


MATER DEi, MATER MEA 

PICTURE OF ST . LUKE 'S MADONNA 

!lhe c!3lessed ( t~;rg1·n cm a ry 

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 ; 



To Christ the King 

0 come, all y e 1clw. ·e soitls deliglit 
I n high ernprise and chivalry, 

To Christ the King y011.r fealty plight,. 
Whose JCi:ngdorn is Eternity! 

Late with Thee, Lord, we had no part, 
Our tarnisl1 ed shields with sharne we 

bring, 
But Thou, deep in Thy royal H eart, 

Hast hid oiir baseness, Christ Oitr King. 

0 make us of that company, 
'Phy bodygiwrd in every stnfe, 

That we rnay shield 'l'hy majesty, 
And guard '!'h ii:e hononr with our life. 

Give 'llS 11;l1 at weapons best rnay serve, 
What ra11k 'l'hou 11'ilt, or low or high

v\.' e ' ll 11 e'er from Thy al!egfrt1vc e swer vl' 
Until we fall, a11d for Thee die. 

No foe shall 'W01tnd Thy Sacred H eart, 
While ours within owr bosoms beat; 

Captives we'll bring froni. every part, 
In chains of love to Thy pierced f eet. 

If we should save Th ee from Thy fo e. 
And Thou to ns wouldst giierdon bring, 

One gift w e pray T hee to besto111-
Th y bnrm'ng H eart of Love. 011r !Ung. 

And 011e high boon. more prized them all. 
W e ask with brnve humility, 

To fight till death, by Th ee to fall, 
And die of wounds we've won for Thee, 

Then in that cmtrt, whose K ing Thou art, 
Sha1·e the angelic banqueting, 

And frorn tlie chal'ice of Thy H eart, 
D r,ink Life Eternal. Christ Our K ing. 

Lord, with Thy strength our hearts arc 
bold, 

D efiance to T hy fo es we fling! 
'l'hon whose high K ingship grows not old, 

Rule every 11 otio11.. Christ 0 1tr Kinq ! 



Bishop's House, 

1444 Sturt Street, Ballarat. 

27th June, 1947. 

It gives me pleasure to introduce this number of "LORETO" for the 
'Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary has deserved well of this Diocese
as it deserves well of the nation. 

Loreto Sisters came early to Ballarat, bringing their traditions of 
culture and refinement to a raw and youthful land. In the pioneering 
days they did not shrink from hardships, and, with vision and a great 
faith, laid the foundati ons of a splendid educational edifice. In the suc
ceeding years they have bui It, and are bui I ding, just as surely. 

The Sisters themselves have preserved the ideal of Christian aus· 
terity, which is at once a challenge and an inspiration in a world that has 
mistaken material comfort for happiness, and is sadly reaping its reward. 

Loreto has given to thousands of Australian girls a practical educa
tion, yet one that fits them to live in an increasingly secular environment. 
It trains them not merely to resist its influences, but to bring to it 
that leaven of Catholic philosophy which alone can sanctify and save it. 

The name Loreto has become a synonym for culture, a scandal to the 
·philistine and cynic, but a matter of honour to the distressed and discern
ing thinkers, who are solicitous for the cultural and spiritual needs of 
the nation. 

I hope Loreto will flourish; will continue to mould valiant women, 
·who will combine in themselves something of the gracious strength of 
Mary Ward, the grand Faith of the pioneer Sisters from I re land, and that 
disciplined adventurousness that may be the Australian contri bution to 
the charm, the gentle strength, and the spiritual richness of the Loreto 
character. 

May God bless the Community and all its children. 

+ J. P. O'COLLI NS, 

Bishop of Ballarat. 



THE BISHOP OF BALLARAT 

MOST REV. J, P. O'COLLINS, D .D. 

i 
.1 

I 



!,.ORETO ABBEY.~MARY'S MOUNT, BALLARAT 



Mother Provincial's Letter 

Loreto Abbey, 

Mary's Mount, Ballarat. 

15th August, 1947. 

Dear Children of Loreto : 

Your very name implies love for Our Blessed Lady, and I trust that 
Loreto chi ldren will be ever ' remarkable for their devotion to Mary 
Immaculate. To-day we hear much about the revelations of Our Blessed 
Lady at Fatima some thirty years ago. You must feel glad that it was 
to little children, not to grown-ups, that the great Queen of Heaven 
appeared, and I am sure you realise how important is Her message. Mary 
told the little Portuguese children what She wanted them to do, and 
what all of us must do to restore peace to the world. Now, people are 
trying to carry out Her wishes. Our Heavenly Mother asks us to say Her 
Rosary well, to pay honour to Her Immaculate Heart, and to practise 
some se lf-denial. I pass on to you a scheme put forward by a Catholic 
Society in Baltimore, U.S.A. , and called a Five-Year Plan. It carries us 
on to 1952, and it embraces three thi rigs: 

( l) To recite the Rosary daily. 

(2) To offer each day an act of self-sacrifice, preferably in secret. 

(3) To mark the First Saturday of each month by a Communion 
of Reparation and specia l prayers in honour of the I mmacu
late Heart of Mary. 

Don't you think it would be a joy to Our Blessed Lady if' Loreto chil
·dren in this land, of which She . is the special Patroness, co-operated 
ardently in this plan;:> The rules are not too hard, and each one will be 
happy to think she is pleasing her dear Heavenly Mother, and also help
ing in the conversion of Russia and restoration of peace to the world . 

Another thing that I ask you in thi s letter, my dear children, is to 
pray fervently for our revered Bi shop, the Right Reverend Dr. O'Coll ins. 
The beautiful" message which opens this issue of the Magazine wi II show. 
you how highly His Lordship esteems Loreto, and Loreto children. 

Let us make His Lordship the one return he wi II appreciate-fervent 
prayers that God will bless our Bi shop and all his undertakings, and that 
He will spare him to us for many more years. 

With every affectionate wi sh, dear children, 

Yours affectionately in Christ, 

MARY PHILOMENA, 1.B.V.M . 



Mary, Our Queen and Our Mother 
One of the smallest Churches in R ome is in the 

Via Sardegna, and is dedicated to Our Lady 
under the title "Regina dei Cuori," which in 
English can only be translated as "Queen of our 
hearts." The little Church is a real haven of 
peace. A s one enters, one is struck at once by the 
tranquility and devotion that seems to issue from 
the sanctuary where M ary sits enthroned above 
the Altar with H er Divine Child upon her knee, 
encircled by her right arm, while in her left h and 
she h olds a sceptre; the third figure of the sculp 
tured group is that of Saint Grignon de M ontfort, 
to whose sons · the Church belongs, and on Our 
Lady's left an angel i·s represented. 

Our Lady's dignity as Queen is expressed over 
and over again by the Church in her Liturgy. 
Of the four anthems in her honour, three expli
citly hail her as Queen. " A ve R egina Coelorum" 
we sing from the Purification until H oly W eek. 
O n H oly Saturday the Church seems as though 
she could no longer restrain her joy when think
ing of Christ's M other, yesterday standing broken
h earted beneath the Cro&s, to-day, by anticipation, 
filled with the overfl owing happiness of the Resur
rection of her Son. "R egina Coeli, laetare," and 
the Easter bells throughout the world ring out 
the praises of the Queen-M other. For the rest of 
the year, until Advent fi xes our minds wholly on 
h er M otherhood, we greet Our Lady daily in the 
lovely anthem "Salve Regina," pleading with her 
as Queen of h eaven and earth, to have pity on 
us as we wend our way homeward through this 
valley of tears. 

Yes, M ary is Queen - Queen of h eaven and 
earth, Queen of our hearts. What do these titles 
imply? H er royalty far exceeds that of any 
earthly monarch. Pope Pius IX. wrote of her : 
"She represents an ineffable miracle of the 
Almighty, approaching as near to God as created 
nature can, exalted above all angelic and human 
eulogies," yet it is through her that God bestows 
His gifts upon us, for, as St. Bernardine says, "it 
is by h er, and to whom she plea·ses, when she 
pleases, and in the quantity and manner she 
pleases, that all the gifts and graces and virtues of 
the H oly Ghost are administered." 

In prophecy Our Lady was shown to us as "the 
Queen seated on the right hand of King," and 
since her Assumption she has never ceased to 
reign in the hearts of all those who truly love 
her Son, for it is impossible to separate the love 
of Jesus from the love of M ary. " H ow can we 
rightly love thy Son, sweet M other, if we love 
not thee?" 

The feast of the A ssumption, the most solemn 
of all the Church's feasts in honour of Our Lady, 
bring·s joy and exultation to every Catholic heart. 
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It is essentially the feast of M ary's royalty. 
"A ssumpta es Maria in coelum, gaudent angeli," 
for she is Queen of Angels, but she is no less 
Our Queen, and we, who are storm-tossed by the 
winds of affliction, lift our eyes to that glorious 
scene; we picture the triumphal entry into H eaven 
of our Queen; we love to look upon h er , to join 
our praise to that of the Angels, to add our love to 
that of the countless Saints who now know and rea
lise the extent of all they owe to M ary, for "Christ 
ascended above the heavens and prepared a place 
of immortality for His most chaste M other ; and 
this glorious festival, to which the feast of no 
Saint can be compared, on which, happy and 
glorious, amid the applauding choirs of the celes
tial court, she ascended h er ethereal throne, that , 
established there, her love may nowise be unmind
ful of those that remember her. " (Vesper anthem, 
Dominican Breviary) . From childhood we have 
pictured the scene: 

1'/ie angels ans1l'er ll'ith their songs. 
Briglit choirs in glearning 1·ows; 

And sa ints flock roimcl thy f eet in throngs 
A11d H e((u en w1"tli bliss o'e1flou·s. 

W e h ave dwealt on · M ary's beauty and majesty 
when pondering the last two mysteries of the 
Rosary, yet even now do we realise what it means 
to call upon Our Lady as Queen of our h eart? 
It means that Christ reigns as King within us, 
for M ary cannot be our Queen if Christ is not 
our King. W e must be subject to Jesus, as M ary 
herself has taught us: " Behold the handmaid of 
the Lord ," and we must obey Him. "Whatsoever 
H e shall say to you do ye." 

It takes a long time for us to learn and practise 
that complete subjection of h eart and soul, of mind 
and will, that establishes Christ's Kingship firmly 
within us. W e long to be utterly His, but we fail 
in many ways and on many occasions. T o whom 
better can we turn in our weakness than to M ary, 
our Queen and · our M other. As Queen she 
knows all the claims of the royalty of H er Son ; 
as M other she has compassion on h er children. 
There is no soul outside the circle of her maternal 
solicitude; there is no grace she cannot obtain for 
us; all God's favours come to us through her. 

T wenty-five years ago in M ay, 1917, when the 
world was rent by a war which men thought 
could hardly be surpassed in extent and cruelty, 
Pope Benedict XV. wrote a letter to the world 
calling on all to turn their eyes towards M ary 
and invoke her in their distress. To-day, when 
the aftermaths of war are more terrible still, where 
the peace we long for still seems to h over in the 
balance, the words of this letter sound with a new 
and more insistent note of pleading, because all 



graces which the Author of every good deigns to 
distribute to the poor descendants of Adam, are, 
by the loving counsel of His Divine Providence, 
dispensed by the hands of the most holy Virgin. 
We wish the petitions of her most afflicted chil
dren to be directed with lively confidence, more 
than ever to the great Mother of God. To Mary, 
who is the Mother of M ercy, and omnipotent by 
grace, let loving and devout appeal go up from 
every corner of the earth; from noble temples and 
tiniest chapels, from royal palaces and mansions of 
the rich as from the poorest hut-from every 
place wherein faithful souls find shelter. Let it 
. bear to her, the anguished cry of mothers and 

wives, the wailing of innocent little ones, the 
sighs of every generous heart : that her most ten
der and benign solicitude may be moved, and the 
peace we ask for be obtained for our agitated 
world .... " 

These words have been echoed more than once 
in the burning appeals of our present Holy 
Father ; in His turn, as Vicar of Christ, He r.eminds 
us of Our Lord's own words: "Behold thy 
Mother." 

Queen of peace, Queen of our hearts, pray for 
us. 

- M . M. PHILIP, I.B.V.M . 

"He Descended Into Hel I " 

And still they waded, 
As a f nll field of ripened corn 
Awaits the harvest-
So these souls, ripe for the heavenly harvest. 
And as the first faint stirrings of the day 
Breathe, and the ripe corn qnivers, 
So did these souls quicken 
When earth, noon-dcirkened, quaked 
Th e rlecith of the Redeeming Christ . 
As Zrnrsts sharp sunlight thro1tgh dciwn-greyness 
So, suddenly, a Light flooded th eir darkness. 

R ejoice, 0 Wheat, 
Your Harvester-is come. 

Easter, 1947. 

- MARJORIE HARDING. Past Student, St. Mary's Hall. 
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Loreto in India 

With the eyes of the world focll5sed on India 
to-day, this section of the M agazine will be par
ticularly interesting. Knowledge of what the 
valiant Missionaries are doing, will stimulate 
readers to pray for them and their work, and 
maybe to follow in their footsteps. A former 
pupil of Loreto, Albert Park, M argaret Barrett, 
who is a qualified pharmacist, went this year to 
India .to help Dr. Mary Glowery in her great work. 

The Foundation in India was the first foreign 
offshoot from Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham, in 

response to the request of the Vicar Apostolic of 
Bengal. M other M . T eresa Ball sent a group of 
six nuns under the leadership of Mother M . Del
phina H art. They arrived in Calcutta at the end 
of 1841. 

Last year the nuns in Loreto, Darjeeling, cele
brated the Centenary of their arrival there, and 
the following graphic account of early days, and 
of Centenary celebrations came to us this year 
from one of our nuns there. 

Early Reminiscences of Loreto Convent, Darjeeling 
In 1846, M other M ary T eresa M ons, Sister 

M ary de Chantal Kelly and two novices chosen 
by Archbishop Carew, were sent from Loreto 
H ouse, Calcutta, to found a house in Darjeeling. 
The ascent to Darjeeling in those days was often 
perilous and often wearisome, for in the forties 
the journey took a month on the river Ganges, and 
fifteen or sixteen days in a cart or on an elephant's 
back. For this little band the journey by water 
was not accomplished without many alarms. On 
one occasion, a whirlwind arose, and at a distance 
was seen a huge steamer making its way towards 
them with giant strides, threatening with every 
motion to bring destruction to the brig which car
ried the nuns, but the .sails were quickly lowered, 
and with a rapid turn the boatmen drifted into 
a creek and anchored. Scarcely had they done so 
when the steamer, dashing furiously by, struck a 
sand-bank where it came to grief and lay a miser
able wreck. When all danger and alarm was past, 
the boatmen wishing to shorten the journey, 
decided on crossing over several rice-fields which 
the heavy rains and flooding of the rivers had 
inundated. As the boat glided on, the corn was 
visible in all directions, but alas! as they advanced 
the water became too shallow for them to con
tinue, and much to their disappointment, they 
were obliged to push back in order to gain the 
nver. 

On arriving at Kissengunge, they were delighted 
to find .six palanquins and seventy-four bearers 
awaiting them, and with these they travelled to 
Boonnie. . Their next halting-place was Punka
baree, a lovely spot at the foot of the hills from 
which one gets a magnificent view of the snowy 
range which tower.s in gorgeous splendour above 
the surrounding mountain. On and on was the 
order now, through dense forests of the noblest 
trees, with an almost impenetrable undergrowth 
for the entire way. On the 10th . October, the 
Feast of St. Francis Borgia, the little party found 
themselves safely located in a pretty cottage high 

P age Eight 

up on the Darjeeling Himalayas. This first small 
Loreto was called "Sunny View," for it ·looked 
across to the line of eternal snows, where Kin
chin junga rears its proud head, and is nearly always 
attended by a protecting cloud. H ere the Sisters 
remained for six months, while Judge Loughnan 
built their Convent. This new building was made 
of lath and plaster with latticed windows and a 
thatched roof, yet it did good service for forty 
years. In this homely dwelling the nuns remained 
with the children until the increase of the num
bers in both community and .school rendered an 
additional building necessary. A stone house was 
then erected. 

The year after the first band arrived, two more 
Sisters joined them from Calcutta: Sister M ary 
Gonzaga Joyce, afterwards Superior of Lucknow 
and Simla, and Sister M ary Ignatia H ealy. On 
Easter Sunday, 1848, the little community was 
further gladdened by the arrival of M other M ary 
Joseph H ogan, Sister Gabriel Doyle and Sister 
Angel Ryan. M other Joseph H ogan had entered 
upon her N oviceship at Lore.to Abbey, Rathfarn
ham, in 1829, and had been remarkable for her 
zeal for religious observance and for h er genuine 
charity. In 183 2 she pronounced her Vows, and 
after her Profession, she continued a model 
worthy of imitation. Five years later, she was 
appointed Superior of Loreto Convent, H arcourt 
St., Dublin, and here a field for the exercise of 
her well-known zeal opened up before her . In 
1848 she was appointed for the Foreign Missions, 
and the sacrifice of her country was heroically 
accepted. Those who shared her Missionary · 
labours in India can best bear testimony to her 
work in this far-away land, where she consecrated 
to God the greater portion of her life. 

M other M . Joseph was appointed Superior of 
Darjeeling, and continued in this office for thirty
six years. Her talents, her sweet, wise and firm 
administration conciliated all parties and over
came every difficulty. Under her, the .school 
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• increased and flourished, and she was deservedly 
considered the head and heart of her mountain
h ome. 

For a great many years the Sisters had to con
tend with much poverty, for the residents in those 
early days were few, and the school small in 
numbers. The Convent, had, however, kind bene
factors, chief among wh om were Judge Lough
nan, Mr. William M oran, and Captain Samber . 
These good friends stood by them in every diffi
culty and supported the nuns, not only by their 
advice, but financially, also. With this help , they 
struggled on till the number of pupils began to 
increase, and · then the need for more nuns was 
felt. 

In 1853, R ev. M other Joseph undertook a voy
age to Ireland in search of suitable candidates for 
the Mission , and returned with a party of nine 
Sisters. These were followed by three more in 
1862, and ten years later, M other Joseph was able 
to open a branch Convent in Lucknow, in the 
United Provinces, whither she had long been 
urged to send some of her nuns. The Convent 
has prospered, and still d oes good work for God in 
the instruction of many children, Catholics and 
pagans. At present this Convent is one of the 
most beautiful buildings in the historic town of 
Lucknow. It is a boarding and day school, with 
a preparatory school for high -class Indian chil
dren attached . The nuns also conduct a large 
day-school in the city. 

A s the sphere of labour of the nuns was ever
widening, M other M . Joseph saw the necessity of 
obtaining more members, and she revisited Ire
land in 1876. Two professed Sisters from the 
M other H ouse in Dublin returned with her , and 
several young girls , anxious to ~ork in the Mis
sions. With their help a Convent was opened in 
Purneah, where the residents gave the nuns a very 
warm welcome and every assistance possible. It 
had for several years sufficient pupils to support 
it, but the opening of the railway from C alcutta 
to Darjeerling, drew many away to a better clim
ate, and the Convent was finally closed a few 
years later, to the great regret of the many friends 
the nuns had made in the Purneah district. 

The greatest sorrow that had befall en the Con
vent came in 1880 in the death of their venerated 
Mother Teresa Mons, who had been the pioneer 
of the Loreto nuns in Darjeerling, and who had 
so bravely borne the burden of the early days of 
tribulation. She had in turn filled the most res
ponsible offices in the community, had trained the 
successive generations of pupils and won the 
esteem and affection of all. Mother Joseph 
seemed never to recover from the .shock of losing 
such a friend, and her strength began to fail. 
She gradually grew weaker, and 1884, the sorrow-

ing Sisters laid her to rest in the little cemetery 
in the Convent grounds. 

She was succeeded as Superior by Mother M . 
Stanislaus H art, during whose term the old Con
vent and thatched school house disappeared, and. 
were replaced by the present Convent and Church, 
both beautiful buildings in grey stone. Situated 
in the Convent grounds was "Springfield," a large· 
house which was purchased in 1863, and since 
then until it was irreparably damaged by an earth
quake in 1934, it served as a boys' school, where 
boarders were admitted up to the age of 8 years. 

In 1903 another building was erected, adjoin
ing Springfield . This was formerly opened as the 
N ovitiate, transferred the following year from 
A sansol, and it was now dedicated to St. Joseph. 
Darjeerling was now nearing its seventieth year, 
and each one passed through was laden with God's 
blessing and prosperity. The journey up from 
the old Capital is a very different one from what it 
was in the early days, and what once occupied 
two weary months is now accomplished in less 
than twenty-four hours. The mountains are still 
very beautiful, but the old nuns say they are not 
so lovely as they were in the early days before the· 
great forests were cut down to make room for 
h ouses and tea-plantations. 

Some years later , the addition of some very 
necessary buildings was made possible by the gen
erosity of a great benefactor- Mr. Arthur Forbes, 
M .M . Dorothea Coyle was now Superior. She 
and M other M . Emilian Murphy had been the 
pioneer postulants from Australia to India, and 
after their training in D awson Street , joined 
our N ovitiate while it was still in A sansol. Later, 
Mother Dorothea became the first Mistress of 
N ovices in the new N ovitiate in Darjeerling, and 
then became Superior of the house in Darjeerling. 
She was followed in Superiority by another Aus
tralian- M other M. Gerard Hickey, who, to the 
general grief of the Province, died while still in 
office, and lies buried in our cemetery below the 
school, where she was joined in 1945' by dear 
M other M . Dorothea Coyle. It was during the 
latter's terms of office in Darjeerling that the new 
refectory and kitchen for the nuns, refectory and 
dressing rooms for the children, and a splendid 
class-room wing were added. Below the latter is 
a large rink, the children 's paradise in the long 
monsoon season. Lord and Lady Lytton were 
present on the day this wing was opened, and as 
a graceful gesture in their honour, Mr. Forbes 
donated the money for a hospital, which was built 
the following year and is called the Lytton Hos
pital. Shortly after the beautiful new Novitiate 
was erected and an earthquake having demolished 
the old boys' school, a new concrete building was 
put up to complete the imposing pile now admired 
from the surrounding hills. 
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An so the years ran their course, till 1946 
·dawned. On the 10th October, 1846, the first 
Loreto nuns had arrived to initiate the grand work 
·of education for girls in Darjeeling. It was fit
ting that this Centenary should be kept with some 
pomp and ceremony. A triduum of celebrations 
.had been planned, and months of preparation went 
ahead. His Excellency, Dr. Perier, Archbishop 
d Calcutta, had kindly accepted our invitation to 
preside at all the functions, and to open the cele
brations by a Solemn High Mass on the 10th. 
Unfortunately, a few days before this date, a tele
gram announced that he was seriously ill. It was 
a big disappointment for all that the functions 
were to be shorn of their purple pomp. Rev. 
Father Grant, an old "Loreto boy," now a zealous 
Missionary in Kurseong, sang the High Mass, 
-accompanied by the school choir, which filled the 
central aisles. The Darjeeling choir has become 
·celebrated in India, but its renditions for the Cen
tenary surpassed all it had ever known of itself! 
Reverend Father Weeaver, S.]., an English Jesuit, 
preached a sermon that thrilled and inspired his 
audience. He reminded us that Loreto had really 
sown the seed of Christianity in the Darjeeling 
·district, for till then there were scarcely any 
·Christians and no schools, Catholic or otherwise. 
.After enumerating the most celebrated achieve
ments of Loreto in the spiritual and educational 
line, he remarked that the Convent in Darjeeling 
·Could compete proudly with the best cosmopolitan 
schools to be found anywhere in the world. He 
. concluded his address with the wish that the next 
·Centenary would see every hillside in the district 
a little Catholic village, with its own Church and 
Mission school, rivalling the most Catholic coun
tries of Europe in the heydey of Christianity. In 
this great work of the future, he could vi.sualise 
Loreto's part. God grant that this wish may be 
fully realized, as the years of the new centurv 
-unfold before us. -

After a .sumptuous breakfast, the children en
joyed what they like best, the liberty to wander 
around the house and grounds, visiting not only 
-ihe dear and familiar haunts of every day, but in 
particular, those spots that are normally "ver
boten." It is extraordinary how the cemetery 
draws them. They visited every grave, making a 
_pilgrimage guided by chronology, and could give 
the nuns a great deal of information later in the 
·day about those who had worked and died in 
Darjeeling. En passant, one of our tiniest tots 
-once wrote home a letter eulogising her lovely 
new school, and after listing its many attractions, 
she added: "And mummy, it even has its own 
-cemetery!" 

On the evening of the 10th, the children pre
.sented the beautiful Oratorio "Mary" over which 
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all had laboured lovingly for many weeks. Prac
tically every child in the school shared in this 
work of love as a tribute of gratitude to the Queen 
of Loreto for a century of grace and guidance. · 
With the aid of an English Jesuit from Calcutta, 
a genius in the art of stage production, our stage 
was transformed that day into a "temple" to Mary, 
modelled on the classic art of Greece. In the fore
front below the stage proper, a platform at either 
side provided an eminence for the Chorus of 
Humans, classic figures in their robes of gold and 
red and emerald. Massed in tiens at either side, 
they provided the sombre note symbolising the 
world in the days of its darkness, racked by its 
craving for the Redeemer and His Mother. At 
either side of the back stage, higher tiers of 
glorious beings delighted the eye. These were the 
Angelic Choirs forming a heavenly rainbow in the 
delicacy of their colour tones, thus symbolising the 
joy and gladness that came to earth with the first 
of "Gabriel's Aves." In the centre back stage an 
arch framed the succeeding tableaux of our Lady's 
life. It was a moving experience for the audience: 
the beautiful voices of the soloists and the 
choruses, the classic beauty and purity of the cos
tumes, the graceful reverence of the gestures 
throughout, the thrilling quality of the music, and 
above all, the depth of meaning conveyed by the 
exquisite lyrics sung, all stirred one's deepest 
emotions and effected what indeed was intended
gtatitude, not merely for the centenary of Loreto 
in Darjeeling, but for the twenty centenaries of 
the glorious Catholic Church . 

As a fitting finale to such a day, all gathered 
immediately after the oratorio · in the Parish 
Church adjoining the Covent, where solemn Bene
diction was given. It was a unique sight to see 
angels in the flesh, with their slender, delicately
tinted wings soaring upwards, in the very choirs in 
which we knelt! Their reverence certainly 
rivalled the heavenly beings they had been repre
senting on the sage. For hearts so full of emotion 
for all God's gifts to Loreto, those silent moments 
at the end of the day before the tabernacle were 
the most satisfying of the whole day. 

The next morning a more sombre note was 
struck by the pleading tones of the Requiem High 
Mass, which was sung by the full choir again. We 
could not forget the numbers of devoted labour
ers who "had borne the burden of the day and the 
heat" in generations when life was not as easy as 
it is for us now. Many of these lie buried in the 
peaceful Convent cemetery below the garden. 
Others have found resting places in our other 
cemeteries, but surely that d;,i.y all were present in 
the Sanctuary where they had, so often in the 
years of their service, begun _the day and dedicated 
their labours to God . 



• 
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That evening the children delighted their guest< 
once more with a musical entertainment_ Many 
are the testimonies of appreciation we have re
ceived from unexpected quarters concerning the 
L.C.D. choirs, both Senior and Junior. The one 
most valued was from the Examiner from Trinity 
College last year, who had been training choirs 
in England for many years. After hearing some 
of our items, he remarked that it was one of the 
most pleasurable experiences he could recall, and 
that our choir stood up to the highest standards 
he had known among English choirs. 

The third day of the celebrations ended with 
a garden party for the children and their parents. 
The North Point boys (North Point is the Jesuit 
College in Darjeeling), enlivened the occasion by 

their presence, and the triduum of rejoicings was. 
thus brought to an end. 

And so ends the record of the first hundred 
years of Loreto's activities in one of God's most 
beautiful spots in this world. The mountains sur
rounding our Convent continue to survey calmly 
the midgets of human beings that bustle about 
below them. They are an excellent reminder of 
that immutable Being whose constant Presence we· 
rejoice in, but there is this difference: in Him 
there is no lordly contempt for puny mankind, but 
only a grateful love for those engaged with Him 
in the work of saving the precious souls He came 
Himself on earth to save. 

W e reproduce one of the scenes from the beau~ 
tiful Oratorio, "M ary," 

T H E N A T I V I. T Y. 

Ensemble 0 little town of Bethlehem, H ow silently, how silently, 
H ow ·still we see thee lie, The wondrous gift is given, 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep So God impart8 to human hearts, 
The silent stars go .by. The blessings of His heaven. 
Yet in thy dark street shineth N o ear may h ear His coming, 
The everlasting Light ; But in this world of sin, 
The hopes and fears of all the years Where meek souls will receive Him still, 
A re met in thee to-night. The dear Christ enters in. 

0 H oly Child of Bethlehem; 
Descend to us we pray, · 
Cast out our sin and enter in, 
Be born in us to-day. 
W e hear the Christmas Angels 
The great glad tidings tell. 
0 come to us, abide with us, 
Our Lord Emmanuel! 

Chorus Glory to God in the highest, 
of Angels Alleluia ! Alleluia! 

Mary 

And on earth, peace to men of goodwill. 
For this day is born to you a Saviour, 
Who is Christ the Lord, in the City of David. 
My Child, God, H e hath come to me 
From heaven's glory and majesty, 
T o want and care and bitter tears, 
A silent inartydom of years . 
Rest and sleep, 0 Babe divine, 

. Upon this breast, and peace be Thine! 
Chorus of From the hills in darkness sleeping, 
Shepherds From our wind-swept mountain-home, 

· From the vigil we were keeping, 
We of Bethlehem, shepherds come. 

W e are seeking for the Saviour, 
And the Angel gave a sign: 

Kings and 0 world-forsaken M onarch, throned 
Attendants Beyond the realms of earth; 

0 Queen with radiant glory crowned, 
Who gave the Monarch birth, 

His star arose in eastern sky, 
And o'er the desert wild, 

W e followed it with lifted eyes, 
Blest M other, Blessed Child! 

W e shall find Him in a manger, 
Him, the Lord, the King divine! 
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The following jottings on two of our other 
•Convents in India are full of interest. 

Entally is situated about five miles out of the 
city of Calcutta. It is a Bengali School for Indian 
·Catholic girls. There are about one hundred and 
fifty boarders and seventy day pupils. Our cor
respondent tells us that there is great work to be 
done there for the Glory of God. Since the 
beginning of 1947, several h ave been received 
.into the Church. The Community consists of 
two Irish nuns, one Australian, and fourteen 
Indian Sisters, Daughters of St. Anne. The N ovi
tiate for the latter is at M orapai. After their 
Profession, tbey are sent to teach in several of the 
out-lying villages, and do great work for souls, 
for they are very zealous and helpful. At Entally 
·there are classes from kindergarten to matricula
tion and first Arts affiliated to the University of 
·Calcutta. There is also a Training College for 
teachers. A s one could imagine, after reading this, 
.Postulants would receive a very warm welcome. 

Gaya.- This C onvent was only opened in 1943. 
:So far there is only a day school of about eighty 
.children . The pupils include Hindus, Muslims, 
Persians. None of these are Catholics, but the 
Anglo-Indians are, and at present, number about 
twenty. These h ave a yearly Retreat conducted 
by an American Jesuit. English is the language, 
but Hindu and Urdi are taught as subjects. 
·Classes are conducted leading up to Senior 
·Cambridge. 

A letter written by one of our Australian nuns 
in Loreto, India, on 20th July, 1947, says: "We 
cannot say what the future holds for us all. We 
need the protection of God and Our Lady's lov
ing arms. It is a wonderful land, but it is ter
ribly upset. May Our Dear Lord bless the whole 
country as He knows best ." We too must con
tinue our fervent prayers for the same intention. 

AUSTRALIAN CATHOLIC JOURNALS 
APPRECIATED. 

An appeal has come from a Chaplain in the 
port area of Calcutta, for as many Catholic papers 
in a regular supply from Australia as possible. 
H e says the Australian papers are alive, and are 
the very ones appreciated by the sailors who come 
to his Club. M essengers, Advocates, Sunday 
Visitor, are mentioned, but there are many more 
besides. 

The address is: 

The Rev. A. G. C. Langford, 

Stella M aris Presbytery, 

N imakmahal Road, 

Calcutta 23, India. 

It is a great joy to publish contributions from 
pupils in Lucknow and Shillong. The Editor 
hopes the example of these correspondents will 
be followed by others, not only in India, but 
wherever there is a Loreto Convent to be found. 

St. Agnes' Loreto Day School, Lucknow 
Our school was founded by the Bishop of Alla

habad for the poorer European and Anglo-Indian 
·Catholics of Lucknow, and was placed under the 
management of the Loreto nuns in 1904. · 

It began in a small private h ouse, which soon 
was not big enough for the increasing number of 
_pupils. Two other houses were rented in turn, 
but proved unsuitable. The Sisters and children 
now prayed for a suitable place. Our Lady inter
.ceded, and soon a plot on Station Road was bought 
by His Lordship, and with his help, a building 
was put up. This was in 1912, and here we have 
.remained. Later, additions of extra class rooms, 
:lunch room and domestic kitchens were made to 
the original building. In time, an Oratory was 
also added. The usual days for Mass are the 
Feast of St. Agnes, every day during retreat, and 
.on the Principal's name feast. Sometimes Mass 
·is celebrated on Teacher's Day-8th September, as 
well as on Sodality Reception Days. We have 
1:he joy of having our dear Lord with us day and 
:night during the retreat . 
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Our classes range from Kg. to Junior Cambridge, 
and of the girls presented yearly for the Junior 
Cambridge examinations, not one has failed in the 
past twelve years. There is a special technical 
class where girls are able to take a Pitman's com
mercial course; they are also taught neeedlework, 
cooking, house and mother craft. 

Organised games play an important part in the 
daily programme, and at present a drill and sports 
display is to be held in October. Basket and net 
ball, volley ball and badminton are the chief 
games. Challenge matches with the girls of Loreto 
Convent are held during the year. This year, for 
the first time, we challenged an outside school
Christ Church School - and were the winning 
team, the score being 13 : 0. 

An annual concert in honour of Our Lady, to 
which members of all the Parish Associations and 
School Sodalities are invited is held, and at the 
end of the year there is a big concert. During 
the war the proceeds were given to the Red Cross, 
but now they go to the New Cathedral Fund. 

• 
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A great day in our school year is the 8th Sep
tember, when we keep the teachers' birthdays. 
Each class room is decorated ; some of the seniors 
help the babies to make their class room pretty, 
for although they are so small, they refuse to be 
1eft at home when we return to decorate. On the 
·day itself, after Mass, we hurry to prepare to 
receive our teachers, to wish each a happy birth
day, and to present our little gifts; then follow 
dancing and games, and a treat. 

In 1942, as petrol could not be procured, two 
school buses had to be sold, and consequently, we 
lost many Catholic children. Recently, after a 
great deal of trouble, a new bus has been bought. 
School re-opened on the 12th July, and many little 
ones (and big ones, too !) waited excitedly for the 
but at 7 a.m., but, alas! at 9 a.m. we were still 
wa1tmg. Then the truth dawned on us-some
thing must have gone wrong with die bus. Sadly 
the little ones returned home, while the bigger 
ones, with the teachers, walked on to school. The 
next day all were as usual at the appointed place, 
and great was the joy when the new bus was 
sighted. 

For <>everal years there has been a special 
·department for well-to-do Indian children. It is 
under the protection of St. T eresa. The classes 

here range from Kg. to Std. II., and the number 
of pupils is 104. The children pass into St. Agnes' 
as soon as vacancies occur. 

The need of a Mission School for poor Indian 
Catholics was long felt in Lucknow. In 1941 one 
was opened in the grounds of St. Agnes' under 
the title of the Little Flower's Urdu School. Its 
progress has been slow. Difficulty was experi
enced in procuring Indian Catholic teachers. It 
was only last year that this difficulty was over
come, and since then the numbers have increased. 
The education is free, and the children are given 
a meal of "Chappa tis," made of flour and curry, 
at mid-day. They look forward to this meal, for 
the greater number of the children are very, very 
poor. At the end of the year, old clothe<> are col
lected, as well as toys, and these little ones are 
invited to a Christmas Tree on the 7th January. 
Each child receives a piece of print material for 
a frock, two pieces of soap and a toy; sweets and 
fruit are also distributed by the Mother Superior 
of Loreto Convent. There are at present 45 chil
dren. Both St. T eresa's and the Little Flower's 
schools are managed by the Principal of St. A gnes' 
as they are both in the school . grounds. 

- MARGARET ANTINUS (Standard 8). 

Loreto Convent, Lucknow 
It is almost' seventy-three years now since Loreto 

found a home in historic Lucknow, the ancient 
capital of Oudh, the city of Wazir-Viziers, of 
Kings and of stirring Mutiny history. 

From the time the school was founded childre:1, 
not only from the United Provinces, but also from 
Bihar and the Punjab, have gladly assembled to 
imbibe the true spirit of womanhood, and to get 
a thorough English education crowned with the 
-coveted Senior Cambridge Certificate. 

The Convent is situated on The Mall, the prin
·cipal road of the city and a circular drive leads 
to this double-storeyed red-bricked building, with 
its arched verandahs, which, in winter, are framed 
in the beautiful orange flowers of the Bignonia 
Venesta. In front of the building there is a large 
lawn, surrounded by a neatly trimmed herbaceous 
border. Along the drive to the right of the 
buil.aing is the flower garden, which, in winter 
is a riot of colour. One of Lucknow's titles is 
the "City of Roses." On this same side there 
a re two lawns, one a tennis-court and the other, a 
favourite for picnicking and rambling. On thj! 
other side is a playground, where all love to con
gregate under the massive banyan tree with its 
low-swinging brances. At the back of the house 
there are also spacious playgrounds including a 

red-tiled, net-ball court. Here we Convent girls 
may be seen of an evening playing a strenuous 
game in spite of the heat. · The games are made 
more interesting by inter-school matches with St. 
Agnes' Loreto Day School. 

From the flower garden a straight path leads 
beneath shady-spreading trees to a small well-kept 
cemetery, where Our Lady of Lourdes from Her 
Grotto keeps watch over those members of Her 
Institute, who after strenuous years of labour, 
have gone H ome for their eternal holiday. 

The Convent grounds are noted for their beau
tiful trees, which give them a park-like appear
ance. Some of the most remarkable are the 
Indian Laburnum, with its yellow tassels, the 
Flame of the Forest, the broad-leaved T eak, and 
graceful N eem and Tamarind trees. 

The routine of our school is different to that 
of many others. During the hot season, which is 
very hot indeed, that is from the end of March to 
the middle of September, we have morning school. 
The summer vacation ·comes from May to July. 
Classes are from 7.30 a.m. to 12.15 a.m., with a 
break for a quarter of an hour at 9.30 a.m. Dur
ing the rest of the year we have the usual day 
classes from 9 a.m. to 3 p.m., with a break for 
lunch. 
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Actually, Loreto Convent includes two schools 
-the Convent High School and St. Michael's, a 
preparatory school for Indians who are learning to 
speak English. There are one hundred and eighty 
children in the Convent High School and one 
hundred and twenty-five in St. Michael's. The 
majority of the children are day-scholars, there 
being only fifty boarders. Boarding schools are 
necessary in India as parents in many services are 
frequently transferred at short notice. 

The majority of the children in our school are 
non-Christians, Mohammadans, Hindus and Sikhs, 
chiefly of the upper class, some being princes, 
their fathers, rulers of some independent state 
When we remember that it is not a hundred years 
since the last Kings of Oudh were deposed, we are 
not surprised to find a fair sprinkling of royalty 
in the ancient capital of Oudh. A few of our 
Senior girls are already married, and will go from 
school to help rule some petty state, with perhaps, 
some thousands of subjects. 

If we watch the children arriving at school in 
the morning, we can distinguish between the 
various sects. Several of the Mohammadan girls 
arrive in cars or carriages with the blinds drawn 
down. This is a result of the "purdah system," 
in which the women are forbidden to go before 
man with their faces uncovered. However, the 
children observe half "purdah," when they alight 
from their vehicles, they forget all about it. Their 
dress when out of uniform is "gharara," a wide 
skirt down to the ankles, over which a long tunic 
is worn, and a scarf. draping the shoulders. 

The Hindus come to school in tongas-light, 
small two-wheeled carriages, and the more wealthy 

in cars. These wear a choice of costume-saries 
or "Sylwar and Kmise," that is, wide trousers 
with a loose frock over it, and a scarf thrown over 
the shoulders. 

The Sikh boys can be distinguished by their 
ear-rings, and the flat round coils on the top of 
their heads. 

But when the cars are parked, and the carriages 
and tongas driven off, there arrive groups of girls 
on cycles or on foot, glad of the freedom from the 
purdah and state, just the same laughing crowd 
of average school girls to be found in Loreto 
schools all over the world. Except at the hours 
of arrival and departure, you would probably find 
the school-day the same as elsewhere, except that 
the second language along with French is Urdu, 
the language of the old Moghul Kingdom. 

Although the Catholics are the minority in our 
school there is a true Catholic spirit all the same. 
The Catholic day-scholars play an active part in 
the parish activities, quite a number of them being 
members of the Catholic Youth Association, 
Lucknow. In the school itself are the three usual 
Sodalities, Our Lady's, St. Joseph's and the Holy 
Angels. Our school has also a branch of the 
Mission Help Society. 

So, Loreto Convent, Lucknow, approaching its 
diamond jubilee, carries on with tranquil zest the 
Loreto traditions:-

"High ideals of sweet purity, 
of Duty and truth 
Learnt while we bore Loreto's flag 
In the sunny days of our youth." 

Victory Celebrations 1n the Naga Hi I ls 
Leaving the army camps of Dimapur behind 

us, we made our way up the steep hill-sides, 
passing several beautiful "jhoras" or mountain 
streams in our open jeeps. The base of these 
hills was .clothed in the dense forests, typical of 
Assam, but as we mounted higher, the vegetation 
became less dense, and the chattering monkeys 
were clearly visible from the tarmac road. A 
land-slide blocked part of the road, but by accomp
lishing a balancing feat, we managed to pass 
safely across. At last we arrived at mile-stone 
forty-six, or Kohima, our destination. This town 
is about half way between the British station at 
Dimapur and the native State of Manipur, and 
though in the hills, it is noted for its enormous 
field . 

The car park was crowded-jeeps, station 
waggons, trucks, 4 x 4 's, indeed nearly every type 
of wheeled vehicle was in evidence, and all my 
ideas of Kohima being but a small village changed 
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after one look in the direction of this famed field . 
We were timed to arrive for the far-famed "Naga 
Dance." We found an official posted at .the 
entrance to guide us through the unruly crowd. 
In every direction could be seen heads, the 
majority wearing their colourful traditional head
dress; others donning military caps, and the rest 
remaining bare-headed. The field was divided, 
and as the dance commenced, each tribe danced in 
its allotted space. The natives of. this country are 
collectively called "Na gas," the notorious head
hunters of Assam, though really they consist of 
many tribes who inhabit these uncivilised hills . 

They danced slowly at first, but, as the drums 
oeat faster, they moved with lightning speed. 
The rhythm and timing was perfect. This was 
accompanied by soft chanting, which gradually 
rose to a crescendo as the speed of their move, 
ments increased. 



• 
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Though the tribes were dressed differently and 
spoke in varied tongues, they all enjoyed drinking 
large quantities of rice liquor or "dzu." The 
tribe that I most fancied was dressed in a bright 
.array of colour. Their head-dress was made of 
thin pieces of coloured bamboo, tipped with 
feathers, and somewhat resembling that worn by 
the Red Indians of America. They stuffed their 
.ears with Blue Jay feathers, and sadly disfigured 
their faces with white lines. Around their necks 
.hung several strings of beads, while their arms 
.and ankles were decorated with ivory bracelets. 
From their ankles to their knees, brightly coloured 
threads were woven together, thus accentuating 
their muscular legs. They wore a type of kilt 
and a long waist-coat, that much resembled a 
tunic, but their clothes, as would be expected, 
were very crudely tailored . A s the afternoon 

wore on the ever-welcome refreshments were 
served by bashful Nagas, who shyly offered us 
some of their beloved " dzu." 

Their games were unique; one was called "Hen 
Throwing." Several tall poles were erected at 
intervals of about 10 feet, and on the top of each, 
a tin containing a terrified hen was balanced. 
The competitors had to first scale the poles, catch 
the hens as they tried to escape, and then throw 
them to their friends oelow. In this game, only 
one man lost his balance and fell ; this was con
sidered a great joke by the Nagas . 

As the evening shadows swept across the hills, 
we decided to leave as we intended making Dima
pur in time for the evening pictures. . The few 
sober Nagas escorted their tottering companions to 
their villages while the remainder begged lifts 
from the troops and the local bus service. 

Loreto - Shillong 
Tucked away among the densely-forested Khasi 

Hills, half-hidden by the shadows of the leafy 
pines, lies Shillong, the Government centre of 
Assam. The year 191 2 held a very pleasant sur
prise for the inhabtiants of this town, for in that 
year,. our Convent of Loreto was founded by 
pioneering nuns. N o better spot could h ave been 
-chosen in all India for the site of our school, as 
it is flanked on one side by a magnificent Cathed
ral and Grotto, and on the other by the summer 
residence of one of A ssam's most wealthy Rajas. 
The "Peak" or highest point in the Khasi and 
Jhantia Hills lies directly in front of the school, 
and it is ' from this part of the building that at 
.even-tide the full splendour of the Assamese sun
sets is visible. The main playground lies at the 
back of the school and overlooks a winding path 
.amongst the pine and oak. 

Only after years of toil and labour was persever 
.ance rewarded, for together with kind donations 
.and hard work was our school completed. Soon 
the library was stocked with the works of great 
men, the halls buzzed with cheerful students, and 
the garden, the pride of the Nuns and students, 
blossomed in all its glory. The playground, tennis 
.and badminton courts and the skating rink were 
of course, the centre·s of attraction as the ~eason~ 
-changed, and it was here that the true Loreto spirit 
.shone. 

When, in 1942, the shadows of war swept across 
-the borders of Assam, our beloved school was com, 

mandeered by the Military for a base hospital. Yes, 
we were glad that thousands of sick and wounded 
men would be nursed back to health under the pro
tecting roof of our school, but yet, not even this 
thought could withhold the tears from our smarting 
eyes as we watched the boarders evacuate to Simla. 
Little did we think that we had left forever, for 
within a year of its new status, was our school, all 
but for the skating rink, reduced to a heap of ashes. 

One misty February morning in 1943 a dense 
cloud of smoke rose high above the _murmuring 
firs, and as we gazed spell-bound with horror, the 
tall and stately rafters of our dear school caved in, 
while the Fire Service made futile efforts to .smother 
the orange-tongued plague. The water spouted 
high into the air, but yet the flames rose higher, 
while the rapid evaporation and steam formed a 
rainbow above the blazing buildings. This, to the 
heart-broken Nuns and students, was symbolical of 
the rising of a new and more perfect school, once 
the days of strife would be over. Every. camp sent 
out men to render first aid to the wounded and to 
salvage all they could. Soldiers poured in in truck 
loads from "Happy Valley," Upper Shillong and 
from other camps, but no, it was useless- the fire 

. was beyond control, and within two hours nothing 
remained of the main building but the foundations 
and the skating rink. Soon the Military erected 
temporary buildings that were used as wards. In 
the meantime, we settled down, with heavy hearts, 
in a building loaned us by another Convent, and 
enjoyed their hospitality for four years. 
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Return to Paradise 

N ow that the war is over and the Military have 
returned the remains of our Convent, we are once 
more installed in the old familiar places. Our whole 
school, now having been reduced to only day 
scholars, fits comfortably into the skating rink. T o · 
celebrate our return and M other Superior's Feast , 
we held our first big function in the school by hav
ing a Fete, the proceeds of which were given to 
the poor . Since then we h ave given a concert at 
which both the Governor and Mrs. Bourne were 
present. This being a great success, we were 
granted a holiday. M other Provincial is trying to 
start the rebuilding of our Convent- the new and 
more glorious Loreto in which, with God's help, we 
hope to plant the true Loreto spirit that, in spite of 
all our difficulties, has remained undaunted, and, we 
hope, will continue to do so through the ages. 

