn of the new day 
When its face will appear in the familiar way. 
Their shadows lengthen as their world grows dim, 
But night or day he loves her and she loves him. 
They're unhurried, carefree and oblivious of the hate 
Of the rest of their land in its troubled state. 
Their laughter reaches the heavens above, 
And their radiant faces glow with love, 
With love for each other, the world, their birth, 
And for God, the Creator of all on His earth. 

JILL DONALDSON, III A 

Masks and Faces 
Is it fair, or right, to reveal all the tricks and guile used by all to make life a 

little pleasanter? Is it fair- and when they are read will people feel guilty as they 
r emember certain times, or will they be thankful mankind is clever enough to use 
them? The tricks and wiles I speak of are the countless masks and faces we wear 
to disguise our inward emotions and feelings. 

Is it easy to look blank, and sorry, when being r eprimanded, while inside you are 
answering back every sentence, and cursing the person? Yes, of course, it is, for man 
has learnt to disguise his hostility with the "blank look." (That one seems to be par
ticularly handy for those a t school.) Is it easy to grin and say "I'm so happy for her 
and I don't mind at all really," when the boy you like asks her out? It may not be 
easy, but usually it is done, and, carried off very successfully- not a sign of disappoint
ment or jealousy on your face. Afterwards you have people guessing whether you 
do really mind or not. Other such trivial things- small, futile things which hurt you 
or make you sad, also are disguised by a face- an "I don't care" face, an "indifferent 
face" , or a forced look of happiness. 

The hardest face to keep wearing is an interested face. When he is rambling on 
and on about Christianity; when she is describing in minute detail her daughter's deb. 
dress; when he explains to you carefully all about the library books and you know 
anyway; when he shows his thousand or so slide·s from his trip- how hard it is to look 
enthralled and genuinely interested when you feel like just walking away or going to 
sleep. Yet, you manage to keep the face on, and you leave the person with quite a 
good opinion of you. "Oh, she was so interested in my slides-she'll probably go next 
year" he will say later to another uninterested captive. 

Another equally hard and trying face to put on is an amused one. That joke you 
have heard three times before-you roar equally loud with laughter when you hear it 
the fourth time, don't you? Or perhaps you don't, and by not doing so, you will find 
that people will not appreciate you so much, or think so highly of you. When you are 
sitting caught like a fly in a web, being told of her hilarious night at the dance, you 
must watch her carefully for your cue-when she starts to laugh you must join in 
heartily and quickly think of some suitable exclamation. Your face change·s from an 
expectant one to a really amused mass of flesh and lines (accompanied of course by 
some good laughing) , while inside, you wonder what is funny anyway, and you are 
just r ealizing what a stupid girl she is. 

Then there are the "door faces"- the "Baker's face", the "Salesman's face", the 
"Drycleaner's face"; each person who comes to your door is to be greeted with his or 
her special face. A face, usually pleasant, yet not too pleasant, and just a cordial 

44 

smile; this face can rearrange itself to a cold, icy glare when informing a gentleman 
you are not interested in his wares- or religion- "thank you," and "goodbye." 

A very interesting face is the "stranger -at-the-door" face. What is he-foe or 
friend? What will it be- a pleasant face, a cold face-perhaps just an expressionless 
fac~, or an enquiring face? A tricky situation, yet easily over come, for on finding out 
he IS a long-lost relative you quickly produce a t hrilled, happy face, from a cold one. 

A mask is a greater thing than a face-i t hides deeper feeling. Once a mask has 
been mastered usually it is worn for a length of time- it does not change as a face 
does every few minutes. On being informed there has been a death in t he family your 
face freezes to a motionle·ss layer of skin, pale and expressionless, while inside some
thing strikes your heart and it stops beating with horror. The mask you wear hides 
your grief (perhaps your relief) , your desire for it not to be t rue. You manage to 
control yourself, and the mask stays on; yet eventually it must go and in solit ude you 
give vent to your misery. During the next days when visitors come with sympathy you 
wear that mask, while, perhaps, t hey wear a face- a sympathetic face, for r eally 
how much do they care if your relations live or die? 

A mask, like a face, is a friend- and very useful, very clever , and easy to obtain 
and wear. Imagine if everyone's face had two expressions- happy and sad! What a 
terrible world! How many hearts would be broken, how many people would be friend
less and alone, for every day we lie and deceive with our face. We show delight at 
her new dress, we look pleased to see him, we appear sorry for a misdeed, we pretend 
to be interested, we smile and laugh when not in the least amused, we use so m any 
tricks and guiles. 

However, even if we deceive people and lie with our faces and masks we are truly 
making others, and ourselves, happy. Join in and praise God that our faces are mov
able, and masks are obtainable! 

MAREEA SIDES, IV M 

Do It Yourself ! 
This is a craze that is rapidly sweeping the count ry. My first experience of this 

sort of idea occurred on a sunny morning in February. 
I was at home, reading on the front porch in the sun. Hearing footsteps on the 

path, I glanced up, and, peering through the ferns, spied Grandma looking furtively 
around her. I must mention t hat my Grandmother is an extremely reputable per son, 
and quite incapable of being guilty of any sort of deception. This made her furt ive 
actions more curious and I parted the leaves in order to obtain a better view of this 
phenomenon. She was creeping stealthily among the flower beds and delicately pluck
ing the petals of our choice rosebuds. The fact that Grandma's flower bed far outdoes 
our own heightened the mystery of the proceedings. She worked diligently among t he 
roses for several minutes, popping each petal carefully into a basket she had slung 
over her left arm. As she worked, the sun caught her glasses, which glinted mischiev
ously in the bright sunlight. The sun, of course ! Poor Grandma had been working in 
the garden in the sun, practically all morning. I was about to run down the path to 
help her, when she, apparently finished in our bed, jumped nimbly back onto the path, 
and surveyed her "loot" critically. 

Suddenly the beautiful velvety red petals of t he roses of Mr . Hardley, our neigh
bour on the other side, caught her eye. Again sneaking cunning glances about her, 
she stalked across the lawn. I gasped in hor ror ; our rose petals were one thing, but 
Mr. Hardley's carefully tended prize rose-petals were cer tainly anot her, even though 
some did hang precariously over the fence . I jumped up quickly, but again something 
diverted my actions. The sound of my mother's car was heard coming up the street, 
and, as though she had never been there, Grandma whisked across the lawn and out 
of sight . 

I rubbed my eyes. Had I imagined the whole episode? I was not left time to 
ponder upon t he subject for there were cries from my mother to help bring in t he 
groceries from the car. I though t it best not to mention the incident, in case I should 
alarm my mother unnecessarily, but to invest igate the matter myself. 

Five minutes later, I tapped on Grandma's door and, in a shrill voice, she bade 
me enter. As soon as I walked into the kitchen, the anxious expression on her face 
vanished, and, after a brief greeting, she turned and continued stirring the con tents 
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in the pot. I craned to see what was in there, but had no success until my mother 
called, and Grandma rushed to the window to talk to her. Now was my chance! I 
stalked to the stove and glanced into the pot. To my horror I saw that Grandma had 
put the rose petals in water and was cooking them over the stove. She turned from 
the window and saw me peering incredulously into the pot. 

"Dear, your mother says that she wants you to run up to the shop for something 
she forgot." Grandma, smiling broadly, repeated my mother's message quickly, then 
bustled me out of the room before I had an opportunity to ask my questions. 

I had no other chance of solving the problem until later that night, in the middle 
of tea. Grandma appeared at the door, looking quite jubilant and bursting with ex
citement. She had a small bottle of ghastly pink fluid , that she placed proudly in the 
centre of the table. 

"Surprise! I made it today, myself," she ejaculated. "Rose petal jam! I got the 
recipe at the scrabble game last night." 

Everybody gulped. However, my mother had ceased to be amazed at my grand
mother's activities, eEpecially since last week, when, at the age of sixty-nine, she 
had started to take yoga lessons. So, making the necessary remarks, my mother 
spread some of the pink, sticky mess on a piece of bread and butter, and gave it to my 
father to try. A ghastly look crossed his face as he swallowed the first mouthful, but 
he bravely blurted, in a choking voice, "Wonderful; such an unusual taste!" 

That did it! Grandma, in raptures, produced several bottles of the sickly pink 
stuff and bestowed them upon my mother. 

"I do feel that you ought to have some, dear, because, after all, I did borrow 
some of your petals." 

My mother nodded gravely. 
We still have the bottles in the refrigerator, untouched, but nobody has the heart 

to throw them away. 

The Hunters 
The hunters are coming, 
The hunters are coming, 
The fox is running, 
The fox is running, 
The hounds tracked a trail 
But all they found was, a big brown snail, 
"Tricked! Tricked! Ah-ha," laughed the fox, 
You might do better at pick-a-box. 

N. PORTER, IV M 

The puzzled hounds turned round with a bound, 
And chased the rascally fox. 
They caught him at last after running fast 
Over hills and valleys and streams, 
With men on their horses and dogs in their teams 
They caught him at last, at last. 

Describing Cats 
Cats are as beautiful as can be, 
Look at a picture and you will see, 
Some are lean, 
With eyes so green, 
Some are fat, 
With short legs at that, 
Kittens and cats are loving and true, 
Some have eyes of Azure blue, 

E. LETHAM (Grade VI). 

Some are gentle and sweet and naughty, 
And others are tricky and proud and haughty. 
Some are deft and cunning and slick, 
While others are lazy and not so quick. 

REBECCA PRENTICE (Grade V VI Special). 
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Extracts from the Diary of a "Nobody" 
May 1st (Friday) 

My first entry in the diary. I don't really know why I am writing in it because it 
takes up my time, but Auntie Margaret gave it to me for my birthday which is to
morrow so I thought I had better use it just out of politeness. I went to school today 
and we had inspectors there so we had to put on our best behaviour. My work was 
the same as everybody else's so he didn't comment on it. I washed my hair after 
school and sat in the sun and dried it. Since there is no school tomorrow I watched 
telly till quite late. 
May 2nd (Sa.turday) 

My birthday is today and I am thirteen. I got a watch from Mum and Dad and 
a few other perfume-type presents. All of my class seemed to have got watches for 
~heir thirteenth birthdays except Estelle, who got a beauty case, but then her father 
IS the Mayor. I helped Mum in the morning and watched telly in the afternoon, and 
then as a celebration Gran and Pop, Uncle Jim and Auntie AI and Pat and Graeme 
came over to tea and we talked and watched telly till quite late. 
May 3rd (Su nday) 

We got up rather late this morning and Dad did some gardening and Mum cooked 
for Sunday night's tea. I played football on the lawn with the boys because Jane 
plays with her brothers, so I thought I would too. We watched telly, at night, till 
quite late. 
May 5th (Tuesday) 

When we got to school yesterday there was a new teacher for our class because 
our other one was away at a conference. The new one is nice and young and he smiled 
at me in Maths. I think he's wonderful and I think he likes me. I think that if I do 
extra work he might notice me more, and oh, I wish he would! I did extra work so 
I stayed up till quite late. 
May 6th (VVednesday) 

. He didn't take any notice of me; in fact, he ignored me completely, even though 
I did try hard; in fact he ignored me completely and only talked to Estelle. I didn't 
eat any tea and Mum wanted to know why, but I couldn't tell her because she would 
laugh at me. I feel awfully depressed and I haven't done my homework. I stayed up 
thinking about him till quite late. 
May 7th (Thursday) 

The old teacher is back again and lessons are just the same as usual and I am 
still in the same position in class. Lots of other girls haven't done their homework 
because they were sad at his leaving. I don' t suppose I had much of a chance of his 
noticing. me when we were all trying to impress him at the same time. I ate all my 
tea tomght and Mum asked if I was feeling better. I've also done my homework 
which kept me up till quite late. ' 
May 8th (Friday) 

~ch_ool w~s the ~ame as usual and I washed my hair in the afternoon. Mum says 
~hat It IS gettmg a bit long so I will cut it soon. I watched telly tonight because there 
Is no school tomorrow, and stayed up till quite late. 

SUE BROAD, S.-L. L . 

The East 
The sweet, sickly scent of all sacred and revered, 
The temples of Buddha, ancient and feared, 
Spirits and Ravens, 
Death and Life ; 
The life of a people, old and severed 
From a Western world. 

The hot heat of noon, fearsome and pale, 
The squat of the hopeless, sullen and pale, 
Spirits and Ravens, 
Death and Life; 
The death of a child, and the pathetic wail 
From an Eastern world. 

ELIZABETH GENTLE, Ill J 
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The Wind, the Rain and the Sun 
Upon the clifftop the man stands bareheaded in the storm, gradually becoming 

drenched by the steady, soaking rain. He looks very small and alone, that man, 
surrounded and confronted as he is, by the might and fury of the elements, yet 
somehow his tiny, insignificant figure seems almost gallant. 

Below him, hundreds of feet below him, the all-powerful ocean is waging its 
everlasting battle with the stolid cliffs. Grey and furious, it sends its army of 
countless foaming flecked waves charging into suicidal combat with the passive, 
ugly cliffs. 

The stunted, warped trees struggle to maintain their precarious hold on life 
upon a clifftop. The wind alternately roars and moans through their almost leafless 
branches and gallops frantically about their trunks, trying to coax the desperately
clutching roots to submit, and release their grasp. 

The man's wet coat flaps about his legs; his hair is blown back from his damp 
face and tousled by the wind's strong fingers as he turns from the ocean's battle to 
witness that of the Earth. The track leading inland from the cliffs is muddy and 
the man's shoes slip and slide as he makes his way slowly along it, buffeted by wind 
and stung by rain. 

About two hundred yards from the edge of the cliff stands an ancient house, now 
empty and almost in ruins. The wind noisily flaps a loose sheet of tin on its roof, and 
the chimney lurches and creaks. A huge pine tree stands next to the house, its 
topmost boughs completely bare of foliage. It bends, groaning, before the fury of 
the wind. The ground in front of the house is covered by a thick mat of pine-needles, 
which are damp underfoot as the man hurries over them, anxious to be gone from 
this desolate place. The sightless eyes of the lonely house stare fixedly after him as 
he disappears around a corner in the track. 

As he rounds the corner the wind hits him full in the face; he leans against it 
and plods painfully forward . The track widens a little and becomes a gravelled 
road, leading between fields of young wheat. The rain has washed the soil away 
from the roots of many of the young plants, and some have floated away in the 
rivulets of water which criss-cross the fields. Those remaining have had their shoots 
beaten down by the wind and rain, and the fresh green leaves are bruised and 
splattered with mud. 

An isolated clump of trees in the middle of one field looks like an island in a 
muddy river. Several cows stand miserably, a few yards from the fence, their heads 
low and their backs to the rain. They do not even look up as the man stumbles 
wearily past, do not seem to hear his laboured breathing as he leans heavily against 
one of the fence-posts near them. But the wind is howling and the rain is heavy. 

The surfaces of the puddles on the road are continually rippled by the wind and 
spattered by large drops of rain. Heedlessly the man splashes through them drenching 
anew the legs of his trousers and filling his shoes with water. 

The wind is merciless, the rain relentless; cruel allies, they work fiendishly 
together, slapping the man's face, stinging his eyes, slowing him down almost to a 
standstill. Finally his feeble struggles to progress further against such opposition, 
cease altogether. Exhausted, he sinks down in the cold, wet grass by the roadside 
and leans his aching back against a fence-post. Still the rain beats down on his 
uncovered head, and the wind shoves roughly against him, but he sits passively and 
motionlessly, his head lolling back against the post, his eyelids closed over his stinging, 
bloodshot eyes. 

Even yet, his mind wanders dazedly through a maze of wet windy passages, 
striving tiredly to find a place of rest. But eventually realisation reaches it that the 
body of the man has ceased to struggle, so it, too, admits defeat and retires, crushed 
into peaceful oblivion. 

The man remains inert for long hours, while the storm rages on, the wind and 
rain seeming to exult in their victory over the stubborn, if puny man. At length, 
however, the rain abates and the wind drops, as if satisfied that they cannot bring 
the man to grovel any lower before them than he has already done. The grey clouds 
roll grumbling away, the wind gradually dies down to a mere breeze, and the sun 
comes smiling through. 
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The ocean at the cliff-base makes a wary truce with the cliffs and withdraws its 
army of angry grey combers in favour of a procession of gentle wavelets, lapping 
almost ingratiatingly at the feet of the rocks. Farther inland, the deserted house is 
beginning to dry out, although the leaking gutter still spits water to the ground at 
intervals. The pine tree is standing proudly upright once again. The mud on the 
track is caking over and the pine needles look a little crisper. There is devastation 
in the fields of young wheat, however, which the sunshine can do little to improve, 
but a few of the plants are still rooted and will survive. The cows come out of their 
apparent trances, and move about in the sun's strong warmth, trying to bring some 
feeling back into their numbed limbs. The puddles on the road begin to evaporate 
and the gravel dries patchily, leaving lumps of dampish orange clay in the lower
lying parts. 

The sky is a fresh-laundered cornflower blue, in which the warm, friendly sun 
reigns supreme. He beams benevolently on the Earth below him and make·s the ocean 
wink and sparkle gaily. His rays of heat help the battered half-drowned shoots of 
wheat to their feet, and comfort and warm the cold cattle. 

A small boy astride a huge old draught horse jogs along the road. The lad 
whistles shrilly, trying to attract the attention of his dog which is sniffing at something 
lying by the roadside- a dark figure starkly outlined against the bright green of 
the grass on which it lies. As the old horse shambles closer, the dog begins to bark 
frantically and to run back and forth in a frenzy. Sudden realisation come-s to the 
boy and his whistle dies shakily away into nothing. Terrified, he pulls the horse 
roughly around and urges it into a jolting trot towards home. Some gravel flies up 
from the hoofs of the startled horse, to spatter across the expressionless face of the 
dead man, and steam rises slowly from his damp clothes, into the clear, still air of 
the spring day. 

C. RU'ITER, Leaving P . 

Why I Like the Human Race 
For many thousands of years I have observed the human race from my planet

an occupation which has afforded me much pleasure, and filled my spare time. These 
creatures are the quaintest, most whimsical little freaks imaginable, with their 
idiosyncrasies, their original customs and endearing ways. 

They have a curious habit of making comicaJ gestures with their upper 
extremities- when they meet, they pump them up and down; when they part, they 
flap them enthusiastically; when pleased, they bang them together; when sad, they 
make them into little knobs, which they try to rub into their eyes. 

Human·s have an enchanting sense of the ridiculous, and have always indulged in 
little pranks, getting their fellow creatures into undignified positions. They certainly 
have a sense of fun! They suspend their friends by the neck from ropes, or by the 
thumbs from screws; they charge them with electricity- in the good old days they 
used to attach them to upright pieces of wood, which they would then ignite. Just of 
late, they have taken up the practice of collapsing cities in 30 minutes by dropping 
explosives on them- but then, of course, they have always been born practical-jokers. 

They love and cherish the sick and the old- in fact there was a time when they 
used to preserve bodies after death by wrapping them in bandages- the funny, 
sentimental little things! These days, however, they keep the old alive at all costs, 
and when they are no longer useful, they entrust them to the care of charitable 
institutions such as homes for the aged, symphony orchestras and Parliament. If there 
seem to be a lack of space for the old, infirm ones, why, they pack off to war 
all the youngest, strongest and fittest, and have them exterminated. Then, there is 
plenty of room for everybody. 

So they continue, generation after generation living in their quaint lovable 
tradition- a source of never-ending delight. That is why I love the human race. 

M.V.H., VP. 
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Shangri-La 
The sun shot up and crossed the sky, 
Singed the clouds as it hastened by, 
Burnt the winds and then slipped down 
And lights flickered on all over the town. 
"Come" I called and snatched a light, 
And swiftly we two stepped into the night; 
Down through the graveyard stark and dead, 
Down through that soulless land we fled; 
Over the meadows, crunched cold with the frost, 
Over farm roofs, not one moment lost-
The new moon shone sightless on Peter and me 
As we bounded and bounced 'cross the hills to the sea. 
The eagles dropped down from the black velvet sky 
And we flew with the nobles, Peter and l -
And the magic night breezes blew fresh from the sea, 
Telling stories of strangeness to Peter and me. 
We lighted in tree huts to hear the elves sing, 
Their music and laughter made heart and soul ring. 
We searched the Grey Havens in the place where they lay 
And we danced into boats and sailed away. 
We laughed and we wept, we played and we sang, 
We told stories and frolicked 'til all the world rang
Then together we turned our faces to town. 
We leapt over hill s, on to clouds, up and down, 
And when Peter and I slipped back into bed, 
"I think we'll stay children forever," I said. 

ANN BROOI<e'S 
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P .A., VL. 

The Torpedo 
On a moonlight night when the oe:ean was calm two men were talking on the 

deck of the merchant ship "Arlina" . 
"We've been lucky not sighting an enemy ship for two days", said Pete the 

engineer. 
"It must have been a sight to watch the cook's eggs, saucepans and frying pans 

fly everywhere when we fired our guns last, so I hope we don't have to do it again", 
replied the amused captain. 

