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MATER DEi , MATER MEA 

PICTURE OF ST . LUKE 'S MADONNA 
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C/he C;J.Jtesse \ / irgm ._ , r ary 

Painted by St, Luke Evangelist 

Venerated in the Church of St. Mary Major. 

When St. Luke offered his work to the Blessed Virgin, 

she said to him; 



An Australian Christmas Caro l. 

0 little Babe of Bethlehem! 
The Southern Cross shines down, 

As once a star shone glorious 
Above an eastern town. 

The hearths of Bethlehem are cold, 
The streets are hushed with snow, 

The doors are barred, there is no room, 
Dear Lord. where wilt Thou go? 

0 come. sweet Jesus. come to us! 
Australia's sun is warm, 

And here are loving hearts enough 
To . shield Thee from the storm. 

Come! we will give Thee all we have, 
Each bird, and fl,ower, and tree, 

The breeze that stir.s the silver gums, 
The music of the sea. 

And sweet, wild clematis, starry-eyed, 
With delicate ferns we'll bring; 

Our wattle-trees shall shower their gold 
In tribute to our King. 

And when Thy Mother walks with Thee, 
We'll strew boronia sweet, 

And silver-hearted fl,annel-fl,owers , 
Beneath Thy little feet. 

We 'll stay wtih Thee, and play with Thee,. 
Australian girls and boys, 

Gay parrots, little furry bears 
We'll bring Thee for Thy toys. 

We'll watch, when evening sounds begin, 
And. dreaming fl,owers nod, 

Thy Mother fold Thee in her arms, 
Thou little Lamb of God! 

Bell-birds shall riry.g their silver peal 
From gullies green and deep, 

And mingle with the magpie's note 
To call Thee from Thy sleep. 

Take every dear Australian thing, 
Bless it, and make it Thine. 

In every heart reign Thou as King 
And make our land Thy shrine. 

0 little Babe of Bethlehem! 
Australia loves Thee well; 

Come to our hearts this Christmastide, 
And there forever dwell! 



It was my privilege recentl y to vis it for the first time Loreto Abbey, 
'Ballarat. I am glad to have had the exper ience 

The loveliness of the Chapel and of the Convent, the beauty of the 
· ~rounds and surroundings furnished an adequate reason for the attach
f!1ent I had remarked in all who we re ever associated with the Abbey. 
But there is a deeper reason sti 11 . As the M other House in Aust ra I ia of 
the Religious of the Blessed Virgin it is the home of a devotion- to the 

. Holy Family- that sanctifies souls impercept ibly. 

. The graceful name, Loreto Nuns, implies almost necessarily in those 
· \Yho bear it, a tender devotion to the Mother of God. 

Devotion to the mother intensifies love of her Divine Son. 

Jesus and Mary can hardly be thought of withouf including St. 
Joseph, the chaste Spouse of M ary, the Foster Father of Jesus. 

Devotion to the Holy Family, nouri shed in the heart of every Loreto 
~un, is zealously fostered by them in the pupi Is whom they teach . The 
Holy House at Loreto which sheltered the Holy Family at Nazareth 
means more than a name or a place to the Rel ig ious of the Institute of 
.of the Blessed Virqin and to their pupi ls. They see in it the symbol of 
the virtues practised by the Holy Family, the symbol too of the love of 
~esus, Mary and Joseph for mankind . 

Mary's M ount teaches and vividly recall s these lessons. They are 
.~harming lessons. May we learn them well and be influenced by them. 

~~ydney, 14th June, 1946. 



HIS EMINENCE, CARDLNAL NORMAN T . GLLKOY 



Mother Provincial's Letter 

My Dear Children of Loreto, 

Loreto Abbey, 
Mary's Mount, 

Balla rat, 
12th September, 1946. 

A year has gone since my last letter to you, a year full of God's graces and gifts. 
How thankful we should be to Him I What a debt of gratitude A.1strJlia owes to Him 
for His protection of our land during the war I Let us show our gratitude to Him and 
to His Blessed Mother by praying for a just and lasting peace, and by doing all in our 
power, by prayer.and alms, to help those who are still suffering from a' cruel and ter
rible war. We do not know what famine means, but there are thousands and thousands 
of little children, besides men and women, suffering this frightful scourge . Let us 
not be unmindful of them. 

The year 1945, as you remember, was a memorable one. It commemorated the 
Tercentenary of the death of our Venerable Foundress, and helped to' spread the 
knowledge of her name and work. In addition, 1945 marked the centenary since 
bands of generous nuns trom Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham, sailed to Gibraltar and 

. Mauritius to commence in those places the work of the Institute. To the Commu
nities of Gibraltar and Mauritius let us offer tardy, but none the less warm-hearted, 
congratulations . . 

1946, too,. hcis good r~ason to earn the title of Anr'1us'"Mirahilis.· In the- History of 
the Church in Australia it will be remembered for having seen the elevation to the 
the Cardinalate of the first Australian . With deep and reverent loyalty we all unite 
in offering congratulations to His Eminence, Cardinal Gilroy, wishing him many years 

, of life and happiness. I am sure that His Eminence may count upon the prayers and 
--service of the children of Loreto to aid him in his great work for the Church . 

1946 will always hold special memories for the Catholics of West Australia . In 
. May of this year they celebrnted, on a magnific.ent scale, the beginnings of the 
Church in this State, a~ well as the coming of the Sisters of Mercy. Our pupils of 
Claremont and Nedlands were privileged to take part in the celebrations. 

Brisbane, too, will remember 1946. The Catholic citizens there are celebrating 
the Golden Sacerdotal Jubilee of their revered Archbishop. I have heard that our 

: pupils gave a special concert in his honour. 
Dear Children, you gave me qreat pleasure by the way in which you co-operated 

last year to make the publication of "Loreto" a suc:cess .. You will be glad to know 
that you r efforts were appreciated,~ for from many distant parts of the world, as 
well as from places nearer home, letters of thanks and appreciation have come. More 
than one correspondent commented upon the family spirit of the magazine, and this 
remark made me part icularly happy I do want all Lrxeto pupils to feel they are part 

· of one grand family, interested in each other and in all our Convents all over the 
· world, though by no means exdusively so. You will always remember with pride and 

joy the much biggf'r and nobler fami ly to which you belong as Catholics. In this 
family, the Institute of the Blessed V irgin Mary is one of ve ry many Congregations all 
working for the interests of the Sacred Heart. May Children of Loreto be first and 
foremost devoted and loyal children of the Church,- earnest and enthusiastic workers 
in establishing upon earth Our Lord's Kingdom. 

Before I close, I should like to tell you of a joy I had this year. It was to see in 
print the Life of Mother M Stanislaus Mulhall, a member of our Institute who left 

· her loved I re land to serve God's interests in this land of ours. The book is cal led, 
"All for All." Mother M. Stanislaus gave herself completely to God's service, and 
God Himself was her reward. Some of our past pupils will remember her well, and 
I hope that those who are too young to have known her will come to learn something 

· of her spirit from the reading of this book. It reveals a very holy nun. 
May Our Blessed Lady obtain from Her Divine Son this Christmastide rich graces 

for each and al1 . This is the wish, my dear Children, 

of, 

Yours affectionately in Christ, 



The Magazine 
. 
In 1889 

Full of interest is " Loreto Eucalyptus Blossoms" of 1889. The names of 
contributors are very familiar- A . Gibson, E . Ryan, C. O 'Loghlen, T. Ken
nedy, M . Cullinan, M . Hearne, T . McDonald , M . O'Donnell , B. Loughlin, B. 
Gilchrist. 

Pupils of Mary's Mount and of other Houses today may have much in 
common with the sentiments expressed in an article called "The Joys and Sor~ 
rows of Matriculation, " by B. Gilchrist. We quote part of it . "After all. 
with all its anxiety and study, there are the joys as well as the sorrows of 
matriculation ; and as the joys (provided, of course, one passes) come after 
the sorrows thereof. I think, as a rule, matriculation leaves a favourable im
pression on the once anxious student's mind. There is even enjoyment during 
the examination- a feeling of supreme satisfaction as each exam. glides peace
fully off and fades away into the dim memory of the past; the feeling of sublime 
happiness which the successful candidate experiences is really sans pareille .. 
He feels inclined to exult and rejoice exceedingly to the end of his life; he is. 
bewildered in the maze of congratulations, and wonders if there ever was 
anyone as happy as himself . If' he is a t all inclined to be enthusiastic, he 
gives vent to his feelings in a most demonstrative way, and executes sundry 
performances 'on the light fantastic toe ,' much to the detriment of his shoes. 

" But the joys of matriculation, as well as every other joy, must pass away, 
and I for one must say good-bye to them for ever , with a certain amount of 
sorrow, but a much greater amount of joy; and sincerely wishing every success 
to a ll future candidates, with a heartfelt desire that the examinations may not 
increase in difficulty , to you, 'gentles a ll ,' as to matricuiation I must say
A dieu. " B. Gilchrist . 

The section entitled correspondence has letters from children as far away 
from Australia as Loreto Abbey, Gorey and Loreto Academy, Niagara F alls . 
A correspondent nearer home, M . O 'Donnell , writes from the newly-founded 
Loreto Convent, Melbourne. She says : " I am a pupil of Loreto of Our Lady 
of the A ngels , South Melbourne . I will try to give you an idea of our new 
establishment, but you must remember it is only R beginning, and do not expect 
it to be like your grand Convent (Mary 's Mount) . The ground is very limited, 
and the house small. and so , in consequence, is the number of children . We 
pray every day that we may get a large house with plenty of ground, but this 
I am afraid will net be easily procured . The first day there were about twenty 
of us , and I can assure you we a ll felt quite proud of being the first to attend 
the Melbourne Loreto, and we though t how grand we first girls will be in a 
few years , w hen we shall have a large Convent , and can tell a ll the new girls 
of the opening day in the first Loreto Convent in Melbourne; how happy we 
were and what merry recreations we spent on our little play-ground. Though 
the house is so small , we have a very pretty li ttle C hapel, in which there are 
two beautiful statues- one of Our Lady , and the other of the Sacred Heart. 
During the month of May, Our Lady's sta tue was very prettily decorated with 
an a rch covered with white tulle and white flowers . It was quite a picture. I 
will tell you of some of our little May devotions. We had little leaflets on 
which we wrote our acts . Every day after instruction we sang a little hymn 
and placed our acts at the feet of our Blessed Mother. We grown girls have
a classroom to ourselves, and are rather glad to be away from the little ones, 
as we can study all the better by ourselves. The little ones have a very 
bright room to themselves , on the walls of which are some very pretty pic
tures; one is a doll 's tea-party. On the first May we had a pleasant surprise. 
We were sent out to the garden at half-past eleven; there we played games 
and chatted till twelve , when we were invited to the schoolroom, where we 
found a nice lunch laid out for us. Is not Rev. Mother good! The rest of the:
day we spent very merrily, and danced to our heart's content." 
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Scattered here and there are amusing titbits like the following : 

"A Western paper speaks of a wild turkey, shot by a gentleman weigh
ing twenty-three pounds." Another: "Take notice ," shouted the Inveray bell
man, " that the boat for Glasgow will sail on Monday morning . God willing 
and weather permittin '. or on Tuesday whether or no.'' 

Items from the School Diary will make pupils proud of their traditions:
February 7th: School opened; all are glad to be back at dear Loreto again . 

. M any of the old girls have returned, and new ones have come. We were 
greatly amused at the astonishment of the girls who had not heard of the 

.entrance of some of our companions of last year , and would not believe it 
when we told them of it, looking on it as a joke; it was really amusing when 
they met the said young ladies in postulant dress . But their feelings were 
still wrought on when they saw S.M. Regis and S.M.J. Stanislaus; the sceptics 
then began to fear for themselves. February 14th.- The Divisions arranged; 
.there are four this year. T wo more new children have appeared on the scene. 

February 27th.- H ad a long sleep and enjoyed it. 

March 1 st.-First Friday of the month. Each went as usual to the Chapel 
for our quarter-hour's Adoration. 

March lOth.-First Division Soiree passed off well. They had a scene 
from Shakespeare's " Coriolanus"-the one in which the hero interviews his 

·mother. 

March 17th.-St. Patrick's Day. The children sang at Mass with the 
-choir. Had an entertainment for our Irish Nuns; it consisted of music on the 
piano, harp and violins, a melody and scene from the life of St. Patrick. 

April 2nd.-Had a Procession through the grounds. We carried a picture 
-of Our Lady of Perpetual Succour at the head of it. This picture had re
. ceived a special blessing at the hands of the Pope. 

April 18th.-Holy Thursday. Adoration · of the Blessed Sacrament all 
.day. The Altar of Repose beautifully adorned as usual; several of us allowed 
·to rise at the Holy Hour. 

May 1 st.- Our Lady being Queen of the May, two maids of ho.nour 
were voted for. A . Gibson and L. Kenny chosen. They laid their wreaths 
at Our Lady's feet when the procession was over. 

Today we hear much of Arts and Crafts in the school. In a note in the 
Editorial of this old Magazine we read the following : 

" M ary's Mount, whose motto would appear to be en avant, so eager is 
dear Rev. Mother to keep her young people abreast with all the latest educa
tional movements, now boasts among its environments a 'Sloyd' room. Lest 
this uneuphonious. odd-looking word should puzzle our readers, we must ex
plain that it is taken from the Scandinavian word 'slojd,' signifying 'cunning,' 
'clever,' 'handy,' and that the Sloyd system of education aims at implanting 

.a respect for work in general , even the coarsest forms of manual labour, and 
develops activity, order, cleanliness, neatness, and accuracy. Our 'Sloyd' 
room already contains a printing press, w hich has turned out some exceedingly 
good work, a washing machine, a cooking -range, where our Domestic Economy 
Class prepares all kinds of delicacies, a sewing machine, etc. ; and in the near 
future we are to have there a class for wood-carving, and another for fine 

.art house painting and decoration under the supervision of competent artists, 

.or should we rather say artisans?" 
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From London 
Dear Editor, 

A request for an article for your magazine should always receive a reply 
from any girl of the good old days at Mary's Mount. But I am overcome by 
a feeling of impotence and inability to choose a subject that might amuse or
interest others. 

I shall therefore fall back on a military manoeuvre known as evasive action 
and amuse myself by quoting a short article from a London newspaper, which 
I find intensely interesting and expressing and reviving past thrills experienced 
when I began to explore not only the British Isles but also France, Italy, 
Belguim, Holland and Germany- the two last for one day only. Here is the 
promised quotation: 

"It is the greatest mistake in the world to think of history as something 
dead and done with. So far from that , it is alive and all around you. 

If you look underneath the skin of the England of to-day, especially if 
you look with an informed and discerning eye, you will see layer upon layer 
of an ·older England going back for century upon century, still alive, part and· 
parcel of our life to-day. 

That is what makes living in an old country like ours endlessly interesting . 
It is, in fact , absolutely fascinating . There is always something to give you a 
thrill , to bring back some memory of the past, exciting or pathetic , right on 
your own doorstep, or just around the corner. 

It adds incomparably to the richness of life to feel that we are continuous 
with all that past, that we are its heirs and inheritors , that it belongs 
to us and we to it. It ought to have the effect of stimulating and inspiring us 
to do our best in our time to be worthy of it. 

Then there is the sheer enjoyment we can get out of life when we realise 
that the interest awaiting us is literally inexhaustible. No reason why we 
should ever feel bored or go wearily in pursuit of the pleasures of dullness. 

Speaking for myself , I couldn 't bear to inhabit a new country, with none 
of these riches we have at our doors. I couldn 't stand the newness, the raw
ness , the crudity, the superficiality of it all. 

Perhaps it is a good thing that there are some people who don 't feel that · 
way! All the same, when we are feeling (and are) rather poor as a nation, 
it's just as well that we realise our treasures of the mind. Any school-teacher 
giving his pupils the idea that history is dull and uninteresting should be 
sacked! 

What is that we find if we look? 

All kinds of survivals and evidences of previous centuries: castles and 
houses, cathedrals and churches, walls and bridges. In the country the very 
landscape itself is a bequest from previous ages, with its roads and lanes, 
Roman roads or still earlier primitive trackways across downland or moors ; 
with its field systems and enclosures, its eighteenth century planned plantations · 
and parks and woodland. 

All very well for us to feel superior to the old gentry of the eighteenth· 
century, but so far as planning is concerned they have set us a better example 
of how to plan the English countryside than anything we have achieved yet! 

Well, there is so much history on your own doorstep for you to enjoy 
wherever you live in these islands. " 

My own tour included Cologne and its vast and wonderful Cathedral. 
In spite of the Reformation in Germany it was thrilling to see that it had· 
always remained in Catholic hands, unlike so many of our English Cathedrals; 
and monastic establishments. 
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LORETO 

And now! What the Reformation could not do-the world war has 
done, and it will take some time and much money to restore this sacred shrine 
to its former beauty. There is a saying. of which I do not know the origin
" lf you would know the future, study the past. " But there must be some who 
are not anxious to know anything-past, present, and to come. No doubt 
they have their part to play in the wide world, but let them leave us history 
" fans " to our fancy. 

There are many ancient buildings which are history in stone, and most 
of them are Cathedrals. From Cologne I turn to York-also a dream of 
beauty. And for pupils of Mary's Mount it has the a dditional interest of 
Bar Convent and the churchyard in which Mary Ward is buried. My visit 
to Bar Convent is still a happy memory and is concerned with such mundane 
items as tea and bread and butter. Forgetful of etiquette and good manners 
I exclaimed: "What lovely butter!" And Reverend Mother, a tall and com
manding figure, became even taller as she rejoined : "And so it ought to be, 
it's Irish! " 

And so it seems in those by-gone happier days the boarders and community 
were pampered with this delectable product. And now! poor dears! they 
must subsist on "national" butter and even worse than wartime bread. A 
bomb fell on the Convent and there were some casualties, but I know no other 
details. 

Of another example of history in stones, I had an unusual opportunity 
of seeing a pile of stones and small blocks of granite which it is believed marks 
the site of the H all of Tara , where the song reminds us of the harp and ancient 
song. It is remarkable that this pile of useful building material should have 
remained untouched. But local tradition is strong and protective, and any 
irreverent stranger seeking souvenirs would soon be challenged and called to 
order. 

Finally, I would like to recall an interesting visit to Galway where I spent 
Easter with our dear friend and schoolmate, Mary Boland- Mrs. MacTernan
some years ago. I had always looked forward to another visit "after the war," 
but it was not to be. She died recently. And even so, travel to-day is not so 
easy as it was when I was younger. My hunger for history must be sated 
with books- not personal experience. 

- BESSIE GILCHRIST. 

Greetings from London 
It was a delightful surprise and pleasure to receive the Magazine after so 

many years without the chronicle of Loreto progress. It arrived in London 
on a gloomy wintry evening , and I re3d from cover to cover. 

But I was seeing not printed pages, but sunny, light-hearted days, cry:>tal
clear Ballarat air, sweet scents mingled with the aroma of pine needles crushed 
in the gravel of the Broad Walk, Mary's Mount, of course, more than half a 
century ago! And who that was there then can forget that scent or the crunch 
of the gravel and the so uncomfortable Eucalyptus seed nuts round the paddock 
as we said our Rosaries. Those fine trees must have inspired the name of 
our first journal- "Eucalyptus Blossoms"-a name which seems to embrace 
our Saintly little Rev. Mother Gonzaga and her inspired letter in each issue, 
and our dear Mother Michael Gibson , to whom so many of us promised to 
send articles- alas, not always sent. 

Strange to say, the word Eucalyptus §uggests to me Rome, as much as 
Mary's Mount. There are fine trees at the Vatican, in the streets and in the 

Page Nine · 



Catacomb gardens and surrounding Tre Fontane, where St. Paul was be
headed. The previously unhealthy marshes became habitable after the plant
ing of those almost miraculously health~giving trees-Australian natives to 
be proud of! When the blossom can be imported from the south of France 
it sells in London streets at 2/ 6 a small spray, while superb Bond Street florists 
use it in their choicest creations. 

It is difficult to believe that in our early days " Dawson Street" (with 
"Redan} , "Portland," were the only Loreto outposts , though nowadays daughter 
houses in all the States may, like some modern children, think themselves 
equal to, or even better than, their mother. Looking back to impressions of 
my time, I cannot think that at any time any House held such a galaxy of 
·exceptional pupils as in the period just before mine- Mornanes, Mooneys, 
Buckleys, Youngs, Kennys , Lyons, Fallons, O 'Loughlins, and Camerons
.and many more. 

My contemporaries up to '92 will a lways be young in my thoughts, not 
quite grown up, because I have been so long so far away from them. One 
of them was not so far away, our dear Mary Boland, in Ireland, but she 
always seemed to be her lively, generous, youthful self. At school she traded 
-0n her reputation for "irritability" to the amusement of some, but to the alarm 
of gentle Mary MacNevin, now, with Mary and Madge Walsh, so lately 
gone to their reward-R.I .P ., as have so many of those friends of golden 
years-some very dear Nuns, and May Woodward, Lena Donnelly, Geraldine 
and Agnes Griffin, and so many more. The good die young-and I'm still 
.here! 

The great event of '87 was the return of dear Rev. M. M. Gonzaga with 
new workers for her vineyard. May I mention just one of the party, Mother 
Antonia. who has meant so much to succeeding generations, yet keeps , I 
.hope, a special feeling for her earliest matrickers . 

The visions of youth and sunshine conjured up by articles in the Maga~ 
zine that wintry night gave place next morning to the realities of 55 years 
later in bomb~devastated London, w hen my route lay between extreme West 
.and East- from peaceful though historically notable Hammersmith (dear Mary 
Ward knew it). Catherine of Braganza, William Morris and other notables 
had houses facing our great river near where it is entered by the "Creek," 
where Hengist and Horsa are reputed to have sheltered their boats when they 
-came thus far inland. I went due east to famous London Hospital (Florence 
Nightingale trained there}, just acres and acres of bombed sites cleared of 
destroyed buildings down to their basements, reminding me of Pompeii , but 
always bright with purple-blossomed "willow weed" that has sprung up like 
magic everywhere on devastated sites. It is the same blossom that is one of 
my earliest recollections in swampy spots in Gippsland- the touch of Nature 
joining the Old World to the New. On my route there were a t least a dozen 
destroyed churches, including our own famous ones. Our Lady of Victories 
and the Carmelites, I~ensington. We have lost so many more-St. George's 
Cathedral, Tyburn Convent, Beaufort Street Convent Church built on the 
site of St. Sir Thomas More 's home, and his nearby old Chelsea Parish Church 
was also destroyed. Fine mansions and slums were hit with equal impar
tiality, yet these wonderful Londoners stood firm with heroism beyond praise! 

I would not wish to have been anywhere but in London during those 
months of nightly raids and sometimes nearby bombs. There was something 
exhilarating in it, too, for bombs dropped here could not fall on our forces 
at the front . It is a queer feeling to look round · your home to see which 
pictures or treasures should be taken to a place of safety. A special photo~ 
graph of our saintly Holy Father Pius X . with a relic of his white soutanne 
I left on the mantelpiece, telling him he must protect me. I was in that front 
room on a bright Sunday morning•when our special flying bomb "doodlebug" 
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came near here. The clatter and creaking of the house seemed like its col
lapse, but riot a pane of glass nor any damage was done in that room, though 
all other windows and some ceilings and walls were smashed. The sunshine
in my garden at the back was turned into a pea-soup fog, and brick dust 
from shattered flats covered the bushes for months afterwards. 

With all this material damage there is mental and moral deterioration, 
and our young people must be practical missionaries. All Loreto girls! Mary 
Ward's daughters , should be leaders in the great work of reconstruction. 

And now, 8th September, as I send my greetings for a world-wide happy 
Feast of Loreto- most especially to Australian Loretos-I am listening to a 
Sunday evening B.B.C. Church service broadcast, and-God be praised!
it is from St. Philip Neri 's , Liverpool. for Our Lady's birthday, a tribute from 
"non-Catholic" England. "Our most blessed Queen · and Mother, look down 
upon England thy Dowry and upon us a ll who greatly hope and trust in 
Theel " 

EVA GILCHRIST. 

The Editor finds such interest in the Magazine most encouraging, and 
hopes that other former pupils- ignoring the plea of " being better qualified"
will follow the example of those who have contributed to this issue of "Loreto. " 
The interesting article on Early Days in Loreto, Kirribilli, is from the pen of 
a past pupil of that Loreto. 

LORETO, MARY'S MOUNT. GROUP OF THE FIRST PUPILS OF MARY'S MOUNT. 
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Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham 

TO THE CH I LDREN OF LORETO IN AUSTRALIA 

Your Magazine has passed from hand to hand among us interesting us 
greatly and giving us much enjoyment. In return, you would probably be 
glad to hear something of our school life here in Rathfarnham. Details of 
these we hope to send you in next year. D.V. At the moment we shall tell 
you something of our red letter days! 

Among the outstanding events of this year, which is now drawing to a 
close, was a visit from Cardinal Gilroy of Sydney, Australi-3 , by whose 
gracious interest in us we felt greatly honoured. 

When His Eminence came to the Concert Hall where we had all assembled, 
he spoke to us of your beautiful land, "the land 'neath the Southern · Cross," 
and of the many points in which Ireland resembles it. His Eminence impressed 
on us, as he must have done time and again on you, how earnestly we should 
try to prepare ourselves for the life upon which we shall enter when we leave 
school that we may be able to resist temptation and be true to God and our 
religion. His Eminence reminded us that the best way to secure this was by 
fidelity to our morning and night prayers, not only that, but also, and this 
the Cardinal specially stressed, fidelity in always saying them well. 

Then after His Eminence had won our hearts by asking for a recreation 
day for us, came this parting word, " I hope to welcome some of your number 
to Austwlia in the near future to join our Loreto workers there!" 

PEGGY DOOLIN , 
5th Year, Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham. 

PRESIDENT OF EIRE VISITS LORETO ABBEY, RATHFARNHAM 

The gates of Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham, opened wide on the sunshiny 
afternoon .of April 3rd, 1946, to welcome the President of Eire and the Lady 
President who were paying their first official visit to the Mother House of all 
"the Loretos" at home and overseas. 

It was an occasion of great significance, and its importance thrilled the 
assembled nuns and children who were aware of the inner meaning of the 
honour being paid them by their guests. They were conscious that in the 
person of the President, they were welcoming, for the first time in the long 
history of their old Abbey, a Head of the State who was one of their very own 
-one who belonged to them by reli~ion and race, one who personified for them 
all they cherished in their ideals of Irish nationality, culture, and the rooted 
faith of the Irish people. 

Their Excellencies, escorted by two Aides-de-camp in brilliant uniforms, 
were received with full and gracious ceremony, and then shown into the 
Concert Hall where the School Orchestra , conducted by Dr. Larchet, had 
prepared an hour's programme of music. As the President entered the Concert 
Hall , the Orchestra played the new " Presidential Salute," which greets his 
presence at all public functions. A beautifully illuminated Address in Irish 
was read with the ease of a native speaker by one of the senior girls. and a 
little girl had the privilege of presenting the Lady President with a bouquet of 
lovely narcissi , tulips and heather. The Address voiced the pleasure of the 
nuns and children in having the President in their midst, congratulated him 
on his position as Head of the State, and concluded with the prayerful wishes 
of all, that the Light of Christ would guide him in what lay before him in the 
years ahead. 
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The programme of music over, the President spoke his thanks in a speech 
full of charm and sincerity, dwelling on the great pleasure the visit had given 
to him and to the Lady President, a former pupil of Loreto Abbey, Gorey, 
recalling his long associations with Loreto, and speaking with quiet warmth 
of all he owed Loreto through many years of friendship and supporting prayers. 
He concluded by paying special tribute to Loreto education at home and 

.abroad. 

The children gathered in massed ranks on the front lawn to see the last 
.of their distinguished guests, waving to them enthusiastically as they drove 
.away. 

WORK FOR " LORETO NATI VE M ISSIONS" 

Our Mission activity has always been great, and this year was no excep~ 
:tion. Several raffles are held each term for such desirable prizes as cameras, 
large boxes of sweets, writing~cases and note paper. Concerts and plays are 
arranged by the various Divisions, and in these the talents of the girls are 

.encouraged and brought to light. Some sing, others dance, while others again 
perform some short sketch. 

The Carnivals, arranged by our Mission Committee, are always a great 
. success. They are held in the Gymnasium, and while games or dances are 
taking place in the centre, around the room are stalls where all and sundry 
are invited to "name the doll," "try your hand· at lighting a candle many times 
with the one match," "have your fortune told, " and "visit the ghost! " Shrieks 
irom the secluded corner, which the "ghost" inhabits, tell of terrifying experi~ 
ences, but do not deter any from entering the dreaded precincts. 

No recreation day has passed without some entertainment, and a fancy~ 
dress ball is usually the favourite . These are grea t fun, for everyone must 
use her own ingenuity as to choosing and making a costume for herself. Coats, 
sacks, curtains and sheets are brought forward , and the afternoon is spent in 

. secrecy and sewing. There is great bustle all through the house until at last 
the hour arrives and the long procession begins. Before the Committee, who 
.are seated at one end of the room, parade brides and sweeps, sheiks, scare~ 
·Crows. washer~women, politicians and a hundred different types of people . 
. Finally the winners are decided, and the prizes distributed by Mother Superior. 

Page Thirteen 

. } .-



---Coreto Abbey, marv's mount, Ballarat---

Across Two Terms 
February 12th. First day of the school year. 

The new girls are not all that is new. 
February 14th. We begin to practice for 

Quarante Ore. Our voices .are a bit sharp 
after holidays, but we gradually .master the 
spiritual notes. 

P~bruary 16th. Father Kiniry came this 
morning to see us and we intr_oduced the new 
girls and gave an account of our doinas . father 
was our Chaplain from 1939 until this year, and 
we value his firm friendship. We are glad 
that his new appointment has not taken him 
from Ballarat. 

February 27th. Quarante Ore begins. As 
usual, the Chapel looks beautiful. We are all 
clad in white, and report has it that our voices 
sounded sweetly. Before Benediction on the 
second day Father Mcinerney, our new Chap
lain, spoke stirringly of God's lavish goodness 
to us and the return it calls for. 

March 1st. Quarante Ore concludes. 
Everyone is impressed by the beauty of the 
ceremonies. The weather is perfect for the 
P rocession through the grounds. 

March. Our en-tout-cas tennis courts are 
in constant use. The first four are playing 
eagerly in preparation for the Ballarat School
girl Championship Tournament. We are de
lighted w hen all win their first match. 

March 15th. We celebrate St. Patrick's Day 
with a holiday. In the morning we attend High 
Mass at St. Patrick's Cathedral. After dinner, 
Loreto, Dawson Street, play tennis with our 
first eight. At three o'clock the games are even 
and then we stop for afternoon tea and then 
go down to watch the semi-finals of Schoolgirl 
Championship tennis. Congratulations to Mar
garet Hager. Mary 's Mount has succeeded in 
reachinq the finals. We return to give :.i con
cert to the Irish Sisters. Humorous items win 
general approval with many encores for the cow 
which jumped over the moon! 

March 22nd. We play vigero and tennis 
with Loreto, Dawson Street. They win the 
tennis and we win the vigero. The green and 
the royal blue sports frocks look pretty on the 
field . The return match on April 6th results 
in a win for Dawson Street. A very pleasant 
afternoon. 

March 28th. Mother Superior announces 
the result of the voting for the Head of the 
.School and Councillors. Ruth Morris is Head, 
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Barbara Collins ·1st C')uncillor , Mary Wilson, 
Rita Hyland and Verna Ryan are 2nd, 3rd and 
"Ith Division Councillors. The school offers . 
congratulations and good wishes to all. 

Straight after the announcement we are in
troduced to the penetrating sound of our fine 
new school-bell. Much gratitude to Mr. B. 
Hyland for finding one for us . 

April. Many sad faces when we are told that . 
only the Ballcirat children are going home for 
Easter. However, we feel happier when we hear · 
the holiday programme. 

April 10th. We play tennis with Clarendon· 
1st and 2nd fours on our courts and win both . 
matches, and later win the return matches. \ 
enjoy watching Barbara Walter 's powerful 
strkes, and do not wonder that she carried off 
the Schoolgirl Championship, April 12th. 
Father McMahon pays us a visit before leav
ing for England. Father gives us a vivid ac
count of his recent visit to Japan. We see that 
it is of vital importance to pray for the con
version of Japan. 

April 17h-19th. We are privileged to attend 
all the ceremonies of Holy Week. 

April 20th. 12 a.m. Regina Coeli! Lent is 
over and many parcels await us. In the after
noon we have a Mission Fair Treasure Hunt, 
two-minute tennis tournament , and plentiful 
dainties add to the fun. 

April 21st. The Houses of Y 0rk and Lan
caster hold Easter: revels . Much friendly rivalry 
between Red Rose and the White. Lancas
trians win the sports. In the evening, the Ball 
of the Roses. 

April 22nd. The energetic children enjoy a 
long walk. In the afternoon we play an Ameri
can Tennis Tournament. Book charades end · 
the happy Easter. Schcol tomorrow! 

May 1st. Ruth crowns our Blessed Ladv. 
Handmaids are crowned by Mother Provincial. 
In the evening the Senior Literary Club cele
brates May Day by reading poems in honour 
of Our Lady. Father Mcinerney is our guest 
and his words encourage us and set us thinking. 

May 6th. Father Mcinerney comes in to · 
say good-bye to us before leaving for America. 
We promise prayers for the success of Father 's 
work, and a Spiritual Bouquet expresses our · 
deep appreciation of all we have received. 

May 14th. We go to see " Henry V ." and · 
enjoy it. "This time Thursday," is frequently · 
heard these days . 



------- L 0 R ET 0 ---------------

Mav 15th. The Senior French students go 
to Clarendon, where Madame Cocherton gives 

. a Ftench afternoon. We hear our poems re

. cited. 
At Travel Talk this term we have been 

journeying down the Rhine. The Baloptican 
helps us to realise the beauty of the country. 
We plot our progress on our map and jot down 
notes. We look forward to seeing the originals 

.some day. We shall know what to look for. 
May 16th. One "early traveller" to another: 

"Wake up, we are going home today. " The 
term was not so long after all. 

June 9th. Second Term commences. Much 
interest in the new basket-ball courts. When 
they have set, practice begins in earnest. 

June 13th-17th. The Retreat, directed by 
Father Bernard Daley, C.S.S.R. We put away 

.all worldly concerns and take a clear look into 
our souls. Father puts his time entirely at our 

. disposal. and in between lectures answers many 
questions in the sunshine. We realise more 
fully how precious is our gift of Faith. We 

. determine to keep our resolutions. 
June 17th. Tongues are in good working 

order after the brief rest. At 3.30 classes 
·cease and the Junior School gives us a delight
ful concert. They inform us that the Council
lors are going to be nuns. Quite a shock to 

.some! 
After the Concert a Mission Fair provides 

an easy way to give our money to this great 
cause. Mission Club lecturettes are widening 
our knowledge of the wonderful work of the 
Missions. 

June 21st. St. Aloysius' Day brings us a 
big holiday. We take part in various com
petitions, we walk around Lake Wendouree, 
and in the evening, after a delicious party, we 
enjoy our Misson Dance. Afterwards one 
heard remarks like, " Oh, I am tired , but wasn't 
it a lovely day? " 

July 7th. The Second Division Music Club 
. gives us an exposition of classical and impres
sionist music- a veritable treat .. 

Week by week we watch with interest the 
changing pictures on the new rod in the Hall. 

'These record 3rd Division's progress through 
the Italian School of Artists, from Giotto to 
Michael Angelo. 

July 13th . A and B teams play basket-ball 
with Loreto, Dawson Street, and though we 
win both matches, there are onlookers who pre
dict that the return match will be a tussle . 

July 17th. We go to "The Song of Berna
dette. " Many red eyes as a result, also many 
discussions. 

July 24th. Basket-ball with Clarendon on 
our courts. We win both A and B matches, 
and the return matches on August 7th. All 
good games. 

July 26th. St. Anne 's surprise. Father Shel
ley examines us in Christian Doctrine. "Who 
was Bernadette? " "Jennifer Jones, " replies a 
Kindergarten pupil! 

August 1 tOh. Return match at Loreto, Daw
son Street. Our B team wins, but the " A 's" 
are defeated. The match of the season. Con
gratulations to a splendid team. 
• August 14th. During Father Ryan's weekly 
Instruction, some of us see snow fall for the 
first time. Later we discover it was only sleet! 

Father Ryan has been our Chaplain since the 
end of the 1st Term. We greatly appreciate 
his kindly interest in all our activities. 

August 15th. The Assumption. The Sane,.. 
tuary looks beautiful in lilies and violets. Man
deville girls visit us , and although showers are 
frequent we play two quarters of a basket-ball 
match. We show our guests over the Church 
and School. The extra twenty-four voices 
swell the volume of Our Blessed Lady's As
sumption Hymn sung after Benediction. Then 
good-byes are said. All agree it has been a 
very happy holiday. 

August 17th. Alliance Francaise Examina
tions at Clarendon. This is the first year they 
have been held in Ballarat. Consternation 
reigns in our hearts when a bus brings fourteen 
examiners instead of four! The poems, read
ing, dictee and conversa tion proved less of an 
ord_eal than we expected. 

August 24th. Seven little ones will make 
their First Holy Communion. And the Choral 
Festival will be in the afternoon. 

And so we travel hopefully to August 28th. 

MARY WILSON 
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Easter Pageant 

THE RED ROSE AND THE WH ITE 
Why that group around the notice-board? I 

join in and see two long documents, one marked 
with a white rose, the other with a red. I read 
and discover that the House of York has chal
lenged the House of Lancaster to compete in an 
Easter Tourney to be held in the ground" or 
Mary's Mount. Further I discover tha t the 
House of Lancaster has accepted the ch::illi:>n)1c. 
Reading down the lists I realise that the :;::hnnl 
has been divided into two holiday hous(':s and 
that by a touch of magic we now have dual 
personalities: Mary M argaret is Ned, the Reve, 
and Maureen is Warwick the King-maker , Bar
bara and Mary, our holiday leaders, are Lord 
Hastings and Lord Montague. 

Soon challenges to single combat cover the 
special challenge board. "Lord Montague, I 
the Comte de la Roche, in this year of Our 

. Lord 1946, do challenge you, as representative 
of the House of Lancaster, to race with me; 
which race will , I pray God, show that the glory 
of the House of York lives on forever ." But 
shades of Y orkists and Lancastrians mu o~t !ook 
on amazed at some of the notices : 

"I, Margaret of Anjou , do hereby challenge 
Lord Hastings to try his skill against me in 
goal-throwing." 

"I, Alice the Dairy-maid, do hereby chal
lenge Hal the Carpenter of the House of Lan
caster to a goal-throwing competition. " And 
so they go on. 

Easter Saturday noon arrives. Filled with 
the joy of the holy season we go off to the Hall 
to be fitted out with our fifteenth century cos
tumes. Then, off to the Mission Fair in our 
royal blue. 

Easter Sunday comes, full of Easter sunshine 
and Easter joy. I walk into the Hall and be
hold . Elizabeth of York on the arm of Edward 
chats with Lord H astings and Warwick the 
King-maker. And there are the wily pair , the 
de Woodvilles discussing the coming sports 
with the Duke of Clarence. AIJ political rival
ries seem to have vanished, Y orkist and Lan
castrian greet each other with broth t>rly low . 
and the peasant retainers mingle happily with 
their noble masters . Soon I too join the colour
ful gathering and am now my new self. 

To the strains of the " Blue Danube"-for to
day " the centuries blend and blur"-we re
hearse for the Ball of the Roses which will 
conclude the celebration. Surely Edward of 
York, his white satin cloak stamped with the 
red cross of his crusading forehears , has 
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stepped right out of "The Last of the Barons.· · · 
His kingly air is convincing. Matty, the Reve 's · 
wi fe. makes a neat little curtsey. All learn the 
order of the night 's procedure. The little gyp
sies are full of excitement. 

At dinner the Refectory tables are joined in 
two parallel lines an d bright is the s..:c1;e. The 
walls could tell of Greeks and Romans, of 
nobles , peasants and gypsies of Mary Ward's 
England who have held Easter revels at these 
same tables, but we are the first Y orkists and 
Lancastrians. 

Then the groups proceed to the Paddock, 
Mary's Mount is arrayed in Autumn beauty. 
The gold of the elms and beeches is wonderful. 
The Y orkists and Lancastrians take up their 
appointed positions. 

But surely this vigero contest must be new 
to the historic personages. No, they seem quite 
at home, and I see tha t Margaret of Anjou has 
shed some of her draperies in order to move 
more freely. The game begins. There I see 
the Royal Edward finds his satin cloak a help · 
m fielding the ba ll. I notice that Robin Hill
yard , a Yorkist archer, has ingeniously replaced 
his arrow's feathers by a white rose. Both 
Robin and his companion , Nicholas Alwyn, look 
as if they have practised archery from cradle 
days. The Heralds are . having a busy time 
announcing the different contests. Rob, the 
Miller, runs faster than his royal opponent, the 
Duke of Clarence. The Y orkist jester throws 
more goals than Ann of Lancaster. But even
tually Lancaster carries the day with top score 
of points. 

