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In a book lately received here from a nun of our Institute in 
Europe we read with interest the cryptic inscription, pencilled in 
German: Die U nsrigen miissen bereit sein - (Ours must be 
ready). It is the kind of inspiring message that rouses our 
enthusiasm and steels our will to rise above mediocrity. We 
think our readers will feel that way about it, too. 

OURS MUST BE READY. We are living in a challenging age, 
interesting, even if more than a little terrifying. This Jubilee 
Year of Australia's nationhood is one of gratitude and resolve 
for all who pause to think. Every end is a beginning, and, as 
memory casts many a backward glance at the first fifty years of 
our Commonwealth, our will stirs to the challenge of the future. 

The sacrifices of our grandparents and other nation-builders 
have laid sturdy foundations for Australia's greatness. Not the 
least of these sacrifices were made by the Catholic pioneers: 
Priests, Nuns and Brothers who have given Australia its magnifi
cent system of Catholic education. In their vocation they have 
received the affection and generous support of Catholic parents 
without whom nothing could have been done. If this core of 
Catholic education should deteriorate from any reason whatever, 
Australia, as a nation, will suffer. So, Ours must be ready. 

Whatever else interests our Old Girls, the major interest 
should be Education-their own adult progress in thought, and 
the education of their fellow-Australians. On the next page we 
reprint words of a wise pioneer in education, our own Mother 
Gonzaga Barry. They are from a letter that appeared in the 
1897 issue of our Magazine, then called Eucalyptus Blossoms. 
It is topical in its interest for us, fifty-four years later. The writer 
would have been moved to enthusiasm by the words 
quoted at the beginning of this Editorial, and she would have 
taken to her heart the words of that message: Ours must be ready. 
They are like an echo of a courageous call from the brave heart 
of our Foundress, Mary Ward. 



LORETO 

Our Magazine • 1897 ~ Ill 
Federa tion, b eing the topic of the day, has been 

suggest ed to m e as a subject of m y le tter to you. 
"Wha t a subject! " som e will exclaim. "Surely we 
are no t exp ec ted to l egislate for the Australian 
Colonies !" Certainly n o t, dear children. But ther e 
are various kinds of F ederation. 

Now, would it n o t be a good thing for all Lore to 
G irl s to federate in a great league for a noble end: 
to work out p a tiently, steadily, faithfull y, high 
and h oly aims in the d aily routine of life's duties. 
Thu s, n ot only God and His holy an gels would 
distinguish a child of our Lady of Lore to in the 
mid st of a busy world, but all brought into contact 
with h er would feel an indescribable influence for 
good, such as is always felt when one m eets wi th a 
pure and noble soul. Now if one such girl has an 
influen ce, how great would b e the power of many 
banded together , and though apart, united in h eart 
and soul? 

Fed er at e ! F eder a te ! For what? To prove that 
a young girl, a ch ild of God, in the midst of the 
world, may lead a n oble Christian life, and whilst 
happy in h erself and h elping to make other s happy, 
be in the world, but no t of the world. F ederate to 
lend a h elp ing h and to whatever is good and 
beautiful, noble and u seful in the world around. It 
m ay seem to you that you cannot do much, but you 
will do much if you do all you can , and do it with 
a gr ea t and gen erous h eart and a humbled mind, and 
do it for God's d ear sake. H e will h elp you and H e 
is all-powerful. 

Federate for the cause of common-sense and 
usefulness ; unite against all affectation, extravagance, 
du p l icity, dangerous r eading, conver sation or 
amusem ent, extrem es in fa shion or dress, 
unch aritableness, selfishness, idleness. F ed erate to 
prove that genuine piety is a lovely thing- that true 
religion is a treasure to its happy possessor, 
beautifying and ennoblin~ all natural virtues, 
correcting natural defects (a s far as they can be 
c:orrected ) until each one is d eem ed worthv to join 
th e spirits of the " just made p erfect." Not ~ntil 
then , dear children , shall we be without defects and 
fa ults in ourselves, nor shall we meet others without 
them ; so we must learn betimes to bear and forbear, 
and not to expect absolute perfection in anyone. 
W hile we strive to p erfect our own character and 
disposition, le t u s comfort ourselves with the thought 
that Our Divine Lord loves us despite our 
imper fec tions, and patientl y waits for our 
amendment. 