Pete laughed, "Every time I hear that story I laugh till I feel I will burst." 
The tone of his voice changed suddenly. 

"What's breaking the surface of the water?" 
"It's a torpedo", replied the stunned captain. 
Both stood breathless as the small dark shape moved towards the ship; then, 

just at the last moment, the shape turned over in the air and went back the way 
it came. 

It was a porpoise. Pete and the captain rocked with laughter: they could see 
the funny side now. 

JANET HICKSON (Grade VII). 

They've Left 
None of his native people here, 
Or pubs with white men's beer. 
For the sun has a way to turn 
Their backs, to learn 
A new and different trade, 
Where the white men are made 
To learn to count to two, 
Or sixty if the white men knew
None of them throw a spear. 

But teach them about some new and fancy rules, 
They're meant to learn at schools. 
They also learn to write, 
And in an army fight. 
And teach them how to read, 
And manners in how to feed. 
And soon they'll have fancy names, 
Like Bill and Jack and James. 
And later they'll forget the outback, 
And how to follow a wombat's track. 

Only a memory remains, 
Now on the lonely hunting plains. 
A memory long gone by, 
Of aborigines beneath the outback's sky. 
How many will return again, 
And follow the water lane? 
In hope to find a kangaroo, 
And rabbits, dingoes, lizards too. 
How many, I wonder will come back, 
And follow once again the kangaroo's track? 

PAULINE SWAN (Grade VIIJ. 

Macbeth 
"After the murder of Duncan, Lady Macbeth had to hurry her husband out of his 

trance and into his nightclothes." 
A trance was a medieval garment worn when stealthily murdering kings. 
Macbeth on the surface was a man of courage; on his underneath he was a weak 

character. 

51 



Is There an Australian Accent? 
This is a question that could be asked only by an Australian. He knows, of 

course, that people from other countries have accents: he is reminded of that every 
day, from hearing the conversations of "migrants", on the bus, on the train, in the 
street, or even at his work. There are those who speak a little more slowly and 
sound some of their vowels differently. They are the "Poms", whether they come 
from England, Scotland, Ireland, Wales or South Africa; they all sound the same 
to him. There are the broad, drawn-out accents of the "Yanks", "plenty of them 
around these days too". Then there are the "Italianos", who include Italians, Greeks 
and other olive-skinned races. He knows that all these people have accents, and 
he knows they are all different. It occurs to him sometimes too, that because he 
can tell whether a person is Australian-born or a migrant, perhaps it is true that 
Australians also have an accent, but then everyone would have an accent of some 
kind, and how could that be? Then there would be no correct way of speaking. 
There must be some country that speaks without an accent. It can't be England, 
because the English speak so "funny" and besides, everyone knows that there are 
hundreds of accents in England even though the country is small enough to fit on 
a pin head. But it can't be the United States or Canada. They pronounce many of 
their vowel sounds incorrectly, and they can't even say "Z". And it can't be any ·other 
country, because they don't even speak English. The Australian knows that his 
country is a young one, that her language was brought out with the first settlers 
from Great Britain but don't Australians speak the language just as it is spelt? 
He knows that he does anyway. To him 'a' is 'a' not 'ar' or 'ai' or 'au'; 'o' is 'o' not 
'ow' or 'oo'. 

His cobbers all speak the same way as he does and he never has any difficulty 
understanding them. But hang on a minute, maybe all Australians don't speak the 
same way. There's that woman, Mrs. Claude-Hobson next door, who went to 
Sydney last Christmas. It's all her fault that his wife keeps complaining about how 
her husband never takes her anywhere. He takes her to the football every Saturday, 
doesn't he? Mrs. Claude-Hobson, who only travelled third class anyway, reckons 
that the Sydney people talk differently. Ever since she came back she's been 
talking about "darnces" and how she would like to go to "Frarnce". Then there's 
the boy over the road who started University last year, and now talks through his 
nose like one of those professors or scientists. Not that he hears him talking much 
any more, although he was always getting in his way a few years ago. The doctor 
talks differently too. Sort of a mixture of English and Australian, and there are 
other people who talk like that, but anyway, even if there is no real Australian 
accent, the Australian is bloody sure he talks right. 

HILARY SHARP, Leaving P . 

Wldte Horses 
Riding the waves the White Horses came, 
Gracefully gliding through the rain, 
Holding their heads high in the air 
Showing their manes everywhere, 
Crashing down upon rock or plain, 
Letting out spray again and again, 
Then suddenly quite suddenly, 
It all became quite still, 
The rushing water calmed again
Beneath the wide ridged hill, 
And then it all began again 
Those white manes flying high, 
And 'neath the worn old cliff face, 
Those waters always lie. 

JANE BLANCKENSEE (Grade VI) . 
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How a Television Script is Born 
Whenever we see one of those hour-long TV dramas, we should be thankful 

that t here is a place where people can see the works of talented American writers 
performed as they were written. I have often wondered what happens to a TV 
script once the writer "turns it in". I imagine a play to develop in the following 
manner. 

H ere is the original script as it was first written by the author who has included 
his personal comments:-

Author: In this play, I show how it is possible for a boy to have all the benefits 
of a good home and still feel unwanted. The first scene shows how Sidney's father, 
a judge, is too involved in courtroom work to pay attention to his son. 

Scene I: In loungeroom cf Sidney's house. 

Sidney: Johnny's coming by, Dad! Is it okay if we go for a ride in the car? 
Sidney's Father: Do what you like, Sidney ! 
Sidney's Mother: Don't bother your father when he is working on his courtroom 

cases! 
End of Scene I. 

Author: This next scene shows Sidney's feelings toward his father ... his resent
ment at being ignored. The lack of companionship between fa ther and son is really 
what drives Sidney into seeking the friendship of a mixed-up boy like Johnny. 

Scene 11 :' Outside J ohnny's house in the poorer part of town. 
Johnny: Did your old man say we could use his car, Sid? 
Sidney: Sure, he's too busy to care what I do! 
Johnny: Then let's go! I know a great stretch where we can really open 'er 

up, man! 
End of Scene II. 

Author: Goaded by Johnny, Sidney drives wildly through town until he accident
ally strikes down a dog. He is immediately sorry for what he has done but lacks 
the moral fibre to stop and face the dog's owner, so he speeds away from the scene. 
Scene Ill: The car containing Sidney and Jolmny, speeding away from a man on 

the road, who is angrily shaking· his fist at the retreating car. 

Johnny: Let's go, man! Let's get out of here ! 
Man: They killed my dog! But I'll track them down! I got the licence number 

of that Cadillac! 
End of Scene Ill. 

Author: The scene depicts Sidney's moment of manhood. We see that he is basically 
a responsible person when he confesses what has happened to the judge. We also 
see the judge's moment of truth when he realises his own failings as a father. 

Scene IV: Back in Sidney's loungeroom. 

Sidney: ... I got scared and drove away! But I had to tell you. 
Sidney's Father: My own son a hit and run driver! It's my fault! I was always 

too busy! 
Sidney's Mother: The owner of the dog is at the door! 

End of Scene IV. 

Author: Confronted by the dog's owner, the judge faces a difficult decision. As a 
father he is guilty of neglecting his son. But as a judge, he must be impartial. He 
decides therefore to bring the actions of his son (and himself) to trial. 

Scene V: Sidney's loungeroom. 
Sidney: Yes, I did it, and I'm sorry! I'm ... (sob) .. . sorry ... (he is comforted 

by his mother). 
Dog Owner: He was all I had. But I can see you really are sorry, so I'll drop 

the charges! 
Sidney's Father: No, I can't let you do t hat. Son or no son he's got to pay the 

penalty! We've both got to pay! 
THE END. 

53 



From the author the script goes to the script editor of the programme who 
makes t he following changes and comments:-

Script Editor: This is a fine script. Let's not touch a thing! Except ... how 
many boys have fathers who are judges? One out of 5,000? That's why I've made 
the old man a professional golfer. My old man was a professional golfer, and he 
ignored me. 

Scene 1: Sidney's loungeroom. 

Sidney: May I go ou t with John tonight, Dad? We are going to strip down a 
car engine! 

Sidney's Father: Sure, sure, only don't interrupt when I'm putting! 
Sidney's Mother : Have fun, dear! 

End of Scene I. 

Script Editor: Nothing to be changed here except I don't feel we should 
sympathise with the boy too much. So I've made him a mechanical genius, an 
egghead. That way it really isn't so much the old man's fault. I know, I've got 
an egghead for a son. 

Scene 11: Outside Sidney's house. 

John: I s it okay for you to go out, Sid? 
Sid: Sure! He's too involved in his golf to care what I do! 
John: Swell, I've spotted a keen Jag we can strip down. 

End of Scene II. 

Script Editor: Note, I've changed t he Cadillac to a Jaguar here. I own a Jag 
myself and I know how keen they are. Also note that I've eliminated the dog 
killing. Those R.S.P.C.A. phone calls can be murder so why go looking for trouble? 

scene 111: Outside a private garage. J olm and Sid are fleeing on foot down the road 
with a ngry car owner shalting his fist at them. 

Sid: Too bad the owner had to show up before we got it back together! 
Car Owner : I'll track down those boys! One of them left his wrench . . . ! 

End of Scene III. 

Scene IV: Back in Sid's loungeroom. 
Script Editor: This scene is okay, except, it misses the boat. Sidney's father is 

not upset; in fact he is sort of pleased to find his kid is human and is not so perfect. 
After all that's the way I'd act if it happened to that smart alec kind of mine. 

Sid: ... and I got scared and ran away! But I felt I had to tell you! 
Sid's Father: So you got caught stripping a Jaguar eh! Heh-heh! Well, boys will 

be boys! 
Sid's Mothet·: The owner of the car is at the door! 

End of Scene IV. 

Scene V: At the front door. 

Script Editor: This scene lacked warmth, so I've fixed it. By offering to buy 
Sidney his own Jaguar, the old man turns out to be a swell guy, and everybody is 
happy which always makes a good ending. I know it's the kind of ending my family 
would like. 

Sid: Yes sir, it was I who did it and I'm sorry! 
Sid's Father: This cheque should cover the damages. As for you, Sidney ... I've 

decided to buy you your own Jaguar . 
car owner: I see you play golf! Why not join my foursome next week at the 

Country Club? 
THE END. 

From Script Editor the play then goes to the Sponsor who has his own thoughts 
and makes these changes:-

Sponsor: Scriptwise this play is great. But I was just a little bothered by the 
father so I've eliminated him. This is a fine play. However, may I remind you that 
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it is sponsored by Rice Crackle Breadcrumbs and since Rice Crackle Breadcrumbs are 
used by women, I've made the central character a girl, naming her Maxine, after 
my daughter. 

Scene I: Maxine and her mother in the sitting room. Maxine is lounging on a couch. 
Maxine: Ma, I'm going to the Rock 'n Roll Show with Gladys. 
Maxine's Mother: A girl your age should be thinking of marriage instead of 

Rock 'n Roll. 
Sponsor: Note my new emphasis on Rock 'n Roll. I think this is important for 

product exposure. Teenagers are potential Breadcrumb buyers, so if we tie the two 
together in their minds, they'll buy Rice Crackle Breadcrumbs when they grow up! 

Scene 11: Outside Maxine's house. 
Gladys: Ready to go, Maxine? 
Maxine: Ready. Hope we can get in! 
Gladys: Bring your autograph book. We'll wait at the stage door for Jerry Lee 

Lummox's personal autograph ! 
End of Scene II. 

Sponsor: This new backstage scene gives all the viewers a chance to see Elvis 
Presley, my daughter's favourite entertainer, who, I suggest, be cast as the singer so 
my daughter can get to meet him. 

Scene Ill: Backstage. Last few girls are leaving through the exit just before Jerry 
Lee Lummox, the singer, comes out from his dressing room. 

Crowd of Girls: Wasn't he divine! Wasn't he cool and crazy! 
Singer: Hey, some girl dropped her autograph book. Maybe her name is inside 

and I can track her down! 
End of Scene III. 

Scene IV: Back at Ma.xine's house, in the kitchen. 
Sponsor: I've tinkered here. By having the girl cry we give the mother a 

chance to do something else while she comforts her, like opening a box of Rice Crackle 
Breadcrumbs Mix. Note the close-ups I have indicated, shooting past the Breadcrumb 
box. 

Maxine's Mother: Will you stop crying over losing a silly autograph book and 
start thinking about getting married! 

Maxine: I can't, Jerry Lee Lummox is my whole life! 
Maxine's Mother: Someone's at door! Stop snivelling and see who it is. 

End of Scene IV. 

Scene V: Still in the kitchen. 

Sponsor: The last scene has everything now. It brings the boy and girl together; 
it gives Elvis a chance to sing another song and mainly it gives the mother more 
time to show off some of her tasty looking Rice Crackle Breadcrumb Recipes. 

Ma.xine: It's you! It's really you! 
Singer: I found your ... -say, you're pretty cute! 
Maxine's Mother: Such a nice young man. You must stay for dinner and have 

some of my Rice Crackle Bread crumb Pizza! 
THE END. 

From the sponsor the script is then sent to a Network Vice-President who put s 
the finishing touches on this final version:-

Vice-President: Great script. Wouldn't want to touch it but I do think that 
having a mother nag an unmarried daughter might offend spinster TV fans. So I've 
made it into a stepmother-stepdaughter relationship and I've added a few stepsisters. 

Scene 1: In the stepmother's loungeroom. 

Stepmother: Hurry up and help your sisters dress for the Ball! 
Stepdaughter: I'm hurrying as fast as I can Stepmother! 

End of Scene I. 
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Vice-President: Since Rock 'n Roll might offend parents I've changed the stage 
show to a fancy costume ball. By replacing the girlfriend with a Godmother we 
add family interest. 

Scene 11: In stepdaughter's bedroom. 

Godmother: Why are you so sad my dear? 
Stepdaughter: Oh, Godmother, I wish I could go to the Ball! 
Godmother: Is that all? We'll soon fix that. 

End of Scene II. 

Scene Ill: Outside the Dance Hall. 
Vice-President: I don't mean to be difficult, but an autograph book doesn't make 

much sense at a Costume Ball. I changed it so she loses her slipper instead and 
having the girl (I've named her Cindy) due home by midnight injects some needed 
suspense. 

Cindy: The clock tolls midnight; I must leave; I must ... 
Prince: That girl! How will I ever find her again? Ah, she dropped her slipper! 

End of Scene III. 

Scene IV: Back in the stepmother's kitchen. 
Vice-President: Since this is a touchy script let's avoid all objections by changing 

the time to the Middle Ages and forgetting the sponsor's plugs. 
First Stepsister: . . . and the Prince is searching for the girl who dropped the 

slipper! He wants to marry her! 
Second Stepsister: Don't just sit there, Cindy! Answer the door! It must be 

the PRINCE! 
End of Scene IV. 

Scene V: Still in the kitchen. 
Vice-President: A few minor alterations in plot, characterisation and dialogue 

and the show wraps up just beautifully. The critics should love it. This is the kind 
of fresh new writing TV needs. The author should be encouraged to do more for us. 

Prince: The slipper fits! I've found you at last! Marry me! I love you! 
Cindy: I love you, too! 

THE END. 
JUDY LANYON, V Q. 

Beech For e st 
I went to Beech Forest in Victoria when we went overland in a caravan. We 

left the caravan at Colac and went through Beech Forest to Apollo Bay. Beech 
Forest is very misty and also very wet. The ferns and trees in the gullies were hung 
with dew and mist and the atmosphere was cold and damp. Tree ferns grew every
where and even though it was January it almost seemed as if snow would fall. 
There were a lot of very steep hills covered in mist and the deep gullies had small 
streams trickling at the bottom with steep hills on either side. Beech Forest is a 
place I'd like to visit again, since I enjoyed our visit very much. 

HEATHER BOTT (Grade VII). 

My Littl e Dog 
I have a little dog who is very fond of me. 
When I come home from school he jumps upon my knee. 
He has long ears and his name is Chips, 
And when I take away his bone he gives me little nips. 
He waits and barks until I come and take him for his walk. 
He barks and barks because you know he really can not talk. 

JOSEPHINE EDMUNDS, 8 years (Grade II and I!I) . 
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B e ing Without Money 
Lord, I am rich. I am richer than a millionaire, a billionaire; I am richer by far 

than these- for I have-! have a flower in my garden, a cat with six-inch-long 
whiskers, a dog with many fleas, and a grapevine of fermented bunche'S buzzing with 
bees. I have ant-lions beneath my trees and also I have a bird. I have weeds in my 
roses, and perfume from my roses. I have a river to walk by and dead fish to see there. 

There are snails in the early morning, and moth'S at night for me. The sun to 
shed light, and the moon shines bright for me. I have a heart to be broken, and a 
soul to guide me, and prickles to annoy me when I walk in the grass. There are col
oured leaves to crash through on the path by the lemon tree, and fallen blossoms turn
ing brown on the track by the boulders. Apples on a tree to pluck a·s I amble by, a 
waterfall to sit under and big, warm rocks to lie on; dust to raise from the sand, and 
a beetle on a stick. 

The blue ocean is mine and the weeds and the brine it leaves on the shore. I 
have the foam and the bubbles to jump on, the sandhills to run in, and a crab to tickle. 
I have the rain to stand in when there's a dark sky above me. I have a tadpole, a blue 
leaf- and God to love me. 

Living .. 
Smoke . .. 
Old stone walls leaning, pressing in . . . close. 
Darkness ... smudged by the flickering candles; 
Wax dripping slowly down glass bottles. 
Tables ... chairs . . . people . . . 

MAREEA SIDES, IV M 

' . 

All packed, crammed into the walls of the tiny cellar .. . close. 
A guitar ... a voice ... wedded in "Blues" ... 
Low ... growling, 
Penetrating the gloom ... 
Filling the smoky, crowd-saturated dimness ... 
Seeking; searching the souls of the uplifted faces 
Whose features are only shadows, crowded shadoW'S in the candlelight .. . close. 
The smell of coffee ... black. 
Cigarettes .. . glowing pin-points in the darkne'Ss. 
Eyes ... thoughtful, dreaming ... shining . 
Feelings ... alive, real .. . yet veiled, secret ... 
Your own in the darkness .. . close. 

Living . . . ! 
MARGARET ROBERTSON, III J 

Who Stole the Bun 
Who stole the bun, 
Not I said the cat, 
For I was here on the mat. 
Not I said the pup, 
For I wasn't up. 
Not I said the horse, 
Though I would like it of course. 
Not I said the goat, 
It would stick in my throat. 
I think it was Joe 
For I saw him go, 
Shot like an arrow 
From a bow. 

MARJORIE WILSON (Grade V). 

Apologies: Because of the Jubilee Supplement, Junior School Notes have had to 
be omitted, but their original contributions are included among those of the Senior 
School. 
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Sports Notes 

Swimming 

The Inter-House Swimming Sports were held at Beatty P ark Aquatic Centre on 
the morning of Tuesday, February 23. Eight individual records were set and three 
previous records broken. These were: 

Under 14 Freestyle-A. Howson. Time: 33.4 secs. 

Under 16 Breaststroke- S. Howson. Time : 40.9 secs. 

Senior Freestyle Relay- McNeil. Time: 2 mins. 25.3 secs. 

The House placings were: Stewart, McNeil, F erguson and Carmichael. 

The order of the placings of the Junior School Sports held on Friday, F ebruary 26 
in our own pool were: Ferguson, Carmichael, McNeil and Stewart. The combined 
results did not change the orders of the Houses: 

1. Stewart- 542 points. 
2. McNeil---454 points. 

Senior- M. Beavis. 
Under 16- S. Howson. 
Under 15- D. Jackson. 

CHAMPIONS 

3. 
4. 

Ferguson---43H points. 
Carmichael-400~ points. 

Under 14- J. Davies. 
Under 13- P. Cummins. 

We would like to congratulate Stewart and all age-group champions on their 
performances, and we extend our thanks to Mrs. McNamara, Mrs. Dale and Mrs. 
Smith for their patient training of the swimmers. 
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Life-Saving 
This year the State Lifesaving Carnival was held on Saturday, 3rd April, at Beatty 

Park. It was a very successful day for P .L.C., with every team reaching the finals. 
t he senior team won the blue ribbon event, the Madame de Mouncey Trophy; the 
open freestyle relay was also won by P .L.C. 

Congratulations to all girls in t he teams, which were as follows:-

Mme. cle Mouncey Trophy: J. Simpson , S. H owson, M. Knox, M. Beavis, D. H ines 
(res.) . 

Mcl{ellar Hall Cup: S. Ctercteko, J. Simpson, M. Knox, M. Beavis, S. H owson 
(res.). 