I returned to Shillong this year filled with a long
ing to see its sunny green hills and its deep, shady 
valleys. M any have called Shillong "The Scotland 
of the East," and indeed the statement is well jus
tified. Little grassy valleys nestle cosily up against 
the bends of the spurs, forming mysterious little 
glens, and although Shillong can boast no gorse, 
her gentle slopes are carpeted with moss and wild 
flowers. 

H ow precious were those moments, when the car 
rounded the final bend, and my breath caught the 
faint whiff of the pines; and the sparrows chirrup
ing at that moment was sweeter than any Chopin 
melody. But within me there dwelt a shade of fear . 
W ould the pines, I pondered, extend their leafy 
arms and wistfully murmur "Traitor," for I had 
left Shillong at the outbreak of the Japanese W ar, 
and I was now returning after an absence of five 
years. 

The town waiS enveloped in a heavy mist, but 
this did not conceal the familiar landmarks of days 
past . W e drove through the market ; it was " Bara 
Bazaar Day"- that means the most important mar
ket day of the week. The little stalls and allotments 
were thronged with people, jostling and pushing, 
in order to buy their wares. It was just as I had 
last seen, from the stalls where the smell of fish per,. 
vaded, to the little shops where wizened Khasi 
women sold their goods. Khasis are the local tribes 
that inhabit the Khasi hills. In these shops may be 
seen highly-coloured drinks in bottles, packets of 
cigarettes, glass bangles, chewing gum from the 
American surplus stores, and, lastly, pan. The last
named is the leaf that is chewed with the betel 
nut, and which enjoys the same status in Assam 
that chewing gum enjoys in America. 
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W e passed on, through the squalor and hubbub 
of the market, into quieter surroundings. On the 
side of the road sat a Brahmin priest with his h ands 
raised in a gesture unmistakable. W e drove up the 
road past the various shops that compose Shillong's 
fashionable centre, and past the Legislative A s
sembly H all. It was just the same. The white pil
lars in the portico looked as regal as ever, and the 
chaprassis or official letter carriers, leaned on the , 
pillars resplendent in their gold and scarlet livery. 

A s we drew near the w ·ard Lakes, my excitement 
reached a fever pitch. But at the first glimpse, I 
sat back relieved. The waters were as serene as. 
ever; the lotuses and flower beds around the lake· 
made this scene look like a huge garden. The 
curved white bridge stood out in bold relief against 
the background of bamboos at the further end ; it 
still remained Shillong's favourite rendezvous. 

The Shillong Club, the biggest in the town, was 
filled with trucks, jeeps and cars. Being a Sunday 
morning, many people were playing tennis or enjoy
ing a cool beer in the comfortable lounge. A s we 
drove past the hydro electric building, the large 
clock on the tower showed a quarter to twelve
" just enough time to see the new swimming pool," 
said my mother. At the crossroads a sign-post. 
reprnsenting a woman in a swimming costume, an
nounced " H .M .S. Crinoline" this way. The pool 
was a delightful scene. The pavilion was a cement 
building, with a green roof, and facing it was the 
pool in all its glory. Around the pool were flagged 
terraces and flower beds. From the pavilion one 
could see the eager waters of the Crinoline Falls 
tumbling over the rocks and ledges in its hurry. 

W e got back into the car, and as we sped along 
smooth tarmac roads, a sense of peace and security 
dawned on me. I was very quiet as we passed the 
grey. stone remains of the Convent, the scene of 
happy hours of work and play. I shut my eyes, and 
struggled with my feelings; but all that was past
a new era had begun, and in the midst of that 
emotional crisis the words of H oly Scripture stood 
out, "And on the ruins thereof, I will rebuild,". 
said H e. 

N ow the clouds reposed tranquilly in the blue 
sky; the distant murmur of the pines rose to a closer 
rustling; simple, kindly faces smiled a welcome, and 
as I saw once more that loved sight, the smooth 
brow of the hill outlined against the sky- I realised 
I had returned to Paradise. 
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Loreto in Africa 
The year 1946 was marked by the opening of 

two new Foundations in Africa. One is at Kiambu, 
in Kenya, not far from Limuru. Limuru has a 
Secondary School and Training College for native 
girls, as well as a Hospital and Dispensary for sick 
natives. At Kiambu, there is now establi'.shed a 
Kindergarten and Primary School for native chil
dren. This will be a splendid opportunity of win
ning 5ouls for Christ, as well as being of great assist
ance to the work at Limuru. The other new Foun
dation is at the southern extremity of the Conti
nent, in Strand, Capetown, where the Bishop asked 
Mother-General to open a school for coloured chi!-

dren . H ere, too, will be great scope for apostolic 
work. 

In the very interesting Magazine, "Loreto N ative 
Mission League, Irish N otes and N ews," there is a 
message addressed to readers: " You will have 
greater 5cope than ever for doing YOUR VERY 
BEST to help the Missions with every weapon at 
your com mand- while waiting for the day, when, 
perhaps, you may stand on the deck of an oce~n 
liner- or recline in the comfortable seat of an air-
liner- on your way to some mission field ." . . 

It is fitting to close this section by quotmg this 
little poem, the sentiments of which can be applied 
to M issions the world over. • 

A Chi Id's Prayer for the Conversion of Africa 
To thern, 0 Mother Mary, bring the light, 
T o thern Uft itp the Infant in thine arms, 
That lle by His Sw eet Face, so Calrn and Briglit 
May lead thern all to you by H is sweet charms. 

" 0 send them priests and niins,'' is all oitr cry, 
Tu ccire for them, and solace to them bring, 
That we, your children, black and white, may fly 
T o you, and to yoitr folding mantle cling. 

That we may be with you in H eaven, we pray, 
·with yon to fondle us, 0 Mothe1· dear, 
A-ncl with tlie Infant J esus, let us play, 
T ill tired again, we film to yoit for cheer. 

0 Mary, Queen of Africa! may we-
1"0111· children, ichite and black, come soon to 

thee. 
- JOAN O'DONOVAN, 
Loreto Abbey, R athfarnham . 

A Link With Countess Elizabeth 

Wolff-Metternich 
Those who are familiar with the story of the gracious Countess Elizabeth 

-and few there are who do not know it-will be interested to hear that her 
faithful Katarina is still alive. She wrote this year to one of our nuns in 
Australia. She is living with a nephew in the English Zone in Germany. 
and, at the age of 86, goes to daily Mass. With the bombing of her home 
in 1944, Katarina lost everything, but in this letter, she asks for nothing 
for herself, only for news of those she knew in Australia when she accom~ 
panied her beloved Countess. There may be some who remember Katarina , 
and would like to write to her . 

Her address is Miss Katarina Limberg. Dreutsteinfurt, Westfalen, 
Munster Strasse 43 , Deutschland (Germany). 
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Our Lady of Fatima 
In first term we read " More About Fatima," by Rev. V . Montes D e Oca, 

"C.S .Sp. We knew before of the miraculous appa"ritions of Our Lady at 
Fatima, in Portugal, in 1917. This book lays particular stress on the messages 
given by Our Lady at each appearance. Our Lady implored people to recite 
the Rosary and to pray for sinners. " Pray, pray very much, and make many 
sacrifices for sinners! Remember that many souls go to hell because there 

. is no one to pray and make sacrifices for them," were Her words. In this 
way only would peace come to the world. 

Having talked much of Our Lady of Fatima, we are specially interested 
in this incident , recounted by Father Louis Gonzago da Oliveira, of Portugal. 

. and printed in "The Scapular" (U.S.A.) . 
The statue of Our Lady of Fatima was being carried in procession to 

·· Lisbon, last December, for the celebration of the third centenary of the Con
secration of Portugal to the Immaculate Conception. · When the statue arrived 
at Bombazal, four white doves were released as a part of the demonstration. 

·To the astonishment of the crowd, three of the doves , instead of flying away 
from the milling crowds, circled over the top of the statue, swooped down 
and stood at Our Lady's feet. 

During the several days of the journey to Lisbon, they remained there 
day and night without food or drink, and without leaving the foot of the 
statue even once, despite all the noise of bands and the acclamations of the 
great and changing crowds. Moreover, they refused food and drink, and 
merely blinked at the strong lights that were shone upon the statue at night . 

. and shook off the flowers that .fell upon them. 
When the statue was finally carried into the great Church of Our Lady 

of Fatima, at Lisbon, two of the doves suddenly flew from Our Lady's feet 
and placed themselves on either side of the altar at the moment of the Ele
vation of the Host. Finally, at Holy Communion , the third dove flew to the 
top of the statue, resting on the gold crown placed there by the Holy Father's 
Cardinal Legate, and spread out its wings during Holy Communion. 

Two of the doves remained at the Church of Our Lady of Fatima in 
Lisbon. and the third remained with the statue all the way back to Fatima. 

- RITA HYLAND (Leaving Class) . 

Jottings from a Journal 
FEBRUARY 11 th.-After a joyous holiday we return to school. and it 

is interesting to note the varying degrees of suntan. Many new faces are 
seen, and others are sadly missed. We hear, with satisfaction, that the three 
Percussion Bands won medals at last year's Trinity College examinations, 

.as did also the Junior Verse-speaking Choir, and Colette. Congratulations'! 
Several girls who returned yesterday, were present this morning at the 

Mass at Lourdes Grotto. The weather was perfect. May Our Blessed Lady 
watch over our new year. 

FEBRUARY 15th.-This afternoon we start off again with our quest 
for skill at Soft Ball. Many questions arise, and we look forward to referring 
them on Thursday to M iss Lyons, who initiated us into the intricacies of the 
game last term. . 

This evening the Senior Literary Club holds its first meeting for 1947. 
Under the patronage of Our Lady of Good Counsel, we meet the poetry of 
the Irish poet, Robert Farren, and learn something of the personality of the 
poet. We realise that here is a poet with a great gift, and we are glad that 
we are going to know more of his work . 

. Page Eigteen 



• 

' 

FEBRUARY 19th.- Ash Wednesday sees the beginning of our noble 
efforts for Lent. One hears triumphant thumps as the very brave make "bell~ 
rising" their special act. 

FEBRUARY 22nd.-Before it is despatched to Warrnambool. we admire 
the Bronze Medal awarded by the Alliance Francaise to Mary Wilson for the 
best French essay on Louis Pasteur, written by the pupils of Ballarat Schools. 
We give Mary a hearty clap "in absentia. " 

This evening we start off with Mother Catherine on our_ survey of the -
History of Architecture. The Baloptican helps us to appreciate the vitality 
of the Stone Age drawings. We know we are lucky to have these talks, which 
many an old girl would love to have again. 

MARCH I st.- A wet day, so those drawn for the opening matches of -
the Ballarat School Girls' Championship cannot play. 

Tonight the Senior Music Club holds its first meeting for the year. We -
enjoy records from "The Heart of the Piano Concerto," for which we thank 
Elaine. And Barbara would have been pleased with the reception we gave -
to John Charles Thomas singing "Open Road." We look forward to the 
arrival of the radiogram, which will do justice to our fine selection of records. 

MARCH I 6th.-The Intermediates give us a hilarious entertainment in 
the form of a play, "The Legacy," and several comic acts. The hall is trans~ 
formed into a modern theatre, complete with box plan and impeccably attired . 
usherettes. Notices on the outer doors advised intending patrons to " Q . up." 
Thereby hangs a tale. 

MARCH I 7th.-W e attend Solemn High Mass at the Cathedral and 
hear an inspiring sermon on St. P atrick. 

Today sees a short break in our "sweet acts." The weather is fine, and 
in the afternoon Loreto, Dawson Street, came up to play a tennis and vigero 
match. People with an eye for colour enjoy the blue and green sports frocks 
against the deeper green of the trees and grass. We all enjoy the games. 

In the evening we give a Concert in honour of the Irish Sisters, and 
everyone says it is good. 

MARCH 22nd.- Finals of the Schoolgirl Tennis Championships, and 
our hopes are high, as this is Margaret Hager's second year in the finals. 
Congratulations to Philo Elliott, who carries off the cup with fine, steady 
play. And, "Well lost, M argaret!" 

MARCH 25th.- New members for Holy Angels' and St. Joseph's . 
Sodalities receive their ribbons. 

Mother Superior announces the result of the election of the Councillors. 
W e are pleased to congratulate Rita H yland as Head of the School. Pat 
Fitzsimmons as 1st Councillor and Mary English, Marie Mulcahy, Mary 
Lawlor and Cecilia Tonzing as Councillors for the other Divisions. 

While Mother Superior is in the Study Hall we draw the Supper C loth 
raffle, to which the Old Girls and other friends of Mary's Mount have 
responded so generously. Congratulations to Pat Prendergast, the luckv 
winner. 

APRIL 2nd.- Spy Wednesday makes us realise that we are deep in 
Holy Week. 

At M ass, on Holy Thursday, we wear our white frocks and walk in 
procession to the Altar of Repose, which, as usual, looks beautiful at the end 
of the Western Cloister. The Seniors have the privilege of attending the 
midnight . Holy Hour. 

A little before 3 o'clock on Good Friday, we go around to Calvary, 
which stands where. the Altar of Repose was yesterday. The sunlight coming 
through the red curtains casts a glow over the scene. W e sing, "O Come -
and mourn with M e a While," then kneel silently until after 3 o'clock. 

APRIL Sth.- After the Regina we feel the real Easter Spirit is in the 
air. Numerous parcels are distributed and things are very gay. During the 
afternoon we hold a successful Mission Fair and a Three~Minute Tennis -
Tournament. 
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APRIL 6th.-W e are ranged in two camps. Greek and Roman. At 
the head of the Greek column marches Demetrius, carrying a silver spear 
twined with olive leaves. · Marcellus, a t the head of the Romans, carries a 
banner on which shines a golden eagle, the work of one of our artists, Lesley. 
Pat and Pauline are responsible for the two beautifully painted challenges. 
which for some days past have been calling the Greeks and Romans to deeds 
of valour. 

Various contests take place between single champions and rival groups. 
The Soft Ball match is keenly contested; the Greeks win and also carry off 
the final victory. 

In the evening we dance in the Hall. 
APRIL 7th.-Today the energetic folk go for a long walk fraught with 

.adventure, while those who wish spend a restful morning writing letters 
or reading. 

In the evening 1st Division entertain us with a lively performance of 
A . A . Milne 's play, "The Man in the Bowler Hat," which occasions much 
mirth, as does also the Sub-Intermediate's rendering of the rehearsal from 
"A Midsummer Night's Dream." 

APRIL lOth.-We go to see "The Bells of St. Mary's," and enjoy the 
·Outing. The Bingites are certainly in their element. 

APRIL 12th.-On this day we set off by bus for Mandeville Hall. On 
the way we sing, and geographers note Table Top Mountain , dried up 
·creeks, meanders , etc. 

We arrive safely and receive a hearty welcome. After dinner we change 
into our sports frocks, and the games begin. We lose the tennis and win 
the Soft Ball. It is rumoured that one soft-baller caused a stir among our 
hostesses when she donned her mask. 

At about 5.30 the bus sets off for home amid much waving. We have 
.had a delightful day and look forward to welcoming Mandeville on August 
15th. 

APRIL 19th.- We are pleased to attend St. Patrick's College Fete in 
aid of St. Vincent de Paul Funds. The "Art Gallery" and " Museum" are 
novel features , and the Shooting Gallery proves popular. 

APRIL 20th.- The Juniors' Concert in aid of the School Equipment 
Fund . . We are honoured by the presence of Dr. O 'Collins and several of 
the Clergy. Numerous parents and friends attend and enjoy the doings of 
"The Moon Folk" and James James Morrison Morrison. The St. Patrick's 
College Prefects render efficient assistance as ushers and doorkeepers . 

Afterwards we go to the Chapel where D r. O 'Collins gives Pontifical 
Benediction. 

APRIL 24th.- Our last Mission Club meeting for the term. Members of 
the three groups have read us enlightening articles at the meetings. and 
we found the Notes of the Loreto Missions of special interest. 

APRIL 27th.-Opening matches of the Ballarat Section of the Catholic 
School Girls ' Tennis Championship. Our en-tout-cas courts present an 
animated appearance, as several matches are played under the eyes of keen 
spectators. The matches continue during the week. 

APRIL 28th.-Ernest miens replace our usual carefree expressions as 
w e begin the terminal examinations. 

MAY lst.- After the May Day Procession Mother Provincial crowns 
the chosen Handmaids, Pat Fitzsimmons and Marie Mulcahy, and then 
Rita crowns Our Lady's statue, while we sing the May Day hymn. Then 
.Sociality ribbons are distributed. 

MAY 2nd.-Sir Winston and Lady Dugan are on a visit to Ballarat, 
and, together with representatives from the other schools, we attend the 
reception in the Regent Theatre. We enjoy the function , and, on our return. 
9ive an animated account of the proceedings. 
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MAY 3rd.-lst and 2nd Divisions attend the Boat Races. Although 
St. Patrick's College does not win the main race, we spend an enjoyable 
afternoon. 

MAY 4th.-Final match of the Under 16 Tennis Championship for this 
.section. It is a fine, steacfy game. Again, congrntulations to Philo, who 
defeats Joan Hyland, and then wins the local final of the Open Champion
ships on the following Tuesday. 

MAY 6th.- A feeling of tense expectancy is in the air as we assemble 
to hear our marks read by Mother Superior. Then comes packing, and one 
catches exclamations like: "Ah! This time tomorrow." 

MAY 7th.-Owing to train strike we travel to Melbourne by bus. 
Happily we meet no picketers, so Jan has no need of the softball equipment. 

MAY 27th.- We return from a happy holiday, which went like li9htning. 
We are _ delighted to find the radiogram installed, with two amplifiers, in 
the Hall. We look forward to dancing to the latest hits, and, of course, to 
hearing celebrity 'concerts and school broadcasts. 

MAY 31st.-We celebrate the feast of the Mistress of Music by a 
combined Music Club meeting , at which we group round the radiogram and 
hear the Sydney Symphony Orchestra, conducted by Joseph Post. The 
Beethoven lovers enjoyed the "Leonora" overture and Dvorak's Slavonic 
Dance with great pleasure. 

JUNE 4th.-Father Shelley comes for Christian Doctrine examinations. 
Father says he enjoyed the day, and so did we. 

JUNE 5th-9th.- We retire from our youthful pleasures and do some 
soul-searching. Father Moran, C.S.S.R., conducts our Retreat and is very 

·generous with his time. On Sunday night we are enrolled in the Miraculous 
Medal and we make our own the little girl's prayer to Our Lady: "You can't 
say you can't. and you won 't say you won't, so you wil1. won't you?" 

JUNE 9th.-Once more our tongues are loosed in a babble' of merri
ment. and the three days ' accumulation of letters receives a glad welcome. 

In the afternoon our photographs are taken for the Magazine. Then 
the Juniors give us an hilarious entertainment, during which we hear that 
haloes are prevalent amongst us. Apparently several vocations are in the 
air, too. 

Afterwards we hold a highly successful Mission Fair. 
JUNE 13th.-Father Ryan, our Chaplain, renews our consecration to the 

Sacred Heart. The school is specially decorated and candles illuminate the 
beautiful picture of the Sacred Heart. 

We deeply appreciate Father's kindly interest in our welfare. The 
-examination classes enjoy the privilege of the special weekly Instruction. 

JUNE 14th.-Again a combined Music Club meeting. We hear the 
broadcast of Lorna Sydney singing Schuman's exquisite cycle, "Woman's 
Love and Life. " We listen with proud attention, for this is a Loreto Old Girl 
from Western Australia. And we have heard how she visited Mary's 
Mount on the Sunday morning before our return from the holidays. The 
"Argus," of 27th May, give this account of the visit: " Singer Lorna Sydney, 
who gave a recital in Ballarat on Saturday night, doesn't forget her old 
friends. A former student of Osborne, a Loreto Convent in the West, her 
home State, her first visit on Sunday morning was to Mary's Mount, the 
famous Ballarat Loreto Convent, where she took her bouquets from the 
night before to be placed in the convent chapel. As the nuns in this Order 
are moved from State to State, Lorna found several there whom she had 
known in her chidhood, and there were great reunions . . . Lorna was 
greatly impressed with the lovely chapel at the Mount, which has an interest-

. ing history, as it was endowed by the Countess Elizabeth von Metternich. 
Lorna sang several songs in the School Recreation Hall before a very appre-

· ciative audience." 
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JUNE 2lst.- St. Aloysius ' Day. We have guessing competitions and. 
then a long walk to the aerodrome. After dinner we play a ping-ping tourna
ment amid constant dancing to the radiogram. Later we dress for the 
Mission Dance and come downstairs to a delicious party. During the evening 
about thirty of the girls make a presentation curtsey to Mother Superior, 
and then do a graceful dance. They look dignified in their long frocks . 
Mother Superior gives out the various prizes, and we sing " Queen of Loreto." 
It has been a very happy day- one more addition to the list of Mary's Mount 
memories. 

JUNE 26th- Under the able guidance of Miss Fuller, we continue our 
Basket Ball practice. We are looking forward to the matches which begin 
early in July. 

-J. and M .J. 

An Early Morning Ride 
Saddling our horses, we left early, intending to be back as soon as 

possible. We were soon in the country heading along a grassy road. Under
foot the frost-covered grass crackled and powdered as we trotted along . 
and the horses' breath was like white clouds. 

There was an eerie stillness, their hoofbeats re-echoing shrilly. All 
around was the hush that covers the bush world before the sunrise. As we 
set off at a gallop under the trees , there was a slight rustling sound. 

To the east , fiery sparks heralded the sunrise . The sky was shot with 
luminous rays of colour, lighting up the awakening world. The brightness 
and colour spread towards the west . 

Now and again a branch shook as we brushed past, lying low in the 
saddle to avoid it. We could hear the first morning songs of the birds over
head and the flapping wings of the round-eyed owl as it returned to its day 
of sleep. Ahead, high in a gum tree, a kookaburra began its long laugh- at 
what, I'll never know. Everything seemed to be wakening , and, as we rode , 
we could sense the movement. We walked our horses down the gully. 

The sun rose in all its splendour above the horizon. It sent out a 
thousand pearly sparks that glimmered and, jewel-like, deepened the farthest 
trees to dim outlines. 

Soon we rode on again. A rabbit or two crossed our path and scuttled 
into the undergrowth. Now and again the horses shied or " danced" before 
crossing a sandy creek. We rode up the steep hill and then down into our 
jumping ground. A large log lay across our track, which was like a green 
velvet carpet , coloured here and there by a blue or yellow wild flower . 

Letting our horses judge the height of the log , we went back some 
distance; raced up to it , over, and landed safely on the other side. That 
morning they jumped clear each time, only once grazing the log. 

After some time we headed back, and "Billy" and " Flicka" knew they 
were turned for home, for, in their eagerness, they renewed their pulling 
and biting of the bit. When we were on a straight stretch of grass , with 
not many hanging trees, we let them go, and stretching out their necks they 
raced homewards. As they flew through the morning air we could feel it 
biting into our faces . Gum-tips hit hard as we raced onwards up the hill 
and cleared the trickle of creek. 

The horses' sides were heaving and foam was flying from their mouths , 
so we reined them in and walked, or rather , jogged home. As we neared the: 
traffic, the horses snorted and pranced at certain disturbing objects, but we _ 
reached home safely and, unsaddl~d . they were free to run and roll. 

- MARY ENGLISH. 
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LORETO 

Someone Who Interests Me Very Much 
When I was asked to write an article for the Magazine, I wondered 

desperately what I could write about. I have been reading some of the 
books of Robert Hugh Benson, and, as I am very interested in him , I decided 
to make him my subject. 

He was born in 1872. His father was later Archbishop of Canterbury, 
and Hugh was brought up on High Church principles. He attended Eton 
and Cambridge, but his literary gifts, so various and admirable , showed 
little sign of their presence. He received Anglican Orders from his father, 
simply because it seemed the easiest career to follow. As he himself says, 
in his " Confessions of a Convert," the religious impressions he gained at 
school were entirely negative. He did not find in Anglicanism "the sense of 
united conviction or world policy for which he longed." He found in the 

·Catholic Church ." the comfort of corporate ideals and corporate beliefs," and 
it is to this that he owed, his conversion. 

He fought strongly against the idea that he should make his submission 
to Rome, feeling that it was disloyal to his father's memory. But once firmly 
convinced that it was the right thing to do, he did not falter. This is one of 
the characteristiccs of Hugh Benson that appeals strongly to me. He was 
strong in doing or upholding what he considered the right action, and there 
is no denying the large number of condemning letters he received from all 

·over the country once his conversion became known. He knew he would have 
to face this , and yet he was steadfast in his resolution. 

He was received into the Church in 1903, and at the end of that year 
went to Rome to study for the priesthood. On his re.turn to England he bought 
a house in Hase Street and gave himself up to his true vocation-writing . 

Previous to this he had written two books, "The Light Invisible" and " By 
What Authority ." I have not read the former , but I know and love " By What 
Authority." Where could a more graphic picture be obtained of the perse~ 
cutions· of the Catholics under Queen Elizabeth? 

"Initiation" is one of the finest books by Benson that I have read. From 
the opening chapter until the last page, Sir Neville Fanning claims the sympathy 
of the reader. The book gripped me, and I was oblivious of all else until .. 
I had finished it. The characters are all splendidly described : the bravery of 
Neville, the unselfishness of Aunt Anna, the self~indulgence of Enid, and 
the talkativeness of Mrs. Bissington. 

"Loneliness" is, I think, one of the most appealing of Benson's books. 
The young opera singer, Marion Tenderton, catches the reader's interest, 
and, as I followed the story, different emotions made themselves felt-regr~t 
because she fell in love with Max, whose shallow character was apparent, 
deep sympathy and pity when it was evident that she would never sing 

. again because of the unsuccessful operation on her throat; sorrow and indig~ 
nation when she made it known that she intended to marry Max either in 
or out of the Catholic Church; and, finally , relief and gladness when she 
realised the enormity of her intended step and sent Max away. Only a great 
author can inspire such feelings. 

In "Oddsfish," Benson makes a Benedictine monk appear to tell the 
story of his life previous to entering the monastery. It is graphically told. 
The story is set in the time of Charles II ., and we are shown the magnetic 
personality of the King, and the unsettled state of England. 

Benson broke away from the traditional "happy ending." He shows 
·the other side of the picture, and, to me, this makes his books all the more 
realistic and enthralling. The style and originality of his novels give them 
. an enduring appeal. 

Benson became seriously ill in 1914, and died peacefully shortly after~ 
-wards at the early age of forty~two. 
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I admire Robert Hugh Benson, the man , and his works, and I think this · 
passage, written by his brother, F. E. Benson, places his books in their right 
position: "The core and purpose and illumination of his life was the service 
of God, and his writing , which he enjoyed above every other occupation, not 
only furnished his income. but. being directly propagandist, was in the same 
service." 

"The Miracle of the Bel Is" 
Last Christmas holidays I was given the loan of a book by an author

who was hitherto unknown to me. I reRd it through and enjoyed it so much 
that I caught the next train into Melbourne and bought a copy for myself. 
The book was called "The Miracle of the Bells," written by an American . 
author, Russell Janney, one-time press agent and reporter like his own " Bill 
Dunnigan" of the book. 

"The Miracle of the Bells" is the story of how the bells of all the 
churches of a small mining town in Pennsylvania were rung continuously 
for four days. It is the story of how a young girl, the daughter of the town 
drunkard, converted the hardened inhabitants of Coaltown from being a 
people, spiritually poor, into a fervent community with a realisation of the 
higher and perfect rea~on for their existence-not during her life , but by her 
death and subsequent funeral. 

Russell Janney has captivated the very souls of his characters. and has 
built his story on a sound basis of human psychology, so that they not only 
act, but think and live. 

Let us draw the curtain and visit the " back-stage" of this vivid drama 
of life and death; and, after the applause, let us watch the principal actors 
as they take their bows. 

In the very centre of the stage is Bill (White Spats) Dunnigan, hard
headed and soft-hearted_ Irishman, ace reporter and press agent , smilingly 
conscious of his immaculate white spats, and holding tightly to the hand of 
a small , frail, timid priest , Father Paul, a little man with a great love for 
his dilapidated Church of St. Michael the Archangel and all its memories, 
a man with absolutely no " head" for business, but with a warm and affec
tionate heart for his flock of erring parishioners. 

Next to Father Paul stands Marcus Harris , short , fat Jewish producer 
of the picture, "The Garden of the Soul," millionaire owner of Super Pic
tures Inc.; Bill Dunnigan's employer and Father Paul's new friend. 

Just behind these we see Father Spinsky, now quite a changed person 
from the money- loving man he was, but still a little doubtful as to the origin 
of those grey spats which so closely resembled Greaves. Next to Father 
Spinsky is his sister , Mary Spinsky, the maker of the famed " St. Leo's 
Chocolate Cake," sold by Robert Omansky, red-headed, expert short-order 
man and coiner of slogans, in his "Quick Lunch Heaven," together with his 
" St. Michael Sandwich." 

Next we see Jan Rubel, ex-atheist and town bully, now a firm friend of 
Bill (White Spats) Dunnigan. Close by is Andrew Denkov, the town half
wit, but a boy with a keener sense of appreciation of nature than many 
learned men, and hovering over all is th~ lovely spirit of Olga Treskovna. 
the clear-eyed young girl who, by her death , inadvertantly changed the 
whole of Coaltown for the better- Olga Treskovna, the Breaker Girl. 

Each time I read this book I see yet another side of the versatile author. 
Russell Janney's humour is subtle; and his thin whiplash of sarcasm, and ironical 
ridicule flicks here and there with humourous certainty. 

Only those who have not read this book with an unprejudiced mind, 
can place the wrong interpretation upon the activities of Bill Dunnigan, and_ 
cannot pierce the veneer of one who is admittedly an American reporter , 
to find the real worth of the book beneath. 
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At the Springs of Hepburn 

My sister and I spent a week of our holidays, which for once coincided, 
at Hepburn Springs . It is a very pretty little township about twenty~two · 
miles or so from Ballarat, and, at all times of the year, quite busy, for people 
come from all over Victoria , and, indeed, from other States, to drink the 
invigorating Spring Water, which is supposed to be so good for one's health. 

One afternoon we decided to go to the Springs, take our books, and sit 
on one of the many seats which are there. We chose a seat quite close to 
the main spring. The sun was shining and it really was a glorious day. We · 
had only been reading for ten minutes or so when a crowd of Jewish people. 
with their " little silver mugs," passed by. There are many Jews in Hepburn, 
and there are always many of them at the Springs. A few of them had little · 
silver mugs out of which to drink the water. This, I am afraid, struck us . 
as being very amusing, drinking water out of a silver mug, but funnier still 
was to see them carrying them waist high, as if they were afraid of soiling 
them. 

This particular day there were many people, both young and old, at -
the Springs. We were quite near enough to catch sentences of different 
conversations, and it was interesting to hear different people's opinions on 
the subject of the Spring water. To see men and women drinking glass 
after glass of water which comes through pipes out of the ground, is a sight 
which is not seen every day. 

"Oh, do you know how many glasses I have had today," says one. 

"We only came to Hepburn two days ago, and already I can feel the 
Spring water doing me good." 

"This Spring has really got a nice taste , but somehow that other Spring , 
the Sulphur, I think, is the name of it, has a much stronger taste , and I 
think it is the best of all." 

Two men were standing close by, and one said to the other: " Haven't 
some people got imaginations? Just look at the crowds drinking that water. 
To me, the water all tastes the same. One kind is as bad as the other." 

One woman was bringing a glass of Spa water (as it is sometimes called) 
with raspberry cordial colouring it, to a friend sitting down a little distance · 
away. As she passed a couple sitting on the next seat, the woman exclaimed: 
"Oh, where is the red spring?" 

To watch children was also an amusing interest. Two of the Springs . 
were worked by pumps, and there was always one small child at a pump ready 
to be of service to anyone who wished for a drink. When other children came 
with their parents to these two springs, you could see the disappointment 
on the little ones' faces if they were not able to pump the water, seeing that · 
someone had got in before them. Some children drank one glass after another, 
while others took one mouthful and threw the rest away, only to try again 
and do precisely as before. 

There were many other entertaining sights at the Springs, but it would 
not be possible to write about them all, but I am afraid neither my sister · 
nor myself read many pages of our books that afternoon or any afternoon 
that we sat down by the Springs. A book could be read any time, but, as 
I have said, to watch people drinking "water" is a sight which is not seen . 
every day. 

-PATRICIA CRAMER!. 
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Torquay 
Although, perhaps only a little known of in other States, Torquay . 

. a small town on the coast of Victoria, is one of our most popular seaside 
resorts. 

This town is situated on the south coast of Victoria, about twelve miles 
from Geelong, and each year is frequented by great numbers of holiday
makers. As it is the nearest seaside town to Ballarat, residents from here are 
in the majority, among those from Melbourne, Geelong and numerous other 
towns; in jest, Torquay is sometimes called "Little Ballarat." 

Before the war this popular holiday resort was a small unfrequented 
township, but one of the principal reasons for its present popularity is the 
Torquay Surf and Life Saving Club. This large club has been formed in 

·Torquay because a number of the more prominent members have tested 
·every beach in Australia and consider the surf beach at Torquay one of the 
finest surfing beaches in the country. 

During the season crowds are to be seen every day gathered on this 
·beach. Far out one can see the surfers floating around on their fourteen
foot surf-boards, patiently (as far as we can tell) awaiting a suitable wave 
to hurtle them in towards the onlooking crowd. A short burst of .. Oh's!" or 
perhaps of laughter is heard if the surfer, shooting in, is slightly too hasty in 

. standing up upon his board, and the wave, getting a little too rough , throws 
him off into the foaming breaker. 

By this. it may seem as if there are no suitable swimming facilities for 
small children, but around the bay from the surf beach, there is what is 
called the "front beach," which is much calmer, and so has not the dangerous 
undertow which gives the unskilled an uncomfortable feeling when swimming 

.at the surf beach . 
Further around the bay again, there is a very calm beach named 

" Fisherman's Beach," where the fishermen anchor their boats. 
But swimming is not the only manner in which visitors may occupy 

. themselves , as there are a number of tennis courts, pretty little golf links, and 
many glorious walks to help fill the day. 

Although there is not a very large shopping centre, Torquay is now 
quite a fair-sized township , and as building materials are becoming easier to 
procure, many lovely new homes have been. and still are being built, in 
the centre of the town or overlooking the bay. 

Summer holiday-makers are also well catered for each evening , as there 
is always some form of entertainment at the public hall. 

So, if ever you want to spend an enjoyable vacation at the seaside, I 
hope I have shown you that you will do well if you come to TORQUAY. 

If 
If I had the Pied Piper's Pipe for a day, I would sit outside a cake 

·shop and blow the Pipe. All the cakes would then come out the door to me 
and I would go away and eat some. Next I would try it on the ladies' hats. 
I would walk down the streets, blowing the Pipe, with all the hats following 
me. They would be left on the roadside while I piped another tune. Then 
the Stingrays would be piped out of the sea and ?uried in a deep. hole and 
left there. The Earwigs, Cockroaches and Scorpions would be disposed of 
by putting them in a big sack and burning the sack. I could do also countless 

·-Other things too numerous to write about, and, altog~ther, . I would have a 
busy day, at the end of which I would thank the Pied Piper for .the loan 

.of his Pipe. 
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My Hobby 
My hobby is music, and you will agree that it is a very interesting and 

enjoyable one. 
I learn the violin, and I like it very much, although, just at present, other · 

people may not! If someone were to tell me why, I would be more than 
grateful. I cannot understand it at all. I have practised every Saturday 
morning for the past six months in cell six, and I can very rarely hear myself, 
for, on one side the girl bangs as loudly as possible to drown me; and she · 
makes a good business of it, too-with the aid of cell five piano! (She is not 
a Grade I. student) . On the other side there are constant hangings and 
thumpings on the wall. These are to tell me, not too quietly, to seek another 
spot. M- R- always comes in and makes what I call a really cynical 
remark or two, but' of these I take no notice. I tell her that if it is as bad 
as all that, that she should complain to the authorities. 

One Saturday morning I received a message from the Leaving class~ 
room. "Could I possibly not make so much row, and, could I possibly move 
further away?" The things musicians have to put up with these days are · 
enough to discourage them! . 

I suppose it is not pleasant to have to sit for forty minutes and listen 
to a fiddle scratching (as mine does when I play). I certainly know what it 
is to have a cornet blasting out its tune as my brother plays. It is a blessing 
that he . hardly ever practises. 

You will not wonder if I tell you that I practise in the Holy Angels' 
O~atory now, and I am not the only one who says "Thank goodness!" And. 
from the bottom of my heart I forgive all those who do not appreciate my 
fiddle, but I pray that one day they may. 

-KATHLEEN FLAHERTY. 

Christmas Eve 
Mary ancl J oseph silently tmvelling, 
Cannot fincl anywhere to rest; , 
It seems a p'ity on this colcl night, 
The manger only would help Mary blest. 

1'hough they cire poor, they are tired too
Yoii, could tell by St. Joseph's eyes; 
Th ey go to a manger not fcir on the h ills. 
!rt the cave mfrlst the oxen J esiis Ues. 

H e was born un so cold a Chri:stmas E ve, 
And shepherds u•lt o grazed th eir sheep 
Carne in to see th eir Saviour born, 
They saw lhrn fast asleep. 

So kneeling clown and cidoring H irn. 
They their presents did give, 
Ancl praised Goel above all m en , 
That s11ch rt Christ dicl l1:ve. 

- GAY FLANAGAN. 
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The Ice - Cream Cart 
(With apologies to Wilfred Wilson Gibson). 

P erched at my class-room desk 
I watched with envy while a cool 
And lucky carter hcmdled ice cream . 
Soon I was wandering in a dream 
Far from the moist and muggy heat, 
Lured by imagination sweet-
! could hear the breakers roar 
Quite near to our class-room door, 
And I was dancing in the brine, 
Not thinking of the passing time, 
I kept on swimming through the n'ight, 
B ewildered by the strangest light, 
Until I sturnbled unawares 
Upon a creek, where big white bears 
W ere swimming in the waters deep. 
A run, a bound, and a sndden leap. 
And I was wdh them, swiniminy, dim'ng, 
Unti:l great seals were seen m·n"V?:ng, 
Then I got out, m1'dst ice and snow, 
That looked so wondrons. gleanu'ng- lo! 
Soon I was buried frdhoms deep 
B eneath thcit cold, white, dr1'fh'ng sleep, 
Sleep, drifting sleep, 
Deep, drifting sleep .. . . 
Suddenly the teacher called my name; 
I clutched my book, but all in vain, 
I found myself in that stifl?:ng school 
And not in my lovely Polar Pool. 

- LESLEY DUNN. 

A Night Adventure 
One night I decided to visit some of my relatives who lived in Bentleigh. 

I dressed and went down to the station to catch a train. I noted that it 
was just eight o'clock. I had a journey of over half an hour before me, so 
I began to read. At the fi rst stop a dear old lady boarded the train and sat 
down opposite to me. We be~an to talk, and I discovered that she had 
lived close to my old home in Ballarat, and then, as we went on, we discovered 
that she was a friend of the family. She remembered me when I was a little 
girl, and, as she smiled, I remembered her. It was Mrs. B-. W e used to 
call her "Mrs. B- of the dimples", for when she came to dinner, we spent 

·Our time watching those dimples. Sometimes two appeared together, some~ 
times one only, the dimple in the left cheek. My mother could not understand 
why we were always so good when Mrs. B- came. She did not know that 
we were too busy counting! 

Well, when the next station came, I looked out and found that I did 
not know the surroundings, then, to my disgust, I found that I was on the 
wrong train. The first two or three stations had been familiar, and we had 

.apparently branched off. I stepped off the train and asked the conductor 
how I could get to Bentleigh. He told me that I would have to catch the 
train to Caulfield and change there. So I waited for the next train. 

By this time it was about half~past eight, and, when I did arrive at 
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Caulfield I had to wait another ten minutes for the connecting train. It 
was a long ten minutes. At length the train arrived and off I set again. 
The first and second stations were right , so I began to read in comfort. After 
about twenty minutes I grew uneasy, and, to my horror, I found that I was 
back at the Oakleigh station. Off the train I got, disgusted with myself , 
and waited for the return train. I made quite sure that I caught the train 
to Caulfied this time. I was "certain" that I was on the right train , however, 
I was not on the train to Bentleigh (which I desired to visit), or to Oakleigh 
(which I had already visited twice!) I w_as at my home station! The time 
was about nine-fifty when I rang the front door bell, and, naturally, the 
family thought I had been to see my relatives, and the questions they asked! 
I had not noticed this tendency on other occasions, so all I could do was 
to explain about my travelling experiences. 

I felt I had gained one thing by my journey. I had settled the dispute 
about Mrs. B-'s dimples. It was certainly an unexpected night journey 
for me. 

- MARGARET HAGER. 

A World In Itself 
One of the most fascinating scenes to witness is an aerodrome, especia'ily 

when the air-liners, which seem so inconspicuous on account of their great 
height in the sky, come gliding down from the heavens and make a graceful 
landing. To me the whole set up of an aerodrome is fascinating . Perhaps 
the reader of this article has not made a "maiden flight ." It is a joy to come. 
I am certain that many have had similar experiences to my own, and they 
will agree that I am not exaggerating. I shall just tell you what I saw, 
and what I felt. as we visited an aerodrome in Melbourne one memorable night 
last September. 

The whole aerodrome was a hive of activity. Some were waiting to 
meet friends , others were waiting for the time of departure. Planes that 
had come in from all parts of the country were in the hangars being washed 
and polished, exteriorly and interiorly. The engines were being checked 
over, while the roar of the powerful motors beat in the ears of the expectant 
people waiting for a great liner to come upon the scene. These motors are 
kept spotlessly clean , for the men engaged have a grave responsibility, so 
too, have the pilot and co-pilot. Perhaps, you may say to yourself, the driver 
·of any engine faces grave responsibility; why all this fuss to keep the 'plane 
so strictly clean ; why check tyres and engine after EVERY flight? Only too 
well we 'all know the danger of an accident in the air. In Australia, air 
authorities are extremely strict ; 'planes must be in perfect order before they 
leave the ground , and it is due to these fine airways, run on such strict 
principles, that our country has fewer air crashes than any other country 
.of the world. But I meant to describe the aerodrome at night as I saw 
it . . 

Lights play a very important part; the runway itself is mapped out by 
two long rows of red lights. These are red signifying danger. Perhaps to 
the pilot they signify " death ," for we all know that the taking off and 
landing are the dangerous parts of the flight. While the engines are warming 
up before a flight, certain lights on the 'plane are signalling in code to the 
watch tower to "say" that "all is well," and that the 'plane is ready to take 
off. 'Planes run to schedule (not like our trains of today!) so lighting plays a 
very important part. 

At last the air-liner is ready for her flight , the engines are roaring, the 
people are becoming excited as they move to the gangway, hurried farewells 
.are said, tickets are hastily withdrawn from pockets and purses and presented 
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to the air hostess. If the airliner is a "Douqlas" twenty-one passengers is 
the maximum; but if it is a "Skymaster," there is seating accommodation 
for forty-two, and it is the more comfortable 'plane. The floor of the " Sky
master" is carpeted, and on either side of a passageway are rows of seats, 
two in each. (In the " Douglas" there are two seats on one side and one 
on the other-seven rows making the accommodation complete. The seats 
are adjustable, in fact it is just like a lounge room. Meals and liquor are
served, and air conditioning makes the comforts complete. 

At last the door of the 'plane closes, the gangway is taken away, both 
motors of the 'plane are tuned in. The roaring monster moves slowly at 
first until it is on the runway, then it moves a few paces, the 'plane stops. 
her engines are at their loudest; the 'plane advances a few more yards, then 
she begins to take off . at one hundred miles an hour, gaining speed as she 
rises in the air. The lights on the 'plane stop signalling, the roar of the
engine beomes distant, and all that is seen is the lights in the distance. Her 
ordinary speed is one hundred and fifty miles per hour. Judging by my 
own experiences of travel by car, train, and by 'plane, I have always found 
that the 'plane is the cleanest, most comfortable and most convenient mode 
of travel. 

- BARBARA SPEED. 

The Spirits of Hitler and Napoleon M eet 

One day, as Napoleon was wandering about "Spirit-land," he saw 
Hitler sitting dejectedly, his head between his hands and a very wistful look 
on his face. Going up to him, Napoleon said: 

"You are new around here , are you not?" 
Hitler replied in a very small voiCe. 
" Yes, and I am so lonely without by Goering, Goebels -- and the

rest, but I suppose they will be here soon. " 
Napoleon stared, then said suddenly, "Who are you?" 
Hitler replied incredulously. "Do you mean to say that you do not know 

ME? Why everyone knows me or at least has heard of me." Then puffing 
out his chest he continued, " I am the great and masterful Adolf Hitler, who 
conquered the whole of Europe. If it hadn't been for that Winston Churchill 
I would have been master of the world now. Drat the man!" 

"Oh! " said Napoleon, "so you are the one who has been making a mess 
of things down there. You look different without your swastikas." 

There was a pause. Hitler broke the silence with a quick "Who are 
you?" 

Napoleon thundered: " I am Napoleon Bonaparte. I ruled France and 
conquered Europe, too. Nobody dared stand in 'iny 'way' till they defeated 
me at Leipsig and banished me to Elba. I roused France again, but after. 
Waterloo they banished me to lonely St. Helena. You must have heard of 

. me. Why everybody knows about me, and you, you paperhanger, dare to · 
ask me who I am. You and your Goerings and your Ribbentrops; why. 
you didn't have a pennyworth of sense among you. I would not have made 
the mistakes that you made. They were ridiculous." 

"You did no better when you marched against Moscow. You might· 
have known that the Russian winter would defeat you," flashed Hitler. 

" What about your defeats along you Eastern Front? You can't talk! "
"Neither can you." 
" I wasn 't ," said Napoleon. "It was you, talking as if you were the head'. 

of the Universe." 
"Oh, keep quiet.' ' 
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Silence fell again , then cried Napoleon, "What did you do for your country 
but turn every man. woman and child into a tyrant like yourself . . and 

when you were beaten. you took the easy way out. You left them 
under the thumb of Russia . You knew what that meant. I ruled France 
wisely and well." 

· " I like your idea of 'wisely and well.' " 
" I am the greater MAN," said Napoleon. 
"Are you? I'd like to know where you get that idea from. I WAS the 

greater man! " 
"You were not! " 
"I was!" 
" Y.ou were not! You let your enemies beat you in six years; why I lasted 

three times as long as that. " 
Hitler said, " Oh! go away. You make me tired." 
"I will ," said Napoleon, "and . . I hope we do NOT meet again." 
"So do I." said Hitler, " I came here for PEACE." 

- MARGARET O 'DONNELL. 

A Night Journey 

As we rode on into the night I beHan to 
t hink of the openinq lines of Alfred Noye's 
poem, "The Highwayman"-

"The wind was a torrent of darkness among 
the gusty trees ." 

It certainly was. I said to myself, on a niHht 
such as this that the highwayman came, "rid
ing, riding. riding ," and I wondered ·if. he had 
felt as saddle-sore as I did. And then my 
mind became more serious as I thouHht again 
of the day behind me , and of the night ahead. 

I had been brushing the mare 's ma:ie to 
make it shine, when footsteps . coming over the 
cobble~ of the stable yard caused me to turn 
my head. What I saw gave me such a start 
that I dropped the brush and ran out into the 
sunshine calling . " Jim ; Jim! What's the mat
ter; where's David? " Jim ha d been in the 
act of erttering the house when my cry reached 
him , and now , when he turned, I saw that his 
face was ashen gray and his hands shook. 

