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Editorial 
. Our re-estab lished magazine, now in its fifth year, receives appre-

ciative mention in letters from overseas Houses, and was given a laudatory 
review in the Brisbane "Courier-Mail" last yea r. We are glad to be pub
li shing in this number severa l interesting articles from Old Girls, and 
to have received news of so many of those who have been taught in 
our school s. 

Those among them who are wives and mothers have our special 
sympathy in the difficulties now facing young home-makers, espec ially 
in the cit ies. The more thoughtful parents view with concern the en
croaching inf luence of the cinema, comic papers, radio and the whole 
network of commercialised entertainment, for they rightly see in it a 
snare of the neo-pagan world to mould the young and impressionable 
To protect their children from the evi Is of such recreation demands great 
se lf-sacrifice on the part of parents. It means planning the week-ends 
and hol idays, and providing home amusements or family outings. 

To the credit of these young parents, it must be said that very few 
of them take the easy way in the recreati on problem: sending the chil 
dren every Saturday afternoon to t he local c inema. The effects on those 
unfortuna te children ca n be seen even now in their instabi lity and sophis
ticat ion. Thei r persona li ty is receiv ing an injury from which it may 
never recove r. The schools can do only half t he task of character
bu i I ding; they lead t hei r pupi Is to love truth and beauty and goodness, 
fi nding out their tastes and encouraging them in their hobbies, so that 
they wil l be ab le to make their hours of leisure times of real joy. The 
neon letteri ng at the pictu re theatre is not a signpost on the road to 
happiness 

It is good to see so many of the mothers among ou r Old Girls teach
ing their children in this noisy world to appreciate the quiet beauty of 
God's ~reation ; to love the st ill ness of dusk; to look fo r the lonely bright
ness of the evening star, and, when night has fallen, to wonder at the 
starry sp lendour of t he sky. To hear and recognize bird-call s; to note 
the ma rks of the changing seasons and to en joy the soft swi sh of waves 
on the beach-all this alertness to the wonder of natural beauty is a 
tonic to the body and spirit of every chi ld. The calm power of Divine 
beauty passes into the souls of the parents themselves. And who wi ll 
say that we have not- a 11 of us-need fo r reserves of peace and strength 
to meet the demands of life;:> 

Many adu lt readers have probably read Professor Sorokin's book, 
"The Crisis of Our Age"; they wi II remember that after traci ng the 
decadence of our civil izati on he decla res that recovery wi II come from 
small groups of peop le, wit hdrawi ng, perfo rce, from the corruption of 
the age, forming themselves, as it we re, into a fort ress of unworldliness. 
Is it fanciful to see the nucleus of thi s movement already forming in the 
good homes where parents and chi ldren withdraw as far as possi ble from 
commercialized entertainment;:> Parents will require courage and wisdom 
to row against the stream, but the reward wi ll come soon in an increase· 
of peace and happiness. 

Page Five 



l.B.V.M. Abroad 
RA THF ARNHAM: Mother General lost no time 

after her election in setting out on the awaited tour of 
the various provinces. She began with Spain, where 
she won all hearts by her kindness and ability. She 
hopes to go to India in a few months. We, in Aus
tralia, may then look forward with pleasure to our 
turn. 

A recent letter from an Australian visiting Ire
land told of an evening spent with some "charming 
nuns" at Loreto, Killarney. One of them was M. M. 
Eucharia Ml:Evoy, I.B.V.M., cousin of Rev. J. 
Meagher, S.J., (Melbourne), who has many friends in 
Australia. 

ROME: The House in via Abruzzi had to be 
vacated, so the community moved to the Generalate 
house in via Nomentana, where the English and 
Bavarian Council have long been in residence. Dur
int; this year we received some photographs of the 
house and remarked on the solid, old Roman building 
and the artistic interior of the chapel. It has been 
a haven to hundreds of nuns during the past year 
on their arrival from the I.B.V.M. in Rumania and 
Hungary. The account of their journey to Rome 
under Communist escort is an epic. 

ENGLAND: A recent letter from the provincial 
House at Ascot states: "We have several from Ru
mania and Germany in the province now. The news 
from Rumania is sad-there are about ten nuns left 
in that huge house at Bucharest, and, of course, they 
can do nothing. Many nuns are still in the Buda
pest house, giving (I think) private lessons. But 
the news from Czechoslovakia is very threatening. 
Numbers of Germans who were in Rumania have now 
gone out to Brazil, Chile and India. So are Our 
Lord's words very literally fulfilled in the Institute : 
'When they persecute you in one city .. .' " 

INDIA: Our Houses in India (under Rathfarn
ham), receive a good deal of notice in this magazine. 
Their magazine, PALMS, grows more interesting 
each year. The 1948 issue is beautifully produced, 
and first place is given to an inspiring article on our 
Foundress, Venerable Mbther Mary Ward. There 
are several Australian nuns scattered among the 
houses - in Lucknow alone are five Australians. 

Pase Six 

At Allahabad the Bavarian nuns have flourish 
ing native missions. A letter from Jhansi, U.P., 
India, tells of the pleasure our 1948 "Loreto" 
gave them : " .. . I made use of it in class by giving 
the children a composition from there, 'A Family 
Affair' - the pussy is giving his opinion of the family 
he lives with, and I got nice little compositions in 
return."* 

SPAIN: We have been glad to hear that Mrs. A. 
P. Mackerass (Sydney) , visited our nuns several 
times in Madrid during her recent trip to Portugal 
and Spain. We are looking forward to her return, 
when she will have an interesting report to make to 
us. 

BAVARIA: Though suffering no little stress them
selves, the I.B.V.M., in Altotting, prepared a house 
in the town for the reception of the aged and delicate 
nuns who were among those expelled from Rumania 
lately. A beautiful charity that is an adornment to 
our Institute. An American Jesuit gave the Altotting 
nuns a retreat during the year. They write with 
gratitude of the parcels that present and past pupils 
of Australian Houses have sent. 

AUSTRIA: Here, also, the I.B.V.M . write grate
ful letters thanking for parcels. A group of nuns 
from St. Polten met the Rumanian nuns on the way 
to Rome, cheering them with their affectionate greet
ings and providing hot refreshments. There must 
have been many tremulous hearts as the train sped 
on its way to R ome. Many of the exiled nuns were 
Bavarians, but the orders to their ·Communist escort 
were that they should be taken straight to Italy. The 
Hungarian nuns were whirled through the Austrian 
station. No interlude- no sisterly greetings. 

CANADA: We gratefully acknowledge the receipt 
of the spring issue of "The Loreto Rainbow," which 
we read with keen interest. Hearty congratulations 
to the sponsors of the essay contest on "Mary Ward 
and the Modern World." The winning essayists 
certainly wrote from glowing hearts and clear-think
ing heads. And we love the book marks. 

*Congratulations, Marryatville! [Ed.] 



LORETO ABBEY, MARY'S MOU T, BALLARAT. 
SENIO R AN D J NIOR SCHOOLS 

Back Row : J oan F;:iulkn e l', Pam By rne , H elen Baker. Judy Bcsem e res , Elizabeth Wimpole, P a m Broad. Ma u reen McTi e n1an . Man.!":ll'et Holmes, G?.y Joshu a, Cleta 
Mc M:.-th on, Mar~ot P odge!', M~ugot Hayde n. Deni se Fhi he t·ly, Janice Col vin. 

2nd Row : Ann Rynn, J oa n fJedfol'd, Annetta E1·macOl'i:l. Ann Vaug-han, Betty Glavin. Judi th H:-11Ti ~ . Me li ssa Jaffc l'. Ga;.r Fl a na g-an . Mal'i C' O'Donohuc . Diane George, 
Annette Bongiorno. C'11'ina O'Oonohue. Claire H aJ.!"el' . He len O'Brien, Maura Sheales. 

3rd Ruw : Ma nrnret Hid;:a l'cl, J oy Phillips, Patsy O'Sulli \' ::-tn. H e len Hyland. Maureen I3ol ;.re r . He len McGoldrick . Elinor Drum, Judi th Mt Bride . Barba ra Tobin, Roylyn 
Phillips . Betty Boylan. FB~' Park, Pat McEncroe. Jani ce Be~emeres, Janet Hayden. 

4th Row: Fl01·a R ya n, Zitn O ' Oonohue. Lynette Jo~ hua. "I sabelle Wharton, Juanita J affel', Marg-;uet T obin. Pauline 0:-l\'i s, Loya la O 'Donohue, Mary Hylnnd, Maureen 
Reidy, Mal'y Man:nuet Wils·. lll, Cecil Joshua, Lilian \Vhitin g-, Nanette Cra meri, J e nnifer Co llin s, Joan O'Rourke. 

fith Row: Anne O'Conno r. Son ia Dillon. Elizabeth Holmes, Elizabeth Walshe . Therese O'Donohu e. Ma n:~·a ret Dl'um. Elizabeth E skdal c . J ennifer Water~ . Mary Btll'ke, 
Maureen Sh innic k. Mnry Robin son. Co lette Chri!-;tie , Anne H eatley , Beth Bal'fielcl. J oa n O'Donohue . Man.nuet O'Donn ell. Aileen Bo lp:c r . 

Front Row: Mal'g:1 L'et Creati. Eil een Besem eres . M:.ni.lyn .Tenk in s, Helen Powell. Nan ette Mc Donald , Margaret O'Log hl en. Ma n:rnret Be:-:emeres , Finola J oyce, Eli zabeth 
Fra~er . J anet O'Loghl Pn, Jm1 et llo ll e m a n, Lorna Holm e~ . Annette F aulknel'. 

Absent: Ma n:rnl'et Rin a ldi. P at Rinaldi. Janette Pl'i t<'h a l'CI. P a uline Nel son. Ge ra ldineGrant. 



Ri .l{hl: Eliz.abd.h Es kdale (w in
ner o f Ba llarat Schoolgi rl 
T c'"'!!! i "' Ch~1mp ionship, 194~)) . 

Le fl: Man.?;a ret Orum (1·unner
up with El izabeth in the 
Doubles Championship) . 

KIN DE RGAHTEN - 1949 

HEAD OF THE SCHOOL AN D 
AND COUNCILLORS, MARY'S MO UNT 

194 9 

Left to R ight: J oan O'Donohue, Ma l'garet 
Drum. Mal'y Robin son (H ead of the 
School ). E li zabet h E s kda le, Mal'garet 
O'Donnell. 

Left to Right: Fay Fau lkner, Michae l Maguire, Louise Po<lg-er, Jan et Powell , Patricia Summons, E laine 
Jenkins. 

Jn front: Patricia Hayden. 



School Vignettes 
The Fete Kirribilli 

Smiling a welcome the green iron gates in the 
long cream wall stand open revealing Kirribilli in 
Spring charm. On each side of the gravel drive 
the thick lawns spread luxuriantly, shrubs and 
trees are at their greenest, and two Jacarandas 
sway their blue blossoms gracefully in the warm 
breeze. Over all reigns an air of nonchalant 
beauty, and yet ... and yet, somehow the breeze 
seems to murmur of the excitement in the near
by courtyard and hall , where stalls display their 
wares. But that is not yet. 

There is to the Pete a prologue, a lure , which 
draws parents and friends- the Physical Culture 
Display. This is quite a terrifying, though, I am 
told , spectacular performance. The terraces form 
an excellent grandstand from which " interested 
bodies" watch rhythmic movements, admire grace
ful carriage, and marvel at the almost military 
precision of the drill . 

Then the Pete. But how to describe it? It 
seems best to state first the wherefore, the why. 
The needs of the Missions are pressing : by means 
of a Pete Kirribilli helps to supply them. Hence 
the Jumble Stalls, where eager young pupil!1 
gain their first experience in salesmanship, and 
endeavour to force their wares on smiling parents, 

wares, indeed, that very often were donated by 
the same parents. Home-made sweets and toffee 
apples inevitably make their appearance. The 
toffee , though delicious, is not always brittle (I 
wish we could get the trade secret of this) , and 
there is consequent danger of passers-by in the 
crowd being caught in a coil of ductile sweetness. 
If you are big and strong, you may reach the
Hoop-La. Illusions of easy gain draw customers , 
but whether hoops are trained to keep off prizes, 
or whether they do it naturally to help the Mis
sions, or whether aiming is more difficult than it 
seems, certain it is that few manage to ring prizes. 
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Hence the profit of this side-show-rather, help 
for the Missions. For the same good cause, pro
prietors of the Water-Tub suffer the agonies of 
the numbed as they retrieve submerged coins and 
pay hard-earned prizes. 

T o restore flagging energy, to escape pursuing 
rafflers, and maybe just to chat, everyone makes 
a point of having refreshments. These take various 
forms . You may ea t ice-creams directly en plein 
a ir; you may drink Raspberry Cordial in Conti
nental style midst crowds who ebb and flow about 
you in tides of soft drink jerked out of glasses to 
the chagrin of the purchasers; or you may take 
tea conventionally-sit at a table, be served by 
gracious waitresses, and rest your weariness. 

You emerge from the Pete with its sawdust and 
bargaining, its crowds and its clamour, and the 
peace and beauty of the Harbour envelop you. 

And suddenly you see the meaning of it all. The 
blue brilliance of Sydney Harbour merges into the 
vast Pacific with its myriad islands teeming with 
fuzzy-haired natives , whilst China unfolds in the 
distance with its appalling pagan population; or 
it is the blue Nile with the dark hordes of Africa 
swarming from it ; or maybe the waterway is the 
G anges , sacred to India's unenlightened. Then 
you feel glad that your purse is empty, that you 
ache a ll over, that your voice is hoarse and your 
appearance somewhat dishevelled for you have 
been, for an afternoon at least , a Missioner suffer
ing a ll these things that the pagan world may 
know Christ. Somewhere, some day, there will be 
medicine in a Native Dispensary, food in the 

larder of a Native Orphanage, equipment in a 
Native Leprosarium, or even, perhaps, a Native 
priest offering his first Mass, and it will have 
been your contributions that helped to bring these 
things to pass. 

MARGARET GALBRAITH, 
Loreto, Kirribilli. 

Illustrated by Joan Hassett and Jane King. 

Our Retreat 

In June we were delighted to welcome back 
Father T . Dunphy, C.SS.R., for the Annual 
Retreat. He had endeared himself to all during 
the previous Retrea t , and the re-union was a most 
happy one. 

We went into Retreat gently. On Tuesday 
a fternoon there was a "preliminary" lecture, and 
on Wednesday morning the school subsided into 
silence. The Retreat was on in earnest. Perfect 
weather with blue sky overhead, glorious sunshine 
all day, and the warmth of Spring in the air, 
seemed to express God's blessing on these days 
of quiet with Him. The needs of the world were 
not forgotten : A Rosary Crusade was embarked 

Paae Eiaht 

upon for the whole three days, and spiritual help 
was sent on the wings of prayer to distant corners 
of the globe, to our cities and homes, to all places 
where men were labouring for God, to other 
places where men were sinning against Him. I 
think the Kremlin must have felt the impact of the 
prayer on Russia 's behalf. 

Breakfast on the morning we came out of 
Retreat was the usual happy and noisy affair. 
Some of the smiles hid the sad hearts of those of 
us who knew it was their last Retreat as school
girls . 

ILMA REGAN, 
Loreto, Kirribilli. 



We Present a Play 

Towards the end of winter term we became 
busy with preparation for the staging of "Toad 
of Toad Hall.'' Nearly every girl had a part and 
there were many understudies for the principal 
characters. It was an unofficial performance, but 
that did not diminish interest. or enthusiasm. 
Gra dually the classroom assumed the appearance 
of a Greenroom as costumes were collected. 

So that everyone w ould make an appearance 
on the day, va rious "Companies" were for med 
and scenes were shared among them. Three Toads 
appeared in topcoats, d rivers' caps, and goggles, 
all very smart with heads held high disclosing 
jaunty scarves. The Rats and Moles were more 
sober in waistcoats and gloves. The Badgers 
wore sports coats, old leather slippers, glasses on 
the tip of their nose, and smoker's skull-caps. 
The appearance of Alfred was very amusing, two 
girls being covered with a rug and wearing gum 
boots to give a good imitation of hoofs. 

It is hard to say much about the ac tin g becauc;e 

took part, bu t there were some amusing 
moments. One of the most popular scenes was 
Mole in the Wildwood, but a certain Mole, who 
knew a ll the cues to come in, did not know when 
to stop his own composition. 

"I have noticed before, " said the wise Mr. Rat. 
"that where there's a scraper there must be a 

mat," 
kept following:-

"Said the w ise Mr. Rat, 'I have noticed before. 
"that where there's a door-mat there must be a 

door'" 
so many times that the Wildwooders, artfully con
cealed behind bushes on the stage, had to shout 
him down in the end. 

The a udience o f Third and Fifth Years gener
ously applauded everything, and a t the end we 
were sorry that our play was over. 

BARBARA McDONOUGH, 
Loreto, Kirribilli. 

On Reaching Fourth Year 

There is an audible sigh in every hard-working 
Intermediate class- next year we can rest. Noth
ing can evoke a more dreamy, lazy, or lyrically 
happy expression in a pair of Intermediate eyes 
than the thought of Fourth Year. 

For Fourth Year is generally regarded as the 
most comfortable period in school life . It is a 

year of special outings. of the Fourth Year 
Mission Dance. Best of all, the Intermediate i!' 
over and Leaving is twelve months away. 

Fourth Year reached, the innocent glow of ex
pected pleasures is almost instantly extinguished . 
This. we are told. is the year one " passes" one's 
Leaving: Culture is lavishly poured on Philistines : 
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Classics are reverently and painfully devoured; 
cultural expeditions are embarked upon and re
corded in essays and discussions. In short, Fourth 
Year is a period of work, but, for the majority, 
life in Fourth Year is fun. 

Each term there are about three Symphony 
Concerts to be attended at the Town Hall. These 
are usually held in the afternoon and consist of 
two fairly long works, several shorter pieces, and 
a communal song. At the first concert of the 
year. Joseph Post , conductor, explained the use 
of each instrument, or group of instruments. Each 
instrument played a short piece , then gradually 
more instruments joined in until the whole orches
tra was playing in perfect co-ordination. Before 
long works the conductor gives a brief commen
tary on the music and composer. Sometimes there 
i3 a soloist-at the last concert we attended, Eva 
Kelly, violiniste, played Mozart's Concerto with 
the Orchestra, whilst Clive Douglas conducted. 

At the beginning of second term we were led 
on a conducted tour of the Art Gallery, our guide 
being one of Sydney's leading artists. The Gal
lery is a lovely building at the far end of Sydney 
Domain. We began in the Print Room and 
ended with the Contemporaries. The tour was 
very interesting, and ever since abstract and sym
bolic forms of art have become increasingly pre
valent among school artists. 

On reaching Fourth Year one is given the fran 
chise-the right to vote for Prefects, which in 
itself . is rather comforting. Plays are attended 
when suitable, some are acted. Plaits disappear ; 
varied interests make life very full. But most note
worthy is the actual class. There is an atmos
phere of unity and general friendliness not notici>
able in younger classes. It may be the culture. 

ARIE NE CAST AING, 
Loreto, Kirribilli. 

The Last Hours of the Term 

At last the reports have been read , and the 
boarders are rushing up the stairs for their last 
meal for the term. Good-byes have been said to 
Mother Superior, the Nuns, and the day-scholars . 
The excitement in the dining-room is so great it 
is impossible to hear yourself speaking. But who 
cares? 

Dinner is nearly over when the door bell rings. 
"Oh! that's my taxi and I am not half ready, " is 
followed by cheers of "good-bye" and "happy 
holiday." 

By twelve thirty all, or most , are in the dress
ing room, putting last things in their cases, or 
even trying to strap them up. With many little 
unnecessary things, it is often impossible to close 
them without the help and weight of two or three 
friends . Everytime the door bell rings an ex
clamation is heard: " I hope that's my Auntie. 
I'm tired of waiting," and the clamor of impatient 
feet resounds up the stairs. 

A group of Mt. Gambier or Broken Hill girls 
are gathered together excitedly inquiring what 
each will do during the afternoon. And then 
the questions: What time shall we meet? Where 
abouts? Where shall we have tea? What time 
will you be at the station? and so on, until some
body cries out, ' 'I've lost my purse with £2/10/
and my ticket in it." Some of the girls , less excited 
and hurried, look for it, while others fuss and 
sympathise, but do nothing. 

And so it goes on until about four-thirty or so. 
Then all is reasonably quiet. I always think the 
Nuns must dislike the last few hours of the term 
when there is so much noise and confusion. But 
then again they may enjoy it , remembering how 
they felt or would feel. when going home from a 
long term of hard school work. 

ELIZABETH CUMMINS (2nd Year), 
Loreto, Marryatvilie. 

Impressions 

School! What terrors this word can bring to 
the mind of an insignificant little new girl! 

Walking up the drive, you see all the different 
buildings- the class-rooms, the music cells and 
the house. By the time you have finished observ
ing all these details, there is the front door . 
Mother presses the door-bell, and you stand there , 
moving a little closer to her . 

The door opens, and there stands a nun whom
you do not know as yet, but she knows Mother. 
and talks to her about your elder sister's mathe
matics , and then you are taken into the par
lour, where you meet Mother Superior, and one 
or two other nuns , whom you will know much 
better in a few weeks' time. 

After all this is over, your elder sister is sent 
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for , but she cannot stay with you to show you 
around after Mother has gone, for she has a 
supplementary exam. the next day, so you are 
told that someone else will be sent down stairs to 
show you around. You wonder just what this 
alarming person will be like. Someone you do 
not know, and you will not know what to say to 
her! 

to expect. " You feel rather lonesome and be
wildered, as both your guide and your sister are 
at another table. Everyone tries to be nice to 
you, but you find conversation very confusing not 
knowing anyone 's name. 

There is a clatter of feet on the stairs, and 
through the doorway comes, not a terrifying 
.stranger, but a girl from your hometown, whom 
you have known all your life! After your sister 
has returned to her "maths." , your new guide 
.shows you the dormitories . Then you hear people 
moving around downstairs, so you go down to the 
Chapel to say the Rosary, feeling very conspic
uous and self-conscious in your hat , for everyone 
·else has already unpacked her veil. 

After unpacking. you go to bed early, and, 
having travelled a ll the previous night, you fall 
asleep quickly. Waking up suddenly the next 
morning, you look around and see that the bed 
beside yours is made. Then a voice says: " Helen, 
I'm Texie, and this is Carmell Judy said to tell 
you she 's gone to Mass. Outside the window. 
there are Ally, Helen and Moira," and she pro
ceeds to introduce you to girls you cannot quite 
see through the window. 

Then the bell rings, you make your bed, get 
dressed, and have your breakfast. Your first 
school-day has begun! 

Tea-time! and you have to meet all the other 
·girls at your table. You can feel them thinking: 
"'No, she 's not quite what Rosemary led us 

HELEN FISHER (Leaving Class), 
Loreto, Marryatville. 

Dedicated to the Statue 1n Front of Loreto Convent 
From the balcony, looking down. I see her 

guiding hand. 
Like some angel of the heavens, shedding blessings 

on the land. 
Is there life within that statue, standing motionless 

there? 
Of His mother. and our Mother, whom we honor 

in our prayer? 
Noble crown for any convent, standing between 

earth and sky, 
We have made her place on earth , as it is in 

heaven, high. 
Like a sentinel she standeth, ever still and silent 

there, 
Our Mother and His Mother, who is fairest of 

the fair . 
A nd the people gazing on it, think of other worlds 

than this. 
Worlds of endless joy and gladness, worlds of 

beauty and of bliss, 
Pray it be our joy to enter those sweet realms rich 

and rare. 
Where our Mother, and His Mother, shall be 

waiting for us there. 

BRUNETT A BOLAND (Intermediate). 
Loreto, Marryatville. 
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Leaving's Al I 
A is for Ann from far Norfolk Isle. 
B for the boarders-come many a mile. 
C is for Claire of the Gambier clan. 
D stands for Deidre-quite a new man. 
E is for English, Claire Kennedy stars first. 
F tells of Fisher, for Maths. she's athirst. 
G stands for grit in which Anne-Marie does 

abound. 
H is for Hannan-are her books in the pound? 
I for Intelligence for which we're renowned. 
J stands for Jeffrey whose principles are sound. 
K is for Kennels we need quite a few. 
L for the Leavings with ribbons of blue. 
M is for Melville-fleet foot unsurpassed. 
N stands for Notions, we wouldn ' t come last. 

0 for O'Donnell, the dux of the class. 
P is for Pick-are head Prefects a farce? 
Q stands for quarrels of which we have none. 
R is for Rosemary-will she be a nun? 
S for the students, Helen Cox and her brother. 
T is for Thomas-a dictionary lover. 
U stands for unique, as a class we rank high. 
V for von Doussa, whose wit's never dry. 
W for W eeties-the boarders stand by. 
X is for Xmas for which we all sigh. 
Y stands for Youth during which we're not 

. dumb. 
Z is for Zenith to which we have come. 

ANNE-MARIE FITZGERALD (Leaving) . 
Loreto, Marryatvil!e. 

Tennis 
This year. 1949, we are trying to win the four 

tennis cups. Last year most of the teams had bad 
luck. The C's and D's managed to get a place 
in the finals. but the D 's were beaten by four 
games. 

Each tennis lesson at the beginning of the 
year was fraught with excitement as all the aspir
ants waited breathlessly to know if it would be 
their good fortune to be in a team. Eventually 
the notice went up and 16 hearts beat joyfully as 
their owners saw their names among those to play 
in the B, C , D , and E teams. After this the 
players chosen had to challenge each other for 
team places. 

Much practice was done and every court was 
in use. Our spirits rose daily and at last the grea t 
day came when the four teams went out to meet 
their opponents. 

The Nuns and children were overjoyed when 
the telephone rang to say that all teams were vic
torious , the smallest margin of defeat being twelve 
games. They were very happy people who 
returned that night and were greeted with 
enthusiastic applause by the remaining children, 
who always hope that the teams will arrive home 
in the middle of study, as their arrival means a 
few minutes ' break. 

Week after week passed and the four teams 
won, till at last one dreadful Saturday came when 
the C's and D's went out and found that the 
opposing teams were a little stronger than they 
and thus we experienced the first defeat of the 
season . "Was there a man dismayed?" No! 
Next week two determined teams practised harder 
than before, obtaining extra half hours wherever 
possible to get practice against stronger players. 

Four teams set out once more and again all won 
their matches, the B's by seventeen , the C's by 
ten , the D's by five and the E's also by five. That 

Pase Twelve 

night after returning and receiving their round of 
applause they were presented with a box of choco
lates by Mother Superior. Great was the joy 
of all when they were handed round at tea . This 
victory meant that, although once defeated, the C's 
and D 's still had a chance to get into the semi
final and so, on to win the cup. 

During May Our Lady was good to us and 
not a single match was lost. Tennis fever , like 
all other fevers is contagious. We now see the 
youngest members of the Senior School practising 
diligently for next year. It is amusing to see a 
ten-year-old earnestly requesting another maiden 
one size larger: " Show me the grip for a back
hand" or "Tell me what's wrong with my serve." 

One afternoon when the second court had to 
be marked for the next morning an exciting scene 
was witnessed by the C team. After watering 
the court we found that the marker was of no use. 
One of the markers . with more energy than 
thought. poked a stick up the spout. and to our 
horror it broke inside. 

After putting the hose into it a few times , 
liberally spraying ourselves, we decided to poke 
a nail and a skewer up to remove the stick. We 
struggled with these implements till it became too 
dark to see, but our efforts were of no avail. 
Next morning we started to mark the court by 
hand. while two others tried to remove the stick. 
More than one line appeared. and just as all hopes 
of getting the stick out were abandoned the two 
succeeded at their task; so the court was marked 
after a great deal of trouble, and incidentally, of 
merriment. Particularly joyful were those who 
had managed to substitute this novel occupation 
for an hour 's study. 

DIANA CROTHERS ( 15). 
Loreto, Brisbane. 



LOTIETO CONVENT, DAWSON STREET, BALLARAT 
SENIOR SCHOOL 

Back How: M. Ca lnin. M. O'H;-dlon111 .. J. McAnll e. C. Ca ln in , M. V\'a lsh . B- Owen. M. Tunpe n , J. Robotha m, A. Podbury, 
13. La mb 

Thi I'd Row: M. O'Reill y, S. J e n k i n~. P. Jam es, L. Jn·ing, R. C;-11..-0 11. H. No lan. M. Pierce, J . Madde n , M. Ma xwell , M. Nolan, 
K. James . 

Second Row: P. Czynsk i. E. Filzpall'i ch . P. Grunde ll , J. Podbul'y , K. flutton. M. Button , M . Cotter, C. Wl'i p;h t, P. Young, 
C. Gan·ey . 

Fin;t Row : B. Da,·ies. M. Do nn e ll y . Mal').!<t l'Ct O'Heill y . J. Findla y , M. Telrn n, K. No la n. M. Eme l' y, M. Cummin s . B. Fox, 
M. Murl'ay, P. Tuppen. 

In Fl'o nt: C. Mc.:C lure. f). Rosser . H. Da\'ey. B. Go,·c . 

.J UNIO R SCHOOL 

Back Row: J . Pryor, M. Pierce, L. Walker, C. Ven ville, A . Suthei·land, M. Nolan. 
Fourth Row: E. Donnelly, C. Parrnt, N. Donne ll y, P. Quinlan, J. McAlpine, P. Brown, Y. Ashkat', E. Doblie , N . Pryor, 

A. Opie. 
Third Row: L. Doblie, F. Pye, C. Al'mstrong, J. Findlay, P. Grayson, S. Hayes , M. Berg in, M. Cummins, C. Twomey, 

S. Muller . 
• .Second Row: M. Stapleton, P. W ebster, L. Gemmola, J. Cole, J. Norton, S. O'Neil, D. Gemmola, C. Duggan, E. Bourne. 

P. Webster , A. Davidson. 
First Row: M. Cooke, Mat'l-~aret Cooke, P . Najim, Jill Norton, A. Re. 



LORETO CONVENT, DAWSON STREET, BALLARAT 
J UNIOR SCH OOL BOYS 

Back Row: W . Woodford, J. Schonfelder, J. Cavanagh, J. Madden, L. Appleby, T . Armstrong, P. Bourne, G. Tobin. 
Second Row: P . Dobson, T. Taranto, M. Ma llett , G. Woodford , B. Bongiorno, T. Braeur, B. Gal lagher, R. Smith, B. O'Keane. 
Front Row: F. Kennedy, P. Madden , M. Taranto, A. Re, D. Scott, J. Costa. 

TENNIS TEAMS 

C. Garvey, P. Youn g , M. Murray, B . Davies , M. 
Cummins, J. Findlay, M. Donnelly, ( J. Brown 
absent). 

V I GORO TEAM - 1949 

Standing: B. Fox, J. McArdle, K . Nolan, M. 
O'Rei ll y, M. Cotter, C. Wri ght. 

Sittini:< : P. Tuppen, B . Lamb, M . Teh an, M. 
Nolan, Maureen O'Reilly , S. Jenkins. 



LORETO-----

f\ Happy Visit to T oorak 
We were all feeling very excited. It was Friday 

afternoon, work was over, and we had just dis
persed from assembly where we had been given 
our final instructions concerning our visit to Loreto 
Convent, Toorak, the following day. We were 
to be at the station next morning at twenty 
minutes to eight with all our necessary luggage. 

Twenty-one children were making the journey. 
These consisted of the vigoro team, the tennis 
players and three reserves. Those who had been 
before, knew that we would have a happy day . 

We alighted at Spencer Street after an enjoy
able journey of three hours, and boarded a train 
to Flinders Street and thence to Toorak. -we 
walked the short distance to the Convent where 
Mother Superior and the girls greeted us warmly. 

We were taken to the dormitories where we shed 
our coats and hats, and then around the grounds 
and to the new grotto. The kindergarten, which 
is like a house in miniature, intrigued us . 

After we had seen all the interesting spots and 
had talked in groups in the grounds, we went ln to 
luncheon. 

Soon all was in readiness for the game of 
vigoro, and we parted from the tennis players 
(wishing them luck). 

It was a glorious afternoon. We were to play 
vigoro on the front lawn, a beautiful expanse of 
green. The garden was a riot of colour. 

Toorak won the toss and went in to bat. 
Though they led all the way, it was a game full 
of life. The closing score was:-Toorak. 120; 
Ballarat, 82. 

On the way back to the house we found that 
only one of our tennis pairs, Carmel Garvey and 
Cynthia Wright, had been successful. However, 
in spite of their defeat, they all seemed very 
cheerful. We then went into afternoon tea , where 
the tables were laden with delicacies of all kinds . 

At about 4.15 p.m. we gathered our belongings 
together, and made our way to the Chapel. The 
alt&r had been stripped as the next day was 
Passion Sunday, so we did not see it in its full 
splendour. We gathered at the gates and said 
good-bye to the nuns and the girls, thanking them 
for making our day such a very happy one. 

vVe had a very gay journey home, arriving at 
the station tired and defeated , but very grateful 
to all those who had made the trip possible. 

SHIRLEY TEN KINS (Sub-Intermediate). 
Loreto, Dawson Street. 

Oi I or Water? 
We of Loreto, Nedlands , are all waiting 

patiently for the day when we shall have our own 
water supply. For the last four months we 
have been watching our would-be well grow 
slowly deeper inch by inch. 

Each day for four months we have been waiting 
to hear the good news that water has been struck, 
but instead, the oft repeated report that "the rock 
has not yet been passed through" comes to our 
ears. 

Week by week passes and one by one the large 
pipes which mar the beauty of our grounds and 
running track disappear into the dark stony hole . 

Eighty feet is the great depth which we have 
reached at present. We were very proud to hear 

last week that we had a rock named after us. The 
well-diggers never having come across such hard 
stone before call it "Loreto Rock, " while one of 
the men never fails to repeat to Mother Superior 
that "the Church is certainly built on a firm rock." 

It is hoped that, if water is not struck soon, it 
will be struck before next summer. Some people 
have come to the conclusion that oil. not water, 
will be found at the bottom of the dark stony well! 
And others that the depths will open out into fairy 
caves such as are found in many parts along our 
coastal plain! 'Nho will brave the eighty or even 
hundred feet to view them? 

SHIRLEY COSTELLO (Junior Public) , 
Loreto, Nedlands. 

Our Club 
"Today's Friday, oh goodie," says Margaret. 

"What's the difference between Friday and any 
other day?" says one of last year's Thirds. "We 
have the Pickwick Club," says the irrepressible 
Margaret, and so we do. Every Friday at 11 
o'clock the Club meets under the genial presidency 

of Mr. Pickwick, Patsy Hanman. She really 
looks like her namesake, too, but we only say 
that when she is in a good mood. 

In our midst are also Mr. Winkle, Mr. Snod
grass. Mr. Tupman and the most lovable of all
Sam Weller. We do not go skating on ice or 



holidaying with Mr. Wardle, but we explore the 
realms of Literature, Art and Music. 

Every Friday we progress a little further with 
the History of English Literature. Last week we 
spent our time wth Mr. Johnson and his club. 
There we found an old friend , Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, and afterwards we rushed to the veran
dah notice board to see Mrs. Siddons. This 
session closes with a most interesting and often 
exciting broadcast , called "Realms of Gold. " Out
standing poems and books are discussed. Many 
of these have been added to our Reference 
Library, which is becoming a mine of interest. In 
it are the lives of Composers for children; all the 
operas, most beautifully illustrated; the Hyoerion 
series of artists; abridged classics; The Young 
Travellers series; a child's History of Painting 
and many others. 

The a nthologies we gather have brought into 
the limelight quite a number of young artists. 
Patsy excels in drawing horses. Her painting of 
"The Highwayman came riding, riding, riding" 

makes us feel quite nervous, lest he should dash 
off " the purple moor" into our midst "with his 
rapier hilt a twinkle." 

In the 3rd School hangs a notice board sur
mounted by a striking placard, " Do you Know?" 
Below each child pins a piece of information. At 
the opening of Friday's session the votes are 
counted for the best "Do You Know." This is 
then entered in a book. The best part of our Club 
is on Friday evening, when we have dramatics 
for an hour. This term we have already presented 
three scenes from "Little Women," but our impor
tant effort is still in preparation-"An Evening 
with Dickens. " 

We are interested in Music too, and intend to 
give special attention to Schubert. Already the 
third division orchestra can play one of his com
positions, and the choir sings a number of his 
songs. 

ANNETTE CURRAN (Third Division) , 
Loreto, Normanhurst. 

As Others See Us 
" Ah. wad some power the giftie gie us, 
To see ourselves as ithets see us"-

Whenever these wise old words of Bobbie Burns 
are spoken, folk take for granted that we are not 
so delectable in others' eyes as we are in our 
own . Now I am going to take a more optimistic 
point of view, for certainly there was one occasion 
when all of us saw ourselves far more worthy of 
commenda tion than we could have expected. Let 
me give you two pictures. 