Halliday Shield (U. 16): P. T omlinson, J. Courtney, J. Donaldson, J. Elliot, D. 
Jack son (res.J. 

Bader Memorial Cup (U. 15): J . Levison, J . Davies, A. Howson, P . Cummins, D. 
Rees (res.) . 

Bunbury Cup (U. 14) : D. Rees, A . H owson , J . Davies, J. Levison, P. Cummins 
(res.). 

Anderson Cup (12 yrs.): M. Ctercteko, J. Derm er, P . H owie, J . Chellew, S. Hub
bard (res.). 

" ...... 

SWIMMING AND LIFE-SAVING TEAMS 

Back row (1. to r.l: H. Leys, S. Ctercteko, K. Townsend, N. Porter, M. Beavis (Captain), 
M. Knox, R. Naughton, A. Coates, S. Howson, W . Leach. 

Middle row: T. James, J. Donaldson, M. Morrison, J . Courtney, D. Jackson, P. Tomlinson, 
J . Elliott, A. Howson. 

Front row: D. Rees, P. Cummins, J. Davies, G. Chin, J. Levison, J. Young, M. Garland, 
L. Salomons. 

Absent: J . Simpson. 
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Mme. DE MOUNCEY TEAM 

L. to R.: J. Simpson, M. Knox, M. Beavis, S. Howson . 

Among the many girls who passed Lifesaving exams were three who gained the 
Distinction award. 

Eight girls took their Instructor's Certificate. They were helped by the mistresses 
to train the younger girls taking awards up to and including the Bronze Medallion . 

Many thanks to Mrs. McNamara, Mrs. Dale and Mrs. Smith, for giving up so 
much of their time to help us. 

Girls who passed awards are as follows: -

Distinction: Marney Craig, Elizabeth Lovell, Pauline Steel. 

Award of Merit: J . Forrester, S . Howson, R. Naughton, R. Parkinson, N. Porter, 
C. Temperly. 

Instructor's Certificate: C. Bardwell, G. Barnett, D. Hines, R. Kent, C. Rutter, 
G. Travers, D. Tyler, A. Young. 

Bronze Cross: D. Baird, J. Carr, J. Courtney, J. Crawley, K. Hyde, H . Newnham, 
C. Sinclair. 

Bronze Medallion: S. Abbotts, P. Anderson, A. Bell, J. Davies, J. Fuller, J. Holds
worth, A. Howson, C. Lapsley, D. Lamb, J. Levison, H . Roberts, J . Stewart, S. Walton, 
Y. Watson . 

Intermediate Star: B. Adams, R. Bedells, S. Bennison, E. Blanckensee, B. Cook, 
J. Cusack, R. Draper, C. Esslemont, S. Flavell, M. Forrester, D. Gomer, P. Herbert, 
D. Hinchliffe, K. Jamieson, G. Kitchen, L. Marshal!, H. Murray, J . Nott, L. Parkinson, 
J. Porter, H . Pugh, N. Richardson, J. Rowston, W. Samson, J . Sounness, P . Sounness, 
E. Taylor, K. Townsend. 

Proficiency: S. Swift, C. van Mens. 

Safe Swimmer: S. Hill. 

Lifesaving pockets were awarded to the following girls: 

Distinction: M. Craig, E. Lovell, P. Steel. 

Teams: J . Simpson, S. Howson, M. Knox, M. Beavis. 
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Tennis 

Much interest and enthusia·sm was given to tennis this year and steady improve
ment was made under the coaching of Mr. Marshall. In the interschool matches the 
Senior Team came third to M.L.C. and St. Hilda's, while the Junior Team tied on 
points with the above-mentioned schools second on game average. 

Several senior and junior teams were represented in the Slazenger Cup, Mursell 
and Herbert Edwards competitions. 

In Inter-House competitions the Senior Tennis was won by McNeil. 

At the end of first term the school championships were played. 
Results:-

Senior Singles: V. Webb-Ware defeated D. Allnutt, 6-2, 6-3. 
Junior Singles: L. Cooper defeated D. Plint, 8-6, 6-0. 

Senior Doubles: D. Allnutt and J. Officer, 3-6, 6-3, 6-4. 

Junior Doubles: R. Ferrero and L. Bowers, 2-6, 6-4, 9-7. 

TENNIS TEAM 
Back row Cl. to r.l: F. Maskiell, M. Knox, S. McCielland, S. Bunning . 

Front row: V. Webb-Ware, D. Allnutt (Captain), J. Officer, J . Plaisted . 
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SCilOOL TEAMS 
Senior Junior 

1. V . Webb-Ware 1. L. Cooper 
2. D. Allnutt (Capt.) 2. B. Black 
3. · J. Plaisted 3. D. Plint 
4. M. Knox 4. T. Ingleton (Capt.) 
5. J. Officer 5. J. Maguire 
6. S. Bunning 6. S. Jones 
7. F. Maskiell 7. L. Hadden 
8. S. McClelland 8. D. Smith 

Pocket colours were awarded to D. Allnutt and V. Webb-Ware. 

Basketball 

SENIOR "A" BASKETBALL TEAM 

L. to R. : S. Howson, J. Bowes, K. Edwards, D. Allnutt (V . Captain}, S. Cte rcte ko . 

Centre: D. Solomon (Captain}. Absent: J. Simpson. 
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The season began with several practice matches against St. Mary's to help select 
the team s. One round of Interschool matches was then played, followed by semi
finals, finals and grand-finals. 

This year, improvement was evident in all teams. This was shown by higher 
goal scores and more closely contested matches, and although three teams were 
eliminated from the semi-finals, the Junior "A" team went on t o play in the grand
final, and was unfortunate in losing to St. Hilda's in a very exciting match. 

Congratulations to St. Hilda's on winning the Senior "A" pennant. 
Many thanks must go to Mrs. Dale for her valuable assistance and enthusiasm. 

Also, Mrs. Symington must be thanked for her time and coaching. 
Teams were as follows:-

G.S. 
G.A. 
W .A. 
c. 
W.D. 
G.D. 
G.K. 

Senior "A" 

J . Bower 
D. Allnut t 
S . Ctercteko 
S. Howson 
D. Solomon (Capt.) 
K. Edwards 
J. Simpson 

Senior "B" 

G.S. 
G.A. 
W.A. 
c. 
W.D. 
G.D. 
G.K. 

Under-15 "A" 

L. Salomons 
T. Ingleton (Capt.) 
W. Naughton 
L. Cooper 
A. Howson 
C. Hanson 
M. Hunter 

Under-15 "B" 

G.S . D. Stewart G.S. M. McLarty 
G.A. D. Nankivell G.A. P. Sounness 
W.A. K. Chiew (Capt.) W.A. J. Benjamin 
C. V. Chester C. J. Sounness 
W.D. S. Goundrey W.D. K. Jamieson (Capt.) 
G.D. M. Knox G.D. J. Fuller 
G.K. H . Sounness G.K. D. Clarke 

P ocket colours were awarded to-D. Solomon, J. Simpson, K . Edwards, D. Allnutt. 
Congratulations! 

SENIOR " B" BASKETBALL TEAM 

Back row (1, to r.}: H. Sounness, K. Chiew (Captain}, D. N ankive ll, M. Knox. 

Front row : D. Stewart, V . Cheste r, S. Goundrey. 
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Hockey 

Again this year, with much hard work and enthusiasm, all the teams had a very 
successful hockey season. 

The Senior "A" t eam, after a very exciting match against M.L.C., had a 4-1 vic
tory in the grand final , so retaining the shield for the second year in succession. The 
Senior "B" also brought victory to the school in winning their respective competitions. 

Practice matches were arranged with the Dalkeith boys and, on several occasions, 
social matches were played against the P.L.C. Old Girls. 

In the Inter-House competition McNeil won the over-all competition , followed by 
Carmichael, Stewart and F erguson. 

The members of all teams would like to thank Mrs. McNamara, Mrs. Baird, Mrs. 
Smith and Mrs. Passmore for the interest, encouragement and patience they showed 
throughout t he season. 

SENIOR "A" HOCKEY TEAM 

L. to R.: P. House, J. Plaisted, P. Steel, K. Letchford, M. Beavis, D. Hines (Captain), J. Officer 
(V. Captain), V. Webb-Ware, J. Ma:zzucchelli, A . Ma:zzucchelli, L. Oates. 
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1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 
6. 

SENIOR " B" HOCKEY TEAM 
L. to R. : S. Sproule, J. Maguire, M. Dempster, M. Pederick, P. Temperley, D. Boyne, 

E. Dempster, H. Grant, A . Coates, D. Lukin. 
Centre: F. Maskiell (Captain). 

The final placings were:-

"A" 

P.L.C. 
M.L.C. 
St. Hilda's 
St. Mar y's 
P .C. 
Penrhos 

"B" 

P.L.C. 
M.L.C. 
St. Hilda's 
P .C. 
St. Mary's 

The senior teams were as follows:-

G. 
R.B. 
L.B. 
R.H. 
C.H. 
L.H. 
R.W. 
R.I . 
C. F . 
L.I. 
L.W. 

"A" Tean1 
P. House 
M. Beavis 
L. Oates 
P. Steel 
D. Hines (Capt. ) 
K. Letchford 
J. Mazzucchelli 
J . Plaisted 
A. Mazzucchelli 
V. Webb-Ware 
J. Officer 

-15 "A" 
M.L.C. 
P.L.C. 
St. Hilda's 
St. Mary's 
P.C. 
Penrhos 

G. 
"B" Tea1n 
D. Boyne 
M. Pederick 

-15 "B" 
M.L.C. 
P.L.C. 
St. Hilda's 
P.C. 

R.B. 
L.B. 
R.H. 
C. H. 
L.H. 
R.W . 
R.I . 
C.F . 
L.I. 
L.W. 

F. Maskiell (Capt.) 
P. Temperley 
J. Maguire 
H. Grant 
S. Sproule 
D. Lukin 
A. Coates 
M. Dempster 
E . Dempster 

P ocket colours were awarded to all mem bers of the "A" team . 
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Athleties 

t!' .JL--- 1- '1[ __ I ,' 

Inter-House Athleties 
As usual the Inter-House Athletic Sports provided an exciting day for both com

petitors and spectators. We were fortunate in having a fine, sunny day on Friday, 
September 17th, when both the Junior and Senior Sports were held. 

All Houses provided close competition but Stewart ran out victors by a narrow 
margin of 3 points from Ferguson, followed by Carmichael and McNeiL 

In the Junior School Sports, however, the result was different with Carmichael 
the winners, but this did not alter the final placings of the Houses. 

The final points were:-
Stew art 
Ferguson 
Carmichael 
McNeil 

750 points 
733.5 

680 
450.5 

All our training seemed to pay dividends a·s 22 records were broken and 5 
equalled. 

Congratulations to the four champions who were- Senior : Jenny Simpson; under 
16: Elizabeth Paterson; under 15: Pat Hines ; under 14, Lynette Cooper. 

lntersehool Athleties 
Dcminance in the under 15 section played a major part in the victory of the 

P .L.C. team at the third annual Interschool Athletic Meeting at Perry Lakes Stadium 
on Saturday, September 25th. 

P.L.C. won 9 of the 12 events in the under 15 section and won 21 of the 50 events 
decided at the meeting. 

We broke 5 of t he 9 records broken. They were: 

e The under 14 Softball Throw (1st division) . Lynette Cooper broke the record by 
55 feet with a throw of 200 feet 4§ inches. Al-so in the 2nd division Lyona Masters 
broke the old record when she threw 163 feet 1 inch. 
e Christine Higham won the U. 15 Softball Throw with a throw of 182 feet 81 inches. 

e The relay teams in the under 16 4 x 110 yards events set a new record of 52.5 secs., 
and in the under 15 4 x 110 yards 53.3 secs. 

The under 16 relay consisted of Kitty Green, Terri Ingleton, Sue Howson and 
Elizabeth Paterson, and the under 15 relay of Pat Hines, Jenny Cusack, Christine 
Higham and Elizabeth Blanckensee. 
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ATHLETICS CAPTAIN, 1965 

JENNIFER SIMPSON, 1957-65 
Lifesaving-1963 : Halliday Shield Team 

(pocket); Under 16 champion (pocket). 
1964: Award of Merit (pocket); Instruc
tor's Certificate (pocket). 1965: Mme. de 
Mouncey (pocket). 

Swimming - Inter-Schools Team (pocket). 
Basketball-1964-65 "A" Team (pocket 

1965). 

Softball-1964 "A" Team . 
Athletics-1964: Senior Champion (pocket); 

1965: Senior Champion (pocket); Honours 
pocket 1965. 

-... 

., r 

ATHLETIC TEAM 
Back row (1. to r.l: V. Webb-Ware, I. Blechynden, S. Northover, A. Manucchelli, J. Bower, 

M. Knox M. Dempster, D. Tyler, E. Dempster, J. Taylor, E. Lovell. 
Middle row: S. Ctercteko, S. Sproule, P. Hines, K. Green, T. lngleton, E. Paterson, S. Howson, 

C. Malcolm, E. Blanckensee, J. Cusack. 
Front row: L. Masters, L. Bowers, R. Bedells, E. Taylor, M. Richardson, K. Townsend, C. Finch, 

L. Cooper, H. Murray, C. Higham. Absent: J. Simpson (Captain). 
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T he final results were:
P .L.C. 

The age group trophies: 

St. Hilda's 
M.L.C . .... 
P .C. 
St. Mary's 
Penr hos .... 
Kobeelya .. 

365 points 
326 points 
255 points 
215 points 
209 points 

69 points 
41 points 

U. 14- M.L.C. 
U. 15- P .L.C. 
U. 16- P .L.C. 
16 and over-St. Hilda's. 

P ocket colours were awarded to the girls in the Senior, U. 16 and U. 15 relay 
teams, who were J enny Simpson, Elizabeth and Margaret Dempster, Sue Northover, 
Sue Howson, Terri Ingleton, Elizabeth Paterson, Kitty Green, Chr istine Higham, P at 
Hines, J enny Cusack a nd Elizabeth Blanckensee. 

Congratulations to Perth College for r unning the Athletics so efficiently. 
In conclusion our sincere expression of t hanks go to Mrs. McNamara, Mrs. Dale 

and Mrs. Smith for their encouragement and t ireles efforts throughout the season. 

SENIOR "A" SOFTBALL TEAM 
Back row (1. to r.l: J. Benson, A. Mazzucchelli. 

Centre: V. Webb-Ware, S. Howson, S. Sproule, J. Plaisted. 
Front row: K. Letchford (Captain), F. Maskiell, J. Maguire. 
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Softball 

WINNERS OF THE INTER
SCHOOL SOFTBALL 

TROPHY 1965 

SENIOR "B" SOFTBALL TEAM 
Back row (1. to r.): T. Skeahan, C. Temperley, A. Coates, 

J. Mazzucche lli, C. Malcolm . 

Front row: A. Armstrong, D. Adams (Captain ), V. Chester, 
S. Ralph . 

This year there were again two Senior and two Junior Inter-School teams. Only 
one round of fixtures was played. 

After some exciting matches P.L.C. was placed 1st in Senior "A", 1st in Senior 
"B", 2nd in J unior "A" , 1st in Junior "B". 

Senior and Junior I nter-House matches were played, resulting in a win for 
Ferguson. 

Social matches were arranged for gir ls not in school teams and these were 
t horoughly enjoyed by all concerned. 

P ockets were awarded to all members of the "A" Team. 

In conclusion we would like to t hank Mr s. McNamara, Mrs. Dale and Mrs. Smith 
very sincerely for t heir support and enthusiasm throughout the season. 
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HOIJSE NOTES 

Cai"micltael House 

"Pla y The Game" 

DIANA ALLNUTT, 1961-65 

Te nnis 1963-5; pockets 1964, 1965. 
Doubles champion 1965. Basketball " A" 
1964-65; pocket 1965. Softball " A" 1964 
(pocket). Honours pocket 1965. History 

Comm ittee 1964. 

Although Carmichael didn't do except ionally well in the swimming sports, my 
thanks go t o all who took part and tried so hard. Congratulations t o all gir ls in 
Carmichael who competed in the Swimming In ters, especially J enny Simpson who 
gained a swimming pocket. 

Carm ichael was represented in t he interschool lifesaving team by J enny, Debbie 
and J ackie. Many other gir ls took various lifesaving awards, giving Carmichael second 
place. Special congratulations go to Libby for passing her Distinction wit h the 
best marks in the Sta te. 

The senior t ennis was fought a ll the way, Carmichael coming second. 
The choral item chosen for the House singing was "The E mperor's Waltz" bu t 

Carmichael just doesn 't seem to have the school's singing talen t. All the soloists 
performed very well indeed and deserve thanks for their efforts. 

Carmichael did very well in both basketball and hockey t his year, owing to t he 
co-operation and enthusiasm of t he gir ls. My thanks go to Debbie for organising 
t he hockey team s and supervising practices. Congratulations must be extended to 
Debbie who capta ined the winning "A" hockey team, J ane who supported her as 
vice-capta in and Dinah who was captain of the "A" basketball team. 

Carmichael was leading in the work competition after second term, a nd I hope 
tha t ever yone will work just as ha rd in thir d term to keep the little lead we h ave. 

The sports wer e very successful, and after a very keenly contested day, Car
michael cam e thir d. We were fortunate in having the open champion and captain of 
the a thletics, J enny Simpson, and the Under 15 champion Pat Hines. Congratulations 
go t o these two and to the runners-up. A number of Carmichael girls were awarded 
pocket colours a fter the interschool sports. A specia l thanks to Nan and S ue who 
helped arrange the Carmichael teams in these sports. 

On behalf of the girls in Carmichael, I would like to congratulate those awarded 
pocket colour s a t the end of second term. 

I sincer ely t hank Mrs. MacNamar a , Mrs. Dale and Mrs. Smith for their assistance 
throughout the year . My thanks to Debbie who supported m e in all H ouse dut ies 
and to all gir ls who have helped in or ganising the H ouse in Competitions. 

"Thank you" to the gir ls who have been willing to enter in to the competit ions. It 
has been a very enjoyable year for ·me, and I hope you make i t the same for next 
year's H ouse Capta in. "Play the Game" and the best of luck in all activities in 1966. 

DIAN A. 
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Fei"guson House 

"Always Str·a ight Forward" 

KIM LETCHFORD, 1961 -65 

Hockey " A" 1963-65; pockets 1964-65. 
Softball " A" 1963-65; pockets 1964-65; 

Captain 1965. Honours pocket 1965. 

With the first day of the new school year we plunged into the preparations for 
t he Inter-H cuse Swimming S ports. Congrat ula tions to Di J ackson the U-15 
Cham?i?n and_ ~enny Davies, t he U-14 Champion. Congratulations to Sue Sproule 
on gammg a d1vmg pocket and doing so well in t he Australian Championships. All t he 
girls' hard work enabled us to come up one position to third. 

Under t he able supervision of Devon the basketballers r eally showed their t alent 
Both t he senior and junior teams went into each gam e with determination and vigour 
and t hey cam e out the victor s in a ll their matches. The fine spor tsmanship brought 
F ergo up from fourth t o first- a really great triumph !! 

Our hockey teams fin ished t hird and, although not as successful as t he basket
ballers, t he hockey players showed the same good House spirit and enjoyed all their 
m at ches. Congratulations to P enny House on being awarded a pocket for being a 
member of t he Premiership "A" Team. 

In the singing compet ition t he budding J oan Sutherlands combined t heir voices 
in singing "A Swiss Mountain Song" and we won t he H ouse Choir section. The soloist s 
sang and played marvellously and our overall placing was second. Many t hanks to 
Devon and F rances for all t heir patience and hard wor k. 

On Septem ber 17, the girls of F erguson were again able to display their wonderful 
( ? l voices- t his t ime by cheer ing their team on during the neck-and-neck figh t wit h 
Stewart who ran ou t victors. Congratulations Stewart! 

My sincere thanks go to all the girls for their hard wor k and co-operation, both 
before and during the Spor t s. Congratulations to Libby and Lyn for winn ing t he 
- 16 and - 14 Championships respectively. Congratula t ions t o Libby and Kitty for 
gaining pockets and to Lyn for her magnificent effort in the Inter s which earned 
her a colour. My congratula t ions to all girls who made t he Inters Team. 

Finally I want to t hank Devon for her assistance t hroughout the year and Denise 
Sue, H ea t her and Vir ginia who were a great help during the a thletics, softball and 
junior tennis. Special thanks to Mrs. Mac., Mrs. Dale and Mr s. Smith for their 
wonderful incen t ive and guidance t hroughout the year- ! don't know what I would 
have done wit hout them. 

Thank you, girls, for making this year such a wonderful and rewarding pa r t of 
my life. The best of luck to everyone in her act ivities for 1966. 

K IM. 
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MeNeil House 

"Bua idh N o Baas" 

KERRY EDWARDS, 1961-65 
Basketball 1964-65; pocket 1965. History 
Committee 1964-65; Secretary 1965. Com
monwealth Secondary Scholarship 1964. 