At 7.30 the Ball of the Roses begins. The 
Royal couples rise from their dais and lead the 
procession which comes to curtsey to Mother 
Superior. Dance follows dance with gra.ce and 
dignity. The jesters render valuable assistance 
to the heralds in conducting the programme. 
Finally comes the Grand March, ending in a 
V formation , symbolic of the great Victory 
Easter is commemorating. Mother Superior 
has a large parcel gay with red roses for the 
winning Lancastrians. Henry calls on his Mar
shall. Lord Montague, to receive the trophy. 
Soon Y orkists and Lancastrians are enjoying 
the prize, but that is after Lancaster has thanked · 
Mother Superior for her hospitality, and the 
Y orkist Sovereign has expressed his apprecia- · 
tion, and all have sung "Queen of Loreto.'' 

A.R.L. 



"Couldst Thou Not Watch One Hour?" 
On Holy Thursday the seniors were told , 

much to their delight, that they could make the 
Holy Hour from eleven to midnight. I am 
sure every girl ardently longed to make some 
recompense for the loneliness of the Agony in 
the Garden. 

At half-past ten we were called, and went 
silently down the strairs to the refectory, where 
we were fortified with hot coffee and biscuits. 
The night was cool and calm and the eerie 
stillness of night seemed to be felt everywhere. 
At ten minutes to eleven we made our way to 
the Altar of Repose. 

The altar was at the end of the Western 
Cloister. It was draped with white satin and 
gold lace, and was decked with pink and white 
dahlias . The surrounding walls were hung 
with red curtains, and in the candle light this 
colour was reflected on tfie white satin and 
seemed to deepen the peaceful atmosphere. 

The first quarter of an hour passed swiftly. 
and its end was marked by a subdued rustling 

as two nuns walked up to replace those knee i-
ing on the front prie-dieus . The quiet was deep· 
and peaceful. yet strangely tense as if conscious. 
of the solemnity of the hour. And the voice of 
C hrist, sorrowful and pleading . came through 
the ages: "My Soul is sorrowful even unto · 
death . Stay you here and watch with Me." 

H alf an hour ha d passed and again the slight 
stir accentuated the deep silence which once 
more closed in. It was during this time that I 
realised something of what Christ had done for 
me, and His own words kept running through 
my brain. "Greater love than this no man 
hath, that a man lay down his life for his 
friend." Suddenly and silently it was midnight 
and I was there in the Garden when Christ wos : 
betrayed. 

The Hour had passed. We rose reluctantly
to leave the Sacred Presence. Though we hacl 
to go away to sleep, our hearts were still watch- · 
ing. 

BARBARA COLLINS 

To Loreto, Ned lands 
Greetings! How could we resist your de· 

lightful invitation to visit the West! We jour
neyed to you, and were with you in spirit, and 
perhaps we lingered longest at lovely Araluen 
with its wealth of daffodils . tulips , hyacinths and 
pansies. We felt a little pang of- well. we 
shall not say what- when we stood on Mt. 

• Eliza and gazed down at the SW AN. You have 
much reason to be proud of St. Mary's Cathe
dral and of the wonderful Benedictine settle
ment at New Norcia. We were interested in 
the story of the laying of the water pipe line to 
the far off desert, and saddened by the story 
of the great and honoured engineer, C. Y . 
O 'Connor. 

We thank you for your courtesy and great 
kindness, and in return we extend to you a 
cordial invitation to visit the smallest but most 
beautiful State of the East. Your real destina
tion will. of course, be BALLARAT. 

You will be tired after your journey, so we 
shall let you rest for a few hours then take you 
to see Melbourne at night. As you drive a long 
St. Kilda Road-one of the most beautiful 
highways of the world-you may pause and 
admire the great stretching lawns and t.rE'E"~. 
We are now passing the Shrine .)f Reme;n-

brance-a tribute to the Anzacs. It is the· 
coloured lights playing on the wat<>rs of that 
fountain that send rainbows cascading to earth. 

Princes Bridge and the heart of the City!' 
Crowds of people are going in all directions to· 
theatres , cinema shows, dances ,amusements of 
all kinds . The Town Hall is ablaze with lights . 
tonight , and if you look you can see people 
arriving at a Ball. It is a !lay scene. As we: 
cross the Y arra again you are attracted by the. 
brilliant ever-changing Neon lights and signs. 
The ferry boats ply up and down the river to· 
the Kew Tea Gardens, leaving a trail of shim
mering moonlight in their wake. On the right: 
you can see the extensive Botanical Gardens, 
but we must reserve a special day for these. 
We shall just drive on. Yes, the Bay looks 
beautiful at night. Those are the lights of the. 
different seaside towns. Each town past Morn
ington has a different coloured light-green, 
orange- well you can see them all. The beams . 
from the huge lighthouses guide the ships safely 
to anchorage. 

All is gaiety in Australia's " Coney Island"-. 
Luna Park. Coloured lighting makes it attrac- · 
tive , and you can see the big dipper cate.r.:oult
ing up and down, and hear the laughter from: 
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-those on the switchback railway. St. Morit:: 
Ice Rink is the scene of thrills and dare.l~v1! 
feats on skates. Here we meet experts from all 
parts of the world. This is but the lighter side 

·of the big city, yet one can almost feel its 
throbbing pulse and sense the energy behind 
it all. 

You have already learned a little of the real 
Heart of Melbourne when you assisted at Mid

.day Mass at St. Francis ' Church. Here Our 
Lord receives Perpetual Adoration in the 
Blessed Sacrament. We reserve BIG things 
for tomorrow. You will linger for hours in St. 
Patrick's Cathedral, and we shall then take 
you to see the many numerous charitable insti
tutions; then to parks and gardens. There is 
. .so much to see! Perhaps we had better set out 
for our real destination and content ourselves 
-with two detours, one to the North and an
·other to the South. 

Come and see GIPPSLAND with its green 
landscapes, forest-clad ranges and beauty spots 
that will haunt your memory for ever. On the 
Princess Highway, between Moe and Y allourn, 
.are the Haunted Hills., The name tells its own 
story. While travelling through them there 
is a deep echo, and as cattle cross these hills 
they stampede, frightened by the rumbling 
noise caused by the hoofs. Kangaroos and 
wallabies and dingoes are quite common in 

'this region of giant gums. Lakes Entrance 
is a popular seaside resort which you will 
appreciate. Here you may choose between 
fishing, bathing, swimming or hiking to fern 
clad hills-or enjoy them .all in turn. This is 
. only one of the many lovely spots along the 
Ninety Mile Beach; but we must hurry back. 
Traralgon and Yallourn must be limited to a 
brief call. You will be interested in the paper 
mill at Traralgon. Over one thousand people 
are employed here, and during the war this mill 
supplied paper-pulp to the Gun Cotton Factory 
in Ballarat. YALLOU.kN, as you know, is 
the POWER HOUSE of Victoria , and there 
is now talk of producing our gas supplies here. 
That great hole in the ground out of which the 
·coal is scooped by huge dredges is called the 
Open Cut. The coal is loaded automatically 
into open trucks for despatch to the Power 
House. Y allourn is the only place in the world 
where this method of mining coal is used. 
Maffra is the centre of the best sugar industry. 
·The factory was closed during the war because 
.of limited manpower, but it is now open and 
the industry is again thriving. We should like 
to take you to the picnic resorts along the 
'Thompson and Latrobe Rivers, or better still, 

Page Eighteen 

to the Snowy River country immortalised by 
Banjo Patterson. 

MILDURA. We may take one brief glance 
at the North, and we have selected Mildura 
because it is the new University centre. We 
noticed that Perth has not yet established its 
Medical School in its unique and stately uni
ve rsity . YOU may be at Mildura next year 
enjoying a hot summer not unlike that of Perth, 
and benefitting by the cold invigorating winter. 
Here the " First Year" students from the Mel
bourne University are to do their course. You 
may come for Medicine, Dentistry or Engineer
ing. Where once stood one of the best
equipped aerodromes in Australia now stands 
a very modern University. We invite you to 
begin your career here. You will love the broad 
sweeping Murray River, and you will be in
terested in the great irrigation schemes. The 
orchards and vineyards may make you home
sick for the orchard-clad slopes of the Darling 
Range. You may notice that the earth is 
turned over and over to prevent the growth of 
weeds. 

In February the grapes are harvested. Thou
sands of people go up to Mildura and the sur
rounding towns for the picking season. After 
the grapes are picked they are carted to the 
tanks to be dipped, then spread on racks to dry. 
They are later shaken down · from the racks 
a nd spread on the ground for another few days. 
They are then ready for transport to the pack
ing sheds. Here they are put into cases and 
sent to england and to other buropean mar
kets . 

Tourists from all over Australia come to this 
splendid city, with its beautifully-laid-out • streets, interesting industries, river, bus and rail 
service to South Australia, New South Wales, 
and to other parts of Victoria. 

BALLARA T AT LAST! 

This is the garden city of Australia. Your 
first impression will probably be one of spa
ciousness and freedom. You find in its thor
oughfares a contrast to the narrow streets and 
congested population which are incidental to 
most cities. The avenues of trees and glorious 
gardens, public and private, make it a real 
" rus in urbe." Ballarat, renowned in Austra
lian history for the wealthy gold mines that 
lie on the outskirts of the city, has many at
tractions. Lake W endouree is an expanse of 
water covering six hundred acres; it is about 
four miles in circumference. The .l:fotanical 
Gardens are beautifully situated upon the 
wooded margin of the lake. You will admire 



the fine avenues of exotic trees and the willov: 
grove near the lake's edge. 'fhe superb mosaics 
of colour presented by the flower beds change 
with the seasons. The gardens, which cov~r 
an area of ninety-eight acres, are most glorious 
in Spring and Autumn, when the foliage is more 
noticeable for its exquisite freshness and variety 
of gorgeous tints . The statuary attracts all who 
have an eye for the beautiful. There are fine 
representations of the four seasons-Flora, 
Fauna, Pomona, Hebe, Mercury, Hercules and 
Leda; but perhaps the most famous is the strik
ing group vividly portraying the flight of a 
family of three from Pompeii. The figures of 
Ruth , Rebecca and Modesty are breath-taking 
in their loveliness. 

N ear the fernery is the small cottage once 
the home of Adam Lindsay Gordon. Pleas·.! do 
not think that the beauty of the gardens takes 
from that of the lake. On the contrary, the 
lake is always a scene of great animation: yacht
ing and boating. Seasons see its surface bright 
with the white wings of many vessels . In the 
early morning and evening we feel an urge ~o 
st::tnd and gaze from the dormitory windows 
at the glorious sunrise or sunset reflected on 
the lake. 

Another interesting feature of this City of 
Statues is its main street- Sturt Street-which 
may be called the "spinal cord" of the citv. It 
is about three chains wide with a monumental 
zone in the centre. Because of its length, 
breadth and beauty it · is said to be one of the 
finest thoroughfares of the world. From any 
position in the city can i:'e seen the sometimes 
snow-capped Mt. Buningyong, and far away 
to the north-west on clear days can be seen the 
stately Mt. Warrenheip. 

Ballarat has its swimming pools , the most at
tractive being on the site of the Eureka Stock-

ade. At the entrance there is a large monu
ment commemorating the event, and to the left 
a crystal-clear lily pond. The swimming pool 
has a toddlers ' section and section for adults. 
It is surrounded by well-kept green lawns and 
flower beds. At the west end of B::tllarat is 
the tremendous Arch of Victory which was 
built in memory of those who fell in the last 
war. It is of grey stone and spans the roadway 
a t so great a height that it can be seen for miles . 
Years ago when it was first erected, girls from 
cne of the largest factories here planted trees 
along a route extending from the :'lrch for thir
teen miles . At the foot of each tree is the 
name of a wounded soldier. 

Educational establishments are many. They 
include three boys' colleges, rive colleges for 
girls , a senior and junior technical school , a high 
school, and numerous primary and State schools. 
There are numerous charitable institutions, hos
pitals and homes for orphans and the aged. 
There are many fine churches, and we can boast 
of a Cathedral-stately St. Patrick's-of which 
we have much reason to be proud. 

Need we say that , to us , the most loved, in
teresting, picturesque and wonderful building 
is our own Loreto Abbey, Marv's Mount. Come 
and see for yourselves, but , we warn you, brug 
all your possessions, for once you have seer 
Mary's Mount you will never tear yourselves 
away-you will come to stay. 

You will be warmly welcomed by Marie Mul
cahy, Joan Hyland, Cecilia Tonzing and Mary 
English, who write this letter on behalf of the 
school. 

P .S.-We did not mention Buffalo and snow 
sports, or the fact that this has been a won
derful year for snow. You see we did not want 
you to expereince that pang of- well , perhaps: 
you understand. Come soon! 

WHEN' 

When we all know our lessons 
And always have them right; 
When we all find that homework 
Takes little of our night; 
When teachers ask us questions 
And answer them themselves; 
When we but glance at text-books. 
And put them on the shelves; 

When silence is abolished, 
And EXAMINATIONS too; 
When EVERYONE comes "first in classn 
And lessons trouble few; 
When teaching is a pleasure, 
And " school" is one long play; 
When all these things have come to pass, 
Then THAT will be the day! 

JAN CORRIGAN. 
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Classics v. Jazz 

It is not my purpose utterly to condemn the 
·modern jazz, although, if some kind person 
would annihilate that whole race of moaners 
and groaners, commonly termed "crooners ," 
mankind, I think, would benefit considerably. 

Jazz, of course, has its uses, but its appeal is 
obviously a sensuous one, and is felt more 

. strongly by young people who respond naturally 
to its beating rythm. There comes a time, 
however, when jazz loses something of its 
·glamour, and then, if a taste for the classics 
has not been cultivated, one is left devoid of any 
musical appreciation. Let us be honest with 
.ourselves. Does jazz always satisfy? Has it 
the power to raise our minds above our own 
menial difficulties to a keener appreciation of 
·the beauty and wonder of life? Does it instil 
.:into us, when things are at their lowest ebb and 
.effort appears futile, the courage and strenHth 
to persevere? Have Sinatra 's moanings ever 
.caused any other sensation than that of painful 
.swooning? 

Of course, an understanding of the classics 
:is not easy-it does not grow over-night, but is 
.anything worthwhile in life ever given to us 
·On a golden platter? Many classics are com
pletely unintelligible on first hearing, but we 
.should give them at least another chance before 
,.expressing an opinion. On each hearinH , the 

idea of the music becomes more apparent to us 
and we find ourselves in a completely new world 
that seems strangely real. 

''And the emulous heaven yearned down, 
made effort to reach the earth; as the earth 
had done her best, in my passion, to scale the 
sky," said Abt. Vogler . 

The youth of today, I fear , do not thor
oughly realise the wohderful advantages they 
are afforded in these days of broadcasting, 
gramophones and recordings. It is quite pos
sible that a musical child today may be ac
quainted with as much music as a professional 
musician a generation ago. Of course, these 
mechanical inventions are only means to an end 
-they can never have the same psycholoHical 
effect as the actual performance, when the art
ists are stimulated by an expectant, eager <iudi
ence. 
The classics, we must remember. have been 
created by men with a God-given genius, whose 
intellectual powers are far above our own. 
Naturally, then, we cannot expect to walk alonH 
a path strewn with thornless roses. The choke 
remains entirely with ourselves. "To some i~ 
may always remain a pleasant pastime, but to 
others it is a spiritual experience. " 

CARINA FLAHERTY. 

Extract from a Geographer's Letter 

Yesterday we went on a Geography Excur
·sion to Black Hill . That sounds very dull , I 
know, and, believe me, we had very dark for
bodings on setting out , especially when the pre
vious year's leaving Class offered us many 
condolences. However, we received a great 
.shock, because our guide, Miss X , from a near
by seat of learning , led us a very enjoyable 
dance over Black Hill. In fact, so swift was 
the pace she set that we were completely out 
-of breath when we had seen everythinH that 
.could possibly be seen. The most interestinq 
part was when we went through some caves 
which were made of kaolin, the clay used for 
making face powder. I very nearly brouHht 
.some back to send Steph., but was afraid the 
.shade might not suit her complexion. It cer
tainly was not a delicate peche. 
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As we were extremely muddy, we deemed 
1t prudent to return to school by less- frequented 
streets . Alas! Alas! Virtue is not always 
rewarded, for by the time the gates of Mary's 
Mount hove in sight, we could scarcely put a 
foot to the ground. I can assure you , my dear , 
that the sight of that " haven of rest" has never 
before been so welcome to us ooor weary souls 
who trudged up the drive. Needless to say, 
we were famished, and made our way with all 
possible speed to the refectory. 

We have been learning in Economics the 
law of diminishing values, and the example was 
that if a starving man were given six slices of 
bread, the sixth would have little value com
pared to the first , but we found that it was a 
long time before the values diminished even a 
fraction. 

JENNIFER HAWKES. 



On Getting Up on Cold Mornings 

You will all agree that my subject is not a 
very pleasant one-at least not for most of us. 

· Oh! Yes! It is right to get up on cold morn
ings, but it is nicer to stay in bed. 

Since my very early years, I can remember, 
· every morning-well , maybe not every morning 
- but on school days , hearing that SWEET 
little tinkle of a bell at twenty past six. There 
was nothing easier than jumping out of bed on 

. a fresh sunny morning in the Tropics; but now, 
in Ballarat it is quite a different matter. Indeed 

· it is! 

I have not tried this very often, but I believe 
(or do I?) that the best way to get out is just 
to shut your eyes and then SPRING. Once I 

. can remember trying this , and I was just on 
the point of springing when I took a tiny peep 

· thr:ough the window. Brrrrr-! the stars were 
. shining against a dark , dismal sky, the wind 
whistled "weird thi·ngs" through the branches, 
making a mysterious swish through the cracks 
in the window. Back I jumped and snuggled 

. down deep under the blankets. Happy! Of 
course I'm happy-that is to say, happy until 

·. the blankets are pulled from over me and I spill 

half a container of Holy Water on my face in 
my efforts to uncover just one finger. 

Three minutes later I'm up and hurrying as 
fast as only I know how. The school bell has 
rung and the girls are passing down-senior.<; 
and juniors. Everyone? Well no, not Dorothy! 
She is probably making a stupendous effort to 
open one eye. Of course, my belt can never be 
found and that dear sister of mine-Jennifer
always takes my comb. Nine times out of ten 
my chair falls over and nothing is to be seen 
but bed-clothes for about twelve yards up the 
passage. Half falling down the stairs, I tumble 
into the school tripping over the door-step in 
my haste. Stupid things those door-steps! 
Mother throws a knowing glance in my direc
tion and jots down in a little notebook. what I 
happen to know, is an order mark. 

Now that I come to think of it, this getting 
up late on cold mornings isn't a bad policy, 
because by the time I do eventually arrive 
downstairs , I am happy and warm. Did I say 
happy? Well. perhaps I had better say WARM. 
ORDER MARKS do add up, don 't they? 

Do you like getting up on cold mornings? 

JUDITH WATERS. 

A Fantasy 

A girl sat at the piano, the soft strains of a 
. piece still echoing in the room. She turned to 
the engraving of the master at the front of her 
book and then sat gazing at it with admiration, 
love and awe. The picture was that of a man 
not handsome, to many quite ugly, but every 

. line of the face showed strength . It spoke of 
kindness but also of anger, and the high broad 
forehead served to hide the mighty brain that 
lay behind it. 

As she gazed, a mist seemed to float before 
her. Gradually it faded and she saw the 
master. He was walking rapidly up a steep 
and twisting path which wound round the side 

· of a hill. The sky was daubed with reds , 
violets, and golden-tonings of a fiery sunset, 
and, as he strode up the hill his figure loomed 
black against the bright horizon. On the far 
side was a lake upon which two or three small 

. sailing boats were gliding. The last shimmer
ing shreds of the sunset were reflected and 

. multiplied on the rippling waters as he sat 

down in the lee of a huge boulder to watch 
the scene. But even as he sat, great storm 
clouds gathered; the sky darkened; and soon 
the heavens echoed and re-echoed with the 
peals of thunder. The lightning-white wick
edness in truth-flashed in great jagged, forked 
streaks across the black firmament. The wat
ers of the lake rose higher and higher, as they 
lashed and swirled against the cliffs like the 
seething liquid in a witch's cauldron. 

The Master was standing-a mighty Colos
sus- he towered up into the inky blackness, 
his whole being quivering like the taut strings 
of a violin as he watched the battle of the 
elements. 

Then-all was quiet-the wind dropped, the 
storm eased and once again the ripple of the 
water is heard, as the last few lingering bars 
of the Master's Moonlight Sonata are softly 
played. 

' -MARIE MULCAHY. 
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Dream Visit to Bookland 

The afternoon was cold and wet and I sat 
by the fire reading the last few pages of "Wind 
in the Willows." Slowly the book slipped from 
my grasp, and I sat day-dreaming over its small 
animal characters . . . . . 

Mr. Toad drove up in a gaily painted car and 
put before me the invitation to dine with him 
at "Toad H all. " On our arrival we found that 
the guests were already assembled in the ball
room. The Badger, whose one reason for com
ing was to give the Toad some well-needed 
advice, pointed out to me several couples with 
whose names he was sure I was acquainted. A 
strikingly handsome girl and a tall well built 
man were made known to me as Jane Eyre and 
Rochester. I enquired as to whether the pretty 
fair-haired girl and the old man in the corner 
were Little Nell and her Grandfather, but was 
surprised when I was informed that it was 
Silas Marner with Eppie. In one group of 
animated people I distinquished a tall black 
man wearing a magnificent necklace and im
mediately knew him to be Laputa with the fam
ous "Prester John" draped about his neck. 

When we were all seated at table the guests 

acted as though they did not notice me. Look
ing about I took a particular interest in the 
actions of each person. Leicester was giving 
all his attention to Elizabeth, and was continu
ally passing flattering remarks in which she 
seemed to find great pleasure. Mr. Pickwick 
was entertaining the ladies of the party by 
telling of his experiences in learning to skate 
and to drive a horse. Sydney Carton, with a 
glass of wine in his unsteady hand, was helping 
the White Rabbit to look for his gloves. Mary 
Bennet sat at the end of the room absorbed in 
a book. 

I was trying to catch the lively words of 
Mr. Pickwick's conversation when Mr. Toad 
rushed into the room (he had been absent from 
dinner) and he commanded me to get ready 
and to come with him for a trip in his new 
caravan, which ha d just arrived. Excusing 
myself to the others at the table I rose and 
followed my host to the dobr .... It was then 
that I returned to dull reality awakened by a 
noise. It was the crackling of wood in the · 
fire. 

- DOROTHY VAUGHAN, 

THE BABE IN THE MANGER 
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The little Babe lies fast asleep, 
"Mother Mary, let us peep!" 
"Yes, little ones, come quite near, 
I'm sure you all are welcome here." 
So in they come to have a peep 
At Jesus Who lies fast asleep. 

-GAY FLANAGAN . 

• 
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LORETO CONVENT, DAWSON STREET, BALLARAT 

Head of the School and Prefects: Joan Cotter (seated), Margaret Rosser, Elsie Power, Mary Coutts. 
"A" Basket Ball Team. "B" Basket Ball Team. · 

First Tennis Four: Philomena Elliott, Evelyn Carroll, Joan Cotter, Margaret Kelly. 



(oreto Convent, Dawson Street, Ballarat---

Not Just For To-day 
It is more than nineteen hundred year-s since 

the God-Man came to redeem us and to teach 
us that social life which will make us happy for 
all eternity, and yet the main topic to-day is 
"The Necessity for Social Reconstruction." 
There would be no need for any such recon
struction had the teachings of Our Lord been 
put into practice by those who call themselves 
Christians. Our Lord did not promise us 
Heaven on earth, but He did tell us that where 
our treasure is , there is our heart also, and 
Heaven is in the heart of those who obey His 
teachings. They achieve a serenity and happi
ness not known to those who look for the satis
factions of this earth. 

The teachings of Our Lord are very definite. 
He tells us that we are to love one another 

. as He loves us. He makes no exception. We 
are to love our enemies just as our friends . 
There is no distinction of race or nation or 
creed or colour, and He loved us to the shed
ding of His blood. " Forgive and you shall 
be forgiven," He said-words that should 
dominate every Peace Conference, words that 

. s hould make Peace Conferences unnecessary, 
for these words of goodwill to man would end 
racial conflicts and bring to the world the peace 
that Christ promised. It is not easy to forgive, 
but as we want to be forgiven, we must force 
ourselves to love our enemies and to do good 
to those who hate us . This is the outstanding 
teaching of Our Lord on social life. 

He tells us that what we do to one of His 
least brethren we do to Him. Our Lord had 
the human virtues in perfection. He showed 
that He liked gratitude, but He is more grate
ful than all His creatures. Not a cup of cold 
water can be given in His Name that will not 
merit its reward. He shows that he likes us to 

. do good in secret, else we may get our reward 

here. Yet, contradictory though it may seem, 
He tells us to let our light shine before men, 
that they may glorify His Father in Heaven. 
It is our duty as Catholics to let this light so 
shine by our manner of life that the unbeliever 
may see that the teaching of Christ is in force 
to- day, and so will be led to inquire, and with 
the help of prayer, to believe. 

Our Lord taught the dignity and responsi
bility of each individual, and all through the 
ages the Church has followed that teaching. 
Money and power and position are as nothing 
in the sight of God, except in as far as they in
trease one 's responsibilities . Nowhere did Our 
Lord say that He loved any one class more than 
another, though He did say, " Blessed are the 
poor of heart." He warns the rich of their diffi
culties and asks , "What shall it profit a man if 
he gain the whole world and suffer the loss of 
his soul?" His way was the way of 
prayer and penance, but He did not disdain 
ordinary human intercourse. It was a Marriage 
Feast that was blessed with His first miracle. 
At a dinner in a rich man's house Mary Mag
dalen received the blessing that still is hers . 

Our Lord sanctified family life and made 
marriage a sacrament. He bade servants obey 
their masters, and taught masters to freat their 
servants with respect, telling both that with the 
Lord there is no respect of persons. He told 
us all that we shall be called to account for 
the use of the talents He gave us. But He 
tells us not to worry about the future. He 
bids us look at the grass in the field and see 
how much more important are we. The good 
God is our loving Father and He will supply 
our needs. "Seek ye therefore the Kingdom of 
God and His justice, and all these things shall 
be added unto you ." 

- ELSIE POWER. 

Ballarat Welcomes Cardinal Gilroy 
On Tuesday, 21st May, 1946, the Catholics 

of Ballarat had the honour and privilege to 
welcome to Ballarat, His Eminence Norman 
Cardinal Gilroy, the first Australian-born Bis
hop to receive the Cardinalate. At the invitation 
of His Lordship the Bishop, Dr. O'Collins, 
Cardinal Gilroy broke his journey from Perth 

. to Melbourne for two days. 

Early on Tuesday morning , several hundred 
people assembled at the station to greet His 
Eminence as he stepped from the train. There 
was eager welcome on their faces , mixed with a 
deep sense of reverence for one so highly 
honoured in the Church founded by Christ. 
The men of the Holy Name Society then 
formed a guard of honour to the waiting car. 
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The afternoon found the Cardinal very busy 
visiting the various convents and institutions. 
I am afraid disappointment filled the hearts of 
many school children because his visit occurred 
in holiday time, thus depriving them of their 
usual share in the festivities- an extra holiday. 

as Prince of the Church. He had a word with 
everyone, and showed special pleasure should 
a child happen to ask a blessing. 

In the evening a Liturgical reception was held 
at St. P atrick 's Cathedral. The Bishop ex
tended a welcome to Cardinal Gilroy on behalf 
of the people of Ballarat, and expressed their 
pleasure and pride at the opportunity of meet
ing so distinguished a person . Cardinal Gilroy 
then addressed the congregation and gave 
them the .. :1apal Blessing. Later in St. 1->atrick's 
Hall , they were presented to the Cardinal and 
obtained his personal blessing. Cardinal Gil
roy was a stately figure wearing his royal robes 

On Wednesday morning the Cardinal cele
brated Mass at St. Patrick's Cathedral before 
a large congregation. On that afternoon His 
Eminence continued his journey to Melbourne . 
It is to be regretted tha t the visit could not have 
been extended. Although we hope that some
time in the near future we may once again wel
come the Cardinal to Ballarat for a more pro
longed stay, we reali ze tha t he has many duties 
that call him elsewhere. We, the Catholics of 
Ballarat, must help him with our prayers for 
great are the responsibilities that now rest upon 
His Eminence, Cardina l Gilroy. 

- BETTY MURRAY. 
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APPLE BLOSSOM TIME 

I love to see the apple blossom 
In the spring-time on the trees , 
The pink-white petals softly falling 
With every little breeze. 
Dew drops glisten on the branches 
In the morning as I pass, 
Blossoms shower fresh and dainty 
Little petals on the grass. 
And at midday as I loiter 
What do I see? 
Resting snugly in a blossom, 
A fat velvet beef 
At night it is a fairy-land 
With elfi.n shapes a-dancing, 
The moon looks down and glimmers 
0n a fantasy entrancing. 

- MARY BURKE. 
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Thinking of the Black Babies 

One day while thinking of the black babies 
we decided to help them. We made up our 
minds to have two fetes in aid of the missions. 
My friend , Pat Young, · said she would have 
hers first. We arranged to have it on a Satur
day afternoon, because the children would not 
have to go to school, and would be free to 
come and spend their pennies. 

The day arrived, and it was a beautiful one, 
so we decided to have it out of doors. Mr. 
Young put up a marquee for Pat, and her 
mother decorated it very prettily. It looked 
bright and inviting . At about half-past two the 
children began to arrive. We had a penny 
table and a penny dip, little woollen and peg 
dolls which Pat's mother had made, groceries, 
raffles, fancy-goods, ice cream and sweets. The 
day came to a close, and everything had gone 
very well. After all the children had left, Pat's 
father counted the money, and to our surprise 
we had received over fifteen pounds. Now I 

shall let Pat tell you all about my little fete . 
A month later Shirley had hers. It was ow 

a Saturday, too . It was nearing Easter, so 
among all the other goods we had Easter eggs. 
These were a great draw, as they had been . 
so hard to buy. Shirley's mother gave her 
sweets, cakes and groceries, and she also had 
a penny table. One of our little friends who · 
could not come in the afternoon called in to 
buy some goods in the morning. There were 
several raffles-a dinner, a cake, a pound note. 
One of the nuns gave us some fancy goods . 
to sell, and we were very glad when she won 
a cake. Everything went very well, and when 
we counted the money, Shirley also had made 
ever fifteeen pounds, so the day ended a very 
happy one . We both went to sleep that night 
very happy, thinking about all the black babies. 
we could help to bring to Heaven, and we are:: 
looking forward to seeing them there. 

SHIRLEY JENKINS and PAT YOUNG. 

(~ 

One Lovely Moonlight Night 

One night when I was about to go to bed, 
my father said to me, "Pat, would you like to 
go out for a ride in the car?" I consented 
readily, and so did my mother. We were 
going far out into the bush, where Daddy said 
he knew there was a beautiful little river and 
he said that the people who lived arou~·d in 
that part always kept a boat tied to a tree a 
few yards from the river. 

It was a beautiful moonlight night, and we 
seemed to glide along. The rabibts ran in 
front every now and then, and fairies seemed 
to £litter in front of the car. The friendly old 
moon seemed to be playing with the tiny stars. 
The stars seemed to be laughing at the moon 
and saying, "You can't catch us. " 

We arrived at the river, and a beautiful 
sight met our eyes. The river was dancing in . 
the moonlight. The moon threw its beams and 
made the river like silver. The trees waved' 
to and fro very gently, and seemed to be mak
ing fairy music. 

Then came the great moment when w~· 
stepped into the boat , and, rocking gently, we 
sailed up and down the river. No one spoke
they seemed to think that if they spoke they 
would break the spell. That night when we 
drove away, I wished I was a fairy living by 
that lovely little river. 

PATRICIA GRAY. 
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The Enchanted Cottage 
I came across it during my morning walk, 

nestling between two hills , its thatched roof 
glistening in the morning sunshine. It was just 
a small cottage with a bright, well-kept garden. 

"The verdant green of the hills was reflected 
on the more sombre hue of the tall pine-trees 
standing like sentinels at the back of the cot
tage. The windows winked brightly as the 
sun's rays caught the shining glass. 

Sweeping the path, which was thickly bor
dered with banks of multi-coloured flowers , 
was a silver-haired figure. So dainty did she 
look in her " lavender and lace," that it ap
peared that she had stepped from an qld-world 
picture. To the right was a small meadow 
w here a solitary cow grazed. On the two hills 
wild flowers grew in abundance. 

As I gazed entranced at the beautiful scene, 
. .a sweet voice broke in on my thoughts. "Won't 
~you have breakfast with me? " it said. I turned 

tc see the little old lady by my side. Her silken 
skirt rustled as I followed her up the mossy 
path. At the back of the cottage was a small. 
clover-dotted yard with neat flowers and vege
table beds lining a low stone wall which en
closed the yard . Beyond the gate acres of nod
ding cornfields stretched. 

The inside of the house was scrupulously 
clean. Bright copper utensils cast patches of 
light on the spotless floor of the scullery. I 
seated myself at a tiny table in the small living
room. On the tabl.e was a snowy cloth and 
dishes of clear strawberry jam and home-made 
butter , a jug of fresh cream and a crisp loaf of 
bread After partaking of a light meal and a 
steaming cup of tea , I thanked my hostess, and, 
after promising to visit her again, I turned my 
steps homeward, fully believing that I had 
dreamt the whole thing . 

PATRICIA GRANT. 

RAIN 
Pitter, patter, here comes the rain, 
Singing its song again and again, 
Humming its tune on the window pane: 

. Pitter, patter, again and again. 
Making the trees droop down to the storm. 
Making their branches cracked and torn, 
Making the sparkles on the lawn, 
And the fl.owers shine at dawn . 
Pitter, patter, rain, rain, rain: 
Rain on the forest and on the plain, 
Trees in the forest smile again, 
When rain , rain, comes again. 

MAUREEN O 'REILLY. 

ROLL CALL FOR 1946. LORETO CONVENT, DAWSON STREET. 

SENIOR SCHOOL. 
Yvonne Blomeley, Joan Brown, Mary Burke, Maureen Callahan, Evelyn Carroll, Rosa Carroll, 

Joan Cotter, Mary Cotter, Mary Coutts, Margaret Coutts, Susanne Cullen, Mary Cummins, 
Aileen Cunningham, P atricia Czynski, Pauline Davey, Maureen Davies, Philomena 
Elliott, Joan Farrelly, Joan Findlay, armel G arvey, Mary G edye, Coral Gneil , Patricia 
Grant, Patricia Gray, Lorraine Haley, Joan Hay, Shirley Jenkins, Margaret Kelly , 
Patricia Kiely, Patricia Klein, Eileen Matheson, Beres Maxwell, Carmel McClure, Helen 
McGoldrick, Margaret McKibbon, Patricia Meeney, Diane Metz, Mary Molan, Veronica 
Molan, Betty Murray, Kathleen Nolan, Margaret O 'Reilly, Maureen O 'Reilly, Carmel 
Pierce, Alice Podbury, June Podbury, Elsie Power, Margaret Rosser , Marie Samon, 
Margaret Stapleton, Kathleen Strownix, Dympna Taylor, Monica Tehan, Carmel Williams, 
Mary Rose Willis, Cynthia Wright, Patricia Young. 

JUNIOR SCHOOL. 
Margaret Alford, Yvonne Ashkar, Helen Baker, Margaret Bergen, Brian Bongiorno, John 

Bongiorno, Sydney Bunting, Mervyn Carlyon, John Coughlan, Gary Coutts, Robert 
Coutts, John Curtain, Francis Doblie, William Dobson, Robert Dobson, Michael Gallagher, 
Gary Gemmola, Lynette Gemmola, Patricia Grayson, Glenyse Hart, Sandra Hayes, Pamela 
Hodkinson, Pauline Humble, Lola Irving, Richard Klein, Paul Kierce, Jean Madden, 
Margot Maxwell, P amela Najin, Helen Nolan, Adrienne Opie, George P ell, Marie Pierce, 
Margaret Pierce, James P ierce, Paul Quinlan, Patricia Quinlan, Gabriel Rice, Denise 
Rosser, Robert Scott, David Scott, Roger Smith, Lesley Tully, Carmel Venville, Paul 
Williams. 
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Snaps of Children of Loreto Convent, Portland, taken in vicinity of the Convent. 
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F loods - Autumn, 1946 

THE FLOODS AT PORTLAND 

I shall tell about the floods we had in Port
land during the Autumn. 

One Friday night in the middle of March, 
woke up to hear the rain falling very heavily. 
This continued all night . and in the morning it 
was even heavier. By midday the lagoon and 
creek on the outskirts of the towP. had over
flowed their banks and spread over many low
lying paddocks, where pqtato and tomato crops 
were growing . 

That evening the water rose till it d 3maged 
the gasworks, so that we had no gas; but worse 
still was to come, for at six o'clock that night 
the power-house was inundated and the elec
tric supply was cut off. Thus, having neither 
gas nor electricity, the householders had to 
hunt round for lamps, lanterns and candles. 
The town was in darkness. 

During the night, by means of a car with a 
loudspeaker, volunteers were called for to dig 
a deep channel where the creek ran into the 
sea, so as to reliE've the flood-waters and save 
the bridges. 

Next morning things seemed to be a little 
better, and with the aid of pumps, the men were 
able to keep the water from rising any higher 
in the power-house, in which it had been nearly 
a foot deep at midnight. There was only light 
misty rain , so the danger graduallv lessened. 
Sightseers flocked to the points of interest dur
ing the day, as there was plenty to see. Sheets 
of water lay everywhere. It was five fet.:t deep 
in Henty Park. Traffic was blocked at the 
Port Fairy road junction, where the water cov
ered the low-!ymg road for about two hundred 
yards. It was so deep that it lapped around 
the floors of the cars when drivers were brave 
enough to take them through . The volume of 
water caused culverts to break, and there were 

landslides which damaged and blocked the 
roads in many places. 

The sea was very rough. Strong winds .. · 
lashed the waves, which broke in swirling fury 
against the pier and breakwater. The lovely 
beach was completely changed. For miles . 
around the bay, in place of sand, high banks 
of rocks . pebbles and seaweed were piled up. 
High tides following the floods washP.d away 
sand from the beaches to a depth of six feet , 
and uncovered enormous whalebones which had 
probably been buried there for over one hun
dred years. Some looked like great pieces of 
grey-brown rock. Perhaps, back in 1833, this 
wounded monster of the ocean, hunted by Dut
ton, had escaped with the trailing-line, its sharp 
harpoon embedded in his side; finally, after 
surviving in pain for months , he had died, and 
being cast ashore by stormy seas, was buried 
beneath the sand. Who knows? 

Great beams of Indian teak still fastened 
by strong rusty bolts were also strewn about 
here and there. These, too, had been washed 
up by the sea, long ago, and buried, but had 
been uncovered and re-buried several times, so · 
an old inhabitant of Portland said. The wood 
was remarkably well preserved, in spite of the 
action of sand and sea. Looking at it, one tried · 
to guess its history. 

After a fortnight the weather improved, and· 
the waters gradually receded. About a week 
later heavy rain fell again, and we were afraid 
of more floods . However, there was no need 
to worry, as the weather became fine again and 
the danger of further floods was over. Eight 
inches fell in the first rains , and two and a half 
in the second storm. 

MAUREEN HENRY. 

FLOODS ALONG THE MOYNE RIVER AND DISTRICT 

I am sure you have heard or read of the 
dreadful floods which swept the Western Dis
trict in March of this year, 1946. Heavy losses 
occurred in many places, one being the Moyne 
River district. Hawkesdale, my home town, is 
situated in this district. 

It had been raining steadily for several days: 
and nigh ts, and water was beginning to lie in 
the flats and along the roads. On the Satur
day night, the river rose alarmingly, and the 
water, with a mighty roar, came rushing down 
the river, tearing from their roots the trees 
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which grew on the river banks and carrying 
them along in its whirling current. Down in 
the flats and lower country it spread out, form
ing a large inland swamp several chains wide . 
Fences of paddocks nea.i; the river were swept 
in front of the rushing torrents, some of them 
being found in a tangled heap further down 
stream when the floods had subsided. 

The river running through Willntook broke 
its banks and spread across the road, flooding 
several paddocks. For some days a large pump 
was used to pump the water back into the river. 
You would have thought there was an inland 
sea in some places. so far did the sheet of 
water stretch. We lost some stock, but did not 
suffer such serious losses as many others in our 
district. My father had, in a paddock near the 
river, a flock of fat sheep -ready for sale. All 
but about five or six were lost. 

Around Port Fairy. where the stream flows 
into the sea, the flood waters were very bad. 
A number of families had to be evacuated be
.cause the waters w.ere threatening or had al
ready flooded their homes. Two of the big 
bridges in Port Fairy were completely washed 
away, losses in stock were heavy, and potato 
.and onion crops were ruined ; so, too , were 

many orchards. The town was isolated. Am
phibious tanks-"ducks"- were used to rescue 
some of the marooned inhabitants and to carry 
provisions to the town. 

When the floods had subsided, it was very 
interesting to walk by the river. I walked along 
that portion which runs through our farm. The 
debris was knee-deep. Hardly a tree was left 
standing near the river, and as for fences, well, 
now and then you would see a crooked, bat
tered post where a fence had stood a few days 
before. Huge bridge piles and big trees were 
washed up along the banks. in which the water 
had eaten great holes like caves. It was weeks 
before all the water disappeared, le'3iving behind 
a devastated area, masses of dead grass. reeds 
and debris of all kinds. 