Taking a grip on himself he said in a quiet 
voice, that sounded very tired , "As far as I 
know, my girl , David is still all right. He 
was bitten twice on the leg by a snake and 
was nearly dead when I found him. I left him 
in charge of the na tives at the mine and came 
for help. I have --," but he said no more , 
for he had fainted . 

It had been my turn to take a grip on 
myself , for David was my only brother, and 
he had just turned nineteen. In a moment I 
had propped Jim up and opened his collar. As 
he dropped, his hat fell back and now I saw, 
right across one side of his head. an open 
:gash, half-covered by a dirty make-shift band-

age. I jumped up and dropped his hat, which 
I had been holding , and ran for Dad, think
ing in a subconscious way as I ran, "Funny 
how I'm dropping everything to-day." 

Dad had been ploughing the home-field and 
had come at once. I told him the story as we 
ran together back to the house. He had put 
Jim straight into bed and called in Dan, a farm
hand, to sit with me until he got back . 
then had come the moment. "Dad," I said, 
'Tm coming. too." I had expected at least an 
argument, but he only said, "Wrap up well , 
dear, and hurry. We'll have to ride all night." 

Here mv thoughts were broken in upon as 
Dad said, trying to be cheerful .. "We're nearly 
there now. only about a mile and a bit." After 
that I fell to wondering' just what had hap
pened to David by now. I supposed he was 
all right. for Dad had asked Doctor Gleeson 
to go on ahead. 

Soon we arrived, and seeing a lantern gleam
ing through the half-open door of a shanty, 
we jumped off our horses and ran inside. The 
doctor was sitting by a bed. There was David , 
very pale and just coming to . 

There was a fire going and a billy boiling, 
so I made a strong cup of the only beverage 
I could find . cocoa, and we all enjoyed it very 
much . 

After a while David was able to raise him
self up a bit and tell us what had happened. 
Jim had fallen out of the bucket when he was 
nearing the bottom of the shaft and received 
an ugly gash in the head. He was hauled 
up by one of the natives, and then he found 
David lying on the ground. a giant snake with 
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its head shattered . lying nearby. David had 
managed to kill it before he fainted. 

The natives had taken David inside while 
Jim had ridden to us. No one knows how he 
ever covered the distance with his head as it 
was, but he got there somehow. 

David and I went home in the car with 
Doctor Gleeson in the small hours of the morn
ing, while Dad and the natives brought the 

horses. It was a dreadful trip for all con
cerned, and I am sure that each one of us liter
ally fell into bed that night. First. however, we 
treated Jim's cut and fed him and David, and 
put the latter to bed. I will never forget that 
night with its anxious journeyings. and I never 
wish to go to the mine again by night. 

-ELIZABETH ESKDALE. 

Liszt 
AN APPRECIATION. 

In Paul Rosenfield's book. "Musical Por
traits," the writer describes the music of Liszt 
as "A monstrous decor de Theatre." "His 
compositions," proceeds the author, "are full 
of loud grandiloquent pronouncements and 
shallow noisy nothings." He makes but one 
exception. "The Faust Symphony." Many 
critics agree with Mr. Rosenfield. but, to me, 
it is a poor estimate of a great Master. It is 
true that Liszt wrote many superficial trifles. 
but how few of his works can be included in 
this category. Every composer has his unin
spired moments; but rarely is Liszt even 
mediocre. 

Liszt. the man, is impossible to explain; just 
when one appears to find a key to his char
acter, a streak of something else appears in 
ludicrous contrast. He was a mixture of daring 
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gaiety and sadness. In many of his compo
sitions there is an undertone of deep sadness. 
Works. resplendent with magnificent chords 
and dainty trills , reveal intensity of feeling
reveal a man capable of more than he let 
himself be. His lovely Concerto No. I is 
haunting. There is an extraordinary pathos 
which makes one feel as if the composer were 
lonely and oppressed. It is one of the lovliest 
compositions I have ever heard. 

Opinions of Liszt and his works are many 
and varied; but, whatever they are, one thing 
is certain. Liszt WAS a great artist, his works 
have remained, and Liszt himself will remain 
forever a Master musician with his legendary 
control of the piano. 

-MAUREEN REIDY. 



LORETO 

A Lament 
(With sincerest a pologies to Hilaire Belloc) . 

JJo you reinernber yoiw bed 
My girl? 
Do you rememb er your bed ? 
And the noise and the dinging 
Of th e dol'rnitory bell a-ringing, 
And yoitr f eet which u·oitlll fr eeze far below ten degrees, 
And the wind which blew through the door? 
And the moans and groans of the young girls snuggling 
(Under the cover of the cozy blankets)? 
Do you remember your bed, my girl? 
Do yon rem.ember your bed ? 
And the moans and g'l'Oans of the young girls rising 
Who hadn't got their water, . 
A11d who knew quite well they "onghter," 
And the noise of th e brushes and the din ? 
And the splish ! sposh! splash ! 
As they wash, 
And the dash, and the twirl and the swirl 
Of the girls already up, 
Brushing, 
Dressing, 
Speeding itp cmd n1s/11'n,q, 
Snapping of the p'ins i'n th eir hair 
H ere, and there-
Then the ding , dong, clinging of th e bell! 
Do you remembe?· your bed, 
My girl ? 
r es, you remember your bed'! 
N ever more; 
My girl, 
Never more. 
Tho11.gh the school bell i·ings as of yore, 
rour bed YOU will have never more. 
No sound 
Iri the walls of the halls whei·e falls 
The tread 
Of the f eet of th e mistress on the floor. 
No sound, 
But instead, 
ANOTHER GIRL sleeps in YOUR BED. 

- JAN CORRIGAN. 
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Cortlo ContJenl, Dawson Slreel, Ballaral 

Crusade for All Time 
" Going therefore teach ye all nations." Thus 

·did Our Lord Himself launch the Great 
Crusade which can only end with time. 

Since that day there has been a constant 
need of missionaries, for still there are coun
tries white to the harvest, and others, alas , 
where the harvest is already rotting. In Apos
tolic times , St. Peter and St. Paul felt the 
need of missionaries; in the middle ages new 
vistas were constantly being opened up. St. 
Francis Xavier 's letters to St. Ignatius stress 
the ever increasing need of more numerous 
missionary vocations. 

It was in the Name of the Father, the Son 
:md the Holy Ghost that the Apostles were 
sent forth to the whole world to bring with 
them the saving waters of Baptism. It is in 
their Name that pagans, held in the thraldom 
of Satan for centuries, have been won to the 
sweet yoke of the Good Shepherd. In their 
Name the Church bounded from Palestine to 
Asia Minor, across to Greece, beyond to Rome 
and the Europeans. Over the oceans she 
leaped to Asia and the islands of the Pacific, 
to America, to Australia . North and south , 
east and west, the Church is always growing. 
She plants herself everywhere. Destined by 
·God to gather humanity into one fold , whose 
Shepherd is Christ, she can know no rest . 
The fire of her love crackles across the world, 
a motherly undaunted love that warms every 
corner of the earth. Her mission is the vision 
seen by St. John, a Great Catholic Unity , 
embracing within the living motherly arms of 
the Church, a great multitude of all nations and 
peoples and tongues . 

She ever sees the beautiful visio·n of the 
glorious unity of a sin.gle mighty family of God, 
One Fold and One Shepherd, One in the 
loyalty of Faith , One in the reverence of per
fect worship, One in obedience to Divinely

·established authority, One in the supremacy of 
its love for God and Christ . For then, at last. 
she knows, "all things else shall be added" 
to our needed humanity- the peace on earth 
that seems to fade before us now like a mirage, 
the honest prosperity that evades our futile 
grasp, the true happiness of a world at peace 
with God. 

The Angel of Peace taught the children at 
Fatima to pray for those who do not believe 
in God, nor adore Him, nor hope in His bound
less Mercy, nor love His Sacred Heart. It is 
not only our neighbours who shrug their 
. shoulders at the thought of God arid who lie 
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abed on Sunday mornings that we pray for . 
We pray for them, but we pray, too , for the 
millions of people in Africa, Asia , and the 
islands of Oceania who have never heard His 
Holy Name. For the Godless tracts of Russia , 
the . forbidden Kingdom of Nepal. the islands 
of Islam, where the Gospel may not be 
preached , where the missionary may not set 
foot . Against them all we raise our weak 
voices, with the promise of the Angel of Peace 
that we shall touch the Hearts of Jesus and 
Mary. 

The prayer our Lady taught at Fatima is 
Missionary, too. "Lead all souls to heaven, 
especially those who most need Your mercy." 
What souls are more in need of the mercy of 
God than those who, in their ignorance, wor
ship false gods. The Grace of conversion is 
a gift from God. But gifts can be won. Prayer 
is the most powerful w eapon in the armoury. 
In apostolic times St. Paul wrote , "I have 
planted, Apollo watered; but God gave the in
crease." Pope Benedict XV. told us that if ever 
prayers remain unanswered, it cannot be in the 
missionary cause, for " there is none more sub
lime, none more agreeable to God. " None so 
poor but can give this alms to the Crusade. " I 
offer you the Most Precious Body and Blood, 
Soul and Divinity of Our Lord Jesus Christ 
in a ll the tabernacles of the world." Christ's 
Blood, shed for all mankind, is still offered 
daily on the Altar. At any moment of the day 
we can offer our prayers in union with the 
M ass on which ·the sun never sets. 

At the close of World War I. , Pope Bene
dict XV. called for material support for mis
sions , "especially," he said, " since the need of 
this support has increased enormously as a 
result of the war. There is a vast difference 
between his time and ours. Today, Europe, 
the builder and chief support of the Missions, 
herself , lies prostrate and in desperate need. 
We must spur ourselves on to renewed zeal 
by recalling the words of Pope Pius XI. : " None 
are so poor, none so naked, none so weak, so 
hungry or so thirsty as those who are without 
the knowledge and the grace of God." 

The spirit of the Crusaders is still alive, 
for it is rooted in the one love that cannot fail. 
The hope of the world has not gone down. 
There are men and women still who take the 
hard way, still go forth to lands beyond the 
sea , to win and build anew the Kingdom of 
Christ. They wear, for all the world to see, 
the garb of the crossbearers, the Crusaders . 



They do not exactly look back, but they expect 
some backing. There will always be Priests 
and Brothers and Nuns at the Front. 

Those who remain behind the lines must 
provide and forward the munitions. There are 
many historians who place the failure of the 
old Crusades on the doorstep of those who 
stayed at home, and who, by their apathy and 
indifference, allowed the defeat of the war
riors . In this, our great Crusade, we are not 
fighting for sacred places, dear though those be. 

Our fight is for immortal souls who will praise
God and be happy with Him for all Eternity. 
Souls for whom Christ died. It is not a tem
poral Kingdom we build, but a Kingdom unto 
everlasting life. 

"For Thy Ki'ngdom, 0 Christ, is an ever
lasting Kingdom, and Thy Dominion enditreth. 
unto all generat1:ons." 

AlTE! 

- LEAVING CLASS, 1947. 

(A <:ompilation from essays on the subject) . 

A ve ! A ve ! rang out on the air, 
E ven to us these words are not rare, 
Althoitgh we are sinful we all breathe the prayer 
A ve ! A ve ! we sing thern with care. 

A ve ! A ve ! we will hear thern to-day, 
W e will hecir the sweet words that the people 

say, 
The beauti[ill words that the people pray, 
The beauti ful words Ave! Ave! 

A ve ! A ve ! they will always be, 
The magnificent words that are dear to rne, 
E ven the birds that are in th e tree, 
S ing A ve ! Ave! Ave! to rne. 

- MAUREEN O'REILLY. 

Golden Autumn 
"Th ere is a beautiful spirit breathing itp 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees, 
And from a beaker fitll of richest dyes, 
Pouring new glory on the aiitumn woods · 
And dipping in warm light the pillared clouds." 

-Longfellow. 

I have always thought Autumn the loveliest 
season of all , and this year, in Ballarat, it has 
been longer and more beautiful. It has brought 
us a feast of colour after the hot summer days. 
and with its fresh beauty helps us to forget 
those wintry months ahead. 

the ground beneath . The. sky is so blue some 
days- no cobwebs in it--,-a blue to make your 
heart dance, and you feel you like to live here 
- for there 's sun and wind and health in this. 
place! 

The- stately trees , their graceful branches 
spangled with gold and mottled leaves, cast 
dappled· shadows on the mellow patches of 
sunshine. The crisp bracing air is filled with 
a smoky blue haze. Here and there a russet 
leaf falls , adding another stitch to the leafy 
tapestry carpeting the grass beneath . Then 
the sun shines through the branches, its slant
ing rays leaving a delicate tracery of gold on 

Lake Wendouree gleams like some huge opal 
in its multi-coloured setting, not a ripple dis
turbing its mirror-like surface. Sometimes the 
water is so clear you can see the fish quarrel
ling down there for insects and worms. 

In the fields , in some damp, shady spot, a 
clump of mushrooms can be seen amongst' the 
verdant grass. Darting in ·and out of the 
trees is a solitary squirrel, gathering chestnuts 
to add to his winter store. A gentle breeze 
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wafts the smell of burning leaves through the 
frosty air, and often there 's the smell of ferns 
and something wilder. Gardens are bright 
with tawny chrysanthemums, ranging from pale 
gold and burnished copper to a deep, dull 
crimson. 

And the Autumn sunsets! In late afternoon 
when the last rays of sunshine stream through 
the trees, bathing water, sky and earth in a 
shimmering golden light, the clouds take on 
the first tinges of the early Autumn sunset. 
As the blue fades , banks of gloriously-tinted 

clouds appear. One bank seems suffused with 
golden lights, while numerous tiny cloudlets of 
pink and silver add their beauty to it. As dusk 
falls, streaks of crimson and violet deepen to 
indigo. 

The sun sinks slowly- a golden monstrance, 
leaving its last lingering rays of light upon 
the world, as though the Maker of it all were 
giving His evening benediction. Gradually the 
colours fade, and night comes-"night with her 
train of stars." 

-PATRICIA GRANT. 

TREES . 

Th eir bmnches are swaying m the soft, gentle 
breeze, 

Swinging and swaying and shaking their lecives, 
Benchng and bowing and honouring me, 
And praising God who made them fr ee . 
Thank you dear God for the murmuring trees, 
Poi· their strength, and the littl e whispering 

leaves; 
Poi· the bush tha f is ever calling to me, 
And thank yon G.od it is fr ee ! 

- MAUREEN O'REILLY. 

Why a Boomerang Returns 
(AN AUSTRALIAN LEGEND) . 

Death hung like a black cloud over the Bir
ramu tribe. Tom-toms beat a monotonous and 
incessant knell , as men, women and children 
mourned their late beloved chieftain, Umalgi. 
That night, after the royal burial. the wise men 
and elders sat around a solitary, glowing camp 
fire pondering solemnly over the appointment 
of a new tribal leader. This leader must be 
a young warrior, courageous and strong. 
devoted to his people and respected by them . 

There were many young warriors in the 
Birramu tribe who could claim all these quali
fications , but there could be only one chief. 
At last, after many hours, the choice was 
brought down to two - Jinwala and Ranucli. 
Now, ever since childhood, Jinwala and 
Ranucli had been rivals. Both were skilled 
in hunting and owned swift intelligent minds 
-a thing that every leader must possess. But 
there any similarity ended, as the two natives 
differed strangely from each other. Jinwala 
was a good-natured young fellow, who could 
take a beating with a smile, and rejoice in his 
opponent's success. Ranucli was jealous and 
spiteful, and had many times almost fatally 
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wounded Jinwala in his anger. He could brook 
no rivalry. 

The next day the whole tribe was called' 
together. They were told that the two candi
dates for the chiefdom were Jinwala and 
Ra nucli. The test which would decide who 
should be the new leader would be in the 
making of the best hunting weapon. They 
would be given two days and two nights , and 
on the second night the weapons would be 
judged. Food was always of primary import
ance to the blacks, and hunting weapons were 
of tremendous value. 

All that day Jinwala and Ranucli tried to 
invent some weapon, but neither met with the 
least success. At last Jinwala , wearied by the 
valuable time he had wasted, strode out into the 
bush. Ranucli would be made chief, he thought. 
He would soon fashion a weapon, as for himself 

then his alert hearing warned him 
of the snapping of a twig. He turned in the 
direction from which it had come, and saw to 
his amazement a giant kangaroo. Oh! if only 
he had some weapon with which to kill it. This 
monster would keep him and his family in 
food for days. 
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More by instinct than anything else, he 
picked up a strangely bent but heavy piece of 
wood , and. aiming it carefully, threw it with 
terrific force at the animal's head. It struck 
the kangaroo full between the eyes, and it 
dropped with a convulsive shudder to the 
·ground. Jinwala ran swiftly to the spot and 
was delighted with his prize. What a mag
nificent specimen it was, he thought . Then, for 
almost the first time, he looked at the im
promptu weapon he had used- a strangely 
bent piece of wood. "Why," he said, "this 
is the very weapon that I wanted. I shall 
make a perfect copy of it and present it to be 
judged on the second night. " 

He then set off jubilantly towards the camp. 
The kangaroo slung over one shoulder and the 
precious weapon clutched in his hand. But 
little did he know that the whole drama had 
been witnessed. and that evil eyes, holding an 
almost unearthly and malicious spite, watched 
him. The eyes belonged to none other than 
Ranucli, who had spent all day trying to make 
some suitable weapon, but meeting with no 
·success. 

On reaching the camp Jinwala went to his 
mia-mia, and there placed his weapon in a 
safe place. He had decided to caJI it 
boomerang , as it was really a bent stick. At 
exactly the same time a vastly different scene 
was being enacted in another part of the camp. 
It was outside the hut of the witch doctor, 
Zwomba. Zwomba was looked upon by the 
members of the tribe as an exceedingly clever 
man, and what he said was regarded as law. 
His " spells" and "magic" were watched and 
believed with awe. No one would dare to 
contradict his statements. He was old and 
wizened, bedaubed with white clay and decor
a ted with many horrible charms and barbaric 
ornaments. Ranucli and Zwomba were now 
talking softly as if they feared their conversa
tion might be overheard . Ranucli said , " Jin
wala must be killed as he is the only danger 
to my plans. His weapon is a wonderful 
thing. I must have it." To this Zwomba 
replied in a queer chanting voice , " If you keep 
to your promise in letting me have much power 
when you are chief. I shall do as you suggest. 
No one will doubt my word. " Then with a 
half-crazed cackle , he concluded, " He is as 
good as dead." 

It was the night of judgment. Around a 
huge fire danced several warriors . As they 
danced they chanted in uncanny tones . Their 
bodies were marked with clay, and even their 
_hair was daubed with it. They looked like 

skeletons, ·as only the white clay showed up 
on their dark skins lit by the flickering flames. 
A crude scene, yet in its own right majestic . 

One of the elders advanced, and, in a high 
voice , said that Jinwala and Ranucli would 
now show their skill with their own weapons. 
Jinwala would compete first. All eyes turned 
towards the magnificent warrior, who now 
came forward , carrying the boomerang . As 
yet , there was no sign of Ranucli. Jinwala 
raised the boomerang rea dy to hurl it at the 
target, and at that moment another figure 
rushed towards him shoutinH that it was his, 
Ranucli's weapon , and that Jinwala had stolen 
it from him. A Hhastly silence followed. Then 
-"Zwomba," the crowd roared, "tell us by 
your magic to whom this wonderful boomerang 
rightfully belongs, to Jinwala or to Ranucli?" 

Each person had trans£ erred his gaze to 
Zwomba. The old witch doctor began in his 
queer voice, " I am now about to throw the 
magic powder on to the fire . I shall throw 
cne handful at a time , and, on doing · so, will 
call forth the name of, first Ranucli , then Jin
wala. If the powder burns with a green flame, 
then the warrior whose name I have called is 
the rightful owner." 

Throwing a handful of powder on to the 
coals , he shouted, "Ranucli ," and the fire 
glowed with a bright green flame . The crowd 
now seemed to turn mad, shouting, "Throw 
Jinwala to the crocodiles. Ranucli is our King." 

Jinwala stood as if turned to stone. Surely, 
he thought , Ranucli would not rob him of his 
boomerang. He was seized roughly by war
riors , who were about to lead him to his hor
rible death in the crocodile-infested river. Then 
a voice ordered, ·it was Ranucli 's : " Let the thief 
stay until I have shown you the skill of my 
boomerang. " Then Ranucli , taking hold of the 
boomerang, took ca reful aim, and hurled it at 
the target. All eyes follow ed its flight . It 
sped through the air with the grace of a bird, 
and then, without warning , it seemed to change 
its course. Ranucli saw it coming, but he 
could not move. His legs were as if made 
of lead. He uttered one terrible , blood-curdling 
scream, and then , as the boomerang struck his 
head, fell heavily to the ground- dead! 

Afterwards Jinwala was made tribal king , 
and he ruled his people wisely for many years. 
So goes the story of the boomerang. The 
blacks say that it was the god's vengeance that 
made it turn in Ranucli's direction, so ridding 
the Birramu tribe of a traitor. All of which 
goes to show that " Jealousy is a curse.·· 

- CORAL GNIEL. 
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The Avenue of Honour 
Ballarat renowned as the " G arden City of 

Australia ," is visited by many tourists who are 
anxious to see its places of interest , which in
clude Lake Wendouree and its surrounding 
Botanical Gardens. In these gardens, in the 
Pavilion, there is a collection of famous marble 
statues , acknowledged to be the best in the 
Southern Hemisphere. There are also spadous 
sport and picnic grounds, and the cottage 
where Adam Lindsay Gordon lived, now used 
as a museum of relics of this great Australian 
poet. 

The bracing climate of Ballarat a llows its 
citizens to have lovely gardens surrounding 
their homes, as well as the beautiful gardens 
planted in its streets by the City Council. The 
streets also contain many sta tues and mc1 nu
ments, including those which commemorate 
gold discoveries ; but I have already written 
on the Eureka Stockade, and the great leader 
of the people, Peter Lalor. 

Perhaps the most unusual thing is the War 
Memorial, raised in honour of the citizens who 
served in the w ar of 1914-18, which takes the 

form of an arch of victory , leading into an 
avenue containing three thousand and nine 
hundred trees, and extending for fourteen miles 
a long the roa d to Burrumbeet. These trees 
were planted, one for each person who en
listed , by the girls employed at the Lucas Knit
ting Mill. Each tree bears the name, battalion. 
.a nd number of a ·soldier, sailor or nurse who· 

. ri sked his or her life in the Great War. 
Near the Arch is a small rotunda, inside of 

which is a small locker containing the Roll of 
Honour. The Arch of Victory has several bronze 
pla tes attached to it, which give particulars of 
ba ttles fought by Australian soldiers, and de
tails of the building of the Arch and avenue, 
and the following verse:-
.' All ye w ho tread this avenue of life, 

Remember those who bowed beneath the 
strife, . 

E ach leaf of laurel crowns with deathless 
fame, 

And every tree reveal's a hero 's name. " 

:_PATRICIA CZYNSKI. 

Raindrops 
Raindrops on a sumrne1· garden 

Soft as petals fall, 
S trengthening tired little blossoms 

Nestling so f tly 'gainst the wall . 
Daisies lift their pretty fac es 

Drinking itp the rain, 
Rosebuds in the coolness swaying 

Tap against the window pane. 
Birdies in the puddles splashing 

Preen their litt le wings with care, 
All the c.olours in my garden 

Glow again in scented air. 

- MARY BURKE. 

The Rainbow Gold 
Susan was very sleepy tonight, and, as she 

snuggled down beneath the blankets , she 
thought of the book she was reading. It was 
all about the pot of gold at the end of the 
rainbow, but these thoughts grew hazy as she 
fell asleep. 

Susan could not tell you what really hap
pened, but , all of a sudden , she was up in a 
huge city, which was really the sky. She looked 

down and could see houses and other build
ings, "That will be the earth," she said, speak
ing out aloud. "Yes, that is right," said a 
small silvery voice near her elbow, and Susan 
looked down, and there stood a tiny fairy. " I 
am going to take you to the land of the rain
bow," sa id the fairy. "What is your name, 
please?" said Susan. "My name is Buttercup,"
the fairy said, "But come, let us away." 
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Before long Susan found herself outside a 
·great golden gate, and across the gate, written 
in the colours of the rainbow, was "Rainbow 
Land." The fairy pulled a bell, and a lovely 
little elf opened the gate and admitted the fairy 
and Susan. 

Susan was lead up a path, which was also 
painted in the colours of the rainbow, and the 
flowers bordering the path were all these col
ours, too. Then they came to a great golden 
palace. Outside the palace stood a fairy dressed 
in silver, with what seemed to be tiny stars 
twinkling all over her. Behind her stood rows 
and rows of small and dainty fairy folk. The 
fairy, who was the fairy queen, said, "My 
fairy, Buttercup, is going to take you to find 
the pot of gold which lies at the foot of the 
rainbow." As she spoke a chariot of gold 
rolled up, and into it stepped Susan ap.d the 
fairy. 

On the way to the pot of gold, Susan and 
the fairy passed groups of small elves and 
fairies all painting the sky, or that is how it 
seemed to Susan. Susan said to the fairy 
beside her, "What are all those fairies doing?" 

"They are painting the rainbow," said the 
fairy. "You know," said Susan, "I often won
dered how the rainbow came to be up in the 
sky." 

Just then the chariot stopped, and not very 
far from Susan stood the "pot of gold," and 
around it stood fairies and elves guarding the 
precious gold. When the fairies saw Susan 
they stood back and revealed it. There were 
a great many fairies , brownies and elves. Some 
of these were very busy painting the butter
flies. I had often heard that-
" Bntterflies brown, a brownie sencls 
Straight from the hole where the rainbow ends," 
but as well as these, all the fairies were busy 
splashing the butterflies with colours of the 
rainbow mixed in gold. 

Susan stepped out of the chariot to get the 
pot of gold, when she awoke. For days after
wards Susan still could not believe it was a 
dream, but it was! But Susan still believes 
that she will find the "Rainbow Gold," and I 
hope she does. Do you? 

- PATRICIA GRAY. 

My Night in the Pantry 
I am .l little grey mouse and my name is 

Joe. I '.vould like to tell you about the night 
that my brother and I managed to get into 
the pantry. My mother warned us to be very 
careful of Tom, the big black cat with bright 
~.yes like shining green emeralds. 

This made me a little frightened, so it was 
then that I asked my brother Jerry to come 
with me. 

When we were close to the pantry, Jerry 
whispered to me, "We had better be very 
careful from now on, because this is where 
Tom often hides." So we crept up to the 
pantry door and we squeezed under it gently. 
When we were "in" the pantry, my eyes 
first focussed on the biscuit-barrel. I ran over 
to it with great excitement; I jumped up on the 
lid and tried to push it off, but just as I 
would get the lid half-way off, it would get 
too heavy for me and I would have to drop it. 

After many attempts I called out to Jerry 
to come and help me. When we both pushed, 
the lid came off easily. Jerry then jumped into 
the barrel and handed out some biscuits. 

After we had eaten quite a few biscuits, we 
jumped down and had a look round for some

i:hing else. Jerry said, " Can you smell some 
honey." After a small pause, I said, "Yes." 
·"Come on, then, we will go and have some." 

When we arrived in front of the honey-jar, 
our problem was to get the lid off it. "I am 
afraid w e will .have to leave the honey and 
look for something else," I said. 

" Look over there, Jerry, there are some 
a pples," I said. "Let's go over to them," 
Jerry said. I was the first one to have a 
bite out of one of the apples. (They were 
delicious). Jerry asked me what they were 
like, but I told him to try one; he did, and he 
loved them. 

While Jerry was munching an apple, he hap
pened to look around and see a bag of nuts. 
When he told me of his find I was so excited 
I left the apple I was eating and ran over to 
the nuts. 

When I reached the bag, Jerry said: "Now, 
how do you think you are going to get to the 
nuts, they are inside the bag and you are on 
the outside?" 

"Well," I said, " I can gnaw at the bag and 
make a hole in it." "And then the nuts might 
fall out and make a noise," Jerry said. "Oh, 
well, I am going to take a chance, anyway." 

Then, just as I had a hole in the bag and 
was managing to get hold of a nut, I heard 
a scratching noise at the pantry door. It was 
Tom the cat. 
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I crept over to Jerry and told him to hide 
because Tom was at the door , and his mistress , 
Rosemary, was just going to let him in. So 
we crept silently behind the biscuit barrel and 
waited full of fear and dread . 

Tom walked in, and what do you think he 

did. He sprang up on the shelf right beside
th e bag of nuts. Jerry and I slipped out and 
ran as quickly as we could into our hole. 

We had a narrow escape that night , but, 
O h; What fun we had also. 

- PATRICIA YOUNG. 

The Wood - Cutter's Life 
In a small hut there lived a young wood

cutter. and one day, as I was walking through 
the bush , I came upon him felling a tree. I 
thought I would like to hear about some of his 
adventures , and decided to stay awhile and 
hear why this vigorous young man lived alone 
in the bush. 

He told me that during his life-time he had 
been in many parts of the Australian bush , 
and tha t he had roa med about from forest to 
forest . always seeking the parts where the 
trees were tallest and the scrub thickest . His 
desire was to be a lone, living in a hut amid 
the great trees he ioved so well. In the bush 
nearby, there wer~ other woodcutters, all happy 
and contented with the life they lived. I a sked 
him what pleasure he found in the life he 
led , and, when he answered me, his words 
reminded me of a poem I have read by H enry 
Kendall-

" The dw eller in town may lie 11pon down, 
A nd own Ms palace and park ; 

I ency him not his p·1·osper01is lot , 
Though I slumber on sheets of bark. 

My food is rough, but I have enough. 
My drink is bet ter than win e; 

F ol' cool creeks fl_ow wherever I go, 
S hut 1·n from hot sunshin e. 

Th ough rude my roo f". it 1·1; weather-proof, 
A nd at the end _of the days, 

I sit and smoke over yarn a.nd .ioke, 
B y the bttshfire's sfordy blaze." 

When his day's work is finished he has 
leisure hours to spend amid the magic beauty 
of the bush. He told me of the things he has 
learnt to know and love. He knows the names 
of all the trees , big and small. He knows just 
where the birds nest and where the prettiest 
wild-flowers grow. He has made friends with 
the timid bush creatures. with the shy squirrel 
and frightened possum. He has learnt the 
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hiding place of the coolest stream, and from 
its bank has gathered ferns and mosses 
unknown to him before. 

After he fells the trees around his hut , he
has to roam further looking for more work, 
which quite often takes him miles away from 
his hut. Sometimes he does not return, and 
sleeps out under the trees. This is no hard
ship though , as he has long since learnt to· 
build a soft bed from the leaves of the trees , 
and from their branches to fashion a canopy 
which shields him from the wind and rain . 

The wood that he cuts is taken away on 
trucks to people in the towns. So, therefore, 
he must work hard to keep our home fires 
burning . He meets numbers of people at times 
in the bush during his adventures from place 
to place. Sometimes weeks slip by when he 
mi ght not meet a single person , but life never 
becomes monotonous for him, he has always 
the beasts and birds of the bush to keep him 
company, and the tall stately trees to give him 
shelter . 

After leaving the wood-cutter I walked on 
towards home , feeling that I had learnt some
thing of interest about a man and his life in 
the bush. Often now, amid the dust and 
smoke and noise and bustle of a city life, I 
see his smiling face and catch the sound of his 
cheery voice, and his words come back to me 
and bring with them the freshness and stillness 
and peace of the bush. 

" What though my work be hwvy, I shirk 
F rom nothing beneath the sun; 

And toil is sweet to those w ho can eat , 
And rest when the day is done. 

In the Sabbath-time I hear n_o chime. 
No sound of the Sunday bells, 

B11 t yet heaven smiles on the f orest aisles, 
And God in the woodland dw ells. " 

- MARGARET McKAY. 

• 

• 



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

About Bees 

Comparatively few people study entomology, 
but most, I think, are fascinated when, perhaps 
by chance, they learn something of the queer 
habits and lives of the insects. Among the 
most fascinating are those. little beings called 
bees, and, by the way, they make excellent 
pets, that is , if you don 't mind a few stings. 
There are several kinds of bees, the most com
mon are the Bµmble , Carpenter and Honey 
Bee. 

A hive may consist of thousands of these 
little insects , all playing a part in the produc
tion of honey, and the protection of their race. 
First they make the comb of cells in which 
the Queen bee lays the eggs, which are cov
ered with wax and left to hatch . The workers 
feed them on beebread , a mixture of pollen 
and honey. When the young ones arrive , the 
rest band together and leave the hive to the 
newcomers. 

The bee has several enemies, and certainly 
not the least of these is the toad . This old 
fellow seats himself near a hive, apparently 
peacefully sleeping, or thinking. The bee, 
buzzing lazily by, is seen by the toad. A quick 
flick of a long tongue, an ecstatic quiver of the 
throat, and there is one less busy little bee in 
the world. 

Spiders, too , are bee eaters , but the little 
crab spider is the most successful hunter. The 
green-backed bettle, sometimes known as 
" Alexander ," is also an enemy. His object 
is to gain entrance to the hive, and all day 
long he keeps trying, and each time he is 
knocked off by the sentry. By common con
sent, an armistice is declared at night, but, in 
the morning, the battle begins all over again. 

Bees give you fifty pounds of honey a year , 
besides the fifty which they keep for them-

selves. The power of communication between 
them is almost uncanny. They can describe 
to their mates the exact position of sites, which, 
normally, can only be found with the greatest 
difficulty. 

Bees gather their food by entering flowers 
and sucking up the nectar, which they store 
away in the honeybag. Their hind legs are 
provided with little cavities or baskets where 
the bee stores the pollen to carry home. The 
bee, after gathering all the pollen and honey 
it can carry, rises into the air, flies in a circle 
for a few times around, then flies home in <1 

perfectly straight line, or, as we say, makes a 
" bee- line" home . Bee hunters know this and 
can easily find their stores of honey. 

Taking all in all, the bee is a most intelligent 
little fellow, and, although he doesn't know it, 
a great friend to mankind. Manufacturers have 
made many sweet delicacies , but they have 
never made us anything as deliciously sw~et 
as honey. 

Lastly, bees make from honey, the pure 
wax used in the candles of the altar. So, in 
the ceremonies of Candlemas, the priest calls 
to mind that th.e Father Almighty, "Who has 
created all things out of nothing, has, by His 
command caused the liquid honey to be
come perfect wax by the labour of the bees." 
Also, on Holy Saturday, we are reminded that 
the Paschal Candle is "nourished by the melt
ing wax which the parent bee produced for the 
suhstance of this precious light ." 

It should be remembered, in conclusion, that 
in the Roman Ritual there is a special blessing 
for these busy little bees, which is of more than 
passing interest to the bee-keeper. 

-MONICA TEHAN. 
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Corelo Mosaic Essay ]Jorlland 
MEMORY'S PICTURE GALLERY. 

" A thing of beauty is a joy for ever." 
Reverend Mother Gonzaga Barry, in one 

·of her lovely letters written long ago in the 
old Eucalyptus Blossoms, has "a talk" to her 
Loreto children about Pictures. Mother Gon
zaga tells them they should try to have a beau
tiful collection of original pictures-every-day 
portraits and scenes painted on the canvas of 
life, and hung in Memory's Hall. She asks 
"her dear children" to remember that every 
day we are painting pictures that will add to 
the joy or sorrow of our lives as often as mem
ory brings them before us in future years. 

Here is one short passage from the letter: 
" Whenever it is your privilege to be amid 
beautiful scenery, mountain or valley, forest or 
plain, river or lake, at sunset or sunrise, or 
when the 'moon turns all to silver sheen," make 
your own the picture photograph it 
in your mind for your picture gallery. " 

In the following essay, we, present-day 
Loreto children, have each endeavoured to 
recall a picture in her own Galley of Memory 
- just one of -many " that flash upon that inward 
eye" and fill the heart with pleasure. 

"Sunset in the Ma I lee" 
In W alpeup, leisurely swinging on the gate, 

I used to watch the sunset. To the back, and 
on either .side of me, were the gnarled and 
knotted Mallee eucalypt. Directly in front a 
golden crop of wheat rustled, stirred by the 
-evening breeze. 

The scene had an ordinary appearance dur
ing the daytime, but the magic touch of sunset 
changed everything. The sky, by day, a vivid 
cloudless blue. had softened at the going-down 
of the sun. The glaring light of the hot sum
mer day had exaggerated the deformities of 
the dwarfish trees, but now the lingering rays 
cast a glow on their shining leaves and dark 
trunks. The flushed wheat was shining, too , 

radiating the joy of sunset, nodding and whis
pering to the gentle breeze. 

Yet, beautiful as the landscape was, it could 
not be compared with the sky. From the red
gold ball of fire , outward , to the most delicate 
shades of pink and saffron, there spread over 
sky and plain a glowing radiance; the most 
heedless observer could not but feel "a quick 
stir of wonder" at "the incomparable pomp of 
eve. " 

A flock of pigeons flew by; the splendour 
faded and the light became dimmer and dim
mer. The sun had gone to rest; another day 
had ended. 

- MARY BOSTOCK. 

"Diane" 
M y picture is of the sweetest little baby 

whom I love to take care of in my leisure time. 
She is most interesting and winsome to watch 

as she wakes up from her afternoon sleep, with 
a look of wonder and mystery. 

First she opens her blue-grey eyes, then she 
brings little chubby hands up to her rosy 

cheeks, and smiles like a lovely cherub as she 
sees me watching her. Next she stretches out 
her baby arms in bewitching appeal as if to 
say, " I know you love me. I want .to go to 
you; please lift me up." 

- EDNA HALLAM. 

"Silver - Band Falls" 
A scene I like to recall , in quiet moments , is 

that of the Silver Band Falls in the Grampians. 
The fall itself is about eighteen inches wide, 

and the water drops about twenty feet. The 
name is very appropriate , as the waterfall looks 
just like a gleaming silver band set in a dark 
.surface of rock . 
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Growing round the base are tall gum trees 
and many different kinds of ferns, including 
huge tree-ferns. Big blue mountains tower 
above the little spot, adding to its beauty. I 
often like to think of the scene as I saw it on 
that Autumn afternoon. 

- SHIRLEY KERR. 



"Approaching the Tasmanian Coast" 
It is a beautiful sunny day just before Christ

mas-a day for which I had longed, as on it 
I was to set out on a trip to Tasmania. 

At three o'clock the " Nairana's" siren 
sounded and all passengers went o.n board. 

The ropes slackened and the boat began 
to move steadily from the wharf. Suddenly, 
long good-byes and cheers broke from the less 
fortunate folk on the wharf. 

Evening fell beneath a calm and starry sky. 
Except fot the intermittent flash from a light-

house, dusk enveloped land and sea. 

Night deepened as the ship neared the coast. 
Then, one after another, flashes from coastal 
lighthouses pierced the darkness like so many 
brilliant earthly stars. We beheld a fairy-land 
of loveliness- the starry sky above, the scintil
lating lights along the coast, and, beyond, in 
that dim distance, the hazy lights of Burnie like: 
a luminous mist . 

- DOROTHY BATTERSBY. 

11 A Fa i ry De 11" 
A scene in the bush that I like to recall is 

one best viewed from a small hillock nearby. 
When I saw it the setting sun was casting a 
soft light over the moss and bracken. 

One day in early Spring, before returning 
home from a picnic in the bush, I was gath- · 
ering wildflowers when, suddenly straight 
before me was the most beautiful scene I had 
ever looked upon. 

A small stream was trickling over the pebbles 
in a real fairy-dell, where tall trees alrIJ.OSt 

met overhead; maiden-hair fern . moss and other
small plants grew over their roots, making a 
thick, spft carpet underfoot. 

Many small birds were hopping and flying 
about some building their nests, others, having 
not yet begun, were gaily fluttering from tree· 
to tree, enjoying themselves before starting 
work. Rabbits playing near, disturbed by my 
approach, scurred off as soon as they heard 
me coming. 

- MARGARET HEALY. 

"Frolic" 
The sun, sinking in the west and sending out 

its golden rays over the hills and green pad
docks, seems to fill the hearts of the little 
lambs with the joyous feeling of Spring. 

They all run and skip to and fro towards 
a small hill in the paddock, halting only to 
make sure their mothers are waiting for them. 
They continue their gambols until the sun's 

last rays have died away and the quiet of 
dusky evening rests over the peaceful country
side. · Then they snuggle cosily in beside their 
mothers , away from the rude wind, safe and 
content. 

If next day happens to be fine, they will have 
some more fun on their favourite green hillock. 

- EILEEN MALSEED. 

"The Queen Moon" 
On a beautiful summer 's night, when the 

sun has set in the west, the Queen Moon 
comes out from behind the screen of clouds, 
followed by her starry train. She smiles down 
" through the lustrous, purple blackness of a 
soft Australian night" which has just begun. 

Surrounding her, glittering and twinkling, 
are the wonderful stars which seem so happy 
and gay; below her is the big shadowy earth 
illuminated by her silvery glow. 

From my window I often watch the Queen 
of Night sailing in her cloud-galleon above
the dark cypresses. Across the sea from the
shore to the far horizon, she makes a wide
silver track along which, in endless succession,. 
gleaming waves roll shorewards. Then break-

. ing, they tumble in a smother of white and 
silver that spreads over a stretch of shining 
sand. 

-ANNETTE RICHARDS. 
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"Tara Valley, Gippsland" 
In southern Gippsland, there is a picturesque 

little place called "Tara," Pretty wild flowers . 
as well as beautiful ferns , shrubs and trees 
surround it. About five or six miles from the 
township lies lovely green "Tara Valley" in the 
midst of the hills. The natural greenery is 
dipped back to keep it from overhanging the 
narrow gravelled paths, which wind all round 
the valley, in places following the little rip-

piing creek. In summer time the sun tries his 
utmost to send his sparkling beams through 
the thick foliage of tall gums, in vain endeavour 
to reach those "secret places dear to noon
tide dew. " One track leads to the waterfalls, 
which are about ten to twelve feet in height . 
You will arrive, finally , at your starting point, 
as the path is circular. 

- BETTY CLEMENTS. 

Portland Bay 
Several afternoons during the May holidays 

I went to the cliffs overlooking Portland Har
bour. Looking out to the east I noticed Lady 
Julia Percy Island standing out against the 
blue horizon. The sea gulls , in wheeling flight , 
were mewing and screaming as they followed 
the fishing boats to their moorings , while just 
beyond the breakers the Gannets were diving 
for fish. 

The boats used for shark fishing were sail
ing round Battery Point as the sun was set
ting, and appeared to glide on a sea of glass, 
so smooth was the water. Portions of its calm 
surface mirrored the lovely colours of the sky. 
In the north , across Narrawong Bay, Mt. Clay 
was shrouded with a blue haze, apparently 
caused by a fog or the smoke of fires. 

- DENISE SMITH. 

The Seagulls' Haven 
I live on a sheep station in South Australia. 
In winter we usually have a very good rain

fall. This water fills up our swamps, and one 
-0f them has a fairly large island in the middle. 
The swamp is about. two miles long and a 
mile wide, and it generally . has six feet of 
water in the deepest part. 

In summer we often went for a bathe in the 
swamp, and one day we swam out to the 
island. On it were hundreds and hundreds 
of seagulls , making an incessant noise of 
.screaming and quarrelling. There were crude 
nests all over the place, many with eggs in 
them; there were baby seagulls, middle-sized 
.seagulls, and every size of seagull in flocks . 

The island is bare of vegetation except for a 
.species of low-creeping scrub, which makes 
an excellent secret retreat for the birds. Sad 
to say, we saw many a seagull battlefield 
.strewn with dead bodies and fluffs of feathers , 
-0n which the male birds had fought one an
other for their mates. We could see and smell, 
too, traces of foxes and their depredations. It 
is a mystery how these foxes reach the island, 
unless they cross in the late summer when the 
bed is almost dry, do their damage, and re
-cross in safety to their own dens under the 
yaccas. 
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As we approached the shore of the island, 
the seagulls. from the biggest to the smallest 
ball of fluff , at once ran to the water and 
started to swim away from the island. 

Among the p ure white and pearl-grey gulls 
on our little island were a smaller type, with 
black on their heads and a sharper beak. Have 
you ever noticed how keen and cruel seagulls' 
eyes are. Their keenness of vision is remark
able, as everyone knows who has watched 
them dart, from a distance, upon a small frag
ment thrown on the sand or water. They are 
also cruel and greedy birds despite their grace
ful forms and good looks. They will eat almost 
anything, but feed chiefly on fish and mol
luscs ; to break the shell of molluscs they some
times carry them high into the air and drop 
them on a rock. Gulls have very strong · legs 
and powerful v,;ings, which enable them to fly 
against wind and storm. 

VVhen we were wading out to the island, 
there were large nests of woven reeds floating 
on the water . . In these nests were eggs and 
baby barking-snipe, . in various shades of 
speckled brown and grey. _ 

On one end of the island is a tiny penin
sula where two black swans had made their 
nest of reeds and reared their lovely little 
cygnets. 
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Around the swamp are gum trees and on 
the east side some rocky hills, on the slopes of 
which innumerable families of rabbits have 

t heir warrens. 
We call this swamp the "She-Oak." All 

our paddocks are named, for example: The 
Clover Paddock, Dead · Swamp, The Farm, 
Avenue Paddock, Duttons, Horse Paddock, 
etc. 

-JENNEPHER LIMBERT. 

The ''Empire Clarendon" -At Sea 
Readers of the " Loreto" Magazine may re

member, in the last issue, an account of our 
most enjoyable visit to the " Empire Claren
-don," while she was at Portland loading cargo. 
That was about this time last year. 

It would have added even more to our 
.interest had we then known that Mother 
Teresa Gertrude and her companions were to 
be passengers on the return trip home. 

In an interesting letter , received last J anu
ary, Mother Teresa Gertrude writes, "en voy
.age," as follows:-

"I lent the annual "Loreto" to the Purser 
after having shown him the Portland article on 
the 'Empire Clarendon.' He was greatly in
terested, and when he showed it to the bo's'n, 
said to him: 'It's well that you told the truth 
to these schoolgirls.' The captain and officers 
thought the girl .who wrote it had a splendid 
memory, as well as good taste in writing Eng
lish. And the bo's'n is the proudest man on 
the ship." 

So, you see, the world is really not so wide! 
- MAUREEN HENRY . 

Mechanical Things 
I love all things mechanical 
On land, in air or on sea, 
And my ambition, in future years, 
I s an Afr H ostess to be. 

I love those things that swi ftly move 
On waves, on wheels or on wings
The throb bing pulse of a moving ship, 
Of an engine as it sings. 

I lo µe those daring little ships 
Defy1:ng the stormy sea, 
The ma.festic steamer of famous line, 
Sailing so gracefully. 

_{nd those h1lge castles of state so grand, 
Tli e mighty wcirships grey. 
How niany mechanical works of Art 
Lie mider th e sea tp-day! 

- BETTE DEUTSCHER. 

"In the Realms of Fancy" 
" T ell me where is Fancy bred ? 

Or in the heart or in the head?" 
-Merchant of V enice. 

the strangest collection of miscellaneous figures 
stepped down towards me. 

Winter had come in earnest to Portland. 
Out in the bay two cargo boats and an oil
tanker were sheltering from the gale, but I 
cared not as settled cosily before the fire , I 
gazed dreamily at the well-stocked bookshelves 
around the room. To my amazement the shelves 
-expanded, the covers of the books opened and 

Looking around I ·saw my visitors were all 
old friends or acquaintances. The little girl 
with the straight dark hair and long white 
gown, nibbling a mushroom, was surely Alice 
dearest friend of my childhood. Scurrying after 
her was the White Rabbit, muttering, "The 
Duchess! the Duchess!" 

" Hullo, Alice! " I exclaimed, "Where is the 
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March Hare?" " Well , I think he is having 
tea with the Mad Hatter," she replied. 