In swimming we managed to hold on to second place. The enthusiasm was 
heartwarming and we were thrilled with J acky Courtney and Di Rees who were 
runners-up to the Champions. We were very proud of all the McNeil relays and our 
special praise goes to Theo James for the fine effort which she put into her diving in 
both the Inter-House and Inter-School Sports. The Junior School McNeilians kept 
up the effort, finishing third. The McNeil Lifesavers kept our heads way above water, 
finishing in first place. 

We won the Senior Tennis- congratulations to Virginia Webb-Ware for being 
the Senior Singles Champion. My sincere thanks go to Penny Temperley, who 
organised both the Hockey teams so well and led them to victory. After many 
sacrificed recesses and vocal chords, we came third in the singing competition. Many 
thanks to all the girls in the choir and especially to those who carried the extra 
weight of the solo items. Thanks to the girls who earned points through such activities 
as debating, work in the library, the history club fashion parade, the choir, the D.A.S. 
exam, etc. 

In athletics after Anne's effort in winning the first event (220 yds.) our morale 
was considerably boosted. Congratulations to Margo Knox and Virginia Webb-Ware 
who broke records. The Junior School contingent also ran in fourth place, after 
trying hard. I know that all McNeil would like me to congratulate those who 
received pockets or stripes during the year.- Jacky Courtney, Marney Craig, Jenny 
Cusack, Jill Donaldson, Kerry Edwards, Jan Elliott, Theo James, Margo Knox, Wendy 
Leach, Carolyn Malcolm, Joan and Anne Mazzucchelli, Jill Plaisted, Penny and Claire 
Temperley and Virginia Webb-Ware. Many thanks go to Mrs. McNamara, Mrs. Dale 
and Mrs. Smith for their guidance and assistance throughout the year, and also to 
Marney, who supported and helped me so ably. I would like to thank the Sub
Leaving girls (Anne, Jill and Virginia ) who have helped and also every other girl who 
has contributed to the House activities. My thanks go to Dr. Summers for retrieving 
the original Gaelic form of "Victory or Death" . 

As a final word, I will ask the McNeilians always to strive to do their best, for 
no more is required of them, and to remember that it is "a long pull, a strong pull, and 
pull all together." 

KERRY. 
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Stewart House 

"P er Ardua ad Alta" 

MARALYN BEAVIS, 1957-65 

Lifesaving-1963 : Under 16 Champion 
(pocket); Halliday Shield Team (pocket); 
Award of Me rit (pocket). 1964: Dist inc
tion Award (pocket). 1965 : Mme de 
Mouncey Team (pocket). 

Swimm ing-1963: Under 16 Champion 
(pocket); 1964: Se nior Champion (poc
ket); 1965 : Senior Champion (pocket). 

Hockey-" A" Team 1963-65; pockets 
1964-65. 

Softball-" A" Team 1964, Honours pocket. 
Tennis- Teams 1963-64; Doubles Cham

pion 1964. 
School Choir 1963-65. Music Committee 

1964. 
1964 She ila Robertson Memorial Prize . 

1965 commenced very well with Stewart House winning the swimming sports. 
Man::' ~hanks go to all the girls who trained so hard and also to the other Houses for 
providmg such keen competition. Congratulations to Sue Howson who was U-16 
Champion, Philippa Cummins who was U-13 Champion, and also to Sue Ctercteko 
and Sue Howson who both gained pocket colours. The junior school put on a fine 
performance and managed to gain third place. We had some very l<een lifesavers 
who came third. Special congratulations to Pauline who gained the Distinction Award 
and also a pocket colour. 

Again in hockey we did not "star"; we came fourth. However, we did not lack 
enthusiasm and everyone worked (and laughed) very hectically! Our apologies to 
the other Houses! The junior hockey players were exceptionally keen and made a 
wonderful effort climbing from fourth to second position. The basketballers came 
third in both junior and senior matches . 

. Friday, September. 17, l~ft most of the girls in Stewart in a state of deep shock 
~.mce we. ma,~aged to JUSt _clip firs t place from F ergo. Five records were broken by 
Stewartltes - congratulatiOns to Delys, Sue Howson, Marian Richardson and Helen 

Murray. Congratulations also to Sue and Terri for gaining pocket colours and to 
Marian who gained tunic colours. Our Shirley Stricklands in the Junior School made a 
terrific effort and came second. Special congratulations to Noell Jeffreys of Grade VII 
who jumped 14ft. 7in. in the long jump. 

Afte~ many harrow~ng pra~tices our renowned nightingales (??) managed to 
open their mouths and hi t the nght note; and what a pleasant surprise we received 
when we _came second. The Stewart choir was beautifully trained and conducted by 
Su~ Bunnmg and nobly accompanied by Pauline. We gained an overall win. Congratu
latiOns to Sue on her fine win in the piano section and to P auline for winning the 
vocal section. 

On behalf of all the Stewart girls I would like to thank Mrs. Mac, Mrs. Dale and 
Mrs. Smith for all the wonderful help they have given us throughout the year. My 
personal thank~ go to Delys for her help and to Lynn, Kerry, Sue, Rosemary and 
Dale. Also a b1g thank you to all the "Stewartites" who have given so much support 
throughout th_e year. I feel it has been very successful. There has been a great deal 
of House spmt ~nd good sportsmanship, which count more than anything else. I hope 
the House captam of 1966 has as much enjoyment and receives as much co-operation 
in her job as I have throughout 1965. 

MALLY. 
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3}uhilee ~upplemeni 

P.L.C. 1965 

Drumming in the new half-century ? 
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Address given at the Presbyterian Ladies' College, Cottesloe, by Professor A. D. Ross 
on lOth August, 1965, in commemoration of the Jubilee of the College. 

Lady Principal, Staff and Girls of the Presbyterian Ladies' College, Ladies and Gentle
men. 

It is indeed a pleasure and a very great honour for me to be here today to tell 
you something of the foundation of this Presbyterian Ladies' College and of its early 
history. 

The fiftieth anniversary of the foundation occurs on Thursday of next week, so 
you see I am getting in in good time. It was on the 19th August, 1915, in a school
house in Palmerston Street, Perth, that eight men- three ministers and five laymen, 
of whom I was one-met together with one important purpose in view. We knew 
that a school called Scotch College had been in existence for many years and had 
done very good work indeed. Each year a number of boys passed out from that school, 
probably well versed in English and History, in Mathematics and S:2ience, and various 
other subjects. But, much more than that, we all felt that every boy left that school a 
better person for having been trained under Mr. P. C. Anderson and his staff. He 
went out into the world determined to do right, to act honourab]y at all time·s-in 
short, never to let his school down. 

Now the eight of us thought that girls should have equal opportunity, and the 
chance had come. The schoolhouse in Palmerston Street where we had foregathered 
was, in fact, a boarding school for girls, known as Ormiston College. It had been con
ducted for a number of years by three sisters but they were now finding the work too 
heavy, and were anxious to hand over the school to others m ore able to share the 
burden. That afternoon the committee of eight decided unanimously t o take over 
Ormiston College, to develop it as a school for the Presbyterian Church, and to offer 
it to the General Assembly of the Church. This was on 19th August, 1915. 

The Rev. G. Nisbet Dods, who had come to St. Andrew's Church, Perth, on 19t h 
February, 1914, from Greenlaws Church, Paisley, Scotland, and who had been elected 
Moderator of the Western Australian Church's General Assembly, had convened the 
meeting. He it was who had first conceived the idea of a girls' school to form the 
counterpart to Scotch College, and the meeting unanimously appointed him convener 
and chairman o.f our committee. Without any doubt, it is to his initiative and organ
ising ability that P .L.C. owes its existence. The meeting also very wisely appointed 
as Treasurer Mr. Donald J . Carmichael. 

All thi·s may sound very simple, but I can assure you that it was by no means 
simple. It meant spending a great deal of money, and money wasn't lying around 
waiting to be picked up. But Donald Carmichael was there, and he got busy in his 
inimitable quiet manner. He would meet, let's say, John Smith, and expound his idea 
of a first-class Girls' School-the best in Western Australia. Mr. Smith would say 
"That's a capital idea." "Eh, do you think so?" from Domld. "Certainly I do", said 
Smith; and Donald getting out his notebook, would say, "Well, I'd better put you 
down for £100"- and down it went- and Donald would get it too! 

The starting of the new school was formally reported on 2nd December, 1915, to 
what was known as a Commission of the Church's Assembly-that is, a special meet
:n g of members of the General Assembly called together to decide on some special 
matter, and having no authority to decide other matters. The minutes of the Com
mission show, however, that its members were anxious to hear something about the 
new school. I quote: "The Rev. G. Nisbet Dads presented the report of a provisional 
committee anent a Presbyterian Ladies' College, and, inter alia, stated that this com
mittee had acquired Ormiston College, Perth, as a Church School. The name proposed 
was the Presbyterian Ladies' College, Perth. The committee asked the Commission to 
generally approve the steps taken. The Rev. Principal Oxer moved, and the Rev. C. 
D. P. Taylor seconded, that 'Having heard the statement of the provisional committee 
of the proposed Ladies' College, the H ouse expresses its gratitude for the work done 
by the committee, and its approval for the time being of the name adopted.' The 
motion was carried." 

The approval at least let the public know that Ormiston College was in process 
of becoming a P .L.C., and that in five months' t ime the process would be complete. 

The following year the General Assembly met on 9th May, 1916. In the minutes 

75 



we read the following: "A report on matters relating to the Presbyterian Ladies' 
College was called for, and the Rev. G. N. Dods (Chairman of the Provisional Com
mittee) addressed the House, offering the institution to the Assembly. The Rev. 
Principal F. E. Oxer moved, and Professor A. D. Ross seconded 'That the Assembly 
take over the Presbyterian Ladies' College from the Provisional Committee, tender its 
thanks to the Committee for the work they have so satisfactorily concluded, and re
appoint the Committee as the Assembly's Council.' The motion was carried," and with 
it this Presbyterian Ladies' College became a reality. 

Did you note the wording of the Assembly's motion? "Thank the Committee for 
the work they have so satisfactorily concluded, and reappoint the Committee as the 
Assembly's Council." Isn't that just like a real Scotch gathering? The Assembly said 
"Now you've done a good job, and we don't mind sharing in the credit in the future. 
But you've done so extraordinarily well that perhaps you had better keep doing all 
the work in the future," and so the Committee did- as the Assembly's P.L.C. Council. 

We must now go back a bit, and see what had been going on. We had to find a 
Principal for the School, and to select and purchase a site away from the city and 
develop it with suitable buildings. 

Applications were called in the United Kingdom for candidates for the position of 
Principal. On Mr. Carmichael's suggestion, my brother John J. RO'ss, M.A., B.Sc., a 
teacher in the service of the Glasgow School Board, was asked to interview the appli
cants and report in detail on them. Miss Agnes D. Scorgie was selected as first Princi
pal of the College. An M.A. of Glasgow University and a trained and certificated 
teacher, she had, in three years after graduating, attended post-graduate courses in 
modern languages at Grenoble, Geneva and Nancy, and had then taught for twelve 
years as a senior mistress in the Glasgow High School. 

I well remember Miss Scorgie saying to me one day, soon after she came to Aus
tralia, what a heavy responsibility it was to direct a new school, without history, 
without traditions, without guiding spirit of the past. What was my delight, a year 
or two later, to hear her say, with a smile of joy on her face, that almost before she 
had commenced to look for it, she was conscious that P.L.C. had a true and forceful 
schoo-l spirit. You, who are pupils or past pupils of this College, know what that means 
- the spirit which calls on you to maintain the best traditions of your school. 

Miss Scorgie was selected from between thirty and forty candidates for the post, 
and from the day she entered on her duties she took a most downright and compelling 
view of her great responsibilities. I am very happy to know that she, your first Prin
cipal- a distinguished and highly successful Principal- is to be fittingly commemorated 
and honoured in this your Jubilee Year, and that a large plaque will be mounted on 
one of your appropriate buildings. I visualise such a plaque as furnishing a place where 
the more thoughtful students of the College might be encouraged at leisure times to 
pause and reflect on how much they owe to the College and to those who have made 
it the splendid imtitution it is today. 

Assisted by the debenture fund established by Mr. Carmichael, P.L.C. in 1917 was 
able to purchase the site at the corner of View and McNeil Streets, which had on it a 
building suitable for use as the nucleus of the College, and there classes started in 
July 1917. P.L.C.'s new building was officially opened on 11th August, 1917, by the 
Governor of Western Australia, His Excellency Sir Ellison Macartney, K.C.M.G. 
Addres·ses were also given by Sir Robert Macmillan (Chief Justice), the Hon. H. P. 
Colebatch (Minister for Education) and Sir Edward Stone. 

In June 1918 the Rev. G. N. Dads applied for leave of absence from the P.L.C. 
Council, and Mr. D. J. Carmichael became both Chairman and Treasurer. From the 
outset Mr. Carmichael realised that the permanent prosperity of the College depended, 
not so much on this or that being done today, as in placing the school in a position 
where great developments would come automatically as the years rolled on. I would 
mention here not only Mr. Carmichael, but four other persons who, in the early criti
cal years, were a tower of strength: Mr. J. M. Ferguson, Mr. Neil McNeil, Mr. J. Sharp 
and Mr. John Stewart. May this College always remember these men among its many 
benefactors. 

In 1919 the P.L.C. site was extended by the purchase of additional land with a 
frontage of 450 feet along McNeil Street. On this new ground further buildings were 
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erected, including two large dormitories on a new plan suggested by Principal Agnes 
Scorgie from her experience of similar institutions in Europe. These proved highly 
satisfactory because sliding panels combined the advantages of open-air sleeping with 
complete protection from rain and wind even in the stormiest weather. The dormitories 
were very healthy, and P.L.C. escaped free when influenza epidemics swept over 
Peppermint Grove. 

The Cottesloe site had one major drawback. There was a right-of-way between 
the land first purchased and that bought two years later from the estate of the late 
Lord Forrest. The College Council asked me to see what could be done about it. 

I consulted the Crown Law Department, telling them that the College owned the 
land on both sides of the right-of-way, and no other property abutted on the right-of
way. They said this made the matter very simple, but it required a bill to be put 
through Parliament. This was drafted, and I went along ·some weeks later to Parlia
ment House to hear the bill put through in a matter of a very few minutes. 

Mr. Carmichael proceeded quickly with enlargement and development of the 
College buildings, and in the report to the 1918 General Assembly we find these words: 
"His colleagues in the Council feel that mention must be made to the Assembly of the 
services that have been rendered to the cause of education in our Church by their 
Treasurer, Mr. Donald J. Carmichael. He has brought to laborious duties ever since 
the start of the School an ability, patience and enthusiasm that are beyond all praise, 
and whatever may be the lot of the School in days to come, the success that so far 
has attended it must be intimately associated with his name." 

Each one of you pupils and past pupils of P.L.C. owes more to Mr. Carmichael 
than you ever can know. As one who had the inestimable privilege of knowing Mr. 
Carmichael intimately, I realise, perhaps more than any other person, how much he 
did for the College, first as Treasurer, and then in the period 1918-1933 as both Chair
man and Treasurer. But he was sadly overworking himself, and in 1933 suffered a 
serious breakdown in health. His consequent resignation from the Council deprived 
P.L.C. of his active co-operation, but not of his keen interest in the welfare of the 
College. He accepted the proffered position of "Life-Governor" and thus his name 
continued to be associated with the school's progress. 

Minutes of the 1934 General Assembly contain the following statement with 
regard to him: "It would place on record its admiration and thankfulness for his long 
and valued service to the Church. An elder and manager who has given staunch sup
port to individual congregations, he also acted on ·several committees, the Board of 
Finance and the Board of Commissioners of the Church. on all of which his ripe judg
ment and wise counsel were greatly appreciated. On the formation of the Presbyterian 
Ladies' College he threw himself heart and soul into the organisation and management 
of the institution, and for many years had been its Chairman and Treasurer. To his 
zeal, enthusiasm and careful guidance is due in no small measure the success of the 
College and its sound financial position. Above all, the Church has to acknowledge 
that his example of service and devotion to Christian work has had immeasurable 
influence in inculcating high ideals in the young people who have been students of the 
College. A man of true and sterling character, warm hearted and ever generous, Mr. 
Carmichael endeared himself to all with whom he came in contact." 

His interest was not only manifested during his life by very generous gifts of 
money towards the College, but when he died on 5th October, 1941, it was announced 
that his will made provision for a munificent sum of money to be available for the 
College to guarantee its future development. It is indeed noteworthy that one who 
had no children of hi's own should make such fine provision for the children of others. 

I return now to consider successive Principals of P.L.C. Miss Agnes Scorgie was 
an ideal first Principal- a fine teacher and with a gift for organisation. With the 
limited accommodation in the first building, she had normally had to run two classes 
in her teaching room, and always be ready to take on additional work if any teacher 
was ab'sent through illness. It was a tremendous strain. I find in the records that it 
was arranged to give her complete rest from actual teaching from May 1921 to Feb
ruary 1922 to enable her to visit South Africa, Scotland and the Continent. She was 
seriously ill on her journey, and failing health compelled her on 19th August, 1921, 
to cable her resignation as Principal. 
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A Miss Frances Dumaresq, M.A., B.Sc., was speedily secured as Acting Principal, 
but ·she made it clear that she was not an applicant for the permanent post. However, 
at the commencement of 1922 Miss E. R. Finlayson, M.A., a distinguished honours 
graduate, with high credentials and wide experience in the ho~e co.untr~, was ~ade 
Principal. Under her the College achieved outstandmg success m Umvers1ty examma
tions in music and in sport. In 1927 she left to be married. She was ·succeeded in 1928 
by Miss J. N. Phemister, a brilliant honours Mathematics and Physics graduate of 
Glasgow University, who during the first World War had been on the staff of ~he 
University's Natural Philo-sophy Department, under that doyen of Scotch physics, 
Professor Andrew Gray. 

Mi·ss Phemister was followed by Dr. Vera Summers. Three is said to be a lucky 
number but if Dr. Summers just missed being your third Principal, she has had the 
unique ~ecord of having been appointed three ti.mes to the .P.~.C. Staff---:-first as an 
assistant teacher, later as First Assistant, and fmally as Prmc1pal. That IS testimony 
that the Council, from full experience of her, was convinced that none was better able 
to lead the College to success. Dr. Summers' work earned for her appointment by 
Her Majesty the Queen to the rank of Officer in the Most Excellent Order of the 
British Empire in the Birthday Honours of 1962. I am glad she is here to tell you 
of the later history of this College, a subject on which she is so much better qualified 
to speak than I. 

ADDRESS GIVEN BY DR. V. A. SUMMERS, O.B.E., l\f.A. 

My contribution will lead on from where Professor Ross finished, but first I want 
to take up a few points from his story. 

First, I should like to support his remarks about Miss Scorgie. She was a wonder
ful person for a school to have had as its first Principal, and I think all of us who had 
anything to do with her felt the better for having known her. 

Then, he mentioned five people to whom the school owes a great deal: Mr. D. J. 
Carmichael, Mr. J. M. Ferguson, Mr. Neil McNeil, Mr. J. Sharp, and Mr. John Stewart. 
(You recognise, of course, the names of the four Houses among those five). However, 
there is another person whom Professor Ross said little about, &nd that is Professor 
Ross himself. He was a moving spirit in it right from the days of the initial committee, 
and through a great many years of its existence. He was made acting-Chairman when 
Mr. Carmichael retired, and it was he who proposed Dr. Paton as the next Chairman. 
He was particularly valuable because he was the only educationist associated with 
both the establishment and the later development of the school, and until he retired 
to the seclusion of Albany he was always being consulted on all sorts of matters on 
the educational side. 

Mr. Carmichael was the great driving force who assured the school of success 
from the start on the financial side. He gave very generously to it in his lifetime- in 
fact one reason why most people could not refuse his requests for donations, was that 
he always began with his own contribution, and when he died, on October 5, 1941, it 
was announced that in his will he had left a munificent sum for the building of the 
Hall which perpetuates his name, and for a number of Scholarships in the school; and 
so, although he had no children of his own, he provided generous assistance towards 
the education of the children of a great many other people. 

Two personal anecdotes about him. When I first became Principal, money was 
very short and I wanted to get all sorts of things for the school with no money at all 
to get them with, so, among other things, we organised a series of Bridge evenings for 
the parents. Mr. Carmichael had already retired from the Council then; he was very 
old and he did not like going out at night, but he used to have a private Bridge table 
in his own fiat on the same night, and whereas I charged the parents 2/ 6 each he 
used to charge himself and his friends 10/ · or £1 each, and send me the cheque the 
next morning, with a note saying "Let me know when the next one is". 