It was certainly something that could not be 
easi ly forgotten. The farmers are all hoping 
that the following season will be a good one, so 
as to make up for the losses during th~ disas
trous floods . 

"Core of my heart, my country, 
Land of the rainbow gold, 
For flood and fire and famine 
She pays us back threefold." 

DOROTHEA MACKELLAR. 

The "Empire Clarendon" 

There were numerous rumours abroad that a 
big boat was coming into port. They were only 
rumours, however , and no one took very much 
notice of them until one of the day scholars 
came to school with the news that the men who 
load the ships which come in were given orders 
to be down on the pier to begin work on Satur
day, the sixth of July. 

Of course, there was great excitement among 
the children at this news, for we had not seen 
a big ship for a long time. 

After breakfast on Saturday morning. we 
were all assembled in our study when one of 
the girls came rushing in with the news that the 
ship was on the horizon. 

By half-past ten it had tied up at the pier, 
and already people were hurrying along to see 
it at closer quarters. Trains also with truck
ioads of butter. meat and rabbits were making 
their way down the long pier. 

It was a very fine ship, spick and span in 
pre-war paint, and one of the biggest boats that 
liad entered the Bay since the war. Of course, 

Page Twenty-Eight 

it was the ardent wish of every one of us to 
see over it. 

All day Sunday we looked at it with envious 
eyes, hoping against hope that we would be 
allowed to see over it. I could not count the 
number of hints that were given to the Nuns. 

As Monday afternoon wore on, we began to 
lose hope. for the boat was due to sail on the 
following day. 

Imagine our delight after school when 
Mother brought us the wonderful news that a 
kind friend was taking a party of senior girls 
over the "Empire Clarendon." 

Although we hurried, we did not reach the 
end of the pier until five o'clock. We cer
tainly felt some trepidation on arrival to find 
that visitors were not allowed over the boat 
after five p.m. However, luckily we met the 
bo's'n, who, being a Catholic, recognised us as 
Convent girls, and showed us everything worth 
seeing. 

First we went into one of the small kitchens, 
where a cook showed us how all his work was 
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done by electricity, even the peeling of the 
potatoes. 

From here we made our way to the captain's 
bridge. Here, the bo 's'n showed us the com
passes and different instruments, explaining 
their use. Each of us had a turn of the wheel 
for li~ck. 

Through a little door from the bridge, we 
.. entered the chart-room, where we viewed a 
number of interesting maps and charts. Our 
guide, the bo 's'n , opened the log-book and read 
the record of work set down for some days. For 
Sunday was written, " Hands at rest." Here 
the officers check up when they are on duty. 
Here also we read the history of the ship. 
Built in Belfast, 473 ft . 3 in. long, 63 ft. wide, 
with a speed of 18 knots per hour, she carried 

. a crew of 93. This was her second voyage to 
Australia. Besides a big cargo, she could carry 
passengers. This was all very interesting; but 
to us the most interesting fact was that in Feb
ruary last this ship brought out about 78 war 

· brides and was known as "The Happy Bride 
Ship." Fro~ Portland she was going to Mel

. bourne to pick up passengers, and then straighf 
· to England. 

Fr.om the chart-room we mounted to the 
. sports deck, spacious enough for the playing of 
most games. The lifeboats and rafts were kept 

· on this deck. When a ship leaves port, one 
·of these lifeboats is lowered over each side. If, 
-out at sea, a man falls overboard, the signal is 
·given, the sailors who man the lifeboats take 
their positions immediately, the boat is lowered 

. and out to the rescue in thirty seconds. 

We had now reached the middle of the ship 
and stood by the immense funnel. It was very 
much bigger than we had estimated. In its 
circular walls were two small doors, one of 
which the bo's'n opened, and we looked far 
down into the engine-room. There was "water, 
water everywhere" around us, but "engines, 
engines everywhere" below us. 

Next we visited the passengers' quarters, 
which were especially opened for our inspec
tion. They were spotlessly clean, and the 
cabins looked bright and comfortable, all ready 
for the passengers at Melbourne. The passen
gers ' dining saloon and lounge were all one 
could desire in modern convenience, comfort 
and attractiveness. The colour scheme was 
carried out in tones of fawn and pink which 
harmonised perfectly with the beautiful brown 
woodwork. 

By this time we had arrived back at starting 
point, and as it was getting late, we sincerely 
thanked our obliging bo's'n and set off for 
homE> again. 

The following night at five o'clock the ship 
let dc:>wn her cables, started up her engines, and 
glided majestically away out of the Bay to
wards the south-east. It was a calm, rather 
frosty evening; behind the low hills to the west 
the sun was sinking, and all the eastern sky 
was aglow with reflected colours-softest saff
ron, blue, and delicate pink. 

In a quarter of an hour the "Empire Claren
don" was over the horizon and the pier was left 
desolate as before. 

PATRICIA CRAMER! 

Portland Revisited 1 n 1971 
·"Not in Pain the distance beacons: Forward, 
. .. .. . . forward, let us range: 

Let the great world spin for ever down the 
ringing grooves of change." 

(Tennyson.) 

Twenty-five years in this twentieth century 
can make a vast difference in a town. 

In my work as a journalist, I had frequently 
noticed. with interest, references to the growth 
of the great Western port. Now, returning 
with the definite aim of obtaining for my over
seas newspaper the story of Portland's remark
able growth, I was quite excited, and looked 

·eagerly across the sunlit waters of Southern 
' Ocean for my first glimpse of the old town. 

As our great seaplane sped onwards towards 
the shores of Australia, the still swifter wings 
of Memory carried me back through the years 
to nineteen hundred and forty-six. In a flash . 
I was standing in a class-room of Loreto Con
vent, Portland, looking wistfully into the smil
ing face- my own face- of thirteen-years-old 
Gabrielle, dressed in a neat brown uniform, 
sitting at her desk. Glancing up in wonder 
and surprise, she advanced to meet me. What 
a difference twenty-five years had made in the 
life of that schoolgirl! Had the old town of 
Portland as greatly changed? I wondered. 

I awakened from m_y reverie as grey dawn 
was breaking. By the time silvery mists, like 
shadowy wraiths. were gliding away before the 
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first rays of the rising sun, the dim outline of 
land showed across Bass Strait. Sea, sky and 
air were flushed with rosy loveliness. We were 
flying at a lower level now, and the coast-line 
was visible. Suddenly, I was gazing down on 
a familiar stretch of Victorian coast fringed by 
"the long wash of Australasian seas." Capes 
Bridgewater, Nelson and Grant were passed in 
swift succession. Then, with a thrill of joy, I 
beheld once again the sun dancing on lovely 
Portland Bay. 

In a few minutes, there unfolded below us a 
wonderful panorama-low hills on the Narra~ 
wong skyline, high cliffs overlooking a golden 
beach, and in front , the splendid harbour and 
city of Portland. The scene held me spell
bound. The long dream of a century had come 
true! 

One should always approach a city from 
the air . The "bird's-eye view" is the only one 
to give a complete picture resembling an enor
mous relief map. 

I have travelled the world and seen many 
busy centres of trade - New York, London, 
Liverpool. and our own Melbourne. Here be~ 
low where Dutton had caught whales and 
Henty turned the first sod, was a scene of 
activity to rival them all . -

Alighting from the plane, I was met by the 
Mayor, a past pupil of St. Aloysius' College, 
Portland, his wife and two other old friends . 
I was quickly through the Customs and com
fortably s.eated in the Mayor's car, en route for 
the Town Hall. 

This impressive building, replacing the little 
structure I knew, formed part of a group of 
civic buildings-library, museum, and picture 
gallery- occupying several acres in the very 
heart of the city. 

The Mayor was courtesy itself. He showed 
me all ov.er the great port, imparting the full 
information I desired. I asked him what fac
tors had led to the town's amazing gr~wth. 
In reply, the Mayor said, "The Portlanders of 
i:he 1940' s deserve much credit for their per
sistent battle against odds, to have their town 
developed. The Government of the State, at 
length, did two things: the Ministers secured 
expert opinion in planning the devel0pment of 
the harbour; and, by laying down two or three 
links, rectified the mistake of ninety years 
before, by bringing Portland's great hinterland 
into touch with its natural harbour." He led 
me to a great wall map. "You see," he said, 
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"in the old day!" the. Mallee and Wimmera _sent 
their products to Melbourne over the Great 
Divide, though as you see Portland is much : 
nearer, and . owing to the absence of mountain 
ranges , the lines are level all the way; the 
Great Divide ends with the Grampians. Simi
larly. the rich Western District and south-east~ 
ern South Australia ship their products through 
their natural port." "So," he said, smiling and · 
pointing out the window, "You . .see the grain 
'silos. the wool stores. freezing works for meat. 
· dair'-" produce. fruit and vegetables. and there, 
in the inland dock, are the ships of many 
nations loading the produce of the Mallee and 
W1mmera .· · 

That eveninq l went tor a walk to see some 
of the _old beauty spots. I strolled past the 
huge office buildings which occupied the place 
where the old Henty home-" Richmond Hotel" 
-had stood . and then into view came the lovely 
new church of cream sandstone which reared its 
spire into the cloudy sky. Beyond the fine 
presbytery erected in 194 7 were the magnifi
cent buildings · of the Loreto Convent, which . 
with its spacious lawns and g?rdens, extended · 
from Bentinck Street back to Percy Street. 
Happy pupils were to be seen on the fine pl~y
ing grounds and tennis courts. It was too late 
to call on the Nuns, so, promising myself a 
visit to the old school on the morrow, I con
tinued on my way. My last glimpse was of 
the statue of Our Lady, half hidden in the beau
tiful grotto near the entrance garden. 

Retracing my steps, I sought the Bird Sanc
tuary. but alas! it w~s a delight of the past. 
Offices, faC'tories , workshops. dockyards, now 
::ove.red the large area, its inhabitants so ab
sorbed in getting and spending money that they · 
had 

" No time to turn at Beauty's glance 
And watch her feet how they can dance." 

A sadness fell on me as I thought of the 
wild swans and long-necked cranes and various 
other waterfowl that had nested there; of gar
dens where pert _little blue wrens and finches · 
had hopped across the lawns and numerous 
little birds "seemed to fill the air and sea with 
their sweet jargoning"; of the bushland where 
so many beautiful orchids and other wild flow
ers grew. However, such is life-Beauty gives 
way to Progress, and " the old order changeth, .. 
yielding place to new. " 

GABRIELLE JENNINGS. 
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Corelo Con11enl, 11ormanhursl, 11.S.W. 
Great disappointment has been felt over the 

loss in the post of the chief package of contri~ 
butions from Normanhurst . This contained 
a rticles that would have made interesting read~ 
ing:-"Sydney W elcomes Our Cardinal," by 

Margaret Armstrong; " Life on a Station in 
Central Australia, " by Frances Rutledge; 
" Shakespearian Evening," by Judith Wilkin~ 
son; Poems, by Joan O 'Donoghue, Caroline 
Purcell , Pauline O 'Reardon. 

Recollections of a Dream 

Crystallized water, emerald blue, 
Glassy, smooth, blended hue, 
Coloured fishes, glazed in dye, 
Ornament reflected sky. 

I, a dreamer lost in thought, 
Find what I have often sought, 
Paradise in shaded bowers; 
Linger could I here for hours. 

Weeping willows, silky sheen 
Dangles in the silver stream, 
Birds of thrilling voices rare 
Shatter all the silent air. 

Singing now a haunting tune 
'Neath the fulness of the moon, 
Swelling music drifts the way 
In the golden moonlight ray. 

Happiness so high esteemed. 
Of such bliss I never dreamed. 
Butterflies in pearly flight, 
Interrupt my dazed sight. 

But my. wisdom seems forlorn 
Shrouded by the misty morn. 
Streams become a bluish haze 
Gum trees move, the willow sways. 

Why will things Zike this not wait? 
Why vanish for a higher state? 
Leave me here to draw .the scene 
Even though a coloured dream. 

Earth, mere earth, no coloured lake, 
Greets me now that I awake, 
Just a day of frosted dews, 
What became my tinted hues? 

Dreary, dull, so blank and stark 
No immortal lightning spark 
Comes to fill this world it seems 
As sparkling glory filled my dreams. 

- PAULINE O 'RIORDAN. 
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Green 

Last year I spent my September holidays at 
Green Island. We left Cairns in "an R.A.A.F . 
Crash Launch . Sitting in the front of the 
Launch and leaning forward to keep our bal
ance, we watched whales sporting in the blue 
sea, while we were deluged with spray. After 
about an hour and a ha lf, a bump on the hori
zon came into view. "There it is ," exclaimed 
the Commander, and we strained our eyes in 
the direction to which he was pointing. It took 
another half hour before the palm trees could 
be seen waving to and fro in the breeze. At 
the end of two hours we pulled in at Green 
Island jetty. 

It was a scene out of a picture book, and 
just eighteen miles from Cairns, thirty-two 
acres of condensed tropical beauty. Palm trees 
border one beach, and along the other are Pan
danus P alms, while the centre is occupied by 
the jungle trees, mainly palms, struggling up
wards from close hanging and interweaving 
vines and creepers- pervading all is the per
fume of the honey-suckle. Paths cross and 
circle the island, one "scaling" the highest 
point, , 5-! feet above sea level. On this island 
are no animals or birds, except a few visitors 
from nearby Bird Island, where millions of 
birds have their homes. 

Surrounding this island is a white beach , 
which rises at night glistening from the dark 
ocean. By day it is full of interest. Many 
shells of different colors can be found shining 
in the tropical sunlight. Some of these shells 
are curled like elephants trunks , these lie 
mingled with hundreds of coral flowers , which 
we made into necklaces. Dried sponges of 
beautiful shapes and colors decorate the upper 
side of the beach , while the lower side was 
covered with the beautiful shells v,;hich are al
ways being washed in by the opalescent waters, 
which ripple gently over the coral reef. 

The water too was interesting. It abounded 
in fish of all shapes, sizes and colors. The 
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Island 

colors were used in every possible way, some 
fish were striped. some spotted, others wore 
rings of color , while the more sober members 
of the fish world, favoured one tone. The 
small coral fish were in my eyes, the prettiest. 
But there were dangers in the water. Death to 
both fish and humans lurked in the form of 
grey shadows and beautiful shells. The grey 
shadows are sharks and sting-rays, and in some 
of the most beautiful shells, large and small , 
are deadly poisonous fish . The most deadly 
of these fish is called the " Stone Fish. " He is 
very hard to find, for he is grey and is the 
shape of a rough spiky stone; he lies just under 
the sand or, as is the case at Green Island, 
under the coral. 

Another dangerous shell fish is the "Clam," 
for it is easy to get one 's foot caught in its 
cruel jaws. Each Clam has a fi5h living in it. 
This fish protects the Clam and tells it when 
danger is approaching. In return the Clam 
provides food and shelter for the fish inside 
his shell. When the tide goes out parties go 
to tour the reef. In some of the pools , 
stranded fish are found . Once a boy speared 
a Jaboon fish . It was very ugly, being large, 
of a grey color and having a large bump on its 
head, which extended out over its nose. Beche
de-mer is plentiful , and also trochus shell. 

Just before sunset a hush came over the 
Island. Everything became still , as if waiting 
for something. Then beautiful colors spread 
across the sky, the water became still, the trees 
stopped their swaying, indeed even the people 
seemed to stop breathing. Over the whole 
Island there was a bewitching silence. The 
sun was setting, the day was at end. Artists , 
who had tried to capture those colors and be
witching silences, returned tearing their hair · 
in disappointment and grief. No artist, how
ever great , could capture that scene of en
thralling beauty. 

-SONYA MACKENZIE.~ 
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Past versus Present 

On Sunday, 18th August, there was an 
under-current of eager expectancy flowing 
through the school. Normanhurst was antici
pating a visit from some of its past pupils. You 
might well ask: "Why all the excitement?" We 
all knew that the Old Girls are no novelty, but 
this time their visit was to be just that-a 
novelty. They were coming to play us tennis 
and basketball , and all were eager to know who 
would be the victors- past or present pupils . 

The girls arrived at the Convent at 11 a .m.
there were about twenty-four of them. Eagerly 
they spread their picnic lunch on the stretch of 
lawn m front of the tennis courts. They were 
really going to make a day of it. Meanwhile, 
we- the present pupils-dined as usual in the 
refectory. There was an ever present hum of 
excitement rising and falling throughout the 
spacious room. The girls were all eager to be 
done with dinner . and to adjourn to the courts 
-the tennis stars to play, the others to watch. 

Twelve of our best players were chosen to 
play twelve of the Old Girls . The twenty- four 
thus nominated were divided into three teams, 
A, B and C. After dinner, there was a 
scramble to ch ange into tennis shoes. Rackets 
w ere gripped in ea ger ha nds , and twelve de
termined girls set out for the courts. 

Gradually, the different teams began their 
matches. From the outset there was consider
able doubt in our minds regarding the result 
of the tournament , for our first pair was beaten 
by slashing services and forehand drives. A 
casual glance at the other courts did not look 
too hopeful, but soon we began to pick up , and 
at the finish came out winning. 

The basketball match that followed was 
more an act of graciousness on the part of 
the Old Girls than a serious item on the day 's 
programme. If the description that follows 
bears all the marks of school-girl humour (as 
I feel it may) , the Old Girls who read this 
will know that in spite of our disrespectful 
mirth , we really did appreciate their sporting 
spirit in entering such an unequal contest. 
However, despite the uneven sides, the match 
was the highlight of the afternoon. To see 
girls who had not played basketball for three 

or four years trying vainly to get command' 
of the ball from a team well-trained and fresh 
from playing other schools, was like watching 
the greatest comediennes of the day perform
ing a star turn. The sides were lined with row· 
on row of spectators rocking with mirth. A 
frantic umpire was rushing from one end of 
the court to the ~other in a vain endeavour to 
keep a wary eye on the game. However, she 
was finding it quite impossible to laugh and 
blow a whistle at the same time; so, many rules 
were broken and passed over. The chief de
fence for the past pupils was a lass with great 
spirit, and she ·needed it, for she was playing 
a gainst the Captain of our team- a fast mover 
if ever there was one. The defence's frantic 
efforts to get the ball and to keep track of her 
opponent were met with roars of laughter. She 
landed on the ground at least ten times, and on 
several occasions was seen to make a violent 
dash across the court , with head bent and a 
look of grim determination on her face . Some
times she succeeded, but very seldom, for a 
quick step aside would put her opponent away 
out of her reach, and the ball, fielded well, 
usually sailed right past her . Such was the 
case all over the court, and the outcome was 
an excellent win for the present pupils. We 
had loads of fun , however, and the Old Girls . 
were allowed to murmur excuses of being too. 
too old for such strenuous exercise. 

The day passed very happily. and it was . 
particularly apparent that the difference in ages 
was glossed over by the excellent spirit and 
common interest that was between us. When 
it comes to our turn to be Old Girls, I hope 
we shall return to our old school with the 
pleasure and loyalty that we saw among our 
visitors that day. The Sports Day, written 
from their point of view, would probably be 
something very different from this poor ac
count. Every lawn and walk in the garden 
must have been full of memories for them; 
and while we admired their poise and gracious. 
manners, let us hope they did not think the. 
girls of 1946 a too unpromising showing. 

ANN ROSE. 
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Farewell 

Saturday, 17th April, dawned. The sun rose 
·in all his splendour, giving promise of a fine 
·day. This was most important, for today we 
were to go down to our much-loved bush and 
give a farewell picnic to three of the Third 
Division who were returning to their native 
land, Ireland. 

About 5 p.m. on 9th February, 1942, the 
McMahon's (the mother, who is a doctor, and 

-her five children) arrived at Loreto Convent, 
Normanhurst. They were one of the many 
pathetic groups of refugees from Malaya dur
ing those sad days. That day they had come 
from Moree, where they had been sent by the 
Red Cross on their arrival in Australia. 

Before the Japanese invaded Malaya, Dr. 
McMahon and family lived in Malaya. The 

..eldest girls were at boarding school, and dur
jng the first bombing raids of the Japanese 
their beautiful home was destroyed. They 
then moved to Singapore, from where they 
·evacuated to Australia, Dr. McMahon remain
ing to work in the hospital. This generosity 
was . rewarded by his being a prisoner of the 
Japanese for 3! years. The family has been 
happily re-united for some months, and they 

:have now returned to Ireland. 
Our farewell picnic had been a secret for 

_nearly a month, and often our tongues longed 
to spread the news. The Fourth Division, true 
·to type, heard about it somehow, and almost 
·spoilt the surprise. That morning life was all 
.agog. Someone would begin to say, " Great 
·day for the --," and then there would be a 
·warning, "Sh! Here comes Moira"--

About 2 p.m. we set out. Down the hill; 
:some scampered, others followed with stately 
tread, for they were carrying the delicacies, 
and such delicacies! - sandwiches, cakes, 
.sweets, fruit, and out of each pocket protruded 
a bottle of iced orange drink, carefully wrapped 
in damp paper to keep it "iced." On we went 
through the glorious bush, with halts at inter
vals to allow others the privilege of carrying 
the boxes. At last we arrived in the gully after 
.a precipitous descent, and many shouted orders 
-of " Mind the cakes! Be careful of the bottles!" 
Along the shaded track beside the creek it 
was easy going, and we called a halt at "Names 
Cave," so called for the hundreds of names 
.scrawled in memory of those who pass by. 
Finally, we arrived at the rustic bridge across 
the stream (some athletes scorned the bridge, 
.of course, and leapt " the raging torrent, " not 
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Picnic 

nearly so raging as those who trembled for the 
fate of the edibles). At last we found a suit
able picnic ground- a perfect arena, amphi
theatre to seat the interested onlookers. 

Before us lay the creek bordered by ferns 
and shrubs; behind were huge boulders care
fully tossed among the tall gum trees. But 
for the present, our minds were engaged not 
with scenic beauties, but with the delicacies 
being spread out on the rock platform, some 
few feet away. Ah, at last! The willing wait
resses began their much-coveted task-sand
wiches, cakes, etcetera. The edge being taken 
off our appetite, our thoughts turned to ex
ploring. Permission being readily obtained, we 
arranged ourselves in groups with the respon
sible girls in charge of each, and off we set for 
a glorious hour of scrambling and climbing. 
\Vhat wonders there were so near at hand! 
Every ten minutes a questioning whistle was 
blown from "home, " and we coo-eed back that 
all was well. Then came three whistles, the 
signal to return. All arrived safe and sound, 
anxious to tell of all they had seen, but soon 
quietness descended on the exubertant third 
division, for we were being served with more 
delicacies. This was indeed a glorious day. 

As we sat around on the rocks, framed by 
the gum trees, Patricia, the eldest of the 
McMahon's, made a little speech of thanks to 
the Mistress of our division and the girls for 
their kindness, and there was a little sadness 
at the thought of their going. But life is too 
full of interest for "the Thirds," and their 
cheers and clapping rang through the bush. 

Full of the spirit of adventure, we set off 
on the return journey by a new route. All 
went well until our path came to a dead end; 
reconnaissance excursions in all directions 
threw no light on the situation. While these 
parties ventured into the unknown, the rest. 
seated about a stream, began the Rosary that 
soon we should find a way. It was here that 
tragedy caught up with us: One fair lass de
cided to improve the situation by falling in the 
creek. while another, sitting peacefully on a 
log, in some unspeakable manner, twisted her 
ankle. A cry of pain rent the air, and above 
this was a cry from the cliff, for one of the 
scouts had slipped, and all declared the acci
dent fatal. but no! The victim gallantly rose, 
and with difficulty made her way to the anxious 
party. 



Down by the creek a consultation was held, 
and the decision to retrace our steps was ar~ 
rived at. It was a very bedraggled and dis~ 
heartened party that wended its way home~ 
ward. Turns to assist the invalids broke the 
monotony, with occasional and often unappre~ 
ciated sallies from the "unsquashables." 

and the Nuns were looking anxiously towards. 
the bush, a tired and subdued forty~five
straggled up the hill . Next morning, but not 
until then, all declared it to be the best picnic 
we've ever had, and even after all these months , 
we still recall with a chuckle the farewell picnic ~ 
to the McMahon's . 

As darkness was enveloping the Convent 

First, Fast, Last Friend 
My King in all I do or say, 
My God throughout the night and day; 
My Lord to whom all powers bend: 
King, God and Lord, but still my Friend. 
Christ, God Almighty, Lord of Power, 
Changeless Heart. Through every hour 
Of this life, day and night. 
Giver of breath, art Thou Lord of Light, 
By the trembling fl.icker of the lamp 
I know that Thou art there . The endless throng 
Of echoing thoughts are surging through my 

brain. 
Friend as Thou art, I pray Thee, once again, 
Set free my soul from tumult of this earth: 
Teach me to love the things of heavenly worth. 

c. 

DONNA BASON. 
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----Coreto Conl'enl, :Xirribilli, 11.S.W.----

We Have an Australian Cardinal 

In a small cabin, earphones on his head , sat 
a youth, about eighteen years of age. Water 
lapped roughly against the side of the ship. 
Dark forms splashed through the waves. Stac
cato bursts of Turkish guns screamed death 
for those not already imprisoned on the sub
merged barbed wire. Those doomed men 
seemed as far from civilization as if each were 
on a desert island. To them the boy at the 
radio-controls was only a vague figure to whom 
they gave scarcely a thought in those tense 
hours . To them the whole world consisted of 
water, cliffs. and orange and red gun-bursts 
against the deep blue night. Yet that boy was 
the link between them and the distant loved 
homeland where anxious war chief~ awaited 
news of the daring assault. He could send the 
message that would bring reinforcements and 
help. His name was Norman Thomas Gilroy: 
the occasion was the historic landing at Gal
lipoli-April 25th, 1915. 

Was it the perils of war that made the 
young man realize the protective love of God? 
Perhaps he saw the parallel between the wire
less operator and the priest. A young witness 
of that terrible slaughter through which Aus
tralia won her nationhood, of the dreadful fires 
.in which ANZAC was forged , he realized that 
the only atonement for men 's blood, was the 
Blood of Our Lord Himself . And so he entered 
the Seminary that prepare for the privilege 
of offering daily the Supreme Sacrifice that 
excelled the Anzac 's sacrifice. " Greater love 
than this no man hath ," said Our Blessed Lord 
.speaking of Himself-and these men. ' 

Upon the venerable Archbishop Kelly's 
death, Most Reverend Dr. Gilroy became 
Archbishop of Sydney. His previous years 
had been spent m trying to modify the evil 
results of the last war. His period as Arch
bishop saw the commencement of another war. 
Patriotism does not die in the prelate. The 
material fighter of the last war took up arms 
again, this time as a spiritual fighter. Like the 
late Cardinal Hindsley of Britain, he gathered 
up all spiritual arms, and did not hesitate to 
wield the Sword of the Spirit. Men in the 
Services received both spiritual and material 
.amenities. Priests came from every diocese 
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to serve as Chaplains in Army, Navy and Air 
Force. Every available penny was used to in
crease the gifts given to the fighting forces. 
C. U .S.A. huts multiplied as the battle-front 
widened. And all the driving force came from 
the Archbishop, whose unfailing patriotism 
was a cause of admiration to all who worked 
with him. 

At the same time the welfare of the Church 
was his primal concern. Many new orders of 
priests and nuns were introduced. particularly 
missionary orders, whose .representatives have 
had to come to Australia for help. They have 
been generously welcomed. Novitiates have 
been opened, hospitals, convalescent homes 
and schools built. Placed by our Archbishop 
under the special care of Our Lady Help of 
Christians, our city (spared almost miracu
lously the horrors of war), has tried to repay 
Her by an intensification of the spiritual life. 

Early in 1946, a summons from Rome in
formed the Archbishop that he was · to be made 
a Cardinal. This news was enthusiastically 
received by all who knew him; men realised 
his deep piety, patriotism, and power. Amidst 
great excitement, therefore, Sydney turned out 
to welcome its first Australian Cardinal on his 
return from Rome, and, ignoring bad weather, 
thousands of people attended the functions 
arranged in his honour. In his addresses, the 
new Cardinal told of the suffering and priva
tion in Europe, of the meagreness of life in 
Britain, and the outlook of the children, and 
the general poverty and sickness in all lands 
devastated by the war. It made us realise 
that now, more than ever, Australia needs a 
strong, wise, spiritual leader to guide her 
through difficult days ahead. 

And then we saw the symbolism of his gown 
of Cardinal Red-the red of blood. We saw 
that the new Cardinal was ready to fight for 
his Faith and his children, even to the giving 
up of his life. We saw their blood upon his · 
robes-the blood of his comrades in World 
War I.. of his children in World War II. 
And we realized that our Cardinal, a militant 
Cardinal, will die fighting for his God, as he 
has lived fighting for Him. 

- BERNADETTE ALAM. 

( 
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Early Days - Loreto, Ki rribi II i 

As I looked at the large assembly of pupils 
at their annual concert last year. standing, tier 
upon tier, on the stage, my thoughts flew back 
to the early days at Kirribilli , when our num
bers were so few, and each addition to our 
ranks was a source of pride and interest. For 
we were indeed few. A handful of children 
had accompanied the Nuns from Randwick. 
when they moved from that suburb to a cot
tage at Milson 's Point : May and Nora Lynch, 
Ethel and Trix Brennan, Mildred and Cecilia 
Dew, Lucy Marsden- these, were loyal Rand
wick followers , who now came as weekly 
boarders, and one lone day scholar, Ella Robin
son, from Coogee. Some half-dozen girls from 
North S.Ydney joined thPm, and "Loreto, Mil
son's Point ," as it was then called, made a 

• start in September. 1901. 
After a short term in the cottage, the Nuns 

moved into " Fernhill." a large house in Pitt 
. Street, with a frontage to that street; then to 
Campbell Street below, and it is of the years 
at "Fernhill" and the first years at " Elamang ," 
the nucleus of the present residence, that I 
write. 

During the years at "Fernhill" the influence 
of Randwick was verv strong, and seemed to 
linger. There were frequent visitors to the 
Convent from that district, old pupils , parents 
and friends , who liked to claim the Nuns as 
their owl), and not as belonging to North Syd
ney. There was constant reference to Rand
wick days and ways, and it was only after the 
establishment of "Elamang" that this influence 
waned, and the school assumed its own definite 
character. "Loreto, Kirribilli," was in the mak
ing. 

I wonder how many of the present pupils 
know that the detached Kindergarten room in 
the corner of the garden behind M.ilson House 
held the entire senior school at Fernhill, and 
how roomy it seemed to us despite three classes 
grouped within its walls, and plenty of space 
allowed round the altar in the bow window, 
where the statue of Our Lady presided over all. 
Very large, we considered it, and spacious 
even, when on wet days we were allowed to 
push the desks aside and dance. 

There were no tennis courts at Fernhill , and 
no basketball field. Like the grounds at "Ela
mang, " the land dropp€:d on sharp terraces 
from Pitt Street to Campbell Street. There 
was only one level stretch, an oblong outside 

•the senior school. and this was our playground 

where we played rounders, French and Eng
lish , and above all, Prisoners ' Base. 

We had our uniform however, introduced 
;midst the opposition fr~m a few parents Navy 
spotted print in summer and navy serge in win
ter. The style was left to individual taste, and 
we had a variety of lace, muslin and linen coJ
lars and cuffs. A few years later, the summer 
uniform was chanegd to cream holland or 
crash, with red ribbon ties and bows for the 
seniors and blue for the juniors. The attractive 
grey suits of today are testimony to · the sway 
of fashion even over the world of school. 

Memories of .our Superiors over that period 
r.ecall Mother Killian , with _her deep love of 
music, and how she even seemed to enjoy our 
trial examinations, when, prior to the real tests, 
we played our studies and pieces for the benefit 
of the entire school. . . . Mother Dorothea, with 
her innate distaste of slovenly speech or deport
ment, her earnest pleas for rounded vowels, her 
interest in our French lessons-the oral side, 
whereby we were to speak in true Parisian 
style, and the written where her beautiful Heath 
panmanship invited us to make our past par
ticiples agree. . . . Mother Philomena, the pre
sent Mother Provincial, who spent a short year 
with us , yet whose gentle influence lives on in 
the lives of the pupils of that time .... Mother 
Monica was our first Mistress of Schools, and 
she had both seniors and juniors under her con
trol. so small a gathering were we. Then, 
when we had expanded sufficiently, Mother 
Mercedes took over the senior school. I have 
mentioned that we danced on wet days, and I 
am sure every old girl will remember Mother 
Mercedes's "big ring, " when she had us danc
ing the polka, with joined hands, forming a 
large circle. It was Mother Mercedes, too, who 
introduced our favou.rite outdoor game, Pri
soners ' Base. Mother Joseph Stanislaus, who 
succeeded Mother Mercedes, will always be 
remembered for her May and June Altars, 
when, for the . months mentioned, she trans
formed our schoolroom altar into a bower of 
beauty ~nd tried to make our hearts correspond. 
I am sure that all who took part in it will 
remember our first stage production, when 
against many obstacles in the way of lack of 
equipment, and raw talent, Mother Dolores 
produced "The Merchant of Venice." I think 
the performers enjoyed the rehearsals as much 
as the audience of Nuns and girls enjoyed the 
actual presentation. 
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Mother de Sales was our Mistress of Music, 
and practically every girl in the school studied 
the piano. Many had violin lessons in addi
tion, and there were one or two mandolin 
players and even two harpists. We had our or~ 
chestra, and piano duets , trios, and duos were a 
feaure of our concerts. 

"Do you remember Tannhauser?" an old girl 
asked me at a recent re-union. We had played 
first piano together at an open-air concert at 
" Fernhill," two pianos and four performers on a 
wooden platform at the end of our playground, 
and I had not met her since those days. Yes, 
I remembered our duos and trios, as I remem
ber Lucy Marsden tap- dancing for our enter
tainment at recreation, Mildred Dew and 
Muriel Bridge in a merry Irish · jig, and Cecile 
Deakin and Flo Carlton very finished soloists. 
We loved dancing, and there was one memor
able occasion when Mother Dorothea requested 
an exhibition of a cakewalk (then in vogue) , as 
she wished to pass judgment on it. Volunteers 
were called for , and Trix Clarke and Mollie 
Lenehan came forth , but every time they es
sayed the first ridiculous attitude, the rest of 
the school collapsed in laughter, and the de
monstration had to be abandoned . 

Meantime the attendance was steadily in
creasing . Girls were coming from Mosman , 
Neutral Bay, from the North Shore Line, and 
even from Manly. " Fernhill" was not large 

enough. and so it was that " Elamang" became 
Loreto, Kirribilli , in 1907. Without being de
molished , the wooden senior schoolroom was · 
moved thither and placed just inside the front 
gates, but the seniors were now promoted to 
separate classrooms in the main building, and ' 
the old schoolroom was handed over to the 
juniors. Many " Fernhill" seniors had left 
their schooldays behind them, and Mother 
Philomena was gathering the foundation stones 
for the now large and popular Old Girls' 
Union. Death came early to some of those · 
first pupils, and we shall all remember with 
affection Molly Bell, Gwen Goyder, Renie 
Lenehan, and Miriam Makinson. R.I.P. 

As Loreto lived its hidden life in these foun- · 
dation days, its children were helped to grow 
in wisdom, age and grace, in company with the 
Holy Child and Our Lady of . Nazareth. It 
isn 't surprising, then, that vocat10ns thrived in 
the spiritual atmosphere of those days. 

It is a far cry from the "Elamang" I leave in 
these memoirs . from the two-storied s.tone· 
house , with a detached wooden schoolroom in 
the front garden, to the beautiful white building 
that covers the site now, and, perhaps, in somt> 
future issue of the School Magazine, another · 
pen will carry on the story of " Loreto, Kirri
billi ," to the present day. 

LYLE STEVENSON. 

1946 

February began a new school year for us 
in more senses than one. It marked the end 
of a chapter in as much as we seemed to miss 
everywhere the builder who had planned and 
watched over the building from basemeqt to 
tower of the present Kirribilli. . . . Mother 
Dorothea had gone to Melbourne. It was also 
the beginning of a chapter, and Mother M. 
Enda's welcome to us and ours to her was 
symbolic of Loreto continuity. Every school 
of the Institute in these three hundred years 
has had its partings and fresh beginnings. So 
it is that life is renewed. 

We faced a housing problem: Our num
bers had grown considerably beyond the third
century mark. That meant new furniture and 
some of the rooms on St. Aloysius ' verandah 
assumed a polished scholastic appearance. Our 
crocodile, too , had developed new coils, so 
there was need of delicate manoeuvring to pro
pel it to Milson's Point. 
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But, over all. was the pride of Faith and: 
Fatherland in that our beloved Archbishop had 
gone to Rome to receive from Our Holy Father 
the highest honour- our first Australian-born 
Cardinal. We prayed for the safety of the air 
journey to and from the See of Peter, and were. 
reminded that Our Lady of Loreto is Patroness 
of the air. 

Classes as usual- as notices so often de
clare! Historians delve into the past (the 
younger the pupils, the more remote the ages 
of the world's story!) . Most interestin_g of 
meeting places is the many-purposed Science 
Room that on Tuesdays whirrs with sewing 
machines- and is always penetrated with 
chemical smells. But it is a room that proves 
there is no conflict between Science and the · 
Humanities, for on Fridays it is vocal with the 
tongue that Shakespeare spake when the Ora~ 
matic Class expound under the direction of 
M iss Leary. In the silence (sometimes!) and 



.. 
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·seclusion of the other rooms other subjects take 
their toll. So do exams.! But an Intermediate 
proved herself free of conventional throes 
when she contributed in her 2nd Term essay, 
"A bog's Opinion of Human Beings": 

" The world is topsy turvy now, 
With that I'm all agog. 
You put the child upSJ_n the lead, 
But, no, no! not the dog." 

The year's sporting record is a worthy one, 
for we reached the semi-finals in the A Grade 
Inter-Convents' Tennis, and were pleased that 
our opponents in that round were Norman
hurst, who carried Loreto into the Finals. Bas-
1<et ball has made our recreations happy, and 
we have had a fair share of success and fun , 

"especialiy_ in our match against the Oid Girls. 
It is less easy to talk about the spiritual 

side of the everyday school life, though we all 
know it is the true life of every Catholic school. 

. Hearts in each classroom unite in Morning 

A Class 
Yes. We were really to have a debate. An 

" ~xcited murmur ran through the class. The 
subject was chosen from our play, "Twelfth 
Night"-"Olivia is a more attractive charac
ter than Viola." 

We of the Government spent a frantic time 
hunting up quotations and trying to defeat 
imaginary Opposition arguments. The speak-

. ers WE're chosen, and imagine my surprise and 
pleasure when I was chosen. Undeserving 
though I felt , I determined not to disappoint 
my friends in my role of third speaker. Then 
the next day after Chapel (where we had 
prayed for nothing but the success of our de
bate), the debaters took their seats, and the 

. class~ settled down to listen. 
Oh! Why have I to be the only one ner

vous here? I thou_ght. Just look at the others! 
. . . Madam Chairman announced the first 
speaker . .. then the next, and the next .... 

· Oh! Goodness! What shall I do? I am next . 
I can 't think of a thing to say. Then Madam 
Chairman called on me to make the speech 
that was meant to hurl the Opposition's argu
ments at their feet. My knees were like water 

· as I, stood up and said in a peculiar voice : 
"Madam, Chairman, Members of the Opposi
tion , Ladies. . . ... My unintelligible speech, 

-of which I read every word, was finished a t 
last. Ah! the bell will go now, I thought. but my 

Prayers, but not always voices , as late-comers 
know when they cautiously approach St. Aloy~ 
sius's verandah while hymns in Yarious keys 
make doubtful harmony. The Retreat, given 
by Rev. Father Carbery, C.S.S.R., was the 
outstanding event of the year and was fer
vently made by all. The seniors were favoured 
by an inspiring address from Very Reverend 
J. Meagher, S.J., and all the school will remem~ 
her a very interesting talk given by Reverend 
Father O 'Collins, of the Chinese Mission. 

Our thoughts are now directed to the annual 
Mission Pete. Never before have the Missions 
been in such sore need of help , and so we shall 
set about organising variety shows, plying the 
Chocolate Wheel, making our home-made tof~ 
fee , surmounting rationing difficulties, to collect 
pennies for the Cause: By our prayers and our 
service we must help to win the Pacific for 
Christ. 

NONI BRAUER. 

Debate 
three minutes were not up yet. My heart 
thudded and my pulses raced. Slowly my 
dreams of holding the class spellbound with my 
words of wisdom grew wings and flew out t4~ 
window. I took a pause (hoping it sounded 
dramatic) . . . . Then I said some incoherent 
words intended to dispraise Viola. I took an~ 
other pause (which definitely was not dramatic) 
. . . Surely the timekeeper could ring the bell! 
And these Adjudicators- why do they have 
to keep on writing? I turned my notes over 
a few times aqd re-read some things I had 
already said. "Say 'Therefore Olivia is the 
more attractive character.' " whispered some~ 
one, "and sit down." "Yes," I thought, then, 
loudly, "Therefore Olivia is the more attrac
tive character," and sat down, or, rather, fell 
down into my seat, for my legs would no longer 
support me. The rest of the debate I saw and 
heard only in a daze. The third speaker of the 
Opposition delivered an amusing speech an d 
the leader of the Government closed the debate 
with a summary of the Government's points. 

If this were fiction , we should have beaten 
the Opposition, but unfortunately this is true 
and the Opposition beat us by eleven points. 