The first is a rainy day. How disappointed we 
were when, on waking in the morning, we saw 
everything dull, showery and overcast; for this 
was the day of our drill display and Mission 
Fete. We had been practising hard at drill for 
many weeks; and every girl, from the Head of 
the school to the smallest Junior, was to take 
part in the Display. It was to be held in one of 
the wide, open spaces at the side of the school, 
and was to be in four sections, ending in a Grand 
March. 

But now it was raining! However, we would 
still have the Fete, and preparations for it went on 
as usual. To our joy at about 11 o'clock the sun 
came out from behind the clouds, and everybody 
regained spirits. Alas! as we went into the refec
tory for dinner, the sun was blotted out once 
a gain. The prayer "Cause of our Joy, Pray for 
us ,'' was on everybody's lips. After dinner it 
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was decided to hold the display and to our joy 
the rain held off. 

At 2.30 more than a hundred girls marched on 
to the lawn, dressed in well starched, blue sports' 
dresses and spotless white sandshoes, to music 
amplified by the attachment belonging to our 
picture machine. My father was one member of 
the large audience. He kept his movie camera 
in action, and wisely photographed only the best 
parts of the display. 

The Fete was very successful and we all went 
to bed that night, tired but very happy, after a 
day of hopes and disappointments. 

Now for the second picture. One night 
towards the end of the year, Daddy decided to 
show us the picture of our sports' display. Every 
body was excited, and some were a little worried 
about seeing themselves as others saw them. But, 
to our joy the pictures were better than we could 
ever have expected. One of the surprises of the 
film was to see how the lenses, directed by Daddy, 
had made a section of the grounds, which we 
thought merely ordinary, a delightful back
ground, even to transformed architectural effects 
of the Music Cells. 

So this was a happy insight into the kindlier 
interpretation of-"As others see us." 

DIANA MADDEN (Intermediate), 
Loreto, Normanhurst. 



A Sidelight of the Coal Strike 

was regularly trodden under foot. "Put out the light," said Shakespeare in 
"Othello." 

The Collie miners took this very literally and 
put them out, for three weeks. However our 
long, dark vigil had it's brighter moments. 

Then there was the mysterious case of the 
"Missing Lantern." Who returned it alight to 
the refectory-that is the burning question? 

Mass in semi-darkness, with only the altar 
candles to shed light was an elevating experience. 

Further mysteries! Signalling by torch light 
from top dormitory balcony to ocean steps; burg
lars at the shoe-room door. Solution, M.M.T. 

From the balcony at night, looking towards the 
ocean, there was nothing but a yawning gulf of 
darkness. The head-lamps of a car creeping over 
the hill, suggested the gleaming eyes of some pre
historic monster. 

In spite of these brighter moments, we were 
delighted when the same Collie miners responded 
to Banquo's "Give us a light there, ho," and once 
again we walked in the radiant glory of electricity. 

"Bub," that aristocratic ball of black velvet, 
became so merged into his surroundings that he 

MARY DOYLE (16) , 
Loreto, Claremont. 

On Homework 

If home from S chool you tired come, 
There's still some work that isn't done 

There's homework! 
If by the fire you long to read, 
And listen to the wireless-heed 

There's homework! 
If day is done and you are, too, 
There's something else you must see through, 

There's homework! 

YVONNE CALLIL ( 14 years), 
Loreto, Toorak. 
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This Australia 

The Historic Charm of Portland 

As we came through the school gates alter our 
usual Saturday walk, I was struck by the aged 
appearance of some remote portions of the school 
buildings. This set me thinking of the very his
torical home in which it is our privilege to spend 
our school days. I have collected some interesting 
his torical facts abou t our Portland Convent which 
may be of interest to readers of the Loreto 
Magazine. 

As is well known, the town of Portland was 
founded by the Henty Brothers. In 1834, Thomas 
H enty arrived in Portland Bay. His ship, the 
"Thistle," called by a worthy citizen of Portland, 
"Henty's Ark, " had among her provisions, build
ing materials , agricultural implements, thirteen 
heifers , four working bullocks, five pigs. two tur
keys, two guinea fowls , six dogs, a plough and 
seeds, plants, vines , apple and other fruit trees, 
one fishing boat , one seine net, four men servants, 
and Henty's friend , Henry Camfield- truly an 
ark! W ithin one month of their arrival, vegetables 
and fruit trees were planted and potatoes sown. 

The first building erected was " Richmond Cot
tage" (now Richmond Hotel). Later, Edward 
Henty built the lovely bluestone "Burswood " (now 
the home of an uncle of one of our pupils). Then 
in 1836, Stephen Henty arrived with his young 
bride on the "Sally Anne." They settled in 
" Richmond Cottage" temporarily until Stephen 
was able to build his own dream house. It is this 
second house in w hich we are particularly inter
ested because it eventually became the Loreto 
Convent. Mrs. Stephen Henty, the first occupant 
of this house, is renowned as the first white woman 
to make her home in Victoria , and she was the 
mother of Victoria's first white baby. 

Stephen Henty built his home high on the cliff 
overlooking the beautiful Portland Bay. It was 
built of bluestone and many kinds of woods 
brought from England. Here the Hentys lived , 
worked and entertained for many years. We can 
picture Mrs. Stephen Henty entertaining her 
friends in the pleasant drawing room which is 
now the Convent Chapel. Then as the Hentys 
grew up and dispersed, this house was bought by 
the McKillop family newly arrived from Scotland. 
Perhaps the most notable member of this family 
was Mary McKillop, who later became the 
foundress of the now widely spread Josephite 
Order of Nuns. A cupboard is shown in one of 
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the rooms of the Convent where it is said that 
Mrs. McKillop kept sweets for Mary and her 
brothers. 

Near the Convent is Victoria 's oldest Catholic 
Church; here the first Mass was said in 1849. 
Mary McKillop loved to care for the Altar in this 
church. She might often have been seen praying 
there. It is said that one night she remained longer 
than usual at her devotions and was so engrossed 
in prayer that she did not hear the priest locking 
the doors and was thus compelled to spend the 
night in the church. She used to teach catechism 
to the children in this church which is now part of 
" All Saints' " Primary School. 

In 1884 the old Henty home once more chanHed 
hands. This time it was bought by Reverend 
Mother M. Gonzaga Barry, Provincial of the 
l.B.V.M. in Australia . The Convent thus set up, 
was to be a preparatory school to Mary's Mount, 
where young children, before they reached the age 
of twelve years, were to be taught . After that they 
were sen t to Mary's Mount. 

Now, in 1949, it is difficult to recognise in the 
imposing Gothic structure, the old pioneer Henty 
home. The frontage was planned and built by the 
Loreto nuns in Gothic style of architecture with 
many lar9e windows giving beautiful views of the 
Bay and surrounding country. 

Some of the great attractions of Loreto, Port
land, are the opportunities for surfing, sea-bathing 
and long rambles in the bush. Former pupils will 
remember the old bathing boxes some distance 
fro m the Convent. The changing contours of the 
beach have necessitated the removal of these 
ba thing boxes. The new ones are placed more con
veniently, almost directly opposite the Convent. 
When people in Portland pass the little white 
railway gates in front of the Convent they may 
be inclined to regard them as a public thorough
fare, but these gates. leading to the beach, were 
built by courtesy of the Portland Borough Council 
for the use of the Nuns and Children of Loreto. 

In conclusion, I should like to say that Portland, 
tucked away in this little south-western corner of 
Victoria, is one of the most historical and 
picturesque spots in this fair State, a n ideal holi
day and pleasure resort, and I would not change 
my school here for any in Australia. 

BARBARA PIMBLETT, ( 15), 
Loreto, Portland . 
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In the Steps of a Great Explorer 
Narrawong is a small country township situ

ated on the coast of Portland Bay in the south 
west of the Western District of Victoria. Ten 
miles to the west is the nearest town, Portland, 
where I go by school bus to the Loreto Convent. 

" Narrawong" is an aboriginal name, and I do 
not know its meaning. The township was named 
"Narrawong" by Turner, a surveyor, about 1855. 
It was also named "Mount Clay" and the "Surrey 
Township Reserve" before 1855. On the East, 
Narrawong is bounded by the "Fitzroy" river, 
named by Major Mitchell, an explorer. It was 
first called the "Clark," by Edward Henty, the 
first permanent settler at Portland. It is bounded 
in the West by the Surrey, also named by Major 
Mitchell , previously named the "Dutton," after 
William Dutton, a whaler, who had his hut at 
the river;s mouth. 

After he retired from the sea about 1849, 
William Dutton had a farm at mouth of the 
Surrey river. He died in July, 1878, and is buried 
in the Narrawong cemetery. On the beach 
between Narrawong and Portland there were two 
wrecks, the first being "The Minerva," in 1839, 
and the second, "The Victory," in 1857. There 
are five sailors from a ship-wreck buried in the 
Narrawong cemetery. Approximately two miles 
from the beach, Mount Clay, also named by Major 
Mitchell , rises. At its highest peak. which is six 
hundred feet , there is a fire-spotting look-out. The 
soil of the mount is volcanic, and on the summit is 
a State forest. 

On the Mount not far from the summit there is 
a water hole known as "Mag's Water Hole." In 
the Spring the edge of the water hole is sur-

rounded by many varieties of wild ferns, and 
farther out the ground is covered with red and 
white heath. The hole itself is covered with 
aquatic plants. The water hole is hard to find if 
its situation is not known. It cannot be reached 
by car as there is no road leading to it. 

At the foothills, in the valley between the
Mount and a lime-stone ridge which is not far 
from the beach, and on the rich river flats that 
nestle below Mount Clay, mixed farming is carried 
on. The trees from the side of Mount Clay and 
on the flats are sawn into fire wood and sold in 
Portland and neighbouring places. Tomatoes are 
grown on the rich black ground of the low flats. 

The beach around the Surrey river's mouth 
attracts many campers and holiday-makers in the 
Summer. The area along the river near its mouth 
is usually crowded with cars, caravans, trucks and 
other vehicles. Although there are no dressing 
sheds, there are many swimmers to be seen splash
ing in the river and sea. The sea also provides fish. 
All along the beach there are hummocks and sand 
dunes in one continuous line, only broken at the 
mouth of the river. 

From the top of Mount Clay, ships passing by 
9r calling at Portland can be seen. Portland can 
be seen from the beach across the bay and from 
the hill top. The scene from the summit of the 
Mount is very beautiful. In the distance the blue, 
sparkling sea, then the green valley dotted with 
snug homesteads, and in the foreground a euca
lyptus forest under a blue sky. 

MARGARET CANAVAN (14), 
Loreto, Portland. 

South Street Competitions 
The South Street Competitions which are held 

in the Alfred Hall , Ballarat, every year, draw an 
enthusiastic crowd. It is of great interest to go 
to the Competitions and listen to young promising 
Australian artists, and to let your memory go back 
to the nine young men who were the foundation 
members of the Society of South Street. Under 
great difficulties these young men, who all showed 
great enthusiasm in this new venture, struggled 
to obtain their desire; and the interest in the move
ment did not slacken. 

The Competitions were first held in an old 
cottage with the interior partitions removed, and 
it stood in South Street, Ballarat. By 1883, the 
"Young Men's Society" was formed, and a small 

competition was held in the Alfred Hall on 
Friday, 30th March, 1883. In later years it was 
transferred to Grenville Street, where citizens 
knew it as the Athenaeum. We all know that 
June, 1891, saw the event of the year when the 
first big South Street Competition was held; and, 
with an enthusiastic committee, a start was made 
on the road to world-wide fame. Ballarat dis
carded the gold of the earth for the gold of the 
human mind and voice, and took its place among 
the cultured cities of the world. The yearly 
Eisteddfod is one of the city's chief glories. 

The Competitions went on with great success 
until. in 1894, there came the first agitations for 
the amalgamation of East and West Ballarat. One 
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of the Essay subjects at South Street was on the 
best practical scheme to secure that end. Even 
then, taxation was a sore point, and one debate 
was on the subject that taxation in Victoria pressed 
unjustly on the working class. Literary, elocu
tionary, and musical items were the main entries up 
to this time; in later years Choral Contests took 
place. Competitiors now come from every State in 
Australia. 

The year 1908 saw the Society take a bold step 
forward and build that huge structure of iron and 
wood, the Coliseum, so that large audiences 
could be comfortably accommodated. Success 
continued for about twenty years, and then dis
aster struck, and in a few minutes the commodious 

Coliseum was reduced to ruin by fire. After· 
generous donations, South Street Committee was 
able to renovate the old Alfred Hall and so the 
competitions continued. During the war these 
were suspended until peace came again, but in. 
1945, when the conflict ended, the Competitions 
began again. There is no doubt that the interest 
of the people and the Society will bring forward 
even greater Competitions in the future . South 
Street has set more than one great singer on the 
way to fame. We shall content ourselves with 
mentioning our own Rita Miller. 

MARLENE DONNELLEY (Intermediate) , 
Loreto, Dawson StreeL 

Queensland-The Coming State 

Queensland is the second largest State in the 
Commonwealth. It is a land of sunshine, fertile 
plains, and great primary production. New and 
enlarged industrial enterprises are underway and 
in the process of organisation. It may be that 
Queensland will emerge the most important indus
trial State of Australia. 

With regard to primary production she has 
been liberally gifted by nature. Evidence of the 
great potentialities of Queensland soil may be 
found in the amazing success of the Peak Downs 
scheme, which yielded within recent weeks 
immense crops of sorghum grain to provide fodder 
for pigs, which will later be shipped as pork for 
Britain. The outstanding success of the first har
vest has encouraged the interest concerned to 
extend its holding in the near future, it will ulti
mately absorb an area of 120,000 acres. The 
Peak Downs scheme is one of the greatest ven
tures undertaken in Queensland and should bring 
much wealth to Australia. 

The fertility of the famous Darling Downs is 
outstanding; for without the assistance of super
phosphates, the soil produces two crops annually. 
The harvests yield more bushels per acre than are 
procured annually by intensified cultivation in 
Victoria. The Downlands are also famous for 
Stud farm production, having bred horses of the 
calibre of Bernborough. 

Looking further north , we find Queensland's 
most important primary industry-Sugar. Both 
in volume and value sugar exceeds the total of all 
other forms of agriculture produced in this St;ite. 
The industry has fulfilled a significant function in 
contributing to the settlement of the north. 

There are 32 Sugar Mills in Queensland, and 3 
in New South Wales. These supply all Australian 
requirements together with a large quantity for 
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export, the net value of which, in the five years 
between 1935-36 and 1940, was £ 19 million. The 
value of land and farm equipment may be assessed 
as in the vicinity of 55 million pounds. Our sugar 
is said to equal the best in the world. It is esti
mated that about 200,000 persons, or 1/ 5th of the 
population of Queensland are employed directly 
or indirectly in the sugar industry. It has played 
an important part in the life of this State by set
tling a long stretch of tropical coast line, thus ful 
filling an urgent national and strategic function . 

Among tropical fruits we find the pineapple 
industry developing rapidly. It first appeared in 
1838 with the Lutheran missionaries, since then it 
has progressed steadily, producing during 1924-
30, an average of 13,500 tons, which increased 
so much that the average between 1945-48 was 
40,000 tons . The industry now supports the pros
perous towns of Namboor, Gympie, and the 
Maroochy shire; the latter is reputed to be the 
most closely settled rural area in Australia. 

The production of ginger is gradually growing 
into a lucrative industry. Where China can pro
duce 2 tons an acre, the Buderim district may 
yield 15 to 20 tons , although the average is 6 or 
7 tons. A large quantity is exported to the United 
Kingdom and there is anticipation of entry into the 
dollar market-numerous enquiries have already 
been received. 

Queensland produces 99 % of Australia's pea
nut crop. In 1924 there were 100 growers culti
vating 691 acres producing pea-nuts to the value 
of £10,657. In 1947 there was a marked increase 
- 900 growers, 52,800 acres with productiol'I. 
valued at over £1,000,000. Kingaroy and the 
South Burnett district are the main areas of culti
vation; 25 % of the pea-nut crop is utilized for
the extraction of pea-nut oil, the remaininµ 75 % 
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is used for the nut paste butter, salted kernels 
and confectionery lines. Manufacturers are 
developing a high standard of excellence, thus 
helping the industry to expand on a basis of good 
quality production. Its future is assured, as the 
shortage of edible oils ensures a ready market. 

Queensland is fortunate in possessing an abun
dance of coal. The remarkable Blair Athol open 
cut mine is located in a basin covering an area of 
four to five square miles. Authorities estimate that 
there is enough coal in sight to supply Australia's 
industrial needs for almost a century. The 
Queensland Government has been advised by 
experts that coal lies at varying shallow depths 
for a distance west of the Great Dividing Range 
up to 300 miles. 

The State Government has given the Electric 
Supply Corporation (Overseas) Ltd. , a British 
concern, facilities to exploit Blair Athol by open 
cut. It is said the accessibility of seams will per
mit the Company to produce coal cheaper than 
any other coal in the world. 

The earth that crusts the coal deposits aver
ages out at 1 i feet to every foot of coal. The 
American average for open cut propositions is 15 
feet to a foot of coal. The British Company 
plans to spend £ 18 million, the bulk of which will 
be spent on transport development, not only 
enabling coal to meet Australian consumption, 
but also to reach Eastern markets . Queensland 
has the right to acquire the undertaking at the 
termination of 50 years. 

Queensland is grateful to His Grace, the Most 
Reverend James Duhig , D .D ., Archbishop of 
Brisbane, for the keen interest always taken in the 
development and progress of this State. We quot~ 
one of the many tributes to him. 

N.Q.D.L. PRAISES ARCHBISHOP DUHIG. 

"The committee of the North Queensland 
Development League expressed its appreciation 

of statements made during his visit to Ingham by 
Archbishop Duhig regarding the need for delevop
mental measures in the north. 

The league's spokesman subsequently issued 
the following statement: 

"The North Queensland Development League 
is deeply appreciative of the publicity given to 
North Queensland's need by Archbishop Duhig. 
His Grace is well known throughout Australia, 
and his remarks will carry much weight. 

"Archbishop Duhig particularly mentioned the 
need for population, the development of new in
dustries, the necessity for cement works, and 
stressed the fact that young people must be 
attracted to the land. All of those items are in
cluded in the objectives of the North Queensland 
Development League. 

" It was also most pleasing to the league to read 
the Archbishop 's opinion on an authoritative coun
cil operating in the north's interests, and bringing 
its requirements before the notice of State and 
Federal Governments. 

" Archbishop Duhig is to be congratulated on 
his quick appraisal of the north 's needs, and the 
necessity for such a body as the North Queens
land Development League to keep this area of 
the State well before the notice of governments." 

It is gratifying to us to learn that in May, 1950, 
His Grace will lead to Rome the Australian 
National Pilgrimage for the Holy Year. 

Queensland, with her fertility, her abundance 
of coal, possesses great industrial potentialities. 
Her climate, beautiful scenery and fine beaches, 
hold great attraction for tourists. With develop
ment and exploitation of these natural assets, 
Queensland may become one of the most beau
tiful and wealthy countries of the world, and the 
greatest State of Australia. 

MARGARET KELLY (Past Pupil) , 
Loreto, Brisbane. 

Life on a Cattle Station in the North-West 

The exams. were over, so that I now felt I could 
enjoy the thought of our May holidays. This time 
they were particularly exciting, for I was going 
to spend them at our cattle station in the North
West. We left by car on Sunday morning, and 
after four long days of driving, during which we 
crossed nearly a thousand miles, we reached our 
destination. 

The station is typical of Australian spaces, for 
it has an area of a million and a quarter acres . 
The homestead is large, and made of timber which 
has been cut and treated on the station. For the 

up-keep of the house, native girls are employed. 
They are not paid, but are given food and cloth
ing. Native boys work, mustering . and branding 
cattle, on the runs and also looking after the 
garden and such duties at the " Mire.'' This is 
the native word for "homestead," and is used far 
more frequently than the white tongue. 

Very little of the land is enclosed by fences , as 
the cost of fencing such vast spaces would be too 
great. There are only a few paddocks to muster 
the cattle into before starting them on their 350 
mile journey to Meekatharra, from where they 
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are trucked to Perth to be sold. It takes six weeks 
to drove the cattle from the station to the trucking 
yards, and as the drover is usually the only 
"white" in his team of about thirty natives, he 
leads a very lonely existence. 

The most important item of the station is the 
water. No matter how poor the feed may be, if 
the water position is in order, the cattle will be 
healthy. So important is it that two men are 
employed to continually travel around the mills to 
see that they are pumping, and also that the cattle 
are getting sufficient water. 

Another activity of the station is supplied by 
the mustering team. This is comprised of four 
"whites," including a cook, and about twelve 
natives. They are employed to muster the cattle 
which are to go to Perth. While doing this they 
also brand all the calves. It is necessary for the 
whole team to "camp out" during the whole mus
ter , which may last anything from a month to six 
weeks. 

Work on the station is begun very early. The 
first bell for rising is rung at 6.15 a.m., and the 
second, for breakfast, is at 6.30 a.m. Immediately 
afterwards the station is a scene of activity. After 
lunch, which is at 12 o 'clock, there is a break till 
three o'clock. At this time it is too hot to work, 
and no sign of life is visible until afternoon tea. 
Work is then continued until about 5 p.m. The 
evenings close in very quickly, as there is no twi
light-immediately the sun sinks it is dark. 

Many native customs are still carried out. If a 
native dies, his friends must "cry" for him; and 
all night may be heard a weird, wailing noise 
breaking the stillness of the countryside. 

Corroborees are held in which only the men 
may take part, while the women beat time on the 
ground with their hands. 

During the hottest months of the year the 
natives go "Pink Eye" which, in their language, 
is a holiday. They are given provisions for about 
two months, but these they eat in the first week. so 
they have to rely on their spears for the remain
ing time. Many still revert to cannibalism. * 

Mail is brought every fortnight by road, and 
this makes the country seem very cut off from the 
world. Now, however, with a plane every week 
communications with the capital is so much easier. 
In contrast to the long overland trip on the way 
up, I returned to Perth by air, which only took a 
day. 

I arrived back at school a week late, as we were 
flood-bound and planes could not land. This, of 
course, made the holiday seem more wonderful. 
and I am now awaiting August with some im
patience for another, if shorter, visit to our North. 

ELIZABETH RODOREDA (Leaving) . 
Loreto, Ned.lands. 

* Editor is astonished, but lets the statement pass, 
not considering an enquiry into cannibalism as 
one of her duties. 

The Oasis of the Riverina 

In the train trip from Sydney to Leeton you 
travel through undulating wheat country for so 
many hours that you begin to tire of it. Suddenly 
a respite is at hand for your tired eyes: the train 
hurries down the side of a small hill and you find 
yourself in a maze of green. The scene is thrust 
on you so unexpectedly that by the time you sort 
out your feelings you are past the big orchard 
bordered by its towering pines; you are past the 
wide canal, and you find that the train has stopped 
at the small station of Yanco in the Murrum
bidgee Irrigation area. 

If you alight there and go on a tour of the 
M .I.A. by car you travel on a wide road, bordered 
on both sides by canals and tall, straight Blue 
Gums. Down the centre of the road runs an 
avenue of palms and flowering shrubs which give 
way to large Kurrajongs and well kept lawns at 
the entrance to Leeton. This is one of the main 
towns of the area. Modern and well-planned, its 
streets are a picture of beautiful gardens, parks 
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and trees . Even the main street is divided by 
gardens. 

At one end of the town is the canning factory. 
A co-operative factory, obtaining all its supplies 
from the surrounding farms , it covers about ten 
acres of ground, and is the largest canning fac
tory in the Southern Hemisphere. All types of 
fruit and vegetables are canned and dehydrated 
for export overseas. I went through it recently, 
and although I knew the food was rarely handled 
I was astonished at the wonderful machines, some 
of them reminding one of tales of robots. When 
you enter the storehouses you see products being 
packed and labelled in cases for export to such 
widely diverse places as London and Hong Kong. 
Millions of cans of fruit leave the area each year, 
and all this fruit comes, without exception, from 
the farms in the M.l.A. 

Immediately outside the township of Leeton are 
the vegetable, dairy and small fruit farms; but 
gradually the holdings give way further out to-



the big orchards and rice fields. As the locality is 
undulating, the farms are situated in the valleys 
while all around on the rising ground are the 
wheat farms. Travelling out to see some of the 
areas, you leave the gum-lined road and pass 
over the big canal. At one point the farms seem 
suddenly to end, but over the crown of a hill you 
look to the right to see miles of green orchards 
which , in spring , are bordered by almond trees in 
tlower. Now, indeed, is the whole valley a tapes
try of flowers and greenery. 

Passing over the hill you come to the loveliest 
va11ey-loveliest, to my mind, for here lies my 
home. On the low-lying hills are waving fields of 
wheat set off by beautiful trees below. The trees 
are so varied that they connect us with all parts 
of the world. Oranges, olives, peaches and apples 
are in the orchards. and here and ther<! in the 
landscape the Australian atmosphere is preserved 
by the presence of towering gum trees. 

ELAINE BAILEY (Leaving) . 
Loreto. Normanhurst .. 

The Spirit of Place 
1.-COBBITTY. 

usually spend my scnuol holidays, during the 
Winter months, at a little place called Cobbitty. 
I don 't think many people have ever heard of it. 

I am not sure how it got its name but I imagine 
it was from Cobb & Co., when their horses went 
clip-clopping down the cobbled streets. On lonely 
nights you think you can still hear them-and see 
the "lights of Cobb & Co." on the old road. 

It is the prettiest spot I have ever seen and is 
situated on the northern bank of the Nepean 
River, not far from Camden. The whole country 
gives an air of old England, for it was to Camden 
that the first aristocratic merino sheep were 
brought. In fact one of the adjoining properties 
was the very property on which they were first 
put in Macarthur's day. Besides an old historic 
church, there are still a few landmarks, one of these 
being an old mill where the folk used to mill their 
wheat in bygone days. Another is a quaint old 
forge built of round stones like lucky stones. I 
can still picture the powerful draught horses being 
led there to be shod. 

When I was staying there last September, I 
had a room on the east side of the house which 
looked down towards the river then on to tht> 
farms. I used to get up early to watch the sun 
creep over the distant hill. I loved to see the 
rabbits on the river banks. and hear the birds 
calling to one another across the gullies as tht> 
new day dawned. 

We usually went for walks during the day 
and boiled the billy near the river for lunch. 
About 5 o'clock we would climb the last hill and 
watch the sun say good-bye to Cobbitty till the 
morrow. 

When I am clinging to a railing in a crowded 
train, trying to keep a precarious foothold, some
times my thoughts go to the quiet, open spaces 
near the Nepean-and the very sound of "Cob
bitty" soothes my ruffled feelings. 

SUZANNE LORD (Intermediate) . 
Loreto, Normanhurst . 

TAYLOR'S ARM. 

Taylor's Arm is a village on the south arm of 
the Nambucca River on the north coast of New 
South Wales. About a mile out of the township. 
the farms begin; and four miles further up the 
road. the banana plantations. As one of these is 
owned by my cousin I know something about it. 
During the war he had a number of Italian pris
oners of war working for him. Most of these men 
were Catholics, and on Sundays they used to sing 
the Mass at the Church. After the war was over 
they were all sent back to Italy. but now two of 
them have come back with their wives and chil
dren to work with him again. 

Life on a banana plantation is hard, but inter
esting. To work on such a plantation you need 
very good health as the day begins early and ends 
late. 

On a tree like a palm, bananas grow on long 
stems in big bunches. and when they are ripe the 
whole stem is picked from the tree. When the 
fruits are ready for picking. the men gather and 
load them on to a " flying fox" (which is a box 
fixed on to a cable and worked by pulleys) . This 
takes them to the packing sheds where they are 
packed in boxes and sent to the markets . All the 
banana plantations are cultivated on the hill sides 
to secure good drainage, and also for protection 
from frost. 

After passing all the plantations you come to 
the saw mills. Here the wood is cut into packing 
cases for tomatoes and bananas. Also at these 
mills they make floor boards. Next door to the 
mills is the butter factory where the farmers send 
their cream. 

So at Taylor's Arm you see the primary pro
ducts of our land-and you honour the men who 
work with their hands. It is a place of peace. 

ANNE WARD (Intermediate) . 
Loreto, Normanhurst. 
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Flying Missionary 

A dull drone- silver wings against a blue sky 
and the " Loreto" circles to land at our homestead. 
Father Bryan is "dropping in" for a day or two 

This was not always such a simple matter. 
M any and varied were his former modes of 
travelling from Marble Bar to Nullagine and 
Wittenoom Gorge back to his headquarters in 
Port Hedland. 

There was the truck, which he often left bogged 
while he walked nine or ten miles on to the next 
sta tion. 

Then came the bright green Chevrolet. This 
lasted two years, and after the Nor'west roads 
had taken their toll it was replaced by a Jeep. 

In 1945 the Loreto I. began to wing its way 
through Nor'west skies. Father had no pride, but 
he had his fall . A sharp gust of wind struck the 
plane as it circled. There are various accounts of 
the accident, the most popular declares that Father 
climbed out of the wreck, hung his flying helmet 
on the propellor and asked for a cup of tea. A 
more authentic version is that the plane upended. 

and fell with its engine under a water tank. The 
propellor was a splintered mass twenty yards from 
the wreck. 

Loreto II. replaced the wreck. Other names 
were suggested, but OUR Lady of Loreto won 
the day. 

Jiminy, his air-minded canine, was a frequent 
passenger. Jiminy met the death of many a flier , 
and Father's present dog, Jiminy Too, refuses to 
fl y. 

We always look forward to the Loreto's arrival. 
even when it only comes down for a wash and 
polish. We were all rewarded for services ren
dered at Christmas, and had a flip each. 

The solid results of Father's work in the last 
nine years include Churches at Port Hedland, 
Wittenoom Gorge, Marble Bar, and Roebourne, 
and a convent school in Port Hedland. We hope 
that Our Lady of Loreto will keen Father and 
his plane always safe. 

JENNIFER QUIN (Junior Public}, 
Loreto, Claremant. 

MARY OF NAZARETH. 
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When You dwelt in Nazareth 's Home 
With Joseph and the Holy Child 
Did you ever tire of c'leaning 
Or were you, Mother, always meek and mild? 
When the day's long toil was ended 
And Baby Jesus was in bed. 
Did you and Joseph sit and chat 
Then tiptoe in and kiss Your Baby's Head? 
And did you think of His Passion 
In the dark days yet to come. 
Or did You in Your heart rejoice 
That God had given You His Only Son? 

JANETTE PRI.CHARD ( 12), 
Loreto Abbey, Mary's Mount. 



March of Ti me 
Highlights from "Headquarters" 

Contrary to our usual procedure, the Head of 
the School and the four Prefects were elected by 
the school on the 11th February. The Head of 
the School is Judy Holmes; 1st Prefect, Valerie 
Johnston ; 2nd, Winifred Mahon; 3rd, Meredyth 
Dunne; and 4th, Elizabeth Rodoreda. All were 
overwhelmed by the honour, and are doing their 
best to carry on Loreto traditions in Perth . 

The senior school supplied the singing for the 
Reception of Sister Francis, formerly of Sydney, 
and well-known to the Kirribilli nuns, on her 
entrance into the Carmelite Convent of our own 
parish on the 24th February. May the blessing of 
God and our very best wishes go to her. The 
occasion afforded us a half-holiday. 

10th March.: Leavings. Sub-Leavings and 
Juniors experienced a most thrilling (as well as 
highly educational) evening 's entertainment when 
they saw the production of "Midsummer Night's 
Dream" in the sunken garden of the University. 
The play was produced by the University stud
ents; and the appearance of two live, mobile rats 
on the stage, as well as a quick dipping one of our 
male colleagues from a neighbouring school re
ceived in a fishpond , only added to the night's 
enjoyment. 

We played Rounders with Osborne and were 
soundly (very soundly) beaten on the 26th 
M arch, but turned the tables completely when we 
encountered them the following week on our home
ground . As the only member of the Leaving 
Class w ho did not take part on the first occasion, 
did manage to sneak into the team on the second 
occasion, she seems to think a ll credit for the 
victory should go to her. 

We seem to be having a festival of Shake
spearian plays; we do not mind, of course, as we 
love Shakespeare, and also the free nights off. 
The four senior classes witnessed a somewhat 
gruelling portrayal of "T welfth Night," on April 
25th . The younger and less experienced members 
of the group thought the whole play was "wonder
ful. " 

As the 1st May was a Sunday, we held our 
May Day procession on the 2nd. It was a very 
lovely ceremony. The Head of the School was 
crowned Queen of the May and attended by six 
handmaids. 

Our big "do" of the year-the Mission Dance
we held in the evening of the 2nd. Everyone wore 
fancy dress. The Leavings brought a mild attack 
of hysterics upon the audience when they entered 
to the strains of Hi-Ho as the bewhiskered and 
bepadded Seven Dwarfs. Next time these cos
tumes are concocted we hope the padding will not 
slip to such an alarming extent. The profits were 
wonderful! 

5th May, when everyone was busy "breaking 
up," the poor, poor Leavings were out on a 
geography excursion. We walked and walked and 
walked and all for such a little bit of geography. 
However, we all thought the lecturer and the 
scenery were wonderful. 

After three marvellous weeks holiday we came 
back to find one of our Sub-leavings had departed 
from our company, and worse still, one of our 
most "brilliant" prefects was stranded by floods 
up north on her father's cattle station. How did 
it feel to see that plane circle overhead and then 
depart again Liz., when you knew it was your 
only means of returning to school? We hope you 
were heartbroken! 

The singing competition between the three 
houses is to be held this term; the three Captains 
are rushing about warbling bits of this and 
snatches of that. Our Annual Sports ' Day is also 
approaching; so what with one thing and another 
how can we Leavings be expected to "settle down 
to hard work" ? We have managed to keep our 
noses in our books for the past week, but I do not 
think they will remain there much longer , knowing 
the Leaving Class as I do. 

JUDITH HOLMES (Leaving) . 
Loreto, Nedlands. 

Lest You Forget 

FEBRUARY 8th: Saw the beginning of the 
school year and the beginning of hard work for us 
poor Seniors. The main item of interest during 
the first term was the selection of tennis teams. 
This meant that the courts were in constant use 

for practices and challenges. Four teams were 
chosen and entered for the B, C. D . and E. 
Grades. 

FEBRUARY 21st: Sports ' captains were
elected by blues and greys. 
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FEBRUARY 23rd: The Prefects were elected. 
MARCH 2nd: We attended the first Youth 

Concert of the Season. Very enjoyable. 
MARCH 17th: St. Patrick's Day. A half

holiday in the afternoon to steel ourselves for the 
big ordeal of the concert in the City Hall that 
night. 

MARCH 22nd: Delayed St. Patrick' s Dav cele
brations took place. We went to Manly for the 
day. Despite many prayers to St. Joseph, the 
weather was rather damp, but not our spirits! 

MARCH 25th: The Feast of the Annunciation. 
A fancy dress ball was held; everyone was to 
represent the name of a song. The prize was won 
by an excellent presentation of the Three Blind 
Mice, complete with tails, farmer 's wife and carv
ing knife. The entertainment was part of our 
Mission Drive for the Pope. 

During March we had a visit from a member 
of the Road-Safety Council, who made the very 
original observation that " Ifs better to be late 
than dead on time." 

APRIL 29th: The Inter-school tennis fixtures 
began. All four Loreto teams were victorious. 
April a beautiful month of victories. 

MAY 2nd: A procession in honour of Our 
Blessed Lady. The May Day festivities were 
postponed as the 1st of May was a Sunday. The 
altar was even more festive than in former years, 
as some good time-exposures testify. The Y.C,S. 
organised a scavenger hunt. The most elusive 
article was the cat's paw mark on paper. Some 
even stooped to forgery. 

MAY 3rd: Eviction without compensation for 
the Seniors, so that their classroom could be used 
as a stage for the concert. Classes were held in 
the Art Room for the next ten days. 

MAY 7th: Our first defeat in tennis. Both C 's 
and D's were defeated. The music enthusiasts 
were fortunate in drowning their sorrow by hear
ing Hepzibah Menhuin and Earnest Llewellyn in 
the City Hall for the second time. Even the non
violinists looked intelligent while listening-in at 
home to the Spring Sonata, which they hear fre
quently from the top balcony at 6 p.m., when Ann 
is practising. 

MAY 12th : Concert in honour of His Grace 
Archbishop O'Donnell. This concert was a great 

success, and received a great ovation. The play 
was Isagon, by Padriac Pearse. We sang several 
in choruses, our favorites were: "The Birds," by 
Benjamin Brit ten , and "Matthew, Mark, Luke and 
John, " by the Australian composer, May Brahe. 

MAY 13th: Archbishop O'Donnell, with the 
permission of His Grace, Archbishop Duhig, gave 
us a holiday. Before we went out for the day we 
helped put the school in order. That last state
ment could only be appreciated by those who hap
pened to be present. 