At the end of my first year he sent me a box of the most beautiful handkerchiefs 
for Christmas, and the card inside read "First Prize for Hard Work"- then he rang me 
the next morning to see if I was offended. 
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The other reference I want to make to Professor Ross's remarks is to explain 
that when he mentioned the dormitories, he was referring to the building now com
prising the Physics lab., Geography room, Commercial rooms and I N and I 0. They 
were all dormitories with canvas shutters, not louvres. The Science-Commercial 
block, upstairs and down, had a partition lengthways down the middle with cubicles 
each side, making four dormitories, called Murrin Murrin, Allowah, Gondolas, and 
Arcadia. I notice that Murrin Murrin and Allowah have migrated to Finlayson 
House; Gondolas and Arcadia are apparently lost in space. But in any case, that 
building soon became known simply as top and bottom dorm. The name that lasted 
longest was Korrawilla (I N and I 0). For years it was a junior dormitory, at one 
time largely inhabited by girls from Malaya, Java, Ceylon, Borneo, etc., whose ages 
ranged from 4~ to 10 years, and I remember a mystified parent from Malaya writing 
to me once, saying, "Will you please explain what a Korrawilla is. It is always cropping 
up in Ann's letters. We think it must be some sort of animal because in her last 
letter she said, 'Matron took all the Korrawillas to the Zoo on Saturday!' " 

My own first connection with the school dates back to 1920 when I was appointed 
by Miss Scorgie as teacher of English and French, so that by the time I became 
Principal, in 1934, I had worked under all the previous Principals. 

In 1920 the total enrolment was 175, of whom 52 were boarders. The school did 
not extend across View St. at all. It consisted of the present administrative block 
which is now called Scorgie House; the dormitories we have spoken about, and the 
four blocks of wooden classrooms (all with canvas shutters). The music block was 
added in 1921. Morning assembly was held in A, then the folding partition across 
the middle was closed, and the room became two classrooms for the rest of the day. 
(That partition is now a fixture between P and Q.) Under Carmichael Hall there 
were two grass tennis courts. 

At the other side of the drive, near McNeil St., there was a long wooden building 
containing the laundry, storerooms and gardener's workshop. Outside the McNeil St. 
end of it, there was a cement platform about 12 ft. by 12 ft. which was really the 
top of a disused dry well, but was ideal for lessons with small classes on sunny days 
in winter, and also for holding tuckshops on. It wa'S called Trafalgar because it was 
square. It was not demolished until a few years ago when the drive was re-made. 
Below that, was the paddock (a real paddock, with a few banksias and gum trees 
in it). There were three hard courts near the right of way end of it- now some 5 ft. 
under the hockey field. 

The Kindergarten was in G, and Miss Scorgie used to "examine" them at the end 
of each term. She used to march them off to the summerhouse, seat them all round 
on the bench and ask them questions. One term there was a little boy who had only 
been in the school for about three weeks and din't understand much of what was 
going on. He took no notice of Miss Scorgie at all, but kept swinging his legs and 
studying all the little girls in turn, right round the circle. Miss Scorgie tried to 
attract his attention but couldn't. Finally, she said: "Well, Jack which one do you 
fancy?" Before he could answer, a very bright little girl stood up and said, "Please, 
Miss Scorgie, it's me." And it was! 

Well, I went to South Africa in May, 1921, and came back at the beginning of 
1923 to find a lot of changes. A new Principal, Miss Finlayson, had come in 1922, 
and the numbers had increased to 214, of whom 72 were boarders. The utmost that 
the dormitories could take was 58, so the other 14 slept at another school, called 
Helena School, run by a Miss Jones, in the building that is now P.L.C. Kindergarten. 
A Gym had been built (the present P and Q), and two more classrooms. They were 
the present H and I but they were 25 ft. further down the paddock than they are 
today. One was a domestic science room, and the other was first a classroom and 
later a Physics lab. In 1923 the present Finlayson House was bought and made a 
junior boarding house with its own sub-matron, house-mistress, dormitories and prep. 
room. It did not look a bit as it does today: it had open verandahs all round, and on 
several occasions the Break-up was held there with the school sitting on the verandahs 
and the parents on the lawn where Robertson House is now. 

It was at the end of 1923 that Miss Finlayson started the Cot Fund, thus laying 
the foundation for the school's reputation for social service. To give it a good start, 
an Old English Fair was held in the schoolgrounds, and the whole school was in fancy 
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dress for it, each class representing a different period in English history. Elizabethan 
guards stood at the gates to take the entrance money; Norman ladies served afternoon 
t ea; representatives of other periods had stalls of various kinds. My Form, the Junior 
Form, had not been working well, so they were not allowed to spend time working up 
a stall. However, they enjoyed themselves on the day by being all the oddments on 
the village green: pedlars, jesters, jugglers, acrobats, the dancing bear and his master, 
etc. We took £113 in the afternoon, a magnificent sum for those days, when money 
was worth so much more than it is today. 

Miss Finlayson left, to be married at the end of 1927, and Miss Phemister, from 
Scotland, was Principal from 1928 to 1933, when she, too, left, to be married: P.L.C. 
began to be called 'the matrimonial bureau'. The one addition in her time was the 
first hockey field which ran East and West and had sloping grass (?) banks. 

For almost the whole of Miss Phemister's principalship, the school, like everything 
else, was feeling the effects of the world depression. The numbers dropped from 217 
in 1927 to 115 in 1933; Junior House was closed, and Korrawilla became a sewing 
room for the matrons, because all the 25 boarders could easily fit into top and bottom 
dorm. 

When I became Principal the following year, world conditions were beginning to 
improve, and the improvement began to be felt in the school. The Tartan uniform 
was introduced that year, and made a great impression. One small girl living in 
Irvine Street said to her mother one day "I know where I am going to school when 
I am big enough. I don't know what it is called, but it's up there and they wear 
Skotch skirts". The House system was started then too with three Houses named 
after three benefactors of the school who all happened to have the names of Scottish 
clans. Each House had one of the school colours as its colour; the Captains chose 
their own mottoes but each House has as its badge the emblem of the clan whose 
name it bears. McNeil House was added some years later and followed the same 
scheme. 

I wonder if you all know what your House emblems and mottoes are? Carmichael 
has a Scotch thistle; F erguson, a sunflower; McNeil, a mountain flower called a dryas; 
and Stewart, an acorn. 

When the Captains were discussing mottoes, the Capain of Stewart said: "Mottoes 
are always in Latin, and I should like to have 'Per Ardua ad Alta', which may be 
translated 'Through difficulties to the heights.' " The Captain of Carmichael said, "I 
don't see why we shouldn't have plain English, I should like 'Play the Game'". The 
Captain of Ferguson said she would like a French one, French being the language of 
chivalry, and she chose "Toujours tout droit- Always straight forward". When 
McNeil House was formed its Captain said, "After all, it is a Scottish school, and I 
should like a Gaelic motto.' ' She chose 'Buaidh no baas'- 'Victory or Death'. 

We also had the first inter-school dance that year, in the Gym. The girls' and 
boys' schools did not meet nearly as much socially then as they do now, and by way 
of getting both hostesses and guests (all from Scotch College) over their initial 
shyness, the Head Prefect had arranged to distribute two packs of cards so that each 
boy had to find a girl with a red backed card equivalent to his blue one. That 
worked very successfully for the first dance, then each sex withdrew to its side of 
the room and in spite of the Prefects' efforts, there they stayed. Finally, the Head 
Prefect came rushing up to the House to find me, saying, "Please come and do 
something- the orchestra had already played one solo." However, within the next few 
minutes the thaw set in and all went well for the rest of the evening. Then Scotch 
Cbllege gave a return dance. The P.L.C. boarders refused to go unless I went with 
them, and by the time we reached Scotch gates, I had three hanging on to each arm. 
They managed to straighten themselves up before we got to the door, and again, 
after some initial stiffness, everyone eventually got into the swing of the dance. I 
laughed over it to the Matron of Scotch later in the evening, and she said: "Don't 
worry- the boys were hanging on to me too.'' 

From 1934 onwards, the numbers in the school rose fairly steadily till by 1940 we 
had got back to the 1927 figure; but the Second World War had started in 1939 and 
that caused considerable changes. In the early stages we had a big influx of boarders 
from England and Scotland- children of British people in Singapore and Malaya, who 
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transferred them here when Britain was threa tened with bom bing a ttacks; for a time 
we rented houses in the neighbourhood to accommod~te the extra numbers, but a fter 
the bombing of Darwin and Broome in 1942 we never knew from day to day how 
many there were in t he school because some parents of day girls took fright a nd 
sent their children to the country, then they t hought they had made a mistake and 
brought them back; boarders were fetched home and then sent back, and some day 
girls became boarders because their paren ts t hought t hey were much safer here than 
crossing such danger spots as Fremantle Bridge every day. 

We had to be blacked out: all t he canvas shutters in the dormitories and gym 
and prep. rooms were painted black, and air-raid shelters were dug in various parts 
of the grounds- mostly by some of t he staff and the senior girls instead of afternoon 
sport. 

It was that year that the Relief Fund was started- sometimes referred to a s t he 
War Fund. The mother of one of the small ones astonished me one time by asking 
what the school did with t he enormous quantit ies of cottonwool it was buying, and 
when I said it was not buying any, she said "But both my children ask me every 
Monday morning for money for the Cottonwool Fund"-"Cot and War" can easily 
become "Cottonwool" for a small tongue. 

Miss Jones's Helena School transferred to Darlington t ha t year, and P.L.C. 
acquired the house and the vacant blocks between it and Finlayson H ouse. It was 
opened as a Kindergarten in 1942 and the tennis courts were laid in 1950. 

What is now Baird House was occupied during t he war by Mills and Wares for 
their office staff, as being safer than F remantle. When they went back to Fremantle, 
the house was put up for sale, and it, too, became P.L.C. property, through t he 
generosity and foresight of Mr. Adam Baird. It was opened in August, 1945 for t hree 
classes, two downstairs and one upstairs in what later became the Principal's lounge. 
The following year the classrooms L and M were built. 

Dw·ing 1947 the Council heard that a small private school in Claremont, called 
P ark School, would be closing at the end of the year, and t hey immediately set about 
acquiring it as a Junior Branch of P .L.C. The Principal, Miss Swan, stayed on as 
Mistress in charge there until the end of 1948. When she left, Mrs. Hunt was 
appointed Mistress in charge. Under her the Junior Branch flourished until t he 
beginning of 1954, when t he new Junior School at Cottesloe was ready; t he Claremont 
school was then closed and t he pupils and staff were brought here to Cott esloe. The 
Junior School was officially opened in August in weather that was not kind to us. 
The Chaplain held an umbrella over the Moderator to protect him from the rain a s 
he spoke to the gathering from the flat roof above the ablution block. There was a 
display of folk dancing and other items on the tennis courts and those of the performers 
who were dressed in paper dresses looked even more woebegone than they felt after 
dancing through a fairly heavy shower. 

In 1954 also the Science block was built-Chemistry Lab, Lecture Theatre and 
Biology Lab. The Biology section has been added to since then but the m ain block 
was built in 1954. I should have mentioned earlier that under the expert direction of 
Mr C. H . Snowden the second hockey field wi th its impressive stone retaining walls 
was laid in 1953, exactly 20 years after the fi r st and both were t hen turned North 
and South. 

It was in 1954 that the Queen first visit ed W.A. Her visit unfortunately coincided 
wit h a polio outbreak, so the elaborate schools' demonstration on the Showground 
was cancelled and the schools were allotted sections of the footpath along S tirling 
Highway to see the Queen and the Duke as they passed by. P .L.C. was allotted the 
whole stretch from McNeil St. corner, in fron t of the Rom an Catholic church as far 
as the right of way. We had a particularly good drummer that year, and for days 
beforehand she used to go down to the oval to practise dr umming and marching at 
the same time without varying the beat. On the day, P.L.C. swung into position with 
extreme precision behind t he drummer, and Eric Street State School on t he ot her 
side of t he Highway stopped dead in the midst of some community singing to watch. 
The royal procession was going from P er th towards Fremantle, and the ordinary 
public on the corner of Forrest Street complained tha t they never saw more than 
the back of the Duke of Edinburgh's neck, because he swung right round to watch 
P.L.C. after the car had passed them. 
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This may be the moment to mention certain visits to the school itself which 
remain in my memory for a variety of reasons. 

In 1920 the then Moderator General visited us in full regalia-including knee 
breeches, lace cuffs and jabot. He came round the classrooms and shook hands with 
the staff, and he had hardly left my room when two of the girls asked in a loud 
WHISPER: "Was it real lace?" 

In 1925, I think it was, we were honoured by a visit from the Governor-General 
of Australia. Miss Finlayson welcomed him at t he View Street gate where the school 
Guide Company formed a Guard of Honour, and my job was to t ake charge of the 
rest of the school in the gym and bring it to attention as soon as the official party 
entered the drive. In those days we were not used to the type of car that m ade NO 
noise, and my first intimation of the arrival of the party was the sight of the nose of 
the car outside the gym door.- I have never since known the school to rise to its feet 
and come to a ttention all in one movement! 

Another important occasion was the visit of the Rev. John Flynn ("Flynn of t he 
Inland") shortly after his mechanics had succeeded in evolving pedal wireless trans
ceivers. True to his reputation for action and not words, he did not make a speech; 
he left all the talking to the Rev. Pearce, but brought a mechanic with him who gave 
a spectacular demonstration of a pedal wireless conversation. 

A much later visit of a very different type was the first occasion on which the 
Traffic Police addressed the school. The girl at the piano, playing the school into 
assembly, chose as her march "The Policeman's Holiday". The two constables (one 
of whom was Constable Cumston- or, according to the kindergarten, "Comfortable 
Custards") were so entertained that the story rapidly spread through the Police 
Force, and the following year's representatives were most dis3ppointed that a different 
pianist had chosen a different march. 

In 1955 we were at last able to use the money which Mr. Carmichael had left 
to the school in 1941, and Carmichael Hall was built. I was on leave for most of 
1955, and Mrs. Cusack, as Acting-Principal, had all the worry of watching its slow 
completion, with an extensive Education Week display planned to be held in it in 
October. As I came back on the boat from Europe in December one of the officers 
lent me his glasses when we were opposite Cottesloe, so that I could pick out the hall 
against the horizon- it shows up well from out at sea. 

In 1956 the only extension to the property was the block of land on which the 
new gym is now rising; but the Old Girls gave the school the beautiful £800 grand 
piano for which they had been working for a number of years, and the handsome table 
and chairs for the platform were bought. Dur ing the war, when everyone was asked 
to make sacrifices, the prize winners had voted that they should have no prizes, but 
that the money which would have been spent on prizes should be put into war bonds, 
and when the bonds matured, something of permanent value should be bought for 
the school with the money. There was enough money from the bonds to have the 
table and two chairs made and the commercial class made a special effort and pro
duced enough for the third one. 

The new boarding house-Robertson House, adjoining Finlayson House-was 
opened in 1960; all boarders were then transferred to the other side of View Street, 
and what had been dormitories on this side were turned into classrooms of various 
kinds, and the kitchen and dining room became the domestic science block. The 
new building was called Robertson House because its construction was made possible 
through a wonderful bequest by Mrs. M. 0. Robertson who had died in 1954. She 
had been a member of the Staff for a number of years and had already endowed the 
Sheila Robertson Pdze in 1938 in memory of her daughter who had died when she 
was in the Sub-Leaving Form. (That is why that prize is only for girls in the 
Sub-Leaving and it has to be awarded according to very exact conditions laid down 
by Mrs. Robertson at the time.) 

By 1960 the numbers in the school h3d reached just about the 600 mark, in 
spite of my efforts to keep them down to a maximum of 550, so a ll the new accom
modation was put into use immedia tely. 

The final improvement during my time was the Swimming Pool which was a 
wonderful gift by the newly-formed Parents' Association in 1960. 
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Professor Ross, in g1vmg you the early history of the school, naturally concen
trated especially on the part played by the General Assembly and t he members of the 
initial committee and Council in its establishment. I have given you more about the 
school from the inside. But, before I finish, I should like to remind you that 
t he members of the Council, although many of you would not know most of them 
either by name or by s;ght, pl3y a very important part in the successful running of 
the school. They give up a lot of their time, and devote their thought and expert 
knowledge in various fields to the affair s of the school, and they receive no fees or 
other type of payment for t heir work (as some people imagine they do). Over the 
years this school has been part;cuhrly fortunate in the calibre of men and women that 
have served it in t his way. I do not want to mention individual names, because I 
might inadvertently omit someone to whom I should have paid a tribute. I will 
single out only the successive Chairmen, Mr. D. J. Carmichael, Dr. D. D. Paton, Mr. 
W. E. Livingston and Mr. K. H . Baird, as they are the ones on whose shoulders, in 
t he last resort has rested the responsibility of momentous decisions on behalf of the 
school from time to time. They were four very different types of men, all extremely 
busy with their own occupations, yet all deeply interested in the welfare of the school, 
all prepared to make sacrifices for it, and each with a different kind of contribution 
to offer to its advancement. The greatest tritute I can pay to them is to say that I 
hope that there will always be a succession of such men to guide the school through 
whatever lies ahead of it. 

LOOKING BACK 
BY P RE-FOUNDATION MEMBER, MARJORIE TILLEY (MR.S WATERHOUSE, 

GOOMALLING) 

Seeing the P .L.C. of today with a ll its buildings and amenities I sometimes wonder 
how many students past or present have pondered on the history of the site, and this 
being the 50th Anniversary I thought I might -shed some light on this aspect which 
could be of some interest, because before the P .L.C. was born I lived there for two 
years with my sister Muriel (now Mrs Colliver of Adelaide ) a t another boarding 
school. 

The original building on the site must have been built in the 1890s because t he 
garden was well established and palms and pine tree-s had reached a great height 
before our arrival there. 

The house itself was a large and gracious private home set in lovely gardens with 
a driveway entering from View Street, curving round past a summerhouse and glass
house, on past a row of buildings out into McNeil Street. The·se buildings housed the 
gardener's quarters, a coach house, a stable and a feed room, for this was in the days 
when a carriage and pair were the pride of many a Cottesloe family. 

For some reason the property was sold, and became a school for young ladies, 
called Queen '-s School, under the guidance of Miss Ethel Simpson, and it was to this 
school we came as boarders. 

There were only about 10 boarders and 20 day girls. Names I can recall include 
Daphne De Bernales and Betty, Hettie Forbes, Ethel and Dorothy Lee Steere, Alison 
Blaxland, Betty Rosenstamm and Bion Devenish, and some of these girls we were to 
meet up with again as you will see later, at another school. 

As is often said of little private schools t he three Rs seem to fill only a minor 
part of a student'-s day and so it was at Queen's, for various visiting tutors came for 
other subjects; Mr. Leckie, artist Van Raalte and Monsieur Du Bois (Mosher, to us 
uninitiated F rench would-be's) were regulars I remember. 

Miss Simpson's favourite subjects were music and French and sometimes Satur
day afternoons were highlighted by a musicale, and here friends would gather to talk 
of Bach and Chopin, and so music filled the air! Sometimes Alliance Francaise meet
ings were held there too. Occasionally at these gatherings we older students decked 
in our tea dresses handed round the sandwiches to the guests. I think this might have 
been a part of one of our -subjects, possibly deportmen t , although having dispensed 

83 



this chore we got back into our uniforms, devoured our own plates of bread and jam, 
and formed up into five pairs and proceeded with a teacher to explore Cottesloe. 

I don't know whether this exploration subject was as physical exercise or geo
graphy, but we certainly learned our Cottesloe on these parades. Church parades on 
Sundays came under that heading, too, as we took in St. Philip's, St. Luke's, and 
even Christ Church in Claremont! 

During this time there was a College in Palmerston Street in P erth called Ormis
ton, which became Presbyterian Ladies' CoJl.ege in 1915, and it was to this P .L .C. 
Muriel and I were moved then. Housed in a very old rambling building I only remem
ber as dark and grim from outside appearance, overshadowed as it was by huge 
Moreton Bay fig trees so that lights seemed to be on m ost of the time. But we had 
some good times there, too. We took our Shakespeare very seriously and played 
"Twelfth Night" once with Eileen Fitzgerald doing full justice to Malvolio and I 
coped as Fabian; Winnie Lang, Freda Carter and Jean Loton were also in the cast. 
At this time, too, the school was doing very well in interschool tennis tournaments. 

The Principal, Miss Scorgie, whose strong Scottish accent I could barely follow at 
first, had as her assistant Miss Wade, who later became Principal of a girls' finishing 
school in Melbourne. 

When owing to ill-health Miss Simpson had to relinquish Queen's School the fol
lowing year, P.L.C. took over and after the Christma·s holidays we moved, coincident
ally, back to Cottesloe and to light and air and a view of the sea. Many alterations 
had been made; a school room had been built where our summerhouse had been, a 
dormitory reached out from the back balcony, and the coach house had been turned 
into a laundry; and so it was here that we met again some of the former Queen's 
School pupils of Cottesloe, although some had gone on to Miss Annie's in Irvine Street 
and other schools after leaving Miss Simpson. 