This story has a moral~,otherwise I should 
not have cared to humble myelf. So all you 
people who have never debated before take 
note: 
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a. Never let anyone put you third speaker 
if you have never debated before. 

b. Don't spend your time dreaming of hold
ing the class spellbound when you could be 
making up a crushing speech. 

c. Don't think you won't mind speaking in . 
front of the class, because you will, unless you . 
are a marvel of self-control. · 

MART A LARRI. 

Springwood 

Central Station was wearing grey with a 
difference that February morning in 1942, when 
a gay band of grey-uniformed girls from Loreto, 
Ktrribilli, chatted excitedly at the beginning of 
their adventure. 

We were being evacuated to a sm_all town 
near the Blue Mountains-Springwood. Even 
the engine seemed to share the spirit of ad
ved ure as it shunted in, and, as the "All 
aboard" sig_nal 'vas given, the jolts of the car
riag~s as they pulled together could have been 
the final tugs at the heart of those of us who 
were leaving home for the first time. 

The trip took two and a halJ hours . We 
soon discovered it ·was going to be a hot day, 
and on alighting at our destination we set off 
on the long road to the new Loreto. We were 
all very thirsty and very dusty. but the sight · 
of welcoming and familiar faces of the Nuns, 
together with the familiarity of the furnishings. 
soon revived our spirits. 

The unpacking of bags and trunks did not 
take long, and it was good fun to fall into the 
ways of an evacuated school. Uniforms were 
laid aside. except on mornings when we went 
to the parish church for Mass. In one of the 
front rooms of our new home we had a very 
neat little Chapel. and it was here that we 
gathered to say the Rosary and to keep Our 
Lord company whenever we had a few minutes 
to s pare. 

T he class-rooms, especially those of 6th class 
a nd I st Year, were unique. Although the 
building had formerly been a Church of Eng
land Girls' Grammar School, it did not have 
the facilities for our large numbers. Thus it 
w as that the two classes, 6th Class and 1st 
Year, had their lessons in a tent. Among the 
unusual surroundings of canvas walls and grass 
fl oor , we found work interesting, but, unfor
tuna tely. in wet weather our walls let the rain 
in and the class-rooms were changed to the 
garage of a kind neighbour, Mr. Taylor. 

The play-hours were always very happy. 
T here was much land round the school-high-
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est in the front and sloping gradually to a val- · 
ley at the end of a paddock. After it had been 
raining there would be a · tiny stream in this 
valley. and it was our delight to go tadpoling. 
In Winter the water in the taps nearly froze . 
and we all looked like Eskimos, dressed in our 
collection of jumper, wollen skirts, woollen 
stockings and mittens. 

The week-ends at Springwood will never be 
forgotten . On Saturday mornings, as in every 
one of our schools, we had to tidy rooms and 
mend stockings. In the afternoon we would 
settle down with a book, play tennis or basket
ball. or, if we were lucky, go down to the 
village. Sundays we always looked fcµward 
to, because after Mass we would all go for a 
long,, walk either to St. Columban's, Falcon
bridge. Birdwood Gully, or Lyre Birds' Glen. 
And what a thrill it used be for those girls . 
who were expecting a visit from their parents! 
With what eager anticipation they would watch 
for the train, and what joys ensued. Some
times they would go to the hotel for dinner 
and . ask some of their class friends to join 
them; other times they would be taken for a 
picnic to some local beauty spot, or for a walk 
to some place of interest. 

Memories ramble back to the vegetable gar
den, whose main boast was radishes and silver 
beet: the two Jersey c;,ows from next door; the 
chickens, the turkeys. and parrots, whose cries · 
mingled with the voices of the class in . the 
garage; the measle epidemic; the N .E .S. prac
tice; the concerts; the dogs, Micky and Nigger, 
who were not always on the friendliest terms. 

When the school year of 1942 came to a 
close and we walked down the road to the sta- · 
tion for the very last time, c;,arrying numerous 
little odds and ends that we coul.:l not squeeze 
into our cases, we were carrying away some
thing else that will always be precious to us, 
the happy memcries of Loreto as an evacuated .. 
school. 

MARGARET McMAHON. 



• 

If 
(With, or without, a pologies to Kipling.) 

If I can say I've helped along the roadway 
A friend, whose steps are faltering-unsure
![ I have given hope to one poor traveller, 
And bade him lift his load just one step more: 
If I've not let the sun set on my anger, 
But closed my trembling lips as with a seal. 
To check the cruel word that might be spoken, 
To help to ease the bitterness I feel : 
If I have witnessed God in all His glory 
Refl.ected in the setting of the sun: 
If I have watched His grace in .<Jold shafts 

falling. 
And paused to breathe my thanks when day is 

done: 
If I have learnt to fight against temptation 
And proved myself the master of my soul, 
And even in my weakness in relenting, 
Found strength enough to turn towards the 

goal: 
If looking back on life's uncertain pathway, 
I find I've done my best, and played the game, 
Then I can face my Judge, when I am sum-

moned, 
And rest assured I have not lived in vain . 

JANE RHODES. 

Travel 
Travel is one of the most over-rated pas

times in the world. It is, as Francis Bacon 
said, either "education or experience," not the 
pleasure it is made out to be by Tourist 
Bureaux. " Come to Australia ," they say, "See 
her cities, beaches, mountains . . ., " etc., etc., 
and then, when the poor tourist has been 
shunted higher and thither, they say, "He can
not know Australia, never having been into her 
outback or lived on her sheep farms." How 
great a percentage of Australians have lived 
on sheep farms? 

Travel is sad . As you leave each place 
you leave old friends , many of whom ask you 
to write to them. If you are a genuine true
hearted traveller you will write to them- at 
first- but even one person for each place you 
leave ... . 

Travel in foreign countries may presumably 
be different-I_haven't tried it. It may possibly 
give vent to the age-old impulse, "Let us be 
unusual"-not "different"-"unusual. " This 
was probably the original reason for travel- to 
b e and to see the unusual. 

One famous gentleman went sightseeing and' 
as he felt h.Dred he wondered why. Once he 
went to the wrong place and it delighted him 
- he had not seen it before in a book. He saw 
"the original famous place-before it was fa
mous. " 

The study of languages undoubtedly helps 
travel-and travel al~o helps the study of lan
guages: It teaches the colloquial as well as the 
pronunciation, _and without knowing the collo
quial one cannot read ·books in a foreign 
tongue. 

Travel itself is now very different from what 
it used to be: It is quicker, easier, open to more 
persons, and thE't'e is greater variety-even in 
means of travel. But though travel is different, 
the reasons for it ar£> on the whole the same as 
they were before- except that pleasure is a 
more common reason .. .. 

What one gets from travel , however, de
pends on what one puts in: thus, one person by 
walking round his house and garden finds more, 
often, than another who goes round the world. 

JANET COOMBS. 
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What Will 1947 Find Us Doing? 

·" To-morrow, what delight is in to-morrow! 
What laughter and what music, breathing joy, 
Float from woods and pastures, wavering down 
Dropping like echoes through the long day. " 

These thoughts so well expressed by Thomas 
Read nearly a hundred years ago, are oft in the 
minds of the group of girls who gather to the 
left of the verandah steps at lunch-hour. We 
are the Leaving Class, and next year we shall 
be seeking fame, fortune , or husbands, in the 

·cold hard world. The last-mentioned should 
present no difficulty to any, so I shall give my 
impressions of how I consider the girls will seek 
the other two. 

We live in a scientific age so a quick glance 
around the Chemistry laboratory would not go 
.amiss. Phil Clifton looks to ·be the coming 
figure in this sphere. Her nitrogen dioxide gas 
is browner, thicker, and much more unpleas
ant than anyones else's . Others in the class 
plan for Pharmacy and will be a great success 
-white proves flattering to blondes. The love 
.of learning is drawing a group to the Faculty 
. of Arts and I foresee further overcrowding in 
Fisher. I wonder how the Economists will 

stand up to the bitter opposition of the business 
world. Patsy Nader will be an adored teacher 
when she is through Kindergarten Training 
College, and the idol of her small charges. 
Luckily Patsy loves apples . Many a wet-day 
recreation has been transformed by Bernadette 
Alam 's musical genius: an earnest of her future 
role . The name of Dorothea Rodgers will be 
found in ages yet to come in encyclopaedias of 
musical composers. Several are torn by love 
of country and school, and it is as yet doubtful 
whether Anne Browne and Marcelle Kerin will 
yield to their love of station life or cleave to 
the academic. Others intend to make their 
fortunes amid the glamour of grease paint and 
footlights . I hope Margaret, Ruth, and Pat 
will remember me and send me free tickets to 
their current shows. Noni Brauer will make 
her voice her fortune. We shall all listen to 
your moving accents over National Stations, 
Noni. The nursing profession is claiming four 
of our class. These are to be aided in their 
noble work by a masseuse and almoner. 

So our talk runs on . . . But we cherish in 
secret the long thoughts of youth . 

MARGARET HEALY. 

Blue Mountains 

- ·And the azurous hung hill$ are his world-
wielding shoulder, · · 

Majestic as a stallion stalwart, very-violet
sweet." 

Such a realisation of earthly beauty as the 
Blue Mountains give would change the whole 
aspect of one 's life. Away they stretch for 
mile on mile and their colour grows deeper as 
they become more distinct-

"The blue is all in a rush with richness ." 
There is something about their immovable 
·structure which suggests strength and peace of 
mind, something which seems to fill one with 
courage. 

All the year round they are clad in trees and 
large clusters of ferns, while everywhere grow 
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the fragile wild flowers. Among all this 
~reenery the wattle and waratah make a brave 
showing , lending their touch of colour to the 
scene-"A strain of earth's sweet being in the 
beginning , In Eden garden. " Down in the val
leys, where " there lives the dearest freshness 
deep down things," the quiet peace is broken 
only by bird-calls and the song of the many 
waterfalls . 

I have lived my girlhood years within the 
sheltering grandeur of the Blue Mountains; 
eyes have ranged from them to the deeper blue 
of the skies, " the mantle of Mary," and so to 
God's promise of Heaven: "I have fairer things 
than these. " 

MARY HORE. 
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Port Said 
I ha·ve lived in Port-Said for all my life, and 

therefore I know it quite well. 
At the very beginning of Port-Said there is 

a statue of De Lesseps holding his hand out. 
That is meant to say that all ships are welcome 
to go through the Canal he built. Port-Said is 
divided into two parts: the European quarter 
and the Native. On the other side of the 
Canal. there is a town called Port-Fuad. It 
is run by the Canal Company and is very 
clean. Most of the people who live there are 
the Canal Company employees. Th.ey live in 
villas. Port-Fuad looks very much like Kirri
billi. 

Port-Said people live in flats; the average 
number of rooms is five to six. There are much 
bigger flats , too. The houses are built of stone 
and most of them are painted grey. They 
have about four storeys and they ha\ e a flat 
roof. 

There is no much traffic in Port-Said and 
there are no trams. One bus · service exists, 
and the only people who go in it are natives. 
They use it to come from Arab Town (Native 
Quarter) to Port-Said. Not many Europeans 
go to Arab Town, because it is so dirty. All 
the houses there are made of wood, and thev 
are half fallen down . ' 

The natives are the servants, and are very 
cheap to maintain. Their wages are about six 
pounds a month. There are some who get 
much less than that. If you get a boy of about 
twelve, he is quite content with two pounds 
a month. The rich Egyptians ill-treat very 
much their servants, and give them very low 
wages. A very amazing thing is that the 
Egyptians would rather work for them than for 
Europeans. 

During the War we had quite an exciting 
time, especially when the Germans were so 
near. We would only talk jibout evacuation 
and fantastic things for days. There were 
quite a lot of Australian troops in the streets, 
and they were very merry most of the time. 

In Port-Said there are a number of schools 
of different nationalities , because it is a cos
mopolitan town, and all people stick to their 
own nation. 

Egyptians are very ignorant people. Most 
of them cannot read, and they do not bother 
to learn anything either. 

Egyptian weddings are very amusing to 
watch. All the bride's belongings are put on 
a cart and taken round the streets. During 

the wedding party, the bride puts on all her 
dresses. For the wedding ceremony they bring 
an Oriental dancer and singer; the latter makes 
her performance, then goes and collects money 
from the people invited. The guests buy their 
own sweets and peanuts, or anything they wish 
to eat. 

When an Egyptian dies , women are paid to · 
cry and pull their hair and say how good the 
late person was. The richer the deceased per
son, the more women to cry (or at least who 
pretend to). The dead person is put in a 
coffin and is thus borne by four people to the 
cemetery. All the way their priest ( Sheigh) 
and a few other men sing very dully. If the 
person was rich, they P.Ut his "tarbouche" 
(that is, the small red hat) , his stick, his um
brella and a few other belongings on the coffin. 

The Egyptians are very clever at filigree 
work. People who go to Cairo can watch tllem 
at work making very pretty brooches and brace
lets and table-napkin rings. They are quite 
cheap, too. They also make beautiful copper 
and silver vases. They work mosaics and 
mother-of-pearls very cleverly, and produce 
jewel boxes, small tables, powder boxes, and 
such things. The poor boys who do this work 
do not get more than a s4illing a day, and 
sometimes they are beaten, too. 

The Egyptian farmer is very poor. The 
"gamoose," that is , a cow, does the plough
work. No horses are used on farms. Their 
houses are built of thatch and have straw 
roofs. 

The Egyptians are very pious. They have 
their " Ramadan ," which is fasting; it lasts for 
forty days. They do not eat or drink from 
five in the morning till the sun sets. Then at 
night they eat as much as they can and have 
little parties and amusements. Nearly all the 
Egyptians fast. After these forty days ' fast
ing , they have three consecutive days of feast. 
All the young girls are dressed in bright colours 
which glare under the sun, and they go round· 
the town showing their beautiful dresses. 

Egyptians live on very little. Their main 
food is beans. They have a very special way 
of cooking them. First they have to be dried , 
then they are boiled for a whole night and 
eaten with onions, bread and oil. With these 
beans the Egyptians make a sort of sausage. 
They ~at this food morning, afternoon and 
evening. They can afford meat only for feast 
days. They drink a lot of coffee made very 
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.:strong, but its taste is very good. The Egyp~ 
·tians are forbidden to drink any spirits or eat 
. any pork. They are very particular about this. 
"When people who have servants cook any~ 
thing containing bacon, their servants will not 
eat anything that day. 

The Egyptians use a lot of narcotics. They 
smuggle these into the country. They pay 
about two shillings for one sniff only. then 
-they start laughing and talking nonsense. The 

smugglers make a lot of profit, provided they 
are not caught . 

YVETTE SAID. 

(Yvette, a Maltese girl. has recently come 
to Australia, and as English is the fifth of her 
language subjects, readers will appreciate the 
earnestness with which she is overcoming the 
difficulties of composition.) 

Roi I Call, 1946 
FORM I. 

Marie de Baun. 
"Marie Begbie 
.Ann Bond 
Patricia Burgess 
.Susan Burke 
Margaret Clancy 
Leah Cooper 
"Diane Commins 
Michelle Lamerand 
.Ann Louise Loneragan 
Annette McNally 
:Doone McDonald 
Pamela McLachlan 
.Maureen O 'Loughlin 
Angela McMahon 
P atricia Lohan 

:Elaine Nass 
Ann Pribil 

•Carmel Prince 
Pauline Prince 
Sheila Ryan 

"Janette Ritchie 
Janice Schwarz 
:Sally Thomas 
Paula Rodgers 
Monica Wynne 
Jill O 'Regan 
Pauline Smith 

ELEMENTARY. 
Deidre Brown 
Judith Rorke 
Nea Le Lievre 

.Ann Neville 
Colleen Orr Harper 
·Gloria Millan 
Ruth McDonald 
Mary Bryant 
Patricia Browne 
·Catherine Hill 
Ann Waterford 
Julie Ann Vaughan 
·Carolyn Standon 
Joan Nicholas 

:Deidre Thompson 
. Ann Larkin 
Ann Bellmaine 
"Venessa Schneider 

GRADE II. 
Thomas Carter 
Gerard Laws 
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Paul Christie 
Peter O'Donnell 
Michael Lockwood 
Michael Minahan 

CLASSES III. & IV . 
Philomena Clayton 
Maria Drew 
Patricia Davis 
Tania Castaing 
Ann Edghill 
Robyn Field 
Jlan Fane 
Gregory Gaha 
Michaela Kelly 
Willa Mannix 
Nina Morris 
Kathleen Lohan 
Jillian Lowe 
Yvonne Matthew 
Helen Nicholson 
Gianna Larri 
Anne St. Clair 
Judith Shaw 
Margaret Swinton 
Diana Williams 
Rosemary O 'Mara 
Janice Hayes 
Maria Loneragan 
Janice Ball 
Ena Sideway 

CLASS III. 
Jette Hendricks 
Vivienne Stewart 
Deidre Bray 
Barbara Beatty 
Maureen McGrath 
Catherine Bryant 
Jennifer Orchard 
Catherine Pennington 
Valerie Weber 
J1ane Raper 
Barbara Eagles 
Helen Reilly 

CLASS II . 
Beatrice Taylor 
Caroline Dwyer 
Helen Kenny 
Patric~a McGrath 
Janet Cooper 
Patricia Fitzgerald 

Virginia Standon 
Carolyn Kelly 
Margaret Andreas 
Gail Stewart 
Diana Mary Booth 
Evdokia Cutupe 
Judith Murray 
Rosalind Rhodes 
Miriam Crowley 
Margot Gaha 
Jennifer Magney 
Kay Egan Lee 
Camille O'Regan 

1st CLASS. 
Joan Mary Ford 
Gai McEvoy 
Carol Hulls 
Susan Larkin 
Susan Dodd 
Patricia Roache 
Christine Roache 
Loui'se Petersen 
Janice Goodman 
Suzanne Geddes 
Helen McGowan 
Lorraine Lawson 
Gwen Jones 
Marilyn Keane 
J'an Coppleson 
Anthony Christie 
Tony McAlpine 
David Shaw 
Peter Crowley 
Graeme Spicer 
Peter Rich 
Peter Pennington 
Lexie Johnson 

INFANTS 
KINDERGARTEN 

Gail Johnson 
Gale Hockey 
Clare Bryant 
Carol Barnes 
Ann Bakewell 
Margaret Cavanagh 
Mary Conlon 
Gabrielle Pirola 
Maureen Eagan Lee 
Suzanne Magney 
Therese Hendriks 
Jean Furrer 



Jan Levett 
Annette Hockey 
Patricia Goodwin 
Brian Carter 
James Carter 
John Hill 
Bill Manning 
Raymond Smith 
Paul O 'Sullivan 
Robert Ford 
Graham Ball 
Michael Crowley 
David Tohnson 
John Murray 

5th YEAR. 
Bernadette Alam 
Margaret Balsillie 
Patricia Baxter 
Noni Brauer 
Ann Browne 
Philomena Clifton 
Beverley Coleman 
Pepita Comins 
Monica Conlon 
Margaret Healy 
Rita Irvin 
Elizabeth Kearney 
Marcia McDermott 
Patricia McDonall 
Margaret McMahon 
Ruth Farrow 
Marcelle Kerin 
Jeanine Miller 
Patricia Nader 
Patricia O'Shaughnessy 
Patricia Power 
Patricia Reed 
Jane Rhodes 
Dorothea Rodgers 
Barbara Ryan 
Pauline Taylor 

4th YEAR. 
Jacqueline Castaing 
Jeanette Urquhart 
Kathleen Baxter 
Margaret Hamer 
Antoinette Curtis 
Mary Gilmore 
Pamela McGuigan 
Gwenda Jenkins 
Mollie J'enkins 
Joan O'Mara 
Janet Nicholson 
Margaret Ward 
Noreen Waterford 
Philippa Keane 
Gwen Berecry 
Margaret Morris 
Mary Murphy 
Mary Hore 
Lexie O'Brien 
Margaret Lynch 

LORETO 

Beverley Orchard 
Mary Healy 
Margo Bond 
Noreen Carroll 
Marjorie McGowen 
Evelyn Rose 
Maria Pellegrino 
Carline Bird 

3rd YEAR. 
Helen Benbow 
Kathleen Bowie 
Susie Brown 
Patricia Carleton 
Ruth Carroll 
Anne Cavanagh 
Anita Caws 
Margaret Clarke 
Janet Coombs 
Lorraine Commins 
Patricia D' Harty 
Winsome Forrest 
Fiona Forrey 
Anne Gale 
Margaret Galbraith 
Patricia Holahan 
Margaret Hore 
Shirley Harrison 
Kathleen Kidd 
Alison Koch 
Clare Larkin 
Marta Larri 
Nonna McGirr 
Mary McKenzie 
Laurie Mannix 
Mary Nicholas 
Mary O'Brien 
Valerie O 'Connor 
Clare O'Sullivan 
Anne Pooley 
Lesley Powell 
Lotte Pribil 
Elizabeth Richardson 
Anne Roarty 
Jill Rolfe 
Pamela Tully 
Maureen Curtis 
Marie O 'Donnell 
Robyn Stratton 
Patricia Vojvodie 

2nd YEAR. 
Denise Anderson 
Anne Barlow 
]Osephine Burke 
Leonie Cramer 
Shirley Clift 
Maria Corkill 
Angela Cleaver 
Mary Dolton 
Josephine Dwyer 
Jeanette Donato 
Pauline Edghill 
Barbara Fane 

Mary Fulton 
Noelanne Gandon 
Ruth Hooper 
Patricia Kennedy 
Jacqueline Lowe 
Josephine Lannan 
Fay Lergessner 
Carmel Murphy 
Helen Moulday 
Maris Maddock 
Beverley McDevitt 
Margot Nader 
Nancy O 'Loughlin 
Michaela O 'Neill 
Elizabeth Rhodes 
Margaret Reidy 
Mary Sissian 
Mary Sparke 
Barbara Tonking 
Margaret Walsh 
Elizabeth Wilcox 
Regina Jardine 
Bonita Tate 
Suzanne McGrath 
Yvette Said 
Beverley Eagles 

!st YEAR. 
Jeanette Barlow 
Suzanne Burne 
Valerie Browne 
Marjorie Goodman 
Angela Coto 
Kathleen Cunningham 
Arlene Castaing 
Elizabeth Campbell 
Haidee Mcinerney 
Judith Downing 
Barbara Donald 
Helen Easy 
Margot Graeme 
J'eanette Hill 
Carmelita Hankins 
Mary Hamilton 
Maria Hendriks 
Judith Johnson 
Maria Jones 
Judith Kelly 
Margaret Lenehen 
Deidre McLachlan 
Mary McGowan 
Judith Jenkins 
Clio Nichols 
Kathleen Petersen 
Mary Ryan 
Patricia Nolan 
Margaret Noone 
Rosemary Coster 
Lola Said 
Doone Gibson 
Helen Sherwood 
Jacqueline Lowe 
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--- - Corelo ConlJenl, Claremont, W.A. ___ _ 
Cen tena ry Celebrations 

W hen one celebrates a Centenary, one does 
it with a certain solell).nity of pomp and cir
cumstance. knowing that one will hardly cele
brate such an event again in a lifetime. Some 
had looked forward to the Church's Centenary 
in Western Australia ever since school opened 
this year, and it was with feelings of mingled 
exaltation and pure excitement that we has
tened to town on the Saturday of the Cardinal's 
arrival to wave him into the Liturgical Recep
tion. 

Gay we certainly were. for it was our first 
fine day after weeks of rain. and besides, it 
was "the H~ad of the River" that morning
one of the most exciting events in our scholas
ic year. "What a fitting welcome to the Car
dinal if Aquinas wins," we said, as we travelled 
past the crowded riyer banks-and it did . 

We stationed ou!"selves outside the Arch
bishop's Palace to cheer the Cardinal. A long 
delay as solitary prelates wended their_ wav to 
the Cathedral amidst much clapping. and then 
the Papal Knights emerged. followed by the 
C3rdinal. A tumult of loyal enthusiasm 
greeted his appearance, and then we fl ocked to 
the main entrance to see the Cardinal wel
comed to the Cathedral with age-old ritual. 
One could not escape the mediaeval atmosphere 
that surrounded the ceremony, and which, in
deed . was to clothe the whole celebration. It 
was a strange and movin·g experience to be in 
the midst of all-Catholic life even for a few 
days. The processions , especially, had about 
them an air of antiquity. the ranks of white
surpliced acolytes bearing lanterns. the Priests 
bareheaded and severely clad in cassocks, _then 
more P riests with birettas and surplices . 
Bishops and Archbishops follow on in their 
purple, fine surplices and rich pectoral crosses, 
and finally the Papal Knights in black and gold 
preceding His Eminence. gorgeous in scarlet 
a~d ermine and magnificent gold tassels. 

The main theatre of the celebrations was the 
Subiaco Oval, and thither we went to the 
Youth Pageant on Wednesday night. By a 
special dispensa tion of Providence, it was a 
fine , still night, and the Pageant was an im
pressive spectacle. During Benediction we 
prouldy formed the figure 1 in the 1946 forma
tion by holding our lighted candles a loft. Of 
course. we wert. unable to see the effect, but 
we did see the great white canopy rising up 
under the floodlights. and the hundred bat
talions of youth marching and filling the Oval; 
and the crowds gathered in their thousands to 
pay homage to Christ the King and to the 
Church's representative. The Cardinal spoke, 
and some of the children heard his words again 
later that night when they were relayed over 
the air. We did not see, but heard later about 
a white dove that settled on the steps of the 
dais, poised motionless during the sermon, and 
then disappeared. . 

Life at school was most interesting at this 
time with visits to a Mission display, and re
ceiving visitations of numerous prelates, Arch
bishops. Bishops, Monsignori and Priests who 
weighted our mite boxes with unaccustomed 
wealth. We were pleased to see Father Win
ston again. 

On the final Thu.rsday, after rigorous 
grooming. we were again despatched to the 
Oval to join in singing the Children's Mass. 
Our great moment came when we were chosen 
with the boys from St. Louis to join a guard 
of honour through which the Cardinal and Pro
cession wended their way to the Altar. 

Coming home in our special bus -..y-e sang the 
Holiday H ymn, softly but jubilantly, and we 
had good reason for jubilation. During a week 
of perfect sunshine we had been privileged to 
share in so many graces and blessinHS· 

There was just time now to pack ·ttp af!d go
home for three long weeks--a fitting close to · 
a happy and memorable Centenary. 

A Sonnet 
This great brown land we proudly call our 

home 
ls not entirely free from tirries1 of strife. 
Then comes the H oly Ghost, Spirit of Life, 
And spreads His great white wings, protective 

dome 
Of everlasting peace rivalling the foam 
That rises on troubled waters' crested knife. 
He is the giver of all in peace-not strife, 
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And watches these His little ones that roam. 
0 H oly One, who like a sentinel stands, 
Blessing, with Thy most delicate hands, 
All in this land, alone 'midst dark blue sea 
O' ershadowed by naught save scurrying clouds 

that fl.ee , 
Pursued by gentle breeze that lifts the sands 
Raised by the stirring of Thy might, oh H olg· -

Trinity . 
MARIE ALBRECHT. 



( ' 

LORETO CONVENT, KLRR!BILLI 



Pupils of Loreto, Claremont and Loreto, Nedlands forming Guard of Honour to His Eminence, the Cardinal. 



----- L 0 R ETO -----

Wild July 
Of all the months in the year, July . has 

always been one of those which interested me 
least. I clas~ it vcith April and November, as 
a time to be passed over as quickly as possible, 
partly I think because it represents the long 
dull grind of the mid-winter term, partly be-

. cause it has such nondescript weather. But this 
year, July usurping June 's weather prerogative, 
relegated it to the background while itself came 
to the fore as Wild July. 

A glorious month of turbulent winds, rain 
. and sun! It was nearly always windy, and 
rained so continuously as to ruin our winter 
sports, but when the sun did shine it was with 
a brilliant warmth that caused everything to 

. expand and flower. Trees were more gracious 
and their foliage more luxuriant, the grass was 
higher and greener , houses mellower, and dis
tance more dreamlike than I have ever seen 
them. 

To see it was wonderful, but to be out in 
such weather was very heaven. And more, 
the month, in whatever phase it was, brought 
a sweet nostalgia for your own country that 
was sometimes almost fierce in its intensity, 
but never unbearable because you were in the 
midst of such beauty even then. Often when 
the mornings broke calm and unclouded, the 
magpies singing all round the House, brought 
remembrance of other magpies that sing thus 
in our white-limbed gums and make the early 
morning glad with enchanting melodies. And 
with the rain sweeping in from the sea, cold 
and driving , came r_fmembrance of fierce beat
ing rain as we trailed after sheep in the sombre 
hills at home, or the gentler showers would 
remind me of the grey misty rain that mantles 
the hills and creeps over the ,paddocks, and 
then the sudden breaks of sunshine-the hills 
silver misted with rain and sun-and all that 
good life of open air and strife. 

One could go on remembering forever-all 
the beauties of the dry autumn, the evening . 
hills tinted blue and violet , the gracious sweep . 

· of the ranges and Cragus white and secretive 
in its veils of rain , the sting and lash pf rain 
whipping your face as you ride with straining 
muscles, sore hands and exaltati0n. But such 
memories are for the dull grey patches of life, 
and July had none of these. 

Rather it was brimming with the excitement 
of Beauty. Just to walk about the House was 
sheer delight. seeing the clouds shredded by 
wind, or building up into great towers and 

palaces, blue shadowed in the tranquil sky. 
Sometimes, if we were lucky, we went on an 
excursion. 

Once it was down the cliff in the half-wild 
weather when the wind buffeted us about and 
we had to scramble over rocks and roots , and 
there were masses of cliff daisies. On another 
occasion we went to the sea-a calm day this 
one-

. sky and sea 
Are cut · from one rich jewel 
Sapphire blue and cobalt 
Blending richly into unity, 
While the uJhite wet sands stretch gleaming 
F,ar away . 
And on the tender translucent swell 
Black silhouetted sails . . . 
With the dreaming island and its many 

spires, 
The white wet sands stretch gleaming 

·In the fore .. 
Salt tang 
And. rough rocks, honey-comb, 
Clear pool rock beds 
Shell set weed grown, 
A hot sun overhead. 
And the lazy, 

Stealthy swift advance 
Of the wave edge on the shore, 
With its white wet sands stretched gleaming 
In the sun. 

A constant source of delight was our journey 
to the city every Monday, seeing the Flame 
Trees glowing r01.~nd the river drive red against 
the green esplanade, and the brown-grey sheen 
of the river bay burning against yellow stone 
walls and grey picket fences, while fragile 
a lmond bloomed softly in strange gardens. 

But July nights were a special time. Often 
as dusk came on, the wind increased in fury 
and hurled itself murderously against the pines. 
Sometimes when it was calm and the sky was 
daffodil. the stars we-re like pricked gems, but 
most of all I loved it when it was boisterous 
and gay, when the stars were wind blown and 
the genii rode the wind. 

- So much beauty. One looks at it trying to 
capture each moment and enshrine it in 
memory, saddened by its transcience, awed by 
the wonder of it, and giving praise to Him, 
"who fathers forth. whose beauty is past 
change. " 

MARGARET McALEER. 
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"Initiation 
"You really must excuse my raptures over 

the Osborne grounds . You may consider them 
unwarranted, and I suppose I am rather pre
judiced by old associations. Nevertheless ... " 

The speaker led her young companion down 
the broafi asphalt avenue to a dreary stretch 
of land where formerly a few straggling patches 
of couch grass and mesembrianthemum had put 
up a hard fig~t for existence. At long last, 
however, a velvety carpet of tender green pro
claimed a victory for "mind over matter." 

"Although we call this the 'Sahara,' it really 
has its moments in Spring, when the dandelions 
remind one of Wordsworth's 'host of golden 
daffodils '. I have brought you Clown here to 
the end of the gro_ynds because Osborne is 
best approached frnm the sea ," continued the 
youthful guide. And indeed, as they mounted 
the temporary running track and looked back 
under the sentinel pine to the Indian Oc~an, 
sparkling and blue, visions of Eastern splendour 
were easily conjured up; visions of another 
Desert and its Sea. 
· The sightseers turned to the right of the 

gigantic Norfolk Island pine .... "This gravel 
path runs into our stretch of natural bush of 
which we are very proud with its numerous 
'blackboys' and Banksias. Look! This 'black
boy' is at least seven hundred years old! In 
Spring the irises form a white carpet here, and 
a little later the 'wild Hibiscus drapes a mantle 
of pale pink'. The purple sarsaparilla runs 
riotiously over the trees , a blaze of colour, 
boldly defying the black and green of the 
'blackboys '. The companions entered the rose-

garden. "Actually, it 's at its best in Spring · 
and Autumn when all the Altars are gener
ously supplied. Ah! here 's the fishpond in the · 
corner. You must meet Filbert of the Filagree 
Tail. " 

H aving duly acquainted themselves with the 
gentleman in question, and forty-five other 
members of the finny tribe , the two companions 
- almost 1friends now-slipped through a tangle 
of luxuriant fern into the forbidden precincts 
of the old fernery , and having successfully 
evaded the falling beams, viewed the resplen
dent Grecian ruins which form the main en
trance to the fernery. "Let's steal up 'Bubbie's 
Walk'. Hush! there he lies in deep slumber · 
surrounded by his sleek. feline companions. 
We are trespassing now! But here's our Grotto . 
from which we start SQ many of our proces
sions. During those anxious war years we 
assembled here every day to pray for national 
safety and world peace." 

As time was flying , the grey-clad figures cast 
a very cursory glance at the grass tennis court 
and formal front garden. But the Square, 
scene of past glory and yreat revelry, evoked 
memories of former fetes and practices for 
Inter-School Sports. They hurried past the 
tempting mulqerry trees , smooth lawns, pencil 
pines, tennis courts and rockeries. 

"Ah, here is the old cactus1 Now write your 
name on its venerable leaves-everyone does , 
you know. Quick, let's run down to the Pine. 
We always touch it before returning up the 
avenue- it is a custom with us, at Osborne." 

ANN MEAGHER. 

A Song 
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Birds are the sweetest things 
That ever sang, 
That ever flew 
T owards heaven so blue. 
I hear them chirp and sing all day, 
But what they sing I cannot say, 
And how (heq fly into the sky 
The wisest man cannot tell, nor: I . 
But whom have we to thank for: them? 
N one, but the generous God of men; 
My thanks are hard to put in words, 
But I DO thank Thee, Lord, 
For the beautiful birds. 

ELISABETH GIBBONS. 
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"Life and Letters" 
"This scrap-book craze! - It'll dry safely 

by the fire without the glue melting. Come 
on to bed, Maureen. What pleasure you can 
find in sticking into an album articles on silly 
old people mostly dead and buried .... " 

A door slammed and the large study hall i.s 
empty. A few embers remain in the grate to 
relieve the heavy darkness that has filled the 
room, and the loud ticking of the old school 
clock on the further wall gives the only other 
sign of life. The monotonous swinging of its 
pendulum suggests rather eternity than the 
flight of time. 

But now there is faint movement elsewhere. 
A slight breeze fans the embers, sighs in the 
high rafters: " ... silly old people mostly dead 
and buried .... " 

A small flame shoots up among the embers 
and, encouraged by the chilly draught that is 
waking life around, curls along an untouched 
log. A bluish tongue licks its edge and the log 
is lost. The flickering light grows, the shadows 
recede, revealing a thick album standing up
right on the hearth, its glue-clogged leaves 
slightly twisted and warped. Blackly and 
boldly " Life and Letters" -sprawls across the 
white cover. Up in the rafters, " ... now dead 
and buried .... " 

"Well , Stella, we are here first at any rate. 
There is some advantage in being on the first 
page, but I have always striven so hard to 
achi~.ve advancement that, of course, it is my 
due. 

"Dear Jonathan, so unchanged! It is lucky 
for you that we happen to occupy that first page 
alone. Here come the others. Do be civil to 
them!" 

The middle-aged clergyman and his gentle 
companion are addresed with polite greetings 
of: "Good evening , Dean, Good evening, Mis
tress Johnson!" 

They are a mixed crowd that swarm out 
from the swollen pages- poets , playwrights, 
philosophers and pamphleteers; soldiers , sailors 
and statesmen. 

A young couple approach the warm fire . 
The Dean , introduced to Pat Galligan of the 
R.A.A.F., turns from him in a sudden mood 
of greater bitterness. The young lady with a 
world of malice in her green eyes and a wealth 
of scorn, for Swift, in her voice: turns to young 

Galligan: "He'll not recognise you because you 
are an Australian, a modern, and a newcomer. 
He cannot bear to think that already you should' 
be placed on the same sheet as Henry Lawson, 
while he, Swift, is but a few pages ahead." 

Stella interrupts with: "Shame on you Becky! · 
You have known enough of bitterness and f rus- · 
tration to allow for it in others." Whereupon 
Miss Sharp tosses her much beribboned bonnet 
and the charitable Lawson draws the shy youth 
away, saying: "I am proud to share my page 
with yet another 'Voice of Australia,' who · 
might have left so much more 'to those who · 
survive ' had death not claimed him at Cologne 
in 1943." 

"Speaking of death , look here and read this . 
They are just writing me up, listen: "Stalky 
Passes. The death of Major-General L. C. 
Dunsterville . . . . recalled the fact that this: 
officer was the 'Stalky' of Kipling's 'S talky and 
Co.'; and so forth. The close-up isn't too com
plimentary." 

He is teased affectionately. The Wesley 
clan arrive-statesmen, soldiers, churchmen, 
scholars and musicians, representing both the · 
Wesley and Wellesley branches. Great devo
tion is apparent between the two sets of 
brothers, secular and ecclesiastic, as also are 
the family traits , the hooked nose and stubborn 
chin. 

The Iron Duke soon falls into earnest con
versa tion with "Stalky,'' and now the hall is 
humming with animated voices. And still up · 
among the rafters there whispers: " ... dead' 
and buried ..... " 

There is a sudden commotion nearer the fire- · 
place. The keen eye of John Forrest has 
noticed the rapidly growing fire, in spite of his . 
frequent statement that "a man looks for what 
he wants!" The nautical skill of Matthew 
Flinders is volunteered, and the two men of 
untidng energy work side by side to quench 
the flames that may tell tales. All is one big 
commotion now as people rush to help clear 
away all traces of habitation. Danger is aver
ted. A rush of colour, a stream of excited 
figures amongst which may be distinguished 
those of Sir C. Kingsford-Smith, Lewis Carroll , 
Bernard Shaw and that beloved rogue, Ned 
Kelly. But now these too are blurred and~ 
vanish. 
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The warped leaves eventually cease to quiver 
and are still. But in every dark corner there 
are .. soft whisperings, faint sighs that strain, 
caress the shadows and are gone in their 
tum-". . . . dead and buried . silly old 
people .... buried and dead .. 

The monotonous swaying of the pendulum 
suggests now rather the flight of time than 
eternity, and over on the hearth the faint glow 
of the dying embers falls on an upright album. 
Across the white cover, blackly and boldly, 
sprawls-" Life and Letters." 
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0 Little Babe 
0 little Babe of Bethlehem, 
You lie so quiet and still, 
You know that some day you will bear 
The Cross up Calvary's hill. 
0 little child of Nazareth, 
My Saviour and my Lord, 
You know that soon rough men will pierce 
Your dear Heart with a sword. 
You know that you will rise again 
With power and majesty, 
And judge all nations, de_arest King, 
For all eternity . · 

JOCELYN DALY ~SMITH. 

LORETO, OSBORNE (W.A.)-ROLL CALL. 

SENIOR SCHOOL. 

MAUREEN MALLAL. 

Mar~aret McAleer (Head Prefect), Anne Meagher (Prefect), Joan Coakley (Prefect), Joan 
Reeves (Prefect), Patricia Vincent (Prefect), Maureen Malla! (Prefect), Sheila Manson 
(Prefect), Kathleen Flynn (Prefect), Patricia McKenna, Barbara Bodeker, J eanette 
Bodeker, Vivienne Moseley, Anne Gibbons, Ellen Moran, Eleanor Roberts, Shirley 
Cavanagh, Margot Sampson, Betty O'Brien, J ean Nolan, Pauline Guilfoyle , Dolores 
O 'Hara, Joan McCutcheon, Marjorie Briggs, Sylvia Clothier, Patricia Smith, Beverley 
Prior, Maureen Coakley, Mary Bendon, Rae Windsro, Dolores Grimaldi, Helen Thomas, 
Barbara Shilling, Marie McCutcheon , Patricia Melvin, P eggy Kynaston, Jeanette Birch, 
Mary Northway, Margaret Cullity, Dorothy Cullen, Patricia Christie, Marie Albrecht, 
Kathleen Franklyn, Betty O 'D ea,Bethod Sorrenson, G eraldine Prendiville, Ka thleen Gray , 
Maureen McKittrick, Roma Molinari, P atricia Scahill, Maureen O 'Sullivan, Adele Birch, 
Patricia Hathersay, Merle Marwick, Margaret McDonnell, Gaynor Barnes, Mary Doyle, 
Margot Byrne, Robin Powell. 