F ederate, little army of Loreto Girls, to he loyal 
and true to your Alma Mater- yet not aggressiv~ly 
so. Do not imagine that all that is good is 
contained in your sp ecial Alma Mater. Be quick 

* See Editorial. 
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to see and generous to acknowledge the vast 
amount of g·ood to be had elsewhere. Cultivate 
la rge-mindedness; le t ther e be nothing pe tty or 
narrow in your views, judgments and opinions. The 
lil y is ver y beautiful, but so is the rose. In God's 
garden ther e is a grea t variety ; each flower has a 
beauty all its own, and pleases Him ; le t it not 
displease you. I am led to make these r emarks 
because I h ave been told that at garden parties o r 
afternoon teas there are som e differences of opinion 
- to put it very mildly-about one's own school , 
teach ers, surroundings, etc. ; and things are said 
that would be much be tter l eft unsaid , and that do 
not tell well for the culture, education or courtesy of 
the speakers. Do not you be the transgressors, and 
should an yone in your presence show a lack of those 
admirable qualities n ever r e taliate but give praise 
where you can. Le t the worth of your life and your 
daily conduc t sp eak for you. Let no m ean jealousy 
mar your character . I s an yone en gaged in a good 
work? " Can I aid her even a tiny bit? " a true child 
of Loreto will ask he rself. " No one will know that 
I helped ; all the credit will be given to h er. What 
of that! If I give m y little aid with a grea t h eart 
and a pure intention , m y praise and reward will b e 
e ternal." 

F ed erate for somethin g good , with one other , if 
you cannot find two ; with two if you cannot ge t 
three ; with three if you cannot ge t more. But se t 
before you a t the outse t a something that will 
ennoble your life. Aim at som ething excellent; our 
life is largely influen ced b y what we aim at; our 
ideal s often make our r ealities. Have enthusiasm 
for your cause ; nothing of much worth is attained 
without enthusiasm. Be earnest, be p er severing, b e 
humble, and then with God's aid you will succeed; 
at least you will not have led an ignoble life or have 
lived in vain. Probably you will have enriched many 
by your help and sympathy before you go to your 
own great and everlasting reward. 
Loreto Abbey, Ballarat, 8th December , 1897. 

MARY GONZAGA BARRY, I.B.V.M. 

PRAYER OF ST. FRANCIS OF ASSI SI 
Lord, make m e an instrument of Thy Peace ! 
Where there is hatred . . . let m e sow love 
Where there is injury ... pardon 
Where there is doubt . . . faith 
Where there is d espair .. . hope 
Where there is sadness . . . joy! 
0 Divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek 
To be consoled . . . as to console 
To be understood .. . as to understand 
To be loved . .. as to love, for 
It is in giving . . that we receive, 
It is in pardoning . . that we are pardoned, 
It is in dying . . that we are bom to eternal life. 
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Canada, England, 
ENGLAND: 

For ove r a week we enjoyed the home-like 
hospitality of M.M. Aquinas and the Community at 
the l.B.V.M., Hampstead , where their convent, 
high up near the famous h ea th, looks over London 
to the Surrey Hills. It was Mother Aquinas who 
arranged our visit to York where we spent two days 
- a m emorab]e experience. We visited the graveyard 
of the village church at OsbaJdwick, where Miother 
Mary Ward was buried and where her tombstone 
still is. We waJked along the ancient Roman walls 
and saw the city outside as well as inside the walls. 
It was Sunday morning and the bells of the 
beautiful York Minster chimed out the morning 
service. Looking over the city we cou]d see how 

TH E BAR CONVENT. YORK. 

the bombing of 1940 was directed against the central 
netwo1·k of railways and the storehouses of the 
miJitary. The convent was probably mistaken for 
such a supply centre. In the rear of the convent ther e 
is quite a stretch of ground: playground for the 
school, lime walk, enclosure for th e nuns, vegetable 
and fruit-tree area . . . W e joined the Community 
at meals and r ecrea tion , compared notes on the ways 
of our houses, and fe1t a genuine kinship . . . 