MAY 14: His Grace, Archbishop O 'Donnell 
said Mass in our Chapel. After Mass we met His 
Grace and some budding photographers took some 
very good snaps of him. We redeemed ourselves in 
the tennis fixtures- four teams were victorious 
again. 

MAY 20th: Dr. O'Loughlin, Bishop of Darwin, 
said Mass in the school Chapel, and gave us 
extra recreation, which was transferred until the 
feas t of Our Lady Help of Christians. 

MAY 23rd: Oral Christian Doctrine Examina
tion for the Seniors against the Sub-juniors and 
Juniors . We upheld the honour of the Senior 
Class despite the pessimistic views of our leaders. 

JUNE 11th: We went to an A .B.C. Youth Con
cert in the City Hall and heard Peter Dawson 
sing. Those who remained at school were allowed 
see the preview of the play to be given for Mother 
Provincial by the Junior Literary Club. 

JUNE 14th: Mother Provincial and Mother 
Mildred arrived. A visit from the Apostolic Dele
gate was a welcome break in the examinations. 
We lined the drive holding streamers in the Papal 
colours for the car to drive through. Amateur 
photographers again exerted their talent and took 
snaps of His Excellency and Archbishop Duhig. 

JUNE 18th: A group of us went to the Opera 
to see "Carmen." This constituted the main item 
of conversation for days ; everyone was very much 
impressed by it. 

JUNE 22nd: A second concert, this time by the 
whole school, for Mother Provincial and Mother 
Mildred. 4 p.m.: Evacuation. The Midwinter 
vacation has begun in earnest. Five weeks! 

-THE SENIORS, Brisbane, 1949. 
Loreto, Claremont. 

March of Time 
FEBRUARY 7th: We returned to find M.M. 

Helen, M.M. Teresita and M.M. Pauline had 
flown. We draw a veil of silence across our inner
most feelings. Tl;ie children of Marryatville and 
Mary's Mount have gained what we have lost. 
We welcomed our new Mother Superior, and 
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were glad she was not really new to us, also M.M. 
John, M.M. Canice and M.M. Eymard. We hope 
they like the West. The Louvres are a place of 
beauty and a joy to <the fortunate inhabitants. The 
new cubicles rejoice in various pet names. Daisy 
Lane seems the most appropriate. 



LORETO CONVENT, NORMANHURST. 

1-"' irst Divis ion 

Ba ck How : E. Forsyth, M. Rowe , R. Quayle, K. Ken nedy . M. Davidson , Y. Bl'ow n, L. Elring ton, C. De lhomme ll e, L. Dunni
c liff , D. Newel l , S. Di g-ges, P. O' Lea ry, M. Ga in•Co rd, 0 Basha. 

Seco nd Row : J . Mc Leod , F . W a lke r. R. Ne lson, A. Du ffy , R. H o ffm a n , P. Shay le r, C . Nade r , M. Ma ni on, C. R ya n. E. Bailey. 
F ront Row : M. McCa rth y. M. Shay ler , J . Basha . 

Seco nd Di vis ion 
Bac k Row: P. Shaw , N O'Neill. A . W a rd, C. DufTy, A. A llan, M. T o fTt, T. Math a . E . Armst ron" , S . Lo rd. J . Cameron , 

S . Ca ll a .ghan, C. Burgin . 
Second Row : V. W a rd, L. Bou lton. P . H ea fey , M. Ca rte r , .T. Qu inn , I. Mc Leod, M. Bla ke, M. Littl e, A. M. Chatfiel d, 

D. Gibbs, M. Dun wo r t h , J . McMill a n . 
Front Row: A . Roha n , M. Mill ar, D . Madde n, M. H erden , G. Au• bu rn. F. P ollan]. J. D'Arcy, D. Browne , F. Hayek , M . 

O'Reill y. 



LORETO CONVENT, NORMA HURST. 
Third Divisio1t 

Back Row : B. Gal'clinel' , /\. Cul'l'an, M. Phi lli ps . K . Dunnic li ff, M. M. Kni g ht. J. Williams, G. Mullan, J . Law, M. H a ll, C. 
Du ffy, M. Graham, P. Roche, M. H anman . 

Thi I'd Row : J. Manning , /\. Rouse , R. Lyons , M. A. E vans, B. Westo n, P. Hanman, C. Gaha, E . Pel'l'Y, A. Sporn, M. 
Morri ssey , D . Dal'by , J. Minahe n . 

Second Row: M. Weste rn. M. Armstrongo , B. Leonard, M. Mi chael. L. McCoy . M. Bl'aithwaite. J. E cc leston , J . A. Willi ams , 
P. O'Bl'ien , D. Madd en, M. Dunstan . C. Rohson, H. Crawfol'd . 

Fl'o nt Row: A. Buc kley , H. Zieh lke , G. Mayge l'. 
Absen t : A. Co lless , L. Hill. 

Fourth Division 

Bac k Row: Pam Ba rton, Mary Ann O'Gorman , Margot Gaha, Therese Byrne. Marie Doherty, BHt'bara Roche, Genine Azar. 
Foul'th Row: Eli zabeth Kennedy Gl'een, Roby n Lord, Carme l Mi chae l, Patl'icia Moroney, Patti Roche, Cht·istine Roche, Suzanne 

Alsaker, Susan Azar. 
Third Row: Vil'am Hollingswo l'th, Rosemary Doherty, Lindsay Wolff, Susanne Tl'onse t', R obyn Whee lel', Judith Ziehlke, 

Marga l'et Ke ll y, Judith Pal't!'idge. 
Second Row: Louise Curran, Denise Hall, Joy Kennedy Green, Marie Claire Streber, Lo rraine Dawson, Irene Bennett~, Kaye 

Rochester, Di a ne Ekman, Christin e Streber. 
Front Row: Barba ra Rowan, Stephene A lsaker, Gt·ace Partridge, Kerry Moron ey, Margaret Mary Meaney, Rosalind Partridge. 
Abse nt : Mal'y Stubbs, J a n Dy non , Cail Mol'r issey, Merrilyn Burch, Pamela Robson. 



FEBRUARY 8th: We welcomed thousands of 
new girls. 

FEBRUARY 15th: Mother Provincial's Feast 
and a heat wave in full force resulted in early 
dismissal and a walk to the River for the Boarders. 
The sky overclouded in a few minutes, and at 
Devil's Elbow the rains came. No one dared 
sneeze for days. 

FEBRUARY 19th: We were shocked, and 
very sad, to hear of M.M. Hilda 's death. R.I.P. 
We had missed her on our return, but were told 
she would be back to us soon. The coincidence 
of the pile of letters written to her and awaiting 
postage, and the word that she was dead added 
to our sorrow and realisation that death is very 
close. 

MARCH 3rd: With Bernice playing the violin , 
Margot at the piano, and Ethna at the cello, the 
Loreto Trio made its debut into the world of 
music. They played a t the concert in Winthrop 
Hall to honour Sir Bernard Heinze, Doctor of 
Music. 

MARCH 4th: The Midsummer 's Night Dream, 
played by the University students in the Sunken 
Garden was realistic and effective. Many of our 
past pupils were amongst the cast or usherettes. 
Ann Meagher (our beloved Botany teacher) was 
Arch-Fairy, and sang a lovely solo. Joan Reeves 
played an enchanting Hero. 

MARCH 14th : Mrs. Le Tessier gave an inter
esting talk to the M.R.A. Club, and a partial 
reading of "The Traitor's Gate. " 

MARCH 17th: We a ttended the Mass at the 
oval- arriving in good time. After dinner we 
visited the ocean and cameras were busy. Father 
Saul, S .J., aroused a fine rendering of the Irish 
Airs, from the orchestra, who realize w ha t a debt 
of gratitude they owe to his sterling musicianship. 
Other instrumental and dramatic efforts were also 
·enjoyed. 

MARCH 26th : Nedlands v. Osborne, at 
rounders , here-well. we won. 

APRIL 2nd: Osborne v. Nedlands, at rounders, 
there- well, they won. 

APRIL 4th: The M.R.A. Club debated that 
"The Australians attach too much importance to · 
sport." Mr. John Dunphy adjudicated and gave 
us useful hints. Socially also, the afternoon was 
a success. In the evening Jacqueline came looking 
lovely as a debutante. · 

APRIL 24th: Mr. Marshall Sumner's concerto 
players were as brilliant and varied as usual. We 
were fascinated by the 11-year-old Wendy Nash's 
playing, and enthralled by the virtuosity of the 
more mature. We reverently collected the ivories 
later. 

APRIL 29th : Pat Melvin said good-bye en 
route for Mary's Mount. Congratulations, 

Patricia, we are all proud of you-and some of us, 
envious. We shall meet again. 

MAY 2nd: All our May Day celebrations went 
off beautifully. Congratulations to Kathleen 
Franklyn, our head, and to Maureen McKittrick, 
Mary Doyle, Robin Powell. Bernice Cullity. Marie 
Albrecht and Maureen Coakley, our Prefects. As 
Maureen O 'S is hors de combat, Geraldine Prendi
ville acts in absentia, with right to succession. 

The Radio Play, "Our Lady of Banneux," per
formed with professional appliance and sound 
effects, was unusual and impressive. After the 
Marian Hour the Seniors visited Elizabeth 
Durack's exhibition of paintings and returned in 
raptures. 

MAY 31st: Our holidays have come and gone. 
Margaret Cullity and Laureen O 'Brien arrived 
looking exquisite, en route to the Catholic Ball. 
Murmurs of tulle and taffeta heard for days after. 

JUNE 1st: A truly clerical day! Father 
O'Meara and Father Griffin gave us an informal 
quiz, and stirred up great dissension and duplicity 
by calling on all present to declare themselves 
residents of Nedlands or Claremont parishes 
respectievly. The Birchs, Angela Machado, 
Augustine and other people from Malaya shame
lessly gave spurious addresses in one or other 
Parish. Country residents, like the Rooneys. 
turned suburban for the afternoon. Father Byrne, 
O.M.I., put a stop to all this by commencing an 
instructive talk on Japan, past and present. We 
all look forward to M .M .T .'s exhibition of 
Father's pictures each week on her board. 

JUNE 2nd: Perfect silence reigned within these 
hallowed walls. We made a good retreat with 
Fr. W . Dunphy, C.SS.R. , as director. Father's 
emphasis was on love of God and the tremendous 
graces possible in Confession. We wanted another 
day. 

JUNE 9th: Father J. Bourke examined us in 
Christian Doctrine. 

JUNE 13th: Y.C.S. elections. Marie is Presi
dent, Kathleen, Secretary, and Mary, propagan
dist. 

JUNE 19th: The Music Club spent an enjoy
able evening in a transformed Reception room, 
listening to Mrs. Muir and Mrs. Mulcahy. The 
former sang a lovely selection of English, German 
and French songs- the last were the most popular. 
The pianist accompanied and also played a Chopin 
and Brahm's programme, displaying a powerful 
interpretation and execution. We would like 
another visit. 

JUNE 25th: Everyone down to and including 
Sub-Juniors went to Anew McMaster's "Hamlet." 
It wa.s exhilarating. 

JUNE 28th: No lights, no gas, nothing! 
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JULY 2nd: Osborne played Nedlands Basket 
Ball. We just won. This was the first of three 
matches-with a cup for the winning school. 

JULY 3rd: Father J. Bourke returned-not pro
fessionally, but just to give us a lovely talk on 
"Our Lady in Literature." The lighting effects 
gave an informal note. 

JULY 8th: Day scholars amazed at excited exit 
of 83 boarders at 3.50 p.m. It was the "long" 
annual week-end. Re-unions occurred at theatres, 
while the more intellectually minded attended the 
Science exhibition at the University. Eleven 
boarders stayed at Osborne to read and enjoy 
the strange peace. 

JULY 15th: Robin and Maureen McKittrick 
attended the Kindergarten day. Robin is photo-

genie, as the "West Australian" proved. 
JULY 16th: Nedlands played a return match 

here and we are now three goals behind for the 
Cup. 

JULY 18th: Thunderous applause greeted the 
lights when they came on for the first time in three 
weeks. Our prayers were not in vain. · 

JULY 28th: Mr. Anew McMaster is coming· 
with four members of his cast. We expect a large 
audience, Iona, St. Louis , and ourselves. 

JULY 29th: The Middle School, who say that 
they miss everything except the hard work, are 
attending the Orchestral concert. We hope they 
appreciate it as much as we did when we were 
young. 

- Loreto, Claremont. 

In Retrospect - 1948 

ON THE FEAST OF THE ASSUMPTION 

ten little children had the happiness of receiving 
Our Lord for the first time-Katrina Jens, Per
petua Clancy, Suzzanne Brew, Elizabeth O 'Neill, 
Jocelyn Petty, Rosemary Calder, Cecilia Russo , 
Ann Saunders, John McCarthy and Michael 
Fallon. 

ON THE FEAST OF CHRIST THE KING 

Y ola Callil, Adrienne Ryan, Caroline Edwards, 
Janice Gilbertson, Sue and Prue Maggia, Marie 
Odile Perronne, John Lechte and John O'Keefe 
made their First Holy Communion. Peter John
ston had the misfortune to be sick and so had to 
wait till th Feast of Our Lady of Loreto. 

SEPTEMBER 19th: The Past Pupils made 
their Annual Retreat and there was a record 
attendance of 121. Father Aloysius O'Donovan, 
O.F.M.. made a deep impression and it was 
remarked that however long he spoke the time 
was too short. Many were drawn by the appeal to 
make a day of prayer for the world, so much in 
need of prayer. 

SEPTEMBER 21st: We returned to school. 
many of us for our last term. There was little 
time for regrets because we were plunged into 
end of the year activities. 

SEPTEMBER 25th: The Annual Bridge Party 
was held. It was a great success, proceeds being 
in aid of the Loreto Free Kingergarten. 

OCTOBER 2nd: The Wairangi sailed from 
Liverpool, bringing Mother Provincial , Mother 
Superior. M .M . Francis and S.M. Perpetua. Since 
they had waited for over two months for a boat 
and had little hope of embarking before December, 
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we felt that the Guardian Angels had secured their 
passages for them. 

OCTOBER 17th: Youth Rally at Xavier Col
lege. About 80 of us represented the School and 
had a most profitable day. The Dialogue Mass 
was most impressive, and to take part in the march 
of so many thousands of the Catholic Youth 
Movements was inspiring. 

OCTOBER 18th and 19th : During the Second 
Term of 1948 we began our preparations for the 
concert, which we intended to be a "Welcome 
Home" to Mother Provincial and Mother Superior, 
as well as an effort to aid the Houses of the Insti
tute in Europe. 

When we returned after the September holi
days we redoubled our efforts to make this con
cert a success. Miss E. Brenan prepared some of 
the Seniors, and many of the Juniors , to present 
dances which they performed with great joy and 
great perfection. Miss E. O'Keefe trained a group 
of Seniors, who gave a very finished performance 
of Masefield's lovely play, " In My End is 
My Beginning." Great praise was earned by 
Carmel Dunn for her skill and artistry in depicting 
the character of Mary, Queen of Scots. The orch
estra excelled itself under the baton of Mr. Basil 
Jones , who has been conducting the orchestral 
work for several years. The Senior and Middle 
School choirs gave us several lovely items, and 
so also did the verse speaking choirs of the Middle 
and Junior forms . 

We held our concert on two nights- Monday, 
18th October and Tuesday, 19th October. His 
Grace, the Most Reverend D . Mannix, our Arch
bishop. favoured us by being present on the Mon
day, and His Grace, Most Rev. Archbishop· 



Symonds was present on the Tuesday. The Wai
rangi, however, was still many thousands of miles 
.away! But after its arrival in November we re
peated several of the items we had prepared to 
celebrate the home-coming of our travellers. 

OCTOBER 31st: Sports' Day-recorded else
where. 

NOVEMBER 11th: The Wairangi reached 
Melbourne on this day, and it was with great joy 
that we welcomed Mother Superior home again. 
We formed a guard of honour on the front drive 
and then went to the Chapel for the singing of the 
Te Deum. 

NOVEMBER 20th : We made our One Day 
Retreat under the direction of Father G . Lawlor, 
S.J. Would that we could persevere in living up 
to the high ideals set before us! 

DECEMBER 8th: Consecration of Children of 
Mary- Geraldine Barclay, Louise Bourke, Judith 
Clifford, Marie D 'Arcy, Ann Hall , Diane McKer
nan, Barbara Ryan, Virginia Twomey. Father 
Nerney, S .J., reminded us forcibly of the privi
leges granted, and the obligations undertaken by 
this solemn act. After the ceremony we adjourned 
to St. Cecilia's Hall, where the Jubilarians , Geral
dine , Marie, Louise, and Diane, were crowned to 
the singing of the " Jubilantes." We were then 
entertained by the Intermediates, who presented a 
delightfully amusing play in honour of the Jubi
larians. We had not realised there was so much 
dramatic talent among the Boarders! 

DECEMBER 10th: FEAST OF OUR LADY 
OF LORETO. The Juniors had anticipated this 
Feast, and their Prize-Giving and Party were held 
on the 9th. Some of us had exams. in the morn
ing, but were free in the afternoon to be present 
at the party. 

DECEMBER 11th: Prize Distribution and 
Break-up. 

Congratulations to Moya Byrne and Veronica 
Gorman on winning the Loyalty Prizes! 

Also congratulations to Mary Rose Macrossan 
and Marie Brady on winning prizes donated by 
the Melbourne Shakespeare Society. 

1st TERM, 1949. 
FEBRUARY 8th: We returned to school and 

soon settled in to the ordinary school routine. 
MARCH 4th: Election of Head of the School 

and Prefects. Congratulations to Judy Clifford 
(Head of the School) and to Ann Hall, Marie 
D 'Arcy, Geraldine Barclay, Marie Brady, Barbara 
Ryan (Day-scholar Prefects) and Mary Rose 
Macrossan, Shelagh Doyle, Bernadette Ries and 
Moya Doyle (Boarder Prefects) . 

MARCH 1st: Father Nugent, O.Carrn., gave 
us a most interesting talk on the Brown Scapular. 
He urged us to wear the cloth scapular in the spirit 

of the Church rather than the medal, reminding us 
of the special indulgence attached to the kissing of 
the cloth. 

MARCH 29th to 31st: QUARANT 'ORE. 
Father R. McCarthy, S.J., our Chaplain, officiated 
at the Missa Cantata on the first and second morn
ings and at the High Mass on the last morn
ing Very Rev. W. Ebsworth was celebrant. The 
weather for the Procession of the Blessed Sacra
ment was perfect, and the grounds with masses of 
flowers and rich green lawns were a lovely setting. 

MAY 1st: Procession round the grounds in 
honour of Our Lady. Judy Clifford crowned Our 
Lady's statue in the school whilst we all sang 
" Bring flowers of the fairest .... " 

MAY 12th-31st: HOLIDAYS! 
MAY 29th: EMPIRE YOUTH SUNDAY. 

Sixty-four of us marched as Y.C.S . amongst the 
other Youth Organisations. We were glad to have 
this opportunity of showing our loyalty to the 
Royal Family. The Catholic Groups marched to St. 
Patrick's Cathedral for Benediction, and we heard 
an inspiring sermon in which the preacher told us 
of the interest of the Holy Father in the Royal 
Family, and of Princess Margaret's recent audi
ence with him. It was with great interest and en
thusiasm that we listened to the King's message 
being read to us. 

SECOND TERM. 
JUNE 1st: We returned for our Second Term's 

hard work! What we first noticed were the pic
tures from the "Painted Life" of Mary Ward 
in the passage leading to the Chapel. We find 
these pictures absorbingly interesting, and feel 
that we know the life of Mary Ward better than 
ever before. We are praying very hard that God 
may grant two miracles required for her beatifi
cation; some of the Intermediates have expressed 
the desire that the Beatification should take place 
before they leave school-to ensure a holiday! 

JUNE 29th-JULY 1st: Our Annual Retreat, 
conducted this year by Father Green, C.SS.R. We 
thoroughly enjoyed it and found it most helpful. 
The Retreat ended on Saturday morning, Feast 
of the Visitation. Usually all the Day-scholars 
stay to breakfast and celebrate the corning-out 
of Retreat. But, this year , because no trams, trains 
or buses were running in Melbourne during the 
whole week-end, many were unable to come. Con
gratulations to the noble souls who walked for 
miles or cycled for leagues rather than be absent! 

JULY 15th: Mr. Norman Banks came out to 
take a record of our singing for the Broadcast in 
the School Chapel Music series from 3KZ. We 
are grateful to Madame Fillipini for conducting 
the chpir. 
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JULY 16th: CHILDREN OF MARY CERE
MONY. Congratulations to Lilian Barry, Marie 
Brady, Pat Campbell, Moya Doyle, Shelagh 
Doyle, Terry Murphy, Bernadette Ries, Beth 
Ruffin, Ellen Sullivan and Ruth Trait, who had 
the great privilege of being consecrated to Our 
Lady. Many of their parents were present, and 
Father Nerney's address made a great impression 
on all present. He reminded their parents that the 
high distinction conferred on their children by 
admission to Our Lady's Sodality is greater than 
that conferred at a University Graduation Cere
mony. 

JULY 22nd: M 0 THE R SUPERIOR'S 
FEAST. The Junior School gave a lovely enter
tainment-Tableaux of the Five Joyful Mysteries 
of the Rosary. each class presenting one mystery
The Annunciation, Grade II ; The Visitation, 
Grade V: The Nativity, Grade I; The Presentation 
in the Temple, Grade IV; The Finding in the 

Temple, Grade III. As a climax all took part in 
a Tableau representing Our Lady of Fatima's 
apparition to Lucia , Jacinta and Francesco. All 
the other Juniors knelt at Our Lady's feet whilst 
the Middle School Choir sang the Hymn to Our 
Lady of Fatima. All were moved by the recitation 
of the Decades of the Rosary by the little ones as 
each picture was presented. 'vVe did not think that 
Juniors could remain so still! Congratulations, to 
all! 

JULY 29th : The Juniors ' performance was 
repeated because all thought it so good that the 
parents should see it . They were very much im
pressed. We were very pleased that Father Ebs
worth was able to be present. 

We should like to express our gratitude to 
Father Ebsworth, our Parish Priest, and to Father 
McCarthy, S.J .. our Chaplain, for their generous 
devotion to our interests. 

- Loreto , Toorak. 

Sports 
1948. 

We opened the Third Term of 1948 with a 
tennis match against Toorak College, in which 
both our A and Under 14 teams were victorious, 
the Under 14's showing great promise. In our next 
match , with the A and B teams playing , we 
defeated St. Catherine's, but a week later Sacre 
Coeur beat us by three games. 

There was much disappointment on Saturday, 
30th October, which ha d been set aside as Sports' 
Day, when rain fell all day. However, our sports 
were held next day, and the Combined House Cup 
was won by St. Michael's, with St. Gertrude 's 
second, and St. Teresa 's third. For the Senior 
and Middle School House Cups. the Basketball 
Shield, Senior Softball, and Middle School tennis 
and Rounder's Cups. Houses were in the same 
order. St. Michael's also won the Senior Tennis 
Cup, with St. Teresa 's second, while St. Gertrude's 
won the Senior and Middle School Flag Race Cups. 
In the unavoidable absence of Father Ebsworth, 
the prizes were distributed by Mr. Frank Byrne. 
to whom we are very grateful. We should also 
like to thank our Sports' mistress , Miss Healy, for 
giving up her week-end to us, and for the trouble 
she took in preparing us beforehand. 

1949. 
This year started with the elections of the House 

Captains and their deputies. Judith Clifford was 
elected Captain of St. Teresa's, with Bernadette 
Ries, Vice-Captain; Geraldine Barclay and Beth 
Ruffin were re-elected Captain and Vice-Captain 
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respectively of St. Michael's; while Marie Brady 
became Captain of St. Gertrude 's, with Mary Rose 
Macrossan as Vice-Captain . Marie was later 
elected Sports' Captain, and Beth, Tennis Captain. 

On the 25th February, Margaret Heron , a pupil 
of Loreto, Claremont, visited us during a holiday 
in Victoria , and played a match with our Tennis 
Captain, Beth Ruffin . They gave us an exhibition 
of splendid tennis , as Margaret was a member of 
W.A.'s 1949 Wilson Cup Team. 

Our first tennis match was against a team of 
Old Girls. and we were victorious on all four 
courts, though our more aged opponents (Only 
two had left school more than one year ago) pro
vided stern opposition. Those who formed the Old 
Girls team were Joan Mahon , Ann Brenan, Mari
anne fvicNamara , Rosemary Donovan, Virginia 
Twomey, Judith Roberts, Pat Dunlevie and Moya 
Byrne. Our A Tennis Team this year is Beth 
Ruffin, Joy Donoghue, Marie Brady. Ann Hall , 
Geraldine Barclay, Barbara Ryan, Margaret 
Naughton and Denise Turner. Josephine Little 
acted very successfully as a substitute for Denise 
during most of First Term when the latter was 
ill. 

Our tennis season really opened when our A 
and B teams played C.L.C. , both teams winning. 
Matches against St. Catherine's and Genazzano 
followed , and in both we were victorious. We also 
played Genaztano Sofitba'll, and after a very 
thrilling match our A team was defeated by one 
run. However, the B's upheld our Softball honour, 
and scored fifteen runs to Genazzano's eleven .. 



On April 2nd we entertained a vigoro and Und~r 
16 T ennis T eam from Loreto, Dawson Street. 
Both our teams won, and we were all rather dis
appointed that the Australian Test Cricket selec
tors did not see the vigoro match as much brilliant 
talent-as also much of the lawn!- was unearthed, 
one of our girls even scoring a ha t trick! 

A week later we journeyed to Toorak College, 
and in between showers all pairs in our A Tennis 
T eam won their matches. The B's and Under 
14 's played very little , but we all enjoyed the 
skittles and table tennis . 

On April 20th our B's and Under 15 's defeated 
St. Catherine 's, and on April 26th the A Team 
suffered its fir st defea t of the season when Lauris
ton won by one game. 

The 30th April saw our A Tennis Team and 
Softball Teams journey up to Mary's Mount. 
After a most enjoyable day we won both ma tches. 
We woufd like to thank our hos tesses for their 
hospitality. 

Our last two matches for the tarm were against 
Sacred Coeur and Melbourne Grammar. We de
feated Sacred Coeur, but lost our second match for 
the season against M.C.E.G.G.S. by five games. 

During the May holidays the Annual Schools' 
T ennis Tournament was held at Glen Iris. Loreto 
had three finalists-Beth Ruffin winning the Under 
17 Singles, Joy Donoghue being runner-up in the 
Under 16 Singles and Josephine Little and Mary 
Niall winning the Under 15 Doubl es. Congratu
lations! 

We played our first basketball match this year 
on 11th June, when both our A and B Teams were 
defeated by C.L.C. The members of the A Basket
ball Team this year a re M arie Brady. Judith Clif
ford , Michele Cau. Ann Hall, P at Campbell. 
Maureen Cotter and Maureen Payne. 

On July 6th, our A and B Teams played St. 
Catherine's here, and were successful; and on the 
8th, A and Under 15 Teams from Shelford visited 
us and again we were victorious. 

As an answer to prayer, July 9th was a glori
ous day, sunny and mild, when we entertained 
Basketball teams from Mary's Mount. We were 
glad to meet again the girls who gave us such a 
fri endly welcome in First Term. After a very 
close match our teams were successful. 

O ur next match was on 16th July, when we met 
Sacre Coeur on our Courts and our teams carried 
off the honours by a narrow margin. The next 
day our A 's and Under 14 's played at Shelford. 
The A 's were again sursess ful. but not so the 
Juniors, who were again defeated by Siena when 
they pl ayed there on the 19th. 

Our Under 14 Tennis Team played at 
M.C.E.G.G.S. on the 28th, and after a close match 
finally won by 2 games. 

O n 2nd August our A Team suffered its second 
defeat for the season when Lauriston defeated us 
by one goal. However, our B Team won their 
match. On August 6th the B's were again success
ful in their match with Siena , as were a lso the 
Under 15 ' s. We hope they will be as successful 
when they meet M.C.E.G.G.S. later in the month . 

Owing to the very wet wea ther in First Term 
not one section of the Inter-House matches has 
been completed. However, it is evident that the 
Softball and Rounders titles will be fought out 
between St. Gertrude 's and St. Michael's; St. 
Michael's are assured of the Basketball Shield ; the 
interest there centring on second place, and the 
Tennis Cups will probably have the same desti-
nation . 

- N ., Loreto , Toorak. 

Jottings f rom a Jou rnal 

FEBRUARY 8th: The new school year begins. 
Mother M . Mercedes has gone to Portland. Our 
good wishes follow her, and our gratitude for all 
she did for us. Mother M . Aluigi is welcomed back 
to Mary 's Mount. Some of us were here with 
her in 1942. 

F EBRUARY 11th: A beautiful evening for our 
procession in honour of Our Lady of Lourdes. 

FEBRUARY 12th: Trinity College Prizes an
nounced. Congratulations to the Junior Percussion 
Band, and to the Senior, Junior and Preparatory 
Verse-speaking Choirs. who won Silver Medals ; 
also to Maureen Reidy, whose Grade II Piano 
Exhibition ( A .M.E.B.) was announced during the 
holidays . 

FEBRUARY 15th: Mother Provincial's Feast . 
We hear that our singing at Mass was sweet and 
prayerful. In the evening Mother is the guest of 
Our Lady of Good Counsel's Literary Club. The 
subject of appreciation is "Songs of Youth ," by 
Reverend Patrick O'Connor, S.S .C. 

FEBRUARY 25th : We view the beautifully 
illuminated Spiritual Bouquet which the Children 
of Mary are sending the Holy F ather for his 
Golden Jubilee. 

MARCH 3rd-5th: Quarant 'Ore. The Sanctu
ary looks beautiful. The Final Procession of the 
Blessed Sacrament takes place in the Cloister be
cause the paths are too wet, but the sun is shining . 

MARCH 4th: The Matrics. discover that wild 
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honey is remarkably sweet. The blue bag is in 
requisition. 

MARCH 5th: Election of House-Captains. 
Congratulations to Elizabeth Eskdale and Therese 
O'Donohue, Margaret Drum and Joan O'Rourke, 
Joan O 'Donohue and Barbara Tobin, Captains 
and Vice-Captains of Mulhall, Barry and Ward, 
respectivelv. Elizabeth is Sports' Captain. 

MARCH 15th: The Seniors attend a recital 
given by the Melbourne Symphony Orchestra, 
conducted by Sir Bernard Heinze. "The Walk 
through the Orchestra" is broadcast, and the rest 
of us enjoy it in our own Hall. 

MARCH 17th: After Mass the orchestra 
delights us with a spirited rendering of Irish Airs. 

I st and 2nd Divisions attend High Mass at the 
Cathedral. Then we go to Loreto, Dawson Street, 
to hear their item for the St. Patrick's Night Con
cert. The singing is beautiful, and we are glad 
to have heard it, as we shall be in the dressing 
room for that item tonight. 

We spend a restful afternoon reading. At 7.40 
p.m. the bus calls and we set off in our peasant 
frocks for the Alf red Hall. The whole concert 
goes well, and "Hansel and Gretal" receives high 
praise. We certainly enjoyed doing it. 

MARCH 19th: Tennis and Vigoro matches here 
with Loreto, Dawson Street. A happy, sunny 
afternoon. 

MARCH 20th: The Blue Ribbons' surprise 
attendance at "Music for the People," in the 
Gardens. 

MARCH 24th: Some of us go to see "Oliver 
Twist," and admire the skilful production. 

MARCH 25th: Elizabeth Eskdale wins the 
'Ballarat School Girls' Tennis Championship. 
Great rejoicing for it is the first time we have won. 

Elizabeth and Margaret Drum were runners-up 
in the Doubles Championship. Congratulations to 
the winners, the first pair of Sacred Heart College, 
Ballarat East. 

APRIL 10th: Palm Sunday. We attend the 
Holy Week Ceremonies, some of us for the first 
time. We recognise the riches of the Liturgy. 
The Altar of Repose looks beautiful. "Calvary," 
with the red glow on the black draperies, will stay 
in our memories. 

APRIL 16th: Most of us go home until Tues
day. Before the Regina, His Lordship, Dr. Collins, 
comes over to the corridor to see the Tennis Cup, 
and explains to us why no game is ever lost until 
it is won. 

Sixteen of us spend Easter at Mary's Mount. 
The Ridds and the Doones forget their feud and 
fraternise happily. 

Elizabeth reaches the semi-finals of the 
C.L.T.V.A. School Girls Championships. 
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APRIL 23rd: The Mission Fair surpasses our 
expectations. 

APRIL 26th: Nan McDonald and Bernadette 
Mclnerney make their first Holy Communion. 

APRIL 28th: Father Shelley examines our 
Religious Knowledge, and we enjoy his visit. 

APRIL 30th: Loreto, Toorak, arrive by bus at 
mid-day. Our guests carry off the tennis and soft
ball laurels. A sunny, autumn day we all enjoy. 

MAY 1st: Our Lady's Procession around the 
grounds. Mother Superior announces that Mary 
Robinson is Head of the School, and she crowns 
Our Lady's statue. The Councillors are Margaret 
O'Donnell, Margaret Drum, Elizabeth Eskdale, 
and Joan O'Donohue. 

Before Benediction Margaret Drum, Elizabeth 
Eskdale and Mary Hyland are consecrated Chil
dren of Mary. Congratulations to them all. 

MAY 2nd: Terminal Examinations begin. 
MAY 6th: Since early in April, Friday has been 

picture night, thanks to the kindness of Mr. Morris, 
who has lent us his projector. Tonight we enjoy 
an excellent film of an American Ice-Skating Car
nival. 

MAY 7th: The Seniors go to the Boat Races. 
MAY 11th: We go home for the holidays and 

return on May 31st. 
2nd Term.-As Form I and Elementary have 

moved to a bigger room, the Matriculation Class 
finds itself in new quarters. A carpet adds to our 
joy. Saturday mornings give considerable scope 
for housewifery! 

JUNE 2nd: Highly satisfactory demonstration 
of a Bell and Howell-Gaumont film projector. We 
hope to have ours next term. We specially enjoy 
the film in technicolor made by Mr. Morris last 
Sports' Day. 

JUNE 5th: Pentecost Sunday. W f': thank our 
artists for the doves. 

JUNE 9th-13th: Retreat conducted by Rever
end K. O'Brien, C.SS.R., who devoted himself to 
our welfare. 1st Division girls are grateful for 
the evening talks. 

JUNE 13th: We come out of Retreat. At 4 
p.m. the Fair in aid of parcels for our European 
Converts helps us to readjust ourselves to ordinary 
life. 

JUNE 21st: St. Aloysius' Day and Mother 
Superior's Feast. The snow adds greatly to the 
celebrations. At the Mission Dance, Mr. Max 
Nunn judges the Competition Dance. Congratu
lations to Juanita Jaffer and Joan O'Rourke. The
artists provided us with tasteful programmes. 

JUNE 24th: After Benediction Father Kiniry. 
our Chaplain, renews our consecration to the 
Sacred Heart. 
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JUNE 29th: Literary Club Evening, deferred 
celebration of Mother Superior's Feast. An appre
ciation of poems by Irish Poets. We are glad that 
Fathers Kiniry, Mcinerney and Bowen were able 
to be with us. 

JULY 2nd: We play Basketball at Loreto, D aw
son Street, and greatly enjoy the day. They won 
the "C" match, we won the "A" and " B." We 
walk there and back because of the strike. 

JULY 9th: After doubts about the Bus permit. 
we travel happily to Loreto, Toorak. We lose 
both matches, and have a very happy day, which 
goes like a flash. 

JULY 13th: Some of us go to the National 
Ballet. Some pirouetting follows. 

JULY 15th: Our picture show has a dramatic 
termination, and we leave the hall by candle light . 

JULY 20th: The dress-making course beqins 
under the skilled direction of Mrs. Odgers. Pat
terns call for much deliberation. 

JULY 22nd: We attend a "Musica Viva" 
recital. 

JULY 24th: St. Cecilia's Music Club entertains 
us with a delightful exposition of the works of 
Handel and Bach. 

JULY 28th: Basketball match against Queen's. 
We win the ' 'A " match; the "B's" have a draw. 

JULY 30th: Alliance Francaise Examinations 
held at Clarendon. 

AUGUST 6th: Return Basketball matches with 
Loreto, Dawson Street. Their "B's" win easily, 
and our A 's win by one goal. 

AUGUST 7th: We listen-in with pride and 
pleasure to the Loreto, Toorak, Choir. 

In the afternoon the Lady Mayoress. Mrs. C. 
Wray, and Mrs. Thompson inspect our knitting 
for Britain, and thank us for our help. 

AUGUST 9th: The Senior mus1C1ans go to. 
Malcuzynski's recital. Next day there is much to 
recount. 

AUGUST 12th: Terminal Examinations com
mence. 