MIDDLE SCHOOL. 
·Gretchen Walsh, Joan McNevin, Margot Eddy, June Huck, Carmel White, Nuala McDonald, 

Kathleen Marwick, Judith Bahen, Shirley Cuddihy, June Cuddihy, Shirley Birch, Francine 
Hegney, Lynette Melvin, Margaret Collier, Marian Webster, Annette Doyle, Ethna 
Edwards, Helen Dodd, Rita White, Helen Raphael, Patricia Lturie, Margaret McCarlie, 
Jennifer Quin, Sheila Birch, Hilaire Daly-Smith, Wendy Barnes, Susannah Quin, Margaret 
Byron, Janice Smith, Tamala Logue, Margaret Bunker, Patricia Burke, Pamela Stewart, 
Georgina Gardner, Maureen McDonald, Janette Collier, Jocelyn Dunphy, Judith Mase!, 
Margaret Guilfoyle, Elizabeth Gibbons, Dianne Parker, Yvonne Durack, Jocelyn Daly
Smith. 

JUNIOR SCHOOL AND KINDERGARTEN. 
Diana Laurie, Margaret McAuliffe, Janet Carter, Margareo Adams, Mary Peterson, Enid 

Fardon, Helen Bailey, Susan Tilley, Beverley Dodd, Lynette Briggs, Geraldine Bahen, 
Joan Holbrook, Louise Parker, Josephine Dunphy, Peggy Jones , Jennifer Coles, Margaret 
Inverariety, Margaret Troy , Helen Webster , Annette Wells, Leonie Peterson, Antoinette 
Stewart, Marcella Marischler, Nina Byron, Patricia McHenry, Carrie Petit, Judith Daly
Smith, Anne Robertson, Yvonne Murcott, Joan Drennan, Shirley Laurie, Tony Jones, 
Pamela Kelly, Astrid de Crombrugghe, June Gadson, Anne Slattery, Marilyn Kennedy, 
Leonie Antoine, Paule'rte Petit, Christine Lloyd, Marianne Vallentine, Valmai Dodd, 
Margaret Walsh, Deidre Walsh, Margaret Taylor, Marleen Barrett, Andrea Gilbert, Biddy 
Byron, Beverley Atkinson, Anne Holbrook, G ilbert Webster, Gemma White, Sonia 
Cranston, Anne Ahern, Judith Fisher, Susan Gilbert, Vivienne de Crombrugghe, Charles 
Clifford, Margaret Dodd, Kaye Vailentine. 



1. The Chapel. 2. Lourdes Grotto. 
6. Prefects in Rose Garden. 

GLIMPSES OF OSBORNE 

3. Pinc Walk. 4. The Avenue. 
7. A Corner in Black Boy Park. 

5. The River from Junior School. 
8. The Playing Fields. 



GLIMPSES OF LORETO CONVENT, OSBORNE 



Loreto in Ca tho I ic Action 

Prominent in Catholic Action circles in Perth 
are past pupils of Loreto , in fact some were 
among the " foundation stones" of the Youth 
Movement (Catholic Girls ' Movement) , and 
the Therry Society branch in W.A. 

As a centralised group, the C.G.M. with its 
membership of 1,200, its own headquarters and 
chapel in the city, made wonderful headway 
during the war years. And now since its 
affiliation with the National Movement , which 
naturally meant decentralisation and the forma
tion of parish groups, once again Loreto past 
pupils have rallied to the cause, and we find 
them in almost every branch-both as leaders 
and members. 

An interesting feature of the Movement is 
" Marian Lodge" hills resort and Retreat House 
for the girls at Kalamunda. Incidentally the 
Communities at Osborne and N edlands took 
over "Marian Lodge" for both the May and 
August holidays this year , and by all accounts 
the Sisters are as deli_ghted with the place as 
the girls themselves. 

Wonderful work is being done for Catholic 
girls in Perth , and this in a spiritual, cultural. 
physical and material sense. The object of the 
Movement is to help its members to develop to 
the full. their individual talents of personality 
and intellect, together wth their artistic gifts , 
so that, as Catholic women of the younger 
generation they may use their great opportuni
ties in the modern world, and by their character 
and influence permeate all sections of life with 
a fervent spirit of Christianity and a renewal 

of our age-long Christian culture. Thus .. as: 
individuals, and as a united group they will' 
share in the one supreme t;;is_k of hastening the 
coming of the Kingdom of God on earth. 

The Therry Society is now well known 
throughout Australia , and is noted for its . 
dramatic presentatiop.s. It has much in common 
with the Girls' Movement, in that the members 
of both strive to live their lives as a part of 
the Mass, since the Mass, "the high peak of 
drama," is the foundation of their apostolate. 
So their every action, whether it be at the office 
desk, or kitchen table, taking part in a concert 
or production- these places being as it were 
their altar-has a redemptive value, since it is 
offered as part of the Mass. 

Through these societies a Christian spirit 
permeates all aspects of life and entertainment, 
not only by the lesson that such an entertain
ment may convey to the audience, but primarily 
by the prayer that has built it up. The weeks 
of spiritual preparation and the sacrifices joy
fully accepted, make these performances more 
than a beautiful and impressive spectacle. They 
are , on the part of every member of the entire 
group, an act of faith and love. 

There is only one who could be the guiding 
influence of such splendid work-the same one 
who guided Her Son through childhood and 
prepared Him for His apostolic life. For that 
reason the apostolate of both organisations is 
dedicated to the Mother of God to bring their
members "ad Christum per Mariam." 



Corelo Convent, 1narryalville, S.A. __ _ 

May Day at Loreto, Marryatvi I le 

It was the 30th April. and we were very 
excited. Tomorrow would be the 1st of May
May, Our Blessed Lady's own month. All the 
children were hurrying home to prepare their 
May altars , and their bouquets for tomorrow's 
procession. 

This May day seemed different from the 
·other May days we had experienced. For our 
minds were still full of the play " Mary Ward," 
that we had just acted. In one of the scenes 
·the children were coming in from the woods. 
'They had been out a a-maying. Like Mary's 
-<:hildren in 1642, we were still gathering flowers 
in 1946. 

May day dawned bright and beautiful. The 
sun shone brightly, and seemed to be dancing 
with joy, and all the birds were singing. The 
·<:hildren arrived at school with their veils and 
·flowers, and the procession commenced at 
·eleven o'clock. The girl that led the procession 
. carried a banner of Our Lady. We walked 

slowly aroun d the winding garden paths sing
ing hymns. We were very fortunate , as the sun 
shone brightly, as if conscious of the fact that 
it was M ay day. Who could help being happy 
on such a day as this? We passed the Grotto 
of Our Lady of Lourdes, and then made our 
way back to the beautifully prepared altar. 
This year Our Lady's statue had been carried 
out to an alcove on the verandah. She truly 
looked the Queen of Nature with all the lovely 
flowers surrounding her. 

The girls who were maids of honour walked 
up to Our Lady's altar, forming two lines, one 
on each side of the altar. One of the girls 
placed a crown on Our Lady's head. Next, 
all the children walked up in twos and placed 
their bouquets around the altar, making a 
coloured ~arpe.t on the ground. We then went 
into the Chapel for Benediction, and all Loreto' s 
children knelt round Mary's Son to receive His 
blessing . 

MARLENE PARKINSON. 

The Play 

The children of Loreto Convent, Marryat
ville, seem very excited about something. 
wonder what it is? Let us listen to the conver
sation of this group of girls, talking in the 
shoeroom. 

"Won't it be beautiful! And fancy having 
it on the lawn again!" 

"Yes, but Mother says we all have to get 
into the spirit of the play. Don't you think it 
will be rather difficult?" 

"No, not if we all try to make it a success. I 
·do think it will be inspiring to act the life of 
·our Foundress, for she certainly went through 
many hardships before she was finally granted 
permission to found her order. To think that 

:she has been dead for three hundred years, and 
.so few people know anything about her! " 

" I suppose practices will begin soon, and it 
will mean many of them!" 

The conversation is abruptly ended by the 
untimely entrance of a nun, and the girls quietly 
pass up to the class room. 

From the animated discussion, we gather 
that the life of the Foundress of the Institute of 
the Blessed Virgin Mary is being presented by 

Page Fifty-Two 

the pupils of Marryatville. It is the three hun
dreth anniversary of her death. 

To add to thP beauty of its theme, the play 
will have the superb setting of the spacious 
lawns of Marryatville, for the first time since 
the war began . . .. 

M onths pass. A date for the concert has 
been fixed . and practices are being held regu
larly. It may be noticed that the girls are 
showing signs of fatigue , but as always, their 
enthusiastic producer spurs them on with her 
unflagging energy and vigour. 

Now, the question that is on everybody's 
lips is: Is the weather going to favour us? Will 
we have two successive, warm, still nights, so 
essential for the success of the play? An 
appeal for prayer for this end has soon been 
sent to all the Australian communities. 

A coal strike! Will it never be settled? Can 
we get the permit for the electric lighting? 
Another urgent plea for prayer. Visits are 
redoubled ; prayers are more fervent and fre
quent. We. in Marryatville are encouraged 
by the thought that thP other Australian 
"Loretos" are just as anxious for the success 
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, of the play as Marryatville itself! But alas! 
With extreme disappointmen t we learn that 
the play will have to be put off till after the 
holidays. Our faith is sorely tried, but our 
spirit is undaunted. 

W hen school recommences the following 
year ( 1946 ), another da te for the play is fixed . 
A gain practice, practice, and more practice! 
Wi th the same enthusiasm, but increased 
vigour, w e resume our efforts, and the play has 
soon recovered from its long lapse of eight 

· w eeks. 
The day arrives. Another big disappoint

ment. A rain storm. This time it is too much 
for us, even for our faith in Mary Ward, which 
before had remained undaunted. The play has 
to be again postponed . In sheer exasperation 

· we begin to wonder what Mary Ward want ; 
· us to do. Will the Play never come off? 

Another date is fixed . Prayers are intensi
. fied . At long last dawns the day which is to 
, end in that warm, still night, for which we have 

so long prayed. Yes, our prayers have indeed 
been answered! Suddenly we begin to realize 
that in her own way, Mary Ward wanted us 
to feel something of what she, too, had endured, 
before attaining her end. 

The production was indeed a remarkable 
success. Those who witnessed it say that it 
was undoubtedly the best that has ever been 
staged at Loreto. We sincerely hope that 
through this play, people will grow to love our 
heroic M other M ary W ard, and tha t prayers 
for her canoniza tion will be increased , and soon 
answered. W e a re indeed happy to realize 
tha t we have the privilege of belonging to the 
schools founded qy this courageous woman. 
and that we can each do our small part in 
spreading the noble spirit which she implanted 
so deeply in her followers . 

"Deign soon. O ' God Almighty. to glorify 
Thy humble servant, Mary Ward." 

BETTY MILNER. 

Final scene showing Mary Ward on death-bed su rrounded by angels. 



A Plane Trip 

Many people who have not seen it, seem to 
think Port Lincoln just a sleepy little fishing 
town. But this is not true-at least, not alto
gether. Lincoln is far from being a mere fish
ing town, and is not really as quiet as it appears 
on the surface, at first sight; of course, should 
you go there, do not base your opinion on Sun
day scenes, or you would get quite a false im
pression; Friday is also a bad day- quite the 
other extreme. 

But enough! My purpose here is not to 
attempt to describe the town, but to give the 
intending visitor some idea of the enjoyable 
plane trip he or she may have; to prepare that 
person in some measure , for the pleasures to be 
met with on the West Coast. Of course, if 
you, prospective traveller , are subject to air 
sickness, this method of travel will not be so 
enjoyable, so I would advise you to make your 
journey by boat or bus. 

For the air-minded, plane travel is the best 
way of reaching Lincoln, as it takes only one 
hour to cover the distance of one hundred and 
seventy miles as the crow (or should I say 
plan,~) . flies , while the boat takes about twelve 
hours~ ·an,d !3ervice car considerably longer. 
This cutting down of travelling time allows 
you to spend the maximum of time on the VV est 
Coast. For all this, a little patience is still a 
great _asset, as much time is spent in waiting 
at the aerodromes. . 
The"·-~irways bus takes passengers to Para

fielc;l . .< where they patiently wait for the plane 
to be prepared for the flight . One has to try 
to wait patiently, as impatience does not do 
much good, anyway; you still wait-and wait! 
At last you go aboard, and are soon in the air. 
Within a few minutes of leaving Parafield, the 
Port River is seen winding its slow course 
through Mangrove swamps to the sea, which 
is then below you. For a few more minutes the 
scenery below sustains the interest , as there 
are usually ships coming or going through the 
channels connecting the harbours with the more 
open waters of St. Vincent's Gulf . 

"'-~· t 
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to Port Lincoln 

At this stage you are free to relax for the 
time beinq while over empty sea, if it is not · 
your first flight in this direction. If it is, you 
will probably be watching out to see what is 
in store for you ahead. Soon your patience is 
rewarded , as the coast of Yorke Peninsular 
appears on the horizon.: Another quarter of an 
hour or so, and land is again beneath you. As 
the miles of · farmland , interspersed with patches 
of virgin scrub pass swiftly below, the whole 
visible area takes on the appearance of a very 
large scale map of the Gulfs-on one horizon 
one can see the coast of Fleurieu Peninsula, 
while below is Yorke Peninsular, and ahead 
the view extends over Spencer Gulf to the 
Eyre Peninsular coast. 

The length of the journey is rapidly being 
reduced, as Yorke Peninsula is left behind 
with the passing of Port Victoria and Wardang 
Island. The distance over the Gulf is soon 
covered, many islands coming into sight as the 
plane approaches the Peninsula, fishing boats 
dotted here and there among them. One again 
gains the impression of looking at a map, the 
coast for about twenty miles each side of Lin
coln being plainly visible, and for a further ten 
or twelve miles not so plainly. 

The town is seen widespread along and be
hind the shores of spacious Boston Bay, and 
you will see for yourself that, even allowing 
for the large area over which it is stretched, 
with the many open spaces, Port Lincoln is not 
quite so small as you used to think. In another 
minute or two the plane is descending and 
circling round the landing field, seemingly 
almost touching the nearby hills , with the pic
turesque Marble Ranges in the background, 
further inland; and then you are safe on "Terra 
firma "once more. After a short wait (which is 
not always so short, as I have said), the bus . 
takes you the nine miles in to the town, where 
you are free to enjoy yourself to the full in the 
leading port of the (sometimes) sunny West~ 
Coast. 

PAT GREEN. 
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Kindergarten. Junior School. 



LORETO 

St. Francis of Assisi 

Every child has heard the story of the "Big 
Bad Wolf. " Once upon a time there was a 
" Big Bad Wolf," in the time of St. Francis. 
Because of Francis the wolf became good, and 
the pet of Gubbio. 

Francis was not always good. In his youth 
·he strove for the three worldly ambitions: 
pleasure, dches and fame. He inspired many 

·other young men to strive for the same ends. 
It pleased Francis' father to see his son the 
leader of all the gay youths of Assisi. 

His pleasure, however. did not last long, be-
. cause Francis was suddenly inspired to help the 
poor. He would often give big feasts .. . not 
for his gay young friends , but for the poor and 
homeless. 

Not long afterwards Francis went to Rome, 
and then• changed places with a beggar, in 

. or·der to experience the great hardships of a 
beggar's life. 

His father was so furious that he disowned 
Francis. Francis then became of his own free 
will ... a beggar. He was clad in a brown 
habit of coarse material , with a rope round his 

waist for a girdle. He didn't wear any shoes 
and only occasionally wore a hood. 

He went about preaching to the people and 
telling them about Our Lord. While wander~ 
ing around he inspired other men to follow his 
example. Very soon he had gathered together 
a large army of disciples, who went with him 
and helped him in his work. 

Often he would preach to the fishes , birds 
and beasts. He was therefore one of the 
greatest friends of all livinl'.J creatures . 

There are still Franciscan Friars in the 
world to-day carrying on his wonderful work 
... although I don't say they have such won
derful power over animals . 

When Francis died the sorrow of his people 
was unbounded, and when he was dying his 
disciples saw for the first time the marks of 
the stigmata, on Francis' body . 

He died at sunset on October 3rd, 1226, and 
was canonized on July 16th, 1228, less than 
two years later by ' his great friend Cardinal 
Uglino, later Pope Gregory IX. 

MARGARET SCANTLEBERY. 

The Young People's Concerts 

I find my school life not only a very busy 
. and interesting one, but also a very happy one. 
The atmosphere created for us at school is, in 
my opinion, and I am certain I am expressing 
the opinion of all the girls at Loreto, something 
that will always live in our memories. 

Thinking over the many attractive interests , 
apart from school lessons, the pursuit which 
appeals to me, above all others, is music. The 
time I devote to music is spent in studying the 
piano, listening to the best music provided on 
the wireless , and attending the Celebrity con
certs. At the latter. one hears some of the 
world's greatest artists, also our symphony 
orchestra, playing under the direction of the 
world 's greatest conductors. As I am so very 
fond of music , it is only natural that I should 
enjoy the "Young People 's Orchestral Con
certs." 

We are extremely fortunate in the advan
tages that are offering today, and I think one 

. of the most outstanding is the opportunity to 

hear good Orchestral music. Th.is great op
portunity has been made possible by the most 
prominent musician in Australia today, Pro
fessor Bernard Heinze, in conjunction with the 
Australian Broadcasting Commission. 

Twice a year a series of "Young People's 
Concerts" is given in Adelaide, at which schol
ars from various colleges and schools are in
vited to be present. Those musically inclined 
always anticipate these orchestral concerts with 
great enthusiasm, and through them, needless 
to say, they receive great assistance in fur
thering their musical education. 

Professor Heinze presents the programme 
in a most interesting way, so that everyone, 
no matter how limited her knowledge of music, 
may appreciate them. Before commencing the 
programme, he shows and describes every in
strument played during the performance. This 
procedure is known as "A walk through the 
Orchestra," and is always a tremendous helJY 
in getting to know all about the various parts 
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of the orchestra. Before each new work is 
performed, Professor Heinze gives an inter
esting talk on the composition itself and the 
composer, so enabling the listener to appre
ciate the works more fully. A Symphony is 
generally played for the senior pupils. and 
shorter and lighter works are presented for the 
juniors. 

I feel quite confident in saying that the school · 
children of today will always be extremely · 
grateful for this early education in orchestral · 
music, and for Loreto girls I can speak with 
even greater confidence. I know for certain 
that they will always be fully appreciative of · 
this grand opportunity of musical education. 

ELIZABETH O'DONNELL, 

1'/\y Violin 

' One evening, as I was taking my violin from 
its case, I felt conscious for the first time of 
its venerable appearance. It seemed longing 
to tell me its history, as it lay there on its 
cover of claret velvet. It certainly had all the 
grace of two hundred years in its shapely form. 

Two hundred years! In the mellowness of 
that Summer evening, my mind slipped through 
the pathless yeats. Before me was an old tim
ber hut in the middle of a great forest. Through 
the moonlight r saw a small window in the 
hut. My curiosity roused, I ran to it and 
looked through. There was my violin, lying 
on a rough hewn trestle. An old man with 
silvery ~air and piercing brown eyes fondly 
caressed it. I gathered from his mutterings 
that he had finished it that day after five years 
of devoted work. How I longed for him to 
play upon it, but as if in answer to my thought 
he said: " No, my pretty one, I will not play 
upon you. You are my last violin, it would 
break my heart. I am very old; perhaps to
morrow I will t;;ike you to the Abbot , he will 
care for you; he loves violins as I do." 

And so I seemed to find my way to the 
Monastery. The Abbot and the old man gazed 
rapturously at the highly-polished and youthful 
instrument. " I will supervise his first years, 
Jacobus, have no fear ," the Abbot ended cheer
fully . He was faithful to his word. The old 
maker faded from the picture ; but the violin 
remained at the monastery, each year its voice 
mellowing in experienced hands. 

A friend of the Abbot was given the instru
ment in return for a great service rendered the 
monks. When the violin left the shelter of 
the monastery it gained much experience, but 
pined for its old life. shrinking from the jarring 
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noises so often surrounding it. The rich beauty · 
of its voice perceptibly waned, and in a rage 
the new owner flung it into a corner of an 
attic there to remain for a quarter of a century. 
After several years its spirit returned, as the 
shock of desertion fled. A young lad who 
sometimes crept to the attic, and played an old 
harpsichord, found the deserted instrument one 
day as he was searching for some music. Pick
ing up the violin which had so enjoyed his 
playing, he rushed to the house of a friend- . 
a violinist. "Take it to Munsberg with you. 
Hans; use it in the orchestra, for it has a 
haunting, sad voice." 

For another fifty years it was flung back 
into the busy world, becoming proficient in 
the works of the masters . After the style of 
the times, its neck was remodelled, and its 
spirit soared high after so many years of · 
seclusion. 

Then came the year 1900. The high seas 
bore it to Australia in company with Polish 
immigrants. Again it had to seek its own 
fortune; and now, here it lay, in my hands. 
I embraced it with tears in my eyes. "Dear 
violin, " I thought , " now I know why you 
seem so sad at times ." Slowly I folded the 
velvet cover around it, and closed the case. 

I turned towards the window; the sun had 
long since set. I could not but feel a trifle 
sad, as I thought of so many noble instru
ments that had long ceased to be; and of their 
makers, long transported to another world; 
and of the composers, too, who furnished the 
noble music. What a heritage left to this 
modern world by that glorious past that has . 
gone forever! 

CLAIR HAKENDORF, 



LORETO 

The Goblin 

I know a little goblin 
Who is very old and gray, 
And when walking through the meadows 
I see him on my way. 
He is very old and feeble , 
And he has a crooked leg, 
And he wears a coat of yellow, 
And his trousers are all red. 
He has no wife or family , 
But he lives all by himself 
In a little mushroom housie, 
That naughty little elf. 

CICILY LAURIE. 

THE ROLL CALL-MARY'S MOUNT. 

1st and 2nd Divisions. 
Back Row (left to right): Mary Margaret Wilson, Carina Flaherty, Verna Ryan, Margaret: 

O 'Donnell, Joan Hyland, Sonia Dillon, Cecilia Tonzing, Ruth Morris, Pauline Fitzgerald. 
Middle Row: Mary Lawlor, Jan Corrigan, Pat Clark, Jennifer Hawkes, Claire Whiting, Pat: 

Fitzsimmons, Mary Robinson, Betty Foley, Barbara Speed, Elizabeth Eskdale. 
Sitting: Mary Wiison, Rita Hyland, Dorothy Vaughan, Barbara Collins, Judith Waters , 

Maureen Delahunty, Mary English, Leslie Dunn, Marie Mulcahy, Therese O 'Donohue, 
Margaret Hager. 

In Front: Maureen Reidy. 

3rd and 4th Divisions. 
Back Row (left to right) :Margot Hayden, Joan Bedford, Claire Hager, Betty Glavin, Carina: 

O 'Donohue, Nova Gourlay, Annette Bongiorno, Margaret Fisher, Mary Lou Moorhead , 
Ann Vaughan. 

3rd Row: Janet Hayden, Margaret Rickard, Janice Besemeres, Lilian Whiting, Doreen 
Andrew, Mary Hyland, Loyola O 'Donohue, iZta O 'Donohue, Joy Phillips, Gay Flanagan, 
Mardie Holton. 

2nd Row: Lynette Joshua, Roylyn Phillips, Ronda Gourlay, Elizabeth Holmes, Margaret Drum, 
Joan O 'Donohue, Jennifer Waters , Mary Holton, Margaret Gorman, Lennis Murphy, 
Margaret Cummins, Cecile Joshua. 

Front Row : Finola Joyce, Gabrielle Joshua, Susan Grosset, Margare.t Holm'es, ' Judith 
Besemeres, Margot Podger, Annabelle Pemberton, Margot Byrne, G a le Gourlay. Absent: 
Colette Christie . 

The Kindergarten. 
Back Row: Michael Faulkner, Simon Resch , Kevin Carey, Michael Hutchison, D arryn J enkins, 

John Byrne. 
Middle Row: Peter Hayden, Fino la Joyce, Joan Faulkner, Jill Carroll, Margaret Besemeres, 

Helen Powell, Jan Findlay, Gale Gourlay, Dennis Faulkner. 
In Front : Tony Wilson, John Noonan. 
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HONOURS. 
Josephine Jeffery 
-Hansie Hakendorf 
Elizabeth Crowe 

LEAVING. 
Elizabeth Pyne 
Moira Tandy 
Veronica Benger 

•Catherine W ard 
Patricia Green 
Kathleen Donellan 
Jill Busteed 
Elizabeth Milner 

·Claire Travers 
Mary Fisher 

:Mary Pitman 
Dolores O'Callaghan 

"Judith Fisher 
-Bernadette Byrne 
Josephine Feineler 
-Margaret Taylor 
-Patricia Noyes 
Pauline Hakendorf 
-Elizabeth Malone 
Clair Hakendorf 

·Carmel Boyce 
Anne Tandy 

"Janet Watson 

INTERMEDIATE. 
-Pam Darian Smith 
Maurine Lee 

-Elizabeth O 'Donnell 
-Betty Burgess 
Margaret Neagle 
Joan Clifford 
Patricia Hannan 
June McDonald 
Margaret Melville 
Joy Templer 
~obin Errington 
Catherine Brokensha 
V alda Del Fabbro 
Norma Quire 
Pauline Dunstan 

2nd YEAR. 
Margaret Scantlebury 
Diane Gordon 
Mignonne Hannan 
Francis Jeffery 
Anne Guidera 
Anne Macmillan 
Anne Pick 
Diane W esslink 
Judy Cooling 
Rosanne McLaughlin 
Margaret McLeod 
Jennifer Caldwell 
Juanita Benger 
Christine Melville 
Margaret Mary von Doussa 
Claire Pick 
·Geraldine Johnston 

1st YEAR. 
Judy Thomas 
Levaun Brazel 
-Nan Cooling 
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LORETO-----

Roll Call, 1946 
Brunetta Boland 
Jean McLeod 
Patricia Holmes 
Clare Kennedy 
Bunty Buchanan 
Margaret O'Donnell 
Patricia Crowe 
Patricia Doran 
Alison Clark 
Shirley Mackie 
Maurine Nelligan 
Patricia Bush 
Rosemary Martin 
Anne Mary Fitzgerald 
Helen Cox 
Moira Ronald 
Margaret Flaherty 
Denise Howie 
Joan Allchurch 
Texie Burgess 
Barbara Campbell 
Patricia Spain 
Marie Hogan 
Jane Bush 
Patricia Jungfer 
Anne Lander 

GRADE VII. 
Helen Brokensha 
Moira Griffin 
Margaret Lee 
Moira Clare McLaughlin 
Alison Mars 
Gabrielle Travers 
Judith Thompson 
Ruth Willis 

GRADE VI. 
Angela Kennedy 
V alma Austin 
Marlene Parkinson 
Denise Brazel 
Beth Cummins 
Judith Wallace 
Rosemary Ward 
Margaret Crawford 
Margaret Senger 
Patricia Devitt 
Margaret Upton 
Kay Hoffman 
Barbara Kemp 
Patricia Carr 
Eleanor Faulkner 
Cecily Lawrie 
J'eannine Baker 

GRADE V . 
Genevieve Dixon 
Helen Devitt 
Clare Gray 
Geraldine Coulter 
Lissa McLaughlin 
Rosemary Evans 
Anne Clifford 
Paquita Greenslade 
Winifred Laing 
Maureen Carroll 
Catherine O 'Donnell 
Betty Kinnish 
Diana Walker 

JUNIOR SCHOOL. 
Anne Scantlebury 
Margaret Mullins 
Judith Kennedy 
Genevieve Walker 
Maureen Devitt 
Barbara Thyer 
Elizabeth Maloney 
Carmel Barton 
Jennifer Burley 
Mary Tennyson Woods 
Jill Hoffman 
Lucy Rech 
Anne Eisenstein 
Peter Rice 
John Brazel 
Frank O'Halloran 
Julian Tennyson Woods 
Bruce Crawford 
Maurice Murphy 
Geoffrey Upton 
Jbhn Bland ' 
Thomas Culshaw 
Gr.egery Burley 
Phillip Burrows 
Valda O 'Neill 
Nola O'Neill 
Deirdre O 'Loughlin 
Wendy Jones 
Barbara Day 
Marie Moriarty 
Isabel Laing 
Lenore Lutz 
Barbara Kennedy 
Cinthia Ferguson 
Peter Green 
Peter Fowler 
John McDonnell 

KINDERGARTEN. 
Helen McDonnell 
Sue Scantlebury 
Pauline Brazel 
Gillian Hockley 
Jill Kennedy 
Andrea Burley 
Carmel Morriarty 
Anne Kennare 
Barbara Kennedy 
Elizabeth Webb 
Elizabeth Woods 
Rosemary Green 
Ruth Eisenstein 
Alison McDonnell 
John Connelly 
Anthony Brooks 
Christopher Kennedy 

PREFECTS. 
Elizabeth Pyne (Head Prefect) 
Josephine Jeffery 
Catherine Ward 
Moira Tandy 
Veronica Benger 
Elizabeth Crowe 
Patricia Green 
Kathleen Donnellan 
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______ (orelo Conl?enl, 'Joorak, l9ic.-----

Glory 

Sing a song of sunlight 
Spilling o'er the sky 
Like a bowl uplifted 
To our God on high. 
Like the gleaming tresses 
Of Our Lady's hair, 
Drifting down in glory 
Through the scented air. 
Like the pomp and radiance 
Of a monarch's crown, 
Who, in all his splendour, 
Has to earth come down. 
Like the breath of Being 
From the mouth of God, 
Waking into rapture 
Man 's soul-quickened sod. 
Beauty's golden banners 
In the sky unfurled, 
Like the life of Heaven 
Given to the world. 

INGRID KAPPER. 

Highlights of the Year 
SOME INTERESTING TALKS 

One of the most interesting events in the 
school year 1946 was a lecture on "The 
Genesis Story of the Creation Verified by 
Science," by our kind Pastor, Reverend 
Father Ebsworth. The title frightened us . 
We knew that Father was writing learned 
books, and were afraid that he would not 
be able to carry . il:; with him to his 
lofty heights. But he did. Never have we 
heard a difficult subject treated in such a clear 
and interesting way. Even the middle school 
children found the time all too short, and 
Father would have been pleased and flattered 
if he realised how much interest he had 
aroused. Father explained that modern re
search on the Planets proves that the account 
of the Creation of the World given by Moses 
reads like the account of an eye-witness. Of 
course, Moses was writing as a primitive man 
who was only giving an honest description of 
a vision he had seen without understanding it. 
but the fact remains that what he wrote 3,500 
years ago tallies with the theories as to the 
origin of Jupiter and Saturn put forward with-

in the last ten years. Therefore, since Moses: 
had no scientific knowledge, the account of the 
Creation in the Book of Genesis could only 
have com~ from Revelation. 

We are very grateful to Father Ebswortlu 
for this most helpful lecture, and are looking 
forward to the one he has promised to give 
us next term. 

Our Friday morning instructions by the 
Blessed Sacrament Fathers are much appre
ciated by us; we realise how fortunate we are 
in having their skilful assistance, and we are 
deeply grateful to Father Dorais for the per
sonal interest he takes in us. And we owe a 
debt of gratitude to Father Roberge and Father 
Audette , who have continued our instructions. 
since Father Dorais' departure for America, 
even though they are more busy than ever. We 
promise to help by our prayers the splendid 
work they are doing for souls. 

Father Johnston, S.J., kindly gave us some· 
helpful talks during the year, and the Past 
Pupils were most enthusiastic about his last 
talk to them on " How Catholic Girls Can In-
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1luence the World for Good." They felt in
.spired to lead the Catholic life more fully and 
to "be doers of the word, not hearers only." 

Fr. Worms, R .S.M., and Fr. Adrian, S.V.D. , 
gave us most interesting and instructive talks 
on various Missions in which they had spent 
many years. 

Fr. Worms's lecture was illustrated by pic
tures of the North-West, and Fr. Adrian told 
us many of his experiences in Flores and as 
a P .O .W . 

Both left us deeply impressed by the heroism 
of our Missionary Priests and Nuns. 

May Day and Other Days 
As usual, we began Our Lady's month with 

ihe Procession, which is one of the favourite 
traditions of Loreto. The mingling of devo
tion and beauty in this celebration makes it 
dear to all of us. We really do like the spec
tacle of our hyacinth-blue uniforms ("Let them 
be clothed in the colour of the wild hyacinth ," 
.said our Foundress, Mary Ward) against the 
·green of the garden. And if the Lord sends 
a blue sky overhead, we are happy! And we 
Jike to hear ourselves singing, too , the old 
hymns which we all know and love. In 194 7 
we hope to honour Our Lady at her Lourdes 
Grotto by her own special hymn. Dympna 
·Crowned Our Lady, and the two Handmaids 
were Denise Collins and Joan Mahon. Con
·gratulations! 

Father Ebsworth was deeply touched at the 
·ceremony, and spoke to us with great feeling 
·Of our Queen and Our Mother in Heaven. 

Since that day he has, unhappily, lost his 
-0wn beloved mother , and while offering him 

Catholic 
The Y.C.S. Leaders' Group was formed at 

the beginning of the year, the members being 
Dympna Gooch, Joan Mahon, Elizabeth Healy, 
Ann Brenan, Margaret O'Grady, June Buxton, 
Angela Bowler, Margaret Deviney. June Bux
ton was elected President. The Groups wen': 
soon afterwards in working order; there were 
eight in all-Missions, Literature, Films, 
Drama, Music, Debating, Social Studies, and 
Art. 

As evidence of the enthusiasm of the Litera
ture and Film Groups, the notice-boards were 
frequently decked with criticisms of books and 
films. We must congratulate the Art Group 
on the excellent posters. 

Our General Meeting this Term took the 
form of an entertainment which we presented 
on the Feast Day of Our Mistress of Schools. 
The chief item on the programme was a 
Fashion Parade, in which we showed that the 
Catholic girl can be smart, fashionable and 
modest. We were sorry Margaret O 'Grady 
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our affectionate sympathy, we pray Our 
Blessed Lady to console him and to watch over 
him with special love and care. 

On July 29th we were honoured by the pre
sence of Fr. Martin Atchison, M .S.C .. who 
celebrated his First Mass in our Chapel. It 
was a touching and impressive sight to see the 
newly-ordained priest administer Holy Com
munion to his father, his aunt, Mother M. 
Ancilla , I.B.V.M .. his brothers and his sister, 
Barbara. July 28th was a great day in the 
Atchison .family. It gave them a priest, and a 
new baby, Marjorie's son, Peter Julian Cahill. 

His Lordship Dr. Vesters, M .S.C .. presided, 
and during the breakfast, spoke very beauti
fully of the newly-ordained. Dr. Jordan, 
M.S .C .. was master of ceremonies. 

We loved our Retreat. Our Director was 
Fr. Benedict O 'Donoghue, 0.F.M., who de
voted himself whole-heartedly to us and to our 
needs. It now remains for us to live up to the 
graces of our Retreat. 

Action 
was not able to be present after all the trouble 
she had taken over the preparation of the 
script. 

The recitation of poems by Catholic writers, 
and Ann Brenan's commentary on the writers, 
were much appreciated. We were particularly 
charmed by Eileen Duggan's poems, and now 
we want to read more of them. 

The Y .C.S. Group, consisting of represen
ta tives from Genazzano F.C.J ., Vaucluse 
F.C.J .. Brigidine Convent, Kildare, Xavier, 
St. Kevin 's, De La Salle, Malvern, and our 
Catholic Action Group was formed again this 
year. We find these meetings with other 
schools most helpful. The Dance held in July 
was a great success. 

We wish to thank Laure O 'Brien for stimu
lating our meetings, and for all her encourage
ment. We do appreciate her generosity in 
giving up her valuable time to us . We should 
like, also , to felicitate her on her engagement, 
and we wish her every happiness. 



Music 
Among the first term Music events was the 

. celebration of St. Patrick's Day, in public and 
in private. 

We were honoured in being among those 
taking part in the Concert for St. Patrick's 
Day, in the Town Hall. 

At home, immediately after Mass, the or-
. chestra roused our holiday spirit by performing, 
with many encores, a lively rendering of St. 
Patrick's Day. Much talent was displayed at 
the children's entertainment for the Nuns. 

Welcome 
It is always a joy to have something new to 

· show our school companions of previous years 
· when they return. This year we have had the 
pleasure of introducing th'em to Nazareth (fit
ting title for a Kindergarten at Loreto) . It is 
perfectly delightful. and the parents who have 
so generously contributed time, labour and gifts 
towards its adornment , appreciate it as much 
as their babies do. 

By "St. Peter 's, " we do not mean the Toorak 
P arish Church, but a connecting balcony -be
tween school and Chapel. It makes easier the 
short visits we pay Our Lord in the Blessed 
Sacrament when we have some spare time. 

St. Mary Magdalen 's , the upstairs second 
sacristy, ·appeals to many girls who love to ar
range flowers . polish brasses, and even set the 
vestments for Mass. 

One of the outstanding events was the Musi
cal Festival sponsored by the Victorian Sec
ondary Schools' Music Association . Three of 
our choirs presented items at the Malvern Town 
Hall. and our orchestra, one of seven, played 
at Nicholas Hall. We enjoyed preparing for 
those items, and were naturally delighted that 
they were so well received. Our enthusiasm 
reached its climax during the final concert in 
the Town Hall , when. we took part in the or
chestral items and in the massed choir of <;>ver 
eight hundred voices. 

Additions 
You remember Mary Ward gave into the 

care of some Special Saint every room in Bab
thorpe Manor. St. Dominic 's would have ap
pealed to her, for here we learn the womanly 
arts of weaving. decorative needlework, and, in 
addition, puppet making. Soon we hope to in
clude pottery. 

Each of us has a locker, and we feel the 
thrill of possession when we are given our own 
special key. Woe betide us if we lose it. 

Our knitting for the poor was as useful and 
decorative as in previous years. It is wonder
ful what even the little ones can produce. That 
t4is is not merely a school- time charity is 
shown by the number of past pupils who con
tinue to add their gifts to those of the present 
pupils for the Mother Superior's feast . 

Arts and Crafts 
At the beginning of 1945 we commenced 

Arts and Crafts under the capable tuition of 
Miss Noel Howard. 

The sub-Intermediates do decorative needle
work in the form of babies ' feeders , hand 
towels , cushion covers and shoulder bags. Many 
interesting designs have been made by the 
pupils . 

The Intermediate weaving is done on the 
two-shaft looms, and the girls have made many 
colourful scarves, cushion covers. tea cosies . 
with their own designs and colour schemes. 

Our Arts and Crafts room, St. Dominic 's . 
is beautiful. The many windows let in plenty 
of sunlight. In winter we can light the fire in 
the stove. We have lockers, so there is no 

, excuse for untidiness , and we have looms 

galore. The Intermediates are at present weav
ing curtains of a deep maroon color for the 
windows. 

A Leaving candidate uses the big four-shaft 
treadle loom which we owe to the generosity 
of a lady interested in our school. and particu
larly in our crafts. Since she wishes to remain 
anonymous, we take this opportunity of thank
ing her most sincerely for her generous gift. 

On this loom, Anne is weaving a skirt length 
of London tan. She has woven an exquisite 
pink cot cover, a pale yellow cotton towel with 
two face washers to match . a set of table mats . 
and some baby feeders . We have dyed our 
wool. but have not yet spun it. That will 
come. Meanwhile, we are very happy in St. 
Dominic 's care! 
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Sports 

On the 28th October, 1945, we held our 
Sports Day. The weather was ideal and 
there were many visitors. 

A . loud speaker to announce the names of 
the winners of the events was a novelty. A 
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Soon after we . returned to school our H ouse 
Captains were elected, and the new children 
selected for different houses. This year the 
Captains and Vice-Captains are:-

St. Gertrude's: Joan Mahon and Dympna 
Gooch. 

St. Teresa 's: C0rinne Keegan and Angela 
Bowler. 

St. Michael's: Jill Barclay and Margaret 
O'Grady. Jill was later elected Sports Cap
tain. 

Our first term was devoted mainly to ten
nis, and, fortunately , we had most of our team 
of last year back again. The members of the 
A Team this year are:-Margaret O 'Grady, 
Jill Barclay, Joan Mahon , Dympna Gooch, Ann 
Brenan, Wendy D empsey, Elizabeth Healy, 
and Corinne Keegan. 

Later in the term our First and Second Eights 
played Genazzano and M.C.E.G.G.S. The 
return matches will be played in Third Term. 
M~ch time in the First Term was taken up 

with matches for the Victorian Catholic Girls' 
Singles Ch<;impionships. Nearly every week
end saw a number of girls from various schools 
gathered here to play their matches, while some 
of ours visited other schools. We appreciated 
this opportunity of meeting other Catholic 
girls and are glad that the tN1rnameflt is to 
be ai1 annual affair. Congratulations to Mar
gret'O'Grady on winning the Under 19 Secd-'.)n 
after defeating Jill Barclay in the semi-final. 
In the Under 14 Section. Sonia Booth was 
defeated in the Semi-final. 

Congratulations, Jill, on winning the School 
Championship Doubles at Glen Iris with Ver
onica Linehan! 

During the Winter Term we played inter
school basketball matches. We spent a day at 
Toorak College, and although it was wet, we 
enjoyed ourselves immensely. Their A team 
defeated ours; our B team and the Under 14 
team ·were- successful. 

Our A team lost to Shelford, and later to 
St. Catherine's. However, our B team and 
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walking race for fathers provided much amuse
ment, and after much strenuous effort. was won 
by Mr. Grevis-J ames. 

Victory went to St. Gertrude's House, St. 
Michael's second, and St. Teresa's third . 

Under 14 were successful against St. Cather
ine 's. 