W e h ad only one day for Ascot nor could we have 
time for Cambridge or Shaftesbury, nor for the 
several Irish houses in Eng] and: Manchester, which 
is thi s year celebrating its centenary, or St. Alban's 
near London, or the farther distant Llandudno. St. 
Mary's Convent, Ascot, is the perfection of the 
home-school ideal, and we found it easy to beli eve 
what Canadian priests have told us that it ranks 

• Extracts from a circular letter to the American 
Houses. 

Ro1ne, Ireland ~ 
as the finest Catholic hoanling-school in England. 
It comprises about sixty acr es of beautiful English 
land, wooded in part, within an hour's train rid e 
from Waterloo Station. - There are about 150 
boarder s apart from the 24 older girls who live in a 
separate r esidence devo ted to a certified Domestic 
Economy Course. Lately added are a Junior School 
residence and the two Army Huts transform ed into 
workshops for bookbinding, weaving, poster 
p ainting, and all the other arts and crafts that fit 
so well into the free hours of the week-end . . . 
In the nuns' r efectory we saw the portrait of Mother 
Catherine Chambers who wrote the two-volume life 
of Mary Ward. I had often wondered about he r own 
life. It seem s sh e was first an Anglican nun, then a 
convert and a m ember of the l.B.V.M. AJmost at 
once sh e began the stud y of all the documents in the 
Nymphenburg archives, and soon after the two 
volumes were pub]ish ed she died. Surely h er life 
in the Institute was another of the almost miraculous 
favours of Divine Providence for the r eligious 
posterity of our Foundress. 

ROME: 

In Rome at Via Nomentana we found again so 
m an y fundamental likenesses that differences did 
not matter. 250 Via Nomentana is the home of the 
Munich or Bavarian Generalate . It is a] so a da y 
8chool for Italian children, and thi s year the school 

I.B.V.M ., ROME 
L oo ki11 g o ut to the Ca m pagna. 

Page Seven 
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for Rp ccial E nglish teaching, dating from 1897, 
moved from Via Abruzzi with staff and students to 
th is same address and building. Like all the 
Gcncrala tc H ouses on Via Nomentana (and there are 
quite a number ) the convent grounds and house are 
sheltered b ehind a high board fence. In the front 
grounds there is a gravel drive with flower beds and 
palm trees. Directly in front of you is a glass 
passageway that connects the school on the right 
with the Generalate and Community Houses on the 
lef t. T he p assageway is one-storey high and is 
draped along the upper edge by profuse flower
boxes. Straight through the glass walls you can 
seo somethin g of the sloping grounds in the rear of 
th e buildings, and then far-off the Alban Hills, 
ou tlined against the Southern sky . . . 

\Ve h ad an evening in the room of the Generalate 
House which is set aside for work on the process for 
Mary Ward's bea tification. There Ml.M. Edelburga 
works under the daily direction of Father Grisar, 
S.J . All the pictures ever made or adapted from the 
origin al portraits are gathered there and annotated. 
T here are also photos tat copies of all Mary Ward's 
writings, all the historic documents on which work 
is b eing done, and the completed biographical 
ma terial. An evening was, of course, all too short. 

One day we went with M.M. Campion by bus to a 
small m edieval town forty miles or so north of 
Rome. A beautiful winding road, the Sabine Hills 
in misty distance against the sky, and a picturesque 
town . . . A little way beyond it we came to what 
had once been a stone Benedictine Monastery on a 
hill whose slopes were evidently good farm land 
for stock as well as for grapes, figs and corn. At 
present a very small community of the l.B.V.M. lives 
there- Mother H elen and five others. Both the 
monaster y and M.M. H elen have interesting stories. 
M.M. Helen is a Czech in exile. When she was 
young in r eligion sh e spent some years at Loreto 
Abbey, Rathfarnham, and again later a short time. 
She told u s the story of the greatness, the holiness 
and the sufferings of R ev. Mother Michael Corcoran, 
and also of how much sh e loves the Irish nuns . . . 
During the war M.M. H elen was in Rome engaged 
in the Holy Father 's charities, and hoping that 
t he oth er l.B.V.M. r efugees from Czechoslovakia 
migh t be able to join h er. She is living now in this 
old m on aster y in great poverty with four young nuns, 
three of Czech nationality and one of Italian. M.M. 
H elen is worthy of anything we can do for her. 