AUGUST 14th: Congrntulations to Mary Mar
garet Wilson, Sonia Dillon, Therese O'Donohue, 
Elizabeth Holmes and Joan O'Donohue, conse
crated Children of Mary before Benediction. 

AUGUST 15th: Sodality ribbons given out by 
Mother Superior. At 1.30 p.m. we listen-in, but 
do not hear the choir of Loreto, Cavendish Road, 
much to our disappointment. 

The Alliance Francaise results arrive, and give 
great pleasure. Congratulations to the numerous 
prize-winners. 

AUGUST 16th: " Diary of a Jesuit" impresses 
ali who listen-in. 

AUGUST 20th: Shakespeare examination. 
At night some sparrows visit the Cubicles, and 

have difficulty in finding the way out in spite of 
our earnest efforts to assist them. After tea the 
Intermediates treat us to some scenes from "The 
Merchant of Venice," and we greatly enjoy the 
evening. 

AUGUST 21st: Mulhall wins the Inter-House 
Basketball after a keen contest. The Third 
Division teams contain some promising material. 

In the afternoon the Seniors go to the football 
match between St. Patrick's and St. Kevin 's. 

AUGUST 23rd: Matriculation class enjoy the 
University Lectures at Ballarat College. 

AUGUST 24th: We travel home. 
The projector arrives! It comes up to our 

highest expectations. Official opening-"Pride 
and Prejudice," Oct. 7th-greatly enjoyed. 
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Interesting Experiences 

Round-Up Time at T raval lyn Station 

The day was hot, and the men tired. They had 
been out nearly all the day. It was only now that 
the cattle started to rush across the plains, as they 
knew there was rest in front of them. 

The four men, Jack, Bill, Jim, and 'the Black 
Tracker, were pushing their way over to the gate, 
when several of the cattle raced away. It was 
only a fter much chasing that the men got the 
animals together and through the gate. Then Jack, 
Bill, and Black Tom, as they called him, put the 
calves into the pen. After the calves were branded 

the cattle were let out to graze peacefully on the 
green grass. 

These times are good fun for my brother and 
myself. As we gallop over the hills on our horses, 
Pea-nuts and Pale-Face, we sing cowboy songs. 
We always welcome morning tea- Smoko as it 
is called by the Cowboys. 

Yes, I think round-up-time is the best season 
of the year 

JULIANNE McCLURE. Grade VII, 
Loreto, Marryatville. 

Marryatvi I le to Mi ldura 

I was very excited, for on the morrow I was 
going home on the plane. At last we went to bed 
among cases and rugs. In the morning I jumped 
out of bed and looked out the window. It was a 
perfect day for flying , not a cloud in the sky. In 
school that morning I kept working out how many 
minutes and hours remained. 

At last we were called and got ready. The 
taxi was waiting and we clambered in. When we 
reached the aerodrome the hostess took us under 
her charge, and we helped her . When the man on 
the loud-speaker gave last minute details, and told 
the passengers to board the air-craft we were so 
exci ted we could hardly keep still. At long last 

we were in our seats, and the pilot started the 
engines. Soon the ground was slipping by, and 
then gracefully as a bird we took off. The plane 
zoomed higher, and the trees and houses got 
smaller and smaller. A wonderful carpet of colours 
was underneath us, and we both admired it. Soon 
we were told we near Mildura. I had the window
seat. I saw our car speeding to the aerodrome. 
On land again after 2 hours travelling, we flung 
ourselves on Mummy and Daddy. At last we were 
home! 

MEREDITH SYKES, Grade V , 

Loreto, Marryatville. 

My First Visit to the Country 

After living twelve years in the city, fi ve of 
which were spent in a boarding school. my parents 
decided that three months in the country would be 
an ideal change from the dust and noise of the 
city, and I thought it an excellent idea. 

So it was that I started out for my first visit to 
the west. I was to join my grandparents , who 
carried on mixed farming, miles, as it seemed to 
me, from anywhere. 

I was dismayed to find that I was to travel 
alone, but was comforted to know that I had only 
to sit in the train for ten hours. At the end of 
this time I would be met at the station by my 
grandparents. 

The train pulled in at the small country station 
in pouring rain. It was not until then that I 
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learned that I had another thirty miles' journey 
before me. This time I would travel by car. The 
night being pitch dark nothing could be seen save 
what the headlights of the car revealed, and the 
rain beat fast and furiously on the window panes. 

After making the best part of our journey skid
ding and sliding from one side of the slippery 
road to the other, the thing we dreaded most 
happened. We were bogged. The driver tried 
to get out again and again, but in vain. We were 
stuck fast in thick, black mud. One of the boys 
volunteered to go and fetch the tractor. Then 
followed three solid hours of waiting. 

We arrived at the house at I a.m., and to me, 
nothing was so pleasant as the blazing wood fire 
and a warm cosy bed. 



LORETO CONVENT, !URRIBILLI. 

3rd, 4th and 5th YEARS 

Back Row: Ilma R ega n, Fay Lergessner, Man.ra 1·et Wal sh , Chris tine H agney, Mary Dolton, Nancy O'Loughlin, Mary Smith, 
Beve t'fey Eag les. Leonie C ramel', Paula Con lon,· Mabel Kru ysmulder. 

Fifth Row: E li zabeth Comb. Mary McGowan, Marga ret Ga lbraith . Judi t h J enkin s , Molly Ryan, J eanette Hill, Mary H amilton, 
Mary Sparke , Doane Gibson, H e le n Sh2rwoo<l , Bever ley 'I'hom pson, Margot Graeme. 

Fourth Row : H e len Moulday, Barbara Tanking , Kay Cunning' ham , E li zabeth Rhodes, Lotte Pribil, Suzanne McGrath, 
P a ulin e Edg hill, Ma rga ret R e id y, Steph a ni e Poo ley, Ange la McMa hon. Pat1·icia Now lan. 
Third Row : Margot Byrne, Valerie Browne, Al'iene Castaing, Mari e Be.c:bie. Ann e Loneragan, M a u reen O'Lou gh lin, Margot 

Na<ler, Janette Barlow, Margaret Ler.eha, Diane Co mmin8, Marga ret Clan cy, Paula Rodgers , Janet Ri tchie. 
Second Row (Sittin,.-r): Noelann Gandon, Sall y Thomas, Marg-a r et Noone , J ea nette By rne, Carm eli ta H ankins, Bernadette Cork, 

Jill McCosker, Maria H e ndr iks, Sheila Ryan, Rut h H ogan . Clio N ichols . 
Fron t R ow : Leah Coope r , Ca rme l Prince, Anne Bar low, Su zan ne Burke, Anne Co l' t h w ick, Gab rie l Felton, Catherin e Ward, H e len 

Easy , Anna Pribil. 

1s t and 2nd YEARS 

Back Row: Judith Rorke, Jill O'Regan, H e len Crnu gey, Judi th Shaw , Anne Larkin , Margaret Roche, Gabrie l Peck, A nn e Bond, 
J a nice Sch wartz, Pattie Burgess , J oan C rowley, H e!en Pfafflin , Nea LeLievre. 

Fourth Row : Willa Ma nni x, Rosemary Flynn. Soni a Greet, Dai.~m a r Cusack , Jani ce Byrne. Helen Skehan, Patl'icia Prou 8i, 
Cathe rine Hill , Annette McNall y, J anice Moo rhouse, Ve ronica Gall ag-her, Dora McCoske r, Pauline Prince. 

Third Row : Eli zabeth Miles, Barbara Wil son , Pauline S mi t h, Pat ri cia Glaser, Veronica Stubbs, Caro line Standen, Lou ise 
Bola nd, Kathl een Lohan, J an F a ne , Ma ry Bryant. 

Second Row: Gia nn a Larri, Anne Nevil le, Moira Bel'g in , Maur een Bees ley, Marie Vetter, Maria Loneragan, Jill Nowlan, 
Janice Ba 11, M a rga ret Su lli van, Mi chaela Ke ll y, Mal' ie Wil t hew, Tania Ca stain g-, Mari a Drew, Rosem a ry Hayes, J an ice 
Hayes. 

Front Row : Monica Wynne, Deinkie Thompson, Moira H olahan , Michelle Lqme rand, H elen Barlow, Lorra ine Pritch a1·d , Hele n 
Ryan, Pam B a rrett, Patricia Lohan, Nina Morl'i s, Dorothy "Westhoff, Ma rgaret Swinton , Anne W ater fo rd, Patricia Cor
bett, Mary Cunnin g ham. 



LORETO CONVEN T, KIRRIBILLI. 

J UNIO H SCHOOL 
Back Row : E dm u nd Batema n , Dav id J oh nso n, Phili p Craddock , Ca ro ly n lJ wye r , P e ne Cook, J oa n Fo t'J , Ann e deChatea u , 

J e nnife r Mai:rney. Ca 1·o lyn Ke ll y , Rob in Lund , A nne Ma rie Bakewe ll. E li zabeth T oo hey, H e le n McGowa n. Gera ldin e Cra m p
ton Ma rgaret Moy na ha n. Rosem a ry Leech, Phili ppa Ke ll y, Ga i l H oc key , F ay Li ve rm ore, Pete r La m e l'a nd. Bill Nev ille. 
Grn ha m Ba ll. 

Thi I'd Row : J ohn New nh a m. P atricia McG l'ath. J oa n Bram we ll , E liza beth Keane, Gay McGvoy, J a nice Q uill e r , Louise P ete rson, 
Anne D'A r l'ietta, Ma r i:raret Cova n aJ..r h , Ca ro l Hull s, Judi t h F ra se 1', F ra ncis Timmony, Ba rba ra R obe r t s . Kay Nevill e, Susa n 
Lark ins, An ne Hartii.:rn n, S usa n H artiga n , A n t hon y H ora n . 

Second Row : Kay Ba rl ow, Susa n H yde, Judith J orda n . Eileen Bl'amma ll, Judi t h H a mil ton. Ba rba l'a Bray, Die rd re H o loha n , 
Mary Coulon, Beve l'iey P owe r. Brigette Douga rd , Patricia S ke ha n , P at ri cia Co lem a n , Mauree n New nh a m, J acq ue line 
Moura n , Maut·ee n E ga n-Lee , Ma ry Pre nder gast, Susa n Ch adwick . 

F i rst Row: Ann e P e lleg rino, Betsy A nn Ca hi ll , Janet Ba ldin g, Ca ro ly n Mo rri s , Ly nette Du nca n, S usa n Mag-ney. Sue Bur ke. 
Priscill a Felto n, Barba ra P owe r , Ann ette Hoc key, Ma r y R itcha rd , Da nn y O'Brie n. A nn Ma r ie Madd e r , Th e rese H e ndl"i ks, 
Die rd re Burke, J a n T em p le, Kathlee n Bra mmall. In F l'o n t : Maul'ee n O 'H a nlon. Joseph ine O'Ha n lon. 

FORM I. ELEMENTARY. 

F irst Row: J. Rya n, J . Hendriks , H. Ball. J. Thomas, J . Gi ll a n, R. Gill an, E. Byrne, M. H ogan , P. See ry , Y. Lame ran d . 
Second R ow: L . Hog-an, A. Mc enna ll y, J . J ohnsto n , B. Ryan . S . Bald in g- , A. Leonard , S. H es keth , G. Gla se r. 
T hi rd Row : B . Beattie-Jieve, M. Ba m back , A. Lamb. B. Caw ley , V. B urn s , G. Stewart, B. Taylor, M. Ryan , S. Bourke , J. 

Lowe . 
F ourt h Row: H. Roache , R. Rhodes , A. Heg-e rty, P . Ru ssell, C . Bryant, C. Dui<ard. 
Fift h Row : F. E ll iott , B. /\ r t is , H . Dawson, J. Bull, K. E g-a n Lee. S. Done r g-an, M. McMillan, A. St. C lair. 
S ixth Row: A. Fi she r, M. Mc Donou g h, H. Kenny, C. P e nnin g- ton , C. Dem psey, J . Cooper, M. McGra th. V. Stew:ut. 
Sevent h Row: N . O'Brien , E. Cutupe, J . Orchard , M. Hine , J . Rape r, H. R eill y, A. Desmarche lie l'. D. B rny . 
Ei ghth R ow: J. Rya n, A . l<'irth, F. Sand ilands , C. O'Reg-an , V. Standen, L . Rich a rd, L. Adams. 
Nint h Row: V . W eber, H. Rya n. L . Lande rs , P . McMa hon , K. Su lli van . 
Absent: B. F elton, P. C la yton. M. Crowley. D. Wedderburn, J. Mu rray, B . Chapm a n, B. Eades. 



vVaking in the morning to the twittering of 
birds, the lowing of cattle and the unfamiliar smell 
of hay, I was not surprised to find the sun well up. 
After eating a hearty breakfast, I set out to see 
what I could of the farm before breakfast. 

The cows had been milked and the herd were 
peacefully grazing in the long grass surrounding 
the mill. On visiting the pigs I was greeted by 
squeals and grunts enough to deafen one. I found 
twenty or thirty little pigs running free-all very 
interesting and amusing. Once outside the garden 
gate it was all I could do to keep from stepping 
on chickens. They seemed to be everywhere in 
inexhaustible supplies, and had a disturbing way 
of placing themselves under my feet. 

A dog and five small pups became my friends 
from the instant I saw them. The mother was 
black with brown markings, and her name was 

Oona. Four of the pups were white and black, 
while the fifth was all black with only a touch of 
white. The little pups took me into their confi
dence from the first. The mother was not so sure, 
but, within a few days she, too, became my friend. 
The other dog on the farm was a big, blue cattle 
dog, and many a nip I received from him until he 
was sure I was a friend and not an enemy. 

After many falls, bumps and bruises, I learned 
to ride a horse. I suffered much pain from sun
burn, which I got from sitting on a tractor while 
a paddock was being ploughed: but I soon became 
brown, so it was worth it all. At the end of the 
holidays I was sorry when I had to return to the 
city and to school once again. Since then I have 
never ceased praising the joys of country life. 

MARY O'KEEFE ( 12). 
Loreto, Brisbane. 

My First Experience Bef01-e a iVlicrophone 

stepped off the trolley bus, walked along St. 
George's Terrace, Perth, past Government House 
towards the Australian Broadcasting Commission. 
I was full of confidence until I arrived at the gates 
of the radio station , when I happened to glance at 
my watch and found that I was five minutes early 
for my appointment. This was a frightening thought 
for I could then picture myself sitting alone in the 
large studio thinking whether I had practised my 
part properly, so I waited outside until it was 
exactly one o'clock. I walked down the drive into 
the building and then into another room where I 
was told to wait for the rest of the cast. 

Before this I had been to the A.B.C. for an 
audition, but that was not as nerve-racking as the 
real broadcast. 

Unfortunately the rest of the cast were men 
whom I did not know, but I ha d met the Producer 
before. When I had been introduced to them I 
could tell that they were trying to make conver
sation with me. I became shy, suddenly, and all I 
could answer to their questions was a meek "Yes" 
·Or uNo." 

Then we were told to go into the studio in 
which we were to broadcast. We were to have 
rehearsal until 1.45 p.m. Two of the men began 
to read their scripts, and when it was time for me 
to read I stood up and approached the microphone. 
I did not think very much about anything except 

my lines because the only people who could hear 
me were sitting in the operating room. 

The rehearsal was over and a wireless was 
turned on so that we would know when it was 
time for our play to go on the air. A few seconds 
before we were on, a green light showed over 
the window lea ding into the other room. This 
had "Caution" written on the shade, and then a 
red one came on, below the green, and on this 
was written "On the Air." 

This made me very excited and also a little 
nervous, and I looked at the microphone. It was 
such a small object , a long steel tube with a round 
portion on the top , but it is a wonderful thing . 
When I stood up before this, and began to speak, 
I did feel a little nervous because I realised that 
hundreds of people would be listening to me. 
After a few words this feeling did not exist be
cause I was only thinking of my part, and I was 
feeling as though I really was the little boy Joseph 
Hayden, and felt it was I who was getting into 
all the mischief at the college. 

The play was over and everyone was talking 
about it. I was rather pleased with myself, for the 
producer had told me that it was good. But I 
am glad that my first microphone experience is 
over. 

SANDRA McNAB (Sub-Leaving Class) , 
Loreto, Nedlands. 
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A Ceremony at Carmel 

On a sunny day last February we walked to 
the Carmel on the hill to be present at the clothing 
ceremony of Sister Francis. 

The lovely little Chapel was crowded, and 
everyone viewed perhaps one of the most beauti
ful ceremonies ever seen there. The Carmel was 
particularly lovely that day with vases of flowers 
adorning the altar where brass and lighted candles 
reflected the colours in the sanctuary. 

Sister Francis came from the cloisters accom
panied by Sister Josephine- well known to all here 
at Nedlands. Together they walked slowly to the 
altar to the music of the lovely "O Gloriosa 
Virginum," rendered by our school choir. 

As the last echoes of the hymn died away, His 
Grace asked Sister Francis : " My daughter w hat 
do thou ask?" To which Sister answered, "The 

Habit of the Carmelites." Sister was clothed in 
this habit and finally she was blessed by His Grace 
and told that from henceforward she would be 
known as, "Sister Francis of the Mother of 
Sorrows." 

After this ceremony His Grace gave Bene
diction , and a Jesuit Father preached an inspiring 
sermon, taking as his text, " Mary hath chosen 
the better part." 

About four o'clock the crowd dispersed, and 
most of us flocked to wish Sister Francis God's 
choicest blessings on her future life. Photographs 
were then taken of Sister with her friends as 
souvenirs of this happy day. 

WINIFRED MAHON (Leaving Class), 

Loreto, Nedlands. 

The Haunted House 

It s tands there by itself. screened from inquisi
tive eyes by a belt of poplars. How lonely, how 
sad it appears, as it watches with sightless eyes 
for the person who will some day, cast a spell over 
it, and cause it to regain its former forgotten 
splendour. 

When I last saw it, early Autumn was painting 
the trees in her favourite shades. The poplars had 
not yet lost their golden leaves, and below them 
the brook gurgled peacefully. The extensive 
grounds, which formerly had presented such a 
well kept, parklike appearance, were now over
grown with shrubs and weeds. 

Then the house appeared-just an ordinary old 
house-half in ruins , but one could not help feeling 
its strange attraction. The walls, crumbling in 
places, were overgrown with ivy which entwined 
itself round everything until it reached the slate
covered roof. At the back stood an old well, its 
large lid giving evidence of the protection it 
afforded to young explorers who dwelt there in 
former days. But it was inside that the spell was 
felt most. The rooms were still hung with wall 
paper, which, though now faded , told its own 
story. This room with its serious paper, was 
obviously the respected sanctum of the head of 
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the house. Dare anyone go there and touch the 
fascinating books and pa pers! This next room 
was the breakfast room where the family assem
bled for the first meal of the day. Opposite were 
the dining and drawing rooms. What scenes of 
ordered gaiety were once enacted here. Beyond 
was the roomy kitchen where once the shining 
china stood in tidy rows. 

The staircase, too, was crumbling and broken 
in many places. Never more will it witness the 
pranks of merry children, who early discovered a 
quicker descent than that used by their elders. 
How often must it have sighed at night when all 
was peaceful and the youngsters fast asleep up
stairs. 

Thus it was that we left it, standing as it had 
stood for so many years, enveloped in a shroud of 
sadness and mystery. Still under the mysterious 
spell , slowly. very slowly. we wended our way 
down the drive and across the rustic bridge. There 
we turned and unconsciously sighed in unison , but 
seeing only the poplars shaking their silvering
heads. we left them to guard their secret. 

MARGARET HEALY ( 15) . 
Loreto, Portland .. 



LORETO CONVENT KlRRIBlLLl 

PREFECTS-ON THE ANGELS' WALK. 

Standin g- : Lotte Pribil. Pauline Ed ghill. Ma1·i.rn 1·et Galbraith. Eli 7.abelh Rhodes. 
S itt in g- : Ma1·y Spa1·ke . S u za nn e MrG r <i.th ( H ead o f School), Marga r et R e idy. 

TENNIS CLASS-COACH Mr. V . EDWARDS 



LORETO CONVENT, KIRRIBILLI. 

Retrea t Begins 

Retreat Ends 



Intermezzo 

On June 2nd, a group of girls from Loreto, Port
land, had the unexpected pleasure of being able 
to hear three visiting concert artists, Mr. Alan 
Eddy, the well-known Melbourne bass-baritone; 
Mr. Sam. Bor, an eminent English violinist, and 
Mr. Robert Kohner, a Viennese pianist. 

The vocalist is w ell-known to us of Portland , as 
we had the pleasure of hearing him on previous 
occasions, when he delighted us , especially with 
"The Green-Eyed Dragon." Some of his items 
this time included "Sailormen"; a collection of 
negro Spirituals; "The Friar"; "T ally-Ho"; "The 
Flea. " 

Mr. Sam. Bor, the violinist, has recently arrived 
from England, where he played in the famous 
B.B.C. orchestra for several months. He played a 
selection from Beethoven, Kreisler , and Glazinov. 
And as a request number he played "The Flight 

of the Bumble Bee," by Rimsky-Korsakoff. This 
was much appreciated. 

The Viennese pianist had recently arrived from 
Shanghai, where he spent several years giving 
recita ls. His items included works of Chopin, 
Beethoven, and Mendelssohn. 

The concert was held in St. Stephen's Hall , 
and was sponsored by the Adult Education Com
mittee. There was also an evening performance, 
the afternoon's entertainment being for the benefit 
of school children living farther out in the country. 
They came to Portland in the various school buses. 

Great work is being done by the Adult Edu
cation Committee in providing these concert tours 
for the benefit of the country people and children, 
who would not have any other opportunity of 
hearing such fine musicians. 

PHILOMENA BIDMEAD ( 15) , 
Loreto, Portland. 

The Bandit Menace in Malaya 

In December, 1948, when we were returning to 
Malaya, the constant rumours about the terrorism 
there, kept us wondering what sort of a holiday 
we were going to have. 

In order to avoid any mishap during the train 
journey, we travelled by air to Kualo Lumpur, 
where, to our grea t surprise, life was as usual. 
Never theless in other parts of M alaya, the bandits 
were carrying on their wickedness . 

The bandits originally were the men who were 
fighting the Japanese. After the liberation in 1945. 
they expected grea t honour and wealth. They got 
the honour, but not the wealth . 

They had found life in uniform very easy. So, 
they remained on as the " Jungle Army," and 
fought the British in turn. The British took steps 
to bring them back to the law, but they resented 
it. 

The bandits still continued to kill those people 
who would not help them with food or money. 
This went on in the outlying places, but town life 
was fairly normal. Travel to long distances was 

always attended with great fear , as the bandits 
a ttacked anybody at all. The business in Malaya 
has suffered a great deal, and more and more 
peoole travel by air. 

With the arrival of the British troops from 
England, the bandits lay low for a while, but still 
a ttacked and killed Europeans who lived in 
isolated places. 

The National Registration is now in force in 
M alaya, but it is difficult to say who is who, and 
that has been the chief drawback to the Govern
ment. 

In spite of it a ll we had a grand Xmas and a 
Happy New Year. We even attended a great 
birthday party at which there were a thousand 
guests, but the police had to be on the look out all 
the while! 

Let us hope that the Xmas holidays in 1949 will 
not bring such fears , for us from Malaya. 

YVONNE NORONKO (Form III) , 
Loreto, Claremont. 
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An Interesting Person I Know 

For as long as I can remember, and for quite a 
while before that, Ned has been working at home. 
Ned D awes came to "Momalong" when he was 
fifteen, and has been there ever since. 

He is never seen without a hat, somewhere 
about his person. If he isn't wearing it, he has it 
either under his arm, or in his hand. He is nearly 
always clad in khaki moleskin jhodpurs, a blue 
shirt, tan elastic-side riding boots, and if it's cold, 
a leather jacket. He is a marvellous rider. He is 
of rather slight build. with the slim hips of a born 
rider. He is about 5 feet 11 inches in height , with 
dark hair and eyes. 

Ned is tremendously interested in birds, trees, 
and any kind of wild life. H e has some wonderful 
books on these subjects. About five years ago he 
planted trees on the westward side of the house. 

He now has about a thousand young trees grow
ing in the " Plantation." They will provide a wind
break for whoever is living at "Momalong" fifty 
years hence! 

Ned has been to the Northern Territory twice. 
The first time he went, he did all sorts of things. 
from gold mining to stock-riding. He had a mar
vellous time, and gained much experience. The 
second time he went , he intended to buy a ca ttle 
station, but when he arrived there , and looked 
around, he decided that the Territory was all very 
well for a change of climate, but he liked the 
Riverina better, so he came back to " Momalong" ; 
and so far he hasn't shown any signs of regret. 
All I can say is, I hope he doesn't leave us again. 

VERONICA GORMAN . 
Loreto, Toorak. 

110 ut, Out, Brief Candle!" 

Some of our convents experienced black-outs 
during the recent coal strike. We in Ballarat were 
fortunate for the strike touched us lightly. But 
one night we, too , had a little experience. 

At about 7.25 one Friday we were finishing tea. 
It was my sister's birthday, so we had ha d a party, 
and a cake with fourteen candles was on the table . 
Just as we were going to light the candles, the 
Refectory lights flickered and then all was dark. 
I found my bearings and lit the candles thinking 
that a little light was better than none. My sister 
put the knife into the cake, had her w ish, and we 
rose to leave the Refectory. I distributed the 
lighted candles and so we filed downstairs to the 
Hall. I set my candle on the piano and in its little 
circle of light Joa n played some dance music. 

Someone had placed a couple of birthday 
candles on the ledge above the foot-light sockets 
at the front of the stage. They looked comical 
standing up in their tiny height, shining so bravely. 

From the stage the scene in the Hall was fan
tastic . The couples carrying birthdav candles pre
vented collisions. The little peaks of light , appear
ing and disappearing , made one think of elves on 
some prank. The candles cast unusual shadows . 
Meanwhile reinforcements in the shape of large 
candles had come up . Study seemed far away. 

Then. flash! On went the electric lights , and we 
fell back to earth with a thud. "Out, out, brief 
candle!" and the line passes up the corridor to 
the study. 

THERESE O 'DONOHUE, 
Mary's Mount. 

Ten Minutes in the Ocean Depths 

Hearing one day in Geography class about an 
old oaken vessel which had been sunk in the Bay 
about a hundred years ago (??) I decided that I 
would like to have a look at it ; so, hiring a boat, 
and a diving suit, I set out for the spot. 

When I arrived at the place above where I 
thought it was (don't faint, I do think some
times!). I donned the diving suit and hopped over 
the edge of the boat, leaving directions to the crew 
that, if I jerked the lines, they were to haul me up. 
A s I descended into the water, the silence seemed 
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deafening, and of course, I was not at all sur
prised to see a fish run by on its "leg fins.'' and 
wave to me with its "arm fins " ! When I tasted 
the salt water, I could not help trying to remember 
when I was a fish! (Theory of evolution you 
know!) I wondered if that was why I was down 
here-animal instinct calling . I supposed, and all 
that! 

Then I saw it, the old vessel clothed in a brilliant 
gloss given off from the millions of fishes ' eyes 
which were peering at me (Made me feel really 
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self-conscious, they did), and looking as happy a s 
a painted clown, for on its hull were weird Spanish 
designs, doubtlessly the gem of Spanish art, for it 
was identical with "The Lances" painted by 
Velasquez, only it had dragons instead of horses, 
and a few Turkish Gods where Velasquez had 
painted men, most probably souvenirs from when 
the Moors overran Spain, you know! 

Once down, I decided to look around, and step
ping through a hatchway, I found myself in a 
roomy cabin, it had a couch covered with Vene
tian silk, a floor strewn with Persian rugs , and 
windows inlaid with precious jewels and gold. 

This looked very cosy, so I thought it would be a 
good place to catch up on a little sleep, but when 
I drew back the cover, I discovered a shining skull 
grinning at me; it gave me such a fright that I 
tugged at my lines and found myself being drawn 
away from the dreadful sight. 

Ting-a-ling-ling went a bell, I thought it must 
be a steamer ringing for right-of-way, then I 
opened my eyes, and was surprised to find it was 
the school bell ringing for the end of the period, 
and Geography had simply flown! 

LYNETTE JOSHUA ( 15), 
Mary's Mount. 

Perchance to Dream 

Saturday, August 20th, surely a memorable date 
for our Shakespeare students. Having done a 
two and a half hour paper on William, himself. 
and his plays, " Hamlet," Elizabethan touches were 
being added here and there to our everyday 
speech , and one occasionally heard, as a Hamletish 
touch-"You liked the paper, no?' ' (I wonder had 
Malcuzynski read " Hamlet'' before his Ballarat 
recital?). 

It happened, early in the afternoon, that I 
was marking the sports ' board and my pencil 
strayed .. . . 

Castle Elsinore , Denmark.-Mixed Doubles 
tournament to be held for the amusement of the 
house guests . 
Draw for to-day:-

Hamlet, Ophelia v. Romeo. Juliet. 
Macduff, Lady Macduff v. M acbeth. Lady 

Macbeth. 
Edmund, Goneril v. Lear , Cordelia . 
Bassanio, Portia v. Gratiano, Nerissa. 
Antony, Cleopatra v. Caesar, Octavio. Bye. 

N.B.-No heels allowed on courts. During the 
play roving footfault umpires will be "snooping": 
King Claudius , Shylock, Enobarbus. Light re
freshments will be served at the newly-installed 
buffet during the afternoon, and spectators will 
kindly oblige by depositing all rubbish in the bins 
provided by Polonius, who will a lso act as official 
umpire. 

Everything went smoothly, except for two or 
three unfortunate occurrences, as when Her 
Majesty, Cleopatra, objecting to an umpire's 
decision, hauled that worthy gentleman, Achilles, 
up and down the court by his hair. Caesar, 
attempting to restore order, was effectively dealt 
with, and retired for half an hour, returning later 
with no more serious consequence (vanity ex
cepted) than a few strips of sticking plaster. 
Another hold-up occurred when Caesar and 

Octavia, both rushing for the same ball , suffered 
from a slight collision, and the latter was helped 
off to have her tears dried by Gertrude, Queen of 
D enmark, who was in charge of the First Aid 
post. Play was resumed and Antony and Egypt 
won the match. Eventually the finals were reached 
and Hamlet and Ophelia sauntered on to the 
court after Antony and Cleopatra. Polonius, 
being the chief umpire , was a lready seated in his 
high-chair, gossiping about the respective merits 
of tennis and football with Lady Capulet. while 
the players warmed up. 

Hamlet called to Polonius that they were ready 
to begin , but that old " fishmonger" gossiped on 
without hearing. "Well ," said Hamlet , "to be, or 
not to be, that is the question. Whether we stand 
and listen to this ol d coxcomb with his wordy 
dissertations, or take arms a gainst him, and by 
our opposition replace him and get on with the 
match, must give us pause. Ay, there 's the rub! 
Devoutly do we wish to play the game, and not 
to gossip." After this Polonius sat up and took 
notice and really proved to be quite a fair umpire. 
H amlet played a scientific game and Ophelia , a 
careful one. Antony was in good form , and Cleo
patra played a strenuous game- if a trifle erratic 
a t times. 

Towards the end of the first set, tension was 
high, and Hamlet, preparing himself for one 
mighty drive to carry off the game and set. unfor
tunately hit too far and in his disappointment , 
cried out, "O, what a rogue and peasant slave 
am I! ls it not monstrous that this player here , 
but in a fiction, in a dream of power, could force 
his hand so to his own conceit as to imagine him
self to be able to do aught he cared with the ball. " 
Ophelia, likewise, was upset and murmured, "O , 
what a noble drive was here misplaced, the shot 
of all shots, quite, quite missed, and I of ladies 
most deject and wretched." 
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However, the scores were evened by Hamlet 
and Ophelia winning the second set, and after a 
.short respite the four players again came on to the 
court. Ophelia's partner, full of confidence and 
plans came on with, ''This is I. Hamlet the Dane,'' 
Antony murmured, "All is lost." The third and 
final set progressed with extreme rapidity, so rapid 
was it indeed that Polonius was forced to drop 
most of his comments and attend to the score
board; in fact, whenever he ventured to make a 
remark, Hamlet rebuked him and Cleopatra called 
to him, " Have you done yet?" During a break 
before the last game, when the score was 5-4 to 
Hamlet and O phelia, and the players were chang
ing ends, he seemed to remember something that 
he had previously been prevented from saying, 
and began with, "Marry, well bethought," but 
King Cla udius interrupted this time, not giving 
him a chance, and said to his attendants, "Set me 
the stoups of wine upon that table. If Hamlet and 
Ophelia win the last hit, and thereby win the 
match, let all the battlements their ordnance fire. 
The King shall drink to the winners' better breath. 
Give me the cups, and let the kettle to the trumpet 
speak, the trumpet to the cannoneer without, the 
cannons to the heavens, the heaven to the earth, 
'Now the King drinks to the victors.' Come, begin 

this last game, and you, Polonius, bear a wary 
eye. " This being complied with, the game pro
gressed and so exciting was it that when Ophelia 
spoilt an easy shot, she turned in fear to see what 
Hamlet would say, and to apologise, but he 
merely replied , "Absent thee from felicity awhile, 
and in this tussle draw thy breath in pain, to return 
the next one. " Advantage server, and Hamlet 
serving-"This ball shall set them packing," he 
says, and so it did. " Shake hands, dear Hamlet; 
the long day's task is done and we have lost; that 
you have won so well. does pay our labour richly." 
" Is Antony or we in fault for this?" smiled Cleo~ 
patra, and Enobarbus nobly replied, " Antony 
only, that would make his will, Lord of his 
reason." Congratulations being proffered and re
ceived all round, the King called on his guests to 
go and array themselves in their finery to do 
justice to the victors at a banquet and a play which 
was prepared for them. Hamlet took Ophelia's 
racquet and walked off with her ahead of the rest, 
who were being held up by one of Polonius' 
speeches. "Congratulations, fair Ophelia, " said 
Hamlet. " No more but so?" that lady answered. 
Demure. was she not? 

ELIZABETH ESKDALE, 
Mary's Mount. 

AT estament to Beauty 

I sought 
A perfect face, 
Beauty that brought 
Strength and grace 
A form redolent of loveliness. 
Found you,-
And so, much more. 
The crystal dew 
Morning wore 
Is not more exquisite. 
Imagined? 
Or imaginary? 
Beauty fashioned 
Thus joyously 
Is surely careless of its origin. 

Then Imagined Lady, hear my loves swell the song 
That my regard for you is 
Not Spring alone, here green hills fiow ' r carpeted 
But the long hot gold of summer days, the soft 

breeze, 
That rutf les the drooping grass, delicate fronds 
Cream bleached beneath a summer sky 

Tender, blue and high. 
Where cloudlets lie 
Milkily; nor summer alone, but Autumn's pain 
The too sharp beauty of the violet hills 
At evening; blue wind that chills. 
A nd over all grey mantling rain. 
Even winter's rage- grey blooms 
And fierce wilk-wind hurled lances 
A nd fierce wild~wind~hurled lances 
Winter's sun that glances 
On grey trunks and glinting leaves; 
The desolate river where fiame trees burn. 

All these 
Swell the song (Beauty exult in a paean of praise!) 
And thus the varying days 
Each season's phase 
Themselves the type 
Of your delight 
In your high song are lovelier made. 

M. (Past Pupil), 
Loreto, Claremont. 
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Views and Opinions 

A Sma 11 Book About a Great Woman 

One hears much of all that passed away with 
the pre-war days , of what was lost in the havoc of 
the war years, and of what is dying in the world 
today. Thus news of a revival stirs one as never 
before. 

English literature expressing Catholic philos
ophy and way of life , even though sometimes 
through sorrow and sin, has witnessed to a great 
awakening. French litterateurs have been equally 
conspicuous in their turning to Catholic Truth as 
the basis of their offerings, and of late, German 
Catholic writers , after an enforced silence, are 
vocal again . 

One name among the promoters of the Catholic 
literary revival in Germany has particular interest 
for us . It is that of Enrika Von Handel Mazzetti. 
She it was who wrote the preface to Maria 
Veronica Rubatscher"s life of Mary Ward for 
children, which appeared in 1927 to commemorate 
the third centenary of the foundation in Munich 
of the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary in the 
P aradeiser Haus, donated to Mary Ward in 1627, 
by Maximilian, Duke of Bavaria. 

Enrika Von Handel Mazzetti is a former pupil 
of the Institute house at St. Polten , which has an 
interesting connection with history past and pres 
ent. St. Polten was founded in 1706, and was 
greatly admired by Maria Teresa, Empress of 
Austria. Whilst visiting the Convent one day, 
she was attracted by a young Hungarian novice, 
and asked her what favour she could grant her. 
The novice replied: " An Institute House in my 
native land. " Thereuoon Maria Teresa presented 
a beautiful mansion in Budapest, which existed 
until the nuns were expelled this year, 1949, by 
Soviet order. 