Now, at the dire risk of dating ourselves, I can say we are proud to have been 
foundation members of a new College, and of being in the unique position of standing 
in the doorway and saying "Welcome to View Street" when it m oved to Cottesloe, 
and we took up yet another period of education. 

Possibly it is a little ironical that after years of boarding school our family m oved 
to take up residence in Forrest Street, just around the corner a few years later. 

M. S. WATERHOUSE 

EARLY DAYS AT COTTESLOE 
At the request of Miss Dunston we have spent an afternoon delving into our 

memories, both grave and gay, of our years at P.L.C. We were amongst the first day
girls who made their way up View or McNeil Streets (then gravel roads) to the 
school, when it opened at Cottesloe in 1917. 

Any reminiscences of those first years at school must centre round the figure
an imposing figure, too- of our first Head Mistress, Miss Scorgie- "The Boss." We 
feel that the school and we individually owe her so much. Tall, Scottish, with a tre
mendous personality, a commanding presence, a quick temper and a delightful sense 
of humour she inspired respect, awe and affection and certainly had a great influence 
on us all. To her memory must go our grateful thanks for founding our school on such 
a ·sound and enduring basis. 

Miss Wade, too, the Second Mistress, statuesque, dignified and kindly, was an out
standing and much-loved character. She had a genius for inspiring one with an appre
ciation of English Literature and even turned some of us, quite convincingly, into 
Helen o.f Troy, Cleopatra, etc., when she staged Tennyson's "Dream of Fair Women" 
at the old Wells Hall where our prize-givings were held. When she left at the end of 
1919 her loss was keenly felt. 

It was a sad day, too, for the school when Miss Scorgie left at the end of 1920 on 
a year's furlough. During her leave she married a South African farmer and so never 
returned to P.L.C. 

Most of us whilst walking to school in those days wer e concentrating on learning 
"The Verse." Thi·s was the verse of a psalm which had to be memorised each day and 
then recited at Assembly by the one unfortunate girl on whom Miss Scorgie's eagle 
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eye happened to alight. So often t he mind became a blank and one had to rely on a 
friend to prompt- not always inaudibly unfortunately, in which case there was Trouble 
for both. 

In those early days the school wa·s on the west side of View Street only, and con
sisted of the House, a dormitory and the four original canvas-windowed classroom 
buildings, each divided into two rooms. One was divided by folding doors only, and 
was used for Assembly by the whole school until the Gym. wa·s built. 

The folding doors had their advantages and disadvantages. Between classes they 
could be folded back for a quick gossip with one's friends on the other side. This, on 
one memorable occasion, led to trouble, when kindly friends pushed the doors to
gether, imprisoning the head of the unfortunate visitor in their classroom, while the 
rest of her remained in her own room. It seemed more than unfair to the victim when 
the respective Form Mistresses arrived and both her front and rear portions received 
Order Marks! 

To have the Kindergarten building next to the more senior classrooms provided 
teachers of both with an effective way of getting rid of unwilling or unruly scholars. 
One sometimes saw a large girl perched uncomfortably on one of the tiny K.G. 
benches. On the other hand, we remember with joy, an occasion when there was a 
timid knock on the door of the room where Miss Scorgie was teaching us; and a very 
small and rather awestruck boy- blue-eyed and cherubic- appeared and said, "Please, 
Miss Scorgie, I've been sent to you." "And why have you been sent to me, Sam?" 
asked Miss Scorgie. "For winking at the girls, Miss Scorgie"!! This was too much for 
Miss Scorgie and she hastily turned her back on Sam, her shoulders shaking with 
suppressed laughter. When she had regained control, she turned round and with the 
sternest expression she could muster, gave the punishment. "Well, Sam, you may stand 
there for the rest of the lesson and wink at me instead"! 

Miss Munro, small, Scottish and peppery, was in charge of the First (most junior) 
Form. She was a law unto herself, would stand no nonsense and was no respecter of 
persons. Once when the Games Mistress arrived at the Senior room- opposite Miss 
Munro's room- to conduct her "A" tennis team to Kitchener Park to play the final 
round of the Slazenger Cup, no one was to be seen. The team was eventually located 
sitting dejectedly in the front of Miss Munro'·s class. Their excited chatter outside had 
disturbed her teaching and she wouldn't stand for that! (They still won the Cup!) 

The minister of St. Calumba's, the Rev. Huey Steele, had the doubtful privilege 
of conducting our Scripture lessons once a week. Mr Steele was very dramatic and 
liked to act the Parables and Bible stories. Consequently much homework was done 
during this period- remember?- while dear Mr. Steele was diligently searching the 
cupboard with an electric torch for the Lost Piece of Silver or gathering up the Frag
ments That Remained in the wastepaper basket! 

The hymn at Assembly was played by Mr. Steele's daughter, Mabel. Mabel had 
the face of an angel but a far from angelic sense of humour. She early e·stablished 
her right to choose the hymn. "Fight the Good Fight" inspired us before a tough 
tennis match and "Throw Out the Life-line" before swimming competitions. School 
exams were usually heralded by "Through the Night of Doubt and Sorrow" or, better 
still, "Here We Suffer Grief and Pain." This latter hymn was a favourite as we en
joyed singing "Oh, that will be joyful when we part to meet no more" instead of the 
hymn-book version- schoolgirl humour. One year the Head of the River Race was to 
be rowed on a Wednesday afternoon instead of the usual Saturday. We, of course, 
considered it our right to be there and cheer our brothers- and others- to victory. 
That morning, still optimistically hoping for the mooted half holiday, we sang with 
more than usual feeling "Shall W e Gather at the River?"! 

Of course, in those days, the non-resident staff also walked to school, and there 
was terrific excitement one morning when our popular Maths Mistress, Miss Goadby, 
came cantering up View Street on horseback, dressed in a discreet "divided skirt." 
After this she always rode to school and, when one day she handed back a very 
muddy set of exam papers, there was a not-so-sotto voce comment from the back row 
- "She must have fallen off today." Judy, her steed, used to be tethered in the pad
dock (later the games field) during the day. She was a quiet and patient animal and 
made no protest when, on one occasion, we decorated her from head to tail in dande
lion chains. No one stayed t o watch Miss Goadby's reactions when she found her and 
had to "undress" her before going home. 
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For the first year or two we had a tennis coach, but no Games Mistress. Miss 
Scorgie herself, in her ankle-length skirt, took charge of our "Physical Culture." This 
consisted of marching and "exercises" on one of the tennis courts, enlivened some
times by jumping over a rope. This latter activity was the cause of great embarrass
ment to our tallest girl--nearly 6ft.- who, in spite of her long legs, could never 
achieve a "hop" of more than six inches, much to the amusement of her unfeeling 
companions. 

Surely no one who took part in the first-ever game of "basketball"- n etball
will ever forget it. The goal posts and ball arrived, but, by some oversight, no book 
of rules. Miss Scorgie, nothing daunted , and armed only with a whistle, took most 
of the larger girl's on to the court. The goal posts were erected, sides were "picked" 
and then the fun began. We all had one i.de.1 only- to get hold of the ball and try to 
score a goal for our side. It was tremendous fun, no holds were barred and there 'Yas 
a glorious free-for-all. The "game" finally ended with a huge struggling heap of g1rls 
and Miss Scorgie, scarlet in t he face, frantically blowing her whistle- for once with
out effect. When the scrum was finally disentangled, it was to find a t the bottom of 
the pile, the head girl of the ·school- all 4ft. 11in. of her- still valiantly clutching the 
ball to her bosom, but with a broken nose! 

Just one more item of interest. In 1921- was it?- a new Mistress joined the Staff 
to teach us French. She was very young and, we thought, rather shy, but she soon 
won our respect and affection. She wore her fair hair plaited in "earphones" over 
her ears and we called her "Vererada." Little did we know how great a part she was 
to play in the later history of the school. 

These then are some of our memories of our years at P .L.C., so long ago now. 
W e look back on them with gratitude and affection for a ll they gave us of learning, 
friendship and fun. "The days that make us happy mak e us wise." 

JOAN HALE (nee BLACKALL) 
EVELYN CAREY (nee ANDREWS) 

THE EARLY DAYS OF P.L.C. 
"Pull your stomachs in, and hurry up, you silly Gomerils"-so spake our new 

Head Mistress, recently arrived from Scotland. It rather shocked us "Old Colonial 
girls," as did some of her other unusual Sco_ttish phrases. . 

It certainly made us pull our stomachs m- for the time bemg at any rate; but, as 
for hurrying up- that was different! The school was assembled in a double row on 
the perimeter of the tennis court, in order of size- the little ones in front and Mary 
and I being the tallest- and the fattest-brought up the rea:. Miss Scorg~e's idea 
was to give us some exercise- several times around the tenms court- runnmg. But 
the weather and our figures were n ot conducive to "hurrying up," and after two or 
three circuits Mary and I were heading the field not tailing it- but one lap behind. 

The Pal~erston Street school acquired by the Presbyterian Church had previ
ously been the Ormiston College run by the Misses Wilson, and was to. serve as a 
start for P.L.C. until the present site in Cottesloe was ready for occupatiOn. It even 
continued for some months after the transfer in order to cater for those exam girls 
and others who lived in the Perth area and did not wish to go to Cottesloe. 

It was a rambling old house with wide verandahs and very thick walls- at least 
two feet thick-certa inly wide enough for a boarder to stand on t he window-sill 
behind t he curtains and hide from even Miss Scorgie. 

The house was originally owned, I believe, by a family called Stone. Many old 
North-of-the-Railway families sent their daughters there to ·school to the Misses Wil
son-names that come to my mind are H ope, Battye, Ferguson, Tripp, McSorlie. 

There were eleven Boarders and even three or four little boys were amongst the 
day scholars in the lower school. 

With the transfer to Cottesloe- despite t he loss of most of the Perth scholars
the school had a good beginning, particularly in the middle and junior sections. There 
were, however, only two of us who did the Leaving Examination-Marjorie Battye in 
Palmerston Street and myself in Cottesloe. Fortunately we both got through- so that 
was 100% pass even in t hose days. 
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The staff as I remember it-
MISS SCORGIE-the H ead Mistress-a capable teacher, particularly in t he field 

of Mathematics, and a wonderful organiser and disciplinarian. Even those whose ideas 
differed from hers recognised the work and the value of her regime. She piloted the 
school over a very hazardous and perilous period. She was helped greatly by the Rev. 
Nisbett Dads, Professor Ross and Mr. Donald Carmichael, whose very real and prac
tical interest in the school was spread over so many years. 

In the early years Miss Scorgie's study wa·s combined with her bedroom- a large 
room with a highly polished floor and a desk under t he window opposite the door. 
Woe betide any m alefactor told to "report to t he Headmistress" or to any supplicant 
coming seeking a favour in the form of leave, etc.! By the time they had advanced 
across t his sea of polish, t heir ·sins were magnified a hundredfold- and their wants 
decreased correspondingly. 

MISS GLADYS WADE-who I suppose-was First Assistant. She was a wonder
ful teacher, with a quiet and gracious manner, and a great aptitude for interesting 
girls in their ·studies. She was a graduate of t he University of W .A. Later she took 
her Doctorate and subsequently became Principal of M.L.C., Burwood, N.S.W. 

MISS BREEZE and MISS MUNRO were also members of t hat early staff and 
:.IRS. GLASS on the boarding side of the School. 

MISS WARNER and MISS SELBY joined the Cottesloe staff early in its start . 
.Miss Scorgie and Miss 'Nade used to travel between the two schools conducting classes 
1n both places- no easy task! 

I should say our school life was not very different then from now, particularly 
for t he day-girls, except t hat there were not too many who wer e "dropped" at the 
school gates by motor car to save "the poor t hings" a t iring walk. When I first st arted 
at P .L .C., living in East Fremantle, I had to take a tram to the Fremantle Railway 
Station, a train to Perth, and then another t ram to North Perth, or alternatively I 
could leave the train at East P erth and walk to Palmerston Street-the latter was 
quicker though m ore arduous. Should I miss t he tram at the start, I had to get off 
the next one at the Bridge, run across it and up John Street to the North Fremantle 
Railway Station where I fell on the next train as it was drawing out of the station. 
That often happened- no wonder I never had the energy to gallop around t he tennis 
court- I'd had my exercise for the day. In those days country Boarders came and 
went not in the family car but by train- and what stories of those train trips! 

The first official function in Cottesloe-probably t he official opening of the School 
-was held in the open. Mostly I remember all the sand. I also remember being some
what concerned because my father insisted on attending attired in frock coat, striped 
trousers and bell-topper. I can't remember if he was alone in his glory, but I should 
think he must have been . 

The first School Dance was held in the Little Dorm. I remember the dozens of 
Scotch thistles which we made from crepe paper to decorate t he walls. 

I can well remember taking the manuscript for the first School Magazine up to 
Christie's in West Perth. My mother, J essie Noble, designed the fronti-spiece ("The 
Kookaburra") for us. 

Two or three years after Leaving School I went back there for a year to teach. 
I find it difficult, over the passage of time, to remember exactly with whom I went 
to school and whom I taught or attempted to teach. H owever, I find it more politic, 
if in doubt, to say I taught them. 

WINSOME MURPHY (nee NOBLE), 
(F irst Head Prefect) . 

MEMORIES 
F ebruary, 1917, saw my introduction to the somewhat spartan life of a private 

school of that day, when I was entered at Presbyterian Ladies' College as a boarder
distinctly spartan in comparison with the average homes from which most girls had 
come. P.L.C., then in its infancy, was housed at Ormiston House in P almerston S t., 
North Perth- a large, low bungalow-type private home which was at that time used 
as a school for both boarding and day scholars. Eleven of us were there as boarders 

87 



but I cannot remember how many day scholars there were. There were four girls 
using the dormitory I was in, though our beds were on a verandah outside. I well 
remember losing my voice completely, my first four day at school. This was probably 
due to shock, but thereafter my bed was moved indoors and I slept alone in the dorm. 

Memory recalls enormously thick stone walls; at one time I hid quite comfortably 
behind the curtain in a window embrasure of our dorm when an irate headmistress 
came to put a stop to our hi-jinks! Miss Scorgie, our Headmistress, was a tall, hand
some Scot who impressed us all mightily- in so many ways; and she was a gifted 
teacher. One of my vivid memories at Ormiston House was of one night early in 
winter when I had a terrific cough and Miss Scorgie sat by me for what seemed ages, 
giving me sips of warm water and cough mixture. 

At Ormiston House, too, I was always intrigued by the painted ceilings of our 
schoolrooms, much to the detriment of my interest in Latin. These, the original 
reception rooms, were adorned with cupids, wreaths and blue lovers' knots, on a 
pastel background and were always of fascinating interest. Here, Miss Wade, 
another gifted teacher and very beautiful with grey eyes and blonde hair worn 
swathed around her head, taught us English and other subjects. And, in the grounds 
outside, though I remember there were bitumen tennis courts, my main memory is of 
several enormous and ancient Moreton Bay Fig trees. 

During my first year, the School was moved to Cottesloe where it now is, but, 
before going from Ormiston House, a farewell concert and speechmaking ceremony 
was held to mark the occasion. Here, my strongest memory is of the excerpts from 
"Twelfth Night" which we played under Miss Wade's expert direction. Freda Carter 
(now Mrs. H. Biggin) was Sir Andrew Aguecheek while I was a paunchy Sir Toby 
Belch and Eileen Fitzgerald, a splendid Malvolio, "yellow-stockinged and cross
gartered." At one stage I had to burst out laughing but, on the day, was stricken 
dumb and can still see Miss Wade standing in the wings, mouthing: "Turn round and 
laugh! Turn round and laugh!" This I did, producing a miserable cackle. 

The School hatband then was brown with bands of pale blue and gold so, to 
match we wore brown tunics with pale blue blouses and sported a tie in colours to 
match' the hatband. For Sunday best, we wore frocks of tussore silk. Later, at 
Cottesloe, our School uniform changed to blue tunics with white blouses, while the 
senior girls wore navy skirts with white blouses. 

Building was still going on when we moved to View St., Cottesloe, during 1917 
with, at first, one large dormitory, plus toilet facilities, extending out at the back of 
the house, the dormitory being built with wooden walls halfway up, ~bove which were 
sliding canvas shutters. We had a new matron whose bedroom wmdow overlooked 
this dormitory and- of all things-she solemnly locked us in each night, a new depar
ture and, we felt, quite unnecessary; nothing like this had happened to us at Ormiston 
House! Needless to say, it became a point of honour to climb out of one of the 
opened shutters late at night and dash down to either the front gate or the summer
house, bringing back leaves from certain trees to prove we'd managed it. 

The next year, 1918, as the School grew in numbers we older boarders were 
moved into a new two-storey building to sleep, leaving the Juniors in the original 
dorm. This new building, painted green inside, had similar wooden walls and canvas 
shutters but each girl had her own cubicle opening on to a passage along the outside 
walls the whole, to me, reminiscent of a stables. Here wartime memory recalls the 
regular flashes from the searchlight on Monument Hill, which swept round across 
the opened shutters of our dormitories, then out over Cottesloe to Gage Road~ and 
Fremantle then round again endlessly. Another memory of the 1914-18 war IS, of 
course, of 'the Armistice, when we all ran shouting and cheering down to the main 
gate on View St., banging on saucepan lids and wh~tever. came to hand: That week 
as well, to our joy, we were given an extra we~k s holiday, som~ gomg to homes 
nearby and others, like myself, whose people were m the country, bemg asked to other 
girls' homes. 

Hundreds of other memories crowd in. There were the constant walks in 
"crocodile" tailed by the mistress on duty- after close inspection of gloves, stocking 
seams, hat angles, the polish on shoes, particularly at the back of the heels and so 
on. It seemed to me that we walked all over Cottesloe and Mosman: alon? Forrest 
St., over the railway line and so to Cottesloe Beach; down through Peppermmt Grove 

88 

and along the riverfront; up through Mosman Park to the Presentation Convent; or 
along Richardson Avenue past Loreto-indeed, all over the place, and much to the 
amusement of boys from Scotch College or our own days girls whom we might pass 
on the way. 

There were swimming lessons in summer held in the Baths in Freshwater Bay
long since pulled down. There were the Church parades on Sundays when we marched 
in "crocodile" to the local Presbyterian Church and where, one wonderful day, one 
whole row of the choir disappeared from view as their seat collapsed. There was the 
girl who put sixpence in the plate and took out threepence, much to the horror and 
indignation of 'The Boss", as we called Miss Scorgie. 

There was the night Mr. Carmichael, "shouted" the senior boarders to an evening 
out at His Majesty's Theatre to see the Shakespearean play we were then studying. 
We felt quite transported sitting there in the dress circle, and so very proud of Miss 
Scorgie, who looked magnificent in a long sapphire taffeta gown with a cream lace 
inset in front, which vied with the whiteness of her neck and shoulders. With her 
vivid blue eyes and black hair she looked quite wonderful. 

Again there was the time I threw a lemon at someone, which missed and went 
flying on over the back steps, through the passage, past the kitchen to land at Miss 
Scorgie's feet, as she stood in the central hall. That was yet one more time when 
she called me a "gomeril". I can still hear her saying: "Ye gomeril, Clare McLintock!" 
And there was the time in my sub-Leaving year when, at the end of the year, I 
handed in a blank exam paper for trigonometry. It was a new subject which I had 
found dull and to which I paid little attention. Quite pardonably, "The Boss" was 
absolutely furious and, having carpeted me well and truly, she, to my horror, under
took to teach me two years' work in one, so that I could take Maths with my other 
Leaving subjects. How I worked! But, looking back, l realise what a splendid and 
dedicated teacher she was. 

Finally, there were the yearly concerts in Weld Hall which afford the most 
pleasant as well as amusing memories. There, one year, in "The Merchant of 
Venice", I played the part of Portia, with Winnie Lang (now Mrs. Robertson of 
Carnamah), as Nerissa, while Meg McGibbon was an elegant Antonio whose moustache 
had come adrift, and Dot Male was the Prince of Morocco. I well remember how 
horrified the latter was when, after putting her hand to her blackened face, gleaming 
under a bejewelled turban she then placed it on her snow white Arabian-style trousers, 
leaving a rich black handprint for all to see. 

Yet another time we played "Midsummer Night's Dream" with Chrissie Dods as a 
tall slender Oberon in blue sequinned tights and tunic, while Ada Cooke (now Mrs. 
Gooch) , who played Bottom, reminded me only recently that one of the Plaistowe 
boys sent up to her bouquets of vegetables. That time, I played Puck, in brown tunic 
and tights, my strongest memory being of how terrified I was that my tights would 
split when I had to run across the stage and leap on to a sawn-off tree trunk. 