T h e day too quickly came for us to leave Rome. 
R ev. Mother General, M.M. Nicodema and M.M. 
R egina accompanied us to the station and saw us into 
comfortable places in the train for Assisi. They 
waited then at the doorway on the platform until 
the train moved out. We were genuinely lonely at 
parting from Ours in Rome, knowing, too, that we 
are not likely to m eet again in this life-except that 
Moth er General has promised to visit us whenever 
sh e com es to America. 
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LORETO AB B EY, RATHFARNHAM , NUNS' CHOIR. 

IRELAND: 
We flew to Ireland in an Irish plane from Paris. 

All the Aer Lingus planes are blessed and 
christened with the name of a saint. From the 
waiting-hall of the airport we watched a plane 
named for St. Laurence O'Toole set off on the 
runway and rise into the air. In half an hour or so 
we went out with other passengers to climb into the 
St. Colman and be lifted up . . . Soon we were 
looking down on the runways of the Dublin airport 
outlined in rows of lights. We came down smoothly 
and inside the airport found to our glad surprise 
two dear Loreto nuns waiting for us, M.M. Vincent 
and M.M. Emanuel, with Joe, the capabl e and 
friendly chauffeur. At the suggestion of the nuns we 
had the privilege of a few words with Mr. de Valera 
who had arived on the same plane. H e knew the 
Loreto nuns, especially at St. Stephen's Green where 
his daughter went to school; now his grand-daughter 
goes and so ensures his attendance at all events. 
Customs officers and all joined in wishing us a 
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pleasant sojourn in Ireland. In a short time we 
wer e at the Abbey. It was too dark at the moment 
to see the stately iron gates with the cr es t on each, 
and the green lawn. When the hospitable door was 
opened we were welcomed by M.M. Dosithca (First 
Assistant),* M.M. Francis (Local Superior) and a 
whole circle of nuns. 

You have probably all seen vi ews of Loreto Abbey, 
the very house into which R ev. Mother T eresa Ball 
and her two young professed enter ed in November, 
1822 . . . The r eception room and the r ooms on 
three sides of it are marble-floored and have 
mantelpieces in marble over wrought-iron fireplaces. 
The woodwork is polish ed mahogany, the walls are 
high and the ceilings decorated. The inscription on 
the p edestal that holds a finely carved bust of R ev. 
Mother T eresa Ball sp eaks of h er h aving es tablish ed 
the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary in Ireland 
in 1821. H er e we were m e t and treated like Irish 
princesses, we said , and yet as dau ghter s of the same 
foundation. P erhap s our family names of K elly and 
O'Connor won the former distinction , as l.B.V.M. 
did the latter . . 

It was the end of November when we r each ed the 
green I sle of Erin. The grass was green and 
velvety, the h ed ges wer e green , and very few trees 
were leafless. In the course of five d ays we visited 
all the Lore tos within r each , the Abbey car t aking 
us and M.M. Hilda with u s . . . W e were surp·r ised 
at the amount of property and at the number of 
pupils ever ywher e we went, boarders as well as 
day pupils . . . A t the Abbey the school uniform 
is much like ours, navy blue with white collars and 
cuffs; in most of the other schools it is a tunic of 
some lighter gr een with white or beige blouse. The 
girls looked so bright and friendly as we passed 
from class to class that we finally found a class to 
sing what was in our minds: " When Irish E yes are 
Smiling." 