"Where is the honey kept? " a surly voice 
inquired. "Sh! Bear," said Alice, "Don't for 
get your manners. " I was about to ask him 
how he liked being used as a clothes-hor~e by 
the Rabbit . but I recognised more friends mov
ing forward . some talking , others silent. 

The dauntless Judy Woolcott and the glad 
girl , Pollyanna, were relating interesting incid
ents to one another. Behind them stood little 
Nell with her dear grandfather, so sweet and 
shy that I hastened to welcome her . By a 
window two of my best-loved friends were 
in earnest conversation - an elderly man in 
tailed coat and black gaiters, with round smil
ing face . rosy cheeks and beaming eyes twink
ling behind his glasses , was speaking per
suasively to his faithful servant- Sam Weller. 

Now and again I caught words and phrases 
spoken by Mr. Pickwick, such as " Bless my 
soul! " " Marriage. " "Mary." But Sam's reply. 
spoken with determination, was quite audible : 
" I say it can 't be done. Vet's to become of 
you without me, sir? Sam Veller sticks by 
you. " No one could mistake Sam in his grey 
coat, black hat with a cockade in it , pink
striped waistcoat , light breeches and gaiters. 

Tiny Tim ·rushed up to me to tell me how 
nice Mr. Scrouge really was. With him was 
David Copperfield, who was telling Oliver 
Twist about Aunt Betsy Trotwood. " Have you 
seen Amy or Laurie?" Jo March interrupted. 
" I can 't think where Meg has got to ." But, 
before I had time to reply, she dashed off in 
her tom-boyish fashion to address two stately 

· ladies who looked rather pained at her exuber
ance. The lovely Portia and Princess Ida made 
a noble and charming picture. Perhaps Jo was 
asking Portia to make her speeches shorter 
in future , as they were terribly troublesome to 
learn. 

Long John Silver passed by with an old 
parrot on his shoulder and a cutlass at his 
side. "Yo, Ho, Ho," he sang as he went. Just 
then there came a flash of Lincoln green, and 

Robin Hood with his merry band, the Sheriff 
of Nottingham in their midst, stopped to show 
me their prisoner. 

But now my eyes were rivetted on a huge 
black man. from whose neck hung " the Snake,' " 
a marvellous necklace of rubies, which shone 
with dusky fire . At once I recognised, advanc
ing towards me, that extraordinary dual per
sonality, the Reverend John Laputa-Christian 
minister and proud barbarian descendant of 
Prester John. He talked to me with burning 
enthusiasm of the work he could have done 
for the African Natives, of the great Ethiopian 
Empire he would have restored but for David 
Crawford, the storekeeper. 

An old. bent weaver , his deeply furrowed 
face transformed by a smile, stooped to lift a 
little , laughing, blue-eyed girl who toddled 
towards him with outstretched arms. Seated 
shoulder-high. Eppie laid her head against his, 
the gold of her gleaming curls mingling with 
his sparse white locks. 

Suddenly, my friends scattered in all direc
tions, and I wondered why; but I was not sur
prised when I saw the tight-lipped knitter , the 
terrible Madame Defarge. She did not speak 
to me , for she was far too busy knitting, knit
ting. I thought of that great lover, Sydney 
Carton, and was glad Madame did not stop, 
for to look at her made me shiver. But these 
unpleasant thoughts vanished as I heard a 

· familiar sound, " Rikk-tikk-tikki- tikki-ttchk" 
and in bounced that little furry ball of curios
ity, " Rikki Tikki Tavi," pursued by " the 
queen" crying, " Off with his head! Off with 
his head! " ·Consternation reigned among my 
visitors, as Rikki Tikki sought safety. I sprang 
to his aid, clattering the fire-irons, and I was 
astonished to hear mother say, as she switched 
on the light, "What is the matter, Gabrielle? 
Need you make all that noise?" 

I looked round the room. It was empty except 
for mother and me. My mysterious visitors 
had returned to their quiet homes in the pages 
of Bookland. 

-GABRIELLE JENNINGS. 

A Visit to a Hypodermic Needle Factory 
On the afternoon of the 5th of Aprll, the 

Intermediate and Sub-Intermediate set out on 
a visit to the Hypodermic Needle Factory just 
opened in Portland. 

This factory is only the third in the world, 
the other two being in England and America. 
The firm is the well-established one of J. H. 
Everett's. The English factory. situated about 
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fifteen miles out of London, is the parent of 
the Australian firm. During the six and a half 
years of the war, it produced two hundred. 
million needles, and two million syringes. 
Twenty million needles and syringes were ex
ported to Russia. 

The factory in America does not belong to · 
the English company, but it has to buy the: 



-tubular valve, used for blood transfusion 
needles, from the English. It is bought by 
the yard and cut into the required lengths. 

The managers of this factory were sent to 
Australia by the English company. When they 
arrived in Melbourne they were given a choice 
-of three sites in some of the outer suburbs of 
Melbourne, but the workers were not the type 
they wanted for high grade and delicate work. 
Again the noise and congested surroundings 
were unsuitable for the type of work required. 
When they heard of the decentralisation 
scheme, they made several visits of investiga
tion to Portland, and finally decided to build 
their factory here. They chose Portland be
cause there were not many factories in the 
vicinity which might absorb likely workers, 
and the workers they would be able to employ 
would be of satisfactory type. Great skill is 
not necessary; accuracy and interest are of 
vital importance. ·The workers must realise 
that their efficiency will mean relief to many 
suffering people. 

A further reason for Portland being chosen 
was that, although a good distance from the 
Melbourne Collecting and Distributing Depot, 
the finished products take up so little space, 
that a fortnight's output easily fits in the back 
of an ordinary car. The raw material comes 
direct by rail to Portland North Station, which 
is near the factory . 

The factory is built of Mount Gambier stone. 
It is well-lighted, heated and ventilated. It 
has a masonite floor , which protects the work
ers from electric shock if water was on the 
floor. There is a store-room about twelve feet 

-by eight feet . All around the walls are steel 

shelves, which can be moved to suit the storers' 
purposes. All the steel is Australian. 

There is a canteen, with a gas stove and a 
stainless steel sink for the use of the girls who 
cannot go home for lunch. · There are three 
large heaters above th,e work benches which 
send a current of warm air through the build
ing. These are controlled by gas and electricity 
combined, and when they register a certain 
heat, usually 65 deg. F. , they automatically 
switch off. Above the tables are flourescent 
lights , which give a pale light, which is not so 
hard on the eyes as the powerful electric lights. 

There are three types of needles made:-
( 1) Dental, 
( 2) Surgical, 
( 3) Veterinary. 

There are eight machines through which the 
needle has to pass before it is ready for use. 
Through the tube of each needle is a very fine 
copper wire, which is taken out before the 
needle is used. This is to clean the needle and 
prevent it being blocked up when it is used. 
All the needles produced in the factory will 
be made of Australian steel , in fact, the ma
terials used for the construction and furnish
ing of the factory are Australian. In about 
three years ' time the firm hopes to have from 
three to four hundred workers, and then this 
factory in Portland e_x pects to supply the whole 
of Australia , Tasmania and New Zealand. 

In the future they intend to build Hypoder
mic Needle Factories in New Zealand, Africa 
and the East Indies. By now they have com
menced work, and we wish them every success 
in their undertaking. 

- GRETA WHITEHEAD. 

11 A Deserted House" 

-" A house that has don e w hat a house shoiild do , 
A hoiise that has sheltered Zif e, 
That has put its loving wooden arm.s 
Around a man and wife; 

.A hoiise that has echoed a baby's laugh 
And held up its stumbling f eet 
l s the saddest sight when it 's left alone 
That ever your eye could m eet." 

Beside an old bush road near Wunbula 
·stands a deserted house, "bleak without and 
bare within." For many years no one has 
lived in it and the roof and walls are fast fall
ing into decay. Come, I shall take you to see 
this unnatural sight - a house without an 

-owner, a house with nobody in it. 

As my companion and I walked slowly along 
towards the lonely spot, lines of Goldsmith's 
filled my mind, I thought:-

'' Near yonder copse, where once a garden smiled 
cind still where many a garden f lower grows 
wild; 

There, where a f ew torn shrubs the place dis-
close, .... " 

once was built the home of some good pioneer. 
All that now remained were the over-grown 
paths, flower beds and garden surrounding this 
once lovely home. 

Walking up the winding path, we brushed 
aside the straggling. branches of the shrubs, and 
carefully avoided the unpruned brambles that 
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were once rose-bushes-the pride of that mod
est garden. 

On coming to a small wicket-gate, hanging on 
a broken hinge, we pass through to the moss
covered steps of the old house. On the win
dow ledges, in the crevices of the stonework. 
wherever some of the more heavy decorations 
have fallen , Nature has striven to hide the 
ugly scars with a coverlet of soft green moss. 
So effectively is her work done, that, at first 
glance, one would think these mossy patches 
were merely darkened corners where the light 
cannot penetrate. . 

The first room into which we step was once 
the living-room. The old fireplace is blackened 
by the smoke of many fires. I can see, with 
my inward eye, those happy little children on 
a warm winter's evening, holding out their 
chubby hands to the warm blaze. What is 
this? The arm of a small jointed doll - the 
pride of the nursery, the favourite dolly. Alas! 
if only its little owner could see it now, all 
discoloured and broken. And where is she 
now? 

But on; let us follow the rooms and try to 
picture them as they were. Let us see, not 
the bare, broken floorboards , the walls with 
paper once so bright and cheerful. now hang
ing in strips and tatters; not the remnants of 
a ruined home, but the centre of affection, the 
family domain of a proud mother and father , of 
happy, carefree children. 

Here, at this Eastern window, perhaps, the 
baby's cot was placed. See, those are small 
tooth-marks on the sill. Are these little people 
that are drawn so crudely on the remnants of 
wallpaper? I seem to hear again the merrv 
laughter of boys and girls as they scamper 
out into the garden, and baby-talk coming fro1!1 

that cosy cot by the sunny window. 
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Alas! there ~as no laughter, save a mocking-
peal from a pair of Kookaburras on a withered 
stump; no talk other than bird-calls and the 
murmurs of our subdued voices. 

" But only a host of phantom listeners 
T hat dwelt in the lone house, t hen. " 

This bright room at the back next to the 
mot~er's bedroom, was perhaps the nursery
the mner sanctuary of those young lives, the 
storehouse of all childhood's treasures. Look! 
there lies a wheel from a dool' s pram half
covered with dust. And near it is the head of 
a small hammer, and a boy's saw-all that 
remains of a coveted carpenter's set, pathetic 
remembrances of the joyous days that have 
been . A ring , and one large bead, now a tawny 
shade of yellow, were all I could find of the 
baby's toys. Perhaps the rest were broken off 
by tiny fingers , and mysteriously hidden in 
places known only to those who live in the 
golden, misty realms of childhood. 

.The kitchen still contained the old grate, 
with one or two rusty tin dishes nearby. A 
broken knife lay on the floor , where probably 
the table or a cupboard had stood. 

Outside there is the remains of a miniature 
house, once the stronghold of the children's 
best friend and guardian-their dog. See, is 
that a name scrawled over the opening? Yes, 
that old watchdog, the faithful friend of the 
house, was known then as " Shayne." 

As my companion and I thoughtfully walked 
back down the overgrown path, we wondered 
if any of those young folk, now grown to be 
men and women, ever think of the old house 
on the Wunbula track, the home of all their 
happy childhood days , now desolate, quietly 
dying amid its haunting memories. 

BETTE DEUTSCHER. 



(oreto Con vent, 1lormanhurst 

Jubilee Retrospect 
LORETO CONVENT, NORMANHURST, 

1897- 1947. 

It had been a very hot January d ay, and 
people iri Randwick were taking the cool air of 
evening in their gardens. On one particular 
terrace near the sand dunes, the people were 
surprised to see two schoolgirls run down the 
street, and fling open the big garden gates 
belonging to an empty house with "Selborne" 
on its name plate. The girls looked back a lonq 
the street with an air of cheerful excitement, 
then ran up the path to the verandah . where 
they stood waiting. They were feelins:i- very 
important, for they were to welcome the Loreto 
Nuns to their Sydney convent . Their names 
were Mabel and Dolly Walsh . They had not 
long to wait before a procession, headed by 
Rev. Mother Gonzaga Barry, and their own 
mother , turned in at the gate. There were 
more pilgrims than they expected. as several 
Catholics had joined the nuns - also two 
Sacred Heart Fathers who were passing . It 
would have seemed unfriendly to do otherwise , 
as the murmur of voices from the procession 
told of a subject dear to all-they were saying 
the Rosary. Thus the coming of Loreto to its 
first Sydney home; it was the 18th January. 
1892. 

Mr. and Mrs. Walsh (grandparents of Rev . 
J. Meagher, S .J.) were most generous to the 
Loreto pioneers, whose journal mentions , on 
every page. some act of their kindness . Rev. 
Mother and Mother Mary Aloysius M acken 
stayed in their home while making prepara
tions for the foundation, and their good friends 
watched over the welfare of the new convent 
with untiring solicitude. Its Superior. Mother 
Mary Dorothea Frizelle . was. a personality 
whose worth and charm are still remembered 
by her old Sydney friends . 

The first Mass at the new Loreto was said 
by Cardinal Moran , who had invited the nuns 
to make the foundation . On that morning . the 
Feast of St. Agnes. the chapel was the only 
room that showed signs of a religious com
munity settling in to its home; the rest of the 
house was quite bare . His Eminence was ·very 
gracious after Mass. As he looked round the 
empty parlour, he asked the nuns what they 
would like most at that moment. Sister Mary 
Benedicta Fallon said , a piano; Sister M. 
Patricia Ochiltree, a sewing machine. The 
Cardinal sent the piano, and Mrs . Fallon the 

latest model of a Singer machine. The absence 
of other furniture was an unexpected mor
tification. as it had been ordered from Sydney 
and was still on the way. Sydney deliveries 
in the 'nineties were leisurely undertakings. It 
is true there were six chairs. It became almost 
a reflex action when one rose from one 's chair 
to seize it for transport to the next location . 
It was a gesture that might easily become a 
peculiar habit . The nuns did not disclose to 
their friends the complete absence of a broom 
for a w hole week. Evidently, after a few days , 
they thought they had better keep silence on 
the matter . always hoping that one would arrive. 
But good Sister Bruno and Sister Columba 
must surely have tied together some sort of 
besom from the bushes in the back garden. 

Kind friends appeared from many sides. On 
the terrace above them lived Mrs. Edward 
Heaton. who, for the first week, had an elab
orate dinner cooked for them in her kitchen , 
and sent down to them. The name of Mr. 
Payten a lso appears very often in the journal. 
from the day that he helped them to move into 
"Aston Hall. " for they remained only a few 
months at "Selborne"-it was found to be too 
remote for day-scholars. " Aston Hall," next 
to the Little Sisters of the Poor, and now 
part of their home, remained the Sydney Loreto 
for the rest of their sojourn in Randwick. It 
was large enough for the opening of a bo<ird
ing school. where the first boarders were 
Esmey Mann. Maud Heaton, Jeanne Roth. 
Maud and Mary Rogers , Eileen and M ary 
Denehy. Winnie Meldrum, Lily Bacon. Nora 
Floyd . Mary and Sara Curtain. 

T he nuns also took over the primary school. 
w hich Miss Mary Agnes Finn had managed 
with such zeal ; they in their turn handed it over 
to the Sacred Heart Fathers. The friendship 
of these priests as chaplains was a great sup
port to the nuns. The names of Fathers 
Treand . Merg , Douze and Bontemps are mem
tioned with gratitude many times in the jour
nal. The name of Mrs. E . Mann also appears 
on many pages. It was a great evening for 
the boarders when she took them to hear Mark 
Hambourg (he must then have been at the 
height of his youthful fame). Those who did 
not go to the concert were allowed to go in 
to visit the Little Sisters of the Poor, and to 
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give the old people tobacco, ribbons and other 
small gifts; these visits were fairly frequent , 
providing pleasure for both givers and receiv

·ers. The Jesuit Fathers in Bourke Street were 
frequent visitors to Loreto, and, of course, their 
old friend, Father John Ryan from Riverview. 
The girls seem to have shared in these friend 
ships, for we read of trips to Riverview and of 
.outings with Father Morrogh . a trip to the Zoo 
,or a fishing expedition. 

In spite of the happy associations in Rand
wick, Rev. Mother wanted still to build her 

·own boarding schools , so when land was offered · 
near Hornsby and W ahroonga , on the north 
shore of the harbour , she went to examine it. 
It was the suggestion of Mr. Frank Coffee and 
his sister. Eva Coffee, who had close connec
tions with our nuns in Canada. The property 
they recommended was an estate of 22 acres • 
on an elevated position; it is now the site of 
the building and grounds of Loreto Convent , 
Normanhurst. The friendship of _ the Coffee 
family for Loreto finds grateful recognition in 
the annuals of Nonnanhurst. 

One of the first boarders at Normanhurst 
has written the following memory. She was 
a boarder at Loreto Convent, Randwick. when 
they all moved to Normanhurst . She writes : 
" In the Spring of 1896, the tiny town of H orns- · 
by was unknown to the youthful boarders in 
Loreto Convent , Randwick, so you can imagine 
our delight on hearing that we were to go to 
a lovely spot called Hornsby Heights , have a 
picnic in the bush, and see the first tree fell ed 
to prepare the ground for the beautiful build
ing that was to be our convent. In September, 
1897. the boarders were sent home for three 
weeks to a llow the nuns time to pack up and 
transfer every thing to Hornsby ; we were told 
that was the name of the estate where the con
vent was to be built . 

" In October we returned to our new abode ; 
Ethel and Eileen Polin, Leila and Nina Don
nelly were the first to arrive. We walked up 
the old bush road from the station and entered 
the grounds of Hornsby. A sea of planks . 
shavings. stones and bricks met our gaze, but 
these trivialities were soon forgotten · in the 
glow of pleasure we felt as we walked round 
the beautiful Gothic wing that was to be our 
home and school. The nuns gave us a warm 
welcome , . . Each hour brought fresh 
arrivals. until at last all the Normanhurst foun
dation stones were assembled. They were 
Maud Heaton, Esmey and Eva Mann, Eileen 
.and Beatrice Curtin, Jeanne Roth, Eileen and 
Mary Dennehy, Madelin, Kathleen and Muriel 
Crommelin, Winnie and Issie Meldrum, Josie 
Toohey and May Kelly. M.M. Dorothea was 
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Superior , with M .M . Patricia as Mistress of 
schools. 

Another memoir runs : " After tea 
we unpacked and carried our belongings to 
the top storey; it was tiring work. but a great 
a dventure. Once in bed, we slept soundly; 
and next morning . at 6 a .m .. we were in the 
cha pel for Mass and Holy Communion , then 
breakfast. The early call was to allow the 
workmen to go into the unfinished dormitory. 
The school was not ready for use, so we made 
the nuns and ourselves as comfortable as pos
sible under some plum trees and had school 
in the open air. To save the over-busy Sisters 
in the laundry, we wore our heavy, royal blue, 
velvet- trimmed uniforms until the 11th Decem
ber. One of our greatest delights was the 
ex ploration of the bush. We discovered and 
named Buttetcup Hill , Fern Gully, Road Gully 
and most of the other now well-known spots. 

"We had many inconveniences and hard
ships. but. following the example of the heroic 
nuns, there was never a murmur. Loyalty to 
the I.B .V .M. was our motto , as , I think, it 
must still be. All of us took a great interest 
in the planting of the first seeds and shrubs , 
and what joy it gave us to follow dear Mother 
Dorothea round the garden to see her cut the 
first blooms. One fine day a number of young 
trees a rrived ; these had been donated by Mr. 
Coffee. H oles were dug , and with the help 
of 'M orrissey,' each senior girl planted one 
of the gorgeous trees that are now Norman
hurst ' s pride and delight." 

In lookinH up old school records , one is struck 
by the a lmost casual mention of the excellent 
concerts w hich were given at Normanhurst as 
fa r back as 1900. In that year there is a 
notice of the " First Catholic Congress" held 
by His Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop. 
Loreto 's contribution to that historic Septem
ber week was a fine concert at Normanhurst. 
A railway handbill announced to the public 
the running of a special train from Milson 's 
Point, at the city end, to take visitors to the 
convent. These special trains were arranged 
for the annual concerts that followed in 1901 , 
1902, 1903, and perhaps for several more years. 
Any of these concert programmes will show 
how high was the musical standard. An entry 
in the school diary gives the names of the 
players i n the orchestra one year : Solo Vio
linist, Mildred Coffee; First Violins, Esmey 
Mann (leader), Helen Garvan, May Kelly. 
Madolin Crommelin, Kathleen Crommelin, 
Winnie Meldrum, Nora Floyd, Nora Lynch, 
Olive Carter, Bobbie Foley, Werbie Riley, 
Violet Rollston; Second Violins. Eileen 
Brewer, Madolin Brewer, Eileen Hollingdale, 



LORETO CONVENT, NORMANHURST 

ON THE FRONT LAWN-THE SECOND DIVISION. 
These girls, disporting themselves on the front lawn, arethere only for scenic e ffect; they have over 40 acres of other 

recreational space for their leisure hours. Beyond the encircle m ent of foliage there are m:)re lawns ; a lso tennis a nd basket
ball courts. The few leaves in the foreground have fallen from lwo majestic oaks, th is year, celebrating their 50th birth
day. A few branches of one only are showing in this photograph . The foundation stone of the building, la id by Cardinal 
M oran in 1897, may be seen at the corner over the girl's shoulder. Every year the Corpus Christi procession comes round 
that corner, passing along the gravelled drive . The Blessed Sacrament was carried thus in 1903 for the first time, through 
an unformed garden and along muddy paths. This year as the long procession m oved through the fin e old garden wher" 
flowers and trees made minia ture landscapes, golden in the sun of a late Autumn, many thought with g rateful hea rt& of the 
fifty years of God's ~oodness to Loreto in Normanhurst. 



LORETO, NORMANHURST 

NAMES CA VE-SENIOR GIRLS. 
This face of rock with its personal and documentary 

lettering is only a f ew minutes beyond Loreto property . 
We say, beyond, co give the impression chat che initials 
may belong to any passing pilgrim with an itch co be 
remembered by posterity, even if only in a bit of hacked 
rock. Perhaps chis is a coo censorious view of name
chipping in public places, for chis huge slate of Nature 
muse have seemed irresistible co many Loreto girls in che 
course of fifty years This rock formation has also a 
little geological and botanical interest: On cop of che 
'bulging sandstone layer some trees and shrubs grow, 
.apparently out of the rock . The rain water, percolating 
.through the sandstone has worn out a cave. Ac several 
·places in cracks in che rocks slender roots may be seen 
folJowing the trail of the water. Far above, the trees 
wave their branches enjoying the reward of their secret 
j ndustry . 

WATERFALL- SENIOR GIRLS. 

Some First Division girls pause on the rock ledges of 
a waterfall-without the water. How it does p our over 
these rocks after the rain! A road runs at the top of 
rhat rock wall , built and rebuilt my men's hands. Tra· 
dition says that the first hands were convicts and it may 
be true: Nature with all h er sun and rain has nevzr been 
quite successful in washing away the aura of melancholy 
that clings round parts of these old roads. Th ~ four 
girls in the photograph a re not brooding about that , 
though the place does seem meant for silence a nd soli
tude. Of course the fin e ly poised character needs both. 
A French writer acknowledged this in his reply co a young 
g irl who asked him how she would become an interesting 
writer. You will notice an allegory in his reply: "You 
must dine in and alone, very often." But one muse have 
a few interesting thoughts in one's head for that. So, if 
you have finished sunning yourselves on those rocks, 
young and dear , the class-room awaits you. Your educa
tion will help you at least not to be af~aid co dine in 
and alone, very often. 



LORETO CONVENT, NORMANHURST 

PLAYING FIELD- THE THIRD DIVISION. 
The Third Division have possession of the cricket fi eld to-day. After the withdrawal of the photogra pher , 

th e batsman will probably establish a more scientific connection with the wicket. For th e time being, the non
players are sea ted decorously in the shade with their back s to the Loreto bush. To-morrow their afternoon 
recreation may lead them a long its well known tra ck, the tree-stump, m entioned in th e previo us photograph , is 
out of sight in the foreground of the picture. 

A CORNER OF THE GARDEN - THE FOURTH DIVISION. 
The front drive , com ing into the left foreground of the previous picture, continues down the slope, and ends 

a t the gate near the bush-house . A palm brought fr om Rome by Mother M . Dorothea in 1907, is in the shadow. 
To the right of the pergola, in the playing field in the middle distance , may be seen a stump- the remains of a 
magnificent eucalyptus. Until it was struck by lightning a f ew years ago it could be seen from the steps of the 
Sydney G.P.O. , eighteen miles away-its topmost twigs brushing the blue skyline .... In our photograph the 
Fourth Division are looking suitably well-behaved while the photogrpaher makes a record of their existence . 
They look as if they have just come up the green hill after an excursion to the bush ;though, on second thoughts, 
their appeara,nce seems unnaturally neat for tha t . This must be just a jubilee document of a dignified moment 
j n the life of a Junior. 



BELOW CAMEL'S ROCK

SENIOR GIRLS. 

Sunshine a nd shade flicker a bout a 
gro up o f gi rl s, a nd up the straight , 
smooth trunk of the agophora . This is 
a good place for r est after acad e mic ap
p lication behind one's d esk-application 
made a ll too straitening b y a pproach o f 
the "Leavin g." H ere, in the bush, even 
the most a ppreh ensive candidates can 
forge t the ty ranny of bookish lo re , as 
the silence of the trees p asses into their 
being - into tha t receptive a nd secret 
place o f their p ersona lity where a ll un
co nscio usly they a r e storing up precious 
things that they will need , later, in the 
t rave l of living . For what more prec iou s 
than a love of truth and beauty , a nd a n 
in vinc ible long ing for the Immuta ble 
G ood? 

LORETO, NORMANHURST 

ON THE WAY TO BUTTERCUP 
HILL- SENIOR GIRLS. 

The roc k terrain is a favourite haunt 
of all the boarders. A few First Divis ion 
Girls have scatte red the mselves on its 
craggy surface. This is one of the m a n y 
5pots in the bu sh where o n e can see the 
different stages of plant succession , from 
algae to l ich ens , m osses, h erbs, shrubs 
and trees. Sometimes a ll on o n e big 
boulder. In the background of th is pic
ture may be seen the xanthorrhoea or· 
grass-t ree, va lued by the n a ti ves f or its 
central spike which made a terrific spear. 
This spot is r ea ll y n ot Lore to property, 
which ends some chains further back, but 
it does n ot look as if it will be bo ugh t for 
h o u si n g allotments; so many Lore to gen
erations may still sc r a mble over its un
tamed wi ldn ess. 



Beatrice Curtin, Clare Curtin, Dollie Walsh, 
Sara Curtain; 'Cellos. Gertrude Tracey, Eva 
Mann, Claire Garvan, N . Riley, Ella Rollston; 
Double Bass, Mollie· Flynn; Vioias, A . Riley, T. 
Crommelin; two Grand Pianos, Mollie Hol
lingdale, Eileen Curtin. 

The visit of Mother General (Rev. Mother 
Michael Corcoran) from Rathfarnham , gave a 
holiday air to the three months that followed 
her arrival in July, 1903. Apart from the fact 
of her own pleasing personality,· there was the 
honour of having a visit from: a Mother-Gen
eral- the flrst to come to Australia. She 
seemed par.ticularly · happy to be in Norman- · 
hurst, where the country setting delighted her . 
The. picnics to the bush, where the billy boiled, 
were a novelty which charmed her . The girls · 
used to decorate chairs out of rocks, festoon
ing the grey roughness with sarsaparilla and 
other wild Jlowers in competition for the most 
decorative chair, for which Mother General 
would give a prize. One Old Girl, Mrs. 0 
Lynch (nee Wyatt) has sent jubilee greetings 
from her home, Upton House, Upton , Co. 
Cork, Ireland: " How I remember those years 
at my Alma Mater! I was there for the visit 
of Mother General (M .M . Michael) and re
member all the delightful picnics in the bush. 
both then and all during my school years. · I 
still have a big box of pressed ferns and flowers 
from the bush, and all the little souvenirs of 
the nuns and girls " 

In 1912 the Old Girls formed a Past Pupils' 
Association, which has given loyal support to 
the nuns up to the present day. To the meet
ing, held in May, at the convent each year, 
the members may be seen entering the hall 
carrying small parcels - their gifts · for the 
babes at the Foundling Home at Waitara . The 
Sewing Guild, formed many years ago, works 
faithfully in the cause of charity. In 1937, 

some of the members of the Association banded 
together with some of the Old Girls from 
Kirribilli and opend:l a Children's Library and 
Craft Centre for the poor children of Wool
loomooloo. Although this excellent work 
ceased during the war, we still have hopes that 
a Loreto Free Library will be a social .work of 
the future in Sydney, as the Loreto Free .Kin
dergarten is in Melbourne. 

Girls in our other Australian convents will be 
interested · to hear the names of nuns whom 
they may !<now, and who were · early workers 
in Normanhurst. ·Superiors were: M.M. Philo
mena (the present Mother Provincial) , Mother 
Rosario (later Provincial in . India) , Mothers. 
Stanislaus ( R.I .P . ), Dosithea, J. Dorothea, 
Kostka, Elizabeth ( R.I.P .) Gertrude and Co
lombiere. They planned and built and bought 
until. with the purchase of the "old. school" 
block near ·the front gate, the grounds now 
comprise 42 acres . Other names iil early 
records are Mothers Berchmans, Dolores, 
Augustine, and Sisters Colomqa, Assissium 
and Gerard. The small school _that they flrst 
knew has grown into an educational centre of 
a hundred boarders, who co-operate with . the 
nuns, arid who value their schop.J as ·warmly 
as their elders of the flfty goJden yeat,s. · 

A new half-century opens, and we press 
forward along the road ahead.. Eac,h:: morning 
our youth is renewed by the Divine Gµest who 
comes to make us share in His sfre,n.gth and 
His joy. No life will ever· be .ltiti:k that is 
folded round this Treasure. It is b_~ putting 
more pJ:ayer into our lives that .we shall make 
them more interesting, and Our Lady WJll teach 
us how to pray if we remind her that we are 
her children. A good Loreto girl will be a 
precious asset to her country, for she will have: 
what her fellow-Australians need more than 
anything-a relish for divine things. 
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1st DIVISION. 
.Ann Anderson 
Margaret Armstrong 
Helen Armstrong 
Margaret Blakey 
Joan Bruchhauser 
Margaret Carew 
Jlean Doran 
Ann Edmonds 
Pam Grant 

Yvonne Greig 
Ann Hickey 
Elizabeth Johnson 
Gwenda Malloy 
Mary McAuliffe 

:Beulah Millingen 
Marie O'Brien 
Jpan O'Donoghue 
Pauline O'Riordan 
Caroline Purcell 
Evelyn Rose 

-Paul Roche 
Joan Ryan 
Geraldine Sweeney 
Fleur Tully 
Margaret Walker 
Judith Wilkinson 
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LORETO 

ROLL CALL - IN DIVISION - 1947 
2nd DIVISION. 

Desley Allen 
Elaine Bailey 
Olga Basha 
Donna Bason 
Margaret Bolger 
Yvonne Brown 
Maureen Callaghan 
Valerie Carlton 
Ann Carter 
Elizabeth Collins 
Clara Davidson 
Christianne Delhommelle 
Ann Duffy 
Lin Dunnicliff 
Lois Empey 
Joy Foley 
Ann Hagarty 
Christine Hagney 
Ronda Hoffman 
Patricia Joel 
Joan Keating 
Maureen McCarthy 
Sonia Mackenzie 
Clare Meaney 
Maria Minahan 
Margaret Moloney 
Colleen Nader 
Rae Nelson 
Philippa O'Leary 
Micaela O'Neill 
Patricia Phegan 
Yvonne Picone 
Ann Quinn 
Mary Rowe 

3rd DIVISION. 
Antoinette Allen 
Elizabeth Armstrong 
Mary Armstrong 
Judith Basha 
Maureen Blake 
Lorraine Boulton 
Deidre Browne 
Shirley Callaghan 
Jennifer Cameron 
Margaret Carter 
Anne Colliss 
Margaret Crawford 
Annette Curran 
Marie Davidson 
Patricia Davies 
Kim Dunnicliff 
Barbara Dunning 
Carmel Duffy 
Deidre Gibbs 
Ann Gilsenan 
Margaret Grahame 
Fayette Hayek 
Philippa Heafey 
Robin Hill 
Janet Law 
Susan Lord 
Diana Madden 
Desley Madden 
Margaret Manion 
Maureen Millar 
Margaret O'Reilly 
Elizabeth O 'Reilly 
Judith O 'Rielly 
Elizabeth Perry 
Rosemary Quoyle 
Jean Quinn 
Ann Rohan 
Margaret Rowe 
Clare Ryan 
Robin Seage 
Maureen Sommers 
Ann Spara 
Susan Sullivan 
Marguerite Toft 
Barbara Weston 
Janice Williams 

4th DIVISION. -
Susan Alsaker 
Pamela Barton 
Rosalind Carmichael 
Jane Clayton 
Suzanne Colman 
Marie Doherty 
Jan Dynon 
Dian Ekman 
Margaret Evans 
Margaret Garsden 
Angele Grant 
Jill Manning 
Dorothy Manning 
Susan Marks 
Jill Minahan 
Patricia Moroney 
Mary O'Gorman 
Carole Robson 
Patricia Roche 
Barbara Roche 
Patricia Rowe 
Margaret Sullivan 
Marie Wes ton 
Julie Williams 
Helen Ziehlke 
Judith Ziehlke 
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Episodes 
I. 

Contentedly Luke laid aside his brush. Now 
that his task was completed he looked at the 
portrait with a critical eye. Here was his 
tribute to the Mother of God . She whom he 
revered and loved so much as a mother and 
to whose aid and inspiration he owed such a 
great deal. With an artist's pleasure he re
garded his work. Here, indeed , was the serene 
beauty, the simplicity, the queenly dignity, and 
the tender grace he had learned to associate 
w ith Mary. Yet , lovely as it was, it could not 
a dequately portray the ineffable sweetness of 
Her who was at once full of grace and the 
lowly handmaid of the Lord- Mother of God 
and Mother of men H e must leave 
it . 

Eagerly he hastened to offer his gift ; shyly 
he proffered it. A smile lighted Mary's coun
tenance as She gazed on this portrait of H er
self with H er Divine Son. Happy memories 
came to Her mind: the lovely hours spent with 
H er C hild : the games they had together when 
She and St. Joseph became as young as H e 
in the happy abandon of childhood; the win
someness of the Boy; His a ll too quick growth 
to manhood; the Cross, ah , the Cross! But 
it saved the world , and Mary 's tear-dimmed 
eyes brightened. Slowly She spoke: "My fav
our will always be with this picture." 

II . 
C lad in all the glory of a summer 's day, 

framed by blue of sky and sea , the Esquiline 
hill was rich in memories to the noble Patrician 
who hurried excitedly down its slopes this 
August day, A .O . 352. The magnificent gar
dens were in full bloom wrapped in the heavy 
heat that marked this oppressive day ; the 
lovely marble villas , scarcely visible amongst the 
lea fy branches of spreading trees, seemed to 
be seeking shelter from the brilliant sun . Men 
whose name stirred the heart of every Roman 
had climbed this mount. Here was the Temple 
of Tellus where Antony had summoned the 
Senate; here near the gardens of Maecenas, 
Virgil had lived ; hither , too , Horace had re
sorted and now lay buried in the shadow of 
yon tall tower; the vast buildings of Nero's 
Golden House had covered the whole declivity 
of the hill. 

But it was not of these that John was think
ing as he hurried on. his way. Greater marvels 
.than they had conceived had been vouchsafed 

him . Christianity had come to pagan Rome 
and John had tasted deep of its sweetness. 
He and his wife, a childless couple, had de
cided to use their wealth to honour God and 
His Blessed Mother. In a vision the lovely 
Queen of Heaven had told them that she 
wished a Church in her honour to be erected, 
promising that the site to be chosen would be 
marked by a miraculous fall of snow. Today 
the marvel had happened. While all around 
Rome had been scorched by the fierce heat of 
the August sun, the brow of the Esquiline hill 
was covered in a mantle of snow. Eagerly 
John brought the news to Pope Liberius , and 
soon work was begun on what was ultimately 
to become the Basilica of St. M aria Maggiore. 
Legend or truth , the story of its origin is the 
subj ect of two of Murillo 's most beautiful pic
tures in the Academy of Madrid. The first 
represents the vision of the Blessed Virgin to 
John and his wife; in the second they tell what 
they have seen to Pope Liberius. There is a 
commemoration , too , every year on the 5th of 
August, the feast of La Madonna della N eve, 
when, during a Solemn High Mass in the 
Borghese Chapel. showers of white rose-petals 
are thrown down constantly through two holes 
in the vaulting . Over the centures the Church 
became a centre of Marian devotion. Amongst 
its treasures are images of Mary Herself by var
ious artists , and statues and paintings of those 
who have laboured in H er name: the four great 
prophets, Isaiah, Jeremiah , Ezekiel and Daniel. 
who foretold her coming; St. Dominic and St. 
Francis, spiritual conquerors in Her name; 
virgins who honoured Her, bishops who de
fended Her; and St. Luke, who painted Her, 
nnd whose Gospel contains the best account of 
Her. 

A very old painting of a beautiful Madonna 
an d C hild found its way there. Tradition held 
that it was St. Luke 's work-wonderful work. 
promised the favour of the Mother of God. 

III. 

It is the year 1634. The still figure of a 
woman kneels in prayer in the shadowy 
recesses of St. Mary Major's . From child
hood she has experienced the tender protection 
of the Mother of God, and now in womanhood, 
her own love and trust deepened, she confides 
her cares, her plans, to this understanding, 
powerful Queen. Dark eyes fix ecstatically 
on a dim image of the Virgin and Child-it is 
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St. Luke 's portrait. "My favour ," she recalls . 
Ah! that is a ll she wants . Mary 's favour and 
that of the Christ C hild she so ardently loves. 
Men's favour is short lived , uncertain, false ; 
few know that as well as she. Strengthened 
now she rises . and in the might of God, vowed 
again to His service, she goes forth to develop 
her plan to save souls, back to her house on 
the Esquiline hill. Mary Ward has re-estab
lished her Institute in Rome under the pro
tection of Pope Urban VIII. 

IV. 
School girls are hurrying to and fro and 

merry chatter fills the a ir. Luggage is piled 
high, and everywhere are signs of departure. 
It is break-up day at "Loreto," and hearts beat 
fast with present a nd anticipated gladness. 
Now, in the glow of departure, familiar un
a poreciated objects take on a new significance, 

become encircled with love, and there is an 
un ex pected pain in parting with them. So 
there are last-minute visits to favourite haunts 
and empty classrooms w hich echo the emptiness 
of one's own heart. Then the bell rings for 
th r:> last time- for this year, for some; forever 
for others. Soon all the scattered groups come 
together and everyone assembles for the formal 
good-bye, the good advice and good wishes. 
Music plays and a ll voices are raised in a final 
tribute and prayer. " Queen of Loreto," they 
pray, "Thy mercy show." Eyes are fixed on 
th eir picture of the Queen , as they see her 
now imaged on the wall before them, as they 
wi ll see H er a lways in mind and heart and 
soul when, maybe, there is no tangible object 
depicting Her, and ever She will be in the guise 
grown fam iliar through the years- St. Luke 's. 
Madonna . 

- MART A LARRI. 

Mary 
&li e bloomed unseen ciinong th e paths of God . 
Destined f rom the Creation of the World ; 
One svotless flow er among ci race of m en , 
Int.a sin, misery, ancl darkness hni-led. 

r irgin Mother of our God rnade Man, 
H ou: grecit H er lo ve, how bitter was H er loss 
A s Sh e, her heart pierced throiigh by Simeon's 

sword, 
lYatch ed 11•hile H er dear Son suf/'ered on th e 

Cross . 

Moth er of all mankind, in H ecw'n She reigns . 
Close tn the H eart of Christ for ever pressed . 
S he listens to H er children's loving prayers, 
lY l1 ile every generation calls H er blessed. 

- NOREEN WATERFORD. 

Macao 
It was the outbreak of the war in Hong 

Kong on December 8th, 1942, that brought us 
to Macao, a Portuguese neutral colony about 
fifty miles S.W. of Hong Kong . For three and 
a half years we were sheltered from the blitz 
of our then conquering foes . 

Macao, the oldest foreign colony in the Far 
East. was founded in 1557. History shows 
that Portugal received it as a reward for help
ing the Chinese authorities to clear the district 
of pirates . Lying at the mouth of the Si-Kiang 

(West River), it receives the sediment brought 
down , and thus a waterway is afforded only 
for specially designed river boats, which ply 
up and down to Hong Ko.ng and Canton. 

The peculiar charm of Macao lies in its quiet 
old-world atmosphere: here . wide avenues lined 
with banyans ; there , narrow cobble-stoned 
streets. Its natural beauty is enhanced by 
buildings of characteristic type, while its 
equable climate and air of tranquillity combine 
to make it an ideal holiday resort. Along the 
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Praya Grande, the principal promenade of the 
·city, are the Law Courts, Government D epart
ments and Government House. From the Inner 
H arbour Bund, a wide thoroughfare goes 
through the heart of the native city. The Leal 
Senado, or Municipal Ha ll , is an edifice that 
is most interesting because of its historical as
sociations, a survival of the old glories of 
Macao. Over the stairway is an inscription in 
Portuguese commemorating the loyalty of the 
Colony during the sixty years when Portugal 
was under the Spanish. The Dutch coveted the 
prosperous city and attacked Macao at the 
beginning of the 17th century. One of the 
most famous events in the history of the city 
is the defeat of the Dutch on St. John's Dav 
in 1622. 

St. P aul's, a stone facade that stands as a 
ruin today, was completed in 1637, the artisans 

-being Japanese Christians, who covered it with 
a mass of carvings. The flight of steps lead
.ing up to the church has excited a dmiration. 
The Grotto of Camoes ' is another historical 
landmark. The Gardens of Camoes is, as 
tradition holds it, where the Portuguese poet 

Camoes composed part of his epic "The 
Luisadis." 

Being a Catholic Colony, Macao has num
erous churches. The great Cathedral of Se 
was built in 1849: beside it stands the Bishop's 
Palace. 

Macao is separated from China proper by 
the Porta do Cereo Archipelago. Beyond this, 
a fine road on the west route runs past the 
Hot Springs of Yung Mak. and then on to 
Shekki. 

The industries with which Macao is con
nected are the manufacture of fire-crackers. 
incense sticks and matches. 

T he future of .Macao is promising. There is 
a new consciousness of Macao's importance to 
China. and it is not too much to predict that 
the connection between M acao and China will 
grow from year to year. Many will have a 
good word to say about this typical continental 
colony. For, remaining neutral as she did, 
she sheltered many refugees during the turbul-
ent war years. 

- HELEN COATES. 

Fort Den ison 
There is a grim rocky islet built into a Fort

ress standing about midway in the H arbour. 
It is a striking feature of the view that we 
}let from the school grounds, standing apart 
as it does from the beauty that surrounds it. 
It betokens impregnability, and once maybe in
vaders would have been intimidated by its 
massive strength and the muzzle of guns that 
protruded threateningly through small aper
tures. Alas, for the progress of science- now 
it lives only on its past. 

It has another name which you may not 
like- " Pinch-Gut. " If you take the two names 
together , you have a summarised history of that 
interesting but forbidding relic of early Sydney 
days. 

Governor Philip originally named it Rock 
Island, and found it a convenient place to 
maroon refractory convicts. From their suf
ferings. when thus exposed on a bread and 
water diet, in full view of Port Jackson ship
ping, the Island got its more usual and col
loquial name, "Pinch-Gut." From this we are 
reminded that the background of Sydney is a 

:sad one. 
The island was officially named Fort D enison 

in 1856, in which year the first settlers arrived 
in Port Jackson. The Rock originally had a 

.-slender column rising perpendicularly 75 feet, 

but in 1839 Major Barney suggested that the 
island should be used as the site of a battery 
harbour defence. H e caused the column to be 
cut down to almost water level for that pur
pose, but the British authorities forbade him 
to go ahead with his scheme. Sir William 
Denison, the then recently-appointed Gover
nor, revived the Barney scheme and con
structed, at a cost of £ 16,500, the fort as it 
stands today. -

As Sydney grew in world importance, at
tention was concentrated on fortifications 
nearer the Heads, and so Fort Denison, with 
its antiquated Martello tower, became merely a 
storehouse for ammunition. 

All this time those whose duties required 
them to live at the Fort had reason to appreci
a te its most unusual feature - a spring-fed 
fresh-water well. So, even from this aspect, 
the strange Islet is a very interesting one. 

Today the "Fort" is used for Harbour sig
nals and displays of fireworks on gala nights. 
There have been proposals to erect a gigantic 
statue on it after the example of the great land
mark in New York harbour, but with undying 
memories of its history, Fort Denison could 
never be the site for a statue of liberty. 

- -SUZANNE McGRATH. ' 
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As You Like It 
Between low banks, the Thames wandered 

to the sea, past quiet villages and noisy towns. 
simple cottages and stately mansions , past a 
tall circular-shap~d building, unimposing, yet 
capable of arousing curiosity. . A large black 
flag waving in the breeze bore the inscription, 
" Globe Theatre." 

Such a picture takes us back many years 
to the days when Elizabeth ruled her merry 
~and sad - England. It was a time of won
derful prosperity. English trading ships ex
changed goods with South America and Euro
pean countries , and English buccaneers oper
ated successfully on the grea,t oceans, so that 
money poured into the English Treasury. Eng
land was wealthy. She proved this by her 
dress, her amusements, her laughter. The shin
ing taffetas , gleaming satins . and soft veilings 
of the ladies were riva lled by the rich velvets , 
lacy ruffs and bright stockings of the men. 

Dressed in all their finery they came to the 
" Globe" to see the play of the day, " As You 
Like It. " Along the road people streamed 
steadily, among their numbers representatives 
of all classes, from the nobility in their fine 
carriages, to the citizens who laughed happily 
as they hurried on foot. Soon afterwards, the 
crowd settled comfortably within, occupying. 
according to their rank and means , the circle 
of the pit, the height of the galleries , or the 
rows of stools upon the stage. A great hush 
descended on the assembly as the orchard of 
Oliver's house, whither their imagination had 
transported them, despite crude scenery, be
came the scene of an interesting story. In his 
first speech the good Orlando , " full of noble 
device," ·became "of . all sorts enchantingly 
beloved," while Oliver earned the general con
tempt. The "sweet and heavenly" Rosalind 
and " dear and gentle" Celia won a ll hearts . 
How everyone laughed at Touchstone's ready 
wit and became so quickly serious when 
Jacques reminded them that : 

All the world's a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players: 
They have their exits and their entrances; 
And one man in his time plays many patts, 
His acts being seven ages. " · 
Finally, in late afternoon, they returned to 
their homes, feeling for the most part satisfied 
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wi th yet another of Shakespeare's produc-
tions. 

These thoughts have come to me while
studying to-night's homework, an extract from 
" As You Like It ," which delighted Elizabeth
ans so many years ago. But another realisation 
has come into my rpind and set me thinking. 
In the gay year of 1600, which I have just 
recalled, Mary Ward was a beautiful girl of 15 
- therefore in the age-group of Intermediate 
girls . She, too, would probably have known 
of " As You Like It ," though in a different way
from us . I wonder if she ever went to the
"Globe:." 

Even as a girl of fifteen, Mary prayed long 
and earnestly, asking foremost among her 
petitions for the crown of a martyr. That was 
not a remote prospect when we remember the 
religious persecution that was waged in the 
England of her day. The story of her life 
shows that she suffered an earthly martyrdom, 
no less glorious and fruitful than if she had 
shed her blood. At twenty-one Mary crossed 
the Channel to St. Omer. becoming in turn a 
lay-Sister of the Collettines and a Poor Clare, 
failing in both to find that w hich she was seek
ing. God, in His goodness , let her understand· 
that a contemplative order was not to be her· 
place in His harvest field, and prompted her 
to return to her beloved country. In Eng
land once more, M ary gathered seven disciples 
by the force of her good example and holy life. 
Together they journeyed to St. Omer and. 
opened a day school for the village children 
and a boarding school for English girls , for 
convent life was impossible in persecuted Eng
land. 