Time and space simply do not permit me to record all the memories that crowd 
in as I write, but the four years I spent at P.L.C. are years that I remember with 
pleasure. The good times and the amusing times stay with me, as well as the lasting 
friendships, particularly a few that have been cemented over the years. 

CLARE BRIGGS (nee McLintock) - 1917. 

P.L.C. OF THE 20s 
(Sung to the tune of "Here we go gathering nuts in May.") 

0, we're the Grannies of today, 
Our childhood years are far away, 
But lots of the memory is here to stay 

At P .L.C. in the '20s. 
Our uniforms were of tussore silk, 
The belts round our bottoms just like a kilt, 
Hats pulled down at a mournful tilt 

At P.L.C. in the '20s. 
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We had a hot bath just once a week; 
Once in the bath we could not speak, 
Except to yell "Plugs!" in a girlish squeak 

At P .L.C. in the '20s. 

Our breakfast con sisted of scrambled egg, 
One lump of butter and stale, stale bread, 
The jam all studded with lumps like lead, 

At P.L.C. in t he '20s. 

We also had porridge and cold black tea, 
Powdered milk one could hardly see, 
Half on our porridge and half in our tea, 

At P.L.C. in the '20s. 

T he yea rs roll on with a terrible rush; 
We see some changes, but not too much, 
And always there i·s dear old Hutch, 

From P.L.C. of the '20s. 

And so the Grannies of yesterday 
Say to the scholars of today, 
Gather ye rosebuds whilst ye may 

From P.L.C. of the '60s. 

Soon your school days will be gone, 
And all of the things you think are wrong 
Are really to help make you belong 

T o P .L.C. of the '90s. 
"ONE OF THE GRANNIES" 

ENID CLARKE (MRS. C. E. JENOUR) 
1920-21 

FORTY-SIX YEARS AT P.L.C. 
I arrived at school just after a howling gale had blown the roof off the old Gym 

and landed in the church yard next door. Dora Lodge, who taught at school for a 
while and who later trained at Princess Margaret Hospital, told me of that night. 
Her family lived at "Hesselmount" (now Baird H ouse), and she said the noise was 
terrifi~. No o~e _was hurt owing to_ the presence of mind of two senior girls who kept 
the ch1l?ren ms1de when they pamcked. For some time after , m or e than one of the 
Staff stirred uneasily when the wind whistled up the chimney in the little staff room 
which later became the sick room. Miss Scorgie, the Head Mistress, a Scotswoman 
with a very broad accent warned me "Schoolgirls a re br-r-r-rats- be as pleasant as 
you like but be fir-r-rm .. , Her blue eyes twinkled as s he said it. It seemed to me a 
happy school- a school with goodness at its very centre. I was young and impression
able then. 

. We all seeme? t o work hard. I taught in the daytime, and supervised practices 
1~ the early. morm~g an~ afternoon. As I had not yet passed m y final exam I prac
tised from SIX to nme "L1ghts out" at night. 

The Council, and kindly old Mr. Carmichael, the cha irman, a rr anged for me to 
have my own piano in the boxroom, in the bottom dorm. The boarders came up at 
8.30 ~n? . "baths," and steam and chatter, and a eat that used to be along the top of 
the d1v1dmg wall kept me company for the last half hour. When the final results came 
out I was so elated I avowed that, if humanly possible, every girl I prepared for exam
ination would pass also. 

I can't r emember exactly when changes began to be made, but "Korrawilla " 
"Allowah" and "Murrin-Murrin" (dormitories) disappeared and class rooms were made 
in their J?lace. Th~ Boa_rd~rs went acros_s _the road to Junior School. Much shuffling 
went on m the mam bmldmg, the only dmmg r oom berame the commercia l room and 
later the Domestic Science block. ' 
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One never knew what one would find after t he Chr istm as break. Bulldozers began 
tea r ing up the gr ound in McNeil Street, gobbling up the hard tennis and basketball 
courts, and a wall, solid and permanent looking, cr ept up the hill. I r emember the 
fine marching display the school gave on the first Anzac Day after the grass had 
grown under the m any sprinklers and we viewed it fr om the higher ground above the 
wall. 

Changes came fast after this-Carmichael H all came to tower a bove ever ything 
and a splendid new boarding house acr oss t he way. 

A flourishing P arents and F r iends' Association was formed and the Vera Sum
mers Swimming P ool appeared. 

Successes came to the school and in Music we held our own. There were several 
outstanding pupils including one who went to America to further her studies. In 1957 
we entered a choir in t he F estiva l and after a few t r ies won first place to our great 
joy. Three times we won the shield, the last t ime sharing it with another school. 

It was a most en joyable experience when at the invitation of Scotch College, 
thirty of our girls took part in a ver y successful pr oduction of Britten's "N oyes' Flude." 

My t rip to England in 1962 with generous leave fr om the Coun:::il was the dream 
of a lifetime and I returned ha ppily to finish off m y last two years. 

May I end these reminiscences with a wish from words taken from t he School 
Song which I have heard sung so many, many times. May the school go on with the 
"faith" and "pride" of those who have passed t hrough its gates and also of the pre
sen t and future gir ls who "pledge themselve-s with head, heart and hand t hrough 
years to be ." 

D . HUTCHINSON ("HUTCHIE") 
1920-1965 

THE 1929-1931 PERIOD 
Miss Janet Phemister was our H ead and our colours were brown, gold an d pale 

blue. 

Ther e would have been only 10-15 in S ub-Leaving and Leaving ; we shared the 
same pavilion. We wer e always a ver y happy class and I still keep in touch wit h 
m any school friends now scattered in various par ts of the world. Som e say that the 
student s of today ar e more clever than our generation but we got a good percentage 
of passes even t hough we used t o bribe the lawnmower man to go up and down near 
the ·side of the pavilion cutting the tennis cour t, which was situated where Car
michael H all now st ands, when we didn't feel l!ke coping with F rench dictation; that 
is, when we knew we were going t o have F rench dictat ion , and what sly glances we 
would give each other when our French Mistress would say "Cannot have dictation 
with that noise going on. " They were t he good old days. 

MARY SHEPHERD 

" I REMEMBER" 
My earliest memories of P .L.C. are t he most vivid and as I joined the S taff during 

the war most of them concern aspects of life in a boarding school at such a time. 
Life seemed to be a series of "a larms and excursions" with an unceasing effort 

to keep education up to its usual standard. That we succeeded fairly well was largely 
owing to the fact t hat at the head of t he school was a woman who throughout t hat 
time never once appeared t o outsiders as anything but calm and confident. This, of 
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course, had a wonderful effect on Staff and children, so that "No panic; just do your 
job" became automatic. 

She had plenty to worry her. Panicking parents seemed to believe she had inside 
information on Japan's intentions and daily, for some time, they telephoned or called 
to ask whether they should remove their children to le'Ss exposed areas. Miserable 
homesick boarders, with no news from parents in Singapore or Java, were cheered 
by optimistic calm. Exasperated, one day, with trying "to make do," I demanded 
"What do I do when there are not enough desks and we can't buy new ones?" "Mend 
the old," came the answer with a twinkle; and so conscripted "Conduct markers," 
volunteers and myself used to 'Spend Saturday mornings repairing desks and chairs. 
Maybe they did not look a very finished job but at least they were usable. 

About once a month, at first, authorities from Army, Navy or Air Force strode 
in with a view to requisitioning the school. Tentative plans were made for m oving 
all and sundry up country, but for once our old wooden buildings were an advantage. 
The fire hazard was too great. Schools further inland and built of brick, like Guild
ford Grammar and Perth College, were taken over and the pupils all moved away. 

We had slit trenche·s dug in the lawns and an underground shelter near the pre
sent Biology laboratory; it was a dark tunnel with a steep ladder into it and trenches 
along the sides. I remember during one alarm, trotting my First Year class into its 
depths and then continuing an algebra lesson in the pitch dark quite successfully
though all sums had to be done mentally. For some alarms the children went under 
their desks. I've taught a class squeezed there, though not actually under one myself. 
I've also taught two classes at a time standing in the doorway between J and K or 
C and E when staff were short. This was a frequent situation as they departed to 
drive ambulance·s or join one of the Forces. 

Numbers in classes and in the boarding house fluctuated. The only ones that 
went up steadily were the Dutch children. At one time we had a whole dormitory of 
them aged from seven to seventeen. 

Rationing was a headache for Matron. To make sure everyone got her share of 
butter each girl had her ration in her private jar, and girls going out for a weekend 
meal were begged by stay-at-homes for their remaining ration. 

For some years we had only one hockey field, running parallel with McNeil Street, 
and with four bitumen basketball-tenni·s courts to the south of it. When the school 
acquired the paddock east of Finlayson and where Robertson Houses now stand, we 
got our second hockey field. All boarders had to have at least three-quarters of an 
hour's exercise every afternoon. If they could not get into a sports list they walked or 
ran from the McNeil gate to the View Street one for the required time. 

To stop useless "swotting" the day before Public Exams started I used to take 
the boarders for a walk-trot from school to the top of Monument Hill. There was a 
wonderful view- if they had the breath to stand up and admire it. However, a Junior 
candidate once sprained her ankle coming down the hill and as we had by then our 
new courts we gave up the "Scramble" in favour of the Sub-Leaving tennis party. 

A later vivid memory I have is of the year 1955 when Dr. Summers went on 
leave to England. Everything piled up. The Education Dept. decided to run an Educa
tion Week for the State and the private schools were invited to participate. Carmichael 
Hall was being built. First we had the bulldozers, so that teaching in A, D and E wa'S 
practically impossible. Then came the bricklayers and one frequently found that the 
person really interested in one's maths or English lesson was a bricklayer on Car
michael wall. A good many of our proposed exercises and entertainments for Educa
tion Week depended on being able to use the completed hall. It was a near thing
the building won by about four days. ThE> lovely grand piano presented by the Old 
Collegians was placed in honour on the dais and there was time for a few frantic 
rehearsals. The new gymnasium was full of handwork, paintings from the Art classes 
and "projects" from many classes. There were hockey and basketball matches, a 
demonstration of lacrosse teaching and folk dancing, and all the week parents wan
dered in and out of classes, rather demoralising and disturbing generally. We were 
glad that the Department decided against making it an annual event. There was no 
one more glad than I to see Dr. Summers back in her office where the door stood 
perpetually open to people needing advice and help. 

0. CUSACK 
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AIR R AID SHELTERS 
The siren sounded loud and long, all schoolwork ceased and we marched to our 

allotted air raid shelter. The year was 1942. 

We were highly delighted at being one of the three F orms allotted the under
ground shelter. Three Forms then consisted of not more than 50 girls. 

The underground shelter was situa ted where the Biology block now stands. The 
more unfortunate classes had to go to the trenches which were about 3f t . 6in . deep 
and were situated under, and in the vicinity of t he pine tree and also near the summer 
house. 

We were permitted to t alk quietly in t he shelter and even sing quietly so that t ime 
passed quite quickly. We were not ver y concerned about an air raid and we were 
missing school work! If we had realised that t his was a genuine alert and not merely 
an air raid practice we might have been more relieved when t he siren sounded its 
consecutive short blast for all clear. We marched back to our rooms and back 
to work. 

Those of us who were relegated to the open trenches had a slightly less comfor table 
time. We marched to our allotted trench in single file, t hen one by one jumped in 
and crouched down, so that when we ben t our heads we were completely below 
ground level. In this way we should avoid danger from blast. The Form Mistress 
of each Form climbed in last, bearing a knapsack equipped with bandages, splints, 
cotton wool, flavine, etc. (All classes, young and old, were given regular lessons in 
first aid.) 

We hoped that the trenches would not be too visible from the air as t hey were 
as far as possible under the shelter of the pine tree and other t rees and bushes. These 
were the days when we heard of the machine-gunning of r efugees along the roads 
from Rotterdam. 

Several Perth schools and a number of mothers with young children moved away 
from the coastal area and went to stay at places further inland. We could not tell 
what might happen and we strongly suspected that W.A. was almost completely 
undefended. 

But we were lucky and the danger passed. For a time air r aid exercises were 
continued, but they gradually became less and less as it became evident that the J aps 
were losing the war. 

Eventually when the war was over, the t renches were filled in and the shelter 
removed. Before long the grass had grown again and trenches and air raid shelters 
were forgotten. 

Combined Effort-
L. STANES (nee Jenkinson ) . 
M. K. HOPE. 

MEMORIES OF THE WAR YEAR S 
I was rather stunned when asked to write an article for the "Kookaburra". 

Writing was not, and still is not in my line, and it sometimes seems that school days 
were an age ago. What could I write about? Yet, now I find I have had hours of 
pleasure while pegging clothes, washing dishes, and sweeping floors, thinking back to 
my years at P.L.C. 

Those were the war years. They were a time of anxiety, and uncer ta inty; of 
shortages- food, clothing and petrol rationing; of gas producers- rusty, ugly and 
excessively dirty, mounted on would-be streamlined cars, in the most ungainly fashion; 
of cars painted in dull drab colours, all shining metal parts concealed under 
camouflaged paint, each with a dull white band around the lower body, and all edging 
their way at night through "blacked out" streets with hooded headlight s cast ing feeble 
glows ahead; of shortages of petrol, t yres, and motoring necessities of every k ind, 
which kept all but the most fortuitous, 'Stout-hearted, or essentia l transport dr ivers off 
the road. 
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At this time it was a blessing to have older brothers and sisters who handed down 
their out-grown clothes. Mothers thought nothing of patching patches, and we as 
children were pleased to wear the relics. By some extraordinary means all P.L.C. 
girls wore school uniforms, but many had seen better days. 

Although butter, meat, tea and sugar were rationed, no one went short of food
except, as always, the boarders, who starved. In those days each boarder had her own 
personal jar of rationed butter which was replenished weekly. Boarders scraped 
their bread with butter six days a week, to save up enough for a feast on the seventh. 

Military uniforms were to be seen everywhere. Girls in their spare time knitted 
socks and scarves for camp comforts. Many of them had brothers, a father, or cousins 
away in the Services. From time to time there would be great joy when news filtered 
through about someone's safety. And occasionally other news would bring anguish. 

Like many other schools, P.L.C. was host to many evacuee children, some from 
England, but most from our near North. Many came, unable to speak our language, 
with nothing beyond what they carried in their hands. 

At first, the uniforms, the shortages, the black-out and everything else about t he 
war was novel, or inconvenient or tragic. But finally, because it went on, and on, and 
still on, we came to accept it. We were all young, and our lives were filled with 
many things. 

There were the gardens at P.L.C. There were no gardeners, so, under the watchful 
eye of Miss Hope, we marked out our own plots-all shapes and sizes- and vowed 
to keep them free from weeds and snails. What we grew, was our own affair. Some 
planted flowers. We grew a wonderful crop of radishes, broad beans and green peas, 
where the new gym is now being built. 

Hockey enthusiasts of those days had to be of a special breed. The game we 
played was as full of variety as it was of hockey. Our only playing field was a sandy 
waste at one end- hopeless when dry- and at the other a sea of Guildford grass
treacherous when wet. Under these difficulties, we once played the Wesley boys, who 
of course walked all over us amid hilarity. There was our left wing in hot pursuit of 
her opponent shouting "It's my turn. It's my turn. Remember, you promised 
me a hit!" 

Between Summers House and Jun ior House, grew a mulberry tree, possibly no 
bigger than a lemon tree, but to me, huge, green, shady and cool. This is the tree that 
over the years nourished our silkworms- millions ot them. 

Huge canvas shutters that usually took two girls to slide open or shut were our 
only windows in the gym, dormitories, and classrooms of the senior school. In bad 
weather the alternatives were always simple- open the shutters and be exposed to the 
elements, or leave them closed and work in the gloom. But to sit in the sun on crisp 
winter mornings was delightful. 

And on, and on my mind races. The girls of my year are now scattered worldwide. 
Would that Peace were worldwide too. 

BERWINE BARRETT-LENNARD (nee Cook) - 1942-1945. 

ALMA MATER 
Reminiscences- after all those years, it certainly wasn't hard to find them. But 

which ones, and what sort? The time the biology class arrived to continue the dissec
tion of a rather dead shark, bearing each one a flower in which she buried her nose, 
to be promptly refused admission until all floral tributes had been abandoned? Or the 
occasion when the whole school was required to learn by heart the entire chapter read 
at Assembly, too much attention having been given to a puppy which happened to 
wander in during the reading? Or the afternoon the final year French group opened 
its Trial Leaving paper to find, to its joy, that the examination was taken virtually 
completely from the previous year's Leaving paper which they had spent the whole 
lunch hour working through with dictionaries and Heath's grammar? Not that this 
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particular study stopped at least one examinee, some years later in France, from 
being regarded as little better than a cannibal by the local butcher from whom she 
inquired the price of a jambe d'agneau when she meant a gigot, though it might have 
helped to account for the friendliness of many other stallholders in the market who 
exclaimed, "But you're almost one of us!" until it appeared that they were confusing 
Australia with Canada, on the map another large red area somewhere a long way 
from France. 

But none of these recollections seemed quite to fit- what then? Memories of the 
teachers we know, some of them throughout our entire school life? Some whose 
writing was, perhaps fortunately, a little difficult to follow, specially in our reports; 
some who ruled with rods of iron and others who achieved results more gently- all 
of whom we respected and admired, though Friday afternoon's tables, starting with 
"Feet in a yard? Yards in a chain?" did omit "Inches in a mile?" which now seems to 
make up a large part of primary school calculations, at least in N.S.W. That we 
escaped, but not rods, poles, nor perches, nor hundredweight in a ton- and just as 
well for us, too, when it came to November in Junior and Leaving years. 

Or buildings, gardens, the physical layout of the school? House marks for tidying 
the grounds, in the days when Ferguson's colour was white? The time the area for 
the swimming pool had to be meticulously gone over to remove all the small bits of 
accumulated rubbish before construction could commence? How well the result looks 
now, and how the grounds have changed, with the completion of so many attractive 
new buildings, notably of course the Hall, and with the grassing of so much which 
formerly had had to remain considerably more neglected; our captains had quite a 
job chivvying us to tidy those areas in our not over-enthusiastic sessions each day 
before Assembly. 

In the end it became clear that the reason why none of these memories was 
adequate was that none gave sufficient indication of anything more than a single aspect 
of what the school meant, or means, to its pupils, either past or present. And even 
together they could add up to no more than a partial representation of the whole. 
For this also included the spirit, and this is inevitably the main thing which one 
remembers on looking back; this was what gave the years at school their essential 
and particular character. Reminiscence here can convey little; is in any case perhaps 
unnecessary, for the ideals the school stood for are likely to be what has altered least 
over its years as an institute of education. Education not only as a collection of 
facts but as a preparation for living; and it is for this preparation that one becomes 
very grateful as the years go by. Thank you, P.L.C., for what I learnt. 

HELEN HART (nee Watson) - 1946-50. 

THE JUNIOR BRANCH OF P.L.C. 
The Junior Branch of the P.L.C. began its career in 1948 at No. 100 Victoria 

Avenue, Claremont, when Miss Swan took charge for a year before she resumed full
time Senior School teaching. Thereafter Mrs. Hunt was in charge until the new build
ing wa-s completed at Cottesloe and the entire Branch school was transferred at the 
beginning of 1954. 

In 1949 there were three teachers at the Junior Branch. The Kindergarten and 
Grade 1 were taught by Miss Little, who had previously been with Miss Swan at Park 
School. Miss McMaster had Grades 2 and 3, and the Fourth Grade, under Mrs. Hunt, 
were the "big" girls who had a good deal of responsibility at school, and also with young 
brothers and sisters on the buses. 

During subsequent years the girls stayed on through all the primary grades so 
the numbers increased to about 110 and the old building was bursting at the seams. 
A verandah, overlooking Claremont Water, was enclosed with louvres; this gave 
enough width for three de-sks, so it was a long narrow classroom, but the streamlining 
had no noticeable effect on the robust occupants. Later on another verandah on the 
other side of the building was taken over, a blackboard was fixed to the wall, and the 
overflow from one of the smaller classrooms was comfortably accommodated (except 
on very wet or windy days) . 

95 



Mrs. McCausland and Mrs. Mauldon joined the Staff as the numbers increased; 
when Miss McMaster went to England her class was taken by Mrs. Langoulant. Mrs. 
Deans taught music and singing, and when she left Mr. Lado taught music, and on 
one or two memorable occasions gave piano recitals to small but enthusiastic audi
ences. Mrs. Ewen, at a later stage, taught singing and physical education (not simul
taneously!) and this proved to be a valuable combination when a programme of enter
tainment was needed. 

The Kindergarten was, to a certain extent, the focal point of the school. With 
an alleged lower age limit of 4~ it did, however, at various times, and for various 
good reasons, accept younger children; as a result it was sometimes necessary to 
commandeer one of the smaller rooms for a nursery on hot days, so that those of 
really tender age could curl up for an afternoon sleep. As this small room was the 
chief highway to the verandah room, all those in transit trod warily and spoke in 
whispers. 