Ever ywher e in our short vi sits we experienced the 
cor dial sisterliness that made u s at home at once . . . 
Portraits of Mary Ward are seen in parlours or 
community rooms, and in the Noviceship at the 
Abbey. The community room at the Abbey bears 
witness with its portraits of Superiors to R ev. Mother 
Ter esa Ball's faithful loyalty and devotion to the 
Bar Convent of h er first years in r eligion . 
Each evening as we r ested before the glowing coals 
of the grate fires in our rooms after the full d ay 
we gathered up precious m emories to share with 
you all. The last day we sp ent entirely at " home" 
and went ever ywher e indoors and out. W e visited 
the nuns' cem eter y and knelt at the grave of R ev. 
Mother Ball and at the grave of our own R ev. 
Mother Stanisl au s Liddy. 

A day's train ride across Ireland to Killarney led 
us to r eflect on Irish history. Was it because of 

* Rev. Mother General was on a visitation in South 
Africa.-Ed. 

centuries of landlordism that the coun try h ad the 
look of pasture rather than of farm land ? The train 
made few stops for the first h alf of the journey but 
we noted Irish fri endliness and goodness written on 
the faces of officials and station p or ters . . . At 
Killarney all the classes are conducted in Gaelic, 
prayers and hymns and Divine Praises after 
Benediction also. The nuns have Gaelic 
qualifications. H ere I might digress to say that there 
is awa y up in Donegal a Governmen t t rain ing school 
for teache ~·s of Gaelic which is sta ffed by Loreto 
nuns. 

An hour or so after we got h ome (from a 
delightful trip of five hours among th e beauties of 
Killarney) , M.M. Evangeline took u s u p to thr; 
little balcony on the third floor to watch the sunset. 
H ere we could appreciate the situa tion of this fine 
convent. Looking west there is nothin g to obstruct 
or m ar the view on Lake Ardagh and the four 
mountains outlined against the sk y: Tore, The 
Tomies, Eagle's N est and Mangerton all easily 
distinguishable. The lake, a sec tion of Lower Lake, 
is only a few hundred ya rds from our doorway. 
The sun went down in rosy colours behind Eagle's 
N es t. Lore to Convent h ere r em inded us of the 
situation of our own Niagar a Falls convent. 

LORETTO A BB EY, TORON T O , CANADA 

Back in Dublin we were welcom ed like prodigals 
at the railway station and at the Ab bey. It was the 
feast of M.M. Francis, December 3rd, and in the 
evening we enjoyed two good movies in the Concert 
Hall put on in h er honour, the second one being of 
the Holy F ather , St. P eter 's and the Vatican; 
commentator: Mgr . Fulton Sh een-a grand renewal 
for u s before placing the Atlantic between us and 
Rome. 
Loretto Abbey, Toronto. 

Apr il, 1951. 
M. MARGARITA, 

I.B.V.M. 

[It was good of Mother Margarita to allow us to 
make extracts. Because of pressure on space we 
confined ourselves to contacts with the I.B.V.M, thus 
regretfully omitting her full and in teresting account 
of the Holy Year in Rome.-Ed.] 
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The Centenary of Loreto Conven~ 
I.B.V.M., Man·chester 

The coincidence of the two centenaries, that of 
the Restoration of the Catholic Hierarchy in England 
and that of the foundation of Loreto Convent in 
Manchester, is by no means an accidental 
occurrence. The year 1851 was marked by the 
steadily-growing influx of families from the 
famine-stricken countrysides of Ireland. Nothing, 
however, could rob them of their faith; it was their 
main source of strength in facing the rigours of 
exile. These stricken families little realised they 
presented the Catholic clergy in England with a 
new problem-the social and spiritual needs of 
increasing numbers of the Catholic poor. 

This extraordinary growth in the Catholic 
population in England was by no means confined 
to the industrial areas. The Oxford Movement, 
inspired by Newman, had converted large numbers 
of the upper classes to their ancient faith. Hence 
arose the need for the higher education and 
spiritual training of the laity. As might have been 
expected, the restoration of the Hierarchy did not 
pass without bitter comment. It stirred into flame 
the embers of religious bigotry and anti-Catholic 
antagonism throughout the land. This was expressed 
among all ranks of society, from the ponderous 
protests of her Majesty's faithful Commons to the 
less dignified reprisals to which the first Loreto 
nuns were subjected in the streets of Manchester. 