The rest of Mary's life was full of work for 
God. Her trials were manifold and amazing , 
but in the end her work triumphed, and the 
innovation she so suffered to introduce became 
the normal thing . 

No one, after a study of Mary 's life. could 
picture her at the age of fifteen at the " Globe," 
either among the noisy crowd of the pit, or 
the little better behaved society of the high. 
galleries. Rather was she pursuing her studies . 
in the peaceful old garden at 

These imaginative thoughts must cease. I 
must finish my homework. 

- MARY SPARKS .. 
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Alack-a-Day . As Shakespeare' d Say 
ENGLISH ... 

LOVE'S LABOUR LOST. 
Why, all delights are vain; but that that 

most vain 
Which, with pain purchas"d, doth inherit 

pain ; 
As, painfully to pore upon a book. 

LATIN . 
ROME - EE - OH! 

Perhaps you have learned it without book, 
But, · I pray, can you read anything you 'see? 
Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 

FRENCH ... 
COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

I'll say as they say, and persever so, 
And in this mist all adventures go. 

MATHEMATICS ... 
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 

I have found 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess 'd . 

CHEMISTRY .. . 
MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 

0 heavens! What stuff is here? 

HISTORY 
A WINTER'S TALE. 

Na~e of mercy! When was this? 

BOTANY ... 
MUCH ADO ABOUT. NOTHING. 

An oak but with one green leaf on it 
Would have answered her. , 

GEOGRAPHY ... 
WHAT YOU WILL. 

What ·country, friends. is this? 

ART . 
THE TEMPEST. 

O! I have suffered 
With those that I saw suffer. a brave vessel" 
Who had , no doubt , some noble creature in 

hu . 
Dash'd all to pieces. O! the cry did knock 
Against my very heart . Poor souls; they 

perish 'd . 

MUSIC ... 
AS YOU UKE IT. 

'Tis no matter how it be ih tune, so it make 
Noise enough." · 

- ALEXIA O 'BRIEN. 

The Test Match 
It is such a human tendency to put the blame 

one spmeone else that I have to restrain my 
pen lest I succumb to the weakness. Still , it 
must be admitted that if eleven-odd English-

•men (the hyphen is important) had not ·visited 
Australia at the beginning of this year. what 
I am about to describe would not have 
occurred. Who is to say it would have been 
better if they had not come? Not I, but there 
were times when it did riot need one's sixth 
Sense to know that those eleven were under 
strong censure ; perhaps not so much the eleven 
as their too ardent followers who succumbed 
to Test fever . 

Soon the whole ' school was · alive with the 
thought of cricket. In the grounds, the class
rooms and every available corner, cricket was 
under heated discussion. The cause of all this 
excitement fay pinned on the main Notice 
Board where all might come and read:-

THE BOARDERS (AS AUSTRA~ 
IANS) CHALLENGE THE DAY 
SCHOLARS (AS ENGLISH) TO A 

• 

CRICKET MATCH TO BE PLAYED 
ON MONDAY AT 12.30 P .M~ AT THE 
LORETO OVAL. 

TEST RULES ARE TO BE EM
PLOYED. 
In simpler words, the Boarders hao chal

lenged the Day Scholars to a game of cricket. 
You may think that this was nothing of im-

. portance-and some at Kirtibi.lli shared your 
view- but in "sporting circles" it .caused a 
storm. Indeed, it was such a momentous occur
rence that new bats and stumps were procured. 

The great day dawned at last , and heaven 
heeded our prayer for fine weather. The whole 
::chool perched on " the Hill" (the. better to 
roast 'twas said) and applauded ·so ·enthusi
·astically that eyebrows were raised in Broken 
Hill . · Provident ones took their lunch with 
them, but , judging by the. number seen hur
riedly fortifying themselves at 1 p.m. , 1 should 
say excitement was ·too tense for eating . 
Australia 'won the toss and fielded first. · 
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After every day's play our official critic, 
"N-v-1-e C-r-u- s-," would publish 
his criticism on the Notice Board. Although a 
boarder, he was reputedly unbiassed , trying to 
be scathing in true C-r-u-s style, to both 
.sides. On occasions there was almost need of 
a wicket-armed guard to protect him. It did 
not make for peace to read such things as 
this:_:_ 

"The fielding of the English was almost as 
bad as that of the Australians. It would be 
advisable if. instead of practising bowling or 
'batting, both sides stood in a circle, and, like 
basketball aspirants, tried to learn to catch." 

-N.C. 
Owing to the short time available for play 

·each day, the match lasted longer than had 
been originally intended, and, by the time it 
was concluded, keen interest rested only with 
the players and their near relatives. Pupils and 
attention were still missing from classes, but 
.soon it became less successful to off er as an 
excuse for lateness the plea that one had been 
.at the Test. Perhaps the only thing that re-

deemed us in the eyes of the litterateurs was 
our responsiven~ss to "Vitai Lampada," which 
we would render in tones breathless from field
ing or hoarse from barracking, but which we 
hoped were· interpreted as the deep stirring of 
artistic souls. 

The English finally won by · 16 runs , and 
with all due ceremony -we buried cricket. Cir
cumstances forced this, for eager basketballers 
made it evident that the sooner we yielded 
the field to them the better. 

But there has been an aftermath, and it 
leaves me apprehensive of· next Summer. The're 
is a Malvolian look about those on both sides 
who showed prowess. They see themselves 
undertaking Tours in true Test style. Through 
the Australian States they will sweep victor
iously; India. Africa, invite them in dreams·. 
Not Lords. but York is their goal , whilst St. 
Stephen's Green to them means essentially an 
ideal cricket pitch. 

Test fever is a deadly thing. 

- NOELANN GANDON. 

The Middle Class 
At least it denotes respectability, but there 

·seems nothing more to be said for it. The 
·upper class is honoured for its titles and riches ; 
the lower class is brought into notice by its 
own outcries and the voicing of its wrongs 
by various champions; but the Middle Class 
is neglected. Charged with complacency, it has 
become long-suffering and is of ten imposed 
upon. H ardly ever does one hear of anyone 
stancling up for the rights of the Middle Class. 
Even the French Revolution, which was sup
posed to exalt the humble, did little for the 
bourgeois save relieve them of their pos
sessions and their heads. 

It is not my purpose to attempt to explain 
the cause of the great cleavage in society. why 
the three classes seem to form themselves so 
naturally to live lives completely different from 
the other groups, and to erect insurmountable 
barriers between themselves and the others. 
The fact of a class society exists and I must 
accept it. Further, I must grapple with it, for 
it is to be found at school. and I-I belon~ to 
the Middle Class. 

The distiriction between Senior, Middle, and 
Junior School is marked by a greater gulf than 
·exists in society at large. The Seniors are 
a dignified hody. rather patronising towards 
tho_se beneath them. The J uni.ors are only 
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" Babies ," and enjoy being called that. The 
Middle School are unfortunate , they are· too 
yo•Jng to be honoured with the privileges that 
Seniors enjoy and too old to be allowed the 
exemptions given to the Juniors . 

It is a peculiar circumstance that, whenever 
a treat is in the offing . Second Year "down" 
a re excluded__:too young and immature.. it is 
said, to appreciate it. But when "Seniors" are 
mentioned as a working body, Second Year 
" up" are required to attend. Then, under the• 
supervision of the Seniors, we "do" the work. 

When trouble is in the air, the first thought 
in every mind is " Middle School. " The Juniors 
are too innocent to .be implicated in escapades; 
the Seniors are above such things; who else 
could it be? 

Hence our withdrawal into and unto our
~elves , our acceptance of the world's contra
dictions without being crushed by them. Free 
still from the · responsibility that weighs on 
Seniors. enlightened far beyond the Juniors ; 
we find life good. Following Chesterton, who 
so understood the Middle Class; we have no 
connection with the Aristocracy except on 
business, and if they wouldn 't give us lines , 
even that could cease. 

·-KAY CUNNINGHAM. 

• 



The Gypsies' Den 
I have often wondered how the Gypsies' 

Den got its · name. Perhaps gypsies really did 
stay there , brown-skinned mysterious folk with 
flashing eyes, brass rings on their ears and 
thick, tightly curled ringlets of jet black hair , 
very gaudily coloured garments and no _shoes. 
As they roamed the wide world, someone might 
have let them come over on a ship from the 
other side, free ; but there is no knowing. 

You would . not know that the Den was such 
an interesting place just to look at it, but once 
you had heard its name and had played there , 
you would understand. It is a sort of half
hidden platform at the bottom of the play
ground, made up of rocks mostly; trees are 
there, too , and bushes, so that they make a roof , 
There are even tiny springs. To get there , 
you have to qo down a nd up a lot of steps. 
and that keeps away intruders. 

Often at night I have lain· awake, thinking 
of hidden men springing out on men below, 
in the old times ; of ships coming into the 
harbour for war , and pirates, perhaps, coming 
to the Gypsies ' Den to hide themselves and 

their treasures. The gypsies would shelter 
them and chant in the moonlight:-

Romany Road, .Romany Track, 
The Gypsy's fortune is on his back; 
I f with silver you cross his palm. 
He'll say the words to ward off harm. 

Things do get a bit exaggerated when one is. 
nearly ·asleep. Thi.ngs like that don't happen 
now. 

You can have· great fun up there , hiding 
like the folks of olden times. You can watch 
the pretty buds coming out in Spring. The 
trees are very old and strong, so we have made· 
a swing there with a piece of rope. I don 't 
think you can count the number of things you 
can do there. 

There is one other way the Gypsies' ' Den 
might have got its name. We play there SO· 

often and no doubt our faces do get a trifle 
dirty up there and soon look like the brown 
faces of the gypsies. I am sure children like 
us have been playing there ever since the place. 
was found. 

- ANN LOUISE LONERAGAN . 

. Of Gardens 
" It is the purest of human pleasures: it is 

the greatest refreshment to the spirits of man ; 
without which buildings and palac.es are but 
gross handyworks: and a man shall ever see, 
that , when ages grow to civility and elegance, 
men come to build stately. sooner than to gar
den finely; as if gardening were the greater 
perfection.'' 

With this I agree, and, a country person 
myself, have perhaps a deeper appreciation of 
its truth than many others. But even I find 
myself less enthusiastic than I was wont to be 
when gardening is discussed. It happened 
suddenly. 

Towards the end of first term, the school 
gardener, in the ordinary course of his .duties . 
cleared of weeds and rubbish some half-dozen 
mounds and left them for the next seasonal 
clearance. It was then that the gardening 

• craze gripped the boarders, and predatory 
garden-seekers staked their claim on any vac
ant corner. Begun by Form I. , the circle wid
e·ned, now stooping to include Preparatory and 
Elementary, now extending to embrace First 
and Second Years. Talk centred on soil and 
its proper enrichment. rotation of crops, and 

such like. Elegant younH ladies returning after· 
the holidays were found to have among their· 
luggage damp packages oozing mud, said to 
contain precious seedlings. and one had packed 
carefully among her personal possessions a 
large bag of fertiliser . 

Merely tolerant at first , we finally became
alarmed and anxious when it was discovered 
that some Fifth Years had joined the "chil
dren," and were shamelessly tripping off before 
breakfast each morning to catch the early 
worm. 

The 'nearest that any of them have come 
to the royal ordering of gardens · is one violet 
in Nea LeLievre 's bed to supply the breath of 
flowers , one delphinium in Valerie Brbwne' s , 
one marigold in Patricia Davis's, to provide
colour, but other blooms are there none. Mary 
Hore and Marjorie McGowan, despite ad
vanced botanical study. have raised only a 
few frail freesia plants. indistinguishable from 
a most prolific grass-like weed that fllls their 
plot of 3 feet by 3 feet (one of the largest) . 
.Everyone agrees that it is kindest to regard 
it as a lawn, adding further that "nothing is 
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·more pleasant to the eye than green grass kept 
:finely shorn. " 

Antoinette Curtis has seeds and 7 lbs . of 
.super-phosphate, but her plot, being the regu
lation 3 feet by 3 feet, will not take both, and 
she has yet to make the choice. 

Despairing of flowers , some have turned to 
vegetables , and a mass of green leaves that 
:recently appeared is said to be radishes. Cress 
is expected above ground daily, and carrots 
are to be available in the Spring (they are 
tasty raw). There was some talk of' fruit trees 
-- open to the public- and this project we are 
heartily encouraging. Dreamily we see the 
.future-
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" Th e fru it m1'xed with water in layers of leaves, 
Like two kinds of jewels, a vision for thieves." 
The queer little weedy patches we now see are 
to be orchards of delight where growers and 
visitors may with truth exclaim-

" What wondrous li f e is this I lead, 
Ripe apples drop about my head; 
T}ie luscious clusters of a vine 
Upon my mouth do crush their wine; 
The nectarine, and cur~ous peach, 
Into rny hands themselves do '.each; 
S tumbling on melons, as I pass, 
Ensnared with flow ers, I fa.ll on grass." 

(Mary and .~fcirjorie's fr eezicis) 

- ANNE BROWNE. 
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Mother o.f Compassion 
1'he sun went down in blood cincl as it sank 
I nto the deep blue waters of the W est, 
1'h e sky aroiind, rnoved by some strange ·nnrest, 
T n fi ery tumult strove; while rank on rank 
('harged, clashed, dissolved or fl ed, amid the 

clank 
Of ghostly weapons. Pell powe?·s had done their 

best 
l n spite of rage to speed the Parting Guest ! 
And earth beheld. nor fr.om the horror shrank. 
Th i' moon, aloof, her fa ce so wistful, pale, 
Looked down beyond the margin of the day
His li.oht her li f e-and pity told its tale : 
IJ;arth's guilty face her sorrow did betray, 
A. crimson fliish siiffused her f eatures grey 
T177 gathering darkness spread a kindly 1Jeil. 

These stanzas are the record of a personal 
experience of Good Friday, 1947. 

-PAM .. 

An Appreciation 
We had just arrived home for our Christmas 

v acation when we heard something · that 
shocked and grieved us very much. It was 
the news that Mr. Rutter had died very sud
denly. Even now, six months afterwards, we 
find it hard to realise . At the time it was in
·credible. For twenty-five years he had been 
a part of "Osborne." Generations of children 
had appreciated his genius for making our 
·singing lessons exciting and happy times. W e 
loved the songs he chose for us. When our 
choir was p·raised, we attributed its success to 
Mr. Rutter 's enthusiastic insistence on perfec
tion. We remember his reactions when our 
efforts in class did not reach the high standard 
be expected! 

Last year we noticed his health failing . We 
tried to behave better than usual, but at times 
it must have been difficult for him to be so 
patient. Strangely enough we all thought Mr. 
Rutter more gentle and patient last year than 
·ever before. ' 

We remember our last lesson. Was it coin
-cidence or foreboding which made him go over 
to the House and bring back as many nuns 
as he could find to hear us sing that day? It 
was spontaneous and quite unprecedented. He 
was so pleased with the pleasure it gave, and 
laughingly, declared that we might "yet" have 
.another Pied Piper some day. 
· We are now more than ever happy that the 
Pied Piper, his last big effort, was so success
.fol. We rem.ember him whenever we think of 

it- his genuine pleasure when he saw the spe
cially constructed stage, now a permanent fea
ture in the hall; his enthusiastic congratulations 
to Miss Kavanagh, his co-produc.er, after the 
performance. Another vivid memory is the 
" Jack's Competition" last year. . 

Mr. Rutter sacrificed, with mock disgust, 
part of his senior class time to enable this 
mission effort to proceed . He insisted on re
maining for the hour, moving from group to 
group. He found the eiderdowns on the floor, 
the merry voices , and the spectacular knighting 
of the winners at the end, extremely colourful 
and entertaining. 

We have many pleasant memories of Mr. 
Rutter at "Osborne," and, we might add, that 
he seemed to like us also, and all Loreto. When 
he was abroad he called at Rathfarnham. 
When travelling in other States, he always 
found time to visit our houses. He often spoke 
of Mary's Mount's lovely chapel, and how he 
felt at home in all our convents, since he always 
met someone he had known at Osborne. Last 
year Mr. Rutter took us through some of our 
Motets for special feast day Masses. He was 
particularly struck by the beauty of "Domine 
non sum Oignus," and " Jesu Dukis Memoria," 
and said that such beauty was indeed the ideal 
of choir singing . 

Some day we hope to meet him once more 
amidst the heavenly choirs, which alone at
tained the perfection he dreamed of and sought 
to achieve here on earth. 
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Passers-By 
As I lie here I see the white moon nsmg 

above the valley, its beams moving silently 
over the earth, caressing the ground. Its soft 
feet tread so lightly. The beams pass over the 
gentle green grasses , sweep majestically over 
the tall dark trees. Never does the restless 
light pause for a moment, but seems ever
anxious to move, ever searching for something 
lost. 

At last the gaze is arrested, at last the 
moon finds what it has been seeking so long. 
There it lies beneath the shadowy branches 
of an old tree. How hard the tree fightg to 
keep its secret, to hide its treasure; how hard 
the moon tries to uncover it. But the tree is 
old and its leaves weary, and at last the moon 
can fondle with loving fingers the wooden 
cross which gleams so white under its soft 
gaze. 

This peaceful land which now surrounds the 
cross was not always so. This was not the 
scene which the moon witnessed in this lonely 
valley two years ago. No! Then the grass 
was not green, but a charred, black mass . 
Then the trees were not enveloped by the 
protecting darkness of night and lighted by 
the brightness of the moon, they were black 
and burnt, scorched by the blast of the guns 

and lit by the lurid glow of the raging fires of · 
hell. No, this land was not always so peace
ful. Did you see it when the eddying waters . 
of war overflowed and flooded its tranquil 
depths, changing it overnight from an Eden 
into a wilderness? You do not answer? Ah! · 
I forget , passers-by, like you, cannot hear. me. 
You hear the wind rustling the leaves, you see · 
the cross, but you are not aware of me. 

Here I lie, pressed down by six feet of shift
ing, yet immovable sand and clay. Had I the 
strength, I would rise and displace you-earth , 
free myself from your dark prison, for there · 
lies my task unfinished- scarcely yet begun. 
I gave my life on a battlefield to fulfil that 
task. and you, who ·gaze at the white cross 
above me, pass on, uncomprehending. For · 
peace I died- to preserve those Christian 
ideals of justice and freedom. I gave all I 
possessed- Life itself , and, as I was falling , 
I passed the torch to you. Keep alight our · 
Christian heritage of Faith and Brotherly Love, 
of Justice a·nd of Freedom; and I call to you, 
Passers-by, to hand on the torch to those who · 
follow, that our world may be one of peace 
and goodwill . 

-ELAINE BOUCHER. 

Lord of a Vast Domain 
When the heat of the day grows cooler, 
When the toil of the day is done; 
W eary birds to their nests are flying 
And crimson and gold is the sun, · 
I stand by the shore of the ocean 
And drearn of the Spanish Main; 
Mine is the sea and the sunset, 
I arn lord of a vast domain. 

When the siin comes over the mountains, 
And the birds leave their nests and sing, 
When the gurn tops are tinted and gilded 
And rnagpies and doves on the iiJing. 
I stand once more by the seashore, 
Which nevM· three Mmes is the sarne; 
I watch the jade and the grey-bliw sea 
liike the Lord of a vast dornain. 

When sunrise and siinset have vanished, 
Th en night takes their place for a while; 
Th e rnponlight makes everything glisten 
And from heaven the gleaming stars smile. 
Th e ripples are t?:nted with silver, 
Snch beauty has no earthly name, 
For the King of all heavenly wonder 
I s the Lord of this vast domain. 

- JOCELYN DUNPHY. 
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The Tale of the Night 
From out the tomb .of parted day 

Dark night creeps o'er land and ocean, 
Frightening th e dctncing crnft in the Bay 

Into a steady, shadowy motion. 
One gplden ladder left behind 

Is all there is to tell of day, 
But it must go to leave the stage 

Set ready for th e night's display . 

Nor shall the golden eye of day 
Into that secret chamber peep, 

Where H esperus waits to clear. the way 
And call the actors from their sleep. 

Th e m.oon Qu'een, so pale and wan 
Ascends the stage and looks all roiind, 

And trails a wondrous mantle cream 
W ith silver border loosel !J bound. 

The stars are her attendants gay, 
They laugh and sparkle in the Dome; 

Th ey shimmer in the moving Bay, 
And speak to us .of heaven, our home, 

Th ey give us thoughts no words can give, 
Th ey raise our hearts to God on high ; 

They teach us how we ought to live 
H ow Christ, Our King, to glorify . 

- MARIE ALBRECHT. 

The Poppy 
Do you love the crimson Poppy? 
A fragil e flower it seemed, 
But when the Christ Child came on earth 
Its petals glowed and gleamed. 

It peeped into a stable 
Which i t grew close beside, 
The wondrous sight that met 1:ts gaze 

·Caused it to open wide. 

Lying in a manger 
Was a Bab y small and sweet, 
Two angels stood bes1:de Hirn 
And the third close to His f eet. 

The Babe looked at the Poppy, 
And then H e raised His H ead, 
And when the poppy forned again, 
Its petals all were red. 

So remember, little children, 
lrlicn yon see this crimson flower, 
Not to treat it badly, 
Foi· it decked the Christ Child's bower. 

- JOSEPHINE DUNPHY. 

Mickey Collins 
It was a young Spring day , and although 

we had not had any rain that year, everything 
seemed fresh and glad Outside the 
sweet-peas were blooming along the lattice 
at the verandah's edge, and the garden was 
soft and growing. 

A great heavy cart and an equally heavy 
horse came lumbering up the road and stopped 
before the gate. Down from it climbed a 
weather-beaten old man with a merry smile 

. and an abbreviated walrus moustache. 
It was Mr. Michael Collins, commonly called 

. Mickey, and it was the first time we met, the 
first of many meetings. 

Mickey was an old-timer, and, oh! the tales 
he could tell! Many are the times he sat on 
the verandah drinking tea, telling us stories 
of old Sir Henry Twitchen. Sir Henry, it 
~eems, was a very irascible old man. 

One day a drover asked if he might leave 
three horses in his paddock, and the permis
sion was given. Now these horses had bells 
on them, and during the night Sir Henry could 
not sleep for noise of them, so he got up and 
shot them dead. In the morning, when the 
drover came to him about the horses, he gave 
him three of his own excellent horses which 
were very superior to those of the drover. 
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Another tale of his was of a time when 
Sir Henry had been visiting a neighbouring 
homestead, and, having left rather la te . was 
still on the road in the early evening. H e 
could not see the road, but the black boy 
who was with him said that he could. So he 
took a white shirt from his case and put it on 
the darkie, who then walked along the road 
with Sir Henry driving a fter him. The m.en , 
who were seated out in the yard, were struck 
with amazement at the sight' of a white shape 
gliding up the road, and they all enjoyed a 
good laugh when they distinguished a black
fellow in a starched white .shirt. 

Or he would tell us of when he was a '. 
butcher boy in Melbourne and looked so smart 
and drove his cart so well that he was chosen 
to drive the show cart. People used to ask the 
butcher to send "young Mickey" around with 
their meat . 

E veryone loves Mickey, and he, in turn, likes 
all whom he meets . He is the last of six old
timers who had been mates on a mine for many. 
yea rs . But we hope to see for a long time to 
come the cloud of the dust along the road, 
and to hear the rumblings of the cart and 
Mickey's cheery, " Hello, there!" . 

- BARBARA SHILLING. 

My Uncle from India 
" Have you heard that " ? The 

words floated towards me while stepping into 
a tram. Everyone was . chatting, gossiping or 
telling the latest news. I sat down in a seat 
next' the window. a woman and a small boy 
beside me. 

After looking out of the window at the 
passing shops and houses, I turned my atten
tion to the people about me. No one very 
interesting, I thought , just plain people. The 
tram stppped, and in stepped a man well on 
in years . He sat opposite me. I gazed at him 
fascinated . 

He was a round, tubby, little man, with a red 
face, rather severe-looking steel grey eyes, and 
ragged side-whiskers. The few hairs that he 
ha d on his head were w hite and straight, and 
had been brushed down flat in an endeavour 
to look not quite so bald. He wore a brown 
and white check suit , with spotless white shoes 
and puttees, a khaki shirt. and a tie with red ' 
boa ts on it. 

Another stop. The woman and the small 
boy got out. My friend opposite changed his 
seat and sat beside me. He kept twiddling 
his fingers , and his thumbs went round and 
round like a windmill - sometimes slowly, 
pausing for a second, then off again at full 
speed. The conductor came along, and he 
bought a threepenny ticket to the Zoo. He 
took out his watch, looked at it fiercely , then 

turned to me abruptly , and asked me the time. 
" Five past two," I said. H e looked as if I 
had struck him. Then he explained that he had 
an important appointment at two o'clock, and 
it was now five past. The tram st9pped, and' 
the gentleman with the side-w hiskers stepped 
out befor~ me, and occupied the very corner 
where an unknown uncle from India was to 
meet me. 

We stood a little distance apart. He looked· 
up and down the street with evident disappoint
ment, looking at his watch frequently, and eye
ing me from time to time. I sidled away - I 
did not like the look of him . Suddenly he 
walked boldly up to me. He had come from 
India , he said, had arrived by boat at noon, 
and was expecting to be met at this very spot. 
H e was the unknown uncle from India and I 
was the niece! 

H e embraced me roughly and asked me news . 
of home. The " Castle ," which from childhood 
I had built about " My Uncle in India ," came 
toppling down, and, in the shock, I sincerely 
hope I did not show my disappointment. 

H e stayed with us three months , and during 
that time, in spite of my first impressions , I 
got to love him. 

" There's no art 
To find th e mind's construction in the face." ' 

- ROBIN POWELL. 

Our Life's Mosaic 
Recently I have acquired a · possession which 

I cherish dearly. It is a Roman villa on the 
Arno, very beautiful and old . The steps are 
a little broken and worn where the river washes 
them ; lichens and mosses have crept along 
the marble floors , twining the graceful pillars , 
seaming the roof; and some parts of the garden 
have been overgrown with rank grasses. 
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Slowly, however, I am re-building it , or 
rather restoring it, for , in its prime, it was one 
of the statelier villas in the district. Once it 
belonged to Sulla, and there he died. Later · 
it came to the younger Pliny. It was after his 
death that I acquired it, both for its own per
fection and from interest in its former owners . . 
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You cannot imagine the joy of reconstruct
ing such a villa . It is absorbing, and exciting 
and happy work. There must be no irre
spon~ibility , no carelessness. You are matching 
your taste and artistry with that of the great
est craftsman of three centuries, nay, even of 
all time, and you are working to catch their 
spirit of' loveliness. 

My starting point was the baths. Their con
struction must have been an arduous task. for 
not only are they large and exquisitely de
signed, but wrought with delicate intricacy. To 
my mind, their chief feature is the floor , a mo
saic, as are most of these floors , but with this 
difference. Certain po~tions of it ·were set with 
precious gems, besides the various other rare 
stones used in its composition. 

In the short time that elapsed between Pliny's 
death and my purchase, .. ~he villa was de
serted. Ruffians from round about gained ac
cess to the baths, stealing many of these jewels 
so that the pattern is defaced. It will be hard 
to restore though materials are not lacking. 
That is one· of the advantages of the imagina
tion, . it can be stocked with rich stuffs in 
abundance. It is craftsmanship that is 
lacking. 

Often in the mornings , and sometimes later 
on in the day, I go to view the baths and come 
away in despair. The floor is beautiful in 
parts, but others, bereft of their jewels, are 
dull and ugly. Inconsequent figures , shadows 
and events are playing futile parts. There, 
one, with arm outstretched to give, lacks face 
anq hands. Here, another leaps for a goal 

that is not . Everywhere is confusion. 
Yet at evening I return to the mosaic. The 

lowering sun flushes the marbles, illumines the 
pillars, casting blue shadows in the recesses . 
As it reaches the rim of hills, shafts of light 
fall on the floor making it glow into life; a 
thousand shades, vivid, sombre or soft, are re
vealed, pulsate. The Grand Design is com
pleted for one brief moment, then fades into 
darkness. -

Every evening I go to see the wonder~. 
Sometimes missing it , for at certain seasons the· 
light is not · suitable.' But always I go in hope 
that someday I will be able to imprint the: 
desiHn on my mind. Then I can restore it. 

The only trouble is that I never sh'all- never 
imprint the design and never restore it. It is 
one ·of those things for which you have to 
wait until the Judgment. You see, the evening 
miracle could not hold . It is an illusion of a 
whole, really only a part , and scarcely ever 
the same. 

But in that last time I know I shall find 
the pattern, see it live and glow again, restored 
for ever. The meaningless jumble of figures 
will cohere, achieve their proper significance. 
The base metals and stones will only be a 
relief to the restored jewels, and the Grand 
Design will be once more as the Master Crafts-
man saw it . ' 

Meanwhile I am living in my ruined villa 
with the Arno 's yellow waters lapping · the 
steps and lichens twining the pillars. Ruined 
it may be. but gracious and lovely even yet. 

-M. 

School Activities . 
CATHOLIC ACTION. 

This year, so far . our Catholic Action ac
tivities have been confined mostly to discus
sions and our fortnightly meetings. However, 
on May 1st., we held a Marian Hour, which 
followed the traditional May Day Procession. 

After the crowning of Our Lady about fif
teen girls of the Sub-Leaving and Leaving 

. Class, aided at times by the Choir and in
strumentalists, proceeded to hold our interest 
for an hour. Kathleen explained in her intro
ductory paper, that their aim was to honour 
Our Lady by reminding us how great artists , 
authors and composers have celebrated her pow
er and beauty. We all love to hear stories in 
praise of our own Mother and love to see her 
pictures, so also the papers read about the 
Madonnas of Fra Angelico, Sandra Botticelli 

and Raphael Sanzio, and the paintings ex
hibited aroused opr love and appreciation for 
the beauty of Our Ladyr. • 

Briefly. since an hour is a little space in 
which to fly through centuries, the girls touched 
on the Gospel, Mediaeval Carols, extracts from 
Dante and other poets down .through the ages 
to Wordsworth. Then the Choir sang that 
most beautifuJ of all Carols: " I Know a Maiden 
that is Matchless." 

Literary Papers of especial interest were 
those on Francis Thompson, Gerard Manley 
Hopkins , Hilaire Belloc and G . K. Chester
ton. 

We all noticed the great diversity of the 
themes of these writers as to matter and treat
ment, but a curious insistence on two Facets of 
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the inexhaustible beauty of Marian devotion 
was apparent, the inseparability of the Child 
and His Mother, and the sorrows of Mary the 

·Queen of Martyrs. 
Music played its part in honouring Mary. 

The "Ave Maria" played by Louise, another 
sung by the Choir, and Betty O 'Dea's little 
" Prayer to Our Lady" were not out of place 
among the Moderns. 

Missions 
Perhaps the Centenary last year aroused 

-greater missionary zeal , or was it that the nuns 
.and children worked especially hard? In any 
<:ase, God blessed our efforts , and , the Fete on 
the 2nd November resulted in £200 for the 
missions. 

It was· a happy idea to combine the Drill 
Display and Fete. Our mothers enjoyed see
ing us perform tortuous exerci es. For this 
privilege, we claimed their patronage for our 
stalls. When the last stirring notes of " Land 
d Hope and Glory" dismissed us from the 
Sahara, we turned our minds from Swedish 
exercises to business. 

The School Hall was thronged with people. 
.and in the Square Punch and Judy held their 
.audience entranced. It was a gay, happy day 
and everyone was generous. 

We· were able to increase our donations to 
the Loreto Missions ·and to the Propagation 
of the Faith. The rest of the £200 was dis
t ributed between our own Australian Missions 

in the North , the Jesuit, Far East, Peter Claver 
and Salesian Missions, and, finally , the Java 
Mission . Who will ever forget the "Bonaire?" 

From all, we received wonderfully grateful 
letters, which were pinned on the Notice Board 
on our return. 

Father · Romani, S.J. (India) , continues to 
write to his "Godmother," Kathleen Flynn. 
who refuses to let us see the letters , but reads 
us relevant extracts. 

We had an informal visit from Father Ash
ness . He and ·his brother, Father Louis Ash
ness, are on a well-earned holiday from Singa
pore. Father sang and played for us . We 
hope to hear him again. 

Plans are already afoot for this year's Mis
sion Pete. It will be in the 3rd Term, and next 
year we hope to record a similar success. In 
any case, we are continuing to pray for the 
missionaries, who stressed their desire for this 
above all else, in their grateful and inspiring 
letters. 

Sports 
Sport at Osborne has been ·relegated to the 

realm of amateurs. Owing to the extreme 
weather conditions in our Golden West, it is 
either too warm for exertion or too wet for 
emerging. However, each year about the 
month of October a curious revival occurs. We 
hurry unduly along the green covered-way, 
train seriously up and down the avenue. and 
<:ruelly tread down the flower-strewn running 
track. But once the Gold and Green teams 
have m'.arched proudly behind their flags, raced 
furiously to gain points for their sides, and 
<:heered the victorious side to the echo, Sports 
Day fades ·from our memory, and Osborne 
relaxes till October next year. 

This coma is broken by a spasmodic wave 
of tennis in the 1st Term. This year many 
entered for the Kitchner Park tournaments. 
Some shone and reached the dazzling heights 
of the semi-finals, others flickered out in the 
:first or second rounds. Our champions were 
Maureen O'Sullivan and Margaret Heron. We 
also played a few friendly matches with Ned
lands. We won here, and they won there. 

In the middle of the 1st Term appeared a 
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Cricket Set of life-size dimensions. The r~gu
lation ball · was conspicuous by its absence. 
After seeing Kathleen's eye, and receiving a 
few "wide" bowls ourselves, we realised the 
wisdom of the powers that be, who insisted on 
the relative softness of a tennis ball. 

Little groups of onlookers along the High
way gazed in amazement at Cricket as played 
at Osborne. Evidently our Captains followed 
that able strategist Napoleon, who thought it 
was impossible to have too many men on the 
battlefield . · 

Basketball is our game par excellence at the 
moment of writing. Distance to be covered 
between the House and Playing fields has 
always been a difficulty-happy from some · 
points of view, but wearing from others. Hence 
the conversion of a near tennis court into a · 
basketball court is much appreciated. A 
challenge; conveyed infor~ally to the Leaving 
girls of last year, was met with enthusiasm. 
We hope to play Loreto, Nedlands, soon 
and extend a warm welcome to any eastern 
Loreto teams if they care to come over our 
way. 



LORETO 

Music; Art and Dramatics 
Music and Art play an important part in 

our life at "Osborne." Sunday evenings are 
spent with M .M .T . in pursuit of the joys de
rived from the works of great painters and 
composers. We wander through the Art 
Schools of Italy, France, and Holland, mar
velling at the delicacy of Fra Angelico, the 
strength of Rembrandt. Australia is not with
out its contribution to beauty, and a Hans Hey
sen landscape is accompanied by• a rendering 
of John Antill 's magnificent " Corroboree." 

Father Dennet came on two Club evenings 
to present and annotate the " Mika do." The 
orchestra 's enthusiasm was aroused, and we 
will all enjoy hearing the lilting Gilbert and 
Sullivan airs emerging from Saint Thomas '. 

To Marshall Sumner we are indebted for an 
interesting afternoon, when his brilliant Con
certo pupils played for us . The programme 
ranged from Weber to Saint Saens. 

We attended the " Concerto Festival ," fea
turing the six finalists chosen to play with the 
Perth Symphony Orchestra . N atural\y, w e 
were especially interested in and proud of 
Noreen Edwards and Betty North, our past 
pupils . 

Our next musical outing was to hear Lorna 

• 

Sydney. It was an unforgettable experience. 
The first outlet for our dramatic enthusiasm 

was afforded on 17th March. The play was. 
"The Trial of Major Whiskers.". The gro
tesque paper head-dresses proved our undo
ing . They were sound-proof. Every cat was. 
so· cut off from his fellows that he could not 
hear when to enter with his lines. The prompter 
hissed in. vain. The younger generation Wrote , 
produced and acted three little trag~dies involv
ing murder , ghosts and skeletons. It needed 
the musical items to raise the tone of the con
cert and restore our spirits . The orchestra 's 
rendering of Irish airs was really lovely. 

A far cry from this was the presentation of 
Hugh Benson's " Upper Room. " The Seniors 
return~d enthralled by the glorious Stabat 
Mater , rendered by St. Cecelia 's Choir and 
F a ther Lynch 's Orchestra. Among the per
formers were many of our own girls . The in-· 
tensity and sincerity of the play left an indeli-· 
ble impression and a deeper realisation of The 
Passion . 

W e are waiting with interest to hear what 
form · our own concert is to take this year. We 
feel it will be worthy of "Osborne 's" former 
tra ditions . 

\ 
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Our Mother 
I do not think any words can fully describe the 

·place Our Lady holds in our school life. Perhaps 
the best way in which I .can express it is by saying 
that I cannot imagine our school life without Our 
Lady. She is the very centre of it- everything 
.seems to revolve around her, and more particularly 
so at Loreto, for the order bears her name- the 
Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary-and is de
voted to her in a very special way. 

T o us children, Our Lady is simply our model. 
W e have been taught to love and honour her since 
we were in the kindergarten, and as we grow older, 
I think we realize more deeply how loving a Mother 
she is to each one of us, and how beautiful are all 
her virtues. 

And what more perfect model, other than Our 
Lord Himself, could we have? As Wordsworth 
.says, sht; is-

'· Our tainted nature's solita,ry boast." 
H ow could our days at Loreto be anything but 
happy when she is always amongst us! 

In every class-room there is an altar in her 
honour, which is decorated with loving care by 
the children. Thus, for the greater part of the 
day, ·our Lady's image is constantly in front of 
us. M oreover, all the lessons are preced~d .by the 
" H ail! Mary," and in this way our school work 
becomes in itself a beautiful prayer to her. Each 
day, also, the Rosary, Our Lady's favourite form 
-of devotion, is recited . 

From these everyday prayers and practices, we 
-can see the place Our Lady holds in our school 
life. Apart from these, however, we have other 

and more special forms of .honouring Our Lady 
at Loreto. 

On no other day of the year do we realize more 
how precious and dear to us is Our Mother than 
on the first day of the month of May. On this 
day the whole school joins in a procession · in her 
honour through the grounds. I think this is one 
of the most beautiful ceremonies we have at school. 
All the childten under Our Lady's blue banner 
slowly wind their way in procession through the 
garden, singing her own special hymns. In the 
course of the procession, the grotto is reached, and 
all give a reverend salute to Our Lady. 

Perhaps the way in which Our Lady is most 
honoured by her children is through her Sociality. 
It is the aim of every girl in the school to be a 
child of M ary. What closer union with Our Lady 
could we have than this? As children of Mary, 
Our Lady seems more of a Mother to us than ever. 
She is the one in whom we can confide at any time, 
who is always ready to hear us, and who will never 
abandon us. 

This is the place of Our Lady in our school 
life! Surely, then, we may always confidently pray 
to h er- ' 

Jlf~other of Christ, Mother of Christ , 
What shall I ask of thee? 
I do not sigh for the wealth pf earth 
For the joys that fade and flee; 
But Mother of hrist, Mother of Christ, 
Tlu:s do I long to see 
The bliss untold, which thine arms enfold, 
The Treasure upon thy knee." 

- MAUREEN LEE. 

The Chapel 
N ot very long ago our new Chapel was opened. 

Both parents and children h ad been giving dona
tions to the Chapel Fund, and they were very 
pleased to know that the work of remodelling the 
Chapel had been commenced. The building itself 
had at one/time been a class room, and was part 
-uf the main building of our class Convent. 

I shall never forget my first visit to the Blessed 
Sacrament there. The sun was shinir~g through the 
stained glass windows, filling the Chapel with a 
.strange amber light. The gold tabernacle had a cer
tain richness about it, that made it seem the best 
-earthly dwelling that we could give God. The 
flowers seemed to stand for the beauties and 
pleasure of this world, while within the Tabernacle 
was He Who promised happiness in the next . 
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I like best to be in the Chapel at night, when the 
lights are out, except thr; little red lamp burning 
brightly by the altar, and the lights on the side 
altars of Our Lady and Saint Joseph. The lamp at 
Our Lady's feet throws a .light on her face, making 
her look .as if she were alive. Saint Joseph's lamp 
throws queer shadows over his body, and makes 
him look as if he thinks he is unworthy to be in 
the presence of Our Lord, and is trying to keep in 
the background. We, of course, know that he, the 
foster father of Our Lord, is worthy, and pray 
daily: "O, Saint Joseph, help us, in earthly strife, 
to lead a pure and. blameless life." 

- MARLENE PARKINSON. 
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My First Impressions of Boarding School 

My :first day at Marryatville happened to be the 
-Feast of Our Lady of Lourdes, and, being un
accustomed to the strong devotion of Loreto t o the 

· -M other of God, I was somewhat overwhelmed by 
the processions and prayers which seemed to me 
to go on all day. A s a matter of fact, this being my 
:first t irrie at Boarding School of any description, the 
:first few days seemed to be one long succession bf 
short prayers-every time the clock struck, every 

. change of class, .it seeemed to me evet y few minutes. 
But as Christ said one should pray .always, I have 

. come to look on this practice as an .ideal way of · 
following His advice, and a habit which should 
stand one in good stead after school days are _oyer. 

T o one like myself, who has led a very outdoo1 
life- shopping for mother, picnics at the week-

. ends, concerts and variety shows in which' my family 
are interested- I found the sudden change to regu
lar hours and life bounded by the Convent walls 
rather upsetting. The days when we went walk-

ing, or viewing inter-School sports, were red-letter 
& %. . 
· My spare time at home was occupied by several 

h obbies, such as compiling a scrap album of all 
things relating to my favourite subject: music; and 
I was somewh at disappointed to ::find that there 
would be but little time to devote to this pastime. 

M y most vivid impression was that of Judgment 
Day, and I am afraid the hollow feeling which 
attacks me every M onday at 6.30 shows no signs of 
improving. The only good point I can :find in this 
is that' from long association with Loreto's Judg· 
ment Day one won't feel quite so full of dread on 
the Final Judgment Day. 

But as the :first term drew to a close, I began to 
feel more at home at M arryatville, and I 1).ope 
in time to become as attached to Loreto as my 
mother and sister . 

- FRANCES BRAITHWAITE. 

The Little Musician 

I suppose everyone has heard of Beethoven, 
-M ozart and Brahms and other great musicians of 
their day, but very· few people even know of one 
musician, who gave just as much pleasure to his 

. audience as Brahms or M ozart ever did . 
Some years ago, in the fores ts, miles away from 

any habitation, lived a little boy, the son of one 
· of my father 's friends. I met him first when accom
panying my father on a visit to his friend. On a 
couch, with the sun shining full upon his lovely 
long golden h air, h e lay. In one hand he held a 
violin, and in t he other, the bow; on the ground 

-by his side lay a pair of crutches. 
When he spoke, it was with a deep, soft voice. 

All he said was: "H ow do you do? Please do not 
· disturb my friends." 

Then I saw another sight which was very much 
in keeping with the pretty pic

0

ture. Grouped around 
him were animals and birds of all descriptions : rab
-bits, squirrels, doves, pigeons and many other 
: gentle creatures. 

At my request h e started . to play, ·. at first soft 
and low, and then gradually quicker and more 
gaily. At the . sounds, all the creatures crept closer 
to h im- all ~ere enthralled with the sounds com
ing from the violin. There was · genius, uncultured 
and unfinished, but wild and lovely, with nobody 
but the creatures of the bush to app.reciate it. There 
was something unearthly in his playing, something 

· w.hich told that h e was not of this world. 
And I was right, for, some, months later, he 

passed from this world into the next, leaving behind 
him the sweet memories of a little musician who, 
unlike others of his kind, had lived his life giving 
praise to God, and thanking Him for His gifts to 
mankind. Somehow, I am sure that even now 
h e is playing his little violin, iri a land where h e 
is not unknown, but loved and blessed for the 
good he has done in his exile here on earth. 

- MARGARET ROSE BUCHANAN. 
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The Silver City 
Little did men know, when they first began to 

mine lead and zinc ores from the bare, bleak hills 
of the Barrier district, that, in a very short time, 
there would spring up a flourishing settlement, 
which is now the biggest inland city of the con
tinent. But Broken Hill soon earned its title of 
the Silver City- it has brought untold wealth to 
Australia through its rich mineral deposits . 

It is built on the Barrier ranges in far from 
ideal surroundings-Sturt said he doubted if even 
a sheep could live in such a country- yet Broken 
Hill shows what can be made of practically a 
desert region, :with hard work and initiative. And 
despite what Sturt said, it has opened up large 
areas of sheep country, and is the c~ntre of. pas
toralists for some hundreds of miles around. 
Without the mines, of course, it would shrink 
into just a little country town-the greater part 
of its population of 28,000 is made up of miners. 

"But I'd hate to live in Broken Hill," people 
say, "it must be so h ot and dusty." What town 
on the edge of a desert is not dusty? And, of 
course, Broken Hill is hot- terrifically hot in 
summer , but also very cold in winter. W eather• 
conditions are no drawback, however: it is' hotter 
in Queensland, dustier in Alice Springs, and quite 
as cold in Adelaide. And there is a swimming 
pool for summer swimming, and no lack of wood 
for fires in winter. 

The first thing you will notice when you visit 
Broken Hill is the way in which . the streets are 
named. Personally, I think it rather distinctive 
to have most of its streets named in cnemical 
terms. There are five streets parallel to one 
another, named in turn : Bromide, Sulphide, Chlo
ride, Oxide, and Iodide. The main street is 
Argent Street, and we also have Crystal, Blende, 
Galena, Garnet, Wolfram and Slag· Streets, and 
otjiers of the same nature. 

Besides having well laid-out public parks, chil
dren's ·playgrounds, swimming pools and a big, 
modern hospital (one of the most modern in this 
continent), Broken Hill is one of the bases of the 
Flying Doctor Service, and as such, controls an 
immense amount of territory. 

Broken Hill, of course, owes its life and exist
ence to the mines, of which there are three big 
ones (including the Zinc Corporation), and a 
smaller one. Experts say that Broken Hill, as a 
mining town, has at least 100 years of life ahead 
of it. 

But I must mention the work of the late Mr. 
Albert M orris, in trying to prevent, or at least to · 
hold back, soil erosion . H e did wonderful work ' 
in planting ~losely together, hundreds of trees. 
round the south-western part of the town, as a 
wind-break from the terrific dust storms we some
times have, and his project h as succeeded admir
ably. It was his idea that urged the Zinc Cor
poration to plant some hundreds of sturdy Athel 
pine trees around and in its property. This mine 
has a wonderful plantation with fruit trees, vege-· 
table 'and · other products, and has also built up 
lovely lawns, gardens, and a children's playground, 
from what formerly looked liked desert . . It must · 
be seen to be believed. 

If you really want to know Broken Hill, the 
Silver City of Australia, why do you not come 
up and · see it for yourself? We have a large 
Cathedral-the Cathedral of the Sacred Heart,. 
several good h otels, three trains a week to and. 
from Adelaide and Sydney, and a regular train 
service from Adelaide, Sydney and Melbourne. 
So if you do not like Broken Hill, you can leave
in a hurry- but you will not want to leave-ask. 
anyone who has been there. 

- JUDITH FISHER. 

My Cat 
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I Zwve a little cat, 
Do yoit like the sound of thcd ? 
His name is Spot- · 
Bu t that's not the lot. 
Ii e tem·s the slippe?·s, 
Upsets the milk, 
And makes holes in Mum's best silk . 
H e climbs the trees, 
Knocks clown the frnit, " 
And he even has the cheek to salute 
T.o passers by; you know he's very sly. 
Ii e do es an awful lot , 
My cat Spot . 