The first chapter of Maria Veronica Rubat
scher' s " Sma ll Book about a Great Woman" does 
not appear in the popular translation, but a recent 
rendering of it proves its charm: 

" It is time to bid farewell to school life-the 
last evening has come. On the ground floor the 
trunks are all ready to be dispatched, desks and 
lockers are empty, and a few pupils have already 
gone. 

"Tomorrow the Convent door will close behind 
you and the door of life will open for you .... 
For great happiness or great sorrow? Both happi
ness and sorrow. This you ponder in the glow of 

vanishing twilight, and count the days from girl
hood to womanhood. 

" It is at such a serious moment that you realise 
for the first time how happy those carefree days of 
school life have been with their light crosses and 
pure jovs, their struggle between awakening pas
sions and virtues, days spent in the fulfilment of 
light duties whilst pondering over great expecta
tions that lie beyond the realm of girlhood. 

" Once again you go through the roomy Con
vent , through the class rooms to the Chapel. in 
which the lamp burns , into the garden and back 
again to the house, through the echoing passages. 
You stand at last before that picture that wel
comed you in the hall and in the parlour when you 
first entered the Convent as a pupil of the Insti
tute of Mary Ward. 

"Strangely gripping is that picture-it binds you 
like a spell . Black as night the dress and the veil 
-but the countenance is like clear day, and the 
eyes are luminous. These eyes a re the mirror of 
a beautiful soul. The expression of the face shows 
manly strength, spiritual outlook, womanly kind
ness and love that thought of you. loved you, and 
suffered for you three hundred years ago, for you, 
German girls, for the girls of every nation to the 
end of time. 

"Through a sea of contradiction and suffering . 
from the north to the south of Europe, this heroic 
woman went to bring blessings on you which had 
been withheld from girls until then. All that you 
have acquired in spiritual, mental, and physica l 
development in her Institute through the love and 
exertions of her daughters , came to you through 
the love and suffering of this kind mother, Mary 
Ward. 

" Now this little book is to go with you into life. 
She will bless you from her portrait , she will teach 
you, console you, and strengthen you by the 
example of her heroic life. This life is a miracle, 
impregnated throughout by God, as only the life 
of a mystic of the Middle Ages would be. It is 
as active as the life of any man in these troubled 
times , more exciting than the most thrilling novel, 
more beautiful than the most exquisite poem. It is 
a canticle on the sacred mission and the invincible· 
power of Woman." 

SUZANNE McGRATH, 
Loreto, Kirribilli. 

Paee Thirty-Nin .. 



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

The Return of the Stage 
M a thew Arnold once said: " Organise the 

theatre- the theatre is irresistible." In this I 
w holeheartedly agree with him. The theatre is 
the one art that combines all the others. When 
w e talk of a National Theatre, it is well to remem
ber tha t such a theatre can arise only from active , 
dramatic groups all over the country. 

In drama as in the other arts. Australia must 
create her own standards. Slavish imitation of the 
theatre of other countries will only hamper our 
dramatic development. Let us rather study their 
essential F rench-ness or Russian-ness. so that our 
N ational Theatre w ill have its own national 
fl avour. It is about time that we swept aside all 
the nonsense about importing producers and 
sen ding actors for five years to London or New 
York to bring back Australia's National Theatre. 
By a ll means let them go for experience. But our 
National Theatre remains the charge and respon
sibility of amateur societies in cities and towns 
throughout the Commonwealth. 

O ur young theatre is at a disadvantage. for 
besides the usual troubles, it has to face a new and 
powerful rival in the films . We are children of a 
mechanised age, and seem to grasp only too 
readily the means of escape offered by the films. 
These show us a kind of dreamland or often a 
complete release from moral restraint, which 
neither should nor could come to pass. But they 
never really show us life. In this they are the exact 
opposite of the stage, whose primary object is to 
present life in all its phases, its laughter with its 
tears-in Shakespeare's words, "to hold, as 'twere 
the mirror up to nature." 

One of the defects of the films is their passion 
for details which, if there is anything in the story 
at a ll . detract from it rather than help. Even 
many of the well-known stage companies do not 
seem to have learnt the lesson that scenery is not 
an essential part of the play. On this matter , de 
Banville truly said: "When the stage attains 
material perfection, dramatic poetry will cease 

to exist. " Even in Sir Laurence Olivier's great 
film. " Hamlet," the amount of care given to the 
background and decorations was quite unnecess
ary. As soon as the magic words fell on their ears. 
the audience was spellbound by the beauty of the 
human element. and cared little whether there were 
murals on the walls of Elsinore, or whether the 
whole play was acted in a cave. 

It is a consoling thought that the theatre will 
never give way to the film. The rulers of Russia 
encourage the theatre, for they are shrewd enough 
to realise that here is an ever-fresh source of enter
tainment through which they may present their 
insidious doctrine. And how efficiently they do 
this! The Communists in Russia have a well
organised theatre; and in Moscow, a marvellous 
revolving-stage. 

In the realm of joy and faith. our Catholic 
Action groups also realise the power of the stage. 
One of their first steps has been to establish 
dramatic societies through which they may present 
Catholic Doctrine with a fresh appeal. It is inter
esting to note that even in Communist-controlled 
Barcelona, the Catholic theatre presented " A Saint 
in a Hurry"- a play of St. Francis Xavier, by 
Peman. It had a two years' run, which is unusual 
anywhere. but phenomenal in the Barcelona of 
today. 

One of our own most active of these societies is 
the Therry Society, which is doing an amount of 
good. Recently, in our school hall. we saw a pre
sentation by five or six of the Society of Henri 
Gheon 's "Way of the Cross." It was beautifully 
portrayed and impressive in its intense simplicity. 
The Genesians. in Sydney, are another group of 
Catholic actors whose plays are attracting an in
creasing audience; and one of the primary move
ments of the Grail Ladies is the establishment of 
a well-founded Catholic Stage. 

MARY ROWE (Leaving}, 
Loreto, Normanhurst. 

Our Henry Lawson 

Recently an Australian stamp was issued . in 
memory of Henry Lawson. The likeness on the 
stamp is taken from Lionel Lindsay's famous 
etching; beneath the portrait is Lawson's signa
ture. This stamp will serve to commemorate the 
most popular and most widely-read writer our 
-country has ever produced. 

Henry Lawson was the eldest son of Peter 
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Larsen ( anglicised Lawson). a Norwegian sailor 
and his wife, Louisa-rumored to be a Kentish 
gypsy. He was born in 1867 in a tent on the 
Grenfell goldfield, and spent his childhood on 
mining fields and on his father's selection. He tells 
the tale of his early life with some variations in 
the short story, " His Father's Mate." Lawson 
was a shy, sensitive, and often lonely boy, having 
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.at first great difficulty in making friends. At the 
age of sixteen he went to Sydney, where he 
attended night classes. His writings were soon to 
attract attention, for he wrote of every new move
ment in Sydney, where colonial life was often 
feverish. His restless spirit soon drove him to 
wander inland, where he shared the life of every 
type of Australian. Most of the outback charac
ters he depicted later in his works were encoun
tered on these wanderings. 

Every class of Australian is depicted in Law
son's prose and poetry, and because he knew and 
understood those he portrayed, there is a realism 
about his work- a realism that is seldom found 
in other writers. His stories stretch over a wide 
variety of subjects and moods. Many are humor
ous, some extremely sad. He can write as realis
tically of tragedy and despair as of the ordinary 
routine of a day on a selection. 

When Lawson was twenty-eight he married 
Bertha Bredt, a country girl of nineteen; but even 
marriage could not make him settle down. After 
a brief stay in Coolgardie, he .travelled with his 
wife to New Zealand, where his son, Jim, was 
born. Before long, however, he returned to Aus
tralia and settled in North Sydney where his 
daughter, Bertha, was born in 1900. Some years 
later the urge to travel took possession of him 

again and he sailed with his family to London. 
That was a tragic interlude. Before long he was 
back in Australia, "more Australian than before 
he left." 

The poems that he wrote years before the out
break of the First World War show his under
standing of humanity and his deep insight into 
all that related to his beloved Australia. "The 
Star of Australasia," predicted the glory of the 
Anzacs more than twenty years before their his
toric battle at Gallipoli, when the world marvelled 
at their immortal deeds of valour. He loved his 
fellow country-men with a deep and proud love, 
and this was the most beautiful aspect of his 
patriotism. 

In the year 1922 Lawson died suddenly at 
Abbotsford, Sydney, and was given a State 
funeral; but his fame did not die with him. In the 
minds of patriotic Australians he will live forever 
as the voice of their land. He wrote the truest and 
strongest praise of his country that has yet graced 
our literature. 

So at last the end has found me, 
And again in silence round me 
Come my children of the Bush. 

PHILIPA O'LEARY (4th Year) , 

Loreto, Normanhurst. 

Idling 

There has been, and always will be, a great 
deal of talk on the subject of " idling. " It is a much 
disputed point, some thinking that there is no ex
cuse for idlers , others that idleness is one of the 
greatest pleasures of life. 

Personally, I think that there is a great deal to 
be said for idleness. What is sweeter than to be 
able to relax comfortably, with nothing to do, and 
nothing to worry about, and to let the mind run 
contentedly on subjects dear to the heart. Of 
course, as some people would be quick to point 
out, idleness can be carried too far. When I say 
this. I have in my mind's eye the picture of a 
rotund and hearty gentleman, who relaxed all 
day, and every day, in a basket-chair, and who 
would always assure me, with a wink of his eye, 
that he was too weak to work. 

On the other hand, there are people who have 
never idled for a moment in their lives. Think 

how guilty an idler would feel if caught by a per
son of this calibre! 

R. L Stevenson has written "An Apology for 
Idlers ,' ' and is obviously in full sympathy with 
idlers , either young or old. So with the example of 
such a learned gentleman, it is of no wonder that 
his more humble fellowmen deem idling quite a 
respectable pastime. 

Perhaps, as we are supposed to see good in all 
our fellows, we may say that there is something to 
be admired in an idler. For after all, does it not 
take courage to defy the conventionality of every
day life, and, while the rest of the community are 
rushing around with great activity, much of which 
is of little purpose. 

I shall end this discussion by saying that after 
all, there are always two sides to a question, and 
"idleness" is no exception. 

ANNETTE DOYLE ( 14) , 
Loreto, Claremont. 
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"A Man Called Pearse" 
I have borrowed this title from an article by 

Kenneth Reddin in "Studies," because it seems to 
suit Pearse. 

Until this year I had known Patrick Pearse 
merelv as a name. My first real introduction came 
in the form of a bracket of three poems read at a 
Literary Evening. What impresses one immedi
ately about Pearse is that he is sincere-he rings 
true. Everything he touched, poetry or prose, came 
from an inward spirituality, intensely true and 
sincere. As a consequence, his poetry in particu
lar has a rich deep quality, an inexpressible sim
plicity, "the low music of a voice uttering itself in 
confidence." It is filled with the quiet throbbing 
courage that was in the man, combined with the 
sensitive soul of the poet, firm on the solid rock 
of his ideal. 

Naturally Pearse realised that the Easter Rising 
of 1916 was to end in failure, and it was not easy 
for a poet, a sensitive man, to lead his brother and 
dearest friends to death , when life promised so 
much. 

" / blinded my eyes 
For fear I should fail ." 

Yet his failure was a glorious success. Pearse 
knew that when he died the flame he had kindled 
would burn on and endure. It was a kind of "exegi 
monumentum" for the future, an assurance for the 
World that the Irish People held their liberty 
dear, as "a Christian thing. " 

Everyone who came in contact with Pearse was 

deeply impressed by the grave charm inherent in 
his character, and his sure courage which seemed 
to raise him above ordinary men. And combined 
with these Pearse had a natural gift for leader
ship- he inspired his followers by the tremendous 
strength and courage of his character. Kenneth 
Reddin, one of Pearse's pupils at St. Enda's , 
writes: "What he said was always new, dramatic , 
and lit with enthusiasm. His sentences were short" 
-"like pieces in a mosaic." 

The British Officer in charge of the shooting of 
Pearse paid him this tribute, "I have just seen die, 
the bravest man I have ever known." Hugh 
Dormer has written, " Ideals are romantic and 
noble at a distance and they shine through men 
like light through alabaster, but the mechanism of 
their practical accomplishment in the World is 
often sordid in the extreme, and therein lies the 
real test of those ideals." Patrick Pearse could 
say truly with Hugh Dormer, "Mine have lasted." 
Pearse had much more to give than ordinary men, 
and he had an extraordinary capacity for giving . 
He gave everything for his ideal with a courage 
that was inspired by his great love of Ireland and 
its people. The Irish people learnt well the lesson 
taught to them by a man called Pearse, "There 
are some things more terrible than bloodshed, 
and slavery is one of them." 

MAUREEN REIDY. 
Mary's Mount .. 

JUDITH WILLCOX, Marryatvillc 
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Scenes I Have Loved 

CRl;Y 
W~TEIRS. 

T oday the scene is hard ctnd crnel, 

Tornorrow bright and gay, 

L ittle a man can t ell 

Hctppenings from day to day . 

A f erry glides across grey waters, 

A dismal ship goes sailing by, 

Lonely in their cold grey world 

The storm-stressed seagulls fiy. 
MARIS EARL. 

[Does any reader feel homesick for Kirribilli? These lines have captured 
a passing mood of Sydney H arbour.-Ed.] 
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May Day Procession 

May Day Procession in Ballarat is one of 
the loviest functions of the year. 

On the first Sunday of May the children of 
the Ballarat schools assemble in the Cathedral 
grounds. The little statue of O ur Lady stands on 
its bier, guarded by blue-cloaked Children of 
Mary, and white-veiled flower strewers. 

At a signal , hundreds of children fall into pro
cessional line; the bier is lifted to the shoulders of 
four Children of Mary, while the rest gather 
round it. The small strewers take their places and 
the whole moves off in the sunshine. Around the 
green lawns they pass answering the Rosary and 
singing hymns. 

S tud-y Hull 4-
.Do¥ mi to'fie.5 
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The doors of the Cathedral are locked to adults 
until the procession has entered; then as many as 
possible crowd in for the crowning. The statue 
is placed on a beautifully adorned altar. 

Each school takes it in turn to crown Our Lady 
annually. The girl, representing the school which 
this year has the privilege, mounts the steps at 
the back of the altar and places the gold crown 
on Our Lady's head. Two girls from each school 
then place a floral tribute at Our Lady's feet . 

After this there is a sermon and the Act of Con
secration. The ceremony concludes with Solemn 
Benediction of the Most Blessed Sacrament. 

CARMEL CALN IN (Second Year), 
Loreto, Dawson Street .. 

C.IQ.S51'00rr'\ 5 
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A Sunrise 

I set out one morning before five o 'clock, while 
the moon was shining through a dark and misty 
Autumn air, and got to the sea coast in time to be 
at the sun's levee. I stood watching the clouds 
and dark vapours opening gradually to the right 
and left. rolling over one another in smoky 
wreaths, and the tide flowing gently in upon the 
sands. Suddenly a little line of brightness 

On Discovering Winter 

With the first frost and touch of the westerly 
winds, the gay Summer flowers of the garden 
retreat hastily, and the more quiet beauty of 
Winter golds and pinks push shy heads through 
the cold ground. 

What a joy to find on a Winter morning the 
first of the golden daffodils glistening with dew. 
Pale yellow and white jonquils and crocuses 
and white snow drops appear unexpectedly 
through cracks of rockeries, their thin delicate per
fume sweet in the crisp air; "sweet smelling jas
mine" creeps and curls in one pale tangle, each 
tiny bloom giving encouragement to the next, till 
they, too, sigh out their fragrance. Freezias, purple 
and yellow tinted, show one morning in the bole 
of a dead tree pushing their way through a cover
ing of brown leaves. 

I am filled with a great expectancy! What 
brave new-comer will the garden hold today? I 
walk down the garden looking fondly at each 
bloom, and hasten towards the Geraldton wax 
bush, now dotted with pink buds. Next to it is the 
erica cornia-tiny bell-shaped native of Scotland. 
The erica is a lover of winter air , and the pink 
and white of its bells becomes more evident with 
each frost. 

The fernery is always a green retreat , winter 
or summer; and here, borders of violets mingle 
with the more decorative hyacinth and rock
hyacinth, sky-blue forget-me-nots , and butter-

appeared. It grew bigger every second, and at 
last formed one whole golden ball too beautiful 
and gorgeous to describe. 

Every time I look at the mighty jewel I shall 
remember that sunrise. I wonder if anyone else 
has seen the sun rise so gloriously. 

BETTY OWEN (Second Year). 
Loreto, Dawson Street. 

Flowers in Queensland 

coloured primroses. Daisies, too , yellow and 
white with purple centres, make a brave show of 
colour in beds once filled with summer blaze. 

"Does not this daisy leap to your heart-set in 
its coat of Emerald?" 

And winter roses , reluctant to lose their pride 
of place in the garden, bloom with a faint blush of 
their summer glory, and mingle with the quiet 
golds of winter. Tall gladioli bloom, and unfold 
petals showing the blending of maroon, vermillion 
and gold at the heart of the flower . Camellias, pink 
with white-tipped petals ; s tocks, purple and pink, 
and lilac add gay colour. Poppies stand primly 
on hair-covered stems, and the lavender blooms in 
round green bushes. Leaning over the lawn is a 
giant dahlia , or tree dahlia , and its petals, caught 
by winds, are scattered helter skelter over brown
ing grass. 

And for the rest , the leaves fall brown and 
golden from old-world trees, and the branches 
are laid bare. These flowers have been a delight , 
a discovery. Thick white mists, crisp westerly 
winds and cold brittle frosts are but a challenge; 
and first one and then another bud and bloom! I 
love them; "yet if I were to explain to you the 
circumstance which has so endeared them to me, 
you would only smile!" 

HELEN CLEARY (Past Pupil) . 
Loreto, Brisbane .. 
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Cronul la 

View of Cronulla (from Ronda's home). 

Those who visit Cronulla in the summer-time 
will agree with me that it is truly "a little bit of 
heaven. "' Perhaps they, too, have felt under their 
feet the cruncp of the golden sands, and have 
played in the cool waters that break in rippling 
waves on the shore. The waves that run up on the 
sands have an air of quiet as if they have come 
to rest in this paradisal port after their long 
journey across the Pacific. 

It is a charming spot, about twenty miles to the 
south of Sydney. After leaving the city, the road 
passes through partly rural country, then, drop
ping in a gentle incline, it appears to lose itself 
in a broad expanse of shimmering, blue sea. 
Following this road to its terminus, we come to a 
wide stretch of gleaming sand beyond which 
sparkling blue waters reflect the golden shafts of 
sunlight. Far out to the left lies Cape Solonder, 
which was sighted many years ago by Bass and 
Flinders in the "Tom Thumb." To them was 
given the privilege of discovering and naming 
Port Hacking; and the citizens of Cronulla have 
erected to the memory of these two gallant ex
plorers a monument which looks down on all boats 
entering or leaving the port. 

The beach itself is roughly semi-circular in 
shape, and is divided into North and South Cro
nulla . Not far from South Cronulla, in the right 
half of the semi-circle, is the entrance to the Port 
Hacking River, which is lined on both banks by 
some of the most beautiful scenery in the world. 
Just inside the entrance lies Jibbon Beach, sur
rounded by bush which forms part of the National 
Park Reserve. In this bush are to be found unique 
aboriginal carvings. Further on still we find nar-

row channels leading into calm bays, whose very 
names, with their aboriginal intonations, reflect the 
peace and harmony of Cronulla: Bundeena, Gunna
matta, Burraneer, Lillipilli, Gyme, Yowie. Here a 
seagull folds his wings as he settles down to float 
on the water; there a sailing boat, with white sails 
flapping idly in the breeze, curtsies and gracefully 
rises again on the crest of a wave. Pervading all 
there is the scent of the gum-trees, and the sleepy 
twitter of the gulls assuring us that all is well. 

Our bridge-deck cruiser, "Maeron,'' carries us 
on many a beautiful trip . As we cruise up the 
river we pass small inlets and shallow beaches. 
The wild flowers lining the water's edge bend to 
consider their beauty, hnd are adequately re
warded by the pleasing reflection that the water 
gives back to them. Here and there the rocks are 
lined with oysters. In another part a sandbank 
juts out , warning navigators to beware of shallow 
depths. A peculiar rock formation arrests the 
roving eye, and sends it up. up, up, to where a 
giant of the forest reaches heavenwards. Suddenly 
the river turns and we find ourselves at the 
National Park Reserve. Here an artificial wall has 
been built to allow picnicers to swim in safety. 
The waterway is no longer navigable. 

The Australian artist, McNally, paid his tribute 
to Cronulla when he chose it as the scene of his 
many water colours. It now remains for us to pay 
our tribute to it by helping to preserve the beauty 
and peace with which it has been endowed by 
Nature. 

RONDA HOFFMAN (Leaving). 

Loreto, Normanhurst. 



The fv\argaret River Caves 

Margaret River Caves, the fairyland of Western 
Australia! The lights are dim. The air is crisp, 
yet very moist. For hundreds of years the stalac
tites and stalagmites have been forming, drop by 
drop. It takes at least forty years for an inch of 
spiral-shaped rock to form . 

Imagination has plenty of scope in this mysteri
ous world. Give it free rein if you wish to enjoy 
the wonders of the .mystic figures. You find Walt 
Disney's characters rubbing icy shoulders with 
that petrified lady, Lot's wife. You can have a 
feigned breakfast on rocky poached eggs and thin 
strips of stony bacon. If you are cold, just look at 
the beautifully wrought Indian shawl, which rip
ples in cosy folds from the ceiling and hangs sus
pended there in all its mystic, yet colourful. beauty. 

Fairy bells echo throughout the mammoth-like 
formations when long hollow rocks are struck. 
The sounds echo in one corner, now near, now far 

away in an altogether different direction, thrown 
from wall to wall, from rock to rock. 

There is a lake, too, wonderful fairy lake, which 
shimmers under the pale light and sends peaceful 
images floating away into its depths. Then sud
denly it becomes still again and the fairyland is 
reflected in a mirror. 

Recesses in the rocks along the side are trans
formed into miniature elfin forests, when an effec
tive light is placed behind them. But the trees are 
like those of marble on Keat' s Grecian Urn, so are 
all the figures and fantastic shapes in the Caves. 
" When old age shall this generation waste 
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou says't, 
'Beauty is truth, truth beauty,' that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know." 

MARGARET EDDY ( 14) , 
Loreto, Claremont. 

Anglesea 

One of the scenes I loved most, was that from 
the top of a hill, at about nine o'clock at night. 

It was at Anglesea; we usually went for a walk 
along the beach to the " Four Kings ," a Road
house; we bought a few things and walked back 
by the "Great Ocean Road." This road was, in 
places, much higher than the beach; but on the 
top of a hill , which we considered a half-way mark 
back to our camp, there was a look-out, and from 
this point one could see for miles in every 
direction. 

This night the "air was like wine," and the sky 
was the deepest blue-black, studded with millions 
and millions of twinkling stars. As was usual, we 
stopped at the look-out , and the sight that met our 
gaze was absolutely breath- taking. 

Before us lay the sea, a gently moving mass of 
black water; overhead , the moon- a great yellow 
ball-cast its light on the water, making a path
way of shimmering yellow, ever growing fainter , 
till it vanished into the dark distance. 

We could hear the steady and somewhat sooth
ing pounding of the surf on the gleaming white 

strip of beach below us. To the West, the uneven 
country rose blackly against the star-studded sky. 
Occasionally, a car rounding a bend of the "Great 
Ocean Road," cast a beam of light from its head
lights, far out to sea. then the beam made an arc 
as the car turned the corner completely; all was 
then still and black again; down the slope, a few 
houses made darker patches against the ground. 

To the East, down the hill , lay the "Four Kings ," 
ablaze with lights and neon-signs. Many cars 
were parked outside, while , within, their late 
occupants refreshed themselves with ice-cream and 
lemonade. 

To the back of us lay Anglesea , proper; pin
points of light betrayed the presence of houses on 
the hillsides and along the river banks. The river 
lay like a great silver serpent, winding amongst 
the hills till it lost itself in the shadows. 

For nearly an hour we sa t, watching . deep in 
our thoughts. Finally we stirred, and stretching 
our limbs. we made our way down the hill to the 
black ribbon known as the "Great Ocean Road." 

CECILE JOSHUA, Mary's Mount. 
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0 Sweet Fancy 
Within a Bluebell 

One day in early spring I was walking through 
the meadow and I spied a bluebell swinging 
gently in the breeze. Listen! What was that? It 
was the sound of tiny hammers and small voices. 
I knelt beside the bluebell and listened. Then I 
peeped in and saw tiny men making bells, little 
bells of blue and pink and gold. As I watched a 
man came up from the bottom of the bluebell and 

said: "I want two dozen gold bells for my wed
ding." 

So that is what bluebells are for-they are the 
workrooms of tiny elves who make the bells for 
the fairy folk. 

HELEN DAVEY (12), 
Loreto, Dawson Street. 

Cat's Somnia 
I had just had a saucer of creamy milk, and in 

consequence, I felt more awake than ever. 
Now, as you know, a cat has to sleep during 

the day to be ready for its singing lesson on the 
roof top, but I couldn' t sleep. 

Trying to find something to eat in the pantry, I 
slipped and brought the silver salver down on top 
of me. I found myself held fast by the tail. 

Once they made certain I was secure, the mice 
ran past my nose in streams, and after a while I 
found myself counting them as they jumped the 
knot hole in the boards. 

The first was a hoary old be-whiskered gentle
man, and as I said: "One," he piped up, "No, I 
lost!" 

" Lost what?" I pursued. "The race with the 
farmer's wife. My brothers won.'' 

"They had their tails cut off." 
"Oh, no, they were all souris." 
"You silly rabbit, I was only counting you in 

the first place.'' 
"No, the rabbit wasn't in the first place, my 

brothers were.'' 
In desperation I hissed, "Rat trap!" 
"Too big for me, I need a smaller size." 
"Smaller size!" 
"No, but my brother sighs, his spirits keep run

ning down a dock.'' 

" D own a clock," I muttered wearily. 
"D ock, that was his surname, you know. 

Christian name, Dickory.'' 
"The clock struck one," I recited to no one in 

particular. 
"Struck what? Not one of my brothers, they 

had their tails cut off.'' 
"You just said they didn't.'' 
" No, I said they were all souris." 
"Oh go to sleep!" 
'Tm not a sheep!" 
"You said go to sleep. I only wish I could!" 
"Wish on the first star. My brother was a star. 

He played as tar in the play, 'Mighty Mouse.' 
It's my brother's turn next. His story's the same 
as mine. Have you ever been in a mine? Do you 
like it fried or boiled?" 

I let my head fall to signify agreement, but
it stayed there. 

The mouse went on talking, but his voice faded 
more and more. 

"Fried fish. I knew a fish, just like my brother 
he was. He was one of the blind mice, you know." 

"Did I ever tell you ... ?" 
At that stage, I think, I fell asleep. 

(With apologies to Dion Calthrop) . 
ROBIN POWELL (18) , 

Loreto, Claremont. 

Presentation at Court 
With elaborate care the young man dressed, 

pausing every now and then, to listen to the happy 
voices singing as they passed, or just to gaze out 
over the snow-covered streets and houses. It 
was the day before Christmas Eve, and, as he had 
finished dressing and was sitting waiting for the 
coming of his friend and patron, he wondered 
whether he would remember this Christmas all 
through his life; would it be with triumph and joy 
or perhaps with grief? 

He was bound for the palace and was to meet 
the Queen, but this was a minor matter to William 

Shakespeare, because one of his first plays, his 
"Love's Labour Lost," for which he had an 
especial affection because it was one of his earliest 
works, was to be performed at the court. Would 
the brilliant Queen, whom so many praised, and 
even more quietly despised, like the play, or would 
she find herself bored? The playwright dared hope 
for nothing, yet always there was the secret hope 
that it might please her and his living might hence
forward be thus somewhat simplified. 

As he drove along he thought of the enthusiasm 
of his well-known audience at "The Globe," not 
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only when it had first been played, but on each 
occasion since that time. Could not this Elizabeth, 
though she was Queen, enjoy the foolish solem
nity and purpose of Biron, as well as the mirth 
provided by his companions, as all previously had 
done? Thus, he tried to reassure himself, and 
although he entered, at the side of his friend, with 
a confident step, his heart was anxious. 

The Queen had not yet arrived downstairs , 
and her huge chair, as well as those surrounding 
it, was still vacant. Besides this, the young play
wright, however, noticed nothing , and he took 
his modest seat with a sinking heart, wondering 
if he could possibly escape before the play's con
clusion. The Queen was, by all accounts , so hard. 
so exacting, so critical! Yet he had been told that 
she had shown an interest in accounts of his work! 
In such a turmoil was his brain that he did not at 
first became aware of her entrance; however , 
together with the lesser lords with whom he had 
been privileged to sit , he rose. 

Then the play began and although his extreme 
anxiety, amounting almost to terror, troubled him 

during all of the first scene, he became absorbed in 
the story after that as he had always done, appre
ciating every change of voice, every gesture of 
the players. He joined in the laughter around 
him, naturally, and it was not until he heard the 
merry hum of voices at its conclusion that he once 
more became aware that the laughter, the ripples 
of enjoyment had meant that the court had liked 
the play. 

But the Queen? She, herself, was sweeping 
towards him, congratulating him in a distinct, con
fident voice, and Shakespeare found himself dazed 
and able to make no reply. He had written others, 
she believed, well, they, too , would be played 
before her. At last the crowd thinned out , and as 
they drove home, Shakespeare could feel the pride 
of his friend beside him , a lthough a word had not 
been spoken. It was, indeed, an evening to be 
remembered by the great playwright-that Christ
mas evening of 1697. 

MEREDYTH DUNNE (Leaving). 
Loreto, Nedlands . 

\!Vooden· Memories 
The lid of the desk slammed with a derisive and 

final " Bang!" 
"Oh! That girl! " exclaimed the desk in exas

peration. 
"And what, may I ask," said the chair in cold 

splintery tones, "is the matter with that girl?" 
"So careless! So inconsiderate of my feelings! 

Of all those who have sat at me during my yea rs 
at Loreto, she is the worst. Never does she pack 
her books away carefully, but throws them in, in
flicting quite dreadful pain upon my three-ply." 

"Well, I must say," interrupted the chair , giving 
his companion a woody stare, " that she is con
stantly attentive to me." 

"The nicest of my four 'sitters ','' went on the 
desk in a dreamy, thoughtful tone, "was Louise. 
Such a nice, quiet child." 

The chair wriggled its back dubiously, but the 
desk continued, unperturbed. 

"She sat here last Term, you know. What I 
liked about her most was she was so restful. No · 
scratching on paper with a pen , like most of the 
children in this room! And during Maths. class, 
she was so comforting. Never jumped up and 
down, never was restless; just used to sit here, 
you know, pensively doing nothing-one might 
say." 

" But as for Shirley! Always moving and dis
turbing me. And I've never known anyone to 
make as many scratches on paper as she does. 
The child never stops! And on these cold even-
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ings she takes as many books out of me as she 
possibly can, and you know, Chair, dear," he went 
on in a complaining tone, " its the books that 
keep me warm these cold evenings. Ah! I wish 
Louise were here again. " The desk's lid creaked 
in dejected protestation. 

"There was Margot ," it continued. "She, too , 
was quiet- in a way- but, like Shirley, did an 
annoying amount of scratching. Margot's chief 
failing is her sneezing. When she sneezes, my 
dear, I simply rock. And, of course, my side
compartment becomes a triflle loose." 

He paused, remembering an occasion when 
Margot had sneezed ten times in succession. Six 
sneezes were genuine, four were not. 

The desk resumed its reminiscences. 
"The other was Angela. Now she was an 

amusing child. Although, when I was in her care 
I was never very tidy. I can remember giving 
her so much help with her knitting during class , 
and I'm sure she appreciated it. She was very 
restless , though. Always moving me back and 
forth. Never seemed comfy, you know. There 
was the time when .. .!" 

" Hsst, " whispered the chair, "someone's 
coming." 

A voice was heard: "Now where did I put my 
Scotch Tape?" 

And as Shirley entered the room the two· 
resumed their unintelligent, wooden expressions. 

WENDY NEVILL ( 15) , 
Loreto, Claremont. 



For the Junior School 

The March of Time As Seen Through Junior Eyes 

Loreto, Normanhurst , 
FEBRUARY 8th: Well school opened and 

there were many new pupils. I was one of them. 
FEBRUARY 9th : We received our places in 

class. I found that I was sitting beside a new girl 
called Susanne Tronser. 

FEBRUARY 16th: We were all very excited as 
we were going to see "Pride and Prejudice." It 
was very funny , especially when Mrs. Bennett 
sat on the musical box. 

FEBRUARY 20th: Great excitement. We 
were going to learn Pottery. We made a leaf at 
our first lesson. It was good fun. 

FEBRUARY 22nd: Ronda was made Head of 
the School. and Olga Basha was made our Pre~ 
feet ; we were all glad. 

MARCH 17th: St. Patrick's Day. We went 
to Roseville baths. The weather was dull , but our 
spirits were high. Terry thinks she nearly got 
drowned in two feet of water. We'll never hear 
the end of it. 

APRIL I st: Therese was made Head of the 
Junior School. Mother Superior also heard a 
table test; five girls received a prize. 

APRIL 9th: We saw "The Way of the Cross, " 
produced by the Therry Society; it was lovely. 

APRIL I 0th: Therese began a Glee Club, so we 
decided to have an Art Club. We talked Art, 
and planned our Club rules. 

APRIL 13th: We break up for the Easter holi~ 
days. Many of us went to the Easter Show and 
saw some interesting things , and some funny 
things. Some were more ghostly than funny. 

APRIL 19th: Back to Arithmetic!! And other 
subjects. 

APRIL 27th: We began our Exams. Patty, who 
is very absent minded, put on her English paper: 
The plural of knife- fork . E veryone was in fits 
of laughter, but Patty only said, " I just forgot for 
the minute. " I think she did! 

APRIL 28th: We saw the picture of "Our Lady 
of Fatima." It was lovely. 

APRIL 31st: We went for a picnic. We had 
the mugs, but we left the drink behind so Therese 
and Elizabeth had to go back and get it. Therese 
was afraid of the cows. That's why Elizabeth had 
to go with her. 

MAY I st: It was May Day, and the altar in 
the study was decorated beautifully. We had a 
procession round the grounds and Ronda crowned 
Our Lady. That night we saw a picture called 
the "Yearling"; it was very long and sad. 

MAY 2nd: We found out that some Juniors. 
have secret treasure places. Ask Carmel about it. 
Also discovered Margot had put a gardening fork 
through her toe (trust her to do that!). 

MAY 3rd: We set going a Dramatic Club. 
Day scholars decided to give us a " Peep into Fairy 
Land." And Boarders, "A Pedlar of Dreams." It 
is a good Club, and we get some fun out of it. At 
one of the rehearsals Margot rushed on to the 
stage and said, or tried to say, " I am the Queen 
of the sky, the sun," but she had a frog in her 
throat, so all we heard was a funny sound. We 
had a good laugh at her. 
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LORETO---------------

MAY 5th: Break up for May holidays. Great 
joy. Dramatic Club put on two plays for nuns 
and senior girls. 

MAY 31st: We came back to school and found 
that somebody had a machine. Dressmaking done 
while you wait! Ask Carmel? 

JUNE 1st: Christine told us she was so excited 
about returning to school she nearly put her socks 
on inside out. We are all glad to have her back. 
She was ill for the first term. Margot brought her 
two cousins back with her. They a re very nice. 

JUNE 17th: Ballet lesson from Miss Scully 
begins at nine o 'clock, there is a dreadful bustling 
in the Junior School. We have a good laugh to 
ourselves when we see the little ones trying to 
stand on one leg. When we have knee bends they 
look more wobbly than ever. But after a few les
sons Miss Scully says our deportment will be per
fect . She says we are a lovely class. 

JUNE 17th: We all love Free Library Period 
on Friday. There are some good story books in 
our library, also Art books, and lives of Musicians, 
and stories of the Operas. They are loved by the 
Art and Glee C lubs. 

The poor librarians have a bad time. I know 
because I am one of them ; but you really do find 

out what girls like; for instance, some like Adven
ture Books, and others like Therese, want school
girl stories. Christine Roche is fond of funny 
books, while Susanne, Lindsay, and Genine, like 
stories about painters. 

JUNE 15th: Carmel brought her portable wire
less to school, and we listen in when there is any
thing good. We will be glad when Wilfred 
Thomas is back from his holidays. We have had 
fun visiting the different countries with him every 
Wednesday evening. 

We look forward to Monday at 7.15 , on 2UE, 
MacRobertson 's Theatre session. It is good. We 
are longing for D avid Copperfield to come on the 
air. 

"We" are: 
SUSAN TRONSER, 
PATRICIA MORONEY, 
PAMELA BARTON , 
CHRISTINE ROCHE, 
PATTIE ROCHE, 
LINDSAY WOLFF. 
MARY-ANNE O'GORMAN , 
THERESE BYRNE, 
KA YE ROCHESTER. 