The Salford Diocese, to which Manchester belongs, 
was one year old in October, 1851. In the "dark, 
satanic mills" and wretched hovels of Lancashire 
slums, Catholic families, parents and children, 
dragged out a miserable existence. To the heartless 
employers of that capitalistic age they were but 
"hands"-the smaller the cheaper. But to Bishop 
Turner and his fellow-clergy they were children of 
God, whose immortal souls had been ennobled by 
the waters of Baptism. These were destined to be 
the guardians of the Catholic Faith for the next 
generation. Their children, now England's children 
and victims of the cruel factory system, would be 
the torchbearers of the Truth. The misery of their 
surroundings never stifled the loyalty of these people 
to their Catholic Church and its pastors. From their 
miserable earnings they gave generously towards the 
parochial building fund and St. Wilfred's Parish 
Church stands to-day a monument in stone to this 
generosity. The Catholic clergy were aware also of 
the need for centres of instruction and social care 
long before the advent of state action in the field of 
education. Hence in 1851 St. Wilfrid's Parish, 
Manchester, could boast of a school for poor 
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children. Although the structure was almost 
completed, the difficulty of providing teachers 
presented a new problem in those days when there 
was no provision for their training. The Parish 
Priest, Canon Toole, set off on a quest for help from 
existing Religious Teaching Orders. In September, 
1851, he made his appeal to Mother M. Teresa Ball, 
l.B.V.M., Superior of the Loreto Abbey, 
Rathfarnham, Dublin. 

The request was no sooner made than answered, 
and on October 2nd six members of the community 
left their beloved Abbey for the Manchester mission. 
Their immediate arrival had not been anticipated by 
Canon Toole, hence no place of residence had been 
acquired for their use. But the Canon courteously 
placed at their disposal the Presbytery, while he 
and the resident clergy found lodgings elsewhere. 
On the railings outside the presbytery hung a grim 
reminder of the prevailing anti-Catholic hostility in 
the form of a warning i:o the effect that the church 
and dependent buildings would be burned down 
that night. But these valiant pioneers had left their 
homes and country not to seek security nor comfort, 
but solely for the salvation of souls dear to their 
Master, hence their willing acceptance of difficult 
circumstances in the true missionary spirit. Extracts 
from their first letters written to Rev. Mother Teresa 
Ball express this apostolic attitude. Bedsteads 
ordered for their use had not been delivered-yet, 
"\Ve slept most comfortably on the floor." Again 
we read, "people stare at us as though we were wild 
Indians," but this same letter ends triumphantly, 
and no less prophetically-" . . . Yet, this is a 
glorious Mission." 

While awaiting the completion of the school 
building, the nuns instructed a few private pupils 
in the Presbytery each day. But they were 
conscious of the desperate need for instruction among 
the children of their neighbourhood. In a 
contemporary letter written by Mother Teresa Ball 
to Loreto Missionaries in Canada she refers to 
"three thousand poor children running wild in St. 
Wilfrid's Parish, Manchester." The Lancashire 
Mission fields were indeed "white to the harvest'" 
and the nuns knew it. Further delay was impossible, 
so on December 12th, 1851, St. Wilfrid'6 
School was opened, although there was no seating 
accommodation available for several days. 

In 1853 Brookside House, the nucleus of the 
present Grammar School block of buildings, be<;ame 
the home of the Loreto Nuns, and the Loreto Convent 

(Continued at foot of next page) 
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Loreto Native Missions: South Africa 
When the group of pioneer nuns left Rathfarnham 

in 1878 to make a foundation in Pretoria, capital of 
the Transvaal, they were facing more difficulties than 
many pioneers. The disturbed state of the Boers 
Jed South Africa to the brink of war in the following 
year. The real thing came in 1880 when the convent 
had to endure the trials of a siege. It housed 
troops and refugees as well as nuns and pupils. Then 
came the Boer War in 1901 when the situation 
looked so dangerous for the mms that Rev. Mother 
Gonzaga Barry invited them to come to Australia 
for the duration of the war. It was like that good 
Mother's hospitality, but Loreto in Pretoria saw the 
war through, fostering at the same time a new 
foundation at Lydenburg. Perhaps the most trying 
element in the Transvaal has been the bitter 
hostility of the Calvinists, descendants of the Dutch 
settlers. Even to-day Catholics have to make their 
way in the midst of an unfriendly and bigoted 
population. 