- JUDITH KENNEDY. 



A Day in the Life of Pope Pius XI I. 

"Let us pray for our Sovereign Pontiff, Pius: 
·May the Lord preserve him and give him life and 
deliver him not to the will of his enemies." Thus 
we Catholic school children pray every day of 
our lives. W e ask God to preserve the Pope, 
because he is Our Lord's own representative on 
this earth, and because he takes such a grP.~t 
interest in each one of us. 

Since the Pope takes such an interest in 1J3, it 
is only natural that we should want to know what 
he does every day. 

The Pope has a very busy day. Punctually ;:i t 
six,thirty every morning he rises, and crossing to 
his window, which overlooks St. Peter's Square, 
recites the morning offering .. 

The first person to see the Pope every day is 
Giovanni Stefanoli, his personal servant. Gio, 
vanni serves his master in silence because no word 
is spoken until after M ass. 

The Chapel altar is always decorated with white 
blooms. These are taken from the V atican Gar, 
dens in summer, and from hot houses in winter. 
Mass is said in strictest privacy with Giovanni 
serving. The only other members of the com, 
munity are the Swiss nuns of the Congregation 
of the Holy Cross of M etzingen. These nuns 
care for the Pope's clothes and food. 
, At eight,thirty, breakfast is served. The Pon, 

tiff prefers an Italian style breakfast of milk, 
coffee and toast. 

After breakfast, at nine o'clock, the audiences 
commence. These usually finish at · twelve,thirty 
or one o'clock. Then the Pope has his lunch. 
In keeping '-Yith tradition, he h as dined alone at 

, every meal since his election. H e has a glass of 

white wine with his luncheon, red wine on cold 
days, and always a cup of strong black coffee 
after the meal. Then he rests for exactly one 
hour. 

At four o'clock, whatever the weather may be, 
the Pontiff drives in his black Cadillac to the 
Vatican Gardens. As the car goes by, gendarme 
after gendarme bends his knee and raises his hand 
to his visor in salute to the Pope. Once in the 
gardens the Pope walks up and down the avenues, 
or, if it is wet, beneath the covered walk. 

Shortly before five he returns to the Palace and 
goes to the Chapel, where he recites the Rosary 
and part of his Breviary. After the prayers he 
enters his study, and examines the ecclesiastical 
matters laid before him that morning by the 
Cardinals. 

Dinner is served at eight o'~lock. It is a lighter 
meal than luncheon, and takes less than an hour. 
The next twenty minutes are spent in prayer, then · 
follow some hours of preparation of speeches, and 
similar work. 

At about one,thirty, sometimes as late as two, 
the Pope rises from his desk and goes to the 
Chapel. There h e completes his Breviary and says 
the evening prayers. · 

The Papal bed is large and plain with a black 
iron head and brass knobs. Several of the Pon, 
tiff's predecessors have used the bed, and Pius 
XI. died on it. There Pius XII., present Vicar 
of Jesus Christ and Father of all Catholics, sleeps, 
until the dawning of a new day-a day of cease, 
less labour on behalf of his children all over the 
world . 

- LEV AUN BRAZEL. 
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SENIOR SCHOOL. 

P. Green 
J. Fisher 
C. Boyce 
P . Hakendorf 
M. Taylor 
M: Lee 
E. Malone 
P . Darian Smith 
E. O'Donnell 
B. Burgess 
J. Clifford 
V . Del Fabbro 
P. D unstan 
M. Melville 
B. Sullivan 
N. Slattery 
M. Scantlebury 
D. Gordon 
M. Hannan 
F. Jeffrey 
A. Guidera 
A . Macmillan 
C. Pick 
A. Pi.ck 
J. Cooling 
R. McLaughlin 
T. Benger 
M. M. vein Doussa 
M. Jones 
P. Mahar 
C. Melville 
J. Thomas 
L. Brazel 
G. Johnston 
D. Wesslink 
N. Cooling 
P . Holmes 
C. Kennedy 
B. Buchanan 
M. ODonnell 
M . Nelligan 
R. M artin 
A . M. Fitzgerald 
H . Cox 
M. Ronald 
D . Howie 
J. Allchurch 
T : Burgess 
B. Campbell 
P . Spain 
M. Hogan 
P . Bush 
P. Jungfer 
S . Mackie 
E. Gartner 
F. Bra ithwai te 
H . Fisher 
P . Crowe 
P. Doran 
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J. Bush 
C. McGowan 
M. Byrne 
M. Griffin 
M. Lee 
J. Thompson 
R. Willis 
H. Brokensha 
A. Mars 
G. Travers 
B. Boland 
M. Shanahan 
H . Malone 
M. Quinn 
M . Flaherty 
M. Haney 
P . Davis 
M. V ail 
R. Koerner 
M. C. McLaughlin 
A . Lander 
L. W atson 

MIDDLE SCHOOL. 
V . Austin 
M. Benger 
D. Brazel 
P. Carr 
M. Crawford 
E. Cummins 
P . Devitt 
E. Faulkner 
K. Hoffman 
B. Kemp 
A. Kennedy 
M. Parkinson 
M . Upton 
J. Wallace 
R. Ward 
C. Lawrie 

. G. Coulter 
W. Laing 
C. Gray 
L. McLaughlin 
J. Martin 
P . Greenslade 
M . Carroll 
G. Dixon 
A. Clifford 
B. Kinnish 
R . Evans 
E . Travers 
C. O 'Donnell 
K. Pick 
M . Mullins 
E. Maloney 
A . Scantlebury 
L. McDonald 
J. Kennedy 

H . Devitt 
B. Thyer 
M. Devitt 
J. Burley 
C. Barton 
M . Murphy 

JUNIOR SCHOOL. 
A. lsenstein 
B. Kennedy 
M. Sykes 
J. Hoffman 
M. T . Woods 
N . O 'Neill 
V . O 'Neill 
L. Rech 
T. Culshaw 
J. Bland 
G. Burley 
G. Upton 
P . Burrows 
M. Moria ty 
L. Lutz. 
W . Jones 
J. Laing 
D. O 'Loghlin 
P . Green 
C. MacBeth 
S . Scantlebury 
J. Hockley 
P . Brazel 
J. Kennedy 
B. Kennedy 
A. Burley 
R . Green 
E. Woods 

·R . Isenstein 
A. Kennare 
C. Moriarty 
G. Treloar 
A . Koerner 
J. Connelly 
J. Ballinger 
P Reilly 
B. Brown 
J. Clifford 
J. Webster 
E . W ebb 
A. Hicks 
H . Doherty 
P. Pridham 
R . Doran 

.L. Dixon 
J. Brooks 
A. Brooks 
G. Murphy 
L. Rech 
M. Betts 
C. O'Dea 
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St. John on Patmos 
Those were hard words then 
To wait until H e come 
The young to wait and see 
While old men act and die .... 
Carciuans brought news of T homas 
And water in the cl71st 
And hearts at rest, 
And then no more. 
The new man Paul was as a sword 
And slashed 1·n war 
And was th ere slai11-
And Pefol' 
( 0 Peter, rernernb er nie. Peter!) 
Who safrl the things I conld not speak 
vVlto saw the vision and the prison 
Died .on His cross, c1·uc1fied, 
D?:ed on th e cross tliat I seek. 

II. 
I see all these things as in dreams 
And am deaf from t Ii e 1wte1·s of Him 
And the voices. fac es. 
Drown and dim 
Dl'01l'n and dim the woi-!d of men . 
Lonely in Gethsemane, 
H e was lonely then for me 
And I am lonely nou· 
Am not above, am not beloil' . 
Oh I am lonely now 
And wait·ing t?:U H e come .... 
S ea on the rocks 1'n the rising wind. 
H ear and pmy 
Pray fol' mal'i11 er·s . th ey say, 
JJ 11t th ey go hom e. floating 0 1· sunk. 
IIom e in tl1 e sea. 
1>011 ·11 to ascend . 110111 c at th e end. 

III. 
I a1u au old 1111111 110u·, 
.\"at /i.inr; rl011 c, 
,. is a11 eal!esdl'()ppel' 71 earing 1·oices. 
Only hcal'i11g 'and 1·epeating . 
• tndre lr' was loo busy ctnd he went, 
Joines al011 e at th e end on the sea, 
And e1· cn 110111 tli ey'l'e ol/' lo preach, 
'L'o mee I th e lions, 
1'o f eed th e fire across the sea. 
H' liile 1 <t'lll 111d at hom e here, 
Not at home, 
JYothiny to do , nothing done, 
! 11 th e smoke across the Face, 
H earinu footsteps rimning past. 
And l 11111 left alone, 
And JI c i:s left a.lone, 
And H e and I alone. 

In Retrospect 
The months seem to slip away so quickly 

that even to think of last year gives the im
pression of peering into the distant past. How
ever, there are some clear memories of Third 
Term. 

We had two First Communion days , one on 
the Feast of Christ the King, the other on 
the Feast of the Immaculate Conception; on 
this same feast day twenty-three of us were 
consecrated Children of Mary: Jill Barclay, 

Angela Bowler, Ann Brenan, Margaret Brew
ster, Janet Burke, Fiona Byrne, Moya Byrne , 
P a tricia Cahill, Judith Cahir. Paula Diviny, 
Mary Rita Dougall . Rosemary Donovan, Ann 
Doyle. Carmel Dunn , Ann Forrest. Joan Gor
man. Elizabeth Healy. Corinne Keegan, Judith 
Leonard, Marianne McNamara, Margaret 
O 'Grady, Anne Skehan, Patricia Troy. Most 
of the parents were present at the · ceremony. 
and we were all deeply impressed by Rev. 
Father Nerney 's address. 
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On the Feast of Our Lady of Loreto, we, 
who were Children of Mary, and had been 
at least seven years at Loreto, celebrated our 
Jubilee. Jill Barclay, Ann Brenan, Janet Burke, 
Fiona Byrne. Patricia Cahill , Rosemary Dono
van, Ann Doyle, Mary Rita Dougall , Carmel 
Dunn , Elizabeth Healey, Corinne Keegan , 
Anne Skehan, Patricia Troy, were crowned by 
Mother Superior, and each presented with a 
Loreto Manual. We loved the Nativity Play 
presented by the Junior School in our hon
our; it made us realise more fully, on this our 
Jubilee Day, that all our joy is summed up 
in the message of the Angel-

" Glory be to God on High 
And on earth, Peace to n:zen of good will ." 

After the Concert we were invited by Mother 
Superior to a party. The centre of attraction 
was the Jubilee Cake, on which all our names 
were written. Thank you again , Mother , for 
a very happy day. 

Before concluding the 1946 notes , we would 
like to congratulate:-

Dympna Gooch, Joan Mahon and Denise 
Collins for w inning Loyalty Prizes, and Maur
·een Eyre for winning the Medal for Highest 
Marks in the State- Advanced Senior. 

The 1st Term of 194 7 opened a week earlier 
thnn 11.s ua! , but we were consoled by the 
thought of an extra week's holiday in Sep
tember. We were delighted to find, on our 
return , that Mother M . M agdalen was still 
Superior. 

The Matriculation Class is bigger this year 
than it was in 1946, so the Garden Room is 
filled to capacity; we love this room , so sunny 
and secluded. 

As usual, there was keen interest in the 
election of Prefects , and intense excitement 
when Mother Superior announced the resul ts 
of the voting . Congratulations to Angela 
Bowler, Head of the S.chool , and to the Pre
fects : Ann Brenan, Ann Forrest , Fiona Byrne, 
Judith Cahir, Rosemary Donovan , Paula 
Diviny, Anne Skehan , Diana Rawson and 
Patricia Cahill. 

Quarant 'Ore was held soon after Easter. 
Rev. Father L. Loughnan , S .J., celebrated Mass 
on the first two mornings , and Rev. Father Ebs
worth celebrated High Mass on the third morn
ing. The Procession of the Blessed Sacrament 
was devotional and impressive; the front gar
den, with its fresh green lawn, flowering shrubs 
and newly-gravelled paths, was a perfect set
ting. 

We wish to welcome Rev. Father O'Reilly 
to the Toorak Parish and to thank him for 
his interest in us during the year. 
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We had a most interesting lecture during 
the 1st Term from Rev. Father Chin, a Chinese 
priest from Borneo. Father told us .that he 
was born a pagan in Shanghai about forty-five 
years a go, and would probably be a pagan still 
if he had not left his home and gone abroad to 
see the world. His travels brought him into 
contact w ith many Catholics, and he was bap
tised before his twentieth birthday. Then, con
scious of a vocation to serve God as a priest 
and devote his life to mission work, he sought 
entrance into the Seminary in Penang, and 
there he was ordained . 

After his ordination, Father Chin went to 
an enormous parish in Borneo, and laboured 
there for the spread of the Faith among people 
of many nations , among them the head-hunters 
of Borneo. whose customs, before their con
version, made us shudder. 

When the war brought Japanese inva ders 
into Borneo , Father Chin had many problems 
to face. Other priests were immediately ar
rested and imprisoned. Father's nationality 
saved him from perpetual imprisonment, but 
he was arrested many times , and placed in a 
prison like a cane , about as high as a table and 
four or five feet long. 

In the intervals, when he enjoyed a restricted 
liberty, and was watched at every turn , Father 
Chin sought to provide for a community of 
nuns ·whom he had enabled to escape to the 
mountainous interior, and given into the care 
of some converted head-hunters , and also for 
about sixty orphans. All the resources of the 
Mission had been cut off by the war, so Father 
set up machinery for obtaining salt from sea
water-salt is very hard to procure in Borneo 
- and by exchanging salt for food he was 
able to support his numerous dependants. 

When F a ther Chin had learned that the 
Australians had landed by parachutes in the 
mountains of the interior, he felt sure that 
neither life nor property would be safe when 
the invaders had to depart , so he escaped 
from the squad of watchers and made his way 
to join the Australians. 
· A chaplain, who was with the Australian 
forces, and who knew the heroic life of Father 
Chin, was the means of procuring for him an 
invitation to visit Australia for a much-needed 
and well deserved rest. When Father stepped 
out of the car which brought him from the 
aerodome into Melbourne, he was clad in a 
mingled attire of army, civilian, Chinese and 
Australian clothes. He was wondering where 
to turn in a strange city to find his way by 
train to his chaplain friend, when a car drew 
up, and a gentleman jumped out to give him 
a hearty welcome and take him to the hos-



pitable care of the Fathers at St. Francis ' Mon
astery. This gentleman was a Protestant. but 
he could never forget the heroic work done 
by Father Chin in Borneo , for he ha d been 
one of the Austra lian officers w ho had wel
comed Father when he ha d fled to them. 

Father Chin called on us w hen he was 
leaving Melbourne to return to Borneo. H e 
was accompanied by F ather McKenna, S.S.S .. 
who told us many of the details of Father 
Chin 's life, which have earned him iri many 
circles the title of " the Hero of Borneo." 

During the last week of June , His Grace 
the Most Rev . Dr. Simonds, paid us a sur
prise visit , and we assembled in St . Cecilia's 
Hall to welcome him once more to Loreto and 
to receive the special blessing he · had brought 
from the Holy F ather. 

We listened with the greatest interest w hile 
His Grace gave us a sketch of his travels in 
general, and a detailed account of his visits 
to Liege, Brussels .and Rome. H e told us tha t 
the keynote of his sad pilgrimage through the 
stricken areas of Europe was struck when he 
s tepped ashore at Marseilles and saw the ha r- · 
bour filled w ith sunken ships, the ruined 
w harves, and most poignant of all , the signs 
and notices on the streets and waterfronts still 
written in German, though the war was nearly 
two years ended. No one ha d the hea rt to 
change them - they had been through too 
much to care. 

Dr. Simonds went by train to Paris, a train 
where refreshments were provided for the long 
journey on receipt of a precious ration ticket 
- one slice of black bread and a small cup of 
black coffee. From here he journeyed to Liege 
a nd found hardship still, but a different spirit , 
for Liege was en fet e. The people were cele
bra ting, with great devotion, the Fifth Cen
tenary of the institution of the feast of Corpus 
Christi, and truly royal was the procession , in 
which Our Lord was carried through every 
street of Liege to bless His faithful children . 
Some idea of the numbers takin g part may 
be gathered from the fact that the procession 
lefi: the Cathedral at two o 'clock in the a fter
noon and returned for the final Benediction at 
seven in the evening . To honour the occasion 
the Pope ha d given an unusual order : the en
closure of the Carmelite monastery a t Leige 
was to be lifted for a fortnight , so that the 
people might visit the cell of St. Juliana , the 
holy anchoress to whom Our Lord made known 
His wish for a special feast to · honour His 
Sacramental Presence. Her cell, with its simple 
furnishings , has been kept intact for five hund-

red years lovingly guarded by the daughters 
of St. Te~esa, ~hose monastery has .been built 
around it. 

The International Congress of Catholic Ac
tion D elegates took place in Brussels during ~r . 
Simonds' stay there , and he was asked to smg 
High M ass in the Cathedral before one of its 
sessions. It was a Dialogue M ass , and the 
thousands of young people sang the proper and 
gave the responses with all their hearts. The 
~emembrance of those fresh young voices fill 
ing the vast cathedral with their profes_sion ~f 
faith at the Credo, will long remam w ith His 
Grace. 

F rom Belgium His Grace went to Rome, 
now unhappily bearing many scars of war 
an d its a ft ermath of poverty and want. In 
spite of this there was a festive air p~rvading 
the Eternal City , an atmosphere of JOY and 
triumph , for the representatives of a ll nations 
bad come there to attend the canonisation of 
Mother F rances Cabrini , an American citizen 
of Ita lian birth. D r. Simonds gave a graphic 
description of the scen e in St. Peter's , w hen 
fifty- three thousand people acclaimed His 
Holiness as he passed up to the P apal throne, 
and even the mitred Archbishops " could scarce 
forbear to cheer! " His Grace made us feel 
the intense solemnity of the moment when 
His Holiness , surrounded by representatives of 
the teaching C hurch , pronounced, ex cathedra. 
" By the authority of Jesus Christ and our own 
authority, We declare Mother Cabrini to be a 
Saint. " 

Next morning Dr. Simonds was received in 
private audience at the Vatican , and told us 
of the kindness of the Pope 's welcome and of 
his interest 'n the least details of Catholic life 
in Australia. In particular, His Holiness asked 
after the children, and was full of a dmiration 
of the fact that by means of personal sacrifice, 
the Australian people were now . able to pro
vide a Catholic school, staffed by Religious , in 
e:very parish , sometimes, indeed, in parts w hich 
had as yet no priest. H e sent his fatherly 
greetings and special blessings to the children 
of Australia , and his appeal to Australian girl
hood to be generous w ith God , and ensure 
that this grand work of the nuns should be 
maintained. 

His Grace then made an earnest appeal to 
us to give real thought to this subject, and 
put before us clea rly the Church's teaching 
about religious vocations and the ·necessary 
qualifications: to be living a good Catholic life , 
to possess average intelligence and health , to 
become a religious through a supernatural mo
tive . such as love of God and a desire to 
work for Him. A girl who has these quali-
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ties may ask to be admitted to any Religious 
Order to find out if she is suitable. If. at the 
·end of a period of religious training . the Re
ligious Order pronounces her fitted for the life, 
the Church. through the voice of the Bishop. 
.solemnly "Calls" the candidate to live the life 
professed by the Religious Order. This is the 
real "vocation," which is given officially by 

the Church in the same way as Baptism and 
the Sacraments. 

The talk ended on this serious note, and we 
were told that if Australia is to keep up its 
fine tradition with regard to Catholic education, 
one girl out of every ten who leave school 
should take up this great .work for God. 

A Dissertation on Front Gates 

On looking at some newly-erected houses. 
I was horrified to observe the complete absence 
·of front gates. Architects consider front gates 
unnecessary nowadays, and leave a vague gap 
through which the householder must walk. 

If only the builders could remember their 
childhood, as I can remember mine, and the 
many joyous hours they spent swinging on 
their front gates! Swinging to and fro . I whiled 
away the hours , no matter how cold or hot 
it was. On the gate I awaited the regular 
daily arrival of baker, iceman, and even the 
milkman , and I used to wait , with bated breath , 
for the pedlar, who sold everything from nails 
to tablecloths, ever swinging . 

Back gates one seldom sees now. Not that 
it really matters. Back gates seem so second
rate after knowing front gates. Front gates 
were the dividing line between the familiar 

world of home and the wonderful world out
side. 

How are the poor demented hostesses who 
live in gateless hou.ses going to manage? There 
will be no warning click or gate-squeak to in
form· them that their visitors have arrived. The 
few seconds needed to calm themselves while 
the people progress from gate to door, will be 
denied them, and their parties will have a con
strained air about them , all . for the want of a 
gate! 

There are many types of gates. I have a 
favourite gate that will be on my own house 
one day. It is of wrought iron , painted black 
and about five feet high and three feet wide. 
but it must not be merely ornamental, but a 
gate on which future generations of children 
can swing to their heart's content. 

- JUDITH LEONARD. 

Music 

St. Cecilia must be particularly pleased with 
her children of 1947, for much enthusiasm has 
been shown in the realms of music. 

The Orchestra, under the splendid leader
.ship of Mr. Basil Jones , has learnt Haydn's 
"Clock Symphony" and his "Serenade for 
Strings," also " Andante Cantabile," by 
Tschaikowsky. Fletcher's " Folk Tune and 
Fiddle Dance" have been prepared for the 
V.S.M.A. Festival. · 

At the "Parting of the Ways," December, 
1946, the Choir was sadly depleted. We feared 
for its prestige. However, the Loreto Spirit 
triumphed over every obstacle, as was wit
nessed by the excellent singing at Quarant 
'Ore. 

The Music Club stilJ holds its meetings on 
Saturday evenings. We have been listening to 
lovely works by Bach, Schubert. Cesar Franck 
.and Gustav Holst. 
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The ChaTnber Music Section, consisting of a 
Senior Trio and two Junior Ensembles, con
tains the most enthusiastic devotees of the 
Divine Art. They have played works by 
Coleridge-Taylor and Schubert, and are hop
ing to indulge in Bach and Frank Bridge. Un
fortunately, "Time" is the rare commodity. 

Grades V. and IV .. from the Preparatory 
School. also have their Musical Hour. It is 
surprising how well these children interpret 
Character Sketches and Stories told in music. 
At present they are interested in the life of 
Mozart, the "Wonder Child ," which is illus
trated by means of the Epidiascope. In the 
near future we are hoping that these little ones 
may play for one another. Thus may the best 
in music be with them from their earliest years. 
May it spiritualise them and keep them close 
to God and His Immaculate Mother. 
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Wondering 

Once I saw a little boat 
Awau out at sea, 

I wondered what was in the boat 
Away out at sea, 

There was no one watchirig 
The littl e boat but me. 

Perhaps a Wtle dog 
Lonely for the comifry. 

I coiild hear the little engine 
Away out at sea, 

It might be something beautif1tl 
Sail1:ng to me, 

And the little boctt was coming 
Nearer and necirer to me. 

Perhaps ct famous picture 
Frorn over the sea. 

In the Dead of Night 
The hoiise is silent 
And noth1:ng stirs, 
The only sound 
l s the cat 
When she purrs. 
Now she opens one of her eyes, 
Just in case her little one cries, 
The clock on the shelf is ticking away, 
Ticking the minutes from day to day, 
E verything's waiting till night has passed 
Wading for dawn to come at last. 

- JOANNA McCLELLAND. 

Sunset 

- NOEL KELLY. 

Th e sun 1·s sinking behind th e hill, 
The birds are off to their trees, 

. S1:nging their songs so sweet and shrill, 
Fluttering cibout in the breeze . 

Th e little shi ps outside the harbo1ir, 
W eary after their day, 

Are tm·ning their white sa1-Zs homeward, 
Ere the darkness covers the way. 

And the sweet ri:ttle children are saying good
night, 

T heir hands are lifted in prayer, 
Thank1"rig God for the lovely day, 

And the blessings H e had to spare. 

-THERRY ASBJORNSEN. 
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----------------- L 0 R E T 0 - -----------------

The Haunted House 
The bush was very quiet as my companion 

and I tramped cheerfully home to the little 
town_ of Hepburn Springs. The. sun had 
decided that its work for tht:'. day was over, 
and, having sulked behind the lowerinq clouds 
all day , was finall y dropping out of sight. The 
air was warm and heavy, and the trees drooped 
as though seeking to escape the low-lying 
clouds. 

When we were still some miles from the 
town it began to rain. The drops poured down 
in a solid sheet of water, vivid flashes of light
ning lit up the sky, and the rumbling of thunder 
echoed through the trees . We were not wear
ing coats , and ·we realised that we would have 
to find some form of shelter to escape the first 
fury of the storm. Proceeding a little further , 
we saw a wooden shack to the right of the 
path almost hidden by trees. 

The weather-beaten little building looked a 
haven of refuge to us, and we stumbled to it 
through the beating .ran, Thinking that perhaps 
it might be occupied, we knocked loudly, but 
received no response, So we pushed open the 
creaking door and entered. At first we could 
make very little out through the gloom , which 
was slowly deeping outside, but, finally, we 
saw that the room contained only a rickety 
table , a broken chair , a box-like contraption 
which evidently served as a cupboard, and a 
small portable stove. The roof leaked badly 
in one corner, and seeing another door , we 
hurried towards it and pushed it open in search 
of better shelter. 

The floor of the room before us was · thick 
with dust, cobwebs formed a curtain before 
the one little w indow. and hung in thick clus
ters on the walls. The only furniture in the ' 
room was a bed and a small table beside it . 
Not a mark disturbed the dust on the floor , and 
yet the dust-covered bedclothes were 
flung carelessly back as though the bed's oc
cupant had just risen , a half-smoked cigarette 
lay in a small , green ash-tray on the table , and ' 
beside it stood a clock, its clear, distinct tick
ing ringing through the gloom and seemi~g to 
quiver the swaying cob-webs. 

we stood in the doorway with strangely 
beating hearts. afraid to move and break the 
spell of that slow, monotonous ticking . Sud
denly we heard footsteps approaching-slowly, 
steadily , beating in time to the clock. They 
came to the door, turned, and began to en
circle the house, as if waiting for its vic tims 
to emerge. 

Fascinated , we gazed at the tiny window, 
and the steady beating of feet drew nearer. 
And, as we gazed in horror , a flash of lightning 
lit up the form passing the window. It was 

. a cow! 
The spell broken, we burst into laughter as 

we ran from the room and out of the little 
house. But, as we ran , the beating of the rain 
sounded like the ticking of a clock in an empty 
room. 

-MARIE BRADY ,& PAT. C AMPBELL. 

Sports 
The first important event of the year in the 

Sports world was the election of our House 
Captains and the selection of the newcomers 
for the different Houses: 

This year the Captains and Vice-Captains 
are:-

St. Gertrude's- Moya Byrne and Ann 
Doyle. 

St. Michael's- Ann Brenan and Geraldine 
Barclay. 

St. Teresa's-Angela Bowler and Diana 
Rawson. 

Ann Brenan was later elected Sports Cap
tain. 

Our first term was mainly devoted to tennis 
and softball. Ann Brenan was the only one 
of our last year's tennis team to return, so the 
remaining members of the " B" team were pro
moted. 
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In February we played our first tennis match 
for the year against Genazzano, on their courts , 
and we began the season with a victory. How
ever, in our next match, played here against 
M.C.E.G.G .S ., our " A " team was defeated. 
On the same day our Under 15 team played on 
their courts and came home victorious after a 
good match. 

We were disappointed that the match ar
ranged with Toorak College had to be post
poned on account of illness. We are looking 
forward to a visit from their Senior and Junior 
basketball teams in July. 

On St. Patrick's D ay we played an Ol<l
Girls ' team composed of seven of last year's 
First Eight and Veronica Linehan. Naturally, 
we were beaten, but the match was good prac
tice . Before the match Veronica and Jill Bar-



• 

·clay played a few games to show us how tennis 
can be played. 

This year we have been fortunate in secur
ing the services of Miss Joan Healy as a sports 
coach. She has been very helpful. especially 
in teaching us the fundamental rules . of soft
ball , which we have only just taken up, and 
in coaching the Middle School in Rounders . 
Their enthusiasm is unbounded. 

At the end of March our " A " and " B" ten
nis teams played Sacre Coeur here. Unfor
tunately, rain spoiled the afternoon, and we 
had to stop play with the scores in favour of 
our visitors. After Easter they came back to 
finish the match and went home victorious. 

On the 12th April, twenty-six children came 
down from Mary's Mount for tennis and soft
ball. It was our first softball match, and we 
were not surprised at being beaten. They 

.showed their superiority to us in every way. 
It began to rain towards the end of the after
noon, and, to their great disappointment, the 
first pairs were not able to finish playing ten.pis . 
We thoroughly enjoyed their visit , and we 
hope they did , too. 

On the 26th April , the " A " and Under 12 
'Tennis teams and a Rounder team from Loreto, 
Dawson Street, visited us

1 
There was great 

excitement about the Roanders , which our 
guests won. Our " A " Tennis team was suc
cessful, while honours were shared between 
the Junior pairs. They were very important 
people! We had a most pleasant day and were 

.sorry to say good-bye to our visitors. 
.After the Procession on M ay D ay , we ma de 

an early start with our terminal examinations to 
enable our " A" and " B" Softball teams to 
leave early for Genazzano. The ensuing 
match, in which both our teams were defeated, 
taught us much about playing softball! As the 
Genazzano teams only began playing softball 
this year , too, we have no excuses to offer, but 
hope we may give them a more closely con
tested game when they come here in 3rd 
Terfn. · 

The transport strike and some wet week
ends interfered with the progress of the Vic
torian Catholic Schoolgirls ' Tennis Champion
ships in 1st Term, and the finals have not yet 
been reached. As last year, girls from various 
schools came here •to play at the week-ends, 
and we were glad to renew acquaintance with 
.some of the girls we had met last year and 
to make new friends , whom, we hope, we shall 

.see again next year. Mary Niall is to play 
Jacqueline Hayden in the Final of the Under 
12 Section, after defeating Cynthia Wright 

_from Loreto, Dawson Street, in the ·semi-final. 

Cynthia came down for the semi-final, which 
was played on our courts , and evoked great 
interest. The standard of the tennis was amaz
ing for eleven-year-olds. In the Under 14 Sec
tion , Joy Donoghue and Margot Belleville 
have reached the quarter-finals , and in the 
Under 16 Section, Beth Ruffin. Beth is also in 
the Under 19 Section , together with Ann 
Brenan . There were some very closely con
tested matches, which provided interesting ten
nis for the onlookers. Play in the Under 12 
Section created great interest and many par
ents came to see their daughters play in their 
first match. 

Congratulations to Beth Ruffin who won the 
Under 15 Section of the Glen Iris Schoolgirls' 
Tennis Championships in May, and to Joy 
Donoghue, who was defeated in the final of 
the Under 14 Section. 

On June 16th we opened our basketball sea
son with a match against an Old Girls' team, 
composed of Judith Chisholm, Elizabeth Healy, 
Joan Mahon, Judith Montague, Sebylla Moor
rees , Margaret O 'Grady and Winnie Penn. 
They played splendidly, and we just defeated 
them by three goals. The match was a very 
friendly affair, and we a re very grateful to 
these "Old Girls" for coming to give us some 
practice. 

The Feast of St. Aloysius saw our "A" 
basketball team and an Under 15 team journey
ing to Ballarat to play Loreto, Dawson Street. 
The Ballarat teams were too good for us and 
deserved their victories. However, neither our 
defeat nor the cold wind prevented us from 
having a thoroughly enjoyable day. The only 
fault we could find with it was that the time 
went too quickly, and we were very sorry when· 
it was over. We are very grateful to Dr. and 
Mrs. Flynn, Mrs. J. Fitzgerald, Mr. J. E . 
Donoghue and Veronica Syme, who put them
selves and their cars at our disposal for the 
day and so made the trip possible. 

We are looking forward to another visit 
to Balla rat on August 15th, when we .are to 
play Mary's Mount, and we hope we shall 
have another fine day. These inter-Loreto 
matches are very happy gatherings, and we 
hope they will continue. 

During 2nd Term basketball matches will 
be played against Genazzano, Sacre Coeur, St. 
Catherine's, Shelford, Toorak College and 
M.C.E.G.G.S. Our new basketball court is a 
thing of beauty. We used it for the first time 
in our match with Lauriston on June 26th. 
The workmen were much interested in the 
match and were barracking for Loreto! · After 
a very good game, our "A " and " B" teams 
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were both successful. the total score being 76 
goals to 39. The new benches around the 
tennis courts are very popular and will be 
even more appreciated in 3rd Term. 

Inter-House softball ma tches were played by 
the Seniors in 1st Term, while the Middle 
School played rounders. The second round 
will have to be completed in 3rd Term, so the 
results are still in doubt. Inter-House basket
ball matches have been begun and are causing 
much excitement, especially at 12.30 on Fri
days, w hen the " A " and " B" teams meet . Some 

spectators seem to think they are at a football , 
not a basketball match! 

St. Michael's played St. Gertrude's in the · 
Inter-House tennis competition, and were suc
cessful with both their Senior and Middle · 
School t~ams . St. Teresa 's have yet to show 
w hat they can do! 

Finally, we are happy to report that our 
front lawn has been re-set, and that in 3rd · 
Term we shall . be able to use it for softball 
and vigoro and for our annual Sports Day. 

- MOYA BYRNE & DIANA RAWSON. 

Pockets 
" No," I said to the dressmaker, " I don ' t 

think I shall have pockets on this frock ." From 
past experience I knew tha t any pockets I ha d 
would be gathering places for odds and ends. 

' 'But,'' argued the dressmaker, " Slit pockets 
in the skirt would be a deeided improvement." 

I cast my mind back on other pockets. I 
had . never had pockets on my "best" dresses 
when I was young. My mother knew only too 
well what would ha ppen to them. Therefore, 
I associate pockets \yith dirndls and play suits. 

There are pockets now on my overalls at 
school. What an accumula tion of things was 
in them! · I remember other pockets I had had 
years ago on my toddler's play suits. They 
were always overflowing with an accumulation 
of string, shells , shiny stones and other little 
things which appeal to a small child. In our 
pockets , my playmates and I would store the 
snails we used to barter. 

" Have you any money to buy sweets?" This 
was a standard question. "Wait a minute till 
I look in my pocket," I would say, for I knew 
mY mother was accustomed to slip a few pence 

into my pocket every time it returned from 
the laundry. I would then remove from the 
receptacle all the string , sticky sweets, hand
kerchiefs, and last, but by no means least , the 
snails which were so repulsive to my mother , 
and explore the hidden depths , pulling out at 
length a sticky coin. · 

As I grew older the store in my pockets 
became less varied , though just as large. I 
would cram them with - fruit , sweets, letters I 
had received, perhaps even a book. 

What fun I used to have with my friends , 
comparing the contents of my pockets with 
theirs, counting the baubles and getting the 
avera ge number by dividing by two! I can re
member weeping bitterly when I had to put 
on frilly party frocks without such an ordinary 
triJTI as a pocket. 

Clearing out pockets is , after all , a most 
delightful occupation. 

"On second thoughts ," I said to the dress- · 
maker, " I will have pockets on that frock." 

- CARMEL DUNN. 

A Perfect Day 
l have never seen siich a perfect day 

W hile travelling down Life's sunny wau; 
The sun was. shining, the earth was green . 

And in each f lower Sp1·ing's f cwe was seen . 
The tiny biids uppn the trees 

Swayed at t he touch of a gentle breeze. 
The gnlls soared high above the sea, 

A nd the voice of Spring .Jiis t sang to me. 
A t evening, as the sun went down, 

Th e earth seem ed clothed 1:n golden brown . 
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N'ight f lung her rnantle p'e l' all earthly things 
A nd an owl filled the dusk with a whirring of 

wmgs. 
The moon shed its splendour o'er garden and 

tree, 
W h1:le the cliisters of sta rs kissed the crests of · 

the sea. 
Th us Day f low ed away on the fast- ebbing tide, 

Like one who had struggled, conquered and · 
d1:ecl. 

- BETH RUFFIN. 
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LORETO CONVENT. TOORAK 

SCHOOL ACTIVITIES 

I-CHAMBER MUSIC CLASS- SENIOR TRIO. 
Moya Byrne, Denise Liahy, Maureen Eyre. 

2- SOFT-BALL TEAM. 
Left to Right: A. Bowler, V. Twomey, G. Forrest, F. Byrne, G. Hall, M. McNamara, 

W . ] . Dalglish, N . Cullity, M.
1 

Byrne, ]. Cahir, D . Rawson . . 

3- CATHOLIC ACTION GROUP LEADERS. 
:Back Row: Angela Bowler, Ann Forrest, Fiona Byrne . 

Front Row: Ann Brenan , Judith Cahir, Margaret Deviny, Rosemary Donovan, Diana Rawson . 

4-CHAMBER MUSIC- JUNIOR ENSEMBLE. 
Anne Byrne, Margaret Smith, Diane Holmbery, Sonia Hansen. 

5- TENNIS TEAM . 
. Back Row (left to right): W. ] . Dalglish, W . McNamara, V. Twomey. 
Front Row: B. Ryan, G . Brenan, D. Rawson, A. Barclay. 
Absent: P . McCauley. 

6- CHAMBER MUSIC-JUNIOR TRIO. 
Anne Byrone, Margaret Smith, Moya Cullity. 

THE PREFECTS. 
Back Row (left to right): P. Diviny, A. Brenar>, A. Rorrest, F. Byrne, P . Pahill. 
Front Row: R. Donovan, D . Rawson, A. Bowler (Head), G. Skehan, J. Cahir. 

MATRICULATION CLASS. 
. Back Row: F. Byrne, P . Dinley, J . Dam}!on, G. Forrest, M. Mackie, G. Bowler, W . Kilmartin. 
Middle Row: P . O 'Farrell, D . Rawson, J . Petty, R. Donovan, A Skehan, I. Kapper. 
Front Row: P. Diviny, G. Brena'3, N . Cullity. 

LEA YING CLASS. 
Back Row: W. McNamara, D. Lahy, D . Vance, W. Guiney, P . Cahill. 
Middle Row: J . Griffin, W. McKenzie, J . H aley, W. DeviQy, W . Eyre, P . Dunleire. 
Front Row: W . Byrne, W. Doyle, A. Doyle, C. Dunn, J. Cahir, J . Leonard. 
{\bsent: W. Morrissy. . 

CLASS GROUPS 

I-INTERMEDIATE CLASS. 
Back Row: B. Ruffin, V . Twomey, B. Koerner , J. Clifford, A . Hall. 

. Second Row: L. Bourke, A . Brain, W . Schieblich, D. Fogarty, B. Ries. 
Third Row: M. Whelan, P . Bennett, G. Barclay, B. Ryan , P. Stuart-Jones, T . Murphy, 

W. D'Arcy. 
Front Row: L. Barry, S. Doyle, J . Roberts, P . Campbell , W . Brady, W. R. Macrossan , C. Nolan, 

W. J . Dalglish. 
Absent: P. McCauley, W. Jennings. 

2- SUB-INTERMEDIATE CLASS. 
Back Row: M. Clausen, C. Cappel, D . McEncroe, W. Berkowitz, P. O 'Halloran, . M. Worch, 

E. Sullivan, J. McNamara. 
Middle Row : H . Sweetman, W . E. Fitzgerald, A. Glowrey, D . Turner, M. Naughton, A . Flynn. 
Front Row: J. Shillabeer, W . Cotter, S . Hansen, J . Brew, M. Payne, R. Trait. 

3-SECOND YEAR . 
. .Back Row: R. O'Grady, W. Belville, J . Donoghue, P. Keating, J . Lambert, S. Mahon . 

Second Row: E. Gleeson, J . Rush, S. Burke, J. Stack, C. McKenzie. 
Third Row: R. Whitehead, J . Little, Y . Calli!, B. D'Arcy, W. Currie, H . Cahir, W. Meehan, 

W . Holt. . 
Front Row: E. Cahir, H . W ebb, A . Byrne, J . O 'Brien, D. Holmberg, J . Jaff./;' r , J . O 'Day, 

W . Cullity. 
Absent: Gloria Burridge, P . Greig. 

4- FIRST YEAR. 
Back Row: W. Naughton, J . Williams, W. Lord, V . Gorman, G . Ryan , J. Hayden . 
Middle Row: W. Hardy, W. A . Dwyer, D . Molloy, W. Niall , W . Peile, A. Marsland, D . Hayes, 

H. Jorgensen. 
Front Row: A. Phillpis, L. Gleeson, S. Frederico; R. Haley, A. Haley, W. White, G. Goulding, 

W . Ellis, A. Meier, W. Kelly . 
.. Absent: M. Byrne, W . Stonham, P . Brain. 

\ 
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PREPARATORY CLASS. 
Back Row:]. Griffin, ]. Hancox, ]. Wimpole, ] . McClelland, R . McFarlan, · W . A. Filgate. 
Middle Row: W . Gleeson, E. M!'.Cormack, C. Bowen , F . Dupuche, P . Kelly, T . Asbjornsen~ 

E. Ferguson. 
Front Row: G. Carroll, W . Jaffer, W . Poynton, R . Levy, B. Stewart. 

GRADES III., IV. a nd ELEMENT ARY. 
1st Row (Sitting): Marion Serong, Gra nia Lattanzi, Doreen Berkowitz, Deidre O 'Day, Patricia 

Warry, Margaret Smith, Marie-Dominique Peronne, Mary Ryan, Edwyna Fitzgerald, 
Margaret Kuhlmann. 

2nd Row: Patricia Meehan, Katherine Calder, Metha Giese, Josephine Wright, Jillia nBurke, 
Carmen Calli!, Janet Gorey, Ann D 'Arcy, Julie D 'Arcy, Carole Synman, Margaret Oliver 
Adrienne Williams, Ji;.nny Gowans. ' 

3rd Row: Ann Little , Claudette Kosky , Adrienne McKen zie, Angela Rush, D awne-Marie 
O 'Farrell, Nola Wedge, Susan Kearney, Diana Bowne, Ann Houston. 

4th Row:Coralie-Ann N eed , Moya McCorma ck, Sonia Hayes, J ean Wurts , Diane Grevis-James 
Janine Jones, Toni Jo~~· ' 

5th Row: Cecilie Parkes, Susanne Clifford, Lynette Lefebure, Patricia Boyle, Patricia 
McCormack, Annette Salmon, Maureen Kelly. 

6th Row : Marguerite Gough, Ann Wiikinson , N a n cy Ryan, Margaret Mar y Collins, Patr icia 
Eves, Francesca Cash, ] ulianna Adams. 

GRADES I. and II. 
Front Row : Marcus Burke, Tony Wilson, Robert Scarff, Michael J effrey, P eter John Griffon, 

Michael Coleman, Jean Dupuche, Arthur Adams, John Hancox, Julian Zahara. 
Second Row : Cecilia Russo , Diana Bus_ch, M argaret Warry, Mary McNamara, Ann Sa unders, 

M ary Doyle, G eoffrey Ogge, Wayne Carroll, Michael Brookes, Rosemary Calder, Suza nne 
Brew, M a ry-Anne Uden, G eraldine Lazarus, El{zabeth O 'N ei ll , Janice Gilbertson . 

Third Row: Marie-Catherine Peronne, Kathleen Somerville-Smith, Patricia Baxter, Danielle 
D eloff re, ~fargaret Reid , Maureen Easton, Lolita Frederico, P erpetua Clancy, Y ala Ca lli! , 
] oclyn Petty. 

Fourth Row: Therese Lechte, H elen Roche, Margot Holt, Elizabeth Wimpole, Diana Lord, 
Josephine Cashmore, Sandra Sue Robinson, Susa n H ardy. 

Back Row : Ann Dunn , Lubeth Clowes, Carol Jones, Mary Secombe, Gabrielle Adams, 
J ennifer Goodsell , Marl yr>; Ang us. 

KINDERGARTEN , 1947. 
Denise Ann Barrett, Susan Ann Barrett, Tony Biddlecomb, Louise Brooks, John Carroll, 

Mary Anita Egerton, John Fitzgera ld , Virginia Glover , Terry Griffon , Simone Joquinot, 
Peter Johnston, T eresa Jons, Susan Knowles, John Lechte, Wendy Maher , Joe Malone, 
P eter Meehan , John Mizen, Susa n M ornement, Marika Muhlen, John McArdle, John . 
McGowan, Deidre O 'Brien, Dono ugh O 'Brien, John O 'Keefe , John Ogge, P a tricia O gge, 
Marie Odele Peronne, Lort:aine Philips, Suzanne Poore, Robin Robinson, Adrienne Ryan, 
Carmel Roche, David Scott, Keith Swa nston, John Wood, Rita Wurtz, Michael Z a hara . 

CHILDREN OF PAST PUPILS. 
Front Row: Peter Johnston (Mary P eppard) , Susa n Knowles (Marjory Burne) , Mary Anita 

Edgerton (Sylvia Burke) , Su_san Mornement (Roma Coleman), Arthur Adams (Julie 
Murphy) . 

Second Row: Perpetua Clancy (Elizabeth Durack) , Elizabeth O 'N eill (Marie Armstrong) , 
Cecilie Parkes (May Broderick), Julianna Ada ms (Julie Murphy), Margaret Smith 
(Margaret Bayn_fls), Katherine Calder (Amy Lucini) , Susan Kearney (Roma Hoban) , 
Josephine Cashmore (Margaret Sprigg) , Elizabeth Wimpole (Genevieve McGrath) , 
Margaret Kuhlmann (Thelma Kenny) , Gabrielle Adams (] ulie Murphy) , Rosemary 

• Calder (Amy Lucini). 
Third Row: Elspeth, McCormack (Elsie Lee-Wright) , Noel Kelly (Mary Ellis), Angela Rush 

(Alice Browne) , Dianee Bowen (Elizabeth Houriga n) , Mary Secombe (Dorothea Hayes) , 
Annette Salmon (Nancy Tunbridge) , Lynette Lefebvre (Mary O ' Reilly) , Carole Bowen 
(Elizabeth Hourigan), Melissa ]offer (Rita Roberts), Gillian Goulding (Lorna Dureau) . 

Fourth Row: Mary Rose Macrossan (Eileen Beirne), Ann Skehan (Rita O 'Neill), Paula Diviny 
· (Ann Moroney) , Fiona Byrne (Monica Burke), Paula Dinley (Lily Williams), Virgi~ia 

Twomey (Lalla Napthine) , Ann Forrest (Nancy Mornane), Angela .Bowler (Camille 
Tiebyeus), Patricia Cahill (Thelma Palmer), Mary, Worch (Li.llah Tiebyeus), EHen 
Sullivan (Kathleen Walsh), Moya Doyle (Gertrude 0 Donnell) , Diana Rawson (Mar Jory 
Newton). 

Back Row: Janet Wimpole (Genevieve McGrath), Helen Webb (Hilda Schlink), Judith Rus_h 
(Alice Browne), Marie Brady (Alice Collins) , Patricia Bennett (Eileen Tra~ers), Honoria 
Sweetman (Ivy Atkins) , Juanita J affer (Rita Roberts), Rosemary Whitehead (Edna 
Dureau) . 

Absent: Cynthia Dethridge (Nancy Mitty), Mary Byrne (Monica Burke), Tony Wilson .. 
(Moira Curtin) . 



(orelo Convent, Brisbant 

Queensland's Capital 
" Blithe Brisbane . set on 71 er se ve11 hill:o I ikc 

Rorne, 
Cfecir sunshine, stee p1:ng l'OOf, and to11:e r and 

doine. 
P10ud circling riv a, ga l'dens gla11 cing doU'n 
Fl'om heights whel'e Qneen Poinset tia flaunts 

hel' Cl'OWn. '' 

These few lines awaken in our minds a 
curiosity to know more about Brisbane, the 
Capital of the State of Sunshine. In this essay 
I intend to give you a brief description of the 
city. 