The Snow Storm 
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There was snow. in the air and snow on the 
ground, 

And snow on the houses and gardens all round. 
There was no little breeze 
To stir the white trees, 
And the birds did not utter a sound. 

J. McALPINE (8), 
Loreto, Dawson Street. 

* From personal observation in Ballarat. 

Invitation 
Come dance in my garden. 
My pretty. pretty little garden, 
See the grass and the paths and the hills. 

And see all my flowers 
And things that are growing. 

And then come back to me, 
Come back singing to me, 
Being happy little children, 
Da da da dee dee. 

EVE CALO ER ( 4 years 2 months) . 
Loreto, Claremont. 

[We chose Eve's earliest lyric (dictated, we 
presume). She is now seven and still singing 
sweetly. May her songs never grow sad! Editor.] 
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The Gypsy 

Amid the glory of pots and pans, 
The gypsy sat a-smoking, 
His children played on the caravan steps, 
A-laughing and a-joking. 
His wife-for he had a wife, you know, 
Was within their palace fair, 
Bending over a rusty stove, 
Cooking their simple fare. 
His horse, fat " Buttons," a noble beast, 
Was grazing by a stream, 
His dog, old " Rufus," lay fast asleep 

Enjoying a pleasant dream. 
The gypsy's life is a simple .life 
From town to town he travels, 
As befQre him the white and dusty road 
Of the country, slowly unravels. 
And sometimes as I sit studying here 
I wish that I could be 
A lonely gypsy away on my. own, 
Living a life, wild and free. 

JOSEPHINE DUNPHY ( 11). 
Loreto, Claremont. 

The Goblin and the Braces 

Once upon a time there lived a goblin. who 
wanted very much to buy a pair of braces, which 
he had seen in a shop window in the village. 

One day he plucked up enough courage to go 
up to the girl who was presiding at the counter. 
"Please," he began timidly. "how much are those 
braces?" 

"They are very good braces," said the girl. "I 

The Hunt 
The hunt is on 
Away we go 
Over the hills and dales. 
The first fence is cleared 
The second is near 
But the third is far away. 

JULIANNA ADAMS (Elementary) . 
Loreto. Toorak. 

want a crown for them." 
So the goblin went home, and begged an old 

crown of the Queen's maid-in-waiting. Then he 
brought it home again, to the girl in the shop. 

Ever since then, the village people have been 
wondering how Tilly of the village shop came by 
her diamond ring. 

VALMAE DODD ( 11), Loreto, Claremont. 

The Interrupted Party 
ln the pantry one cloudy night 
Three little mice got a terrible fright. 
They were sitting quietly eating cake 
When they heard the fl.oar in the pantry quake, 
They didn't wait to see who it was, 
They ran for their lives we know, because 
As soon as they got to their own little home 
They saw the cat who used to roam 
Looking for mice. 

SUE CLIFFORD. 
Loreto, Toorak. 
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A Gypsy's Pony 

It is a very hard life for a pony of the "didi
kais" as the gypsies are called. The gypsies cap
ture a foal and break the poor little thing in at 
about the age of twelve months. 

The gypsies do not feed or tame the pony, but 
instead, they break its spirit, by working it until 
it is too weak to work. They turn the so called 
" broken" pony out to feed with a weight on its 
neck or hobble-chains. 

When the pony is again fit for work the didi
kais sell it for the price of a heap of junk or 
rubbish. Of course, when the pony is in good 
hands it becomes very fresh and wild. It then 
has to be trained all over again until it is prop
erly broken to bridle and saddle, and perhaps the 
jinker. 

BIDDY COTTER (First Year) . 
Loreto, Toorak. 

House Captains' Conference 
Junior School, Mary's Mt. 

( F inola Joyce and Janice Colvin) 

First Conference, February, 1949. 
Finola: 'Tm glad you've been elected again, 

Jan. You carried off the Cup for St. Aloysius ' 
House last year." 

Jan.: "And now I'm on St. Stanislaus' side. 
Well, Finola, we'll have a friendly tussle for the 
Cup, again. I think the sides are evenly matched." 

Finola: "Lorna's glad she's with you, but don 't 
spoil her, Jan. Such a funny thing happened in 
the Refectory the other day. The Seniors were 
talking about the photos. 'That's Roma Coleman ,' 
said one, 'she's married, and her little girl goes to 
Toorak. ' 'That's Shirley Dean,' said another, 'her 
little girl is called Mary Holmes.' 'And,' said 
Janet, 'that's Keyse Curtain, and she's got me.' " 

Jan. : " I love that new writing Sister is teach
ing us.'' 

Finola: " Yes, and the little ones don't seem to 
find it too hard. Margaret Creatie's is nearly as 
good as yours. I wonder who'll get the book-mark 
for her letter this week?" 

Jan.: "Janet O'Loghlen got it last week." 
Second Conference. 

Finola: 'Tm glad Father Shelley was pleased 
with our Christian Doctrine. Mother said he told 
Mother Superior that he was astounded at all the 
the work we had done, and how well we knew it , 
so that was a good report." 

Jan.: "Wasn't Marilyn good?" 
Finola: " Yes, she got 100% for Christian Doc

trine at the Exam." 
Jan.: "Haven't the Trinity results taken a long 

time to come out this year?" 
Finola: "Oh, well, it doesn't matter. We won 

another medal." 
Jan.: " I love the band." 
Finola: "Yes, but I think the next exam., Ad

vanced Senior, is too hard for us." 

Pas• Fifry.Fo1&r 

Jan.: " Oh, no; not with the children from Form 
One and Elementary. I love the Romberg Sym
phony. " 

Finola: "Isn't Anne Vaughan good at Xylo
phone?" 
Third Conference. 

Finola: "How nice Nan. looks in that cherry 
red cardigan and tartan skirt!" 

Jan.: "Oh, yes. She's wearing it to her birth
day party, because she was ill in bed on Mother 
Superior 's Feast day, for which she got it 
especially." 

Finola: "Yes, she wore it to drill today; Mother 
said that every time our arms went down, two 
red arms went up." 

Jan.: 'Tm wondering and wondering what 
Mother Superior 's surprise can be!" 

Finola : "It has to be a fine day when we have 
it, I know that. It might be the Gardens!" 

Jan.: "It's sure to be something lovely. All those 
with a good report are going." 

Finola : " I believe Margaret O'Loghlen is get
ting worried about Elizabeth Wimpole's chances 
of coming top this term!" 

Jan.: "Well, really, Margaret could afford to 
let some one else come top. Do you know that 
Miss Margaret has been top of every class she's 
been in ever since she came to school. " 

F inola : 'T d like Elizabeth to be top this time. 
She works very hard, and she's skipped Grade 
III altogether. Her father's going to see Our 
Lady's Roses at Stockport, and he is taking her 
mother to Lourdes, and they might even go to 
Fatima and Lisieux-Oh. Jan.!" 
Fourth Conference. 

Jan.: "I wonder if we will have pictures tonight. 
I wasn't very scared when the lights flared up, 
were you?" 
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Finola: "I was a bit!" Janet O'Loghlen said, 
"the electric wires 'refused.' " " Mother Judith 
was very pleased with us for being so self con
trolled, she said." 'Tm glad we were allowed go in 
to see the new Children of Mary being conse
crated." 

Jan. : "When they came up to tea in their uni
forms, I couldn't count all the Broad Blues. We 
might do our play for Therese's Jubilee. The 
big girls will take the singing parts." 

Finola: " Joan and Helen said they would bring 
flowers from their gardens.'' 
Conference. 

Finola: "Well, thank goodness the knitting is 
finished!" 

Jan.: "I think we'll have some nice things for 
the Display." 

Finola: "Elizabeth Fraser's canvas is the best I 
think, and little Annette is wonderful the way 
she's trying with hers." 

Jan.: "I know everybody will like the pottery. 
Margaret Besemeres and Eileen are painting their 
berries in gold." 

Finola: "And we all are having flowers painted 
on our shoe holders with those new textile paints." 
Fifth Conference. 

Finola: "I practise the Kinders for their photos. 
every day." 

Jan.: "I was watching that. " 
Finola: "The steps seemed to be the best place; 

Patricia was there, of course." 
Jan.: "On the tricycle!" 
Finola: "Yes, and the others held flowers. I got 

two stones, and when I clicked them, 'the photo 
was taken.' They really believed it all, too. " 

Jan.: "Well, the Term's nearly over now. When 
we come back we'll have to get the sports into 
working order." 

Finola: "You're lucky, you have a lovely pic
ture of St. Stanislaus in the Junior School. I'd 
love one of St. Aloysius. So far St. Aloysius ' 
House is winning." 

Jan.: "Why don't you ask Mother Superior. 
She's sure to have one." 
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The Wider Apostolate 

The Activities of the Y.C.S. at Loreto-Marryatville 

Today the world is essentially a pagan one in 
which we, as ordinary Catholics, have a big task 
to carry out. It is the duty of every Catholic to 
pull his or her weight in the task of reconquering 
the world for Christ. Just because we are students 
we must not think this is not our business. It is , 
and to facilitate the work of changing and spiritu
a lizing the environment in which we live, the Pope 
has organised the Y.C.S., as we call it , that is the 
Young Catholic Students' Movement. 

At Loreto, Marryatville, the first school group 
of Catholic Action was begun in 1936, following 
a visit of the Countess de Hemptinne to the 
Educational Congress in Adelaide. Two years 
later, in 1938, this group was affiliated to the 
International Youth Association, of which the 
Countess was President. In Belgium and F rance 
the school groups were known as the J.E.C.
Jeunesse Etudiante Catholique Feminine, and in 
Adelaide as the Junior League. About 1940 the 
National Secretariat of Catholic Action began in 
Melbourne, and the Loreto Branch of the Junior 
League was thus transferred to the Young Catho
lic Students' Movement. 

Today the Y .C.S. embraces the whole senior 
school and includes twelve selected leaders. We 
have six Activity Groups- the Missions and the 
Pamphlet combined, the Poster, the Dramatic, the 
Rural, the Art and Architecture, and the Litera
ture. Leaders' meetings are held every alternate 
vVednesday, and Activity Group Meetings every 
fortnig ht. 

The first half-hour of the Group Meeting is 
devoted to the Gospel Discussion, Facts of Action 
and Items of Interest, then comes the Activity 
proper. Wandering from room to room between 
12.30 and 1.30 p.m. on alternate Wednesdays 
throughout the year, we can see the groups in 
action. The Mission Group sits surrounded by 
boxes of stamps, pots of glue, and numerous 
bundles of pamphlets, whilst in the next-door 
class -room several voices can be heard raised in 
heated argument as to the merits of Sir Joshua 
Reynolds or Romney. Solemn silence comes from 
the Literature Group as some one reads an ac
count of some member of Dr. Samuel Johnson's 
circle. A few yards further on, the sound of a 
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piteous and tearful voice breaks the quiet, as the 
Dramatic Group rehearse a new play. The Poster 
Group encourages the talent of hopeful young 
artists , whose la test masterpieces regularly adorn 
the notice board. There remains lastly the Rural 
Group. Neatly weeded flower beds, and one or 
two remarkably appetizing vegetable patches tes
tify to their industry. At the moment their efforts 
are fixed on the painting of the fernery which, if 
successfully completed, should certainly brighten 
the landscape. 

During the term we hope to hold our General 
Meeting. Vague plans include tableaux of the 
foundation of the Church, and papers by the 
Literary Group on the 18th Century (one of the 
great periods of crisis in the Church's history), 
and a discussion by the Mission Group on the 
Church in the Modern World. We also hope to 
hold a Mission Concert, and have already had a 
Photo. Competition and Beetle Evening, which 
raised an appreciable sum for our funds. Thus 
our Y.C.S. Activities for 1949 should keep us 
busy. 

These activities, however , are not the essential 
work of Catholic Action. The aim of the Y.C.S. 
is the same as that of all the great Religious 
Orders, the same as that of the Catholic Church. 
The main work of the movement is the silent work 
of influence of individual members. The Y .C.S. 
Leaders look at their environment. They judge it 
in the light of Christian values. "Quid hoc ad 
aeternitatem ?" Then they take action. They seek 
to remedy what is wrong and develop what is 
good. More important still is the sweet incense of 
constant prayer. The good accomplished, the evil 
prevented, will only be known on the day of 
judgment. 

Many of us will be leaving school this year, 
but, through the Y .C.S. , we learn to exercise our 
zeal and cultivate the right outlook so that we may 
stand forth strong and staunch against the tide 
of evil in the world. We pray that we may be 
now and a lways good leaders, who will strive to 
serve Christ so that he may reign in our families, 
our parishes and throughout Australia. 

ANN MacMILLAN (Leaving Honours), 
Loreto, Marryatville. 
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LORETO CONVENT , BIUS llA NE. 

PREFECTS 
Standin g- : P . O'Sulli van , P. Wil son, A. Cleal"y . 
Sittin i:< : M. Pi got t . 

SENIOR GROUP. 

B~ck Row : J. Emerson . S. Ire land , G. FitzGel'a ld , E. C! eary . M . O'Su lli van, P. O'Sullivan , M. Hayn s , n. Crothe rs , B. Gorring 
E . Powe r, J. Alcock. C. Wilson, J. Geiss ler. 

Third Row : P. Ke ll y, J . H an cock , K. Emerson, M. Devitt, K . FitzGerald , P. Wilson , A. Davidson , P. 0 ' Su ll ivan, P. Kirby , 
B. KennP.dy , S. John ston. M. Muhido rff , J. La iste r, A. Cleary. 

S econd Row : E. O'Ma honey, M. Purce ll . E. Coon ey, H . Ross . M. Gree n. G. Cooper, R. K ie rn an , M. Pii:<ott. M. Francis , 
I. Welch, A. McNa mara, N. H ow ley. P. Fogarty. 

Front Row: M. Mc De1·mott, M. O' Keeffe, R. Grahame, M. Stans fi e ld, P. Sey mou r, P. Green, M. R yan, E. Green . A. Maxted. 
B . Woods. Absent: P. Ca rri;i. 



Catholic Welfare Bureau 
By Moira Abotomey, 

B.A., A.Mus.A., Dip. Soc. Studies. 

In the same spirit as she cared for the sick and either told he had gone to work or put off with 
destitute in the past, the Catholic Church now some kind of story. Shortly after this the boy 
answers the call of those who want "not a lms, started to have screaming fits at night, and no one 
but a friend." The Legion Catholic Welfare could comfort him. From that time he had not 
Bureau answers this call, being equipped with allowed his mother to leave him, and would scream 
scientific knowledge based on Christian principles, until he was ill if she left him for more than a few 
and designed to help those who have fallen foul minutes. 
of our sophisticated age. 

The Catholic Welfare Bureau is following an 
example set by Our Saviour. He had both an in~ 
finite love and an infinite knowledge of man. He 
knew the things which our psychologists, psychia~ 
trists and doctors are learning through experiment 
and study. The fruits of this experiment and 
study are put to use in His name by the Catholic 
Welfare Bureau. Professional social work has 
come to stay, and surely if anybody within the 
community should lead, it should be the Catholic 
Church. 

The Catholic vVelfare Bureau has been planned 
as a wide agency covering both the field of family 
and social welfare. In the family section it deals 
with the multiple difficulties which affect the life, 
the stability and the security of the family. 

In the children 's section the field is even wider; 
and Catholic Welfare deals with the problem of 
the child who, through neglect, illness, or for 
innumerable other reasons , has no one to care 
for it. 

The Catholic Welfare Bureau handles the ad~ 
missions for most of the Catholic institutions. 
Frequently the assistance for which the client asks 
is not the best solution. 

A social worker is supposed to have an exten~ 
sive knowledge of the resources of the community. 
So when a client's real needs are discovered, a 
solution can often be found which is very different 
from the client's request and much more satis
factory. This can be illustrated by the case of 
Mrs. X , who came to the Bureau requesting place~ 
ment of her four~year~old son. Her reason was 
that she was on the verge of a nervous breakdown 
because of her son's behaviour. Worker asked 
Mrs. X when her son's difficult behaviour first 
began. Mrs. X said that it began when her 
husband died 2 years ago. Mr. X had been an 
invalid since the child was a few month's old, and 
had thoroughly spoiled his son. When her hus~ 
band died, Mrs. X did not tell her son the truth , 
.and when he asked where his father was he was 

Worker persuaded Mrs. X to take her son to 
the Child Guidance clinic. The clinic psychia~ 
trist having seen both Mrs. X and her son, was 
not in favour of the child being placed. He felt 
that Mrs. X was inclined to shelve the responsi~ 
bility of the child and was taking the easy way 
out. She expected that 12 months in an institution 
would discipline him well, and that she would 
find him easy to manage after this period. 

It was difficult for the worker to make Mrs. X 
realise that placement would not help either her 
or the boy, and that the problem had to be worked 
out by the woman herself. She refused to face 
reality, and was hiding from the unpleasant tasks 
of life. However, eventually she accepted the 
fact that placement was not in the boy's best 
interests and was prepared to try to make the 
child live a more normal life. Telling him the 
truth about his father was one of the first things 
the woman had to do in helping her son to live a 
more normal and adjusted life. Maladjustment 
and consequent unhappiness can be found in all 
classes and ages , and it is the duty of the social 
worker to assist the client to find a satisfying 
solution to his difficulty. 

For centuries the Catholic Church has been the 
great dispenser of charity to the world. Social 
work does not destroy charity, but perfects it . 

-M.A. 

[A last~minute request for this article found the 
w riter in the midst of a rush of work, which did 
not allow her to do justice to her subject. Nor 
does it show the responsible work which is hers 
at the Catholic Welfare Bureau, Sydney. 

The Bureau has rooms at C.U.S.A. House, 
Sydney-an organisation that came into being 
during the war. Now, in peace, the ramifications 
of Catholic Action in Sydney are conducted with 
much success. This is true of corresponding 
associations in each of the capital cities of Aus~ 
tralia . 
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At the Bureau for Catholic Welfare in Sydney, 
Father McCosker is the Director, Mrs. Lewis and 
Miss Abotomey, Social Workers. There are also 
two honorary psychologists, and an honorary 
psychiatrist. Other Catholic social workers work 
with big industrial concerns on the edge of the 
city, while others again have positions in camps for 
Displaced Immigrants in country centres. Some 

have even been known to come in for a trip over
seas in connection with Immigration. 

The writer of the article sent an accompanying 
note to murmur softly to the editor something 
about "your capable hands." But decorated with 
this solemn little appendix, the article must fare 
forth as it came. This editor knows her limita
tions .-Editor.] 

The Y.C.S. Movement 
The Y.C.S. Movement at Loreto, Toorak, com

prises all the girls from Sub-Intermediate to 
Matriculation. There are eleven Leaders, four 
from Matriculation, two from Leaving, three from 
Intermediate and two from Sub-Intermediate. 
There are six Activity Groups-Missions, Music, 
Films, Arts, Current Affairs and Propaganda. 
Meetings are held every Tuesday, the Leaders' 
and the Activity Groups ' alternating. 

THE MISSION GROUP is running a cam
paign to collect stamps to send to the Missions. 
They collect magazines which they send to mis
sionaries. Last term they had a small fete. The 
girls in the group brought cakes, sweets, soft 
drinks and ice-creams, and sold them during our 
break of ten minutes between morning classes. 
They are a most enthusiastic group and very suc
cessful. 

THE MUSIC GROUP is another popular 
group. The members discuss the lives of com
posers and various members contribute to the 
activities by playing some of the composers' works 
on the piano. They contrast the different forms 
of music by playing records and comparing them. 
They also try to identify the various instruments 
on the records. Another interesting subject which 
they discuss is the influence of modern music and 
its words .on the younger generation of today. 

THE FILMS GROUP which is a well-estab
lished group, keeps the school well informed about 
current films. They put criticisms of films on the 
school notice boards and also their ratings. At 
their Activity Group meetings they discuss the 
morals and technicalities of films, thus making the 
girls more critical of the films they see. 

THE ARTS GROUP, which combines drama, 
literature and debating, comprises most of the 
learned members of the school! They discuss the 
principles of modern authors and read various 
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plays and books. Last term they read and acted 
parts of "The Man Born to be King," and con
ducted a mock trial of a Communist Leader to 
decide whether Communism should be outlawed 
in Australia. 

THE CURRENT AFFAIRS GROUP dis
cusses current topics, trying to see the Catholic 
viewpoint on them. They take the headlines of 
newspapers and discuss them. 

THE PROPAGANDA GROUP does all the 
posters for the school. They have done posters 
for the Missions and the Films' groups, and have 
put on the notice board appropriate reminders be
fore various Feasts during the year. They boost 
Catholic Action in the school in general. Through 
the posters they communicate to the other mem
bers of the Y.C.S. Movement the aims of the 
Movement. 

At the end of the First Term, Father Leonard 
came and gave us a talk on Catholic Action. He 
pointed out to us that the atmosphere of the world 
today is pagan, and impressed on us that we must 
not be led astray by it, but must live up to our 
Catholic ideals, and stand out by our good 
example to others. He stressed the need of being 
critical of the films which we see a;:; they can 
easily give us the wrong idea of life and can 
undermine our morals. He told us about the girls 
who waste their employer's time, making 'phone 
calls and doing their shopping when they should 
be working, thus giving us an example of the low 
morals of some members of the present generation. 

Afterwards the Leaders had a talk with Father 
in the library; and he made some very helpful 
suggestions and cleared up some of our diffi
culties. We are grateful to him for his interest in 
us and for the valuable time he has so ~ener
ously given to us . 

MARIE D 'ARCY, 
Loreto, Toorak. 
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LO RETO CON VENT, BRISBANE. 

JUNIOR GRO UP 

I 
l 

. ,'1 
_· __ · --'- - -~ 

Back Row : C. Bowes, A . Fogerty, M. Stau nto n , S . Gra h a me, C. R yan , L . A llen , T . F ogar ty, M. Craw fo rd, P . Smi t h , M. 
Foga rty, B . Mora n . 

T hi rd Row: D. Kell y, M . Bose rnp . S. Chapple, M. H ow ley, P . Eme rso n . M. Steele, M. Green , M. Ludd y, D. Quinn , L . Nowill, 
M. Murp h y, J . Drum, P . F itzgerald, M. Chri stoph e rs , K. Joh nso n . 

Second R ow : A . E is le r . D . Dela ney, C. Marsha ll, P . Hickey, B. P ende rgast, M. McCormack, M. Roache, C. Kerli n , S . Maxted 
M . O'M a hon ey. 

Fron t Row: E . Ande rson , A . P arkhi ll , D. Roach e, G. Ca~ey, B. J ames, A . Steindl, L. Cocke rill, C. De mpsey, M. Bowes, 
E . Di llon . 

Abse nt: H . Turnock , R. Ke ll y, P. McCo l'mack , L. Sparkes , M. E lrid ,e:e, H . Kil ey, K . Rya n, J . Now il l, T. Bl'own. 

KI N D E RGART EN 

.J. Macdouga l, C. Kirchle r, N . Harvey, D . Sa n.c:e nson , D. Stee le, M. E is le l', L . Ste in<l l , M. Stewart , A. Connoll y, W . W ilson, 
P. Dav ies, D. P owys , S . Stendrup, S . Ca meron, P . Andrews, L . Han coc k, J. Dinnar. 



LOHETO CONVENT, BRISBANE. 
(Senior) 

Bac k Row: D . Crothers , P. Wil son. M. Fl'an cis , M. Hayne:; . 
Frnnt Row : A. Cleary , I. Welch. P . O'Sullivan, J. La ister . 

TENNIS TEAMS 
(Junior) 

Bal'k Row: S. John ston, B. Gorrin g , A. Davidson, K. Emerso n, 
Front Row: M. O'Sulli va n, P. O'Sulli van, u. FitzGerald, G. Cooper. 
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Missionary Talk 

At the beginning of Second Term, Rev. Father 
Viii , S.C.A., from Geraldton, W.A., came out 
to tell us about the school for half-caste children 
which the Pallotine Fathers have begun at Tar
dun, a place about ninety miles inland from 
Geraldton. 

There was an army training camp near Gerald
ton, and Father told us how the Pallotine Fathers 
.asked permission to transport some of the disused 
huts to the site selected for the school. This per
mission was granted and work was begun. These 
huts formed the nucleus of the only half-caste 
boarding school in Australia. 

At the present time there are fifty children, both 
boys and girls , at the school. A few months ago 
a uniform was adopted-navy tunic and tie , white 
blouse, socks and sandals for the girls and khaki 
shorts, blue shirt and tie , socks and sandals for 
the boys. 

The Fathers lodged an application for a share 
in the proceeds of the State Lottery held in 

Perth for the support of Charities, and the mis
sion was allotted £2,000, which was used to sink 
bores for water, to furnish the school and to pro
vide the uniforms for the children. 

The nearest neighbours of the school are seven 
miles away at the Christian Brothers ' Agricultural 
School. The Brothers had great difficulty in 
obtaining water, and the Pallotine Fathers 
expected to have the same difficulty. However, 
they got a water diviner to see if there was water 
on the property. They sank several bores and 
obtained some good water, but not enough. After 
a few more fruitless attempts, they struck water 
again, and now there is a flow which more than 
suffices for their needs. 

Father asked our prayers for the success of the 
work of the Pallotine Fathers in the North-West. 

MOYA DOYLE, 
Loreto, Toorak. 

SOME ROMAN NOTES ABOUT HOLY YEAR. 

Rome is already taking on an air of preparation 
for the Holy Year. Not far from the Tiber is the 
great hostel which is being got in readiness for the 
pilgrimages expected. An organization, sponsored 
by the "Beato Angelico" (a Dominican group), is 
busily engaged in training special guides, who are 
to be persons of real education and religious sym
pathy. Their course consists chiefly of modern lan
guages and Roman knowledge; but they must bring 
a sufficient proof of their general culture before 
being admitted. Of course, besides this professional 
element there are other groups: the old utsdents 
of the l.B.V.M. are hoping to take round English
speaking friends who may contact them; and En
glish Catholics are taking steps to have a clubroom 
.as a convenient social centre at a good starting-out 
point (Piazza S. Silvestro). 

Besides all this, much is being done to secure that 
the music to be performed at the great church cere
monials shall be worthy of the occasion. Mgr. 
Angles, the head of the Potifical Institute of Sacred 
Music, held a class du!'.ing this year which was atten
ded by many nuns to whom he taught a plainsong 
Mass selected from those in the Kriole, and various 
anqtjnt pil~rimage chants. Chief among ·these 

chants is the "O Roma Nobilis" which used to be 
sung by medieval pilgrims when they first caught 
sight of the Eternal City. They were tried out this 
spring when the Holy Father's sacerdotal jubilee 
was being celebrated. He said Mass at the Con
fession altar in St. Peter's; the transept on one side 
was filled by a choir of nuns and their pupils, and 
on the other by men religious. These combined 
choirs rendered the plainsong conducted by Mgr. 
Angles and Dom Desroquettes 0.S.B. (A fine bit 
of team-work!) 

In suite of all the massed choirs could do, the 
" O Roma Nobilis" at the end was completely silenced 
by the people in the nave acclaiming the Vicar of 
Christ. It sounded like the voice of all mankind 
rolling up to the Chair of St. Peter, as if men had 
recognised at last that the world will not be con
quered by the world's weapons,. but only by a re
newal of that christian spirit which transformed the 
old pagan world, and would - were it trusted -
transform the new one. Then would it be that the 
new pagans could say like the old ones: "See how 
these Christians love one another!" 

Rome, August, 1949. -M. 

Pace Pifey-Nine 



Persona I Items of Old Girls 
Interesting letters from Eva Gilchrist, in Lon

don, tell of her still-active life with its cultural 
contacts. Bessie's ill-health does not allow her 
to be actively engaged. but their home in River
court Road is the rendezvous of many Australians. 
Writing to her old teacher and friend , Mother M . 
Antonia (Kirribilli) , .on the 13th of June this year, 
Eva tells of so.:ne of her visitors: ". . . The 
O 'Dohertys are going to Ireland to morrow for a 
few weeks; Gwennie M.oorrees, Rita Hope 's niece, 
to Switzerland, Florence, Rome, etc .; Mary Martin 
to Scandinavia. So I am enjoying foreign tours 
vicariously . .. . As many as possible should come 
over- and will. of course-for Holy Year. I have 
been to Rome three times , but not to Germany or 
Spain. Such a nice letter from Eileen Ryan. But 
more anon. Must post in a hurry for the 12,000 
mile journey." 

- G. MOORREES. 

KIRRIBILLI- PAST PUPILS. 

The year opened with a record attendance at 
the Annual Re-union in January. Over 180 mem
bers were present out of our total membership of 
more than 500. Girls , who a few years before 
wore grey tunics and played basketba ll , were now 
eagerly exchanging notes on the careers they had 
undertaken. A surprising diversity exists in their 
choice. Many ex-students are taking a very active 
part in professional and commercial life, while 
others are becoming equally successful wives. 

We must first mention ex-pupils who have 
entered religion. News come from Burradoo that 
Sister M. Imelda (Joan Benbow) was clothed in 
the religious habit of the D a ughters of Our La dy 
of Sacred Heart on July lst. S.M. Antoinette 
(Joan Donnelly) in the same Order is now doing 
nursing preparatory to going on the Mission field. 
Sister M . Edmund (Mary Roarty) is nearing the 
end of her Noviceship at Mary 's Mount. Ballarat, 
and will be professed at the end of this vear. 
There is great excitement among contemporaries 
hoping to welcome her at Kirribilli soon. 

The University has attracted many anxious to 
further their studies. Kirribilli is represented by 
graduates from almost every facu lty. Drs. S. 
Drescher, T. Carmichael. and M. Gratten-Smith 
are practising in various parts of Sydney. Science 
graduates include Annette Playoust, who is now 
with the N .S .W. Department of Public Health ; 
Maureen Clifton, who demonstrates at Sydney 
University; Peggy Ryan in the laboratory at 
Imperial Chemical Industries; Claude Brenac 
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employed at the Customs Department, and Joan 
Roche at the Pathology Department at the Univer
sity. In the popular Faculty of Arts many names 
of graduates come to mind. M argaret Macken. 
lecturing in Psychology at the Melbourne Univer
sity; Jacqueline Playoust, a dding Diploma of 
Social Studies to her Arts degree is now a Psy
chologist and Personnel Officer at MacNaught 's 
Shoe Store; while Patricia Carrol. with the same 
qualifications, is carrying out a similar function 
for Bradford Cotton Mills. Grace Henderson, 
with her Arts degrees and Diploma of Education, 
is teaching; Cynthia Wells is Editor's Secretary 
at the Catholic Vv eekly, and now and then pub
lishes on her own account; Diana de Baun is at 
Fisher Library; Pixie Moulday is studying Law; 
M oya Merrick (her sketch of the School appears 
in this.issue) is still the only Architect from Kirri
billi and is kept very busy. 

Undergrads include : Noni Mitchell , in her final 
year of Medicine; Noreen Waterford, winner of 
a University E xhibition ; Joan Murray, Beverley 
Orchard , Marie Roche, and Nonna McGirr , all 
doing Arts . Pharmacy claims Robyn Stratton , 
M argaret Hore, Mary H ealy; Bromwyn Cramer 
and Margaret McMahon are nearly finished in 
Physiotheraphy; Lexie O'Brien is a pioneer in the 
field of Speech Theraphy; whilst sister , Mary, is 
finding the Kindergarten course at Waverley 
interesting. 

The nursing profession has claimed many. 
Amongst others we mention Mary Mannix , Mary 
Murphy. Margaret Thompson, Patricia Reed, 
Philomena Clifton, Margaret Lynch, Philomena 
Garnsey, Anne Larkins, Mary Gilmore, Marcia 
McDermott, Betty Richardson, Helena Kinsella , 
Mary Hore, Mary Denton, who are at various 
hospitals in Sydney. Mary Coolahan and Pam 
McGuigan are training to be dental nurses . 

In the commercial world our ex-students are 
occupying all types of positions. Jean Swinton 
has become one of Sydney's leading florists ; Bar
bara Gormley is a journalist at American A sso
ciated Press; Sheila D enton is Judge 's Associate. 
The Australan Broadcasting Commission has 
drawn to itself Noelene Hall , Anne Samuel, and 
Jane Rhodes. Patricia Ryan, Joan O'Mara, and 
P atricia Adams are secretaries to leading pro
fessional men ; Gaynor Mitchell and Patricia 
Hayes are at 2GB. Mollie and Pauline Jen
kins a re doing secretarial work with city firms. 
Noreen Carroll is doing a Domestic Science Dip
loma course. Aileen Britten is our well-known 
representative in the field of dramatic art. Many 



others are at home in city and country; some are 
married. During the year we hope to gather 
detailed news of whereabouts and doings. 

Some of our members are on the other side of 
the world. Margaret Vaile and Madelaine Page, 
are working at Australia House in London. Helen 
Naish, Eileen Mcintosh , Peggy Cox , Monica 
Maloney, Joan Ellis and Francoise Gilroy 
( Droulers) are among the number in England or 
on the Continent. Margaret Herrod is now work
ing in New Zealand. 

A word about some married past pupils: June 
Rowe (Bremner) is now living at Young with her 
three small children; Dorothy Hughes (Griffiths) 
has returned from abroad and has settled at W ol
longong; Betty Haire (Carberry) now has a little 
son, as also has Gigliolia Cantarella ( Quaglia). 
Pamela Cahill (Parsons) with her young son and 
daughter has moved into her new home at Sea
forth . Margaret Young (Jenkins), also with a 
young daughter and son, is living at Roseville , 
where Pamela Butler (Cranney ) has recently 
taken up her residence. Recently married Marcia 
Hawkins (Norrie) is at Wollstonecraft. Jean 

Mcintosh is married and living in England. 
America has become the home of Lorna Marsden, 
B'ernadette van Wicheran, Joan Teague, Jean 
Shields, Margaret Murray and Geraldine Caws. 
In Australia, Joyce Hurley's wedding is dated for 
September; Margaret Housego (Wilcox) now 
lives at Abermain. Her sister, Elizabeth, was one 
of this year's debutantes. As we go to press news 
comes of the birth of a daughter to Pamela Butler 
(Cranney). 

Our Annual Ball was held at the Trocadero 
this year, and was a great success. The financia l 
success of the Ball has made it possible to carry 
out the suggestion of the President, Mrs. T. Bate
man, that the ex-students should provide a second 
bursary fund. 

A day's Retreat for the younger past pupils was 
held towards the middle of the year. It was con
ducted by Rev. Father T . Dunphy, C.SS.R .. and 
was very well attended. The general Annual 
Retreat, on 28th August , is the next event to which 
we look forward , when, it is hoped , that news of 
other past pupils will be available for next year's 
Report. 

Loreto, Normanhurst 
Among those who have left school in recent years we 

have-

STUDYING AT THE UNIVERSITY: Kay Quinn, 
B.A. ; Pa tricia McAuliffe, Mary McAuliffe, Frances Rut
ledge, Margaret Finnan, Margaret Dennis, Margaret Mc
Kenzie, Caroline Purcell, Ann Hickey, Margaret Carew, 
Pauline O'Riordan, Clare Meany, Joy Foley. 

TRAINING AS NURSES: Ann Ryan, Mary Ryan, Pat 
O 'Donoghue, Marie Mansour, Mary Ricketts, Diane Hen
nessy, Evelyn Rose (at St. Vincent's Hospital); Estelle 
Swift, Mary Rumble, Janet Wilkinson, Judith Wilkinson, 
Lola Easther (Mater Misericordiae Hospital) . 

AT THE KINDERGARTEN TRAINING COLLEGE. 
WAVERLEY: Helen Armstrong, Judith O 'Reilly. 

ENJOYING LIFE AT HOME: Anne Anderson, Margaret 
Bolger, Doreen Breslin, Adele Carroll, Moya Chapman, 
Elizabeth Collins, J1ean Doran, Ann Duffy, Colleen Frost, 
Nola Gooden, Pam Grant, Gwenda Malloy, Beulah Mil
lingen, Margaret Moloney, MargaretO'Brien, Marie O'B.rien, 
Patricia O 'Ri0rdan, Kay Pegum, Paul Roche, Ann Quinn, 
Joan Ryan, Fleur Tully. 

OCCASIONS OF CONGRATULATION: 
!. Since January, 1948, the following marriages have taken 

place:-
Doris Keane to Mr. Hurley; Rae Abotomey to John 

de Telega; Mary Tighe to Alan Monticone; Barbara John
son to John Muston; Celie Hickey to Ernest Martin; Marie 
Fagan to Dr. John McMahon; Clare Byrnes to Bob Fagan; 
Margaret Doran to Robert Murray ; Betty Veech to Colin 
Whittaker; Mollie Oxenham to Alan Inglis; Valerie Ashley 
to John Healy; Jean Blakey to John Chester; Lynette 
McAuley to Chris Zuber; Betty Considine to Lieut.-Comdr. 