A keenly-contested match was played against 
our Past Pupils on June 23rd. Most of them 
had been in the A team last year. and, true 
to form, carried off the honours . As with the 
tennis match at the beginning of the year, it 
was a happy re-union. 

On August 9th we had a most exciting game 
against Sacre Coeur, played on our own courts . 
Although both our teams were losing at three
quarter time, we were victorious in the end. 
However, in the return match , their A team 
won easily. We were very much impressed by 
the skill of their defence players and the ac
curacy of their goal-throwers. Our B team 
won by five goals. 

On the Feast of thi> Assumption . twenty
four of us went by bus to Mary's Mount. Un
for tunately, it began to rain after we had been 
playing for some time, so we were unable to 
finish our game. H owever, we spent a most 
enjoyable afternoon seeing everything we 
could see. The beautiful Church and the 
Cubicles particularly appealed to us. We thank 
the Nuns and girls of Mary's Mount for their 
hospitality. 

On thP 17th August we played Genazzano, 
and although we lost , we returned home in 
high spirits, because we had thoroughly en
joyed our c.fternoon 

The Inter-House Vigoro and Tennis 
matches were commenc<"d in First Term, and 
will be finished in Thi.rd Term. The Inter
Hcuse Basketball matches are now being played 
off. St. Michael's House is leading so far. 

An innovation in the Sports this year is Soft
ball, which was introduced by Pauline Sebree. 
We- are just learning the rules, and there .are 
some ardent devotees to be seen practising 
every day. Much amusement has been caused 
by unsuccessful attempts to bring the narrow 
bat into contact with the ball. Keep on prac
tising, Margaret! 

JILL BARCLAY. 
CORINNE KEEGAN . 



PREFECTS, LORETO CONVENT, TOORAK 

SENIOR SCHOOL, LORETO CONVENT, TOORAK 



LORETO COVENT, TOORAK 

Junior School Middle School Kindergarten 



Fel ici tat ions 

Our 1945 J ubilarians, crowned, and enter-
-tained to a party and to the junior school Na
tivity Play, were: Judith Cahill , Judith Chis
holm, Dympna Gooch, Lana Macrossan, Aileen 
Marston, and Margaret Parkes. In addition 
to these, the following were received into the 
Sociality of the Blessed Virgin Mary: Lesley 
Brown, Denise Collins, Pat Collins, Wilma 
Donovan, and Veronica Syme. Congratula
tions! 

Congratulations. too, to the following :
Patricia Brady, who won a Newman Ex

:iiibition. 

Lana Macrossan. who gained second prize 
in the Shakespeare Essay examination. 

Judith Leonard, who gained the Exhibition 
for highest marks in the State in Grade III. 
Pianoforte. 

Moya Byrne, who gained the highest marks 
in the State in 'Cello, Junior Division, Trinity 
College. 

Judith Montague, who won the Senior Loy
alty Prize. 

Marie Brady, who won the Junior Loyalty 
Prize. 

Tercentenary of Mary Ward 

Our contribution to the 1945 issue of 
-" Loreto" went to print too early to permit us 
to include a notice of our celebrations in honour 
of the tercentary of our Foundress, Mary 
Ward. 

On August 25th, his Grace, the Archbishop, 
Most Reverend D . Mannix, D .D .. celebrated 
Mass in commemoration of the event, and the 
Reverend W . P . Hackett, S.J .. preached the 

-occasional sermon. 
"Who is this Mary Ward, who is making 

. such a stir in the world today? Cardinal Gas
quet said of Mary Ward that her life is like a 
Greek tragedy. Father Brodrick says that it 
is like the Book of Job. What is there, then, 
in this life that is so dramatic and so tragic?" 

SPLENDID CHARACTERISTICS. 

"This is the third centenary of the death of 
Mary Ward; that puts it at 1645. She was 
then 60 years of age. She was born in York
shire, and · they tell me that she had all the 
characteristics of a Yorkshire person; you will 
find when you hear her life that they were 

characteristics of a splendid kind , for . surely 
she must be one of the most remarkable Eng
lish women that ever lived. She was born in 
1585 in the height of the penal laws, shortly 
before Shakespeare started writing. All the 
splendour that goes with the Elizabethan re
gime conceals from us the horrors and the ter
rors of the penal laws. How bad they were 
may be brought home to us when we study 
Mary \Vard' s life. Her family and relatives 
had lost nearly everything, because in England 
they went about this matter of squelching the 
Catholic Faith in a very cunning manner. They 
did not make many martyrs; that is not good 
business. . They attacked the wealthy English 
Catholics in their property. There is the case 
of one of Mary Ward's relatives whom they 
fined so often, that although he was a wealthy 
man he was gradually reduced until he was 
reduced to complete poverty. This happened 
all over England-few people could stand up 
to that manner of life-and that is why, for 
300 years , the Catholic religion was · almost 
banished out of England. 
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"RU NAWAY NUN." 

"Mary Ward herself escaped to the Con
tinent to train people to go back to England 
to try to keep the faith alive. When she got 
there she tried to join the Poor Clares. At this 
time they were not receiving any postulants, 
but they accepted her as a lay sister or extern, 
and her work for this time then was to go 
round the town of St. Omer begging for the 
inmates of the Poor Clare monastery. The life 
was hard-work in all weathers, carrying 
heavy loads. After a year she discovered 
(through her confessor) that that was not her 
vocation. She went back to the world again. 
Then she thought that perhaps she would found 
a convent, and with her own money, for she 
was of a wealthy family , she set up a convent 
of Poor Clares. She lived there for a time, 
but, in prayer, she found that it was not there 
her vocation lay. Again she left the convent. 
Mary Ward is an example of the people who 
join an Order and leave through the inspira
tion of Almighty God, yet do marvellous 
things afterwards. She was hooted through 
the streets with cries of "Runaway nun." This 
did not worry her at all . She had the most 
amazing intrepidity of soul, and an extra
ordinarily courageous love of the cross. It is 
not natural to love suffering. Carrying the 
cross is hard, and needs great strength from 
Almighty God. In the case of Mary Ward, 
not merely did she carry the cross, the mar
vellous thing about her was always to be able 
to do it with the utmost joy. It is one thing 
to endure suffering, but to endure with a smile 
upon your lips , that demands high sanctity 
indeed. 

" When she left the second time, she went 
back to England and with her companions 
visited the prisons, and did all she could to 
relieve the distress caused by the penal laws. 
Many people were thrown into prison-her 
own grandmother had spent 14 years there, 
in the pleasant times of great Queen Bess. 

OPPOSITION. 

"Once more to the Continent. She now 
established a convent in Liege to train English 
children to try to learn their religion. Despite 
the penal laws and the prohibitions for travel
ling, she seemed to be able to move here and 
there as she liked. The fact was that Mary 
Ward possessed an extraordinary personality, 
great physical beauty, grace and charm of 
manner. She was able to meet this, that and 
the other person, the lowliest of the low as 
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with the highest of the high; she associated ' 
equally with princes and queens. Her extra
ordinary attractiveness won all hearts. A fter 
starting in Liege she set up in Germany and · 
Rome. She then had a great number of con
vents going. She was before her time. She 
wanted her nuns to be free from the cloister, to · 
be under one General Superior. She thus 
created a great deal of opposition because she 
was ahead of her time. T he ideas were new · 
and people oftentimes dislike novelty. She was 
English, on the Continent, a refugee at that, 
teaching them how religious Orders ought to · 
be run; the result was- tremendous opposition. 
Her many enemies worked upon the Cardinals 
at Rome; finally, although Cardinal Asoli spoke· 
in great favour of her work, an Order was 
given that her work was to be suppressed, and 
she was to be locked up. That was an amaz
ing episode in her life; another would have col
lapsed under the blow. She accepted it all 
with a smile, and the moment the restraint was : 
removed journeyed to Rome to see Urban VIII . 
Though the command that was to suppress her 
convents had come from Rome, the Pope was 
always personally attached to her work-any
how, he befriended her . 

ASTONISHING TRAVELLER. 

"The amount of travelling she did was as
tonishing, nearly always on foot. All through 
her life she had most extraordinary delicacy of 
health; she was always breaking down, always 
being anointed. If people have been anointed 
two or three times , they think they have earned 
the right to be looked upon as invalids, to be 
pampered in every possible way. Despite these 
illnesses, she still carried on. Eventually, in 
Rome, she got so dreadfully unwell that they 
prepared for her death. She said to her com
panions, 'I must go to Spa.' Winifred Wig
more told her it was impossible. ' I am going.' 
So as soon as she got over this illness, she 
went across Europe, crossed the Alps in a 
snowstorm-four of the other travellers died. 
With her extraordinary trepidity nothing could ' 
stop her. She got back to England, and was . 
there for the Siege of York. 

SECRET OF HER SUCCESS. 

What is the secret of Mary Ward's tremen
dous success in the world, though in her life
time things seemed to fail? The first secret is . 
a simple one; for her God was the complete 
reality. He was God, the Mast~r and the 
Lord, and she realised that to the full , ac
cepted that in all its implications, utter union _ 



with God. Union with God seems so simple 
to say, such an incomparable honour to be 
called to be equal. to be united to the Divine 
Being. How marvellous! How splendid a 
feat! Also. always most closely united. Noth
ing mattered; rebuffs or sufferings. they were 
splendid; she wanted to be like Our Lord. to 
suffer, to accomplish God's will under the most 
difficult circumstances. She loved to pray; 
prayer was not for her, as it is so often for us, 
a hardship, gone to unwillingly, endured as 
best we can- so glad when we come to the last 
Hail Mary of the Rosary and can then go and 
amuse ourselves. Intercourse with God, deep 
penetrating prayer. were the guiding things of 
her life; just because of this nothing could de
flect her from her high purpose-she would 
not compromise. God's will can be so clearly 
manifested in prayer-respo!lse has to be made 
-so it was with Mary Ward. What is so 
amazing in this good person is that she was 
so united with Almighty God. 

"So great was her trust in Almighty God 
that she founded the Loreto Order, to try to 
teach God as the one complete reality. What 
a tragedy that the world will never learn the 

SHADOWS 
'Tis only when the sun is high 

And the breezes gently pass, 
That the nimble-foote.d shadow-gnomes 

Steal softly through the grass. 
Their whiskers join the lilting wind 

That rollicks through the trees, 
Their laugh becomes a summer song

The droning of the bees. 
But stay! Beware of shadow-gnomes 

For that merry little throng, 
When stealing back to fairy land, 

May take your heart along. 

MARIE BRADY. 

lesson that one cannot ignore God and get
away with it. With atomic bombs, destruction 
facing us, we will do anything except the one
thing we ought to do. Mary wanted the chil
dren to be led straight up the path that leads 
to God, and that is why she founded the Order 
which has had such magnificent success. 

"One feels now if ever anyone deserved: 
canonisation that one is Mary Ward. What 
can we do about it? One thing we can all do , 
offer up fervent prayers-all of us who have 
been taught by the Loreto nuns, as I have been, 
would like to see her raised to the altars of 
God. She has done so much for us, could we 
not do something for her?" 

The sermon deeply impressed the large gath
ering of Loreto Past Pupils present, who en
thusiastically undertook to pray for the Beati
fication of Mary Ward and to have Masses . 
offered for that intention. They expressed the 
hope that before long they would again be 
gathered together to rejoice in the fulfilment 
of their desire that Loreto should be honoured: 
in its beloved Foundress, and that God shouldl'. 
be honoured by another Saint. 

MY BIRDIE 

A dear little birdie sat up in a tree 
Singing his sweet little song to me; 

And I knelt at the window, trying to see 
The dear little birdie that sings in my tree .. 

The birdie was black and he had a yellow bill, 
And he fl.uttered round and round, not a 

moment still; 
And I /oped the- little birdie that sat in the tree

Singing such sweet little songs to me. 

Y . CALLIL. 

WASHING DAY 
We st0od in the garden, Tim and I, 
Eyeing the clothes hanging out to dry. 
We have queer ideas about washing our 

clothes, 
And Tim seems to think that you use a hose! 

Y. CALLIL. 

Page Sixty-Fiv~ 

• 



The Mystery of the House Next Door 
The news service had just finished when the 

-call came over the wireless in the police car to 
qo to a brick villa in Clendon Road. The 

-house had been vacant for about two months , 
·so the report said, and with the acute housing 
·shortage, the police were becoming suspicious. 

When the plainclothes men arrived at the 
houst>, there were workmen knocking in the 
walls. Strains of singing and whistling came 
from the back, grand opera mingled with the 

:shouts and curses of fellow-workers. 
• The two men walked round the house casu

ally enquiring what was going on; they stopped 
to look at a hole which had been knocked in 
the wall. What was it for? 

As answer to their enquiries, they only re
·ceived grunts. 

At last they found · that the house had been 
bought by a rich lady, named Madame Much. 
'The fact that she already owned three -houses 
·did not deter her from buying a fourth . 

She had decreed that every wall should have 
two huge glass windows through which the 
:-sun could shine. On the inside of the house 

there were to be big mirrors. and throughout 
the house. near the floor, tiny troughs were to 
be built. Pictures of kittens and cats were to 
be drawn on all the walls. . . . But this was 
all the information that could be obtained. A 
visit to Madame Much herself was the only 
answer. 

The house, so the lady said, was to be a 
rest heme for cats, where the mother and her 
family could go for a holiday. In the troughs 
around the rooms there was to be always a 
supply of fresh milk, the bay windows would 
allow mother puss to sun herself while her 
children played, and she would be able to 
watch them (without undue trouble to herself) 
in the mirrors. No dog was to be allowed near 
the .house. nor could a bark pentrate the spe
cially-prepared sound-proof walls. 

The detectives were satisfied, and allowed 
the work to ·continue, for their mission had 
been to see that the house was being put to· 
good use in these difficult times! 

ANN BRENAN. 

(Written in Spring. remembering the Nuns' 
Garden last year. ) 

" /bant obscuri sola sub nocte per umbram." 
-(Aeneid VI. } 

I. 

Another month and another year; 
Spring world-tide again is here. 
Oh dear! 

.Sic transit omnia. 
/, too, bound at the wheels of the moon, 
The chariot moon: 

In the fl.ux and the change and the flow 
No core that I know 
But the wind and the sand on the wind. 

II. 

Spring: 
Again it is Spring. 
But last year in the green nuns' -garden 
Blossoms a-shake 
With the bees and the wind, around Pan 
And now. they break, 
White petals in the mud, dead again. 
Elm shadows on the path 
Moss-soft: shadows, shades, 
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Now scars on my heart. 
The Chapel still is mine and His? 
A half-light hush, the same, His form 
To hold the red lamp glow, His love, 
The sun shaft still is like a stair 
On wall behind Our Lady's hair. 
/ , pilgrim, on my kneels begin 
To mount the stair, to reach, 
Am poised, afloat, drift in . 
Black at the light. 
I falter , fall, 
Stair out of sight. 
Tree's shade on the wall. 
Again the blight. 

Ill. 

I am too much with shadows, 
Flickering, swing-tide heart, 
Words, well-learnt words of a part, 
Lead-feet led where the traffic goes. 
Yet what can I say 
But pray? 



MATRICULATION. 
A. Brenan 
M. Brewster 
D. Collins 
D . Craig 
W. Dempsey 
W. Donovan 
P . Diviny 
D. Gooch 
C. Gardiner 
E. Healy 
I. Kapper 
J. Mahon 
M. O'Grady 
W . Penn 

A. Bowler 
J. Buxton 
J. Barclay 
J. Burke 
F. Byrne 
N. Cullity 
A. Cummins 
R. Donovan 
M . Dougall 
JI. Damyon 
A. Forrest 
J. Gorman 
M. Kilmartin 
C. Keegan 

LEAVING. 

B. McCarthy 
N. McLaurin 
M. Mackie 
P. O 'Farrell 
D. Rawson 
A. Skehan 
P. Troy 

INTERMEDIATE. 
D. van Arcken 
M. Byrne 
P. Cahill 
J. Cahir 
J. Clifford 
A. Doyle 
M. Deviny 
C. Dunn . 
P . Dunlevie 
M. Eyre 
M. Guiney 
J. Griffin 
J. Haley 
J•. Leonard 
M. Morrissy 
M. McNamara 
V . Twomey 

SUB-INTERMEDIATE. 
G. Barclay 
L. Barry 
L. Bourke 
M. Brady 
P . Campbell 
M. Dalglish 
M. D'Arcy. 
S. Doyle 
D . Fogarty 
A. Hall 

LORETO 

Ro 11 Ca II, 1946 
P. McCauley 
C. Nolan 
L. O'Brien 
J. Roberts 
B. Ryan 
B. Ries 
M. Schieblich 
P . Sebree 
M . . Whelan 

2nd YEAR. 
M . Berkowitz 
J. Bre'rl 
S. B::ioth 
M. Cau 
F. Christie.en 
M. Clau[en 
C. Coppel 
M. D::iwnie 
NI. Fitzgerald 
A. Flynn 
S. Hansen 
A. McCall 
D. McEncroe 
J. McNamara 
M. N aughton 
P. O 'Halloran 
J. Rush 
V. Russell 
E. Sullivan 
H . Sweetman 
R. Trait 
D. Turner 

1st YEAR. 
S. Burke 
A. Byrne 
Y. Calli! 
M. Cullity 
B. D'Arcy 
J. Donoghue 
E. Gleeson 
D. Holmberg 
M. Hardy 
M. Holt 
J. Jaffer 
J. Little 
S. Mahon 
C. McKenzie 
M. Meehan 
J. O 'Day 
R. O'Grady 
J. Stack 
M . \ Vhite 
R. Whitehead 

PREPARATORY. 
M. Bartlett-Wood 
M. Byrne 
M. Ellis 
S. Frederico 
L. Gleeson 
W . Gleeson 
V. Gorman 
G. Goulding 
A. Haley 
R. Haley 
J. Hayden 

H. Jorgenson 
M . Lord 
A. Meier 
D. Molloy 
M. Nauqhton 
M. Niall 
M . Peile 
A. Phillips 
G. Ryan 
M. St::inham 

ELEMENT ARY. 

T. Asbjornsen 
C. Bowen 
F. Dupuche 
P. E ves 
r;:. Ferguson 
J. Hancox 
M. Jaffer 
N. Kelly 
R. Macfarlan 
C. Parkes 
M . Poyton 
B. Stewart 
J. Wimpole 

GRADE IV. 
S. Clifford 
C. Calli! 
W. Eddy 
T. Jose 
J. Lambert 
L. Lefebre 
L. McCarthy 
P. McCormack 
A. McKenzie 
A. Rush 
N. Ryan 
A. Salmon 
C. Synman 

GRADE III. 
C. Calder 
A . D'Arcy 
J. D'Arcy 
M. Giese 
M. Glenny 
J. Hughes 
C. Kosky 
A. Knappett 
G. Lattanzi 
A . Little 
M. McCormack 
P . Meehan 
C. Need 
D. O 'Farrell 
V . Sheezal 

GRADE II. 
J. Adams 
D. Berkowitz 
J. Burke 
A . Borst 
D. Bowen 
M . Coleman 
A. Devine 
B. Dupuche 
J. Eddy 
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-E. Fitzgerald 
B. Gilbertson 
J. Gowans 
D . Grevis-James 
M. Gough 

_M. Meehan 
M. D. Perrone 
D. O'Day 
P . Warry 
N . Wedge 
A. Williams 
D . Wimpole 
J. Wright 
A. Wykeham-Fiennes 
J. Wurts 

•G. Adams 
P . Baxter 
A . Cameron 
J . Cashmore 
L. Clowes 
J. Dupuche 
-M. Easton 

GRADE I. 

P. J. Griffon 
J. Godsell 
L. Gough 
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J'. Hancox 
R. Ireland 
C. Jones 
T . Lechte 
M. Monahan 
P. O 'Bryan 
R. O 'Keefe 
M. C. Perrone 
M. Reid 
S. Robinson 
H . Roche 
R. Russell 
A . Sinn 
L. Starr 
M. Warry 
M. Doyle 

KINDERGARTEN. 
A. Adams 
T . Biddlecombe 
S. Brew 
M. Brooks 
R. Calder 
Y. Calli! 
W . Carroll 
D . Deloffre 
M. Fallon 

J. Fitzgerald 
L. Frederico 
J. Gilbertson 
M. Glenny 
J. Glide 
T . Griffin 
M. Holt 
S. Jaquinot 
P . Jb hnston 
B. Knappett 
J. Lea 
J. Lechte 
J. McCarthy 
M. McNamara 
D . O 'Brien 
G. Ogge 
E. O'Neill 
J. Petty 
M. Ruggiero 
A. Ryan 
A. Saunders 
R. Scarff 
D. Scott 
M. A. ·Uden 
E. Wimpole 
J. Z ahara 



Elevation of New Architect's Loreto Convent, Brisbane 



Junio r Praesid ium of Legion of Mary, 1946. Loreto Conven t, Br isbane. 

Sociality o f the C hildren of Mary, 1946. Lo reto Convent, Brisbane. 



-----Corelo Convent, Brisbane, Q.-----

Letter to Legionaries of Mary 
Dear Sister Loreto Legionaries of Mary, 

~s tl).e Legion of Mary attained. to the 
twenty-fifth an°niversary of its' foundation this 
year, we, the Brisbane Loreto Praesidium, feel 
that we should like to join with all the Loreto 
Praesidia in the joy of our loved Legion 's Sil
ver Jubilee. 

The 7th of September, 1921 , the 'first vespers 
·of Our Lady's Nativity, saw the beginning of 
the movement, which has brought about a new 

. outburst of love and devotion to our Blessed 

.Mother. Everything that adds honour to our 
Mother is a source of joy to us. 

As you know, the first Praesidium of the 
Legion of Mary held its inaugural meeting 

-under the presidency of Francis Duff in a lowly 
street in Dublin, in a building owned by the 
Society of St. Vincent de Paul, and as the 
members knelt to say their rosary in this atmo

:sphere of humility and poverty, they must have 
realised that this lowly setting brought them 

·nearer to the "Virgin -named Mary in the city 
. of Nazareth" who, in just such an obscure set
ting, entered into the closest union with the 
Holy Spirit and by her "Fiat" became the Co-

·Redempttix of a fallen world. 
It is interesting to recall that it was in 1921 

-that His Holiness, Pope Benedict XV., insti
tuted the Feast of Our Lady Mediatrix of all 
·Graces. May we not hope and believe that 
·Our Lady, under her new title, presided, as she 

did with the Apostles, over that first Praesi
dium meeting of the Legionaries, inflaming 
them with her spirit and communicati~g to 
them her desires. 

''They swore allegiance to her as their su
preme commander, the guardian of the Mysti
cal Body, and the exterminator of the enemies 
of God." 

Twenty-five years have passed since then, 
and now the Legion is seen in the world as a 
mighty phalanx set in battle array. There have 
been trials and vicissitudes during those years, 
but they have been met with constancy and 
fidelity of heart. "The Legion w~ll coµtintie to 
march through the darkness and· the sorrow of 
the present age, towards the soft radiance of 
the Morning Star, until they behold, with awe 
in their hearts, the glory and the splendour of 
the Dawn." 

"Mary: our peerless Queen, 
Thy standard now is seen 
Calling thy warriors afar o'er the land, 
Thy Blessed Son shall know 
Fierce though the storm may blow, 
The Legion of Mary every faithful doth 

star;id." 

- From "The Legion 's Call to Arms." 
The Loreto Junior Praesidium, 

Loreto Convent, 
Cavendish Road, 

Brisbane. 

N.C.R.M. Conference 
The following is an extract from a letter of 

;a Past Pupil of Loreto, in Toowoomba, de
.scribing the N.C.R.M. Conference held there 
last July:-

Dear Bern, 
You asked about the N .C.R.M. Conference. Well, 

I can only tell you my own version of what was a his
·toric week in Toowoomba's calendar of events. 

We knew very little about the N ational Catholic 
Rural Movement and its members and aims before last 
July. W e knew, of course, that it was a form of 

·Catholic Action, and one which had not been highly 
successful in Toowoomba. We heard vague reports 
of the coming Conference, but did not know much at 

.all until the Southern delegates arrived on the Saturday 
night. They arrived in the "Land Liners," which caused 

.such a stir in the town. Even people who were com-

pletely uninterested in Catholicism, or Rural Movements, 
soon became heartily enthusiastic in their approval of 
these modern buses, and, of course, asked questiom 
about their 'occupants, and soon found themselves being 
snowed under with information about the N .C.R.M . No 
greater form of propaganda could have been devised 
than these buses, and I believe they caused as much 
amazement a ll along the road as they did here. All 
the men and most of the priests were quarte:red at 
Downlands, which was the scene of all meetings, etc. 
The women stayed at the Convents, or in priva te homes. 
Our house being known to be half empty, the Parish 
Priest asked us to take two girls in, and they proved 
to be delightful people from Southern Victoria. 

The week opened with Pontifical High Mass on the 
Sunday morning in St. P atrick's Cathedral. All the 
delegates attended (200 odd of them), and as a com
pliment to them the Catholic Action Groups from here 
attended in uniform too. After the Mass a procession 
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took place in which the fruits of the earth were offered 
to God. The day was spent at Downlands, as indeed 
were all the days, and in the afternoon there was a 
basket picnic at which all the local people, and country 
folk from the district, attended. It was a very friendly 
get together, and the seeds of many friendships were 
sown. On Sunday night the .. M .S.C. fathers ran a pic
ture show at Downlands. On Monday the delegates 
visited the Bishop"s house, and later entered upon a 
one-day Retreat. The other days and nights of the 
week were devoted to lectures by priests and members, 
and to discussions about the difficulties of organising 
Rural Groups, etc. Most of the delegates were from 
Victoria, but there were a number from New Zea la nd 
and South Africa. According to those to whom we 
spoke, the best lecture was that given by Father Leo 
Hayes, of Crow·s Nest, on the History of the Darling 
Downs. On Thursday night a social was held at Down
lands, which was attended by various Youth Groups 
of Toowoomba. On Friday the delegates separated, 
and one crowd went to Brisbane for the day, while 

another bus-load went for a tour of the wheat fields . . 
They all assembled at Downlands on Sunday morning 
for 6.30 a .m. Mass, after which they left in their "Land · 
Liners" for the long drive home. Their visit stimu
la ted interest in the National Catholic Rural Movement, 
and it is to be hoped that the Queensland districts will · 
be able to build up as good a movement as that de
veloped in the South. Certainly our visitors were full · 
of enthusiasm for their work. 

Tha t, Bernadette, is all the help I can giv~. By the 
way, I suppose you have some idea of the aims of this 
movement. They are, I think, to stimulate faith ; to . 
encourage others and lead them to God by example 
and help; to do all possible to foster a "back to the 
land" spirit, to provide help to those who want to go on 
the land ; to encourage larger families among the country 
people, and to keep those who are on the land on it. 

It is very late now, and I really must tear myself 
away . Good-bye. Fondest love from 

CELE. 

Patrick James Galligan 
" Death is only life fulfilled , 
Repose in God, and peace for evermore," 

wrote Queensland-born poet Pat Galligan, not 
long before his own death , which occurred in 
a great air raid on Hamburg in 1943. Born in 
1921 , he was only nineteen when he enlisted . 
and twenty-one when he was killed. But even 
though he was so young, he has given us food 
for thought about one more poet who now can 
only be a "might have might! " 

James. Devaney says of him in his Introduc
tion to a collection of Pat Galligan's poems: 
"This small harvest of his war-crowded youth 
is more than a mere memoir of him. He has 
reached only the entrance to the Realms of 
Gold, and his work is necessarily immature, but 
it may stand on its own merits. " Reading the 
poems in "To those who Survive," one cannot 
but agree with James Devaney. There are pas
sages in these poems which give one a glimpse 
into the poet soul of this young Queenslander. 
Surely this is the same stuff from whence great 
poetry springs: 

" There the slender ringbarked gums 
Lift silver lightnings in the opal sky." 

Of course, no one can claim, or would at
tempt to claim, this young man a great poet or 
an outstanding one; but as he so obviously 
showed unusual promise, I think it is only 
fair that he should be mentioned, by Queens
landers at least , among those whose deaths 
have been a loss to the literary world in Aus
tralia . 

In his poem " For Australia ." Pat Galligan 
imitates quite advantageously the spirit of 
Rupert Brooke's sonnet "The Soldier." He 
expands on the idea expressed by Rupert 
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Brooke, and the result is more effective than 
one might expect. When speaking of leaving 
Australia, whom he refers to as: 

" Old like an ancient eucalypt 
Whose life is in its bark, 
Its centre dead with age," 

he says : 
" /' ll take a fragment of the land, 
A living though unworthy part- myself." 

Also in his poem, he expresses much of an 
attitude towards Australia as is expressed by 
Dorothea McKellar in her poem, "My Coun
try." It is the attitude, I think, of all Aus
tralians towards their native land. 
" Her beauty eats into my brain-

The only beauty I have ever seen: 
No cold and snowy beauty, few soft lines, 
But hard and hot and spacious, bright and · 

rugged 
With splendours that no other land could · 

know 
But only she, the Lady of the sunlight 

Goldi" 

Patrick Galligan died, with many other 
young Australians, during this war, but he had 
previously written, and we feel sure was voic
ing the feelings of all his brave companions, 
these words : 
" I'll not regret to die, if God is there, 
And dying will mean peace and justice here." 

We can be sure that they all found that 
God was " there," but we can only hope and 
pray that their valour will be fully justified by 
our efforts towards the establishment of "peace 
and Justice here! " 

Bernadette O 'Brien, 



Apologia Pro Deo 
No God? And yet the primroses I see 
Moon-yellow by a creek-bank in the morn. 
Whose palette, then, the sunset clouds might 

be, 
Like a giant galah's grey wing and rose wind

borne? 
Who when day 's fire has burned, leaves night's 

black coal 
And myriad sparkling embers in its dust? 
Who first gave life and made a human soul? 
Who gives us peace and reason, love and 

trust? 
Ah, yes, when thoughts are deepest before 

sleep, 
I know that Someone turns my heart to Him . 
Some kind reproaching Face would have me 

weep 
Tears many as the primrose dews for sin 
That made a sweat of blood from God to fl.ow: 
If mind told not, my heart would tell me so. 

- PATRICK GALLIGAN. 

My Home Town 

During the week ending 27th April , 1946, 
'St. George, Queensland, celebrated the Cen
ten8:ry o.f ,its foundation with great gaiety. 

Just one hundred years ago, the great ex
plorer, Major Sir Thomas Mitchell , camped on 
the banks of the Balonne River, near the pre
.sent site of St. George. Mitchell wrote of the 
river: "The breadth was uniform, and the vast 
body of water was a most cheery sight. The 
banks were one hundred and twenty yards 
wide, and the course in general was very 
straight. " A natural bridge of rocks , used at 
the present day, was first used by this great 
explorer. This bridge is now referred to as 
the "Rocky Crossmg.' ' 

The meaning of the wcrd "Balonne '.' is ob
scure, but Mitchell , when he named it, be 
lieved that "Balonne" was the native name for 
the district. 

St. George today, with a population of 
twelve hundred town dwellers, and thirty-eight 
hundred in the Balonne Shire, remains the 
largest town in Queensland away from the rail
w~y, t~e nearelst railhead being forty-eight 
miles distant. Two Service Cars run from St. 
George to Thallon railway station five times 
·::: · week. 

In 1846, when Mitchell camped ne'!r the pre-

sent site of St. George, a portion of the dis
trict was already sparsely settled, as a few of 
the adventurous pioneers from the Hawkesbury 
and other districts had pushed northwards 
across the Liverpool Plains in search of fresh 
grazing lands. . 

Printing works operate in the town , and for 
many years the St. George newspaper, origi
nally named "The St. George Standard," and 
to-day named "The Balonne Beacon," has pro
vided the town and district with reports and 
happenings of the Balonne District. This paper 
if. one of the oldest country papers in Queens
land. In the early days there were no lino
types as we know today, and the newspapers 
had to be hand-set- a long and tedious job. 

A ninety- two-year-old resident of the dis
trict is a very interesting character, as he in 
his early days in New South Wales was a 
blacksmith , and he tells the story of how one 
morning early, some men called at his forge 
to have their horses shod, and how later he 
found out his early visitors to be the notorious 
bushranger. Ned Kelly , and his gang. 

Father McCormack. the Parish Priest of St. 
George, is a great townsman, and a social as 
well as a religious force in our midst. He is 
a real bushman and a lover of sport. One of 
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the great features of St. George's sporting 
world is the Sheep Dog Trials. These are 
organised by Father McCormack, and their 
fame has so spread that they now draw en
thusiastic patrons from New South Wales, as 
well as Queensland. These Trials now bear 
the title of "South-West Championship." 

I hope this little article will help other Aus
tralians to understand something of the joy 

and pride we of the out West in Queensland ~ 
take in our historic home town- St. George. 

And thus with glimpses of home and rest 
Are the long, long journeys done; 

And thus 'tis a thankless life at best, 
Is Distance fought in the mighty West! 

And the lonely battle won. 

ANNE KIRBY. 

The Coming of Spring 

It is the dawn of the fl.rst day of Spring, and 
all the little green shoots are peeping from 
their stems. 

Th <:> sun appears over the top of a mountain 
and is casting dazzling rays over the entire 
countryside, making the whole scene radiant. 

Out in the bush the deciduous trees have 
replenished their supply of leaves and stand 
swaying in the soft breeze. 

Here and there some tiny children are pick
ing the new green gum-tips. " Ah! " cries one 
of them, bending down, "here is the fl.rst flower 
of Spring." and there, smiling up at them from 
the grass, was one little violet , the prettiest and 
shyest flower of all. 

High up in the branches of the gums the 
birds seem to be singing. " Hurrah, Hurrah, the 
Spring has come, the Spring has come," and 
faintly from the caves and gullies the echoes 
come back, "Has come, come." 

Everything seems alive! Out of their win
ter hiding-places come the squirrels and the 

possums, rubbing their sleepy eyes and yawn- · 
ing. 

On the grass and the trees the dew is spark
ling, and as the sun shines down on it, it looks . 
like little pearls. 

" Still in the dying darkness, still in the forest 
dim, 

The pearly dew of the dawning clung to each 
giant limb ." 

Over on the hill there is a farm surrounded 
by an orchard, in which the springtime fruit 
trees are putting out their blossoms- bright, 
gay dresses. in which to greet the Spring. 

Then lest even now some of Spring's children 
may still be loitering, heavy with their winter · 
sleep, sweet voices arise in singing: 

Wake up, buttercups and daisies , 
Wake up, violets dear, 
See the grass is peeping, peeping, 
See the Spring is here. 

JILL WEBB. 

A Bush Race Meeting 

People have said and will continue to say, 
"Why, it's just a small country town where 
nothing ever happens!" But this is not always 
true, especially at race time. 

The races are the main attraction in Isisford, 
which is a small country town situated on the 
Barcoo River, in Central Queensland. 

Isisford is a well-laid-out little town where 
everybody knows everybody, and where every
body's troubles are everybody's , just as it al
ways is in small country towns. Like every 
other small Queensland town, it has its " Seat 
of Knowledge," which is a seat usually out
side the barber 's shop, where the men sit and 
talk. 
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It is perhai;is here that the coming event, the · 
races. is mqst discussed by the men. You may 
hear, " I hear Smith has a nice little fl.Uy in the 
paddocks for the May meeting," and similar 
remarks. 

For weeks before the men train their horses, 
racing and timing them each day. They are · 
usually placed in special paddocks for the 
races so that they may race well on the day of 
the great event. 

But we must not leave the women out. They, 
too, for weeks before discuss the coming event, 
but to them it has a totally different attraction. 
In most cases it is a wonderful chance of · 
appearing in their latest outfl.t. These may not . 

• 



all be exactly " Paris Models. " but all I can 
assure you are quite the latest fashion. . 

Weeks before the three hotels are booked 
out, but many people stay with friends in the 
town itself. 

Since the War began, the races are usually 
held on one day only, that of course being 
Saturday. On Friday afternoon, the people 
who have a long distance to travel begin to 
arrive, those who have not so far to come ar
riving Saturday morning. 

Saturday morning is a busy time for all. 
The men have to attend to the last-minute 
arrangements such as selling the horses for the 
day and giving the last-minute instructions to 
the jockeys. 

Meanwhile the women are busy. cutting 
sandwiches and preparing the food necessary 
for afternoon tea at the racecourse. 

About 1 o 'clock the cars which have been 
parked closely side by side on either side of 
the main street, St. Mary's Street (all the 
streets in lsisford being called ·after saints) , 
begin to leave town for the racecourse. 

Soon the course is crowded, people exchang
ing a cheery greeting and a nod to their neigh
bours, others looking at the horses or taking 
their places on the grandstand in readiness for 
the first race. 

Then all eyes are turned in the direction of 
the race track as the jockeys, the bright colours 

of their caps and jackets making a colourfuf 
scene, take their places at the barrier for the 
first race. 

"Thev're off!" People cran their necks to· 
watch the race. First one horse leads , then 
the next. The air is filled with cries of "Come 
en, Ladybird!" or whatever the horses' names 
may be. The crowd is tense! Only one more 
furlong! "They're coming round the bend!" 
and at last the winner! 

People rush to the tote to collect their money 
or to place a bet on the favourite for the next 
race. The "bookies" may be heard now as 
they shout out the starting price of the "fa
vourites" and "dead certs" in the coming race. 

And so the afternoon passes with disappoint
ments, success and excitement until the last 
race is over. The people then return to town, 
w here after tea the race Ball will be held. 

In the small but up-to-date Shire Hall at 9· 
o 'clock that night the trophies and cup are pre
sented by the president of the Race Club's 
wife , and the jockey who won the Cup is car
ried shoulder-high by the people. 

After the Ball those who have not far to go · 
return home, while those who have longer dis
tances to travel spend the night in Isisford and
return home next day. 

And so another bush race meeting passes. 

PATRICIA BEHAN. 

The Happy Warrior 

PATRICK HORE-RUTHVEN 

"THE YOUNG MEN" 

Come, join the deathless priesthood of our 
band, 

Renouncing all the dear things that you know; 
Forgo the peaceful tilling of your land, 

Leave sheep unshorn, 
Unbyred the kine, 
Unweaned the calves, 
Untrained the vine, 

Unhampered by the wheel the mill-race fl.ow; 
And in these ranks come proudly take your 

stand, 
For to the laughing gods the young men go . 

The Moloch of insatiate engines tend 
No more, lung-smutted dwellers of the town , 
Leave belts to scream alone that have no end, 

The implacable 
Serrated wheel, 

Unguided bits 
With fangs of steel, 

'Till no more fuel upon the fire is thrown. 
Lost man at last in man will find a friend , 
For to the laughing gods the young men go. 

Fram fields and towns and villages we come, 
Desert our loves for this new chastity, 
Leave home behind and call that shambles 

home, 
Where bursts the bomb, 
Where blood shall stream, 
Where reeks the gas, 
Where bullets scream. 

For this we were ordained. Love's beauties lie 
Along the strange ways that we at last shazr 

roam. 
True to our laughing gods we young men die. 
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Patrick Hore-Ruthven, son of Lord and Lady 
·Gowrie, was killed in Tripolitania in 1942, 
where he was operating in a Commando Unit. 
'The story of his last gallant stand was corro
'borated and supplemented by Italian prisoners. 
Being desperately wounded, he ordered his 
men to leave him and carried on the fight until 
'he fell exhausted by the wounds of which he 
·died later in hospital. 

The title of his collected verse is "The 
Happy Warrior, " and it typifies the questing 
spirit of the writer, who, surrounded by the 
horribleness of war, can see the utter futility 
.of a civilisation that has subordinated nature 
and the elements to its will, and now turns to 
·extinguish itself for the material standards of 
power and wealth. 

He questions: 

·" Would a million stars and the pale bold moon 
Headlong plunge in the trough of night? 
Convolvulus in the afternoon 

Wake, yawning, from a timeless swoon? 
Would scent of jasmine suddenly, soon, 
Assail in the morning light?" 

.And yet 

"'A thousand soldiers are lying dead 
(Splutter the gun and the bombers drone 
Deafeningly, drummingly, overhead); 
But a white moon rises, the sun sets red, 
The sea rolls restless about her bed, 
Man tramples his laws alone." 

The cause of the French to whom he was 
for a time attached "was one that appealed to 
his generous appreciation of bravery against 
.odds. This love of the underdog was one of 
.the most outstanding traits of his character." 

"Will not the land that rallied to a maid 
Respond again to this same quality 
Triumphantly in that avenging hour 
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When lilies of an older chivalry 
Charge to redeem a fallen Tricolour?" 

The Happy Warrior poems came to the Lit
erary C lub in 1945. During the war we had 
eagerly followed " digger" poets. We tracked 
up extracts from the Red Page of the Bulletin 
till we secured the published poems of authors 
like Tip Kelleher and other writers of verses 
about bombed and flea-bound dugouts. The 
writers' equanimity and cheer seemed more 
disturbed by lack of beer than a profusion of 
bugs. 

Patrick Hore-Ruthven's poems struck a 
different note: "They had a greater pre-occupa
tion with beauty, a deeper awareness of the 
spiritual responsibility of life." His poetry 
makes him the equal of Brooke and Grenfell. 
H e had struck above the mere material world. 
His hope and faith and sureness of a world 
beyond, which his mother feels , in comforting 
her. must comfort those "who are temporarily 
separated from those they love by what we call 
death ." She counsels: " Let us thank God for 
the years they were with us, for all the gaiety, 
happiness and companionship and love they 
gave us. These are the things nothing can 
take away. They are there to hold in our 
hearts and cherish all the days of our lives. Let 
us dwell on these things and not on the sadness 
of a temporary farewell." 