The Kindergarten occupied what had once been the billiards-cum-party room of 
the old home. It was a shabby but spacious and comfortable structure with easy 
access to the grounds- and also to the living quarters ,which latter circumstance 
sometimes led to amusing complications. 

It was good for the older children to have the little ones to love, mother, "boss", 
chase round and generally enjoy. Parents liked the smallness and the family atmos
phere; a birthday party usually meant that a couple of entire classes had to be asked, 
and for the most part everybody knew everybody else. 

For Assembly the Kindergarten room had to be used, and as it was Miss Little 
who played the hymns and marches, the little ones all attended Assembly and some
times livened things up considerably. They picked up the less simple tunes with a 
speed that was rather remarkable and their variations on the original words were, 
at times, more remarkable still. 

One day a little boy called out, "Miss Little, your auntie's just coming down the 
path." That was Doctor Summers. The Kindergarten always welcomed her with more 
enthusiasm than awe and she scored a great hit on the day she admitted that she, too, 
could sing "Fairy Jacques." 

When there was a concert or any other important school occasion the programme 
was arranged so that every child was able to participate, and absolutely no one missed 
a chance of dressing up and sharing in the fun. There was always great excitement 
when the Junior Branch was taking part in the activities of the parent school-col
laborating in an evening of play production, choosing House representatives for Sports 
Day, or practising the School song for Speech Day. How lustily the little ones sang 
"Father in Heaven who love us tall," and, as Christmas drew near, "Peace on earth 
and mercy, Miles, God and sinners left on stiles." 

With some guidance from Mrs. Keys the older girls began using poster paints and 
modelling clay, and embarking on a very exciting art programme. The old tankstand 
room near the Waratah Avenue gate was a good clay room. It kept most of the mess 
away from the main building, and Providence protected the artists from the red
backed spiders and other horrid creatures that no doubt inhabited the old timbers 
(or perhaps the horrid creatures were glad to keep out of sight when their precincts 
were invaded!) . Clay modelling and painting were correlated with Social Studies and 
other subjects, and the results were put on show along the narrow shelves that had 
been added around the classroom walls. The unwarned visitor was not infrequently 
startled by some of the shapes that appeared, in a dim light, to be emerging from 
miniature Kruger Parks and other interesting places. 

Visits from the Education Department Superintendents were among the high
lights of the year, and the V.I.Ps. invariably enjoyed the friendliness and co-operative 
attitude of the children. Only Constable Cusworth rivalled the Education Department 
representatives in popularity. When he came to conduct Road Safety demonstrations 
he seemed to have psychic powers in connection with the finding of bicycles that had 
faulty brakes or bells. Nevertheless. the Kindergarten, and even those whose con
sciences were not immaculate, had a great affection and respect for "Comfortable 
Custard" as the smallest ones firmly believed him to be called. 

The parents of the Junior Branch were extraordinarily generous and co-operative. 
When the enrolment was still only sixty-five they organized a fete in the grounds 

96 

and raised what seemed at the time to be an enormous sum of money for school 
amenities. They helped in every possible way with gifts and with support for every 
school enterprise. In those days cleaners and casual gardeners were very hard to get; 
from t he parents came gifts of flowers and shrub·s; sometimes a friendly visit and a 
swift bit of planting were squeezed in somewhere during a busy day. One very kind 
Daddy used to collect and deliver the precious clay for modelling; another used to 
drop a bag of fertilizer over the fence at odd times. 

The school grounds stretched from Waratah Avenue right down to the river, 
above which two "lookout" seats had been carved in the little cliffs. There were all 
sorts of shrubs and trees dotted about; there were rocky eminences and enchanting 
little nooks for luncheon groups and enticing crannies for concealing papers and food 
scraps. Harrying children who left litter lying about became an occupational disease 
with the teachers, so much so that, at t he end of t he day when the J.B. swimming 
"carnival" had been held at Claremont Baths, harassed mothers of small fry found 
their handbags stuffed with wet peanut shells after the peanut scramble "because we 
are not 'llowed to leave ONE SCRAP of anything lying around." 

Always, at the J.B., there was the Moreton Bay Fig Tree. It was so mighty that 
it deserves capital letters. It was over fifty years old and its outside boughs touched 
the ground and concealed a whole secret world within; it was a haven of coolness in 
the summer and fairly dry even in wet weat her. The children loved to play there a t 
any time and e·specially when school was over for the day, but after they had invited 
the mistress-in-charge to admire their Tour-round-the-world and the Leap-of-death, it 
became necessary to obtain notes from parents giving their daughters permission to 
use the famous tree as an open-air gymnasium. Happily no accidents occurred, but 
there was the odd minor complication. One afternoon, returning from an after-school 
shopping expedition, the mistress-in-charge found the school building half-swept and 
wholly deserted. There was a slight "Marie Celeste" atmosphere. Anxious exploration 
of the grounds was rewarded with sounds indicating that survivors might be found in 
the fig tree. They were. Marian Keys in a sort of intrepid space-probe on one of the 
higher branches had gone beyond the point of safe return. Her faithful buddy, J oanna, 
unable to inaugurate rescue operations on her own, had sought help. The trusty Mrs. 
Evans, discarding brooms and mop, and murmuring (possibly) "Ad astra per ardua" 
or even "Labore et honore" had scaled the heights and, when discovered, was making 
a masterly descent that might have been envied by a koala, with the rescued damsel 
more or less clinging to her back. It would be pleasant to record that two little girls, 
hearts overflowing with gratitude, seized t he brooms and finished the sweeping, but 
history does not tell us this. 

Wild life abounded, within reasonable limits, in the area. The school was fortunate 
in having "Ajax" of the "West Australian" living next door and she became a sort of 
unofficial patron of nature studies, letting t he privileged responsible types visit her 
mountain devil, and giving the girl-s, among other t hings, a copy of her book "Beetles 
Ahoy!" (definitely not "Beatles") . 

No account of the J.B. would be complete without the story of the Snake. There 
was a neglected area with much dead grass close to the school and an occasional 
snake had there been glimpsed going about its more or less lawful occasions. The 
proximity of this area was regarded as a menace. Then, one day, a snake came into 
the school. A pallid-faced young mistress reported that she had seen it going past her 
door along the passage. How big was it? Well-it had seemed to take a long time 
to go past the door! 

No panic! Classroom doors were firmly shut and the children remained unaware 
of their peril. The reptile was presumed to be lurking among the attache cases on 
the floor in the cloakroom-hall outside the Kindergarten door. Two undaunted women, 
armed with spade and maphook-on-pole, gingerly moved the cases one by one. The 
snake was revealed, cowering behind the last few. Decapitated (and put in a bucket 
of water, just to make sure) it was an unimpressive three- or four-foot corpse; r oving 
had verily been its ru-i-in. Unappeased, an irate young teacher decided to ring the 
local fire brigade and complain about reptile-infested jungles which menaced the 
safety of innocent little children. Unfortunately, in her agitation, she chose the wrong 
number from the emergency list and rang t he St. John Ambulance. When she had 
finished a dramatic account of the recent adventures a courteous male voice assured 
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her that if the snake was really dead then it was too late for the ambulance to be of 
any assistance! 

What do the ex-pupils of the Junior Branch remember of the odd few years they 
spent there? Two of them remember that there was a big pomegranate tree near the 
back door. Sometime-s pomegranates were sold to help raise money for the school 
charities; sometimes when girls were upset because they had missed a bus after school 
they were given a pomegranate to console them. 

Another one cherished the memory of three porpoises that played in the bay 
every day for nearly a week- and were considerate enough to put on a good show 
at lunch time. 

When Terri broke both legs in a riding accident she wa·s away from school for a 
very long time. Her cousin always remembers the day when Terri returned and the 
whole school came out to welcome her back, crutches and all. 

For Sue an abiding memory was the visit to a "Watsonia" bacon factory whence 
every girl returned with, as a souvenir, a pig's little curly tail (nicely laundered); 
but always, above and beyond everything else, is the remembered magic of the 
Moreton Bay Fig Tree. "It was bad enough when the bulldozers started on the build
ing," said Margaret. "I cried when we were driving past and I saw the tree coming 
down." 

I. HUNT 

MEMORIES OF THE BOARDING HOUSE 
( 1951-1965) 

November 1st, 1951, was a wet, miserable day- my first as Matron of P.L.C.- and 
an old saying kept running through my mind, "Wet day, short stay." Feeling as I 
was then, it really didn't matter- Why had I come here? 

Outwardly P.L.C. was not a very attractive place in those days- wind and rain 
driving on to open verandahs, canva·s-shuttered, windly dormitories, dark bathrooms, 
an ancient wood stove in the kitchen, and the hungry old black "donkey" which had 
to be fed regularly so that there would be hot water for dish washing and baths. No 
words of mine could describe the old laundry--it had to be seen to be believed. 

But it did not take long to learn that these visible things were not P.L.C. It was 
the people who mattered and from the Headmistress to the youngest child the spirit 
of the school shone forth. 

I used to marvel when the members of the domestic staff talked about "our" 
girls passing examinations so well and gaining many distinctions, and "our" girls 
excelling at sport. I may never have been a "one-eyed" barracker at football (?) but 
for many years I have been a "one-eyed" barracker for P.L.C. 

What wonderful thrills I have had in my fourteen years as Matron- the thrill of 
a big cream and green gas stove for the kitchen, of gas showers installed in "top" 
dorm, of louvres replacing shutters in both "top" and 'bottom" dorms and the very 
big thrill of an efficient new laundry. Then, after a lightning back-breaking move, the 
new boarding house and the joy of a dish washing machine. Some of you will remember 
the first dinner of fish and chips from the new deep fryer. Everyone was so happy
except the Headmistress, who did not like fish and chips! 

And what of the girls? The good and the not-so-good, the happy, smiling girls 
and those nothing pleased, the tidy girls and the untidy girls, the shy, retiring girls 
and the noisy, boisterous ones- what of them? Well, they are all "our" girls and 
mostly, we love them. 

I count myself a very lucky woman because I have stored away so many, many 
memories and laughs which will enrich my old age, and because I have gained so 
many friends. 

May P.L.C. go from strength to streneth and never lose that spirit which makes 
it a fine school. 

Oh- and never believe that a "wet day" means a "short stay." 
MATRON 
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MEMORIES OF A CHAPLAIN 
While I was Moderator, a medical man told me that I suffered from presbyopia. 

It seemed a most suitable disease for a Presbyterian minister. However, the dictionary 
says presbyopia is a form of longsightedness incident to old age. This means, in effect, 
that my arm is not long enough to read anything, unless I wear glasses. 

The point of this introduction i·s that when Miss Dunston's letter arrived asking 
me to write something for the Jubilee Supplement cf "Kookaburra," I did not have 
my glasses with me. I held the letter at arm's length, and it seemed to my blurred 
vision to be saying, "Could you be persuaded to write an article, 'Confessions of a 
Chaplain'?" This gave me a severe shock, for I have long lived in the belief that Miss 
Dunston did not know me well enough to think that I could provide an article under 
the title "Purple Patches from a Parson's Past." 

There is, however, one confession I shall make to all those girls who were at 
school in February, 1957. I confess to an almust paralysing nervousness at my first 
appearance in Assembly. Suddenly, as I walked in, meekly behind Dr. Summers, I 
was confronted by a great mass of femaleness (or whatever is the state of female). 
Not only was there a mass in front of me, there was another ma·ss behind me. Was 
my hair sticking up? Had I remembered to shave? Had I put on a clean collar? Let 
us pray. 

As the weeks passed, Assembly changed from an anonymous and faceless mass 
into individual girls. I met some of them in scripture classes; I saw them in church, 
in the street; some of them came to me to talk over their problems. For the benefit 
of harassed and worried parents, I should say that in more than a quarter of a century 
as a minister I have never met better and more courteous people than your daughters. 
They have rebelled against you, sometimes because they were stupid, sometimes 
because they were wiser than you. They do the Twist (or am I now out of date?), 
which you may find silly; you did the Charleston and the Black Bottom. (Had you 
forgotten that last vulgarity?) 

More than six years I had with the girls of P.L.C., and in spite of all that has 
been said about the adolescents of the nineteen-sixties, I found them to be more 
aware of the problems of the world than we were, more concerned to help than the 
adolescents of any other generation since the second world war began. 

These teenage girls have often been accused of rejecting the values of the past. 
Would you want them uncritically to accept our values? Remember that they have 
inherited a world in which we, their parents, have waged two world wars, invented 
new methods of destroying mankind, and managed to continue wasting untold wealth 
on devices to kill while millions starve to a poverty-stricken death. 

These girls are rightly sceptical of the worth of our ideals. My experience is 
that this young generation of the sixties has a healthy scepticism. They refuse to 
accept the word of parent, parson, or Principal, simply because it is spoken loudly 
or with the sanctions available to authority. They showed me that they wanted to 
know the truth. 

When they were convinced of a truth, they lived it. They were convinced of 
their responsibility for the hungry and uncared-for children whom they had never 
seen, and they have shown themselves their brothers' keepers. 

We can be confident of this, that the Church and the world are richer for the 
rebellion of this generation. 

I forgot to say earlier that Miss Dunston had asked me to write some memories. 
These are not memories, but I am now beyond the reach of her discipline, and I want 
to make another confession. It is this: I doubt that I taught a single girl anything 
::~bout Scripture; although I was there to teach. it was I who was taught. I am balder 
and greyer as a consequence of those years at P.L.C.; I think I am a little wiser. 
If it be not too late, I should like to acknowledge my debt to the girls who were there 
between 1957 and 1962. They were extraordinarily generous to me. I do not mean 
the generous gifts they have made and continue to make for my refugees in West 
Bengal. Of course, I am deeply grateful for that generosity. But just now I am think
ing of their tolerance and courtesy, their readiness to listen to, and discuss, views 
and opinions that they must have found strange and even alarming. 

I hope there is room for a brief postscript for some old students. One year, quite 
by accident, I discovered the nickname by which some of the girls irreverently called 
me- a shattering experience! KEITH McC. DOWDING 
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PREFECT - 1955 ! 
There were 16 of us that year- a worthy and responsible bunch or Dr. Summers 

would never have left the school in our charge! That was the year she made a very 
well-earned holiday trip overseas. 

Proud of our added responsibilities, it was with delight that we dealt with the 
miscreants who were ordered to our doors. Quantities of Guildford grass disappeared 
from the Oval, the school lacrosse sticks were constantly oiled, and the floor of 
the Prefects' Room sparkled (if one used a little imagination) . Yet we, too, were 
kept under a steady surveillance. A staff-room then adjoined the Prefects' Room. 

The present staff-room was then the Library and it was there that we performed 
one of our most unpleasant tasks-prep supervision. The Leaving classrooms of 
today- last year's library- was our gym. And just as the new gym is growing before 
our eyes in 1965, so we watched Carmichael Hall grow in 1955. The new building 
served two very useful purposes for us. The cool drink and milk bottles discarded 
by the workmen provided a steady source of income; the completed Hall was the 
scene of our Leaving examinations. 

And so ended our final year at P.L.C. 
memorable and happy. 

I hope that others have found theirs as 

P. FARRELL (nee Ward)-1955. 

P .L.C. IN RETROSPECT 
"I'm Heather Greig, who are you?" said a loud voice, accompanied by a resounding 

thump on the back that all but sent me reeling on the .ground. Such was. my first 
and lasting impression of my first day at P.L.C. and lookmg back I can see 1t reflects 
the boisterous, carefree atmosphere of our first year. I still hear "Mrs. Cue", telling 
us in no uncertain terms, that we were the worst First years the school had ever seen
or was likely to see- and in our awed innocence, we believed her! (My two sisters 
have since been told the same.) 

Second year we were out to enjoy everything. Subjects were no longer novel and 
inspiring- we looked upon the Junior and Leaving as something in the remote future 
and we spent most of our time in the new pool. 

The Georgian Calendar disappeared entirely in our Third year-no months, no 
days, but all too frequent pronouncements by Mrs. Adam on ~he rapidly dimini~hing 
time gap between now and the Judgment Day- 10 weeks to Jumor, 9 weeks to Jumor
such was our countdown. 

Now to rest on our laurels!! !- or so we thought, but Somebody had plans for us. 
However we still managed to bear the yoke with as little disruption as possible to 
our main pursuits of producing the Penny Concert and speculating on the "Cricket 
Team" for next year. 

Well we made it. Seniors at last. And with a metamorphosis in our characters. 
We were' no longer "the worst anything" and in our new-found respectability appre
ciated at last the part the school played in our lives. Happy days, friendships made, 
and lasting memories. 

MARGARET BENSON- 1960-1964. 

THE "OLD GIRLS" IN THE SOUTH-WEST 
I was the first Country Vice-President but I have lost t he book with my notes 

so unfortunately I cannot tell you very much. In 1927 my sister (Precious Rose, now 
Mrs. Eric Johnston) wrote to the Old Girls in the district and asked them to meet 
at the Prince of Wales Hotel, Bunbury, for dinner. This was actually the first get
together but it was many years later that a Country Vice-President was elected. 
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I don't know how long I was Vice-President, but for a number of years, ten or 
more. At that time we met once a year for a luncheon party at one of the hotels, and 
I would collect the subs and send them on to the secretary. My sister took over from 
me, and Mrs. Jenour (Enid Clarke) took over from her in 1957. In October, 1961, 
when Mrs. Jenour was in office, a farewell lunch party was given for Dr. Summers 
at the Rose Hotel. 

There were now two lunches a year, one in March or April, and the other the last 
Tuesday in October. These were held at a private home in the form of a basket lunch, 
where everyone brought something to eat or drink. In October, 1963, for the first 
time, the lunch was away from Bunbury, at Pinjarra, at J o McLarty's home. 

Mrs. June Craig followed Mrs. Jenour in 1962 and is the present Country Vice
President. The most recent luncheon party was at Collie in April this year. Miss Dun
ston attended and told us some of the present history of t he School, and asked for 
contributions to "Kookaburra." 

The average number of Old Collegians attending these lunches would be about 
twenty-five. There have always been a lot of P.L.C. girls in the South-West and they 
are always keen to attend if possible. We are always pleased when some of the Old 
Girls from Perth are able to come to our functions. 

EDNA SLEE (EDNA ROSE) 

Old Collegians' Association 
The Old Collegians' Association, under the capable Presidency of Mrs. Freda 

Stimson, has once again enjoyed a successful year. At the Annual General Meeting 
held in the Carmichael Hall in February, the following were elected to office: President, 
Mrs. F . Stimson ; Vice-Presidents, Mrs. V. Barratt-Hill, Mrs. B. Hicks; Country Vice
President, Mrs. J. Craig; Secretary, Mrs. M. McLennan; Assistant Secretary, Mrs. P. 
Farrell; Treasurer, Miss H. Shilkin; Committee, Mrs. A. Gooch, Miss Terri J ones, Miss 
Jane Stimson, Miss Margaret Benson. 

1965, the School's JUBILEE Year, has been particularly active for our Associa
tion, commencing with a delightful Tennis and Swimming afternoon, held at P.L.C. 
on March 6, when some 40-odd girls were present. 

Once again the Old Collegians' Ball, at the South P erth City Hall on June 25 was 
a tremendous success-having two Bands, and fascinating decorations all in GOLD. 
The Ball Committee is to be commended on a splendid effort. 

Our main function for the year was the JUBILEE DINNER held at the Regency 
Room, Cottesloe on August 11, when nearly 400 past pupils of P.L.C. (ranging from 
some who had attended P.L.C. when it first commenced 50 years ago, to girls who 
had left only last year) enjoyed a grand night with many happy reunions. The 
highlight of the evening was an informal talk by Dr. Summers, whose reminiscences 
took many of us back to our school days. 

Two Golf Days have featured in our Calendar this year, both held at Chidley Point 
Golf Club. Our own Golf Day 'At Home' on September 6, was enjoyed by represent
atives from kindred Old Collegians' Associations as our guests, and a large number 
of our own members. The other was conducted by the 'Combined Independent 
Girls' Schools' on October 8, which was the first meeting of this nature and is proposed 
to be held annually. On this occasion, P.L.C. acted as 'Hostess School'. This was an 
outstanding success, and proved to be a wonderful way for members from the various 
Old Girls' Associations to meet socially. 

Two South-West Country Luncheons have taken place during the year, one on 
April 6 at Collie, when Mrs. Judith Allnutt and Mrs. Tui Naughton were joint hostesses. 
The second was at t he home of Mrs. June Craig, Dardanup, on October 26. These 
luncheons are becoming increasingly popular and have been well attended by members 
both from the South-West and Perth, with Miss Dunston and Mrs. Stimson amongst 
those who travelled from the city. 

On behalf of all m embers and the Committee of the Association, we record here 
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