Brisbane, the Gateway to the North , is a 
city full of surprises. The broad and deep 
river of the same name, wends its way in and 
about the great city. Stately palms, heavily 
foliaged Mango trees, and even tousled clumps 
of bamboo are seen along the river banks , and 
every terraced garden is ablaze with flowers, 
which one would think had stolen their colours 
from tropical sunsets - splashes of red poin
settias, crimson canopies of poincianas, trel
lises of scarlet and mauve bouganvilleas, and 
flaming bushes of hibiscus. 

The Botanic Gardens, situated on the river 
bank, opposite Kangaroo Point, are the delight 
of hundreds of admiring visitors. A miniature 
Zoo, and beautiful flowering trees and plants 
add to the beauty. Anzac Square, with its 
emerald green lawns, is a picturesque spot in 
the heart of the city. 

Brisbane has indeed some beautiful l.Juild-

ings. The City Hall , the centre of municipal 
administration, is the most outstanding, and 
occupies more than two acres in the heart of 
the city. This enormous building contains the· 
second largest concert hall in Australia. Other 
buildings of importance are Parliament House, 
University of Queensland, the Museum, Na
tional Art Gallery, and three Cathedrals, St. 
Stephens, St. John 's and St. Andrews, also the 
Mater Hospital and the General Hospital. Two 
other buildings worthy of mention in that they 
are historic, are the Observatory on Wickham 
Terrace, and the grourid floor of Government 
House. Both these buildings were built by con
victs in the time of Captain Logan . 

Brisbane is a sport-loving city. During 
week-ends and holidays it seems as though the 
whole population turns out-of-doors , and every 
sporting field becomes a hive of robust ac
tivity . There are a number of golf courses 
close to the city, and the racecourse , at Ascot. 
is one of the prettiest in Australia. Cricket, foot
ball. swimming , tennis , and riding are popular 
recreations. 

The big event of each year is the Royal' 
National Exhibition , which is held in the Ex
hibition Grounds. Country people from fa r 
and near, with their fine exhibits of stock and 
produce, flock to the metropolis for this event. 

Picturesque Brisbane undoubtedly is, to· 
quote Kipling: "The first flush of the Tropics 
is in her blood. " 

- ANNE KIRBY . 

"Nature and the Poet" 
The briefest glimpse into the poety of Eng-

· lish-speaking countries would ensure us that 
Nature has ever been the greatest inspiration 
to writers of verse. Shakespeare, the great 
master qf poetry, gives innumerable instances 
of his love of nature and the beauty of the 
English countryside in his plays. His descrip
tions of Titania's bower overhung with the 
wild musk-rose and jasmine and " luscious 
woodbine ," is positive proof of this ; and, again 
in "Hamlet, " he says : " Look now the morn in 
russet mantle clad walks o 'er the dew on yon 
high eastern hill. " In "Macbeth," at the death 
of Duncan, he shows the close relationship 
between nature and man, when Nature seems 
to mourn his loss by upsetting her customary 
course and allowing the night to run into the 

day. Only a poet could express properly these 
feelings , but only a true love of Nature could 
enable him to do so. 

Wordsworth , Shelley, Keats and Tennyson 
are four poets who may be chiefly remem
bered for their exquisite nature poetry, but 
even at the present day we have poets who· 
promise to leave behind them , as a heritage 
for future generations, lyrics as beautiful as 
those of Keats or Shelley, and quite as ardent 
and sincere. The poems of John Shaw Niel
son. Gerard Manley Hopkins, A . E . House
man and Robert Bridges, are among the fin
est that have been produced in the twentieth 
century, but in all of these there is a strong· 
evidence of a love of Nature. 
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Wordsworth has been fittingly called the 
high priest of Nature. His aim was to bring to 
men , in simple language, something of the joy 
·of life derived from communication with 
nature; and his aim was most certainly 
.achieved. Shelley was, perhaps, the poet who 
.most brought the beauty of nature to the eyes 
of men, and contributed most to nature poety 
by doing so . His stanzas on " Dejection ," 
.show a knowledge, and therefore, a love of 
Nature. As he sits on the beach he says:-

" I see the deep's untrarnpled floor 
With sand a,nd purple seaweed strewn.'' 

Love of Nature seems to be inherited by 
:most of us , and if we have not the power of 

writing down our thoughts, we are at least 
poets at heart and able to appreciate the works 
of others. As one poet says, in speaking of 
the fallen soldiers and their love of Nature:-

" HT e who are left, how shall we look again 
H apvily on the sun or feel the rain 
vVithont rerneinbering how they who went 
Cngrndgingly and spent their lives for us, 
Loved, ipo, th e sitn and rain? 
A bird among the rain-wet lilac sings, 
r et we, how wn we tnrn again to little things, 
Th e singing of the birds and winds cind streams 
Jlad e holy by thefr dreams, 
Nor f eel the heart brealf, 1:n .th e heart of things." 

- ADRIENNE GAMIN. 

Youth Concerts in Brisbane 

By their co-operation in the formation of 
the permanent Queensland Symphony Orches- / 
tra, the Queensland State Government and the 
Brisbane City Council, with the Australian 
Broadcasting Commission, have given to this 
State opportunities for a richer cultural life. 

One of the most important steps taken to
wards this P.Olicy of developing an extended 
knowledge and appreciation of good music is 
the A .B.C. 's plan to inaugurate a series of 
Youth Concerts, with the object of bridging the 
·gap between the free Orchestral Concerts for 
Schools and the Celebrity Orchestral Concerts . 
. So that these particular performances may fulfil 
their purpose of cultivating the taste of the 
youth under twenty-five, the A .B.C. has, 
throughout most States, invited representatives 
from all youth organisations and schools to 
form committees, whose responsibility is the 

·organisation of the concerts. 
The first Brisbane Youth Concert took place 

·on 30th May. The programme kept as far as 
possible to the line of thought of the Com
mittee. It was varied as regards the composer 
and the type of music played. After an infor-
mal Introduction to the Orchestra, John Farns
·worth Hall, like the Pied Piper of Hamlin , 
led his audience into a vast new world that 
most hearers had never seen nor heard of. 

The sense of expectancy could be fert in the 
air when Elgar 's Overture, "Cockaigne" was 
played by the orchestra. This was a delightful 
·overture that was modern and picturesque. Its 
.music depicted the varied experiences crowded 
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into a few hours of London life. Valda Ave
ling with the Orchestra, played a Hungarian 
Fantasy (Liszt) . This was brilliantly played 
in a crisp, clear and sparkling manner. The 
applause was deafening, and the young audi
ence settled down to enjoy the rest of the 
pro gramme. Up till then there had been many 
listeners who were awestruck by their first 
orchestra concert. Many had expected "high
brow" symphonies that would have gone be
yond and above them. Instead, they found a 
lively orchestra playing neither "highbrow" nor 
"lowbrow" music. The first half ended with a 
very modern Suite by Walton. 

The second half of the Concert opened with 
a "Sinfonia" (J . C. Bach) that was gloriously 
harmonized, and one felt uplifted by the fine 
sense of melody that was possessed by Johann 
Sebastian's son. Then a symphonic poem, 
"Vlaata ," by Smetana, held the audience by 
its sheer beauty and majesty. As a contrast, 
Wagner's Overture, "Tannhauser," followed, 
and made a mighty and solemn ending to the 
First Youth Concert. 

As the crowds were passing out of the City 
Hall , there was a low buzz of voices. The 
youth of Brisbane had been captivated by the 
orchestra, and most went away with the feel
ing that their evening with the Queensland 
Symphony Orchestra had been well spent. In 
fact , by the reception that the concert received, 
it appears that the Youth Concerts are here to 
stay . 
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Sporting Activities at Loreto, Brisbane 
Great excitement was caused recently by an 

addition to the sports board in the form of a 
tennis ladder. Tennis is very popular here , 
and before very long applications had been 
made to the Sports Mistress for challenges. 
Some of these challenges were played off on 
the following Saturday. They were most in
teresting matches, two of them being bet\\'.een 
girls from the same tennis team. 

This year there are two tennis teams from 
Loreto in the Inter-Schools Competitions, a 
" C " team and a " D " team. These are both 
very keen and before the end of the year there 
will be a match between them. The whole 
school is enthusiastic about tennis , and all are 

given ample opportunity for practice. 
Another sporting activity at Loreto is the· 

basketball. Recently a second basketball court 
was marked out, and on Friday afternoons we· 
a lternate physical culture and basketball , and, 
when the tennis season is over, we are hoping: 
to try our skill against Stuartholme. 

Towards the end of the year the embank
ments , which overlook the playing fields , wilf 
be a mass of colour as the spectators watch 
th e competitions on our sports day. Last year 
the " Blues" carried off the honours of the day, 
but this year the " Greys" are eager to turn the: 
tables. 

- PAULA O 'SUC . ..IVAN. 

Toowoomba 
Toowoomba! The City of Gardens! The 

Queen City of the Darling Downs! Toowoom
ba is the largest city on the Downs , and is 
situated 84 miles west of Brisbane. One ar
rives at the foot of the Toowoomba range after 
an exceedingly beautiful journey from Bris
bane. The trip up the Range is delightful, as 
one can look back across the mountains to see 
the patchwork cultivation of the Lockyer dis
trict emerging into the blueness of the moun
tains and sky. 

Upon reaching the top of the Range one 
immediately feels the clearness and lightness 
of the atmosphere. The next thing that strikes 
cne is the colourful gardens. Very seldom does 
one see a home without a garden. The Too
woomba people are much more fortunate than 
their Brisbane neighbours , as they have more 
land for gardens. The Toowoomba violets and 
tulips are well-known throughout the States . 

Another striking feature of Toowoomba is 
the beautiful views of the hills of the country. 
The views from Picnic Point and from Mount 
Kinock are past all description. 

The parks and. the. Botanical Gardens of 
Toowoomba are delightful places in which to 
wander, admiring the variety of beautiful trees 
and shrubs basking in the warm sunshine. 

To me, Toowoomba seems to be a town un
spoiled by man , simple and full of Nature 's 
gifts , but also very modern and progressive. 
There is a fleet of buses running to all the 
beauty spots and picnic places, and one is able 
to go for drives in the . country in these com
fortable conveyances at almost any time of day. 

For the golfing people, Toowoomba offers 
an attractive golf course overlooking the Range 
and the Table Top Mountain. This mountain 
is just to the east of the Range, and many peo-

pie have found the hike to it a delightful ex
perience, although the mountain is a steep· 
cl imb . 

The name 'Toowoomba," is an aboriginal 
name for "Two Swa mps." The swamps are 
now dried up and are fringed by graceful 
weeping willows. which prove a delightful con
trast to the red soil for which Toowoomba is. 
famed. 

M any Brisbane people spend the summer 
months in Toowoomba in order to escape the 
heat of the capital. The summer in Toowoom
ba is pleasant, but, unfortunately, winter brings. 
with it the westerly winds, which make con
ditions unpleasant for a time, even though there 
are. in compensation, the cosy log fires , which 
ar·e so lovely to look at and so hard to leave. 

A s I write this short description of my home 
town, I recall the words of David McKee: 
Wrig.~t in his poem, " A Song of Little Gar
dens. 
Th ere's a hmn of qitiet mitsic in the deepen inrr 

of the twilight , 
Like f ar'bells in distant valleys heard through 

lull of murmitring trees, 
0 1· the elfin chant that haimts us when the thin 

inoon casts shy light 
Down a happy wind-tpssed mountain with a 

cornfield at its knees. 
'Tis the song of little gardens, 'tis the song of' 

qii£et labour, 
0 f the purple g l"apes in clusters and the rose 

upon the wall, · 
Of the blue smoke clfrnbing skyward and the 

k inclly-nodd'ing neighboitr, 
Aud the m01's t, warm earth upbreathing its

broll' 11 benison for all." 

- MARY PIGOTT. 
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The I nspi·ration of Music 
"Jlusic; how faint, how low ! 

Language fades before thy spell ! 
lFh y sho?tlcl feeling ever speak, 
When thou canst breath her soul so well. " 

The great lover of music who made the songs 
-of Ireland immortal. Thomas Moore. portrays 
in the above beautiful verses the unexcelled 
loveliness of good music , and the wonderful 
powers of inspiration which it has possessed 
down through the ages. It brings peace and 
tranquillity to minds lost in a sea of troubles , 
like a burst of sunshine after a heavy thunder
storm, and it is capable of stirring up emotion 
more quickly and effectively than poetry or 
.any other form of literature. 

Ardent lovers of music have invented for us 
.a great variety of musical instruments, the 
·qualities of which have been gradually bet
tered, until , at the present time, it would be 
quite a task to list all the ingenious means we 
have of producing melody. The true worth of 
our musical instruments is best illustrated in a 
large symphony orchestra , when all blend 
under the influence of the conductor's active 
baton, as colours are mingled in a portrait 
under the artist's skilful brush, interpreting for 
us the feelings and emotions of some great 
composer. The sharp, sweet notes of the vio
lins, now rising as if in passionate anger, now 
.sinking as in despair; the accompanying moods 
of the pianos; the soft, soothing chords of the 
harp - these are but a few of the most ex
pressive of musical instruments. The deep 
peals of the organ inspire us with a love of 
holiness, and when we hear the slow, stately 

:melodies which it sings, we believe that surely 
the notes of the organ must accompany the 
angelic choirs. 

Music fits in with any mood, happy or de.
.spondent. Of course, everyone has a different 
taste for melody, and especially in the poets, 
we see that this taste often corresponds with 
·One 's love of nature. For example, it is easy 
to associate the ethereal poetry of Shelley with 
the music of Chopin and Mozart, but Byron's 
powerful verse immediately suggests Beet
hoven 's heavy but beautiful sonatas. Some 
people enjoy the light, swinging music which, 

·before so much of it degenerated into an insult 
to the term "music," as it has today, was cap

.able of banishing worry and care. Others pre
fer the lighter classics, or old-world ballroom 
tunes, or even the deep, heavy classics, though 

·the lovers of the last are not very numerous 
.at the present time. In my opinion, the lighter 
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classics. such as the rippling Valses and Polon
aises of Chopin, and Mozart's light , gay Son
atas , are the most enjoyable of all. 

In all walks of life music has awakened mar
ve lous genius. The names of such great com
posers as Beethoven and Bach, and many oth
ers too numerous to mention, together with more 
recent composers, will live forever , and the 
famous pianists and other musicians, and such 
renowed singers as John McCormack and 
Madame Melba , have written their names in 
the minds of all music-lovers too deeply to be 
ever erased. Owing to the inventions of the 
wireless and the gramophone, music has be
come a part of the lives of the people of every 
land, and is always there to comfort and con
sole, or to assist in merry-making . When a 
sad occasion demands solemnity, or when a 
joyful moment calls for celebration, music is 
always depended upon to supply the necessary 
obligation. During the war it was music which 
helped a great deal to keep up the morale of 
our troops and to encourage them to fight to 
the end. · 

E very nation has its own form of music , but 
the melodies of Scotland and Ireland are per
haps the most popular of all national songs. 
The stirring airs of Scotland, accompanied by 
the discordant but enjoyable screech of the 
bagpipes, are excellently in keeping with the 
rugged mountains and lonely moors of Cale
donia . The tunes of Ireland are famous every
where, the main reason for their outstanding 
charm and beauty being that the bards of the 
Emerald Isle were so full of love for their 
" Dark Rosaleen" that they allowed their emo
tions to overflow, thus producing masterpieces 
that will never die , and the names of such 
Irishmen as Thomas Moore and Ernest Ball 
will live as long as the inimitable melodies in 
which they expressed their deep love for their 
country. 

We, in Australia , have our national songs, 
too , though they are not perhaps as well known 
in other countries as those of Scotland and 
Ireland. Still, wherever there is an Australian, 
the strains of "Waltzing Matilda" will be 
known, and while our soldiers marched on to 
victory, it was the cheery notes of this favour
ite, together with those of "Advance Australia 
Fair" and "Australia Will Be There," which 
inspired that remarkable bravery and staunch 
patriotism which are the recognised character
istics of the Australian soldier . 
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Music thus plays an important part in every
-day life , and in spite of the introduction of much 
inferior music, to which the name of melody can 
never be correctly applied, the loveliness of 
the old sorigs and real musical composi
tions is immortal , so that we are always able 
to find true music to direct our thoughts to 

higher things, and to make our lives happier . 
The beautiful words of Canon Sheehan aptly 
express the outstanding value of all true music:
music:-

·' Jfu;;ic i;; the lo;;f chord strayed hi th er from 
heaven. " 

- MARY McCORMACK. 

Life on a Cattle Station in Queensland 
Life on a cattle station is very pleasant, but 

in months of drought , when the grazier , his 
family , and everyone concerned, are all wor
ried , it is very dreary. 

The largest cattle stations in Queensland 
are in the North , mainly in the Gulf Country. 
They are often hundreds of square miles in 
area, and very often they are unfenced. 

The homestead is usually built above flood 
.mark and near water. There are many other 
small buildings around the main one, such as 
the men 's quarters , the blacksmith 's shop, the 
garage, the stables, and many others. Many 
~tockyards are to be seen , and also · a larger 
piece of land fenced off, in which the horses 
are yard~d overnight when there is work to 
be done next day. This piece of land is called 
the " Night Paddock." 

The grazier, or manager , has a great many 
duties . He must see that the quality of his 
·cattle are kept to a high standard, he must 
engage stockmen and others to do the odd 
" jobs" around the homestead and station ; he 
has to sell fat cattle and store beasts , and, if 
he has not a secretary, he has the accounts to 
keep , and this latter duty takes a great deal 
·of his time. 

The stockmen on the station are very good 
horsemen, and take a great deal of pride in 
their horses and riding equipment. A number 

of stock horses are reared on tnany of the 
stations, and a great deal of excitement is 
caused when they are being broken in . It is 
won<lerfnl to ·watch the intelligence and skill 
displayed by these <;1nimals when they are at 
their work, drafting or mustering , the way 
they respond tu every sign of their riders , 
cutting in and out of the stock, rounding up 
beasts and "wheeling on a three-penny piece, " 
as the saying goes. 

The busiest part of the year is the seas.on 
when all the cattle are mustered. · When- every 
beast has been yarded, the young are cut out, 
branded and ear-marked (if ear-marking is 
part of the brand). Stray cattle from pther 
stations are drafted out. When a buyer comes, 
the cattle he chooses are also drafted out. 

Then the cattle have to be kept free from 
pests. They have to be dipped to be freed 
from ticks , and when the buffalo flies were tor
menting the cattle, they had to be sprayed, but 
that source of torment is not so dangerous now, 
as the flies were sprayed in time. 

The cattlemen of Queensland have stuck 
bravely to their tasks of raising quick-maturing 
cattle of very good quality, and they aim at 
securing a leading position in the world 's. mar
kets. 

--KATHLEEN KENNEDY. 

JUNIOR SCHOOL 

Boys .- Anthon y Barker, Peter Boyle, Bill Turnock, Michael O'Mahoney, Michael Anderson, Gregory 
Anderson , Kevin Ryan, Anthony E-isler, Gordon Grigg. 

First Row.- Roselyn Kelly, Eleanor Nowill , Clarathrisa Bowes, Ann Fogarty, Helen Turnock, Paddy 
Fitzgerald, Margaret Elsen-Green, Suzanne Chappa!, Elaine Neylan , Margaret Neylan, 
Pauline McCormack. 

Second Row.-Carmel Ryan, Sara Grahame, Caralyn Kerlin , Susan Maxted, Michelle Murphy, Mary 
Ellen McCormack, Mary Luddy, Erica Anderson, Barbara Stein. 

'Third Row.- Terry Fogarty, Annette Allen, Elin El son-Green, Barbara Benson, Barbara Woods, 
Clare Deignan, Jan Geissler, Patricia Fogarty, Desley Kelly, Patricia Emerson, Elizabeth 
O'Mahoney. 

Fourth Row.- Claire McCormack, Joan Ann Neylan, Patricia Green, Margaret Stansfield, Pamela Sey
mour, Clare Wilson, Shirley Rees, Trudi de Lorme, Helen Hughes, Rosemary Grahame, 
Judith Emerson, Margaret O'Sullivan, Adrianna van Houten, Ann Maxted. 

Absent.- Victoria Culvahouse, Janice Norman , Laurie, McCoy, Denise Quinn , Jocelyn May, Shirley 
. Mdllveen , David May, James Cockerill, Bruce Williams , David Watson , Geoffrey Webster. 

Inset.-Mary Luddy, First Pupil of a Loreto, Brisbane past pupil. 

Page Eighty-Five 

"· i 



(orelo Cont?enl, 11edlads 

Legionary Activities 
This year our school· Legionaries have in

creased greatly in number, and so our Presid
ent , Sister Hartergan , has been teaching us 
Braille. 

On the second Sunday of each month the 
Blind have a social at Plia dies Club . There 
is a spiritual talk by a priest. Entertainment 
is in the form of piano and elocution numbers . 
followed bv afternoon tea . 

None lea.ve without being handed a parcel of 
food , and the person that has a birthday near-

est the social , receives a cake. These socials 
last for a few hours . 

At the first social only a few Legionaries 
were present , but as more Blind come now, 
so also do the Legionaries attend in better 
numbers . 

We hope to have a play in the near future . 
We have found t'ha t many of the Blind are 
ta lented singers. so soon they will provide 
enterta inment for themselves and the Legion-
a ries . 

- SHIRLEY BEESLEY. 

Lorna Sydney's Rec i ta I 
Soine weeks ago Lorna Sydney held her solo 

recital at the Capitol Theatre under the direc
tion of the Australia n Broadcasting Commis
sion. It a ttracted a large audience, which filled 
every part of the auditorium. 

T aking advantage of concession tickets given 
to all students and schools , a number of Loreto 
girls (including myself) attended the recital. 

Lorna Sydney is an old Osborne girl and 
has just returned from Europe- she is now an 
established opera singer of Vienna . 

When we arrived the recital had already 
commenced and Lorna Sydney was singing an 
Italian song . Her accompanist was the well
known pianist Marshall Sumner. She was be
comingly dressed in a black velvet gown, with 
long sleeves and a high neckline. Her skirt 
was trimmed with four rows of camelias , and 
the same flowers were also in her hair. 

She sang four songs in foreign languages . 
for which she received prolonged applause , and , 

The Fairies 

in a ppreciation, she gave several encores. 
After Miss Sydney's first appearance, MarshaH 
Sumner pleased the audience by rendering two 
pianoforte solos, which I thoroughly enjoyed . 

At the interval the programme was dis
cussed, and I think everyone thought Lorna 
Sydney had so far given a splendid perform
ance. 

Before the end of the night she had won 
thunderous applause. Several people went up 
to the stage and presented her with bouquets 
of flowers . She then made a little speech, tell
ing us that it was the happiest night of her 
life and thanking the public for their warm 
welcome. 

" Danny Boy," which Miss Sydney had had 
many requests for , was among the final songs. 

When the recital came to a close I was. 
sure that everyone 's opinion of it was that 
it ha d been an outstanding success. 

- GERALDINE CARRINGTON. 

Down in the dell w here the fwiries play, 
I 've often watched them day by day, 
r oine drifting down like f eathers hght, 
Aud stay th ere till they thin k it's niaht. 

B11t when a hiiman ventures necir, 
Th ey fly away like frighten ed d eer, 
'l'h r y climb the boughs of every tree, 
A 11d care[illlJJ ln'de the mag1·c key. 

- NOREEN SULLIVAN . 
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Pen Friends 
There is no better nor more interesting way 

<>f learning about affairs , conditions and people 
·Of other countries than by using the overseas 
mail-service as "a friendly hand-stretching 
across the ocean for another hand to clasp." 
Communicating with those who are desirous 
of exchanging with us information of their way 
of life, typical characters of their country, 
familiar scenes and popular pastimes; for facts 
about our own .land , can be not only educa
tional , but absorbingly interesting, as we sub
·consciously regard our friend as a representa
tive of his country. 

As our relations with our pen friends grow 
more friendly, we also become more kindly dis
posed towards his country. Our mind natur
ally becomes broader, as we regard not only 
our own, but his point of view on some com
mon subject. When we increase the number 
of our pen friends , and if they are truly repre
.sentative, we are then able to understand bet
ter how each set of people is likely to react 
to any proposal we may make. Thus each of 
us is acting as an ambassador for his own 
·country. : · 

But apart from this view of pen friends, the 
correspondents can become staunch friends , al
though it is highly probable that they will never 
meet, and each will save little items of local 

interest which he knows will interest the other. 
In our Leaving Class, this year, several of . 

us adopted the idea of finding pen friends in 
France, to whom we wrote in English, re
questing replies to be made in French. 

The cultural value of this is obvious, but I 
find a great interest in this pen friend of mine, 
herself and her varied activities, living, as she 
does , in the centre of an old-world country 
so different from mine. I think the interest is 
reciprocal. She wants to know all about how 
we of .the "new" . lands live. I know now of 
the fascination that music , the opera and the 
theatre hold for her people, and I find it makes 
me appreciate them more. 

I have also a Dutch pen friend , w ho has 
told me of the sufferings of her kinsmen, which 
she has seen first-hand ; and of the ceremonies 
and ceiebrations which took place to help them 
realise that peace was come at last. I also 
learnt of the functions which celebrated the 
birth of a baby princess in Holland, earlier in 
the . year, and how they love her, even though 
they did long for a prince. 

Writing to and receiving letters from over
seas comrades is a very likeable pastime. Don't 
you think this is an excelknt way to form the 
basis of friendly international relationships? 

- VERONICA JOYCE. 

Mad Hatter's Ball 
But what is this! Could I have been spirited 

into the hall of horrors , a tropical garden , or 
merely a modern hat salon? 

On entering the school hall this morning I 
was confronted by a startling poster which 
danced before my eyes announcing its truly 
thrilling message:-

"Come and join the fun ; wear a hat and w in 
a prize!" 

At once my mind was all awhirl. Thoughts 
·Of lessons vanished, weird concoctions of ani
mal , vegetable and even mineral origin in gro
tesque hat forms were conjured up before my 
vivid imagination. 

I remembered now, it was only yesterday 
Mother had proposed celebrating the opening 
·Of our new school hall by a giant " Mad Hat
ter 's Ball" in aid of the Foreign Missions. 

On turning the corner I was roused to an 
·even higher pitch of excitement by the sight 
of another arresting poster displaying every 
type of modern hat. It was quite evident here 

that Pats I. and II. from the Leaving Class, 
together with their brilliant young contempor
ary, Paddy M. , representing the Juniors, had 
been exercising their artistic talents to help on 
the movement. 

I ascended the stairs (usually a place of sac
red silence) amidst a babbling of excited 
voices, only to hear one of those inhuman joy
killers (who pose under the name of prefects!) 
announce, " Silence. please, while on the stairs!" 

I entered the classroom (late as usual) to 
be confronted with such an off-the-point ques
tion as , "What were the results of the War 
of the League of Augsburg?" Oh! 

The two weeks which intervened between 
the announcement of this great event and its 
arrival, were filled with secret preperations. 
Every entrant was determined to.win first prize , 
and on approaching a group of girls in the 
playing fields , in the hope of gaining a light 
as to what was going to appear on the great 
night, one would be disappointed to find that 
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the conversation would be tactfully changed 
to such an absorbing subject as the conclusion 
to "that last geometry problem! " 

Pieces of cardboard, bright wigs , odd lengths 
of brightly coloured tartans, silver and gold 
paper, feathers of all sizes and colours, un
trimmed hat frames , junk jewellery, white lace 
shelving papers, flowers and such like, found 
their way into desks, which usually contained 
only books . of strictly educational value. 

My innocent questions as to the possible use 
of · any of the above articles usually produced 
a very hostile look, which plainly said: " Keep 

· your distance." 
_At last the great night came, and with it , Oh! 

thrill of thrills, the sight of our new hall , open for 
the first time to the public, filled with a medley 
of hats-big hats, little hats, tall hats , short 
hats , hats which spoke highly for the ingenuity 
of their creators . some grotesque, others a mar
vel of daintiness and charm. Most of them were 
designed strictly for laughs- and got them. 
Gracie Field 's aspidistra bloomed from a tin 
whistle, the King of Siam crowned with a 
feather duster, clearly someone had been read
ing of Anna, who went to Siam as a governess . 
and stayed to change the history of a kingdom. 

So it went, with the hats conceived and worn 

with such imagination, skill and humour, that 
it was difficult to award prizes. Finally, the 
much-coveted first prize went to "Traffic Sig
nals, " a masterpiece, who red and green lights 
flashed their warning signals as the mad-hat
ters processed round the hall. (We felt this. 
competitor should patent her idea before the 
traffic police realised its possibilities). 

Other prize-winning hats included a very 
dainty and beautiful spider web, a weather 
cock, a basket of flowers and a birthday cake. 

For some, the piece de resistance of the even
ing came with the floor show, "The Crazy 
School. " featured by the "Leavings" and 
"Subs." This was a hilarious success. 

The supper, always a very important feature 
in any schoolgirl treat, was a very grand and. 
sa tisfying conclusion to the night. 

Our Mad H a tters ' dance had been a wonder
ful event, and we all agreed, a very happy 
christening for our new school hall. 

May all its functions be as bright and light
hearted, and the children who gather in it as. 
happy and loyal a band of students as those 
w hose laughter first echoed through its walls 
in the year nineteen hundred and forty-seven .. 

- PADDY CURRAN (Juniors ). 

Our Dog 
Our dog is so naughty; he treads on Mum

mie's garden, and he dribbles about; he is a 
big dog, and we like him a lot when he is 
good, and he gives yo11 piggy backs. But the 
thing we don 't like about him is , he treads on 
Mummie's garden. 

Every day he chases cars, and he barks 
loudly. As for jumping off balconies, and not 
getting hurt , I will tell you about it. One night 

he followed a man to the hotel , and when alf 
the people were asleep he made a noise. A 
man jumped up out of bed with a torch, he· 
shone it on our dog, and our dog jumped over 
the balcony, and he jumped thirty feet by 
mistake, and landed like a pumpkin, shook 
himself . and went home. Now we call him. 
the " Flying Dog." 

- PET A CONNOR. 

The Snow Cake 
Away in England there was a very silly 

little Robin Red Breast. One winter he was 
flying about looking for some worms and grubs. 

He asked little Daffodil how to make a cake. 
She said, " First get a few currants, then some 
butter." " But I can 't," interrupted poor Robin. 
"Well, " said the Daffodil , "Another good way, 
get a handful of snow and put some pepper 
with it , and cook it in the oven, then you will 
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have your cake." 
So Robin thanked the Daffodil in all the 

words he could think of. and flew off to try 
it. 

When he put it in the oven he went to sleep. 
When he woke up he looked in the oven and 
found nothing at all. · 

- BARBARA ALLEN. 
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In Fairyland 
Once there was a little girl and her name 

was Betty. She lived with her mother and 
father and brother in a little house near a big 
wood. 

One day Betty went for a walk in the woods 
to pick wild flowers. As she was going along 
she heard a noise. Then she saw some fairies 
dancing round some mushrooms . They saw 
Betty and said , "Would you like to come to 

Fairyland? " Betty said she would love to . 
So the fairies took her to Fairyland. She 

saw everything there , and the tiny little houses 
with the tiny little paths that came out of the 
little houses. 

That night Betty told her brother, and he 
la ughed at her, and said it was only a dream_ 

- MARY O'HARA. 

The Milk Man 
Once upon a time there lived a poor milk

man. He had only one cow left . Every day 
he went round to sell milk. He was very 
proud, too. 

One day when he came home the cow was 
not there. He asked the neighbourhood. They 
did not know where it was. so at last he stole 
one from Farmer Dan 's farm . 

This made Farmer Dan very cross . He 
went and stole one from Mrs. Kitt 's place. Mrs. 
Kitt stole the cow the milkman stole from 

Farmer Dan, but she saw that it was not the 
milkman 's cow at all , so she gave it back to· 
Farmer Dan, and they all got back their cows. 

But, the milkman still hadn' t found his cow, 
but at last he found it in the· place where he 
went first every day to sell the milk. He said 
he was sorry to Farmer Dan because he stole 
his cow, and he asked the farmer to tea that 
night , also Mrs. Kitt. He said he would never 
steal the cow again . So they were great friends. 
ever after . 

-PATSY MILLER. 

Loreto Convent, Ned lands 
Winter, Summer 

Th e leaves al'e fall i11 g on th e gro 1111 d. 
Th e clpuds are pourin g ra.in . 

Th en the clouds all roll away. 
T hP da ys are wa rm and fi11 e, 

The days are cold. th e ail' is damp. 
lrinter is here again . 

Tl is the tim e I like best, 
Th e lo1·ely Snm me·I' tim e. 

- MARIAN DUDLEY. 

To B eruadetl e did Onl' Lady appear 
A11d she a 111 essar;e f l'om H eaven did heal' . 
!11 Portnwcl at F atima 
Jllai ·y ctppeared to Li1cia. 

To Christoph er H e was a Ch1:lcl 
A 11 d 11·as carl'iecl across th e ri:ver w1:ld. 
Tu 1lial'ya ret Mur,11 His H eart H e showed 
With rays of love, lt glowed and glowed. 

To I ead r;ood l?'ves 11'e all should try-
Th e 11 1a'll meet these Saints- when we rlie. 

-ELIZABETH BURT. 
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Wondering 
I wonder why the sky is blue, 
And why the cl,ouds are white; 
I wonde?· and I wonder 
W1'th all my main ctnd might. 

I wonder why th e grass is green, 
And why the sea is blue, 
And why the trees have leaves , 
To shake off all the dew. 

Wh y are the wattle blossom s gold, 
Own flowers cream and red ? 
lf'h y are the f lowers never green, 
Hnt their leaves are-inst ead ? 

l wonder many, many things, 
rll ll'ays clay and night ; 
l 1t·onder and I wonder 
ffilh all my main and might. 

- PATRICIA DUNPHY. 

King's Park 
King 's Park is a lovely cool spot on hot 

·days. It overlooks the Swan River and you 
·have a lovely view of the city, which is quite 
near. It is an ideal spot for a picnic, as there 
. are many flowers , swings, rocking horses and 
s pare ground. It takes you a long time to find 

a place to park your car- if you came by one! 
If you roam round you become quite tired. 
There are tennis courts and an Anzac Mem
orial in these grounds so close to the city . 

- MARY DWYER. 

My Little Brother 
· I love my little brother very much . I play 

with him more than with anyone else although 
he is only two years of age. Every afternoon , 
as I come home from school, he runs out to 
meet me. Our favourite game is mothers and 
fathers. I am the mother and Colin is my 

little boy. We were playing our usual game 
before I left for school this morning. But now 
he has a new suit and thinks himself very big. 
When Mummy says he is her baby, he says, 
" I am a big man. " 

- LORETT A O'NEIL. 

Tommy's Bike 
In June Tom had his birthday and was given 

. a new two-wheeler bike by his father . He was a 
very happy little boy. His big brother John 
taught him to ride . One day their mother 
went to visit Auntie Joan , who had just 
returned from hospital. Tommy was warned 
not to go out , but he said to himself, " I will 
if I like." So off he peddled and down the hill 

he went. When he got to the main cross-road . 
he could not put on the brake. He knocked 
into an oncoming car. His bike was completely 
smashed. He got concussion and broke his 
legs. The pain was dreadful, but Tommy had 
learnt his lesson . 

- GENEVIEVE McKERNAN. 

The Naughty Mouse 
There was once little mouse called Monty. 

He had two sisters and four brothers. He was 
the youngest in the family. One day Monty 
got up very early. No one else was awake, so 
he thought he would play a prank on his sister , 
who was last to wash the night before. She 
was so tired she had forgotten to take her 
good clothes out of the bath-room. Monty tip
toed in and cut her socks in half. That was 
really naughty, but he did not care. He then 
went into the coal shed and dirtied his feet. 
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What do you think he did? He went into 
his mother 's wash-house and trod all over the 
washing. His mother scolded him when she 
saw what he had done, but he went on with 
his pranks. He would show them he was not 
afraid. One morning he boasted to his broth
ers that he was brave enough to go into the 
human's kitchen, which he did. Just then a 
cat walked in, too, and Monty ran back, saying 
he would never boast nor be naughty again. 

- MARGARET WALL WORK. 



The Love I iest Picture 
The loveliest picture I have ever seen is the 

one hanging in our schoolroom. It is of Jesus 
giving the Blessed Eucharist to one of His 
Apostles. The painting brings out the beauti
ful features of the Saviour, and the intense joy 
of the Apostles in receiving His Master into 
his soul. 

The picture hangs above the door , and when 
the wind blows the picture taps on the wall. 
This reminds me of Jes us calling us to receive: 
him in Holy Communion. 

- NORMA FORREST. 

My Little Sister 
I hai·e a lit tle sister, 
S he's only three y ears old . 
I do most dearly love her, 
S he's worth her weight in gold. 
And I begin to find, 
To 'Ylla l .. e my sister happy 
I n111 sl be very k1'nd. 

- BETTY CONNOR. 

The Little Fairy 
One night, when I was in bed, I heard a 

knock at my window. So I hurried to see what 
it was. It was a little fairy who had hurt her 
wing. Her dress was a poppy, her hat was a leaf 
and her shoes were two rose petals each tied 

with ribbon. She asked me if she could shelter 
till the night was over. In the morning I took 
her back to Fairyland. 

- PAULINE HAY. 

My Friend the Magpie 
My friend t he rnagpie sleeps 1:n a tree . 
H e often c,omes to play with me, 
W e talk about t he meadows green . 
And other things t hat we have seen. 

I could not be a mcigvie 
Ancl sleep 11p in a tree, 
I 'd rather sta y at l1 ome each night 
A nd sit on Miirnrny's kn ee. 

- MARY T ALBOYS. 

The Valley 
I n the valley it's dolcl and siceet , 
B irds in the tree tops sing " T weet , fll• ef' t. " 
A little g°irl in ci cottage nearb y, 
l s sewing ancl singing a sweet Zullo by . 

l11. th e mo1·m'ng the sun v eevs oiit, 
Cln'ldren in the valley give a loucl shoid , 
1Y ca r t he li ttle strearn that 1·s trickling by, 
...4. fisher man- old-gives ci big sigh ; 
ffi thout resnlt he fished that clay, 
Il is u•ife will be angry and give him no vay. 

-VALERIE SHIELDS. 

An elder hr-other , playing the role of Santa 
Claus to the "Kinders ," was well informed by 
the teacher as to the misdeeds of her small 
charges. That night one small boy confided to 
his Daddy: " Santa Claus is just like God, He 
knows everything." 
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1947 - An Eventful Year 1n Sport 
The N ew Year opened to us W est Australians 

with the pleasant anticipation of witnessing some 
high-class sport. First there came the American 
Davis Cup players, and our expectations were sur
passed at the "King's Park T ennis Courts. 

Our lovely Swan River played its part in the 
About the same time the Athletic Championships 

were held in Perth, and here many records were 
broken and new ones made. 
Skiff Championships, which were also contested 
here. At this race the river boat " Zephyr," crowded 
with eager onlookers, followed the racing yachts. 

Then came the inter-Dominion Trotting Cham
pionships, bringing trotting enthusiasts from all 
States and -N ew Z ealand, to witness their annual 
championships. They took place at Glqucester 
Park, which is a brilliant spectade at night, with 
its thousand lights. This proved a magnet that 
none could resist. 

At Easter the great sporting event was the State 
Lawn T ennis Championships, which were played 
-off at King's Park. M any eastern States were in
terested. 

The King's Cup Boat R ace was contested in 
W .A. this year, too, after a!1' absence of twelve 
years. Our Swan River is admirably suited to boat 
racing, and in spite of the uncertain weather, thous
.ands of spectators lined the banks of the river to 

"'For it's raining! raining! raining! 
H ow the iron roof-tops ring." 

O ver Perth there hangs an air of suppressed 
excitement- will .the race be rowed?-Will the 
rain stop? These questions are on the lips of all 
we meet. W e wait near the radio to hear the latest 
report .... A fas t motor-launch is being sent over 
the course. . . . "Attention, please, listeners! W e 
have just received an official report that the King's 
·Cup boat race, which was to be rowed at eleven 
·O'clock this morning, has been postponed until this 
afternoon. I will repeat that message: "The King's 
·Cup boat race . . . !" 

What a blow!! Still , it ~ill be more exc1tmg 
having to wait until this afternoon. Two o'clock 
the race is timed to begin! But it is still raining, 
and the wind appears to be getting stronger! Again 
we turn to the radio . Each time the music stops, 
-our hearts stop, too! I wish they would hurry. Ah! 
At last. The motor launch is again testing the 
-course. Then: "Attention, please, everybody. The 
King's Cup boat race has been postpori"ed until 
to-morrow morning at eleven o'clock! H ow very 
-disappointing! Dad will go to the football now, 
and I guess I shall go, too! 
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watch this ever-popular event. With the King's 
Cup the Sculling Championships were also raced. 

After these events came the South African 
Springboks, who, with their tremendous heights, 
hawed us how soccer should be played ; and I must 

not omit to chronicle the Su.rf Life-Saving Cham
pionships, which were held a little earlier, about 
Christmas time, in the surfing season. These were 
held at N orth Cottesloe and at Scarborough, two 
of our loveliest beaches. 

Quite early in the N ew Year, W est Australian 
sportsmen shared the wave of enthusiasm passing 
over the continent on the arrival here of the Eng
lish T est T eam cricketers, the first time since before 
W orld War II. Some of our T est cricketers met 
them here, and a very enjoyable week for the pub
lic was spent watching the Englishmen play against 
our local talent in friendly fashion. 

Summer is the season for all those events, but 
now that winter is here a more vigorous kind of 
sport, such as football and basketball, is popular. 

There is no talk yet of championships being 
played off in Perth, but of course that will come 
later in the year. W e, the children of to-day, hope 
in the near future to be more than just interested 
spectators in such events, for our school sport stan
da rd is a high one. 

- DOROTHY JOHNSON . 

Sunday ! Everyone again on the tiptoe of expec
tation. There has been no gossiping after church 
this Sunday. All are anxious to get home and hear 
the latest report. "Attention, listeners! The boat 
race has been postponed until ten forty-five o'clock 
to-morrow morning." T o-morrow! Labour Day! 
Then our wonderful picnic must be cancelled. Alas! 

M onday at last! The air of excitement has 
changed to one of resignation. It is still raining, 
so we are prepared for the worst. Sure enough, at 
about ten o'clock the message comes that the race 
cannot be rowed this morning, but will be definitely 
rowed this afternoon, at three fifteen o'clock. Out 
come the raincoats and umbrellas for the fourth 
time. This time they will be necessary. 

At two- thirty o'clock the sun now begins to peep 
through the clouds, as if to see just how we are 
t!lking it. Forty thousand bedraggled-looking citi
zens wait by the river side. But the sun is in a 
Puckish ·mood. H e disappears, and down comes 
another cloud-burst on our luckless heads. Will 
the race never start? W e are soaked! Listen! Surely. 
not? Yes, it is! That fateful voice on the radio has 
followed us even to the race!! 



LORETO CONVENT, NEDLANDS 

FORMS I AND II. 

~ 
l 

Back row: N. Humphries, H. Cranfield, M. Keogh, B. Dudley, T. Dobson. 

:r 

Middle row: P. Dunphy, R. Keogh , M. Byrne, M. McMullen, M. Beardman, R. Hughes, E. Burt, N. 
Forrest. 

Front row: T. Burke, G. McNab, W. Yelverton, A. Burchett, N. Rowden, M. McDougal, T. Bishop, 
T. Hanrahan, M. Dudley. 

CLASSES III AND IV. 
Back row: G. McKernan, D. Shields, L. O'Neill, V. Shields, G. Antoine, J . Lightly, L. Shaw, S. Lynch, 

B. - - , H. Dudley. 
Middle row: F . Ferguson, B. Fountain, J. Rowden, J. Ferguson, V. Guthrie, R. McDonald, M. Leaney, 

J . Champ, J. J effries, E. Kelly, B. Sexton, S. McKeown. 
Front row: R. Hanrahan, C. Deykin , D. Chatel, P. Hay, S. Malloch , N. Nichols, E. Foley, M. Dwyer,. 

C. Howson, B. Connor, M. Wallwork, M. Talboys. 
(Absent): K. O'Sullivan. 



LORETO CONVENT, NEDLANDS CLASSES I. AND II. 
Back row: J. Healy, D. Colbert, K. Sly, M. Wallwork, R. Whitely, L. Antoine, D. Horgan , D. Palandri, 

A . Arbuckle, M. King, P. Miller . 
Middle row: A. Dudley, S. Hughes, C. Connell, F. Burke, B. Allen, A. Ferguson, D. Deary, L. Keast, 

M. I. Dudley, B. Cranfield, A. Griffiths, M. McDonnell. 
Front row: S. Baird, W. Keast, G. Dunphy, J. Stewart, P. Connor, N. Keogh, E. Johnson, J. Brown, 

R. Miller, K. Dwyer, B. Blattman, M. O'Hara. (Absent): R. O'Neill , D. Durack. 

KIN DERGARTEN AND PREPARATORY. 
I. McKimmie, G. Doyle, B. Edson, T. Jeffries, J. Hawkesford, J. Quinn, J. McDonnell, J. Howson, B. 

Keogh, R. Ferguson, V. Colbert, J. Vincent, J. le Cornu, F. Carroll, A. Cooper, R. Fogarty, D. 
Branch, A. Shea, S. Ridge, D. Healy, J. Miller, D. Johnston, A. Arbuckle, J. Dvoretsky, F. Paton, 
P. Ewers, G. Leancy, D. Kent, J. Horgan, G. Champ, P. McCreter, D. Burke, S. Ryan, M. Joyce, 
L. Downes, K. Horgan, J. Mummy, P. Dudley, G. Johnston, D. Barker. 

{Absent): M. Durack, J. Jeans, R. Smithson, J. Edwards, I. Biddies, M. O'Donnell, G. Ward, C. 
Dobson, K. Brayshaw, R. Powell, A. Colbert. 

.. 



LORETO---------------

But weather conditions have somersaulted , and 
now the sun has returned and the wind has abated 
a little, as if it, too, knows there is something im
portant about to happen. People from all the States 
of Australia are gathered here to cheer on their 
home crew, and with a prayer in their hearts for 
the honour of their State and they ... stop! Listen! 
There goes the gun! At once there is a general 
murmur: "They're of! They're off! " 

Five specks appear around the corner of the 
Narrows. All I can see is five great splashes, with 
.a black dot on top of each speeding towards me 
... This is very excitin g, especially when I can't 
see a thing because the man in front of me keeps 
poking his umbrella into my eye. Poor man! H e 
is terribly worked up . Why, I can't imagine. All 
my enthusiasm is washed out of me. 

N ow what has happened! Surely not a false 
start' N o, worse than that- the T asmanian boat 
has split in two ' I would hate to be one of the 
crew of that boat, fl oundering around in the freez
ing cold water trying to hold up the broken parts. 

But the race! By this time I can distinguish the 
different States' teams by their coloured singlets. 
W estern Australia is in second place. Come on, 
W .A .! N ew South. Wales is passing us. Come on, 
W.A.- don't let them pass you! Victoria is com
ing up, too- oh, dear, they have passed us! Come 

on, W.A.- don 't let them beat you! All my re
turned enthusiasm is strained towards bringing my 
home team to the front. But, they have let V ictoria 
pass them ! 

They are near the finishing line now, and it is a 
neck-to-neck race between Victorian and N ew 
South Wales. I don't know who won ; I can't see
that man has poked his umbrella into my eye again! 

Oh, that fatefu l voice on the air- this time with 
an advertisement - "Are you a member of the 
Shower Club ? If not, tune into Station 123AA to
morrow and every Tuesday morning at ten o'clock . 
Remember! the Shower Club's sessions are never 
dry!" 