Our tribute to him and the other young men 
"who did not come back, " comes from the 
"valiant quenched vitality" of his own lines: 

" Oh, he died, 
Yes, he died, 
As other brave men died, 
But ,for valiant quenched vitality 
Deeds spring to immortality; 
A young man lingers lightly 
Where he died." 

ANNE STALEY. 



---- (orelo ContJenl, 11edlands, W.A. 
"Annus Mirabilis" 

1946! Truly a year of wonders! 

Four neighbouring planets-well, only a mat
ter of being a few million miles distant-all 
spying on our earth in unison . At first, we 
seemed threatened by the red and anqry god 
of War, but Saturn in close proximity may 
have lured him off by one of his Saturnalian 
acts, for both are now disappearing in the 
distant heavens; or was it the timely appear~ 
ance of the mighty Jupiter over the Eastern 
horizon , or even the gentle influence of the 
lovely Venus in the West. that caused this 
hasty retreat? 

Like the wise thrush 
H e sings each song thrice over 
Lest one should think he never could 

recapture 
That first fine careless rapture, 

the brilliant aurora of four Southern Skies 
dazzled beholders for three successive nights , 
reserving her most spectacular display for the 
last. 

No wonder the swift-footed Diana suffered 
herself to be eclipsed, begging the favour of 
her mother earth . 

Then we hear of the giant tidal waves in the 

placid Pacific, rising up and threatening peace
ful Island inhabitants. And in our desert, rain ·. 
fell until people began to think of Noah and 
his Ark, but despaired because there was no 
timber with which to build. In drought
stricken areas. too, flood waters rose above 
the house-tops, and marooned inhabitants were 
rescued by flying-boats! 

This seemed an opportune moment for 
"Cock-eyed Bob," the wind-fiend of North
Western regions, to break his bonds and make 
a dash for the South , carrying desolation and 
terro.r along his narrow trail. 

All these marvels men attribute to the maxi
mum sunspot era through which we are now 
passing. Can it be the same cause which urged 
us to discover a certain Spanish Benedictine 
Settlement hidden away in our bushland bring
ing us in touch with the art and culture of 
medieval ages? And why end here--? 

Maybe, too, the sunspot accounts for the 
great assembly of Illustrious Clergymen on our 
Wes tern shores celebrating the lOOth birthday 
of the Church in Western Australia. Most 
marvellous of all, the sight of a native-born 
Cardinal moving amongst us, winning the 
hearts of a ll beholdei:s!-and our Annus Mira
bilis is but half over~ 

/\ Youth Pageant 

The night of Wednesday, May 9th, was, I 
think, the most spectacular night that the people 
of Perth witnessed for a long time. 

Children from every Catholic college and 
convent, members from every youth movement 
and active society and sociality took part in 
this magnificent display of faith . 

Cardinal Gilroy and his suite were present, 
and we were privileged to hear a wonderful 
sermon from His Eminence. Seeing all this 
splendour and beauty as a magnificent expres
sion of faith, I, and many others to whom I 
spoke, felt renewed strength and encourage
ment . I am sure it must have had a similar 
effect on all present. 

In the centre of the floodlit oval, there had 
been erected a beautiful white altar which had 
the appearance of white marble under the 
strong lights. A dome was supported by two 
pillars in the front and on top of each was an 

angel holding up a white, round light. 
On each side of the guard of honour, which · 

consisted of college cadets, was a group which 
made up the figures 1846- 1946. Each child 
in these groups held a candle, and when the 
Hierarchy reached the altar, where Benediction 
was celebrated, the candles were lit and the 
floodlights turned off. 

We Loreto girls formed the figures 19 in 
the 1946 groups. We were told afterwards 
by our friends that it was a magnificent sight. 
With the help of an amplifying system, hymns . 
were sung by the forty thousand people pre
sent. 

This memorable evening closed with the 
ringing notes of "Faith of Our Fathers" ming
ling with the incense and rising to God as a 
final act of faith from His children of Western 
Australia. 

HELEN HENDERSON. 
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The Mission Exhibi tion 

During the recent Centenary Celebrations , 
:.a striking mission exhibition was held in the 
C::ithedral Hall. The exhibits were arranged 
to represent the five continents, and while a ll 
were of great interest. the Australian section 
·was naturally the most popular. This section 
·comprised aboriginal weapons, an infinite 
.source of amusement for numerous small boys. 
needlework by the native girls in our missions , 
which by the way is so expert that it is hard 
to believe it the handiwork of children, draw

.ings by aboriginal boys, examples of pearl
shell-carving , and a variety of other things of 
interest. 

New Guinea was represented by photo
graphs and posters prepared by the boys of 
Bindoon. 

On display from Java were examples of wood 
·carvings and samples of beaten silver work, 
.also some masks worn by the natives in their 
plays. Of particular ingenuity were the charts 
used by missionaries to help the simple-minded 
natives to understand the religious truths, for 
·example, the fact that God had no beginning 
and will last for eternity is represented by a 
-circle. 

Outstanding features of the Asiatic section 
·were a valuable Chinese tapestry worth £200, 
.the Chinese Madonna, which has recently been 

A Pilgrimage to 

Eight-thirty on the morning of April the 
·twenty-fifth saw the Senior school girls, wait
ing impatiently for the bus, which on such 
occasions never seems to arrive. At last , 
amidst exuberant exclamations . one of our 
typical U-buses came rumbling up the road, 
and. to our dismay, passed on, without even 
giving us a look. 

It returned, however, in due course, and, 
.since every girl is so anxious to make way for 
her fellow school companions, you can well 
imagine that within a few moments. the bus 
was packed to overflowing. 

With some of the Sisters accompanying us , 
we set off (in unusually high spirits for a pil
grimage) on our eighty-five mile journey to 
New Norcia. 

Amazingly enough. for most of the occu
papts, this pilgrimage was to be their first visit 
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approved by the Holy See after considerable 
controversv, paintings on silk, a picture made 
entirely of incredibly carved cork, chop-sticks, 
opium pipes. Chinese ladies ' boots, no more 
than three inches long, pottery and brass
work. 

The European section contained a very in
teresting exhibit indeed . This was the paten 
used at Mass by blessed Oliver Plunkett, the 
famous Irish missionary. There was also a 
primary relic of the Beatus and a cloth which 
had touched his head. Blessed Oliver, who 
was the last martyr to die for the faith in 
England, was an Irish Archbishop. 

The highlights of the American Section 
were the amazing works of the Oblate Fathers 
among the Esquimeaux. Their endeavours 
were illustrated by pictures and a model igloo, 
remarkable to me, because half a small C.B.C . 
boy was seen protruding from the entrance, 
while a small group of diminutive admirers 
stood ready to warn him of Father's approach. 

A mission poster competition between the 
Catholic schools was also on exhibition. Sena
tor Tangney and Mrs. Riordan, private secre
tary to the Acting Prime Minister, judged the 
entries, and awarded the first two places to 
competitors from Loreto Convent, Nedlands. 

JOAN HASSET. 

New Norcia 

to the intriguing little seat of knowledge. 
which had been carved out of a wilderness by 
Bishop Salvado, and his Benedictine Succes
sors. 

With the distribution of Immaculate Con
ception medals, a spirit of fervent piety was 
fostered by the recitation of Our Lady's Ro
sary, followed by the singing of favourite 
hymns. 

Soon, however, the "Boomerang Songsters" 
appeared, and the bus rocked to the rhythm of 
our vocal efforts. 

Then we reached the country, which looked 
very inviting, with small farms studded here 
and there, in an environment of beautiful green. 
The bush stretched on and on, and our eyes 
began to ache from staring. In about four 
hours we reached the settlement. 

A very touching incident occurred on the 



·road, a procession of Aboriginals following the 
dead body of a little black child from the set
tlement. 

Arriving at the Monastery, we were given a 
hearty welcome by His Lordship, Bishop Cata
lan, and his monks. We were graciously 
given leave to visit all the important buildings 
of " New Norcia ," but before we started on 

.our tour of inspection, we had a delightful lunch 
at the Hostel amid much joking and laughter. 

Then we set off to visit the native orphanage. 
It was very interesting, and we admired the 
children's praiseworthy handwork. and beau
tifully embroidered vestments. Here we en
joyed an impromptu conce!t given by the 
native girls, who, though very shy, were eager 
·to talk to us, and enjoy · a good laugh. 

Before we left we presented the Sisters in 
.change of them with gifts of children's cloth
ing and sweets. 

The Cathedral attracted us next , where be
bind the high Altar on the great organ, Don 
Moreno played for us some of his own com
positions. 

The decoration of the Cathedral attracted 
us . The designing was intricate and thor
·oughly Spanish. It contains the " Miraculous 
Picture" of Our Lady which saved the settle
ment in the early days from disastrous fire. 

Native 

Rain! What a discouraging sight this was 
to the children who were going to spend the 
day at New Norcia. "At least it could have 
been fine , just for once! " A few were heard to 
murmur, but rain or shine, I was determined 
to enjoy myself as much as possible, and not 
-be damped by a few drops of rain . 

Nothing eventful happened during our trip 
to the Mission, and it was not until we had 
nearly reached our destination, that someone 
excitedly interrupted our melodious singing 
with " I can see a spire! " Immediately the 
sounds ceased, and necks were craned out of 
-the windows to catch a first glimpse of this 
fairyl and of our dreams. 

To come out of miles of bush into a village 
of exquisite Spanish architectural beauty is 
really astounding . 

As we entered into the township, the driver 
blew the horn vigorously as some little native 
boys dawdled along with fishing tackle slung 
.across their shoulders. They turned, and with 
.amazing agili ty, sprang off the road. They 

On returning to the Monastery, we found 
ourselves restricted, as women are not per
mittted further than the reception room. How
ever, we were very cordially served afternoon 
tea, and partook of some of the New Norcia 
brew- soft drink. 

There was still one more building to inspect. 
This was the boys' college, St. lldephonsus. 
The building is very stately, and was built 
many years ago by the monks. 

Time had literally flown, and now, at four 
o'clock, we had, most unwillingly, to bid good
bye and off er many thanks, to our kind hosts 
and hostesses. 

Perhaps our return journey was not quite so 
boisterous as our previous one, since all were 
feeling the effects of an active and enjoyable 
day, but the pleasure of the memories obtained, 
enkindled by photographs, will last forever. 

The Settlement, with the magnificent work 
going on there, especially in regard to the native 
girls and boys, made an ineffaceable impression 
on us all , and although the long ride home to 
Perth found us tired-and some asleep-we 
would like to repeat that pilgrimage to our 
Spanish Settlement in the bush. 

Paradise 

IRIS DUDLEY. 
PADDY CURRAN. 

looked rather ruffled and eyed us indignantly 
as we passed. It was then that the driver 
pointed out a road-sign, which unlike the usual 
" Beware of Motorists, " reads " Beware of 
Pedestrians." 

The first person to make our acquaintance 
was Father Peter, a Benedictine Monk. who 
showed us the beautiful Cathedral, where lies 
the remains. of their heroic founder , Bishop 
Salvado. H e pointed out some treasured 
paintings done in the sixteenth century, among 
the most precious of which is a picture of Our 
Lady, which has an enchanting story attached 
to it. 

It happened that a native was angry with 
these missionaries for protecting his wife 
against the cruelties which he had inflicted 
upon her , and in revenge set fire to the crop of 
wheat . The fire spread quickly endangering 
the settlement, but Bishop Salvado taking a 
picture of the Blessed Virgin, placed it between 
the fire and the village, he then said that if the 
mission was to be burnt the picture would burn 
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first. Immediately the wind changed its direc
tion and the fire blew the opposite way. You 
may think this just a coincidence, but every
one else feels that Our Lady's Blue Mantle 
was guarding the settlement and its band of 
stalwart missionaries. · 

In the cathedral is a pipe organ, which was 
brought out in pieces from Germany. It is here 
that the famous Don Moreno lives, whose music 
is sung wherever sacred music is known. He 
played Gounod 's "Ave Maria," and one of his 
own compositions, with so much reverence and 
tenderness as to impress each one of us with 
unforgettable memories of New Norcia. 

The boys' college, St. Ildephonsus. and the 
girls ' college, St. Gertrude 's, are magnificent 

• 

buildings with the Marist Brothers and St.
Joseph Sisters in charge. 

The native orphanages are kept by the 
Benedictine Monks and Nuns. We saw some 
beautiful hand-made vestments done by the -
native girls. They. certainly were true works 
of art. 

This mission station is entirely independent, 
even as to the electricity, which is turned off 
at the main switch every night by the Lord 
Abbott- Dr. Catalan-himself. 

We a ll went home tired but happy, promis
ing to return some day. And that is one prom
ise that I shall certainly keep if it is in my 
power. 

MABEL SHEPHERD. 

The Storm on Good Friday 
One of the worst hail storms ever experi

enced in the history of Western Australia, 
occurred on Good Friday of this year. 

The sun was obscured from the view of Perth 
dwellers by dark menacing clouds, which hung 
low over the city, as an ominous warning of 
the storm which was fast brewing. 

Towards noon, vivid fl ashes of lightning 
illuminated the sky. This was accompanied 
by great peals of thunder , which seemed to 
dispel forever the tense silence of the waiting 
world. 

The scene was strangely reminiscent of the 
greatest drama in humanity's history, the "Cru
cifixion of Christ on C:ilvary," when the earth 
shook. the sun was darkened, and the sky was 
rent with piercing flashes of lightning. 

Gradually the thunder and lightning abated, 
and there was a sudden noticeable change in 
the atmosphere. It became very cold. People 
who had been following , from shelter, the 
course of the storm, were astonish~d at a great 
clattering on the roofs of their homes. The 
worst hail storm this state had known, had 
commenced. 

The hail beat with fury against windows and · 
doors . Many residents were afraid of much 
damage being done to the exterior of their 
homes. 

Unfortunately, the spouting of many homes 
was unable to stand the force of the water that 
lodged in them, and in some cases , roofs were 
lifted completely off by the terrific gale which 
which was blowing. 

Gardens were buried, and trees were bent 
under the weight of the hail. The water 
streamed down the roads in swirling torrents. 

The storm blew itself out approximately half 
an hour later , and feable sunshine began to · 
flicker through the slowly dispersing clouds. 

It was a very impressive sight to see the sun 
sparkling down on the white clad roads, where 
the hail had formed into sheets of gleaming ice. 

In N edlands we got the full force of the 
storm, which was called a " Cock-eyed Bob." 
These storms are common in the Nor-west, but 
seldom come as far south as Perth. 

SHIRLEY BEESL Y . 

Winter 

Brrrrr-a cold draught of air whistled down 
my back, and I pulled the bed-clothes up over 
my ears. Opening one eye, I cautiously looked 
out from the folds of sheets and blankets, and 
gazed, bleary-eyed , at the dull grey sky. It 
was drizzling, and I could hear water running 
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down the drain pipe out-side my window.
Mother called, "Time to get up , dear!" What 
a thought! " Get up ," on a cold, miserable day 
like this! 

I crawled out of bed, hunched myself up in 
my dressing-gown, and padded out to get 
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washed . The water was icy cold, and my 
nose went red through rubbing it with the 
towel. Breakfast over, I seized my case, and 
pulling my hat over my eyes, splashed off 
through the rain and the puddles to school. 

The school room was dull and cold, grey 
skies presented themselves through the win
dows. My feet froze , and my hands froze, 

·so that my fingers could hardly hold the pen 
as my weary brain puzzled over Maths. 

School out , I packed my books and trudged 
home. Although the rain had ceased, the wind 
was still whipping the leaves round the corners 

. of the streets. Taking off my hat I shook my 
hair free, and felt the cold, icy cold fingers of 
the wind caress my face and whisk strands of · 

·hair across my eyes. 
On reaching home. I was met with the glow 

from a blazing fire in the hearth. Taking off 
my w <>: t shoes and stockings , I toasted my feet 
before the crackling fl ames, w hile I sipped hot 
cocoa-Oh, joy! 

The fire was almost out, only a few glowing 
coals remained, the strains of a Chopin waltz 
floated from the wireless, and the clock on the 
mantle-piece struck ten-thirty, the cat stirred 
himself on the hearth. Very sleepily I picked 
myself up and saying sleepy goodnights, went 
to bed. · 

I heard the soft patter of rain on the window
pane as I switched out the light, and scrambled 
in between the sheets. 

Between the cracks of the curtains, I saw the 
moon slip from behind a cloud and give me a 
watery goodnight wink. 

- ANNE HOLMES. 

A Dance 
· The girls of Form III , had decided to try 

: and raise some money for the missions, so we 
. all racked our brains in order to think of some 
·means of doing so. At last a bright person 
· thought of having a dance. This suggestion 
was received with enthusiasm, and after the 
necessary permission had been obtained, we 

·began to make arrangements for the coming 
. event. 

Each girl in the class brought some small 
prize. A few days before, we made sweets and 

·sold them to help the funds . We also brought 
· cakes, sandwiches, and drinks, to help with the 
. supper. 

On the afternoon of the dance, after school. 
we got together and moved the desks for the 
dancing. We were so excited for we were 
responsible for the success of the evening. 

There was a good attendance of both chil
dren and parents. We counted everyone as 
they came in, and ran away every now and 
then, to count the money we had made . 

There were some very good costumes, and 
it was quite difficult to choose the best one . .. Jt 
was a great success, much to the joy of us all. 

- R. JOHNSTON . 

Seeing Anne Off 
It has always been my ambition to see over a 

' big liner, and my opportunity came last week. 
One of my school friends , Anne Lancaster, 
sailed for England on the S.S . Rangatata, and 
I was fortunate enough to be among those to 

·go and farewell her. 

It was a very wet day, and at three o'clock 
we were to leave school to go to the boat. I 
was going in a car with other girl friends . 
We came out of school and went direct to 
Fremantle. The ship was to leave at four 

· o 'clock th::it day. We arrived there shortly 
after we left school. On the deck of the ship 

· we saw Anne's sister, who told us to come up 
•On to the deck. Just inside the barrier we met 

Anne. She told us that the boat was not going 
till six o'clock the next morning. 

We saw all over the ship, which was a great 
experience. On the first deck there was a 
man selling sweets. We all bought some and 
gave them to Anne to eat on her trip. The top 
deck was very windy, but it was fun being 
blown around. 

We went through all sorts of corridors, and 
were nearly lost quite often. 

Anne was in a compartment with her mother, 
two sisters and three other people. It was a 
lovely ship! It had a very nice dining-room. 
Soon it was time to go. We all said good-bye 
to Anne and promised to write soon. 

- DIANE McKEIRNAN. 
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Dogs 
Poor Mother. We all pity her, she is so 

terribly afraid of dogs . And I suppose, be
cause of this , all the dogs in N edlands gather 
to have a daily meeting in our quadrangle. As 
soon as she walks out of the luncheon, they 
rush to meet her . She cries , "Take them away 
quicklv, they are dirty !" 

Shirley Costello brought he.r dog , Tiger, to 
school one morning . and as usual. the other 
dogs . including little David Pelandri 's " Whitie" 
were there. We were a ll in the cloak room 
changing our shoes, and doing other small 
things before school , when there was an un-· 
earthly yell. Rushing out to see what the noise 
was, we saw tha t. T iger and two other members 
of our menagerie were fighti ng David's little 
dog. 

Shirlev rushed out screaming "Tiger! " 
"Tiger! " and crying because she thought he 
might get hurt. 

Mother rushed to the top of the stairs, tell
ing Shirley to stop crying. The sobs became 
muffled. A brave person rushed forward with 
a broom, and soon the dogs stopped fighting . 

Poor little "Whitie" was taken home by one 
of the older girls. Mother then ventured half 
way down. the stairs with another broom, shoo
ing the doi:i-s away, and descending . as they 
retreated. That was the end of any fun that 
might have been on other mornings. because 
the dogs got such a fright , they never returned. 

But " Dusty. " we must not forget him. He is 
the school's mascot, and the convent's watch
do!i. He is never allowed to associate with the 
other dogs . except from behind a gate. Some
times , David 's pup comes up to talk with him , 
but he is more interested in chasing the cat. 

- PEGGY VIVIAN . 

Selections from Grade 11. 
GO ING TO SCHOOL 

I like Loreto Convent. It is very nice and 
it is in Webster Street. I walk about a mile 
to school. I could catch the school bus, but I 
am a bit too late or a bit too early for it. I 
never play coming to school. and I never walk 
on the road because I will get run over. 

- MARGARET LEARNEY. 

ER ICA 
I go to Loreto Convent. We wear grey 

tunics . My brother goes to Loreto Convent 
too. I am in grade two. I am eight years old. 
I am the oldest child in the family. Ian is the 
littlest in the family. 

- ERICA KELLY. 

THE FAIRIES 
I love the little fa iries, 
That roam around the sky, 
Who sing the sweetest songs to me 
As they go flutterin g by. 
I wish I were a fair y, 
For I'd love to play with them, 

Among the yellow daffodils 
Down in the fairy glen. 

-NOREEN SULLIVAN . 
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WHEN I GROW UP 
When I grow up I would like to be a priest, 

and say Mass. I would say my first Mass in 
white, and say Mass for the dying people. I 
would like to christen babies, and I might be a 
Bishop one of these days. 

-MICHAEL QUINLAN. 

BOATS 
I am going to Melbourne in a boat in the 

holidays to see my brother Kevin. We were 
going to go at Xmas time, but I was sick and · 
we could not go, so Mummy said that we could . 
go in the long holiadys. 

- ELIZABETH FOLEY. 

MY W ISH 
The fairies only come out at night, 
When the moon is big and the stars are bright: 
o· how I wish I could see them play 
D own by the glen on a warm spring day. 
But in the day they hide within the flowers, 
Near the pond where trees make lovely bowers · 
o· how I wish that I could see, 
The fairies , but it's not to be. 

- RHONA DUNNE. 



DUSTY 
Dusty is a little pup. H e is kept in the laun

dry yard. He has floppy ears and he is ginger. 
The ·nuns own Dusty. Sometimes we take him 
for a walk and he likes that . 

- SANDRA McKEON. 

SUNSET 
A s the sun is setting in the west, 
The heat of the day dies down. 
This is the time the birds fl,y to rest, 
And cool evening spreads her gown. 
Then fade the blues and the pinks of the sky. 
And all is quiet and still; 
For the cool night is nigh, 
And rushes rustle near the turninFf mill. 
The frogs begin to croak within the marsh, 
And the crickets cheerily sing. 
The dingoes' howl sounds loud and harsh, 
But still is every thing. 

- GAEL DOUGLAS. 

• 

A W ISH 

I'd love to be a sailor, 
And join the lusty band 
Of sailors on a M erchant ship 
And sail the great world round. 
To visit many countries, 
To sail on every sea, 
To come home rich with treasure, 
Would be the life for me. 
To sail in any weather, 
In su nshine or in storm, 
To watch the black clouds gather, 
Or see a rosl/ dawn . 
Over the wide blue waters, 
O ver the rolling sea 
Onward, ever onward, would be 
The life for me. 

- JUDITH PEPLOE. 

Rottnest Island 

Twelve miles off the coast of Western Aus
tralia , lies a small island bearing the name of 
Rottnest. In the early years of exploration, a 
group of Dutch explorers landed on Rottnest , 
and were amazed at the number of wallabies 
that inhabited the place. They thought these 
were giant rats, and called the island, Ratten 
Island- nest of rats- hence Rottnest . 

During the summer "The Emerald," a com
fortable boat with an upper and lower deck, 
crosses from the main-land to the island three 
times weekly. The majority of the holiday
makers travel by this boat , but a plane also 
crosses twice daily . 

There are no residen ts on the island except 
the tradesmen and several members of the 
Board of Control. The Board of Control con
sists of a group of men who let the bungalows 
and cottages, arrange sight-seeing trips and 
are responsible for the general provisions for 
tourists. 

Pleasure reigns supreme on Rottnest from 
the minute you arrive, till the minute you leave. 
For the bathers there is the " basin." This is 
a crystal clear pool surrounded by hidden reefs 
and rocks , thus forming a patch of pure sea 
water, but free from sha rks and other danger
ous marine animals . 

Then for the people who prefer to go sight-

seeing , there are excellent asphalt paths lead
ing to the distant scenic spots . A very inter
esting walk is out past the hostel to the ceme
terv . There are several graves, but they are 
all , very old. One grave of a baby girl-7 · 
weeks old-is dated around 1840. After leav
ing the cemetery, a winding path leads to the · 
summit of Look-out Hill. Here is situated a 
pagoda covering a huge compass set into a 
column of s tone. On each side of the column 
is a iron plate inscribed with the history of the 
island. 

From this point you get an extensive view of 
the centre of the island , w here, in the season, 
flowers the " Rottnest D aisy ," making a carpet 
of blue. Hills run around the coast, while in 
the island lie the Salt Lakes . These are 
authentically credited with curative properties. 
and are popular swimming places if for no· 
other reason than because of their remarkable 
bouyancy. 

Also from this point you can obtain a beau
tiful view of the sunset. The final rays of the 
lingering sun are captured by the lakes and 
held imprisoned in a mirror of pale pink, having 
all the appearance of rippled silk. 

The main settlemen t of the island fringes 
Thompson's Bay, where many launches and 
yachts anchor on holidays or leisure days. 
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Rottnest was a penal Settlement and most of 
:t he buildings are convict built . 

The island is a fisherman 's paradise. Cray
'fish make their home in the outlying reefs and 
.can be caught with pots. These add a special 
·delight to the holiday menu. Grea t quanti
ties of fish can be caught in the many bays and 

. Pools surrounding the land. 

When the wind lashes the sea into a fury, 
boisterous sea-scapes add to the attraction of 
the island. When summer suns beat on the 
mainland causing humid days and breathless 
nights , Rottnest in its setting in the seas, is 
cool, for every breeze blows across the cooling 
wa ters . 

- ELAINE COSTELLO. 

Whither Are We Drifting? 

The way by which the earth is going to 
·come to an end no man alive really knows, but 
many scientists and great thinkers tell us some 
possible ways by which it might end. 

Perhaps it, and we on it, shall all die of ex
·treme cold; this is thought possible because 
-other planets have been destroyed thus, and 
what is more, the earth is said to be gradually 
cooling. 

We also might, on Earth, die from intense 
heat for if the sun was to become many times 
larger, it would increase in heat. It is known 
that to one of the stars this has happened, and 
if there were any people on the planets sur
rounding it, in two days they would have been 
destroyed by fire. 

Then again thirst is another possibility. It 
·is said that on the planet Mars, all the water is 
gradually drying up, and we hope that if there 
are any sensible people living on it, they will 
be storing and saving up every single drop that 
they can. 

If again the head of a comet, which we some
times see appearing in the sky; should come in 
contact with earth, we and the earth with us 
w ould all be destroyed. It is said that there 

Barbara Allsopp 
Gabriel Antoine 
Sandra Baird 
Maxine Beardman 
Pamela Beasley 
Shirley Beesley 
J'acqueline Biddies 
Edith Buck 

Roll Call, 
Johanna Champ 
Diana Chatel 
Perpetua Clancy 
Mary Colbert 
Virginia Colbert 
Chall is Connell 
Dorothea Connor 
Betty Connor 

are many comets, in the universe , and they all 
return to the Sun. Every seventy-five years 
we see a comet, seen first by Halley. 

We also could be destroyed if we came in 
contact with a star. Arcturus is actually mak
ing for the earth at a rate which will bring 
disaster to it in a few million years- if it is still 
in existence. 

Scientists, however, would be able to tell us 
the exact day, minute and second when it 
would hit the earth, and the exact spot. Then 
we would see all its inhabitants flying to the 
Antipodes, and men would flock to the churches 
to pray to God. In the words of Scripture, 
will be seen "Men withering away with fear 
and expectation of what shall come upon the 
whole world. For the powers of heaven shall 
be moved" and again in the words of Revela
tion : "And I saw a new heaven and a new 
E arth. For the first heaven and the first earth 
have passed away and the sea is no more ... " 
"And night shall be no more and they shall not 
need 'the light of a lamp, nor the light of the 
Sun, for the Lord God shall enlighten them 
and they shall reign for ever and ever." 

1946 

- DOR01THY CONNOR. 

Frances Cumins 
Patricia Curran 
Dallas Deary 
Catherine Deykin 
Judith Dobson 
Mollie Dolan 
Gael Douglas 

Ann Burchett 
Julia Burke 

St. Barbe Peta Connor 
Ann Cooper 

Iris Dudley 
Patricia Dudley 
Betty Dudley 
Judith Dudley 
Marian Dudley 
Helen Dudley 
Ann Dudley 

Frances Burke 
Judith Brown 
Monica Byrne 
Geraldene Carrington 
Frances Carroll 
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LEAVING AND SUB LEAVING CLASS, 1946. 
LORETO, NEDLANDS. 

Pat Gavan Duffy Helen H enderson . 
Pat Dudley, Joan Hassett, Margaret Malloch. 
Iris Dudley (Head of School) . 
Margaret Mahon, Paddy Curran . 

(Absent) Molly Dolan. 

. PUPILS OF PAST PUPILS, LORETO CONVENT, NEDLANDS. 

JUNIOR CLASS, 1946-LORETO, NEDLANDS. 
Back Row: Elaine Costello, Gwen O 'S<1ll1van 

H olmes, P am Beasley. Auriol P enrose, 
b~ ra Hunc, Frances Cumming . 

2nd Row: Ann Synnot, Ba rbara Allsopp, 
J oyce. 

Anne 
Bar· 

Una 

Front Row : Stephanie Stokes, M a ureen O 'Sullivan , 
Dorothy Johnson . 

PUPILS OF PAST PUPILS, LORETO CONVENT, NEDLANDS 

(For Names sec Nedlands Convent Section) 



Patricia Gavan Duffy 
Meredyth Dunne 
Rhona Dunne 
Jeanette Dunphy 
Patricia Dunphy 
Geraldene Dunphy 
Sandra Duthie 
Mary Dwyer 
Kathleen Dwyer 
Zelma Everett 
Joan Ferguson 
Fay Ferguson 
Anne Ferguson 
Elizabeth Foley 
Norma Forrest 
Charlene Fudger 
Angela Grrffiths 
Valerie Guthrie 
Penelope Hanrahan 
Judith Hanrahan 
Joan Hassett 
Pauline Hay 
Jennifer Healy 
Dale Healy 
Helen Henderson 
Anne Holmes 
Judith Holmes 
Christine Howson 
Patricia Hudson 
Valerie Hughes 
Noel Humphries 
Barbara Hunt 
J'udi th Jeffrey 
Jennifer Jeffrey 
Janice Jeffrey 
Valerie Johnson 
Rosemary Johnson 
Erica Johnson 
Dorothy Johnston 
Veronica Joyce 
Loretta Keast 
Wendy Keast 
Erica Kelly 
Marlene Keogh 
Veronica Keogh 
Norma Keogh 
Michelle King 

LORETO 

Margaret Leaney 
Joy Lightly · 
Shirley Lynch 
Margaret Mahon 
Winifred Mahon 
June Malloch 
Margaret Malloch 
Patricia Malloch 
Sally Malloch 
Patricia McCarter 
Sheila McCarthy 
Evelyn McDonald 
Margaret McDonald 
Joanne McDonnell 
Janet McGregor 
Nano McKeown 
Sandra McKeown 
Diane McKernan 
Genevieve McKernan 
Mary McMullen 
Sandra McNab 
Garry McNab 
Patsy Miller 
Robin Miller 
Julie Miller 
Pamela Nash 
Mary O 'Hara 
Loretta O 'Neill 
Gwen O 'Sullivan 
Maureen O'Sullivan 
Kerry O 'Sullivan 
Deidre Patterson 
Auria! Penrose 
Judith Peploe 
Rosemary Powell 
Judith Ann Quin 
Sally Rich 
Wendy Rollings 
Marie Rowden 
Janet Rowden 
Roberta Ryan 
Sally Ryan 
Beverley Sexton 
Delys Sexton 
Lynette Shaw 
Mabel Shepherd 
Valerie Shields 

Dawn Shields 
Joan Sly 
Astrid Spargo 
Jacqueline Stewart 
Stephanie Stokes 
Noreen Sullivan 
Ann Synnott 
Mary Tolboys 
Julianne Vincent 
P.eggy Vivian 
Margaret Wall work 
Gillian Williams 
Jennifer Yelverton 
. Wendy Y e1verton 

· BOYS. 
Leon Antoine 

. Adrian .Arbuckle 
Bill Brown 
Ian Brumpy 
Peter Clarke 
Dominic Colbert 
Graham Doyle 
Michael Dunn 
Jbhn Dvores'tky 
William Edeson 
Peter Ewers 
Richard Ferguson 
Roger Fountain 
Dennis Horgan 
John Horgan 
Terry Jeffrey 
Alfred Kalamund 
Ian Kelly 
Douglas Kent 
Michael King 
Michael O 'Donnell 
Rodney O'Neill 
David Palandri 
Frank Paton 
Richard Peploe 
Michael Quinlan 
Ian Rollings 
Francis Shapcott 
Kenneth S·ly 
Michael Stewart 
Michael W all work 
Ed"'<.ard While.Jy 

PUPILS OF PAST PUPILS-LORETO CONVENT, NEDLANDS. 
Back Row: Michael Quinlan (son of Dr. Dan Quinlan) , Margaret Wallwork (daughter of 

Margaret Mulcahy), Erica Kelly (daughter of Betty Cooper), Janet Rowden (daughter 
of Marian Friedman), Loretta Keast (daughter of Lyla Briggs), Leon Antoine (son of 
Marcel Antoine) . 

Second Row: Frances Burke (daughter of Adrian Burke), Sally Malloch (daughter of Lorna 
Davidson), Gabrielle Antoine (daughter of M . Antoine), Valerie Shields (daughter of 
Eva Eaton. 

Third Row: David Burke( son of A. Burke ), Denis Horgan (son 'of Leo Horgan), Michael 
Wallwork (son of M. Mulcahy), John Horgan (son of L. Horgan), Dominic Colbert 
(son of Eileen Byrne), Ian Kelly (son of Betty Coper . 

Fourth Row: Jennifer Healy (daughter of Sylvia Shaw) , P eta St. Barbe Connor (daughter 
of Dorothy McCarthy), Patsy Miller (daughter of Mary Durack), Wendy Keast (daughter 
of L. Briggs), Robin Miller (daughter of M. Durack) . 

Fifth Row: Virginia Colbert (daughter of E . Byrne ), Dale Healy (daughter of S. Shaw) , 
Perpetua Clancy (daughter of Betty Durack) , Julie Miller (daughter of M. Durack). 

PUPILS OF PAST PUPILS-LORETO CONVENT. N.EDLANDS. 
Back Row: Elaine Costello (daughter of J eanne Friedman), Helen Henderson (daughter. of 

Frances Dennehy) , Barbara Hunt ( daunghter of Eileen McMullen), Patricia Gavan 
Duffy (daughter of Bill G avan Duffy), Paddy Curran (daughter of Patricia Walsh) , 
Margaret and Paddy Mallcoh (daughters of L. Davidson), Valerie Hughes (duaghter of 
Dorothy Moran). 

Second Row: Julia Burke (daughter of A . Burke) , Marie Rowden (daughter of M . Friedman), 
Shirley Costello (daughter of J eanne Friedman) , M ary Colbert (daughter of Eileen 
Byrne) . 
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----St. mary's ~all, j)arkville, 19ic.----

A New Friend 

Someone asked me which of the eight modern 
-poets we study this year- some old friends , 
-others known only by one or two poems- has 
interested me most. I answered without hesi
tation : " Gerard Manley Hopkins" and I shall 
try to justify my choice by showing briefly 
just what qualities in Hopkin 's poetry draw 
me to study it more fully . 

A modern poet is expected to contribute 
something "new" to literature. Hopkins cer
-tainly fulfills this expectation, for not only did 
he invent intricate "sprung" and "contrapuntal" 
rhythms, but he was also unique in his revela
tion in poetry of a high and noble order of the 
tumult and struggle of hi~ soul-"Pitched past 
pifrh of grief. " and the sublime consolation of 
his vocation to the priesthood which enabled 
him to fly-

" With a fl-ing of the heart to the heart of the 
Host." 

All through his poetry we find that the soul 
·of man can ·know no rest until it finds its peace 
in the Heart of Our Lord. In one of Hopkin's 
loveliest short poems, he compares man to a 
·caged skylark who-

,, .... beyond the remembering his free fells ; 
This is drudgery, day-labouring-out life's age." 

Just as the bird sings, at times, "the sweetest , 
:sweetest spells ," so too man sometimes finds 
pleasures on earth, but the feeling that this life 
and this flesh are irksome, like a cage shutting 
in the skylark, always comes back to haunt the 

.soul. Man's body, his "bone-house" will find 
relief only when it arises glorious at the Resur
rection of the Dead. 

" Man 's spirit will be fl-esh -bound when found 
at best. 

But uncumbered: meadow-down is not dis
tressed 

For a rainbow footing it nor he for his bones 
risen ." 

There is only one long poem to be found 
among Hopkin's collected works , and this is 
perhaps his greatest exposition of the story of 
his vocation, and of his philosophy. !he 
Wreck of the Deutschland" was written to 
-commemorate the drowning of five Franciscan 
nuns, exiled from Germany by the Falk Laws. 
But the incident was only an excuse for the 
poet to try to give to the world a share in his 
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exuberance because he had overcome his tem
ta tions and had found joy in consecrating his 
life to God. The poem was first written after 
seven years of silence following his entrance 
into the Society of Jesus. He was always 
inclined to be sensitive and highly-strung, so 
thete can be no doubt that his mind 
was extremely active during those seven years. 
The suggestion of his Superior that he should 
write the poem then was like letting a singing 
bird out of a cage, and gave the poet oppor
tunity to set free his repressed emotions, and 
to express what was dearest to him. The first 
part tells the story of his vocation- how he 
had to force his will-

" O ' at lightning and lashed rod" 

to co-operate with the grace which God was 
eff ering him. But he " did say yes." He said 
s:Jood-bye to earthly beauty and having sacri
ficed it, found that God gave it back to him. No 
longer need he close his eyes to the glory of 
earth and sky. These are God's message to 
him. He can now cry with delight-

" / kiss my hand 
To the stars, lovely-asunder 

Starlight, wafting Him out of it; and 
Glow, glory in thunder; 

Kiss my hand to the dappled-with-damson 
west:" 

A striking contrast may be made here be
tween Hopkins, who looked upon nature as 
being just one manifestation of the illimitable 
powers of its Creator, and a stairway for the 
soul to climb into His Arms, and Wordsworth 
who found complete satisfaction, and asked for 
nothing more than to contemplate nature as-

,, ... the nurse 
The guide and guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being." 

Hopkins concludes the first part of the poem 
by saying that our redemption springs from 
the Incarnation, but even so, divine love is 
bitter-sweet. One cannot follow God without 
taking up one's cross. Hopkins found that 
love-

" Beyond say.ing sweet, past telling of tongue 
Thou art lightning and love, I found it, a 

winter and warm 
Father and fondler of heart thou hast wrung." 



The second part tells the story of the wreck 
.and how the nuns , banished from their home-

,, Loathed for a love men knew in them." 

died gloriously as a result of their unshaken 
love. 

His terrific compression and hyphenated ad~ 
jectives make Hopkin's poetry difficult, but an 

-understanding of his revolutionary rhythms 
-does considerably help appreciation. His 

choice of words is, in parts , superb, yet a melo~ 
die line is rare in his poems because, unlike 
many other modern poets, he is not tryinH to 
disguise shallowness of feeling in beautifully 
worded lines- he , because of his subject, has 
fathomless depths of ideas and when the 
reader has persevered and discovered his mean~ 
ing, he is rewarded a hundredfold. 

-ELAINE WORCH. 
St. Mary's Halt 
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The I. B. V. M: Abroad 

THE INSTITUTE IN MAURITIUS 

Last year the centenary of the foundation of 
the Institute was celebrated, and in honour of 
the event, a very interesting booklet was pro
duced. A few facts about Mauritius will be 
of interest. The island itself is only thirty
eight miles by twelve , and sugar is the one 
industry, every possible inch of ground being 
devoted to the cultivation of the cane. There 
are five Houses of the Institute in the island. 
Some of the schools have hundreds of pupils . 
and the Nuns conduct both Secondary and 
Primary Schools. Boarding Schools as we 
know them in Australia are not necessary, as 
dista nces from one place to another are not 
great. At Curepipe is the Mother House of 
the Province, situated about 12,000 feet above 
sea level. Not far away is another House, 
Vacaos. Quatre Bonnes is about six miles away, 
and has a very big school. Then there is St. 
Pierre at Port Louis , the chief town and only 
port of the island. Loreto has hundreds of 
pupils of mixed races. In the island there is 
a congregation of native Nuns known as Filles 
de Marie. They teach the native children, too. 

Now let us have a look at the Centenary 
booklet. On the cover, below the crest of the 
Institute, are these words: 

Souvenir du Centenaire 
de 

L' lnstitut de la ~ienheureuse Vierge Marie 
a 

L 'lle Maurice 
1845-1945. 

It is dedicated to the pupils " d'hier, d 'aujourd
hui." 