Bill Conley; Gertrude McPherson (nee Nowland) to Mr. 
Heathcote; Clare Cape to Grant Campbell ; Winifred O 'Brien 
to Mr. Perrottel; Dorothy Gainsford to John Quigley; Elaine 
Thompson to Terry Stevens. 

Doris Keane, Rae Abotomey, Celie Hickey, Marie Fagan, 
Betty V eec!-., Valerie Ashley, Clare Cape and Dorothy 
Gainsford had the blessing of a Nuptial Mass. 

2. We off~r congratulations to the following parents and 
their babies:-

Mr. and Mrs. E . Hamilton (P. Murray)-a son (third 
child) . 

Dr. and Mrs. Lloyd Cahill (B. Oxenham)-a daughter. 
Mr. and Mrs. K. Ryan (E. Walsh)-a son. 
M r. and Mrs. Mit Loneragan (Margaret Fagan)-a 

daughter (second child). 
Mr. and Mrs. J. Alexander (Mary Gleeson)-a daughter 

(fourth child). 
Mr. and Mrs. Blood (M. Sheahan)-a daughter (third 

child). 
Mr. and Mrs. B. Barraclough (D. Johnson)-a daughter. 
Dr. and Mrs. J. Cahill (Pat Parsons)-twin girls {three

chiidren ). 
Mr. and Mrs. Gus Sheridan (L. Veech)-a daughter. 
Dr. and Mrs. Alan Bailey (M. McNiven)-a daughter 

(second child) . 
Dr. and Mrs. J. Wadsworth (A. White)-a son. 
Mr. and Mrs. Bill Camphin (A. Callinan)-a son (second 

child). 
Mr. and Mrs. Barry Egan (J. Edmonds)-a son. 
Mr. and Mrs. A. Monticone (M. Tighe)-a daughter. 
Mr. ;md Mrs. C. Reilly (B. Baker-Beckett)-a daughter 

(second child) . 
Mr. and Mrs. p. Stirling (M. Bridge)-a daughter. 
Mr. and Mrs. Celia! Lewis (N. Thompson)-a daughter. 
Mr. and Mrs. F. Bowles (L. Thompson)-a daughter 

(second child) . 
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Mr. and Mrs. J. D . Whiteman (B. Madden)-a daughter 
'(second child). 

Dr. and Mrs. W.R. Dalton (C. O'Riordan)-a son (third 
child). 

Mr. and Mrs. Green (M. N aish)-a son (second child). 
Mr. and Mrs. Cliff Gearin (M. Woods)-a daughter 

(second child) . 
Dr. and Mrs. B. Duffy (E. Benecke)-a son (second 

child). 
Mr. and Mrs. K. McNamara (B. Butler)-a son. 
Dr. and Mrs. J. McMahon (M. Fagan)-a son. 
Mr. and Mrs. P. Schlesinger (J. Bowen)-a daughter 

(second child) . 
Mr. and Mrs. Bob Fagan (C. Byrnes )-a daughter. 
Mr. and Mrs. Max Herford (M. Nolan)-a daughter. 
Mr. and Mrs. E. Ma rtin (C. Hickey )-a daughter. 
Mr. and Mrs. R. Gleeson (P. Cronin)-a son (second 

chi ld) . 
Mr. and Mrs. M . J. Bonner (J. Cassells)-a son. 
Mr. and Mrs. A . Inglis (M. Oxenham)-a daughter. 
Mr. and Mrs. O 'Gorman (E. Marsden)-a son (sixth 

child). 
Mr. and Mrs. Leona rd (C. de la Rey) - a son (fourth 

child). 
Mr. and Mrs. Hurley (D. Keane)-a son. 
To Wing-C/ dr. and Mrs. J. Bray-a daughter (second 

child) . 
Mr. and Mrs. F . Ryan (Virgie Coyle)-a daughter. 
3. W e are glad to hear of the recovery, after a serious 

illness. of Miss Coffee, fi rst President of the Association, 
and loyal and generous friend for over fifty years. 

Esmey Burfitt (Mann) keeps in touch with us in her 
quietly generous way. It was on her initiative that the 
fund was opent>d for the I.B.V.M. in Austria. 

Sheila Kelly (Mann) calls to see us when in Sydney. \JYe 
congratulate her on the ordination of her son, Rev. Peter 
Kelly , S .J. The first Mass w as in our chapel on the 6th 
·of Fanuary. 

Alice Lynch (Wyatt) and her husband, in their beautitul 
home in County Cork, offer gracious hospitality to Aus
tralian visitors. 

In London, Eva Moran (Mann) and Claire Garvan lead 
full and interesting lives, giving personal service and finan
cial aid wherever they find distress. Dorothy Tully (Kit
ching) is a charming hostess in her London home. Josie 
Dormer (Toohey), after a visit of over a year to Aus
tra lia, is in London now. Readers enjoyed her article about 
Hugh. H elen D eakin also seems to be at home in London, 
where she has an interesting position as physiotherapist 
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with the R.A.F. The "vacant mood" (at the end of her 
travel letter) need not worry us. 

Virige Ryan (Coyle) has made her home in London. 
Among those who are travelling overseas are:-Peggy 

Diethelm (Cooper), Hilda Frisby, Joan Keast, Mr. and 
Mrs. Brettingham-Moore (Joan Abercrombie), Margaret 
C ape, Alba Camphin (Callinan). 

V alerie Lhuide, our only University gradudate in Archi
tecture , has returned to Sydney after being abroad-with 
professional eye all ashine, surely. She carries her learn
ing lightly. 

Dr. Joan Harris was among the generous donors to the 
Austrian fund mentioned several times in this magazine. 
She was in Hong Kong doing good work when we last heard 
of her. An ar ticle, please, Joan, about that work with 
UNRRA. 

Jo~ie H erbert (Bell) is still a brilliant musician, and well 
worthy of her recent appointment to the staff of the Con
servatorium, Sydney. 

Moira Abotomey, i3.A., and Margaret Connelley, B.A .• 
are doing excellent work in Social Service connected with 
Catholic W elfare. Both girls hold the Diploma of Social 
Studies from the Sydney University. 

Berna Dowden is an enthusiastic member of the Genesian 
Players. 

Margaret Bray 
W ellington (N.Z.) 
lately been added 
Governor-General. 

(Costello) is a busy home-maker in 
To her husband 's Air Force duties has 

the position of honorary aide to the 

REPORT: V..Te apologise for any omissions in the lists, 
and would be grateful if the Old Girls would, in future, in
form the Prt>sident or Secretaries of any such items of 
interes t. 

The Sewing Circle meets on the first Friday afternoon 
of each month at Legion House. This small band of workers 
has, fo r many years, provided daintily-made clothes for 
several Sydney Orphanages. More recently, they despatched 
ii large number of clothing parcels to houses of the l.B.V .M . 
in Austria. New members to the Sewing Circle would be 
most welcome, and their help greatly appreciated. 

The Sisters of Mercy, Waitara, have again written to 
thank the Old Girls for " their generous and continued help 
towards the support of the children in the Home" ; they 
assure the donors of their prayers. 

It was incorrectly stated in last year's magazine that dona
tions to the Golden Jubilee Building Fund totalled £600; the 
correct figure is £508. 

The Committee was delighted with the outstanding suc
cess of the Ball held at the Wentworth Hotel in April. 
There were fourteen debutantes. 

-MONICA McGRATH. 
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Overseas Contributions 

Loreto Celebrates With Her Indians 

Our nuns in Loreto House, Calcutta, found 
themselves almost in the centre of the exuberant 
scenes that ushered in New India on the 15th 
August, 1947. That it was the beautiful feast of the 
Assumption of Our Lady seemed to all a happy 
augury. An almost miraculous change of heart 
came over the teeming millions of that great city 
on the 14th August, while Europeans were half
dreading the effect of the excitement on the com
munal feelings of Hindus and Moslems. To the 
surprise and delight of the peaceful citizens, the 
two races mixed in perfect harmony. At mid
night the transfer of power took place in New 
Delhi. We have found a picture of the historic 
event in the 1948 number of India 's Loreto Maga
zine, Palm Leaves, and we know the editor will 
be glad for us to reproduce it here. The future 
of our Institute in India is a matter of interest and 
concern to us in Australia. 

The place the nuns occupy in the lives of their 
Indian pupils may be seen from the following 
account of Independence Day at Loreto House, 
Calcutta: 

"The flag-hoisting ceremony took place at 11 
a .m. Mgr. Fernandes, Vicar-General of Calcutta, 
had kindly consented to bless our new flag . There 
was a large and representative gathering on the 
roof at the appointed hour, a thoroughly cosmo
politan crowd indeed. Of the four priests who 
accompanied Mgr. Fernandes, himself an Indian, 
two were Belgian, one American, and one English. 
Many of the nuns were, of course, Irish; several 
of them Australian. And amongst the children, 
parents and teachers there were Hindus, M oham
medans, Anglo-Indians, English, Chinese, Sikhs, 

Armenians, Jews-and probably even more races 
and sects represented. 

"The little ceremony opened with a short but 
touching address by the Vicar-General. in which 
he appealed to all present to live up to the ideal 
symbolized by our new flag, and to help India to· 
attain a great and glorious future . Then fol
lowed an English hymn specially adapted for the 
occasion, in which all the children joined heartily; 
after that the Bengali girls sang a national song. 
Then the flag was blessed and hoisted, and the 
ceremony ended with a hymn to Our Lady and 
the Indian National Anthem. Preparations for 
the anthem on the previous day and that morning 
were rather amusing, the Senior Indian girls re
ceiving many requests from the girls anxious to 
be taught the song. As many of the petitioning 
girls knew not a word of Hindi. and were making 
their first a ttempt at Indian music, they were a 
credit to their teachers and themselves when the 
time for singing arrived. 

"After the ceremony some of the Bengali girls 
garlanded their teachers and friends and gave 
them the ' tikka '; this is a special mark of respect 
and affection, which is placed on the forehead of 
the honoured person by a finger dipped in sandal
wood paste. The College girls and the school 
children then repaired to the College hall, where 
for an hour or two they thoroughly enjoyed them
selves with games and competitions, which ha d 
been planned beforehand. At about 1.30 p.m. , 
Mother Superior distributed handsome gifts to the 
lucky prize-winners , and the gathering broke up 
w ith a rousing rendering of the National Anthem." 

- N . 

Trekking in the Darjeeling Himalayas 

Few will dispute the fact that for sheer magnifi
cence and majestic beauty nothing in this world 
can equal the snowy peaks of Everest and Kin
chinjunga, the two highest on the earth 's surface. 
The district of Darjeeling is fortunate in com
manding a view of both these mountains. And 
how we love to view them as we go out on our 
walks from school! The convent itself aommands 
magnificent views of the Himalayan peaks; of 
course, it is situated on one of the lower ranges 
of the great Asian mountains. To see Mount Ever-

est in all its glory, if you live in Darjeeling, you 
must trekk to Sandakphu and Phalut in the Singa
lila Range. This range hides the view of Everest 
from the convent. 

My sister and I were invited to go trekking to 
these regions with some friends . We motored the 
first seventeen miles and then mounted pack ponies 
and began the steep ascent to Tonglu. As we 
climbed from the valleys to the mountains , the 
vegetation changed with the scenery. The forests 
on the lower slopes were of mixed deciduous trees 
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-such as the birch, oak, walnut and alder. The 
fiery leaves of the maple lent a gay note to these 
forests . Higher up, we came into the regions of 
pine and rhododendrons-the latter blooming 
only in May, so we missed that marvellous sight 
of varied colours as we made our visit in early 
December. We pictured the gorgeous scene as 
our friends described it to us. 

W e arrived at Tonglu at about three in the 
afternoon. There we came across the last police 
outpost in this range. The next morning we saw 
a glorious sunrise spilling colour and radiance 
over the virgin white of the snows. The day's 
march to Sandakphu was a long one, so we 
set out early. At about two we arrived at Kala
pokri, where we first caught sight of a yak. The 
final ascent to Sandakphu was unbelievably steep. 
Our sturdy ponies found it almost beyond them, 
as we had worked them hard that day. At the 
peak of Sandakphu we were 11,929 feet above 
sea level. From there we pushed on to Phalut, 
which is lower than Sandakphu. On the way we 
passed through miles of graceful silver firs, and 

across grassy downs where hardy hillmen graze 
their yaks in summer. 

On the way down from Phalut we passed from 
the zone of silver firs to those of oak, hemlock, 
spruce and birch. At about twelve, we arrived at 
Ramam , a great, thriving, forest village, the home 
of my pony, who would have forcibly taken me 
to his stables had not the forest guards stopped 
him. This angered him so much that he bolted 
right into a chicken pen. 

F rom Ramam ( 7,958 ft . }, we could see the lights 
of Darjeeling. The scenery all around us had a 
wild beauty of its own, with picturesque mountain 
gorges flowing through cultivated khas-mahal 
land. The giant forests of deciduous trees dotted 
with prosperous villages are ample compensation 
for him who may pine for the heights he has left 
behind. This round trip of the Singalila Range 
took about ten days- ten days of a glorious and 
unforgettable experience. When next I looked out 
on that range from our school at Darjeeling, I was 
glad that I had learnt some of its secrets. 

NANCY DINSHAW-AVARI. 
Loreto, Darjeeling, India. 

A Big Game Shoot 
We were the honoured guests of the Raja of 

Benares, who had come to the jungle in quest of 
the "White Tiger" as people called it on account 
of its white stripes and its valuable skin. The 
shooting season is from October to March, for 
then it is cool and the coats of the animals are 
furry and soft. 

My friend and I were the only women on the 
shoot. It was not my first experience of a night 
shoot , but up to this I had never hunted big game. 
The Raja 's elephant was near ours, and he sat 
stiffly in his ornamental howdah and .proceeded 
with ceremony. He looked quite at home on his 
plush-padded howdah and, for once, had aban
doned his brightly coloured head-dress , con
sisting of a stiff turban with a beautiful peacock's 
feather in the front of it. It was a novelty to see 
such a ceremonious character out shooting. He 
had in his train one hundred and fifty bearers, five 
or six of whom were experienced at skinning 
animals, and men to pitch our tents and do odd 
jobs, and he provided enough provisions to feast 
an army for a month. These men preceded us and 
put our camping arrangements in order. Each of 
us had a personal attendant. 

Night close~ in as we entered the jungle. The 
mahouts had their elephants well in hand. It was 
queer to see these men speak to the huge animals, 
and still stranger to see their orders obeyed. The 
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name of our elephant was "Sisso"; she was an 
excellent creature, quite young. She looked proud 
and haughty in her rich attire, and I was just as 
proud sitting in the howdah, riding on such an 
elegant creature as the mahout proclaimed her 
to be. 

My great experience began when, on the four
teenth night of our shoot at about six o'clock, we 
left our camping grounds, which were on the out
skirts of the dense jungle, in order to be on our 
respective machans at eleven. The beaters had 
surrounded the jungle, waiting for the signal to be 
given to close in on us. At first our way was in 
darkness , but soon the moon shone out and touched 
our rifles with a silvery light. All was hushed, and 
we listened in vain to catch some tidings of the 
forest world within. 

The eye of our mahout was sharp, and suddenly 
we were at a standstill. Sisso stopped jolting us. 
We turned questioning eyes ·on the mahout. A 
sign from him told us all. Lurking in the shadowy 
darkness something was moving, and two green 
eyes glowed at us revengefully. In the twinkling 
of an eye, the spotted creature h~d given a grace
ful leap across our path, leaving us dazed by its 
sleek quickness, our rifles still levelled. 

Half-past ten found us at the end of our journey 
into the jungle, waiting in eager anticipation on 
our machans. The only sound that reached our 
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Jistening ears was the crop-cropping of the grass 
by the "kill" below us. It was an hour of anxious 
waiting and, just as the strain began to make the 
·company restless, we heard the padded tread of 
Mr. Stripes. All eyes were turned on the buffalo, 
and a thrill of intense excitement ran through the 
company. Everything was quiet, and the buffalo 
went on unconcernedly with the business of eating. 
The dense undergrowth was disturbed, and out 
of the prowling darkness , slashing her tail this 
way and that, walked not Mr. Stripes, but Lady 
Stripes, leading her five cubs prancing and play
ing in the moonlight. 

When she spied her prey, she took up a bat
like, creeping position, ready to spring. Just as she 
took a leap, both graceful and swift, I levelled my 
rifle at her, and its boom echoed through the forest. 
The animal rolled over. Her five cubs were so 
.startled that they sat for a space of five seconds 

looking at their lifeless mother. At the sound of 
the Raja's men dropping from the trees these little 
creatures went scampering off, but the quick
footed, long-limbed men were very experienced in 
trapping cubs. I had no doubt that at least two 
would be given to me. I felt a thrill of pride; it 
was the first time I had shot anything in the way 
of big game. My father was surprised and very 
pleased at my skilful aim. 

At three in the morning the elephants came to 
carry us back to the camp. As we were carried on 
our way through the beautiful forest dawn, we 
saw the deer and their young enjoying the early 
morning sun. Nearby, other animals were drink
ing of the clear waters of a pool. In spite of my 
elation, I was sad, for it was my last morning in 
the jungle. 

JOAN O 'ROURKE, 
Loreto, Asansol, India. 

Lights and Links 

Our readers in India will be interested to hear 
of a packet of letters that came our way lately. 
They were graciously lent by the Mother Vicaress 
of the Dominican Nuns in Australia. Such sacred 
faded testimonials of heroism they are: the first 
being dated 1868 from Loreto, Darjeeling. It is 
from Mother M. Joseph Hogan, one of the early 
members of the I.B .V.M ., who left Ireland to 
serve God in India. She must have a foremost 
place in the annals of the Institute in India, not to 
say in the secular history of Calcutta. She went 
to India in 1844, where our nuns had made their 
first foundation (Calcutta) in 1842. Besides their 
schools, they had taken over, at the Governor's 
request, the charge of the Women's ward in the 
General Hospital. The outbreak of cholera in the 
city shortly after Mother M. Joseph's arrival was 
a time of great heroism for the nuns. Mother 
Joseph was in charge of the ward, and people 
marvelled at the selfless devotion of the nuns. Two 
of them caught the cholera and died. When the 
epidemic had passed, our nuns asked to be relieved 
of hospital work, and to return to the schools, for 
which they were trained. 

Later on, the foundation of Darjeeling was 
placed "under the wise and energetic govern
ment of Rev. Mother Joseph Hogan"-to quote 
from the old chronicles. Two of her nieces from 
her hometown, Limerick, became nuns and joined 
their aunt at Darjeeling. Two other nieces of the 
same family came to Australia and married, one 
of them living most of her married life at Albury 
(N.S.W. ). This was the lady who was the grand
mother of Rev. Mother Vicaress, mentioned above. 

The family name of these nieces was O'Shaug
nessy, and most of the letters in the packet we have 
are from Mother M. Berchmans O'Shaugnessy, 
I.B.V.M., to her sister (Mrs. Waite) in Albury. 

The correspondents at both ends showed the 
geographical vagueness that was a characteristic 
of most letter-writers in those days when the 
world was very wide. Mother Berchmans asks 
her sister in Albury not to put Bombay on the 
envelope she addresses to her-a vagueness that 
must have seemed almost inexcusable to someone 
at Darjeeling, especially when that someone had 
not had a letter from Australia for two years. But 
Mother Berchmans, on her side, must have 
sounded unenlightened to her sister in Albury, 
when she wrote, thinking of the other married 
sister: "I am so glad you are both in the same 
country." How the Albury folk must have smiled! 
Again, Mother Berchmans writes: "Do the girls 
ever go to St. Kilda? The Presentation Nuns have 
opened a convent there. They are from Limerick." 
We hope the Dead Letter Office of Australia did 
not have to return too many letters to Darjeeling. 
It figures as a most portentous office in one of 
Mother Berchman's letters. In 1870 she writes 
that their Bishop has gone to Rome to the General 
Council, and remarks: "I imagine he would like to 
be safe in his diocese now that Europe is so dis
turbed." But few Europeans would have con
sidered India as a safety zone; the Indian Mutiny 
had horrified the world only ten years earlier. 

Our Institute was established in Lucknow in 
1888, and Mother Berchmans was one of the 
foundation members. Theirs was the first Catholic 
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school in the town. Writing to her sister in 
Albury, she tells of the palaces, built by the old 
Kings of Oudh, that are a feature of the locality. 
She mentions also the Residency, heavy with al
most recent tragedy. The little nieces in Albury 
must have shuddered at that story which passed 
into the history books as the Relief of Lucknow, 
to be lightened forever in the minds of many a 
little student of history by the strains of "The 
Campbells are Coming." 

Another link between Australia and the 
I.B.V .M . in India was the fact that Mother Berch
mans was the niece of that great pioneer states-

man, Sir John O'Shaughnessy. As a young man, 
not much over twenty-one, he set out from Ireland 
for Sydney, but Fr. Geoghegan, in Melbourne, 
persuaded him to disembark there. Henceforth his 
development was linked with the history of the 
State of Victoria. Three times elected Premier, he 
was to the fore in every movement for the good 
of the State. In Mother Berchman' s letter of 1883, 
she thanks her sister for the "ADVOCATE" that 
contained the account of the State ceremonies at 
his funeral. 

-N. 

Chinese Converts at Loreto Convent, Mauritius 

In the beginning of 1943 tw6 Catholic Chinese 
girls of fifteen years, who were studying at the 
Convent, were forced by their parents to leave 
school and to marry pagans. In their distress they 
came to Mother Superior and asked her to inter
vene to save them from that terrible situation. She 
tried, but without success, to make the parents 
change their minds. The girls were married at the 
Chinese Pagoda. This state of affairs made 
Mother Superior realise that some steps must be 
taken to help the Chinese girls who were under 
her care. 

She began by having Catechism classes on Sun
days for the children who were attending Chinese 
schools. These pupils were brought by the Chinese 
pupils of the Convent; later on, these also brought 
their friends whether Catholics or non-Catholics. 
Several nuns were required for these classes as the 
children came in great numbers. In addition, 
adults who had been baptised as infants, but knew 
nothing about their religion were prepared for 
the Sacraments by Mother Superior. The zeal of 
the nuns in making known the Catholic Faith soon 
attracted many other Chinese who asked to be 
instructed. Even some teachers of the Chinese 
schools came to the Convent to learn the Cate
chism. After this, marriages between Catholics 
and pagans took place very rarely, while not one 
of those who received instructions at the Convent 
married a pagan, for they had such influence for 
good that they brought the pagan partners into 
the Church. 

The pupils of the Convent worked with zeal. 
One of them, Francoise, brought thirty of her own 
relatives to the Convent to be instructed. Another, 
Bertha, taught her pagan uncle the Catechism, 
and she had him received into the Church, His 
wife, a Catholic, had married him in the Pagoda, 
and now after twenty-five years their marriage 
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was regularized in the Catholic Church. A third 
girl , Odette, persuaded her mother to become a 
Catholic, and taught her the Catechism in Chinese. 
That lady, on her death-bed, made her husband 
and children promise to be faithful to their religion . 
Another girl. Agnes, wanted to become a 
Catholic, and for that reason asked her parents 
to allow her to come to school to Loreto. Her 
pagan father would not pay her school fees, so 
the child went to work for a year to earn the 
money and then came to the Convent bringing her 
school fee, but Mother Superior would not take 
her fee . Many such examples can be recalled. 

About three years ago, * His Grace the Arch
bishop asked the nuns to form a branch of the 
Legion of Mary in Port-Louis. So, on the 3rd 
September, 1945, several Chinese young girls held, 
at the Loreto Convent, their first meeting. The 
Praesidium is called Our Lady of China . That 
was a great day indeed for us , Chinese. Every 
member of the legion is conscious of her responsi
bility towards God and her compatriots. Each 
has promised to fight under the banner of the 
Blessed Virgin for the Glory of God. Of course, 
we encounter many difficulties on our way, but 
we have the great consolation of being the means 
-in our little way-of helping souls to God. 

We managed to get the consent of the prin
cipals of all three Chinese Schools to teach Cate
chism in their schools. This is a very important 
work. Most of these children know nothing of 
their religion, and we try to teach them to love 
God. These Catechism lessons at the Chinese 
schools often lead the non-Catholic children and 
teachers to seek the truth in the Catholic Church. 
The time allowed for these lessons is one hour 
each week; the children come to the Convent every 
Sunday for another lesson. We have also many 
catechumens, and we visit all these people every 
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week to see that they go to Mass on Sunday. 
The Praesidium of Out Lady of China has also 

a library with many Catholic books and papers 
printed in Chinese. Since 1945 eighty-five Chinese 
have been baptised in the Convent; forty of these 

were adults. . . . On the last Saturday of each 
month there is Mass at the Convent with a sermon 
and Benediction for us Chinese, and one of the 
nuns has taught us to sing the Mass. 
* This was written in 1948. 

1. - A Quiet Corner in Rome 

Here, in Rome, in the small Protestant cemetery 
near Porta S. Paolo, are buried two of the most 
important poets of the English romantic period. 
They are Keats and Shelley. 

A few days ago, on a lovely spring morning, I 
went there to pay my tribute of admiration by 
visiting their graves. As soon as I passed through 
the dark, iron gate, I found myself in a special 
atmosphere. There was something particular in 
this lonely spot: all the noises of the crowded 
traffic outside were fading away, and this place, 
sacred to death, seemed the kingdom of rest and 
silence. Nobody was to be seen; I was perfectly 
alone, and I came under the spell of this calm 
loneliness. No human voice was to be heard; the 
merry chirping of birds on the old cypresses was 
the only sign of life. 

I knew nothing about the right direction, so 1 
made my way at random through the purple 
camellia-plants growing all over the graves. 
Suddenly, after crossing a fence, I found myself 
in a green meadow in the oldest part of the ceme
tery, and here, shaded by a little grove of trees, 
I saw the tomo of Keats. It is very simple, yet 
very impressive. In the background the massive 
bulk of Caius Caestius' pyramid seems to watch 
over the poet's grave. Very close to Keats is 
buried his faithful friend, Joseph Severn. On the 
poet's tombstone is engraved the epitaph: 

This grave contains all that was mortal 
of John Keats, 

a young English Poet, who on his death-bed 
in the bitterness of his heart 

at the malicious power of his enemies desired 
these words to be engraved on his tombstone: 

"Here lies one whose name was writ in water." 

As I was considering the sadness of these words, 
I caught sight of another square marble set in the 
stone wall just in front of Keats' tomb. In a bas
relief the poet's features were reproduced and this 
acrostic was to be read: 
Keats! If thy cherished name be "writ in water" 

Each drop has fallen from some mourner's cheek 
A sacred tribute: such as heroes seek, 
Though oft in vain, for dazzling deeds of 

slaughter; 
Sleep on! not honoured less for Epitaph so meek. 

Turning to the grave again, I noticed two old 
ladies busy putting some flowers on Keats ' tomb. 
Certainly two Englishwomen in devoted pilgrim
age to their favourite poet, I thought. But, on 
addressing them some words in English, I was 
surprised to find that one of the ladies was 
Swedish, the other, French. They told me they 
visited this cemetery every time they were in 
Rome, and offered to lead me to Shelley's grave
an offer I gladly accepted. 

Shelley's tomb is not so impressive as Keats ', 
probably because it is surrounded by other tombs. 
On his tombstone is a very concise inscription: 

Percy Bysshe Shelley 
cor cordium 

natus: MDCCXCII. 
mortus: VIII, VII, MDCCCXXII. 

Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 

The two foreigners and I stood silent a while, 
and when we finally spoke, we showed that the 
three of us had been thinking of the sadness there 
is in realising the genius of these poets who died 
so young. The Swedish lady said that she liked 
to think that Keats continued to serve Poetry 
even after his death, by inspiring Shelley to write 
Adonais. "And Shelley's death," said I. "made 
our great Carducci write his celebrated ode, Presso 
l'urna di P. B. Shelley, a line of which (cor cor
dium) is now engraved on his tomb." 

As we left the cemetery, I mused on the univers
ality of poetry that can be a bond of friendship 
between the lovers of poetry, no matter to what 
country they belong. 

ADRIANA CIUTI, 
via Ravenna 7, Rome. 
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2. - An Italian School-Girl's Impression of Pope Pius XI I. 
On the Wednesday of Holy Week, all the 

pupils of the High School, Julius Caesar, in Rome, 
were received in a special audience by the Holy 
Father. These are a girl 's impressions, expressed 
soon after the audience: 

On entering the Vatican Palace, and going up 
the imposing stair-case, we were awestruck by the 
breadth and magnificence of the building. The 
sacredness of the place, the solemnity and lofti
ness of the Swiss Guards and red-clad dignita ries , 
the large ha lls we crossed, splendidly pa inted and 
gilded, all contributed to make us feel terribly 
little and shy. Finally, we reached the huge, 
stately salon of the a udience, a very long, rectan
gular one, with a large door at one end, and the 
throne at the other. We were arranged in rows 
against the longer two walls so as to leave a free 
space in the middle , like a long corridor from the 
entrance door to the throne. We were about three 
thousand children, and yet we were silent, wanting 
no more to chatter or push , overwhelmed by the 
thought that in a few minutes the door w ould open 
and at last we should see the Holy Father. As 
the minutes passed away our expectation grew 
more and more intense. 

Now we hold our breath : a trumpet blast re
sounds in the silence, and the door is flung w ide 
open. Our life is concentrated in our eyes. A 
white-clad, pale figure has appeared, seated on 
the Sedia Gestatoria, which four Swiss guards 
carry on their shoulders. Slowly, solemnly, the 
White Figure moves forward . As he passes, we 
fa ll on our knees , but cannot refrain from applaud
ing frantically , since it is the only expression we 

can give to our feelings: " Bless us Holy Father! 
We love you with all our hearts! We are with 
you! We will be good to please you!" The white 
etheral hand blesses and blesses, a paternal smile 
fluttering on the ascetic face . Many of us , most 
fortuna te, succeed in kissing the edge of his robe, 
even to kiss his other hand. Then he reaches the 
throne, and there, surrounded by his dignitaries, 
he sits down and prepares to speak. His words 
are simple, just as a father speaking to his chil
dren. ' 'The wish of seeing me is like a flower 
blossoming in your hearts ," he says. Then he ex
horts us to be good, to pray for peace in the world, 
to love our religion , our parents, our studies. H e 
ends by blessing us solemnly. 

After the speech , he talks some time with our 
hea d-master and the teachers, who are visibly 
moved. Then again he passes among us on his 
way back; but now he stops here and there asking 
questions about our studies of some fortuna te 
people, while we, the others, listen and envy them 
passiona tely. Now, the White Figure disappears 
and the door is shut again-our audience is over. 

Very slowly we begin to move. Soon we find 
ourselves in the sun of St. Peter 's Square, half 
dazzled, half dreaming , not yet aware of the 
spiritual riches we have got with that blessing , but 
with a great peace and contentment in our hearts. 

Emma Cremonese- writing for her daughter , 
Sandra. 

(via Francesco Redi 5, Rome. ) 

[Sandra gave the account in Italian to her 
mother , who translated it into English.-Ed.] 

3. - Extract from a Letter from One of the Nuns 

(via N omentana, Rome) . 
. There is an Italian day school, as well as our 

adult school, where M . M . teaches English; she got 
up a pretty little N ativity play with her pupils, in 
English, reinforced by some of our English school 
class; one of them, Italian by birth, learned her 
English in Australia . . . Our study circle had a talk on 
Australian Education from Father H enry, and we 
were all much impressed ... Just about the time I 
should have been writing to you for Christmas we 
had our distribution of Cambridge certificates to the 
language students. On the platform were the Rector 
of the English College, the V enerable M gr. M acMil, 
Ian, the Rector of the Scots College; M gr. Clapper
ton, the Rector of the Beda; M gr. Duchemin and his 
Vice-Rector, M gr. Whitby. Mr. Perowne, English 
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Minister to the H oly See, presented the certificates. 
H e is said to be strongly Protestant, but he h as 
always been charming to us. W e were to have had 
the Rector of Silvestro, the English Church, but he 
was out of Rome. 

"You would be amu sed if you could hear the babel 
of tongues that goes on in our Community room. 
The chief rule seems to be that no one should speak 
her own language, whatever that may be. But all 
the Italians and Germans are keen to speak English 
... Our little English girls' class ended the first term 
by reading to their parents in four languages, count, 
ing English as one. I look forward very much to see, 
ing the magazine; it interests everyone here. W e 
have started an Old Students' Association . Perhaps, 
in time, we may have a magazine, too!" 
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Kenya and Fatima 
Extract from a letter from Loreto, Mombasa:-

W e had the great privilege, during Passion Week, 
of a short visit fromi Our Lady of Fatima, one of the 
two stat~es being taken from Fatima on a world tour. 
It arrived by train from Nairobi on Tuesday. The 
Catholics of the town met it and it was carried for
ward on an outside car, beautifully decorated for the 
occasion. Four Children of Mary, in white, held her in 
place, and the public followed slowly in motor cars. 
When we arrived at the church she was welcomed by 
His Lordship, Bishop McCarthy, and was carried by 
four of his priests into the church and placed on 
the lovely altar prepared for her. 

The statue is small, but there is something about 
it which inspires one with awe and reverence. It 
seems to bring Our Lady closer to one than any 
statue I have ever seen. The Bishop spoke beautifully 
in his address of welcome, and then explained in clear 
and simple language what Our Lady of Fatima came 
to tell us. Public prayers were recited, and then be
gan an endless procession of people filing past the 
statue to pay the homage due to Our Heavenly 
Mother. 

There was a short procession through the streets 
to the grounds of the White Sisters' convent where 
there was an outdoor altar prepared. Here the Bishop 
spoke again, and more prayers were recited, followed 
by the Rosary. Hymns were sung all the way to and 
from the convent grounds. Police were on duty and 
cleared a way for the people ; all traffic was stopped 
except for the police cars. When we arrived back at 

the church there was Pontificial Benediction. Then 
there was an all night vigil, different priests taking 
an hour each. Hymns were sung to Our Lady and 
the fifteen mysteries were recited-altogether it was 
most devotional. The church was full to overflowing, 
people of all creeds and races joining in the 
devotions. 

The next morning there was a solemn High Mass 
at which His Lordship presided. The Holy Com
munions took over an hour, although three priests 
were officiating at the altar rails. Our Lady was 
brought privately to our convent at 10 a.m. We 
had her for about thirty minutes. From noon all the 
afternoon the church was thronged with people com
ing and going. At 6.30 p.m. there was Solemn Bene
diction and the blessing of the sick. 

At 7 p.m. there was a candlelight procession to a 
native mission church two miles away. It was a 
marvellous sight and a wonderful profession of faith 
and love. Three of us walked in this procession with 
the White Sisters. It was a unique experience and 
filled us with devotion and fervour. We marvelled 
that in such a pagan town our Holy Faith should be 
manifested thus to the world . Rosaries and hymns 
never ceased the whole way. It took us an hour and 
a half to reach the mlission. Again we had a sermort 
from the Bishop, this time in a native language which 
most of us understood. Then Solemn Benediction, 
and home by car. Such a week of fervour was never 
before spent on Mombasa. 

An Australian 1n London 

It is just three years since I set out from Australia 
to begin this new phase of my life as the wife of the 
Agent-General for New South Wales in England, 
and during this time my storehouse of memories has 
been filled almost to capacity. 

Previously I had travelled to England by the Suez 
route, but this time I went in the opposite direction, 
and after three restful weeks, during which our small 
Swedish cargo ship seemed alone in the Pacific, we 
arrived at The Golden Gate, a bridge under which 
we passed to enter the new world of America. 

I found San Francisco a cosmopolitan city, its busy, 
overcrowded streets thronged with people of every 
nationality, its port a hive of industry. The noisy, 
jangling trams, which, with motor cars, negotiate the 
many steep hills, pulled up by traffic lights at most 
inconvenient points-the cultured voice of the negress 
tram conductor, and the wonderful view from St. 
Francis Hotel will always stay in my memory. 

Going south to Los Angeles, we passed through 
avenues of eucalyptus gums, flourishing orchards, and 
later, the flat, sandy country with sparce growth, 
made so familiar to us by the Mexican films . At 
Santa Barbara, they were holding a fiesta, and the 
procession, with a ' few innovations, had all the 
pageantry of old Spain. 

Crossing America, we called at Chicago and 
Niagara, where the spray from the mighty waterfall 
reaches the Loreto Convent, standing on the cliff. 

Before I leave America I must add a few lines about 
Washington and New York. Seen in the autumn, 
with its beautiful buildings showing against the soft 
foliage of many trees, Washington is a city of great 
beauty and dignity, and the surrounding Virginian. 
country restful and enchanting. 

New York surprised me, being so well laid out, 
that after a few days I felt it was an open book to 
me, and I could find my way about without difficulty. 
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Despite the bright night life which seemed to con
tinue until morning, and the apparent lack of home 
life, there was an underlying C atholic atmosphere, 
and St. Patrick's Cathedral in Fifth Avenue, with its 
Jcor~ wide open to the street, was thronged with 
worshippers all hours of the day. 