Then : " I have here, ladies and gentlemen, the 
final placings of the 1947 King's Cup boat race, 
held on the Swan River, Perth, W estern Australia, 
to-Clay: First place, Victoria (pause for clapping) ; 
second place, N ew South Wales (more clapping) ; 
and third place, W estern Australia (hurrah! ) ; 
fourth , South Australia. Congratulations to you 
all- you rowed a wonderful race !" 

After having been through my four nerve
shattering days of wet, discouragement and dis
appointment, my fa ther's only comment to me was: 
·'It was a very sporting gesture of the Yachting Club 
to present the T asmanians with a brand new b?at." 

- PATRICIA DUDLEY. 

The Audition 
During the May holidays I went fo r my first and 

"last singing ·audition, for I am sure I will never go 
th rough such an ordeal again. 

A s I was· hurrying along St. George's T errace, 
I glanced up at the clock. It was three minutes to 
fou r, and I had to be singing in the judging room 
.at fou r. 

When I did eventuall y arrive, I timidly knocked 
on the door and a big voice boomed out, "Come 
in. " W ell , I went in, but at that moment I would 
have gladly given anything to be on the other side 
o f the door. 

What confronted me in that huge room, I t ook 
in with one glance. Four men were seated before 
a raised platform, in which I was to stand in front 
of a microphone. It was a large room, with a high 
ceiling; all the walls were covered with curtains, 
and right across the room there was a row of seats, 

which I hoped would not be occupied by anyone. 
While I was inspecting all this, the pianist played 

over a few bars of the song which I was .to sing. I 
took up my position and uttered a few squeaky 
notes. I gradually pulled myself together, but I 
was so nervous I could hardly sing the top notes. 
While I was singing, the four men were in deep 
conversation, and when I had finished the song, 
one of the four went into another room, which I 
was later to learn was the Broadcasting R oom. I 
was again asked to sing, which I did, and I was 
better than I was the first time. 

The man came back, and on a piece of pap.er 
which he had in his hand was a notice to say that 
I had passed and would I please come again and 
make a record. But when that time comes I think 
I will send in an apology and not go. 

- HELEN MAHON. 
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LORETO 

An Examination 
"Just in time," cautioned the supervisor, as, with 

a final flourish , I scrawled my name triumphantly 
' cross the folded paper and h anded it in . A s I 
walked through the door of the examination room, 

. I heaved a sigh of relief and mentally erased another 
subject- German- from the list of examinations. 

I glanced at my watch and noticed that the hands 
had stopped at 2 p .m. Strangely enough, that was 
half an hour before the examination had begun . 
At that time I had just left home and had managed 
t o persuade myself that the examination was uw 
important and hardly worth worrying about. Before 
long, however, an old feeling of nervousness re· 
turned, and, as I moved into my seat , I waited with 
dread for the paper. 

T o my delight, the translation was easy enough , 
and I soon lost all uncomfor table feelings. All went 
comparatively well until I reached the fifth ques· 
tion, which read: "Write fifty words on 'Die 
Biene.' " I thought fo r a moment and then fel t 
rather puzzled . " Die Biene"-"the legs," I thought 
- "What a funny subject' " N ot being an optional 
q uestion I was obliged to attempt it, and soon, t o 
my own surprise, I produced a fairly unbelievable 
account of the activities of legs in general. 

An hour later I finished the paper and began to 
look through it, to try and eliminate any evident 
mistakes. At length I came to Question N o. 5' , and. 
to my dismay I realized that " Die Biene" did not 
mean " the legs." Then, what did it mean? H ow· 
ever, several minutes of wishful thinking suggested 
no solution to the p roblem, so, after having bitten 
the end of my pen, counted the squares on the 
ceiling, deducted the number of open windows in 
the room from the number closed, and calculated 
how far the supervisor had walked in the last 
twenty minutes, I came to the conclusion that I 
defi nitely did not know the meaning of the objec• 
tionable word . The only course left was t o pro~ 
duce another essay complaining how hard it was 
to write on " Die Biene," making sure, of course, 
that I gave no description of this weird unknown. 

The clock struck four and the examination was. 
at its conclusion . Once outside, I learned from my 
companion that the word meant " the bee," and, 
much to her amazement, I burst into a fit of laugh· 
ter, fo r now that the examination was over, I found 
that even this incident had its amusing side. 

- VALERIE JOHNSTON. 

Adam Lindsay Gordon 
H ere iuere th e sails fu rled 

iinder tli e blu e, 
1fli ere older tlwn Old Time 

glitte red the 1ieu·. 

W e have the immortal poems of H omer, V irgil, 
Dante, Shakespeare, Goethe. Their poetry fo rms 
the core of modern literature. These men lived in 
Greece, Italy, England, Germany, where they have 
created centres of culture, each in his own environ· 
ment. 

Adam Lindsay Gordon came to us steeped in this 
classic literature. W e see him lying in a hu t 
"out-hack," revelling in the " Illiad" printed in the 
original Greek, his friend, the Rev. Father T enni· 
son-W oods, sharing his library with him, as he 
did also h is love for horsemanship - revealed in 
their joint adventure over "Gordon's Leap ." 

Gordon became an Australian poet, his "R oll 
of the Kettledrum," " H ow W e Beat the Favourite," 
"The Sick Stockrider," at once capturing the in· 
terest of the reading public. 

His poems echo the environment of the A us· 
tralian bush ; they are typically Australian. In his 
loneliness he grew to love the "Great Southern 
Land": 
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" L et me slumber in th e hallo /l' s where tli e wattle 
blossoms wave; 

1V1:t h never stone or mil to fenc e my bed. 
S hoillcl the stiircly stat ion ch ildren znlll th e bush 

flow ers on my grate. 
I may chance to li ear th em romping orer

hNtcl. '' 

Gordon was a man of very fine feelings, and· 
extremely shy. For years he wrote anonymously 
and sent his poems to magazines scribbled on scraps 
of paper . It was not until he discovered that nearly 
everyone knew a couplet or two of his " H ow W e· 
Beat the Favourite" that he cast off his anonymity. 

Self-confidence was lacking in Gordon, although 
he received unreserved praise. T o this, and to 
an inherited melancholy, we may attribute some 
of the sadness underlying his lines : 

" Life is mostly f roth ancl bubble. 
Two things stand like stonc

]( indness in another 's troilble. 
Courage 1·n yoiir own ." 

The man Gordon is an attractive figure. The 
adventures in his college days in England ; his fare· 
well to his home and family; fa ther and sister ; his 



.courageous, if picturesque, attempts at pioneering 
jn Australia ; his varied careers, including that of 
horse-breaking and of politician ; his madcap ex
ploits as a "Gentleman Jockey" ; his sincere friend
ships made with men of all creeds and stations in 
life, all make good reading. 
· ' For good 11ndo11 e, ancl gift misspent cmd 

re:solidio11s rnin, 
'Tis somewhat late lo trouble. Thi:s I know

] should live the same Zif e Ol'e r. if I had to live 
again, 

And the chances al'e I go 1l'71 ere most men go." 
Always a man of integrity, his sense of honour 

the keenest, he broke down before the calamity 

that faced him when, in far -off Scotland, a change 
in the law of inheritance cut him off from a for
tune, on which security he had borrowed money. 

A grave with a broken cross, kept green, pays 
tribute to the memory of Australia's most popular 
poet, and every October, the month of the blossom
ing wattle, sees pilgrims at the graveside doing 
homage to his genius: 
··In th e Spl'ing tl'hen the 1t'attle gold trembles 

'Twixt shadows and sll i11e; 
1\'hen each dew-laden air dl'aught resembles 

A. long draught of win e." 

- ELAINE COSTELLO. 

Two Authentic Stories 
A CLOSE SHA VE. 

Ben Smith was bending down to have a drink 
when he saw a snake waving its head in front of 
him. Ben took his gun and shot the reptile ; he then 
.dragged it out of the lagoon, swung it over his 
shoulder and set off for his home, which was about 
two miles awa'y. 

On reaching his home ne swung the carcass over 
.a tree, intending to skin it later on . H e was inside 
having his lunch when he heard a lot of birds 
squaking and flapping their wings. He hurried 
outside, thinking they were eating the snake. 

T o his horror, he saw the snake, which he had 
·Carried over his shoulder, still hanging on to the 
tree and hissing and swaying backwards and for
wards, trying to bite his little tormentors. The 
birds kept darting and pecking the snake. 

Ben then shot it dead, and discovered that his 
first bullet had only stunned the reptile. 

HARD LUCK, MATE! 
Brian Danvers was elated when the blacks 

brought him some glittering brilliants, because 
Dutch planes had dropped loads of diamonds when 
being attacked by the Japs and the gems had been 
lost. H e gave the blacks some suits and bags of 
fl our to dig for more such gems. They were em
ployed by him for about a for tnight, and he had a 
fl our-bag of such gems . 

Then se sent one of the stones to his brother to 
have it valued and received a note from him, saying: 

" Hard luck, mate, it's glassa!" 
But Brian did not believe this, and sent one to 

his friend, but received a similar message. H e then 
took a hammer and started breaking them up, and 
to his dismay found that this was true. 

The blacks are still laughing about their wonder
ful joke, and about the bags of flour they received 
for glass . 

- GAEL DOUGLAS. 

Spirit of Alcheringa 
Blue haze from the creek bed IMS lifted. 
By the breath of the cooling breeze . 
Rousing from noonday torpor. 
Drowsily nw1·m11ring bees. 
R eflected were paper-barks 1·agged, 
And 1"ippl1"ng th eir mirror, th ey stirl'erl 
As a hol'ering dragonfly darted 
Away. at th e chirp of a bfrd. 
Then th e calm silence 11•as broken 
A s u ghoulish. shri:ZZ screech overhea d 
H e1 alded cockatoos wheeling 
I n a eland, 1wu· black. now red. 
Beetles wllirl'ed low to th e rir PI', 

Tli efr shards making silcery f lash, 
Attracting a shi111m eri·11 g shy tl'ottt, 
·which, startled, !l'as gon e ll'ifh a ·plash. 
Everywhere see111ed to be mo vement, 
E .tcept by a sheltered strand, 
·wh ere a 111otionless ebony shadow 
Stood poised , with his spear £11 his hond. 
Th e spear flashed sndden ly downwards 
And up. On its barb a gleam 
Uf s1h·er 1vas u'l'ilhing. He film ed 
And silently sped from th e stream. 

- PAT GAVAN-DUFFY. 
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A Canadian Centenary 
"Qui semmmant in lacrymis in exultatione 

metent."-P.s. 125. 
"A cademy under the direction of the Ladies of 

Loretto." So ran the headline in the T oronto 
"Mirror" of September, 1847, announcing the 
opening of classes by a little band of Irish nuns 
who had just arrived in T oronto. They had come 
from Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham, at the earnest 
solicitation of the first Bishop of T oronto, the 
Right Rev. Michael Power. His Lordship had 
visited Dublin early in 1847, and Rev. M other 
M . T eresa Ball was generous in her response to 
his request. Canada made the eighteenth Foun
dation from Rathfarnham, the Institute in Ireland 
being not yet thirty yearn old . In this year then, 
1947, the members of the Institute of the Blessed 
Virgin in Canada, are celebrating the Centenary 
of their Foundation. 

What a long way from the house in Duke St. 
where the nuns first resided, to the stately Abbey 
in Armour H eights, which will be the centre of 
this year's celebrations ' Much joy now accom
panies the reaping, so we shall expect to find that 
tears were the accompaniment of the sowing. And 
so it was . 

As we read the interesting chronicles written 
in honour of the Centenary, and entitled "Mary 
Ward and H er Institute in America," we find that 
hardship, sickness, and death followed in the paths 
of these brave pioneer nuns . The arrival at the 
wh arf in T oronto was the occasion of the first 
of a series of early sorrows. There wa·s no one 
there to greet or guide them. In some way the 
message of the ship's arrival had not reached the 
Bishop. No wonder, we exclaim, as we read, for 
as the nuns very soon discovered, there was a 
serious outbreak of fever in the city, and His 
Lordship was tending the stricken <;mes. One of 
his two priests was scarcely convalescent from an 
attack of it, and the other, the Vicar General, was 
struggling against consumption. A s soon as the 
Bishop heard that the nuns had arrived, he 
showed himself a kind host and father. A few 
days later, however, h e fell a victim to the dis
ease, and died a martyr to his charity. 

It couldn't have been easy then to open classes 
and continue them at the Loretto Academy. The 
nuns did this however, and in addition, some time 
in 1848, took over an outside school for the Catho
lic children. The chronicle narrates: "When the 
cold weather arrived, the two Sisters set out each 
morning with a bundle of kindling · wood, hidden 
under their shawls, with which to start the school 
fire on their arrival. When the snow came they 
were often the first in the morning to track their 
way through it." 
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In the "Mirror" we find an account of "the 
first annual examination of the Pupils of the 
H ouse of Loretto" held on 26th July, 1849. There 
were morning and evening programmes, a French 
drama and an English one. The writer of the 
article in the "Mirror" hopes that on the next 
occasion " the gentlemen of the press" will be 
included in the friends of education invited. 
Graceful and dignified deportment, careful and 
cultured enunciation and the performance of musi
cal numbers, piano, violin and harp, were supple
mented by the display of needlework, drawing, 
painting and wax flower<; in the class-rooms. How 
did the nuns ever accomplish this! At the time,. 
their first Superior was slowly failing. She sur
vived the hardships barely two years, and she was. 
followed by another of these valiant pioneers. 
Rev. M other M . T eresa Ball generously continued 
to send recruits from Ireland, and it is con.soling 
to read in the Annals of these early years, of the 
entrance of postulants. By the midsummer of 
1851 four had already joined the community. 

M other M . T eresa Dease, one of the original 
band of five, was chosen as successor to Mother 
M. Ignatia, the first Superior. Mother M. T eresa 
wais born at Naas, near Dublin, in 1821, so she 
was but a young nun when she came to T oronto · 
in 1847. From then till her death in 1889, she 
devoted herself generously to the promotion of 
God's interests in this land of her adoption. She 
inspired new courage into the little band of four, 
and together they persevered despite overwhelm
ing difficulties. God blessed the courage and 
devo tion of M other M. T eresa and her small Com
munity. At the time of her death, nine H ouses 

·had been established, and the work of the Insti
tute was flourishing. She had been Superior for 
thirty-eight years, and the whole life of the Insti
tute emanated from h er. The Reverend Dean 
H aris has thus described Mother M . T eresa: 

"M other M . T eresa was a model of gentleness, 
of love and kindness; she was a safe guide to high 
ideals, and from her childhood wa.s dowered with 
a benignity, tenderness and holiness which poured 
light into life, and made joy more joyous. Her 
mental and spiritual endowments were of the 
finest and most delicate texture, and the rich attri· · 
butes of her mind seemed, to those who knew 
her well, only inferior to the warmth and genero
sity of her large and tender heart. . . . T o h er, 
union with God, was as normal as social inter
course among othen;; the overmastering unity of · 
her life was established by the indwelling of the 
Spirit of God-the Holy Ghost-in her soul. In 
the morning of her life she gave herself to God, 
she gave to Him her best in thought, in aspiration, 
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in effort, in hope; and the oblation brought to 
her, as to other holy souls, abundant spiritual life, 
supernatural life, supernatural wisdom and abid-
ing trust in God." ' 

As the years flowed on, the work of the Insti
tute in Canada both developed and extended. 
H ouses were founded in America, and provision 
was made for every branch of education. At the 
present time, the Institute conducts Loreto Col
lege, T oronto, in connection with St. Michael's 
College in the University of T oronto, nine Lor
eto high schools in Canada, and three in the 
United States, and provides qne hundred and 
forty-four teachers for twenty-nine separate and 

parochial school.s with an aggregate of over eleven: 
thousand pupils. The need for catechetical 
centres where there are no Catholic schools, has 
led to the adoption of four such centres. As 
many as one hundred nuns devote some weeks 
of the summer vacation to Catechism teaching in 
country and city. 

How true it is that "Divine love is like fire, 
which will not let itself be shut up: for it is im
possible to love God and not to labour to extend 
His honour." With these words of our Venerable 
Foundress, Mary Ward, we conclude this little 
sketch, offering sincere congratulations and hearty 
wishes on the occasion of .this great centenary. 

Exhibitions-To-day and Yesterday 
In the month of July this year, in Melbourne, 

was celebrated Youth Week. A display of work 
done in the Schooi>S of Victoria was shown at 
the Exhibition Building. It drew many visitors, 
who were loud in their praise of the work of the 
children. Catholic schools, beginning with kin
dergartens, had their own section. The pupils of 
SS. Peter and Paul's Girls' School, South M el
bourne, were responsible for a project portraying 
the ideal Catholic home. This attracted great 
attention, and was very highly appreciated. The 
exhibits from Loreto Free Kindergarten were very 
impressive, too. 

The Catholic schools of Ballarat are planning an 
exhibition of their work in the near future. 

There is then special interest in the following 
extracts from a letter written by M other M . Gon
zaga Barry ·to Loreto children in the Eucalyptus 
Blossoms of 1890. It will be remarked how from 
thoughts of the handiwork of the children, 
M other M. Gonzaga pa:sses to their important 
work in their homes. 

"Now in M ary's M ount all young heads and 
hands are busy about the juvenile exhibition just 
opened in Ballarat. . . . W e do not forget the 
motto of the monks of old , 'Laborare est Orare '
to work is to pray- true, when we work as the 
monkis worked, with a noble, pure intention of 
pleasing God · and utilizing the talents H e h as 
given us to enable us to do our share of work in 
this world faithfully and well, before we go to 
enjoy our rest with Him in H eaven. So the 
needle and the pen, the pencil and the brush, the 
sewing machine and the printing press, even the 
oven and the saucepan are all set going by the 
nimble little fingers that have also learned to 
mould the clay and carve the wood into graceful 
forms, not in · the hope of a prize, but for the 
joy of working at a thing of beauty from the 
many models God has lovingly lent us in this 
beautiful world of His. . . . Remember it is not 
the outward show, but the inner pure intention 
that merits the eternal reward, the heavenly prize, 

before which all that is earthly pales and fades 
into insignificance. Yet in Holy Scripture the 
V aliant Woman is praised for having put her 
hands to great things as well as having taken hold 
of the spindle, worked in tapestry and fine linen , 
looked after the food and clothing of all in her 
h ouse, and neglected not the poor or needy. In 
truth, this V aliant Woman is a type of what I 
desire and pray all the children of Loreto, who live 
to be women, may be. I wish you would often 
make a meditation on the Epistle read in the Mass 
of Holy W omen ; you will find it in your Missal. 

Such are the women who are wanted in the 
world at present. and are valued as in days of 
old .... 

"T o make a happy h ome is one of the noblest 
works any woman can undertake, and it is within 
the reach of many, as it does not mean a wealthy 
home, but one where love and order reign-
where God, the Giver of every good gift, is. 
served faithfully and .cheerfully, and in return He 
gives Hi.s peace and that joy no one can take 
from His friends. To make such a home, a certain 
knowledge is necessary, to be gained from educa
tion, or experience often of a very painful kind, 
and sometimes whilst gaining this experience a 
few failures cause the effort to be given up in 
disgust, and then things are allowed to arrange 
or disarrange themselves a:s they please; a bad 
plan, and one sure to bring much discomfort and 
unhappiness into a home. W e should pray more 
for guidance and counsel from Above, and then 
humbly and bravely strive to do our duty and 
fulfil the Will of God on earth as it is in Heaven,. 
where the sweetest order prevails even among the 
Angels. Strive earnestly to be the angels of your 
homes, dearest children. Remember the Angels 
pronounced peace on earth to those who had good 
will, and of this I am sure, that whatever you lack, 
you have good will . Be good to all and every
one as far as you can, but above all, and before 
all, be good to those in your home. Try and 
make it like the home of Our Infant God .and. 
Saviour, full of sweet peace and holy joy." 
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1.B.V.M. Abroad 
Budapest.-R eaders of "Loreto" will sympathise 

with the nuns of the Institute- the English Ladies, 
.as they are called- in their sufferings during the 
war years. For several years their Convent was 
occupied alternately by German and Russian 
troops. Part of the Convent was turned into a 
hospi tal for Hungarian soldiers. The Chapel, in 
which is treasured the hand of St. Stephen, the 
first King of Hungary, suffered damage. One of 
the nuns, an Irish woman, M other M . Patricia 
McElhenney, was the only nun with a British 
passport who remained in Budapest during the 

·entire war. She endured much at the hands of 
the invaders. When the Americans were neutral, 
they saved her from being sent to internment in 

·Germany. Later the Swiss protected her. She 
was accused of being a spy, and was subjected 
to lengthy interrogations. She was asked to sign 

. a blank piece of paper, which she refused to do, 
·despite threats and storming. 

During the siege of Budapest, the nuns and 
some thirty·fiv~ children, whose parents preferred 
to leave them with the nuns, lived in the C onvent 
cellar, where the only light was that of a few 
candles. The nuns had the consolation of having 
the Blessed Sacrament with them. Then the Rus· 
.sians came. One 5'.0mpany reached the C onvent 
in the afternoon, battered down the door, <>et a 
cart and horse in the space, and asked for dinner 
to be cooked for them at once. This was done, but 
·even then the nuns were not free from intrusion. 
Some of the soldiers walked round the Convent 
at night, and one man went to the Chapel, and 
made as if to strike down the Blessed Sacrament. 
. H e hesitated, however, and contented himself 
with striking down vases at each side of the altar. 
·On the day of the tercentary of the death of 
M ary Ward, the nuns were given three hours' 
notice by the Russians to leave the Convent, as 
it was required for barracks. The children went 
to friends, some of the nuns to relatives, but 
M other M . Patricia and eight others had nowhere 
to go. A neighbouring Seminary offered them 
sanctuary, so taking only what they could carry or 
push in hand-cart, they went there. The Rus· 
sians did not leave them in peace even there. 
They begain firing at the upstairs windows, so 
the nuns were obliged to resort once again to a 
cellar. N ext day, the Jesuits offered the nuns a 

small apartment attached to a church, and there 
they remained for a few weeks until they obtained 
permission to return to their Convent. The Con· 
vent and school had been badly damaged by the 
bombing, but through the Goodness of God, not 

. one of the nuns suffered any injury. Two have 
since died. R .I.P. W e wonder how the others 
are now faring, and we should remember them 
m our prayers. 

S. America.- The first houses of the Institute 
in South America were established in 1934. To· 
day there are five houses in Chile, and one in the 
Argen tine. Attached to each H ouse is a College, 
save in Concepcion, where the nuns are connected 
with a hospital, and care for poor children. In 
Chile, as well as in Australia, there are examina· 
tions to be faced, and philosophy is part of the 
comprehensive programme of studies . 

Chile is sometimes called the "country of per· 
petual sunshine." Australians, familiar with 
drought conditions, may be interested to know 
that in one town there was no rain at all during 
1944· 194 5. In 1946 there were at least three 
rain y days, that is some rain. fell slowly for about 
a quarter of an hour! 

R ome.- At St. M ary's Convent, Via Abruzzi, 
besides the day school of about three hundred 
pupils, there is a language department for grown 
up students. About five hundred students come 
two or three hours a week, chiefly to study Eng· 
lish , but also for French. Visitors from Australia 
receive a warm welcome there. R ecently Father 
Rogers and Father Murphy called. Each claims 
an early association with Loreto in Australia . 

The Cause of our V enerable Foundress is mak· 
ing progress, despite difficulties of various kinds, 
and delay caused by the ill-health of two of the 
chief promoters. Notice of favours received 
through the intercession of M ary Ward would be 
welcomed. 

On the 20th July, of this year, 1947, Blessed 
Grignon de M ontfort was canonised at Rome. 
R eaders of this M agazine will then be specially 
interested in the following article from the pen of 
M other M . Philip of the Bar Convent, York, and 
inspired by the sculptured group above the High 
Altar in the Church belonging to the spiritual sons 
of this great Saint. 

GROUP OF STUDENTS, ST. MARY'S HALL, 1947. 
Front row: Brenda Moore, Patricia Molony, Meala Mahon, Marie Coghlan, Elaine Worch. 
:2nd row: Josephine McGovern, Margaret McShane, Lorna Medwell, Maureen Christie, Helen Gib'son, June Aitkin, 

Sally Seward, Judith Lockwood, Mary Sullivan, Carina Flaherty . 
. 3rd row: Elaine O'Mill, Elizab.eth Griffith, Anne Gilfedder, Dorothy Cotter, Valerie Keast, Macu O'Collins, Mar

garet McAleer, Moya Kelly, Reeta Morris . 
. Back row: Elizabeth Molphy, Anna McMahon, Judith Montague, Patricia Leahy, Claire Pasco, Auriel Garratt, V 
.alerie Collins, Genevieve McCarthy. Absent: Marie Mahon, Joan Herd, Lucy Chere, Gernadette Smith. 
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THE TENNIS FOUR: ST. MARY'S HALL, 1947. 

(Standing): Judith Montague, Sally Seward, Anne Gilfedder. 
(Sitting): Brenda Moore. 

THE COMMITTEE: ST. MARY'S HALL, 1947. 

Sally Seward (West Australia), Helen Gibson (Victoria) June 
Aitkin (Queensland), Maureen Christie (West Australia). 



In Memoriam 

Prayers of the readers of "Loreto" are 
asked for the repose of the soul of Mrs. 
O 'Collins, mother of the Right R everend 
Dr. O'Collins, Bishop of Ballarat, who died 
in M elbourne on 7th August , 1947. 

Our sympathy is offered to His Lord
ship, and to the other members of her 
family. Besides the Bishop, Mrs. O 'Collins 
had two other sons priests, and two of her 
daughters were nuns. One of these pre
deceased her mother . 

May she rest in peace ! 

1.B.V.M. - Mother M . Dominica Baker 
On 23rd A pril, at O sborne, after ten years of 

suffering endured with unceasing patience, occurred 
the death of M other M. Dominica. She came to 
Adelaide T errace in 1911 and was there to bid it 
farewell at its closing in 1937. These twenty-six 
years were spent in furthering God's Kingdom on 
earth by means of imparting a liberal Catholic 
education to the children . · H er name is held in 
loving memory by the girls who were under h er 
care, for they realized that the promotion of their 
highest interests was h er aim, and that her heart 
and prayers followed them when their school-days 
were over. 

M other Dominica's memories of the old girls and 
· old " boys" of Adelaide T errace were exceptionally 

clear and vivid. Amongst the latter are several 
priests for whom ~he prayed every day. 

She was a type of the valiant woman gifted with 
clear judgment and strong will. She put high ideals 
before h er pupils, incessantly leading them l;lpwards . 
and onwards. 

The remaining years of M other Dominica's life 
were fill ed. with prayer and suffering. She watched 
M arch, this year, slip past, hoping that St. Joseph 
would call her home. H er desire was at last granted 
on the Feast of his Patronage, when God sent for 
the sufferer, and she passed quietly away to meet 
with a loving welcome from the M aster whom she 
had so bravely served . 

M ay she rest in peace! 

Mother M . Patricia Ochi I tree 
On the 7th June, 194 7, M other M . Patricia 

·Ochiltree died at Loreto Convent, Portland. 
The name of Mother M . Patricia O chiltree has 

been linked up with "Loreto" almost from the fi rst 
arrival of the nuns in Ballarat. M any Old Girls of 
each succeeding generation will remember her with 
love and gratitude. T o her, the Catholic Faith came 
not by the easy road of natural heritage-it was 
the Pearl for which she had to pay a great price. 
She was sent by h er Scotch non-Catholic parents 
to be educated at M ary 's M ount. Becoming cow 
vinced of the truth of the Catholic Faith, and being 
refused permission by her parents to become a 

·Catholic, and warned that her rejection by the 
family would follow such a step, she had to make 
a terrible decision . Once she became of age there 
was no hesitation. She was received into the Church 

. by Dr. Moore, thereby cutting herself off from all 

she held most dear . Following her further call to 
become a nun , she became completely isolated from 
her family. V ery many years later the affectionate 
frien dship with her family was renewed. This 
touch of the heroic characterised Mother M . Pat
ricia throughout her entire life. 

She was for many years Mistress of Schools in 
our different H ouses-in R andwick, and Norman
hurst, in Sydney- in Albert Park and in Portland. 
She was Superior in Adelaide T errace, Perth, and 
in Dawson St., Ballarat . It was as Mistress of 
Schools that M other M. Patricia showed her great 
powers as an educationalist . N one who came 
under her influence ever forgot her training. She 
was deeply consciqµs of the weight of responsi
bility resting on our Catholic women in the world, 
and of the immense power for good or ill that lay 
in their hands. Like all true C atholic educators. 
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she knew that the responsibility rests heavily also 
on those who have the training of them in their 
formative years, and she spared no pains that our 
children should acquire not only a wide· and cul, 
tured mind, but that refinement of taste and of 
manners that would enable them to take their 
rightful place, later on, in the religious, social 
and intellectual life of the day. Always she strove 
to develop in the children the power to make a 
strong, uncompromising choice of the right, no 
matter what the cost. Hand in h and with this 
strength went a wide sympathy and a gentleness 
which made M other M. Patricia able to pity and 
lighten the difficulties which so often are plentiful 
in the paths of even the young. H er advice was 
always wise, and none had ever cause to question 
the soundness of h er judgment. 

Much physical suffering came to M other M . Pat~ 
ricia in the latter years of her life. The whole, 
hearted acceptance of God's Will which she had· 
always taught to others, was practised by herself, 
again to the point of heroism. She tried to avoid 
alleviations of h er pain. She would try to spare 
others any additional trouble; indeed, self was 
thrust as much as possible into the background. 
Children are not wont easily to canonize their 
teachers, but the spontaneous remark that fell from 
the lips of several of her pupils on hearing of her 
death was: "Mother Patricia was a saint." She 
was certainly a holy nun, entirely devoted to the 
service of God. 

M ay she rest in peace ! 

Sister M. T arcisius Robinson 
Late in the evening of the 14th July, 1947, at 

Loreto Convent, T oorak, Sister M. T arcisius passed 
swiftly to her eternal reward. ' 

On the 24th September, 1924, Loreto nuns took 
possession of M andeville H all, the one,time T m>rak 
mansion of Joseph Clark. H ouse and grounds had 
been allowed to fall into disrepair. The nuns faced 
a big task to transform M andeville into a well, 
equipped Boarding and Day School, but, above 
all, to p repare it to become a new dwelling place 
for their Divine M aster. One of the members of 
that first energetic group of nuns was Sister M . 
T arcisius. She took part in every work, but prin, 
cipally in the work that centred round the portion 
of the H ouse that was to be h er special care- the 
parlours, the hall. N o labour must be spared for 
God's H ouse. Only the best met with Sister's ap, 
proval. V ery soon her exquisite taste, her sense of 
colour and balance, enabled ·her to give these rooms 
the beauty that is theirs to,day. Except for a few 
months in Brisbane, when the Loreto nuns opened 
a Convent there, Sister M . T arcisius remained at 

. 

·1 oorak from the first days. Always she has been 
the perfect Fortress. N o matter h ow busy the 
day, no matter how numerous the visitors, every, 
one was made to feel welcome. H er kindness and 
tact enabled h er to sq: to the comfort of each. 
T o the very end there was the touch of perfection 
on all she did, whether it were the giving of a 
simple cup of tea, or the preparation and serving 
of an elaborate First Communion Breakfast. 

Several times during the past few years, Sister 
had been close to death, but with returning strength 
she would immediately t<J.ke up her work for God, 
and she hoped that (foci would permit her to serve 
Hirn actively to the end. God granted that wish . 
She was at her usual duties on the evening of the 
14th July when the Call came, and with the H oly 
Name on her lips she went to meet her Lord. 

The large number of friends and past pupils who 
attended her Requiem, and the many letters of 
sympathy after her death, showed the grateful 
affection in which Sister M. Tarcisius was held. 

M ay she rest in peace! 

Mother M. Patrick Callanan 
Loreto Old Girls, past students of St. M ary's 

H all and many friends, were deeply grieved to 
h ear of the death of M other M. Patrick, which 
occurred in M elbourne on 21st July, 1947, just 
one week after that of Sister M . T arcisius. 

Requiem M ass for the repose of her soul was 
celebrated at Loreto Convent, T oorak, the Coadju, 
tor Archbishop of M elbourne, ~ost Reverend Dr. 
Simmonds, presiding. H is Grace was accompanied 
by the Archbishop of Adelaide, M ost Reverend Dr. 
Beovich , a personal friend of hers. The Bishop of 
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Ballarat, Right R everend D r. O'Collins, was repre, 
sented by his brother, the Reverend G . O'Collins. 
M any priests were present, and a large crowd of · 
past pupils and friends filled the Chapel. 

M other M . Patrick was born at Clonakilty, 
County Cork, the eldest of a large family, which 
gave two of its other daughters to Loreto, in Ire' 
land. Arriving in Australia at the end of 1900, 
together with four other Irish girls, she entered the 
N ovitiate a~ M ary's M ount. A fter her Profession, 
M other M . Patrick spent practically the whole of ·· 



her religious life in M elbourne. She was, for many 
years, on the teaching staff of the Central CatholL: 
Training College, and when St. M ary's H all was 
opened at the beginning of 1918, she was a mem
ber of its first community. H ere she remained as 
Principal till within a few years of her death, when 
she was transferred to Loreto, T oorak. Through 
all these years, Mother M . Patrick was connected 
with Catholic educational life in every stage. From 
its very inception in 1912, the Loreto Free Kinder
ga,rten owed much to her inspiration and practical 
direction. She was well acquainted with the work 
of primary and secondary schools, and her years 
at '. St. M ary's H all brought her into close touch 
with University studies. M other M . Patrick was 
a . great educationalist, in the true meaning of the 
term ; she was a great teacher. N ot only had she 
experience in all branches of education, but she 
had that deep faith, so characteristic of her race
a faith which is akin to vision- which spiritualised 
all her views and which radiated through all her 
words. She gave her studen ts a true sense of values. 
With her they grew to appreciate the beauty and 
culture of the Middle A ges, to love the heritage 
that is ours. It was not her fault if they forgot 
what were the important things of life, or if they 
sought happiness in what this materialistic age so 
highly prizes. 

'By h er work in the Training C ollege, M other M . 
Patrick had influencerl Catholic · teachers, and she 
continued this influence till the end of her life 
through her writing. About twenty years before 
her death, in conjunction with M other M . Eliza
beth, who predeceased her a little more than a 
year, M other M . Patrick wrote a Children's Page 
for the "Advocate" which was, in reality, a guide 
for their teachers. Then she commenced the School 
Paper, familiar to Victorian Catholic Schools as 
th:e "Children's W orld ." For at least two entire 
years M other M. Patrick carried on unaided the 
c0lossal task of editing the three parts of this 
pa'.per. Into it she put her best work, sparing neither 
trouble nor research, to ensure accuracy of infor
mation and attractiveness of style. Intensely inter
ested in history, in particular the history of Europe, 
which is so largely the history of the Church and 

of the Saints, M other M. Patrick never wearied of· 
inculcating its fundamental importance. She planned 
a series of History Readers for the Schools. She 
wrote one and saw it published before her death, 
and she had material written for a second. Failing · 
health prevented the full realization of her plan. 
Others, h owever, caught the spark, and several 
Catholic History Readers have been already pw
duced. 

M other M . Patrick's influence was also felt in 
University circles. Under her guidance the students 
of St. M ary's H all have established a splendid tradi 
tion . All were conscious of her kind yet strong 
influence, and of her genuine interest in their per
sonal concerns. H er old students hold her memory 
in deep affection. 

Love of her own country, knowledge of its his
tory, a personal acquaintance with the sorrows of 
its people, as well as with their joys, had given 
Mother M. Patrick a boundless sympathy for others. 
T his was very evident during the last war, when 
there came to Australia so many who had been 
forced to leave their homes in other lands. But 
it was not only newcomers to Australia who 
realized this. People in every walk of life regarded 
her as a friend: none more so than those in trouble, 
who were certain of finding in her a ~omplete 
understanding of their difficulties, and the sym
pathy and practical kindness they needed. 

T o know M other M . Patrick was to understand 
the gift she gave to God when she made the sacri
fice of leaving Ireland. It was a joyful sacrifice, 
however, and one she never regretted . She loved 
her adopted country: not only its people, but the 
land itself. A n artist with the brush as with the 
pen, she delighted in painting its bush scenes and 
its gum trees, its. blue seas and its cream sands. 
None enjoyed the simple happiness of Christmas 
vacation in Portland more than she. In Australia 
Mother M. Patrick spent all the years of her religi
ous life, and ,for Australians she used her rich gifts 
of heart and mind . She possessed in an unusual 
degree the power of " making herself all things to 
all men," and she used this power to lead them to . 
God. 

M ay she rest in peace·! 

Since the last issue of the M agazine, several of 
our past pupils have been called to their eternal 
reward. T o their relatives and friends we offer 
heartfelt sympathy, and as the prayers of the C om
munity have been offered fo r them, so now do we 
commend them to the prayer·s of our readers. 

M ary Kohler . 
Bertha Dunstan. 
Mrs. M etz (Gertie 

Fraser) . 
. M rs. Whitehead (May 

H eales) . 
It is comforting to think that each night they are 

remembered at Visit in the three H ail M arys 
offered in all our houses for our pupils, past and 
present, living and dead . 

Mrs. Brady (Alice 
Collins) . 
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David Jones' George St. Store 

They're so easy 

now that I have a 

"Dandee" Ironing I\llachine 

I never thought ironing could be so easy. Just sit 

FOR .SERVICE SINCE 1838 

I don't care how 

many shirts I 

iron now! 

down, guide the clothes through and they come out perfectly ironed. 

It's wonderful. Dresses, trousers, flat pieces, shirts, the "Dandee" takes them in its stride. 

There's a switch to control heat for different fabrics and the machine is light, vi brationless 

portable. Ironing day holds no terrors for me now. I can sit and let the 

"Dandee" do all the work. And it's so simple. A child can operate it. £39/15/-. 



Hoooooo~~oooo~~~~~~~oo~~~~~~~oo~~oooooooooooooooooooooooo~ 

§ § 
g 8 8 All life is a school, but the § 
8 more we learn in our early 8 g 8 
§ days the easier is the solution § 
§ of our future problems. § 
s ·s 
§ ~ § 
8 A MessaB,e f Pom 8 
§ 8 8 The Read Press Pty. Ltd. § 
§ Craftsmen in Printing § 
8 610-616 ANN ST., VALLEY, BRISBANE 8 
§ § 
8 8 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~oo~~~~~ooH 
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8 8 
8 . § 
§ H.P. BRANDENBURG § 
8 8 I Grocer and Confectioner ~ 
8 31 PEEL STREET NORTH 8 
8 8 
~ Phone 1243 · I 
8 8 

~ We Specialise in Food Parcels for Britain I 
§ See us for Quality Goods and Exper t Advice when § I preparing your parcel. I 
B _ 8 
g<:.ioooooooooooooooooooooooooooon~oooooooon~oooor.J(:.loooooooooooooooooor.1:-lr.l:.lr.J(:.loooon 

' HOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO~OOOOOOOO~-lr.r"...l~~oooooonCJ~OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO~ 

§ § 
§ ARDAGH'S Post Office PHARMACY § 
8 8 I Dan. L Ardagh, M.P.S, Ph.C. § 
c Chemist and Perfumer ~ 
8 8 
§ 104 STURT STREET, BALLAF,AT § 
8 (2 doors East of Post Office) 8 
§ § 
~ Phone 973 I 
8 Kodak Supplies. Coun try Orders promptly attended to. 8 
§ § 
§ Motto "Try us first, if we have'nt it, it can't be had". 

1
8 

· 2 
~00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000, 
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§ § 
§ We've Got It! - They Want It/ - Let's Send It! I 
~ FOOD TO BRITAIN I 
i 8 

I ~ ~ ROBT. RITCHIE i 
~ 55 BRIDGE STREET, BALLARA T ~ 

8 Posts Civilian and Soldiers' Hampers to all parts of the World. 8 

§ Call at our store for all particulars. § 
8 8 
§ PHONE IL3 § 
8 8 
Bioooo~r-~000000~~~00~0000~~~~000000~~~~~~~~~00~~0000~8 

Particular Printers 

17 fA fb erl d ireel 
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I NE~S I 
I I THE HOUSE OF THE PE 0 P LE 

8 8 
8 8 
§ STOCK ALL THOSE ESSENTIAL § 
§. § 

I SCHOOL and COLLEGE I 
I I 
§ NEEDS § 
8 8 

I 

I 

The Beirne Store makes a specialty of supplying the needs of pupils 

attending the Loreto Convent. Clothing, Footwear, School Books - - -

yes, and Stationery too are marked at prices to suit every pocket. 

An efficient Mail Order service is offered to those 

who cannot shop personally. Whether the order 

is received through the mail or per phone, it 

receives the same attention as if you personally 

shopped at the counter. 

§ Our representative regularly visits the Convent, and anything the pupils ~ 
~ may · require, will be carefully attended to. 8 
c § 
8 . § 
i T. C. O'Beiri:ie . (Pty.) Ltd., Tlie Valley, Brisbane ; 
~ ' . s 
~~000000~00000000~00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000~ 



f "''-~~~~~ 
j GOLDEN CRUST I 
8 8 

~ BREAD i 
• 
lS 

GOOD BREAD 
! 69 Sutherland Road, Armadale ~ 

8 Telephone U 3156 § 
§ 8 
~00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000~ 

300~000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000~00~ 

I ~ § A. E. LEE § 
8 8 
§ 64 Union Street, Windsor § 
8 ~ 8 Phone Win. 8817 c 

8 § 
~ § 
8 * * * 8 8 8 

I Fresh Fruits in Season delivered by the case I 
I Guaranteed the Best Quality kept 8 I § 
~000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000~ 
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§ 8 

~ v~EW ~ ~ 
8 \~ 8 

§ ~~'~ :: ~ § 8 ; . 8 
8 . . 8 
8 8 
8 8 
8 8 
8 8 
8 8 

§ LIVE THE MASS by Very Rev. ]. T. McMahon - • 5/- § § A book on the sacred Liturgy which shows its readers how to ''Live the Mass" § 
8 THEOLOGY AND SANITY by F. ]. Sheed 9;6 8 
§ A unique exposition of Spiritual Autobiography and of Catholic Philosophy. § 
8 GREEN MOUNTAINS by Bernard O'Reilly 6/6 8 
8 The most enthralling book which has ever been written about anything in g 
8 Australia. § 
8 v 
8 RED GREW THE HARVEST by F.N.D.S.C. 15/- S 
8 Missionary experiences during the Pacific War told by the Missionaries v § themselves. § 
8 CROWDED YEARS by The Most Rev.). Duhig, D.D. 4/9 8 § Reminiscences of the Archbishop of Brisbane. § 
8 BLESSED MARTIN DE PORRES 7/- c 
g After you have read this book you will want to know more about the g 
S Apostolate of Blessed Martin. S 
8 POPE PIUS XII. by Charles Hugo Doyle - - - I L/6 8 
g Here is a book which covers the complete life of the Spiritual Leader § i of three hundred and fifty million people. § 

§ Australia's Largest Catholic Book Store § 
8 8 
8 8 
§ § 
§ B 8 SYDNEY MELBOURNE BRISBANE ADELAIDE PERTH c 
8 543 George St. 240 Elizabeth St. 370 Queen St. 68 Gawler Place 776 Hay.>St. 8 

~ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooj 
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8 8 

I DiPectly Opposite Too•ak Station I 
I Delicious Home Made Cakes § 
8 8 
~ Large variety of Sweets i 
8 Peter's Ice Cream and Cool Drinks always § 
§ on hand. 8 
§ § 
~000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000002 

~00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000~ 

s I 

I s 

I 
. @1,.m .... 1 I 

PRESCRIPTIONS DISPENSED - - - DAY AND NIGHT S 
8 8 § Full Range of § 
8 • PATENTS • COSMETICS • TOILETRIES 8 

I . I I . 340 <9rrong £i<oad, @auif.:e/d rf!Rone 17J<]j5594 I 
~oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo~~ooooooooJ 



Anthony Horderns' has always been a name with 

which you associatP. quality synonomous with value 

and fair dealing. This Great White Store on 

Brickfield Hill is only as far away as your nearest 

mail box. 

That's all , and you may rest assured that a specially 

trained Mail Order Staff will select your goods with 

an eye to price, quality and value. Our Schoolwear 

has always been the kind that children like to wear. 

ANTHONY 
HORDERNS' 

BOX 271 ZC G.P.O., SYDNEY. 'PHONE M 240 I DAY and NIGHT 



For 80 years this store has 
fostered a friendly spirit to
wards all customers . Johnnies 
courteous attention and effi
cient service makes your 
shopping a real pleasure . 
Next time you are in town , 
pay the Big Store a visit and 
let it 's trained staff help you 
in your shopping problems. 

for Enjoyable Shopping 

JOHN MARTIN & CO. LIMITED .. C4400 

goooooooo~oooooooooooooooooooooooooooo~oooooooooooooooooooooooooo~oo~ 

§ DIOCESAN CENTRE . § 
8 8 

I Gfarman c[J3ros. I 
8 8 I @atho/;c GrnfaoY;um I 
I s 
u Booksellers - Stationers - School Suppliers 8 
8 8 
§ Church Requisites I 
I • . I 428 o5~url c~~ veel, c!l3attarai 

8 
8 Joe Lynch, Representative ·Phone I 522 § 

'~~~ 
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.1 AHERN'S I 
8 8 
§ § 
8 are Suppliers of 8 
8 8 
8 8 
s LORETO COLLEGE 2 
§ § 

~ UNIFORMS I 
8 8 
§ LORETO UNIFORl\IS made in regulation style from § 
;:> winter warm grey wool crepe . u S Sizes 22 24 27 30 33 36 39 42 S 
8 19/ 9 28 / 4 30 / 3 35 / 8 35 / 8 38/ 6 38 / 6 41 / - 8 
S (22, 2 coupons) (24 36, 3 coupons ) (39-42, 4 coupons) g 

§ § 
C LORETO PULLOVERS-Fine grey Wool Pullovers C 
~ ~ I.! to wear over your regulation tunics . School colours c 
Q k . u. i..: are wor ed mto neck, waist and cuffs. Coupon free . c 
8 Size 24 26 28 30 32 34 36 38 8 
8 12 / 9 13/6 14/ 3 15/- 15 / 9 18/6 18/6 19/11 8 
8 8 
8 8 8 LORETO BLAZERS Tailor made to order - 8 
2 33 / -, 33/9 and 34/10 each. B"adges 9 / 3 extra. 8 
8 Up to 23 inch chest, 3 coupons. 24 t o 32, 4 coupons. 8 
8 34 to 39, 6 coupons. 8 
8 8 
§ COLLEGE BLOUSES Long sleeve shirt blouse in § 
C a staunch Wool and Rayon combination th a t- thrives on C 
8 hard wear . Shirt neck for her school tie. 8 
8 Size 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 8 § 12/6 12/ 6 12 / 6 16 / 11 16/11 19/ 11 19 / 11 § 
§ s;,. 2 t-0 6, 2 '°"P'"'· 7 '""· 3 '°"P'"'· ~'.\\ - ~ 

C COLLEGE HATS made in regulation shape from good -..~ C 
8 quality grey velour. A neat style that completes - the 8 
8 college uniform . 8 
§ 19 / 10 each 8 

8 § 
§" AHERN'S LTD. HAY ST. TO MURRAY ST., PERTH ~ 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~.:~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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8 / . 8 

~ S I 8 · ERVICE BY PAYNE'S 8 
8 8 
8 8 
8 It 1s the privilege of Payne's Bon Marche 8 
§ to number amongst their clientele, the § 
8 Loreto Convent. The name, Payne's Bon 8 8 8 
8 Marche, 1s synonymous with . constructive 8 
§ and faithful service. § 
8 8 
8 For personal apparel 8 
8 8 
8 and household needs. 8 
8 8 

~ PAYNE'S BON MARCHE PTY. LTD. ~ 
§ 1.34-44 BOURKE STREET, MELBOURNE § 
~~0000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000~~ 
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