The first section sketches the origin of the 
Institute, giving a very interesting account of 
Mary Ward and her work. Then is traced 
the foundation of the Institute in Ireland, and 
the great work of F ranees Ball. We are told 
here how the name " Loreto" was given to the 
Irish Branch of the Institute in honour of the 
H oly House of Nazareth transported to Loreto 
in Italy. We learn of the generosity of Mother 
M . Teresa Ball in answering the requests made 
to her by Prelates from foreign parts , as well 
as from those in Ireland. Thus she gave Nuns 
for India as early as 1841. This foundation 
encouraged the Bishop of Mauritius , Monseirr-
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neur Collier, to apply to her for nuns for Mau- · 
ritius. After asking him for a few days for · 
reflection, on the 23rd January, 1845, Mother · 
M . Teresa offered eight of her Nuns to the 
Bishop. Mother M. Austin Hearne was named 
the Superior of the little group, and Mother M . 
Hyacinth Leoney her assistant. 

The valiant band left Rathfarnham on 27th 
May, 1845. The last words of their Mother · 
a s she blessed them were: " Go my daughters , 
enkindle the whole world with the fire of His ·. 
love." 

The third section of the Booklet is full of 
interest, as it gives us the history of the In
stitute in Mauritius , from the struggles and · 
difficulties of the early years to the compara
tive p~ace and security of today. Fain would · 
we linger over these pages, but we can but 
ta ke a glance here and there. We note that 
it was on-Our Lady's Birthday that the Pioneer 
Nuns landed at Port Louis. Soon we find a 
flourishing Novitiate under the direction of · 
Mother M . Hyacinth, a postulant offering her
self as early as November, 1846. The vener
able Fo:indress lived to see her work develop · 
and grow stable, for it was not till 1891 that 
she went to her eternal reward. In the annals . 
of the Province the year 1892 is recorded on 
account of the terrible cyclone that ruined the · 
house at Port Louis. The Chapel and schools 
were destroyed. At Sion Hill, Curepipe, the · 
chapel roof collapsed just after the Superior 
had removed the Blessed Sacrament. Mother 
M. H yacinth succumbed not long after these · 
dreadful happenings. This section of the 
Booklet concludes with some interestinH state
ments showing the great progress made in 
God's work during the hundred years. One · 
consoling item mentioned is that from the 
Secondary and Primary Schools have come one 
hundred and six religious vocations, fifty of · 
w hom were for Loreto. Such things show the 
realisation of the words of Monseigneur Col
lier: " The Good God will never abandon . 
Loreto." 

The last section of this most delightful b ook
let is devoted to an account of the Centenary 
celebrations. They were held at Curepipe, 
at the Mother House. Thither on the 7th Sep
tember came Nuns and pupils from the other · 
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four Houses of the island. On the 8th Sep
tember, the Archbishop, Monseigneur Leen, 

-celebrated High Mass. The two Priests 
assisting him wt:re past pupils. Thirty
three other priests were present, t:igether 
with a large number of Filles de M arie, and 
Sisters of Notre D ame de Bon Secours . 
mostly past pupils. Many pupils and 
their parents, and friends of Loreto , filled the 

. Chapel. The sanctuary was exquisitely de
corated in arum lilies , which together with the 
white marble, the spotless linen and draperies , 
were symbolic of the immaculate purity of Her 
whose Feast it was. After the Gospel, Mon-

. seigneur Maret delivered a splendid address 
describing the transformation made in the 

. society of Mauritius by the Nuns whom Mon
seigneur Collier had brought from Ireland. 
After Mass the Archbishop read a message of 

. congratulation from His Holiness the Pope, the 
Holy Father imparting to each and all his 
paternal blessing. In the afternoon of that day 

· there was a happy reunion of past pupils. On 
· the 9th September there was a gathering of the 
dignitaries of the island, and the parents of 

·present pupils, presided over by His Grace, the 
Archbishop. 

A former pupil, brother to two of the Nuns, 
· read an address to His Grace retracing briefly 
the work of the Institute. Then Me Andre 

· Nairac, a famous barrister and once a pupil of 
Loreto, in a witty speech, recalled memories of 
his schooldays, showing how great was the 
debt that Mauritius owed Loreto. A splendid 

, concert followed, the artists being past pupils, 
now fathers and mothers of families , and their 
children, present pupils. The Hon. Eugene 
O'Connor, Colonial Secretary, sang " Arna-

. pola" and "Mother Machree." The last item 
of the entertainment was a beautiful represen
tation of the Annunciation, to the accompani
ment of exquisite music , the composition of the 
Rev. Father Dusserele, S.Sp. The Police Band, 
playing the Marsellaise and God Save the 
King, brought the happy a fternoon to a close. 

These days of rejoicing were followed by a 
· spiritual feast , a Triduum of prayer, during 
which the Blessed Sacrament was exposed. 
The Chapel, still in its spotless splendour, was 
more than ever conducive to prayer. The 

.countless lilies recalled the souls of the chil
dren confided to the Institute, and ardent 
prayers for the preservation of these delicate 
flowers rose on High. At the closr: of the 
first day, a great friend of Loreto spoke on the 
.spiritual Maternity of the Blessed Virgin con
tinued in the Institute which bears Her Name. 
The children returned on the second day of 
the Triduum, and gathered with the Nuns 
before the Monstrance. The preacher on this 

day discoursed on the sweetness of the Bread 
of Life. The Centenary celebrations ended on 
the Feast of the Name of Mary. The Arch
bishop said the Mass, and the children sang. 
Then there followed a solemn Te D eum. Later 
in the day there was a Procession of the 
Blessed Sacrament through the grounds, Nuns 
and children joining in hymns to the Blessed 
Sacrament. On returning to the Chapel Our 
Lady's Magnificat gave expression to the deep 
gratitude that filled all hearts. Once again 
heads bowed to receive Our Lord's blessing. 
The Consecration of the Institute of the Blessed 
Virgin was the last song of love, and each 
went her way carrying as a viaticum in her 
·heart, the memory of these days of grace. 

The full text of the discourse of Monseig
neur Mamet is given in the booklet. We shall 
end this little sketch of the Mauritius Cen
tenary by quoting some of his words on the 
pioneer Nuns: "These holy Nuns came amongst 
us driven only by the love of Christianity. 
They came in our midst, exiling ·themselves to 
the ends of the earth. Only wa11ting, only 
pursuing, the greater Glory of God, the sal
vation of their neighbour, they trained the souls 
confided to them according to the purest and 
noblest Christian ideals. So when the hour 
sounded for these pioneers to go and receive 
their Divine reward, the difficult work of foun
dation being finished , they were able to depart 
in peace and joy. They could depart in peace; 
the torch that they had brought from so far 
would not be extinguished, it was already 
burning brightly and steadily in other and more 
numerous hands, in the hands of their former 
pupils, now their sisters in religion, their suc
cessors, their rivals. They could depart in 
joy; now in every wife and mother trained by 
them, they saw so many glowing hearths; a 
prophetic intuition in the future showed them 
all these hearths multiplying, drawing together 
to form one immense fire shedding over the 
whole colony the light of faith and the warmth 
of piety. Reverend Mothers and Sisters," so 
concludes Monseigneur Mamet. " On this Cen
tenary day of jubilee, through the Grace of 
God, you can be assured that the illustrious 
Institute to which you have the honour to be
long, has during the past hundred years de
served much from the Diocese of Port Louis 
and from the Island of Mauritius. All present 
offer you our pious congratulations together 
with our sincerest wishes. We call down upon 
you H eaven's choicest and most abundant 
blessings. May Divine Providence always keep 
and support you ; may Divine Providence deign 
to make your work as fruitful in the future as 
it has .~een in the past, as it is in tbe present. 
Amen. 
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MADRID 
A magnificent new Church dedicated to Our 

Lady of Good Counsel, was opened and for
mally blessed in February, 1945. This Church 
is described as being literally a labour of love 
of the architect , Don Luis Martinez Feduchy, 
who planned and supervised the ouilding of it. 
His work is not only a professional achieve
ment of a high order. but the generous gift of 
a Christian artist placing his talent at the ser
vice of the Faith, and doing homage to the 
virtues and fruitful activities of the Irish Nuns. 
The architecture of the edifice is said to be 
original by those qualified to judge. They hail 
as remarkable, big pointed arches all realised 

New Church, Loreto Convent, Madrid, Spain 

in brick and cement. There are no iron beams. 
A big round window, over the Altar (at the 
back), represents the Coronation of Our Lady 
in stained glass of great beauty; the figures 
therein are taken from paintings of Velasquez 
and El Greco. A window over the organ loft 
has the arms of the lnstitue of the Blessed Vir
gin Mary. Round windows on each side of the 
Church reproduce scripture figures , Rosa Mys
tica , The Phoenix, The Papal Arms, and 
others. The Altar is of dark green Carrara 
marble surmounted by a large gilt temple for 
the Monstrance. The walls are covered up 
to a certain height with polished cork, and the 

"Salva Regina" in letters of gold, runs all ' 
round the Church at the top of the cork. There 
are Cloisters all round the Church, with a 
vaulted roof, too, but much lower. Near the
Altar are two magnificent statues, the work 
of a sculptor priest, who was commanded by 
the Pope to devote himself to church art. The 
one on the Gospel side is the Sacred Heart 
of Christ the King. H e has a scroll in His 
left hand on which are written the words of 
Our Lord to Pilate. On the Epistle side is 
the Sacred Heart of Mary as Queen, bearing 
a sceptre in Her right hand. Both statues are 
of wood, gold from head to foot, except the 
faces and hands, which look like ivory. The · 
scroll and sceptre are silver. They are seven 
and a half feet high . 

The Papal Nuncio, Monsignor Cicognani, 
the Bishop, and Auxiliary Bishop of Madrid, 
honoured the Colegio by their presence at the 
inauguration ceremonies. The ceremonies 
lasted three days. The impressive ceremony 
of the blessing of the Church walls and Altar, 
was performed by the Bishop of Madrid-Al
cala. Pontifical High Mass was celebrated on 
11th February by the Papal Nuncio. He is · 
an old and devoted friend of the Convent, and 
takes the keenest personal interest in it1" wel
fare. The vestments for the ceremonie1" were 
lent by some cloistered Nuns, the Bernardes, 
whose order dates from the beginning of the 
15th century. As the vestments date from the 
foundation, their value can be imagined. Two 
Nuns, by special leave of the Nuncio, brought 
and set them out. and were- also allowed to stay 
for the ceremonies. These Nuns were driven 
from their Convent during the war. The pre
cious vestments were hidden, and have never -
been lent before. 

The singing at the Pontifical High Mass was · 
Plain chant, rendered by a Benedictine Choir 
consisting of Priest1" and woman Oblates. The 
former sang the proper, and the latter the com
mon of the Mass. They also sang an ancient 
Motet in honour of Mary. one priest singing 
the solo parts, and the Oblates the chorus. 

The ceremonies concluded with Solemn 
Benediction given by the Coadjutor Bishop of 
Madrid. 

GIBRALTAR 

1945 was the centenary year of the founda
tion of our Institute in Gibraltar, but as the 
Nuns had to evacuate during the war after 
suffering severe losses, and have only just been 
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able to return, no celebrations have yet been 
held . An interesting letter from the Superior 
of Loreto College, Europa, tells of the strenuous 
days since the Nuns returned in December last 



year. The part of the Convent that was so 
badly bombed has not yet been rebuilt, and 
hopes of doing so in the near future are not 
high. Enough was repaired to make the Con
vent habitable. Mass was said on the 1st May. 
The Nuns rejoiced to find that the lovely 

marble Altar and marble Angels were not dam~
aged, though bombs fell but a few yards away. 

The town Convent at Gibraltar is still QCCU

pied by repatriated families. The Nuns have 
re-opened schools at Europa. 

ENGLAND 

Mother M. Philip, of the Bar Convent, York, 
with whose many spiritual books readers are 
so familiar, will be interested to know that she 
has just completed the History of the Institute. 
Its publication ·will be eagerly awaited. 

Many people have been visiting the Bar 
Convent recently to venerate the Head of Ven
erable Margaret Clitherow, which is preserved 
there. Another treasure is a manuscript life 

of this martyr, copied from the original of 
Father Mush. 

The Hampstead Community being obliged 
to evacuate during the war, have finally settled 
in a beautiful property at Shaftesbury, now 
known a$ St. Mary's Convent. It was first 
opened in September, 1945, and the school has 
now over 70 boarders. 

Loreto Missions 1n India 

LETTER FROM 
This letter from Morapai will give readers 

some idea of the wonderful work done in our 
Missions. They will be interested to know 
where these Missions are situated: 

CALCUTTA. 

ENTALLY. 

MORAPAI. 

DARJEELING. 
ASANSOL. 

LUCKNOW. 

A Native School at Lower 
Circular Road. 
St. Mary's Bengali School. 
An Orphanage with over 
400 native children and a 
Nursery department with 
over 50. 
In the Sunderbunds. Na
tive Schools, Creches for 
Babies, Widows' Home, Or
phanage, Hospital. 
St. Teresa's Hindu School. 
St. Francis Xavier's Hindu 
School. 
Li~tle Flower N ative School. 

As I have a holiday today from the clicking 
of the looms, I do not think I could do better 
than fulfil my resolution to write a long letter.· 
The war is beginning to be felt in these parts 
of the Sunderbunds, as there is practically a 
rice famine. Last year the crop was almost 
totally destroyed by a black insect that eats 
the grain in the sheath, and the importation of 
rice from Burma has also stopped, so the coun
try is in a sad state. I am trying to give work 
to as many women as I can. They come in 
from the surrounding villages every morning, 

MORAPAI 
some bringing their children with them, as 
these cannot be left alone at home. Work 
begins at 9 o'clock and continues till twelve, 
when there is a break of 1-! hours. The Mora
pai villagers go home, cook their meal of rice 
and curry, and return to work at 1.30, con
tinuing until 5 p.m. Those who come from 
other villages remain fasting all day. Some 
take a little "Pantha" (rice kept in water from 
the previous day), but the majority of them 
come fasting, especially in these hard times, as 
if ther~ is any rice over, the children have to 
get it first . It is well that we have plenty of · 
work just now. I have never had so many
orders before. It is as much as we can do to 
get through the work; table linen, towels and 
sheets are greatly in demand. Many of these 
were imported before the war; that is now im
possible, and many of the mills are engaged on 
Government work .. and so cannot take on 
civilian orders, so the war is doing good in my 
department. I had great difficulty in getting 
good yarn last year, but through the kindness 
of a friend in one of the big firms, I have 
been able to get a good supply, and so we are 
able to carry on. 

I have a variety of people in my department. 
I take any who will work well, irrespective of 
creed. At present I have more Hindoos than 
Christians weaving. I have got three cripples 
and one deaf and dumb girl. These cripples . 
do the spooling for the weavers, and so are 

Page Eighty-Nine · 



·able to earn an honest living. First there is 
Margaret Mary, who has been here for years. 
·She was driven from her village as it was said 

'.She was bringing misfortune on it . In those 
days she crawled along the ground. Someone 

'found her and brought her here, where she 
was baptised. M . M . Barbara got her crutches, 
as only one leg was deformed. She now goes 

:a bout with her crutches and is quite happy. 
Next comes Magdalen, commonly known as 
"Lathie burrie" (the old woman with the stick) . 

:She is also a spooler. She cannot bend one 
of her knees, and walks with the toes of one 
. foot. Another is Monica, who is a compara
tively new arrival. She came last August 
from the village of Radnagor , about two hours 
from here. Left a widow a year previously, 

·she had no means of subsistence, and al
though not always lame or deformed , she is 
now a most pitiful sight. She has entirely lost 

·the use of both legs, and when she wants to 
move from place to place, has to propel her
self along sitting on the ground and using the 
palms of her hands as feet. Still she is always 
smiling and bright. She hears Mass in our 
chapel, but is not able to go to the Parish 

-Church for Sunday Mass as there is a bridge 
to be crossed. She has a daughter also who 

·came with her. This girl, 30 years of age, is a 
cripple, dumb, and imbecile. She has no teeth 
and is really a pitiful object. She sits in front 
-of her mother's "charka" (spinning-wheel) all 
day, just like an animal beside its parent. 

·sometimes she screams like a lunatic, especially 
if anyone teases her, or pretends to take the 
-mother away. The devotion of mother and 
daughter to each other is really beautiful. 

"Eve~y morning when the mother sees me going 
1:0 the weaving school she says the usual salu-
tation of the Catholics, "Jesu pro nom. " The 
daughter just puts her hand to her forehead and 
utters some sound, as if she were an elephant 
putting up its trunk when the keeper tells him , 
"Salaam karo." When they came here last 
year, Margaret Mary said to me, " God was 
good to give me one leg, as I can walk any
way, even with my crutches. " 

Next comes Margaret, who works a knitting 
machine. She, too , crawls along the ground, 
having lost the use of both legs when about 
the age of seven after an attack of enteric 
fever . She, too, is always bright and smiling , 
and very intelligent. She studied in the school , 
and afterwards joined the fndustrial Depart
ment. From the proceeds of her knitting ma
chine she has educated three younger sisters: 
Pauline, who is now a teacher at St. Mary's, 
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Enta lly; Agnes, also a trained teacher, who 
is at present at Raghabpore teaching with the 
D aughters of St. Anne, and the youngest, Ju
liana , at present studying for the Matric. at 
St. Mary's, Entally. Margaret has also put 
some money in the Post Office Savings Bank, 
as she realises that she may not always be able 
to work. Both parents are dead, and Mar
garet knows that her brothers and sisters look 
on her as the mother of the family , she being 
the eldest. These cripples are all well and 
good for the spooling and knitting, but for the 
weaving department I must have strong people 
as the work is hard . 

In the weaving department we are hardly 
able to keep pace with all the orders we get. 
This seems to be the only place where good 
white and black stockings can be got, at reason
able prices. We get orders not only from our 
own convents, but from many other institu
tions . Early this year we got two days' notice 
of an industrial exhibition to be held in Dia
mond Harbour. We set to work and · collected 
some of our things, arranged to send a knitting 
machine and loom with the exhibits. Ours 
was the only Catholic institution represented, 
and I think the only Christian one. We were 
rewarded by getting the "First Prize for In
dustries ." We have got five knitting machines 
which give work to 10 girls. 

Our two new buildings are getting on. The 
old weaving school is being demolished, and 
a new home being built for the widows. They 
have been living in the old weaving school 
since the new one was built, but we thought 
it better for them to get a mud hut. They 
prefer it also. I have been able to secure some 
films and shall take a photograph of that 
building and of the children 's infirmary when 
finished. The latter will be of brick. I am 
using the bricks and beams from the old weav
ing school, and so am able to save a little ex
pense, as beams are almost unobtainable at 
present. It will be a great advantage to have 
a proper infirmary for the children, as last year 
during the sickness that followed the famine 

. we were in a bad state. we ask the prayers of 
the little Missionaries at home that a second 
famine may be averted. Just now there is rice 
in the country, but it cannot last forever, and 
if the price goes higher, very few will be able 
to buy it . 

Early last month His Grace the Archbishop 
of Calcutta visited Morapai to give Confirma
tion . It had been the custom for the people 
to be confirmed to come to Morapai , but this 
year His Grace changed his plans, and de-



cided to visit the villages and confirm the 
people in their own village. I must first tell 
you that this parish of Morapai is as large as a 
diocese at home. The first place to be visited 
was Surjapore. M. M. Emmanuel and I left 
here early on 10th March, and after spending 
six hours in a canoe under the tropical sun, 
arrived at Surjapore. We took some of the 
Sodalists and a Daughter of St. Anne with us. 
On our way we had a gruesome experience. 
We found we had to pass along a canal on 
the banks of which the Hindoos are accus
tomed to burn their dead if they cannot afford 
to take them to the authorised Ghat. The 
children spent their time counting all the 
skulls that were bobbing up and down in the 
water. That night we slept in the Surjapore 
chapel in real Bengali fashion. Doing this, it 
is easy to visualise the Gospel story of "Take 
up your bed and walk," as our beds were mats 
also. We were up very early as Mass was to 
be said there next morning. (The Blessed Sac
rament is not reserved in these Chapels, which 
are only mud huts). His Grace arrived from 
Calcutta about 10 a.m. The villagers were at 
the station in full force with their flags and 
"band" to give him a welcome. It was the 
first time he had been there and the people 
were quite proud . Confirmation was given 
almost at once and His Grace visited the vil
lage. He then went to Baruiporeto to catch a 
train to Morapai. Next day (Sunday) Confir-· 
mation was in Morapai in the morning, and 
in lshripore in the evening. On the following 
day we were off again to J alassi and Saiki in 
order to have the chapels decorated before His 
Grace 's arrival. In some villages there were 
only three people to be confirmed , but His 
Grace was determined to go to each village in 
order to please the people. On Tuesday he said 
Mass in the little mud chapel at M agra Hat, 
this was a great honour for this village. At 
noon he left for another village of Hotar, three 
stations up the line. We had to get there very 
quickly from the station in order to have the 
decorations up in time. These same decora
tions had been used at Magra Hat on the morn
ing, so you may imagine our rush , but I am 
just as able to run over the paddy fields now 
as I was to run up the Farm Road thirty 
years ago! ! 

Every year I have given the women a holi
day in May or June, but as things are so bad 
this year and also as there is so much work to 
be done, I decided I would not give any holi
days. The poor people were delighted, and 
came to work all through the heat in May. 

Now that we have had rain it is cooler, and' 
the work is easier, but it was very hot last 
month working at a loom between 1 and 4 in 
the afternoon. However, the children at 
home waiting for some rice made the work 
easier, as the mothers knew they could not 
have anything for them unless the work was 
done, however hard the circumstances. Mary, 
my little dummie, is a good worker also. It 
is her work to cut the threads, etc., off the 
cloth when it is taken off the looms, and to 
fold it ready for sale. She was instructed for 
her First Communion by Jennie, another 
dummy, now blind and deaf, a real character, 
and well known by everyone in these parts. 
She, on account of her afflictions, is not able 
to do any work now, but pays me several visits 
daily. Although almost totally blind, she 
manages to know almost everything that is 
going on. A few days ago she asked me 
when her feast would be. She knows that it 
occurs in the rainy season, and the first shower 
we had reminded her that she ought to get a 
new sarifan soon. I forget if I told you in 
the Airgraph that M. M. Emmanuel and I 
walked to Karry (where the Daughters of St. 
Anne have a Convent) this year for the Corpus 
Christi Procession. It was very pleasant when 
we did it in the month of February, only 17 
miles walking over the rough rice fields. His 
Grace arrived on the following day, having 
said Mass in Loreto House on the 6th. H e 
came in what is called a "bund Charry," a 
very poor third class cab! Next day, Sunday, 
we were up early as an altar had to be 
arranged in the open for His Grace's Mass. 
The village men all helped, and very soon 
everything was ready. After Mass there was 
Confirmation. The people had come from 
very distant villages in the extreme south of 
the Sunderbunds, and were real "junglies." 
M. M . Emmanuel and I spent some hours . 
the previous day trying to teach some children 
the Act of Contribution, in order to get them to · 
make their First Confession and Holy Com
munion. Many of them had never seen people 
like us before, and had first to get over the · 
shock of seeing a white face. One of the chil
dren saw me putting some pins in the cloth . 
while arranging the Altar and asked what 
they were. She had never seen one! The 
Procession was due to start "about 3 p.m." 
and as Karry does not possess many clocks . 
and at present we have put on our clocks an 
hour ahead of sun time, and these people tell" 
the time by the sun, they were not ready very 
punctually. His Grace is very punctual. Well 
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1:he procesion swelled as we went along , and 
by the time we got to the first Altar at the 
.other end of the village, it was quite decent. 
We had helped the Daughters of St. Anne to 
a rrange the Altars , all in Bengali style of 

·course. We left them to suit their own de
votion. 

Karry has improved very much since I first 
went there with M. M . Barbara and the Daugh
ters for the foundation of the Convent in 1932. 
The children are so much more civilised. We 
.started for Morapai early on the following 
.morning, and were glad when we saw the 
roof of the Convent in sight. We hope to go 
to Karry again next year when we shall be 
able to walk. At present we should have to 
go by boat, which takes about six hours. The 

:Daughters are always so pleased to see us , and 
try to do all they can to make us comfortable. 

We had our Corpus Christi Procession a 
few weeks later. I send you a snap taken 
. before the last Benediction. The first Bene
diction was given in front of the new Weav
ing School, but the photo has not come out 
well. I also send you some snaps I took of 
M. M. Assumpta when we went to visit some 
sick people, and one of myself giving a "bless
ing" to little Patricia, who ,went to Heaven 
.shortly after. Her mother, a pagan, has been 
working with me for some years, and sent 
for me to bless her little child. She knew 
.exactly what the " blessing" meant . 

M . M . Emmanuel is at present in Ranchi 
for a holiday. She is enjoying herself, and 
learning much about mission life. The Chota 
Nagpur Mission is very flourishing . I wish 
Bengal were half as good, but the people are 
an altogether different race. 

This letter has been carried on to Whit Sun
-day! so it really must be finished to-day, as 
there is an opportunity to post it in town to
. morrow. 

Page Ninety-Two 

FAMINE DAYS 
Heartrending as are the terrible effects of 

the famine , there are consolations connected 
with it. 

During these days babies were left at our 
gate. The parents, or whoever left. them, 
knew that they would find a home with us. 
Some were very miserable, while others did 
not appear to be in such a starved condition. 
While Mother Provincial was here for a few 
days in December a baby was brought to us. 
The woman who brought her said that the 
mother had tried to destroy it, so she rescued 
it knowing we would give it a home. It was 
only about six hours old. We did not expect 
it to live so Mother Provincial baptized it at 
once. It lived a few weeks and then took its 
flight to heaven. Most of the babie~ who were 
sent here have died. All were baptized, so are 
happy now. Sickness followed the famine. 
Many of our children got fever and died after 
a few days. On one occasion we had three 
bodies lying together in our chapel: a widow . 
a baby, and a school-child. All were buried at 
the same time. Still with all this there were 
many consolations. Many Hindu women 
came here to find a home. They were very 
weak, their relatives not being able to feed 
them. Some died after receiving Baptism, 
From all this the children can judge how many 
souls their little pennies have sent to Heaven, 
as their contribution came just as the rice was 
beginning to get scarce. Formerly we were 
able to buy it at 2/ 8 Rupees a md, or ·}d. a 
pound. This year the price has gone to 4d. 
per pound. 

However, the famine did one good thing. It 
brought the children to school to be prepared 
for First Communion. Everyone knows that 
it is much nicer to run about the fields catch
ing fish than to go to school, but then when 
there was the hope of a good meal of curry 
and rice in school it made all the difference. 
The result was that M . M. Emmanuel had a 
much larger number in the First Communion 
class than she had in the other years . 



In Memoriam 

MOTH ER M ELI ZABETH FORBES 

On the night of 1st March, 1946, at Loreto 
•Convent, Marryatville, there passed away the 
great and gentle soul of Mother M . Elizabeth 
Forbes. The Australian Province of the In
stitute of the Blessed Virgin Mary had lost 
one of its best-known and best-loved members. 

Long and devotedly had Mother M . Eliza
beth served the Institute. To God's work 
therein she had consecrated unstintingly all 
her gifts, and humanly speaking , truly had she 
earned her reward. As a young religious 
she was one of the pioneer band that 
laid the foundations of Loreto Convent, Ade
laide, and more than forty years later in Ade
laide she ended her life on earth . During most 
of her religious life Mother M . Elizabeth was 

·entrusted by Superiors with• positions of re
sponsibility. For many years she was associ-
ated with Loreto Convent, Albert Park. as Mis
tress of Schools, Superior, and Principal of the 
Central Catholic Training College. Perhaps it 
was through her work in the College that she 
became so widely known. Many girls from 
various schools passed through her hands, 
learning from her not only the art of pedagogy, 

-but the noblest ideals for their work as teachers. 
Mother M . Elizabeth became the second 

Superior of St. Mary's Hall , a position for 
which she was eminently fitted on account of 
her familiarity with university life. She had 
done a brilliant degree in Classics at the Uni
versity of Melbourne before entering the In
stitute. In Sydney, too , was Mother M . Eliza
heth well known, as Mistress of Schools at 
Loreto, Kirribilli, and as Superior at Loreto, 

Normanhurst. The wheel completed its circle 
when she returned to Adelaide in 1940. 

Never robust, Mother M . Elizabeth's health 
failed not long after her arrival in Adelaide, 
and she was an invalid till her death. During 
these months of helplessness, the lovable traits 
of her character were more than ever in evi
dence. Patient to a degree , intensely grateful. 
she had always a bright welcome for the mem
bers of the community, who loved to visit her. 
Many a flash of her keen and kindly sense of 
humour enlivened the tediousness of these days. 
To the end she was the true religious 
she had ever been, genuinely humble, utterly 
self-effacing. Perhaps if one wanted to sum 
up the impression she left on one, it would be 
simplicity and greatness. Her gifts of soul 
and mind were of no mean order. She had 
done a wonderful work for Catholic education, 
but all was concealed. so to speak, beneath a 
gentle simplicity. 

Fitting it was that the last days on earth 
of this true daughter of Mary Ward should 
coincide with the beautiful pageant of Mary 
Ward's Life produced by the pupils of Marry
atville, for it was but a week later that her 
death occurred. On the night of the 1st 
March, Mother M . Elizabeth's devoted lnfir
marian was praying by her bedside, but death 
w as not thought imminent. It was 10.45 p.m., 
Sister had just finished prayers in honour of 
St. Joseph for the invalid, when the change 
came. In a few minutes all was over. The 
Master had come for His faithful servant. 

May her soul rest in peace. 

SISTER M. LIGOUR I O'FARRELL 
Generations of M ary's Mount Old Girls, 

and indeed many past pupils from other Aus
tralian Loretos, will be saddened to learn of 
the death of dear Sister M . Ligouri. She went 
peacefully and gladly to her Eternal Home on 
the 21st September, 1946. Fifty-seven years 
before, she had come to Mary's Mount to offer 
her life for God 's service. On the 23rd Sep
tember , 1946, that life 's service generously 
given , her body, carried from Mary's Mount 
Church, down the drive lined by Nuns and 
children, left Mary 's Mount forever. 
· Except for a very brief period in Loreto, 

Portland, Sister M. Ligouri was through all 
the years Fortress in Mary's Mount. Only 
the Angels know how many children return
ing to school, found their loneliness fall away 

from them at the cheery, friendly welcome of 
Sister M . Ligouri. It would need Angels, too, 
to count the number of those visiting Mary's 
Mount who came away enkindled by the 
fri endly warmth of her ever-ready kindliness. 

Sister M . Ligouri leaves behind her a feel
ing of great loss- the Institute has lost a loved 
and valued member- but she leaves, too, a 
feeling of great gratitude to God for H is 
Goodness to her and to us . 

Our Lord promised that not even a cup of 
cold water given in His Name should go un
rewarded. How great then must be the reward 
of Sister M . Ligouri's long years of giving to 
others for His sake! 

May her soul rest in peace. 
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MOTHER M. BAPTISTA BELL 

Many of our Past Pupils in Victoria and 
W. Australia will regret to hear that Mother 
M. Baptista Bell died in Perth on 3rd October, 
1946, after a long illness. And many friends , 
both religious and secular, of the Diocese of 
Goulburn, N .S.W., who knew her as Miss 
Mollie Bell, will share in their sorrow. 

Mother M. Baptista and her elder sister, 
Miss Barbara Bell, were students at the Uni
versity of Cambridge, where they received the 
Diploma of Education. About that time, the 
new educational programme for Registration 
of Schools and Teachers in Victoria, was 
drawn up, and Rev. Mother M. Gonzaga 
Barry, with her great wisdom and foresight, 
invited Miss Barbara Bell to come to Mary's 
.Mount to train the young Nuns. Thus she 
secured that the latest educational ideas were 
embodied in the scholastic programmes, and 
that our schools were in the vanguard of edu
cational advance. Somewhat later, the Bishop 
of Goulburn of the time, the Right Rev. Dr. 
Gallagher, invited Miss Mollie Bell to do the 

same work in his Diocese. There she spent a 
couple of years training young Nuns and 
teachers, and then entered the Novitiate at 
Mary's Mount. 

Gentleness,. combined with firmness and 
thoroughness, and a great breadth of vision, 
characterised Mother M. Baptista's work in 
the schools, and many have thanked God for 
the training she gave them . . She had a par
ticular love for teaching little ones, and for 
preparing them for the Sacraments. When 
her ill-health made impossible the activity re
quired for such work, Mo_ther M. Baptista 
spent her day teaching music, which she did 
with the same perfection as her other work. 
She only ceased, when forced to do so, by the 
illness that was her last . In her death, the 
Institute has lost a great religious. 

We offer our deepest sympathy to her sis
ters, Barbara, no~ a Religious of the Sacred 
Heart, and Miss Eileen Bell. of Dublin. 

May her soul rest in peace. 

Mary's Mount Old Girls will regret to learn of the death of Lizzie Kenny, 
sister of Mother M. Gabriel. of Loreto Convent, Dawson Street, Ballarat. 
Lizzie passed away peacefully in Melbourne on the 13th September, 1946, 
after a short illness. To her sister we tender sincerest sympathy. 

May her soul rest in peace. 

We should like to commend to the prayers of readers the souls of all 
Loreto past pupils who have been called to their eternal reward, so if the 
names of any are sent to the Editor, they will be inserted in the Magazine. 
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TANDY'S 

A de I aide's Premier Confectioners 

Manufacturers of all Classes of 

High Grade Chocolates 

H. H. TANDY LIMITED 
142 Gawler Place 



I I 

6. fl (})wyer 

163 (}1/~·cl~,am dtveei
1 

(}la //ey 

Church 1-urnishers 

Educalional and General Booksellers 

School Supplies 

mail Orders attended to promptly 

: 



PRAYER 
FOR CHILDREN 

" PRAY ALWAYS" 

BOOKS 
FOR ADULTS 

" KEY OF HEAVEN" 

The New Child 's Prayer Book 
(i llustrated) 

With Epistles and Gospels, pocket size 
Black cloth , red edges 3/9 

White Cellu loid, Coloured Pictures on 
Cover 4/3, 6/6 

White Leatherette, Gold design on 
Cover 2/ -, 2/4, 2/9 

Black Duro leather, gold edges 6/ -, 6/6 

lmit . leather, gold edges 7 /3 
Black leather, gold edges - 8 / 9, 1 0 / -, 

11 16. 13/-
Black Duro Leather, Gold design on 
Cover 6/6 

White celluloid, gilt edges - 6/-, 6/6, 
8/6 

KEY ON HEAVEN . Deluxe Brides edition, white moire silk binding, in white and gold 

presentation box 32/ 6 

£. ]. DWYER 
7 11 GEORGE ST REET, SYDNEY and at Brisbane 

Ifs the Big Store for all 

COLLEGE WEAR 

It's the Big Store 

where your money 

goes farthest . 

The g irl who is in need of college wear, can do no better 

than call in at John Martin 's. Here she will find a wide 
range of overcoats, blazers, tunics, blouses and ties .. ..... in 
fact everything that a college g irl can ever need . And 
too, our assistants are specially trained to ensure that 
every girl who comes to the Big Store is given ind ividual 
attention iri the right selection of . her clothes . 

JOHD mARTID'S 
100 RUNDLE STREET, ADELAIDE C4400 
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Specialists in all classes of .. 

Job Printing and Process 
Engraving work 

• 
"Truth" and "Sportsman" Ltd. 

Corner Brunswick and Mclachlan Streets, 

VALLEY, BRISBANE 
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Queensland's Leading 
House for Church , 

School and Home 
Requirements 

Woven in the fabric of 

Catholic life throughout the 

state of Queensland for the 

last SO years is the name of 

Pellegrini , whose privilege 

it has been to provide with 

fitting quality and service 

every requirement of Cath

olic Church , School and 

Home . 

Pellegrini 
AND CO. PTY. LTD. 

370 Queen Street 
Brisbane 

and at Sydney, Melbourne 
Adelaide, Perth 



DAVID 
J 01'l BS' 
FOR SERVICE SINCE 1838 

RADLEY --the tunic that grows with the girl 

Mothers know the Tunic they can depend upon is the Radley. So much 

attention is put into the making of a Radley Tunic ... generous seams 

allow for complete enlargement, three inch hems are hand run so 

that they can easily be let down and the Radley is cut · strictly 

to the school regulation style. In two materials- each 

one thoroughly tested and guaranteed to maintain 

its color and give excellent wear. 

In Navy Fortuna Clot:h for Summer 

Lengths 20 to 44 inches. From 10/3 to 17 /2 and 3, 7 or 9 coupons 

according to size. 

REMEMBER D AVID JONES' PAY THE FREIGHT 

DAVID JONES' POSTAL ADDRESS: BOX 503AA G.P.O., SYDNEY 
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~ Magazines and Periodicals § 
8 8 
§ Popular Leading Overseas Productions § 
§ American Home Saturday Evening Post I 
v American Photography The Rudder 8 
a Better Homes and Gardens Wee Wisdom 8 · 
· § Life (International Edition) Yachting 8. 
a Look Newsweek 8: § National Geographic Magazine Readers' Digest 8 
8 Parents Magazine Time 8 
8 Popular Mechanics Brittania and Eve 8. 
8 Popular Science London Illustrated News 8. 
g Periodicals posted direct from overseas are received by subscribers within g 
B three or four weeks from date of publiCation. § 
8 Subscription Rates on applicatioh. 8 

§ THOMAS BROWN~ SONS LIMITED ~ 
§ EAGLE STREET BRISBANE § 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~:.irn~~~r~tJC'.l~~~~r~~~~J . 

('?Jou pass throufl,h this World but once ..• 

Any Good therefor>e that you can do, OT' any kindness 

that you can show .. . do it now. 

Do not defer> or> neB,lect it . . . for> you shall not pass 

this way af,ain. 

TELEPHONE 
B 2781 

A MESSAGE FROM 

THE READ PRESS PTY. LTD. 
Craftsmen in Printing 

610-616 ANNE STREET, VALLEY. BRISBANE 



CATHDLIC CHURCH tmJ SCHO OL rutA HOME 
All the equipment needed ... books, stationery, devotional objects, 
statues, brassware, pictures, crucifixes, medals, sanctuary requisites 
• •. can be supplied promptly and economically. There are special 
book departments for general literature. Write for catalogues. 
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•I T. C. B E I RN E. S I 
~ 8 
~ Stock all those Essential § 
~ 8 

I d 2 I School · an ·college I 
•~ , N·eeds I 
.§ 8 

I *** I 8 D 
·8 B .8 When purchasing those necessary School and College § 
8 Requirements you will find that they not only cost you D 
8 B 8 less, but will give you -infinitely better service when § 
8 chosen from the splendid range . of stocks carried by D ·8 a 
8 T . C. BEIRNE'S. B 
·8 a 
D 8 

·i? 8 
§ Parents know from experience that by outfitting their § 
8 daughters at T . C. BEIRNE'S they have always received 8 
§ entire satisfaction on every occasion . It's the famous 8 
§ T. C. BEIRNE'S Quality that makes School Clothes § 
8 look better and wear longer. 8 
8 g 
8 8 

§ * * * § 8 8 
8 8 I T. C. BEIRNE (PTY.) LTD. I 
8 The V alle1.' Brisbane 8 
·8 "' 8 
~D 8 
a 8 
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r H. J. SYMONS PTY. LTD. 
I 
I 

i Wholesale and Retail Butchers 
. l 

1015 Macarthur · Street 

Ballarat 
Established 1856 

COOKED MEATS and SMALL GOODS 

a SPECIALTY 

For Quality . . . Ring 282 
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SECONDARY SCHOOL 
FOR 

DAY BOYS and BOARDERS 

The mountain air of Ballarat has made the City a Health 

Resort of Commonwealth repute. The College is situated 

near the beautiful Lake Wendouree, in a portion of the 

City devoted to extensive parks and gardens. Ample 

facilities provided for Boating, Tennis, Cricket, Football, 

Handball and all forms of healthy and · useful exercise. 

Boys are prepared for all the Public Examinations and 

for Newman College Scholarships. 

Music, Elocution and Dancing are taught. 

For particulars, apply to the Principal. 
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; H.P.BRANDENBURG ~ 
§ Grocer and Confectioner 8 8 8 
8 8 
8 31 PEEL STREET NORTH 8 
8 8 
8 Phone 1243 8 
8 s 
8 s 
8 8 
8 8 
8 s 
8 YI/ e specialise in 8 
§ Food Parcels for Britain § 
8 8 

•5 

8 See us for ~ality Goods and Expert A dvice when ~ 
8 c 8 preparing your parcel. 8 
0 q 
a i! 
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8 8 
§ 8 
8 We've Got It! They Want It! Let's Send It! 8 
8 8 
§ FOOD TO BRITAIN § 
8 § 
8 8 
8 8 
8 8 

~ ROBT. RITCHIE ~ 
q d s u ~ 55 Bri ge treet, Bal/arat § 
~ Posts Civilian and Soldiers' Hampers to all Parts of the World. § 
§ 8 
c Call at our store for all particulars. g 
~ u c PHONE 123 c 
8 8 
8 § 
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ARDAGH'S Post Office PHARMACY 
Dan L. Ardagh, M.P.S., Ph.C, 

CHEMIST and PERFUMER 

104 Sturt Street, Ballarat 
( 2 doors East of Post Office) 

Phone 973 

• Kodak Supplies. • Country Orders promptly attended to. 

Motto: "Try us first, if we haven't it, it can't be had." 