There is so much I could tell of England, the 
beauty of the countryside, its noted people whom I 
h ave had the pleasure of meeting, its tradition and 
pageantry, and the many wonderful functions I have 
attended during the last few years- but I am afraid 
this must wait for another day, when I shall also tell 
you something of a motor tour through Ireland. 

"London grows on one "- an expression far too apt 
t o spring to the tongue, and after hearing it so often 
on my arrival here, one I had promised myself I 
would not repeat. H owever , I now find it is true in 
every sense, and if I do not say it, it is often in my 
thoughts. The familiar scenes- those I pass almost 
daily : W estminster Cathedral, with its many minarets 
and towers (just opposite my home) ; W estminster 
Abbey, the H ouses of Parliament, the H orse Guards, 
Buckingham Palace; all within a few minutes' walk 
from here ; Trafalgar Square and the Strand-all seem 
as if they belong to me, they are so familiar. Then 
there are those glimpses from side streets, then names 
and scenes from books and pictures spring up in 
my mind, and I find time slipping away, till I have to 
pull myself up sharply, recalling I am living in this 
busy, complicated world of today. 

From London I have gone by 'plane to many parts 
of the Continent, there to travel by car, coach, or 
train to places of beauty or historical interest. 

Arriving over H olland in the spring is a happy 
experience, as, from the air the many acres of tulips, 
divided into small, even squares, form a glorious 
patchwork quilt of every known shade. Holland, like 
France, Belgium and Italy, seems to be recovering 
rapidly from the effects of the war. The peasants 
appear to work well, but their way of life is hard 
and primitive. 

During our stay in H olland they celebrated the 
withdrawal of the German Army, Liberation Day, 
and I was impressed by their simple pleasures. These 
consisted, mainly, of walking up ! nd down the streets 
of cities and towns in groups of six or more, singing 
quietly, or listening to bands stationed at prominent 
points. Along the country roads one passed thou
sands of bicycles and cars, festooned with bright 
tulips, their destination being the woods where the 
peasants ate their simple meal. 

Visiting a farm in Rotterdam, I found the farmer's 
daughters, shy at first, pleased to practise their English 
on me. They worked on the farm all day, attending 
night classes at the University, and took every oppor
tunity to listen to broadcasts from England. One 
young girl, after careful thought, invited me-"Will 
you come to see my cat's puppies?" 
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On my last visit to Belgium I noticed some of the 
pre-war splendour had returned , and entertainment 
was of a far more lavish and sophisticated nature. 
Trade is brisk, but from our point of view they are 
handicapped by remaining a hard currency country. 

I accompanied my husband on a recent visit to 
France, when h e inspected several of the huge dams 
now under construction. This entailed driving far 
into the central districts, sometimes travelling for 
hours over narrow roads, crossing steep hills, and 
passing through villages where people live just as 
their forebears lived centuries before. 

The conservation of water, which is doing so much 
for these countries, and the colossal work of erecting 
these huge dams is something that staggers the mind 
of a mere woman. On the site of these dams, parti
cularly the one nearing completion at Bort, costing 
£10,000,000, in South-West France, I met some of the 
most interesting people of the tour. Engineers from 
all parts of the world, anxious, as was the Australian 
engineer accompanying us, to gain knowledge for 
future works in their own country Amongst them, 
a student on a scholarship from Iraq, who, though 
he had never been to England , spoke English per
fectly. This, he said, he had learned in three months, 
and improved reading many of our classics. 

The generous co-operation of all, and their kind 
h ospitality is something I shall always remember. At 
one such place I certainly was a little bewildered when 
my breakfast tray arrived in my room. Home made 
bread and butter, a teapot of tea, complete with a 
large bowl and tablespoon. They evidently had 
heard of the Australian fondness for tea. 

The language difficulty is often a sad one, and 
patience is needed during a discussion. Though many 
professional and business men know a certain amount 
of English, in the excitement of explaining a difficult 
point, our intonation is blurred. On several such 
occasions I was flattered when a foreign gentleman 
would say "If Ma.dam will repeat?" and the point 
was understood. One Frenchman explained later
"The majority of us learned English in our childhood 
from a woman, M other, nurse or governess and so 
your voice stirs our memory, bringing back the les
sons of those days." 

Though devastated by two wars, Flanders seemed 
to me a peaceful place in which to live. In the 
spring the meadows are a soft green, through which 
flow lovely, clear streams, with poplars bordering 
the banks. 

On arriving for lunch at a private home I was 
greeted by the small son of the house, with a gracious 
bow. He kissed my hand gallantly and made a pretty 
speech of welcome. On admiring his behaviour, the 
beauty of the home and garden, and their happy 
way of life, my charming hostess replied enviously, 
"Yes, but Flemish women do not go far from their 
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homes. They do not travel with their husbands, as 
you do." 

I must not delay telling you of M arseilles, N ice, 
Cannes, Genoa, Florence and Milan, but must hasten 
to R ome where we arrived last Easter Saturday. I 
attended early M ass at a church near our hotel, and 
after the greater part of the congregation had gone, I 
found the young priest had celebrated his First M ass, 
and those who remained were asked to come and 
kneel at h is feet to receive his blessing, and we were 
also given a lovely card commemorating the event. I 
felt this a beautiful beginning for a happy Easter. 

High M ass at St. Peters, when the huge Basilica 
is crowded to the doors with people of all nations, is 
something one will never forget . On several sub
sequent visits to St. Peters I noticed a group of 
American tourists gazing in admiration at the beau
tiful statue of the first American saint, who, I believe, 
was canonised just over a year ago. I prayed that I 
should live to see Australia thus honoured . 

On Tuesday morning we had the great privilege 

of an Audience with His H oliness, Pope Pius. A fter 
passing through many rooms, at the entrance of 
which stood Swiss Guards in colourful uniforms, we 
were received by various dignitaries, until finally, we 
were shown into the presence of His H oliness. A fter 
speaking to my husband of Australia, His H oliness 
turned to me and asked had I children. I answered 
that I had two sons, and added, "They are good sons, 
Your H oliness ." I was rewarded for my foolish 
vanity by a most beautiful smile of understanding, 
and deep sincerity, and was told I would be given a 
special blessing for them. 

I returned to Australia by s.s. Stratheden last year 
to spend a few short months, returning to London 
by C onstellation in just over four days. On reaching 
Darwin, after an all-night flight from Sydney, and 
driving in the soft light of early morning over virgin 
country to the rest house, I was suddenly filled with 
a feeling of intense loyalty for my native land. 

DOROTHY TULLY (Past Pupil) 
Loreto, N ormanhurst . 

Idy llic Principality 

A C atholic's first impulse, when asked about Euro
pean travel. is to begin immediately with R ome, if 
she has been fortunate enough to go there. Or she 
will at least launch into a description of some place 
in Italy ; because, no matter how much we owe to 
England, Ireland or France, Italy is our cultural 
background. I , for one, certainly fell under her 
spell, but for the very reason that we are all urged to 
write of Italy, I now feel quite inadequate. R ather 
than do less than justice to her charms, I want to 
tell you of a tiny principality north of Italy, called 
Liechtenstein. I feel fairly safe in this choice, because 
few people visit it, knowing it only remotely by its 
fame in philately. H ow most of us h ave longed to 
possess even one of its stamps ' 

W ell , at last, my companion and I, who were holi
daying in Switzerland, set out for our fairyland. On 
a memorable Saturday evening we arrived at Buchs 
after the tremulous enjoyment of racing round the 
hairpin bends, with the hunting horn that heralds 
the mail coach , going full blast , and echoeing up and 
down the mountains. W e were delighted with: 
Buchs, although we remember Sunday morning there 
rather ruefully: W e were told that H oly Communion 
was given before the High M ass, so we arrived early 
at the church and seated ourselves on St. Joseph's 
side of the altar. The congregation gradually as
sembled, and just before M ass began, we discovered 
that all the women were seated on Our Lady's side, 
that our row was entirely shunned and that the row 
in front of us was also empty! W e crept across the 
aisle .. . 

After Mass we walked out along the road to the 
border, enjoying the clear, sunny day. The sky was 
a lovely blue with white clouds above the white 
mountain tops ; all around us were trees in blossom. 
W e crossed the open border, marked only by the two 
flags of Switzerland and Liechtenstein, and walked 
into Schaan. H ere we took the bus to the capital,. 
v~~- I 1 

Liechtenstein has a uniquely democratic system 
of government. The population of 12,000, predo
minantly Catholic, is ruled over by the Prince, an 
U nder-Chief and a Parliament of eighteen, · drawn 
from each party, called the R eds and the Blacks; but 
we were told that only Liechtensteiners, themselves, 
can distinguish between the parties. Each publishes 
a newspaper on alternate days. But the most demo
cratic feature of the whole set-up is that a plebiscite 
of 400 citizens can veto any law. Also, there is no 
armed force. The la.st soldier died in 1937, at t he 
age of ninety-five! 

Of course, we did not learn all this at once. Our 
first day was spent mostly in getting to Triesenberg, a 
small village about 1,000 feet from the summer snow
line. H ere we stayed in a clean, whitewashed hotel, 
run by a lady who spoke English, and her husband, 
who spoke French ; they both spoke German, a varia
tion of which is the local language. They gave us 
wondrous meals on a patio looking out over snow
capped mountains. W e felt very close to G od in His 
heavens, and at the same time, curiously powerful 
and extremely self-confident! The h eight was obvi
ously telling on us . . . 
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One morning we were roused by the murmur of 
voices on the road outside. It proved to be a funeral. 
The bier was carried by six men walking; behind them 
came the relatives and the congregation-all on foot. 
The women had black lace over their heads and the 
men work dark suits. All-men, women, children
were reciting the rosary as they walked. It is odd 
to describe a funeral as a wonderful sight, but we 
thought that simple procession very wonderful, be
cause of its dignity and sincerity. 

\Ve spent our few days in Triesenberg planning to 
climb the mountain that towered above the hotel-a 
constant challenge to us. When we finally reached 
the summit, one day, we lay on a rock with the snow 
thick below us, and sunbathed. It was as hot as, but 
rather different, from M anly! Another memorable 
trip we made was in a forest of straight, tall pines. 
that, in the dark, looked rather like gums. The 
forest was so dense that it would have been dark at 
any time; but we walked there at night. The view 
through the pines was quite breath-taking: miles be
low, the river trickled through the plain; opposite 
us was a crest of snow-covered mountains with tiny 
lights from isolated cottages peeping out from the 
snow, like diamente in white lace. Behind us the 
soil above the path stood out from the mountain side, 
promising a mammoth land slide one day. But this 

nigh t all was still. In the forest even the wind was 
dead, and the stars in the lustrous blue seemed to 
h ave more points than usual. We walked back in 
silence. 

But time and our currency were running short, and 
we must leave Triesenburg. The bus took us down 
the winding road, and again we were in Vaduz. The 
capital is modern looking, although dominated by the 
Schloss, a solid , medieval fortress- the very essence 
of impregnability. The Prince and his family were 
in residence and the royal standard was flying . In the 
city, which is not as big as a large country town, there 
was a feeling of spring. The trees were blossom
covered, the lilacs in bloom and the flower beds full 
of pansies. The houses seemed to have been freshly 
whitewashed . It all seemed so clean. But, then, there 
are so few factories in this little agricultural princi
pality. There are, of course, the stamps. 

We turned our backs on V aduz and set off along 
the road to Chur. Soon, without any perceptible 
change in the scenery, we were back in Switzerland. 
N ow, Liechtenstein has slipped into place in our 
minds rather like W ordsworth's D affodils- food for 
"the vacant or pensive mood" that awaits the end of 
our travels . 

HELEN DEAKIN (Past Pupil), 
Loreto, Normanhurst. 

I Shall Return 

I just don't know where to begin; there is so much 
l want to tell you about Lourdes , but I will start 
quickly from where I left off in my last letter. 

From Biratou we drove on to Lourdes, 146 kilo
meters away, and as we began to draw near I became 
a little excited, longing to arrive and see it. By the 
way, I didn't tell you, but I gave up cigarettes from 
the Sunday we left Paris until we left Lourdes. I 
thought I'd better do something, and that was the 
bost I could think of. It was agony. Anyway, we 
arrived rather tired about seven. There is a lovely 
view of the Cathedral as you arrive, on a rise sur
rounded by the mountains, the trees and the river 
Pau. I really don't know how to begin about Lourdes. 
It is magnificent and quite unbelievable. No matter 
how many books you may read about it, all the films 
you may see and the stories you are told, nothing can 
possibly come anywhere near it. It is the most moving 
experience anyone will ever have- to visit Lourdes
and something that leaves such an impression it is 
impossible to ever forget. I'll start by telling you 
what we did from the beginning. We didn't even 
wait for dinner, but immediately walked to the 
Grotto, about ten minutes from the Hotel. The streets 
of Lourdes are fairly narrow and hilly, and there are 
about 240 little shops where you may buy rosaries, 
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statues, medals, souvenirs, etc. The Cathedral is 
immense ; it's grand, really huge : the lower church, 
the crypt and the basilica, surmounted by a mighty 
dome and spire. On either side there is a long stair
way, and in front is the huge square where the sick 
are drawn up in the afternoon for Benediction . You 
walk past this beautiful church, past the building 
where you bathe in the water, and there is the Grotto. 
It is tiny, and the atmosphere is such that you never 
doubt that it is miraculous. It is peaceful, and what 
I loved more than anything, it is natural. It is a 
rock-cavern with vines and creepers growing on the 
face of the rock. There is the niche with the statue 
of Our Lady, a little altar on which M ass is said, 
and to one side, hanging on the roof and on the 
outside, are the rows of crutches and supports (all 
shabby, they have been used). There are two large 
stands for candles that glow night and day at Our 
Lady's fee t , placed there by poor and rich-further 
along, against the cliff, bunches of flowers-a square 
in front- a few benches. It is sacred ground. I 
knelt at the Communion rails for nearly an hour, 
praying for everyone, all the family, everyone I 
know, each one individually and asking for those 
personal graces I know you all want .. 

At 8.30 the procession of the flambeaux begins. 



Jan, Dad and I went, carrying a candle with a little 
shield and singing verse after verse of the "Ave 
Maria" in French. It is an extraordinary sight, thou
sands of people, all carrying a pinprick of light, 
starting from the Grotto; right round the huge 
square, down to the gates and up the staircases. 
Believe it or not, the procession extended round the 
whole grounds and filled the square, every person 
.singing loudly, heads lifted, and with much devotion. 

The view of lights when you look down from 
above is unbelievably beautiful; in the centre is a 
large, illuminated statue of Our Lady, and on a distant 
hill a cross. It takes your breath away. It is quite 
a long distance to walk, and after returning to the 
Grotto for a last little prayer, we went back to the 
hotel, had a bite to eat and then to bed. Next morn
ing I was up at nine and had my confession heard 
by an English priest. There were pilgrimages from 
Edinburgh, Arras, Paris and other places. We heard 
Mass and received Communion at the Grotto; and 
drank the water in little cups Daddy had bought, 
and spent the morning shopping. 

In the afternoon there was the procession of the 
Blessed . Sacrament with Benediction in the square. 
The sick are laid on litters, in wheel chairs and placed 
round the square four or five deep while the"Blessed 
Sacrament passes before them, blessing them with 
the Sign of the Cross. On the litters there are sick 
and dying, dying skeletons, decayed bodies, young 
and old; old men and women stretching out tremb
ling hands and longing for a glimpse of the Blessed 
Sacrament, trying to raise their heads. ; Young 
women and men, hideously shrunken, and even chil
dren ; blind, deformed, on crutches, on sticks, being 
led, hobbling and all with such a look in their eyes 
that it breaks your heart. I did not hear any one 
complain. It is this that makes Lourdes the most 
inspiring sight, which cannot be imagined if not seen. 
As I was kneeling on the ground, a lad passed, sup
ported by his father; they were both so poor, so 
shabby, the father carrying a bag over his shoulder, 
from which he occasionally gave the lad a sweet. The 
child's legs were shrunken, mis-shapen, and he was 
dragging a foot with a frightful wound, his face 
indescribable, and the father with love and hope 
pouring from him. All near me were visibly touched ; 
they were all on their knees praying. I found I 
couldn't pray for myself, though I tried half-heartedly. 
All you can think is: "Oh, God, why has that child, or 
that young man, or that woman so much sorrow, and 
I am whole, with nothing in the least to complain 
of." All you want to do is offer prayers for them. 
No matter how heavy you think your cross it is a 
tiny speck compared with the tragedies seen in 
Lourdes. 

In the evening we went to the procession in pour
ing rain and again the crowd was there. Thursday 
morning I was at the Grotto in pouring rain at 8.30, 

waiting in a queue to bathe in the waters. I waited 
until 11 with Jan- the only thing Dad didn't do, but 
he did the Stations, instead, walked three miles up the 
mountain, and came back exhausted-the only thing I 
didn't do, because I hadn't the time. During the two 
and one half hours' wait the sick were being carried in, 
and we watched the continuous procession. We prayed 
aloud, saying the Rosary, those who could hardly 
move their lips, saying: "God, that I may see," "God, 
that I may hear," "God, that I may walk," "God, 
that I may be cured," and above a statue of Our 
Lady with head bent, looking down sorrowfully. 

Jan hadn't bathed before and was always frightened 
about the water being contaminated, but she did it, 
and it was a big effort for her; that was one of the 
few things that has never entered my mind, but what 
a miracle: hundreds of bodies, decayed with sickness, 
bathing in a little bath in which the water is changed 
once a day, and not one report of an illness? We 
eventually got in, and, by the way, the people who 
help and carry the sick are wonderful. There is a 
bath for women and one for men. We went into 
a tiny cubicle in which there is room for eight women 
and a wheelchair and two attendants. You can 
hardly move, and you touch all diseases. You are 
given a robe, you strip modestly and clutching the 
robe, you advance, one at a time, through a curtain 
to a long bath with an attendant on each side. You 
walk down two steps into the icy water, the robe is 
dropped and the wet linen cloak that is used by every 
cripple is placed over you, you walk a few steps, kiss 
the statue of Our Lady, then they push you back so 
that you are immersed to the shoulders. You come 
out dripping wet, do not dry, but put your clothes 
straight on again and out into the rain. The amazing 
thing is you seem to dry very quickly, clothes do 
not seem to be wet for more than a moment. Last 
night we went with the Edinburgh pilgrimage to a 
Pontificial High Mass at midnight in the Basilica-a 
glorious sight with six other masses being celebrated 
at the six altars at the same time. Thursday after
noon we filled two large bottles with Lourdes Water. 
I went right inside the Grotto and touched the rock 
at Our Lady's feet with your Missal. and all the 
Rosaries, etc., also had them blessed. I forgot to tell 
you, I bought myself a silver Rosary which I carried 
in my hand when I bathed-also Jan left her engage
ment ring on. Then we went to Benediction, proces
sion and blessing of sick in the square. It is here 
~hat many of the miracles take place. We then dis
covered the Museum in which there are many relics 
of St. Bernadette: little black leather shoes, worn 
out; Rosary beads, letters in her own hand-writing, 
her exercise book with mistakes . . . 

In the evening, the nightly procession, as usual. 
We returned to the Grotto for half an hour and then 
to bed. It was nearly eleven, and all the time in 
Lourdes we walked, knelt or stood from early morning 
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until late at night. We are all so stiff we can hardly 
walk or sit down! Today (Friday) we got up early 
and went to the Grotto at 8 to spend an hour before 
leaving. We heard Mass and received Communion, 
and returned to the hotel for breakfast at 9.30. As 
we left, w;:, visited the house where Bernadette and 
her family lived in one room (it's so tiny} during 
the apparitions. There is a little altar there now 
with a beautiful statue of Our Lady (the one that 
was in the Parish Church, and before which Berna
dette prayed}. Many miracles have been performed 
here. I prayed at her feet for you all, then visited 
her birthplace, full of relics- her bed, etc.,.--but it 
wa.~ too commercialised. Then to the hospit;il which 
is a convent where Bernadette spent her scho1,~da.ys, 

maJe her First Communion and later entered as 1. nun. 
It was a wonderful opportunity and I was very 

grateful to Our Lady that she made it possible that 
I might see all these things. After that I had to 
say good-bye to Lourdes, but knowing that one day 
I'll return, and wondering what things will have taken 
place in those intervening years. 

I'm sorry this * letter is such a poor attempt at what 
I should like to say, but it's very hard-in fact, it's 
hopeless! 

Lourdes, 
6th July, 1949. 

LILETTE CALLIL (Past Pupil) 
Loreto, Toorak. 

*The letter is to Lilette's aunt. 

Austra I ian Counsellor with 1. R 0 . 
By C. MOFFAT, B.A., DIP. SOC. STUD. 

I am now stationed at a place called Celle, not 
far from Hanover, and about two and one half hours 
south of Hamburg. 

Now about I.R.O. The organisation is in many 
respects .similar to U.N.N .R.A., but in others, quite 
different. There are also differences between the 
various zones-British, French and American. The 
D .P.'s are still living in large Assembly Centres, in 
camps, mostly of the barracks variety. In the British 
Zone, the actual administration of these camps is 
done by members of the C.C.G., through what is 
known as the P.W.D.P. Division. (Prisoner of War/ 
Displaced Persons) . I.R.O. has special relegated 
functions (1) Eligibility-the determining of who 
comes within the mandate of the organisation and 
for which of its services, e.g., full care and mainte
nance, including the right to be resettled as well as 
the right to live meanwhile in camps, or only the 
right to be resettled or repatriated, which means that 
they must keep themselves on German Economy, 
meanwhile. (2) Re-establishment, meaning (a) re
patriation or (b) resettlement, and (3) Counselling 
which is the division which deals with all those 
who, though eligible, are not likely to be selected for 
resettlement because of their age, health or some other 
factor. I am a Counselling Officer, and I'll tell you 
more about my work in detail later. 

For the purposes of the operation, the British Zone 
is divided into three Regions. Each Region has its 
own headquarters. The Regions are again subdivided 
into Areas, and in each Area are a varying number 
(8 to 10) of Assembly Centres for which it is 
responsible. The General Headquarters for the Zone 
is at Lemgo, a small town west of Hanover. In each 
Area is a Team comprising representatives of the va
rious divisions, with a Director over all, and an Ad-

Page Seventy.Four 

ministrative Services Officer, whose title is self
explanatory. 

The Teams are very international. Our Team 
now has sixteen members - one American, one 
French, one Canadian, one Dutch, two English, two 
Australians, one New Zealander, one Norwegian, five 
Belgians, one Russian with French nationality (pa
rents refugee since the 1917 revolution). 

I.R.O. is expected to finish its work by July 1st, 
1950. By that time it had been hoped that all D.P.'s 
who could be resettled, would have been, and that 
the remainder would have decided, even at this late 
date, to return to their own countries or, go on the 
German Economy. This, it i.s now realised, is 
too much to hope for. However, the main 
operation of I.R.0.- the caring for D .P.'s in camps
wiil cease on that date; and even if resettlement goes 
on, the D.P.'s will have to live on the German 
Economy while waiting for their chance. The main 
thing holding up the speed of resettlem'ent is still 
shipping space, but other factors are the fact that 
many countries that it was hoped would admit D.P.'s 
have not yet set up any machinery for so doing, or 
they have limited the numbers they will take, or as 
in the case of some South American countries, I.R.O. 
was not satisfied with the conditions offered to D .P.'s, 
and other similar factors. In the beginning, England, 
France and Belgium, and to a less extent, Holland, 
took large numbers of workers on contract, but these 
were definitely employment schemes rather than set
tlement schemes. The best "Buyers" now are Canada, 
Australia, U.S.A. and Brazil. Canada at first took 
only workers and now consider.s it has enough of 
these, apparently, for the scheme has been suspended, 
except that dependents of all the workers who went 
in the beginning are being allowed to join them if 



.definitely nominated by the worker in Canada. These 
amount to some thousands. Others can only go to 
Canada on an affidavit of support, either from a friend 
or from an employer . The U .S.A. scheme is based en
tirely on affidavits of support from friends, relatives 
or employers. H owever, as many thousands of D .P.'s 
h ave the opportunity to get such affidavits (due to 
the fact that so many D .P.'s have connections in the 
US.A - friends, etc. , who emigrated there formerly) , 
it really means that the scheme is operating in a big 
way. Brazil takes mostly farmers with families, but 
their monthly quotas, for some reason, are not large. 
France and Luxembourg also still take agricultural 
workers, but the numbers are not so large, and in 
general, D .P .'s want to get out of Europe altogether, 
so do not volunteer readily for these sch emes. Eng
land still takes female domestics, but the same holds 
true there-the D.P.'s who would be suitable, prefer 
to get right away from Europe. The N ew Zealand 
quota is only a small one. Australia is in most re
spects, the best scheme. The most general, and 
the only difficulty- from I.R.O .'s point of view-is 
that its medical and age limitations eliminate so many 
people. The slightest physical handicap of any one 
member of a family means that the whole family is 
rejected- which brings me to Counselling. 

Counselling concerns itself with what is usually 
called the potential hard core. These are the people 
who h ave very little chance to resettle anywhere. 
The main categories are unmarried mothers, widows 
with small children, divorced or deserted wives or 
women whose husbands are missing (there are many 
of these) , who have small children, people over 50 
who have no young children of working age, people 
over 60 with or without children of working age, the 
chronically sick, the physically handicapped, people 
with marital difficulties which they cannot solve (e.g., 
D .P.'s who would like to divorce, but cannot, as the 
German law does not apply to them in this respect) , 
and so on . I.R.O. at Geneva H eadquarters is very 
concerned about the future of these people and is 
trying to get some of the countries to take a propor
tion of "hardcore" cases along with other D .P .'s. 
T o some extent they have had success: for example, 
Australia will now take some women without hus
bands (divorced, deserted, missing or dead) , but 

they only take "best types," those with not too many 
children and preferably those with children of poten
tial working age-over ten or thereabouts. The 
poor woman with a number of small children has 
small chance of being selected. There is also a 
definite discrimination in favour of Baits and against 
Poles, even though there h as always been a lot of 
doubt whether Baits should really be considered 
D.P.'s, wh ereas the Poles were undoubtedly the real 
victims of the German forced labour operations and 
suffered most. They and the Ukranians are, for the 
most part, peasant types, and so the poor things don't 
make such a good impression as the Baits, who are 
better educated. 

The job of Counselling Officers is to interview all 
cases of potential hardcore families and categorise 
them, and prepare statistics which go to Geneva to 
be used as a basis for future planning, and inci
dentally, to take any action that seems possible to 
to solve the problem by advising the people of their 
chances or by straightening out the complicated mari
tal, social and legal difficulties, which are to be found 
in D.P. families the world over. Counselling is 
really the nearest thing to case work that you can 
find in I.R.O. The work is most interesting and our 
relationships with the D.P.'s are good, as they realise 
that we are there to help them; but it is also rather 
discouraging when you realise that, at least up till 
now, so few opportunities exist for them and their 
future is so uncertain. 

These are the people who will most likely be left 
to find for themselves when I.R.O . ends; yet they are 
the least equipped to do so. One hope is that there 
may be perhaps some international institutions set up 
(perhaps financed by the United N ations) , which will 
care for the aged, the T .B. people, and other badly 
handicapped people or severe cases of chronic illness. 
But, as so often these people are members of a family, 
the question always arises as to where such institu
tions could be set up, so that the people would not 
be ,separated entirely from the rest of their family. 
It's a big problem. 

Germany, 

CONNY MOFFATT (Past Pupil) 
Loreto, Claremont. 

30th April. 1949. 

Paire Seventy-Five 



Obituary 
MOTHER M. J. FIDELIS WOODWARD. 

Mother M. ] . Fidelis Woodward closed a life of 
generous service of Our Lord on the 26th August, 
1949. 

As a child she was a boarder at Mary's Mount, 
where she imbibed a great devotion to the Sacred 
Hearts of J es us and Mary, a devotion that later 
drew her bac..:: to consecrate herself to God in the 
Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

She spent the greater part of her religious life in 
Normanhurst, Adelaide, Portland and Toorak. In 
spite of indifferent health during the last few years 
her cheerful generosity never failed; she was ever 
r eady to offer her services to anyone who stood in 
need of them, and was always regretful that she 
could not do more. 

About a month before her death a heart attack 
compelled her to rest, but she seemed to be on the 
way to recovery as the last d ays of August approach
ed. She often said that she expected a great wel
come from the Sacred H eart , and, on the 26th 
of August, Our Lord called her Home, thus grant
ing the desire she had expressed some days earlier 
" to look upon His face." 

May her dear soul rest in peace. 

SISTER MARY LAURENTIA MARNELL. 
Sister M. Laurentia died on the 19th January, 

1948, after four years of illness, most cheerfully 
borne. She was among the Sisters who entered 
during the early years of the Mary's Mount foun
dation, and who set such a high standard of Union 
with God through prayer and labour. 
S. M. Laurentia's religious life of sixty-four years 
was spent at Mary's Mount, Albert Park, Perth and 
Toorak. Her happy nature and her great simplicity 
of spirit endeared her to all amongst whom she 
lived, while her all pervading charity must have 
gained for her a warm welcome from Him who said, 
" As long a:; you did it to one of these My least 
Brethren, you did it to Me." 

May her dear soul rest in peace. 

MOTHER M. HILDA McLAUGHLIN. 
Mother M . H ilda went to her eternal reward on 

Saturday, 19th F ebruary, 1949, after weeks of great 
suffering. 

She was born in India and came to Australia when 
a child, but she never lost her affection for the land 
of her birth. Perhaps her love for the Missions, so 
apparent in later years, was due to her life-long 
interest in distant countries and their inhabitants. 
We all remember how much she enjoyed the visit of 
His Grace, Mar Ivanios. She would be happy to 
know that the proceeds of the sale of her cherished 
stamp collection was given to Mission Funds. 

Mother M . Hilda was educated at Loreto Con
vent, Osborne, and at Mary's Mount, Ballarat. At 
school, and during the years which followed, she 
was remarkable for the loftiness of her ideals, and 
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her determination to carry them into effect. This. 
spirit, characterised her work as a nurse. She loved 
her profession, showing great zeal and energy for 
the spiritual and physical healing of her patients. 
Later in her religious life, this professional skill was 
invaluable. The Communities of Normanhurst, 
Marryatville, and Osborne will long remember her 
special care for, and interest in the very young aud 
the very old. Her own childlike spirit, so brave and 
gay, was probably due to these special loves of hers. 

But the keynote of Mother M. Hilda's life was a 
gradual renunciation of everything. She was the 
last member of her family to die, and when her own 
end came, she was far from West Australia, her 
home for so many years. It was what her generous 
spirit would have chosen. 

R.I.P. 

SISTER M. WINIFRED O'NEILL. 
There passed away at Loreto Convent, Marrayat

ville, on 10th December, 1948, Sister M. Winifred 
O 'Neill, after forty-seven years of devoted service 
in the Lord's Vinyard. On the Eve of the Feast of 
the Name of Mary, she had a fall in the garden, and 
d silocated her shoulder. This was the beginning 
of the end. Sister gradually grew weaker and after 
two days' illness, she died most peacefully on the 
F east of Loreto. 

Sister Winifred was noted for her patience, char
ity, and spirit of recollection. She was constantly 
visiting Our Lord in the Blessed Sacrament, and wa5 
very devoted to St. Therese, the Little Flower, whose 
altar she tended with devotion. It was while gather
ing flowers for this Saint's altar that Sister Winifred 
had the fall in the garden, and it seems more tha?1 
a coincidence that the accident and her death occur -
red on two great F easts of Our Blessed Lady whom 
she loved and reverenced so tenderly. 

We feel sure that Our Lady and Saint Theres.e 
were wa1tmg to welcome this patient and devoted 
suffered into everlasting rest. 

R.I.P. 

Past Pupils of Marys Mount will regret to hear 
of the death of Mrs. Spittle, (Violet Holmes), and 
of Mrs. Malone (Vera Renwick) , which occurred 
this year. 

We commend their souls to the prayers of our 
Readers, and to their families and relatives we offer 
our sincerest sympathy. 

May their souls rest in peace! 

OBITUARY: W e offer our a ffectionate sympathy to 
V era Kalchein (Davis) and Norma on the death of their 
mother. 

To Maureen Gorman on the death of her father. 
To Anne and E lsie Fehon on the death of their mother. 
To Edith Hollander (Hope), Jacqueline and Hope on the 

death of Mr. Hollander. 
To Patty and Virgie on the death of their father Mr. 

Coyle. 
May they rest in peace. 



GOLDEN CRUST 
BREAD 

. 
IS 

GOOD BREAD 
...... 

69 Sutherland Road, Armadale 
Telephone U 3 l 56 

.SERVICE 
It is the privilege of Payne's Bon Marche 

to number amongst their clientele, the 

Loreto Convent. The name, Payne's Bon 

Marche, is synonymous with constructive 

and faithful service. 

For personal apparel 

and household needs. 

PAYNE'S BON MAR CHE PTY. LTD. 
134,44 BOURKE STREET, MELBOURNE 



St. Patrick's College 
Ballarat 

Secondary School for 

Day Boys and Boarders 

The mountain air of Ballarat has made the city a health 

resort of Commonwealth repute. The College is situated 

near the beautiful Lake Wendouree, in a portion of the 

city devoted to extensive parks and gardens. Ample 

facilities provided for Boa ting, Tennis, Cricket, Football, 

Handball 'and all forms of healthy and useful exercise. 

Boys are prepared for all the Public Examinations and 

for Newman College Scholarships. 

Music, Elocution and Dancing are taught. 

For particulars, apply to the Principal. 
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AHERN'S 
are suppliers of 

LORETO COLLEGE 

UNIFORMS 
As most prices are subject to slight fluctu ations in 
costs of materials, they have been omitted here, but 
you may be sure as always of Ahern's keen values in 
every department of school outfitting, and Ahern' s 
consistent standard of service and attention to your 
wants. 

LORETO UNIFORMS made in regulation style 
from winter warm grey wool crepe. Sizes 22 to 4L 

LORETO PULLOVERS- Fine grey wool Pull
overs to wear over your regulation tunics. School 
colours are worked into neck, waist and cuffs. 

Sizes 24 to 38. 

LORETO BLAZERS tailor-made to order. 

LORETO SPORTS UNIFORM regulation style 
sports tunic, 3 box pleats on yoke, in royal blue head
doth. Sizes 24 to 40. 

SPORTS BLOUSE open neck, no band at waist, 
in English silk poplin. 

COLLEGE BLOUSES long sleeve shirt blouse in 
a staunch wool and rayon combination that thrives on 
hard wear. Shirt neck for her school tie. 

Sizes 2 to 8. 

COLLEGE HA TS made in regulation 
shape from good quality grey velour. 
A neat style that completes the college 
uniform. 

AHERN'S LTD. Hay St to Murray St., Perth 
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Specialists in all classes of .. 

Job Printing and Process 
Engraving work 

"Truth" and "Sportsman" Ltd. 
Corner Brunswick and McLachlan Streets, 

VALLEY, BRISBANE 
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QUALITY SERVICE 

A. McLEISH 
High--grade Butcher 

Schools and Colleges 

Supplied. 

130 Burke Road 

Malvern 
8 
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For 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTING 

ELECTRICAL REP AIRS 

L. G. BURLEY PTY. LTD. 
55-57 Charlotte Street 

Brisbane ·Phone B 1.361 

Specialists in Cold Cathode Lighting 

and Neon Signs. 

Eat the Modern Loaf . . I 00 % Wholemeal Bread 
Recommended by the Medical Faculty 

BIRBECK'S BAKERY 
34 High Street, Kensington, S.A. 

Phone F2517 



EVERY 

MclLRATH'S 
STORE 
Specialises in 

SERVICE, VALUE and GUARANTEED 

Groceries and Provisions 

Telephone or commllnicate with 

OUR NEAREST BRANCH 

169 HIGH STREET, HORNSBY 
TELEPHONE JU 1518 

for our representative to call -- we delive1' f Pee 

.A 

MclLRA TH'S PTY. LTD. 
Head Office - 202 PITT STREET, SYDNEY 

Telephone MA6571 (6 lines) 



[/oseph fA. g CWcwry 
,+ '7!5 I() t l/Jll f7) C J)r,.i..::;., \ fll.Cf.CJ. 

PRESCRIPTIONS DISPENSED DAY OR NIGHT 

Full Range of 

~ PATENTS ~ COSMETICS • TOILETRIES 

df1one <7JJ}jss94 

There's always a wealth of New Silks 

showing at 

BARRY'S 
Silks from world famous looms, in plains, 

in printed and woven patterns, all so sur

prisingly low priced too at . . . 

BARRY ~ ROBERTS 
Queen Street, Brisbane 



\ Wholly se(up~1md~printed in Australia 
tbv( 

JOHN FRASER & SON 