GLEN COWIE 

Until 1929 our nuns in South Africa taught only 
European children- Natives are almost outcasts. But 
th e nuns turned their thoughts very often to those 
poor natives and wished to h elp them. At last their 
hour came: their co-operation was requested by the 
Sons of the Sacred H eart (a German Missionary 
Order) on their large missionary farm at Glen 
Cowie, far out across the veldt, 80 miles from the 
nearest small town. A group of nuns gladly went. 
At that time there was not a single Catholic within 
a radius of 50 miles. Now there are hundreds, and 
we can well believe a r ecent visitor who reports that 
"it is most consoling to see the reverence of the 

(Concluded from page 10) 

has continued throughout the century, and is 
regarded as a centre of Catholic life and apostolic 
activity, no less than a source of high intellectual 
and cultural attainment. 

To-day, Loreto in Manchester represents every 
aspec t of the educational world. Six large, free 
schools with a total average population of three 
thousand Catholic children are in charge of the 
nuns, and it should be remembered that these 
schools were built and maintained long before the 
state paid the salaries of teachers. The original 
Convent site now comprises an all-Catholic Lower 
School, and a Grammar-school of nearly six hundred 
pupils. Here the girls are prepared for entrance 
into all available professions. This centenary year 
has been a vintage in the intellectual field , as Senior 
girls have secured places and scholarships to the 

natives in their little church. They attend two 
Masses on Sundays, praying aloud and singing 
lustily." Our nuns, who number five, are in charge 
of a native hospital where at present there are 60 
patients ; they also run a hostel for girls who attend 
a school run by the priests and by a native sisterhood 
known as the " Daughters of the Immaculate H eart 
of Mary." This Native Sisterhood was found ed in 
1948 by the Bishop and is trained by and attached 
to the Loreto Nuns. 

FINE MISSION 

Let us look at the Mission as it is to-day: The 
car drives up a winding avenue bordered with fine 
jacarandas. In b etween their trunks we see the 
school buildings grouped at one end of a clearing. 
The hum of voices contains familiar elements: the 
chanting of tables, reading aloud, song, drill in the 
open. Now the car halts between two buildings
one obviously the Mission Church, the other a 
one-storey rambling building with a verandah which 
proves to be the commissariat block: Dining-room 
for guests, refectory for nuns, kitchen, and refectory 
for Fathers and Brothers. Out from the kitch en 
comes the white-habited cook (Sister Aidan ) smiling 
a welcome. She is an enthusiastic who has mastered 
German cookery for the sake of her male clientiele, 
retains Irish for Loreto, and is adding the choicest 
of Italian dish es under the guidance of the Italian 
doctor's wife. To her daily cares for the household 
are added very frequently crowds of visitors curious 
to see the remote Mission, and, naturally, dep endent 
on its hospitality- the n earest town 80 miles across 
the veldt. 

(Continued on next page) 

Universities of Oxford, Cambridge, London and 
Manchester. 

A centenary year instinctively recalls the past, 
and what a debt of gratitude we Loreto girls now 
proudly acknowledge. How truly we can share the 
sentiments of our Cardinal, who in his centenary 
address at Westminster Cathedral last year ref erred 
to " the devoted labours of the nuns who have done 
such glorious work in the field of education and child 
welfare in this country." 

Our highest expression of gratitude must surely be 
a firm resolution to use our present opportunities 
for Catholic Action, and to play our part as the 
standard-bearers of Loreto ideals to the generations 
to come. 

RITA RIVERA and 
MAUREEN LAFFERTY, Form VI, 

Manchester. 
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DAUGHTERS OF THE IMMACULATE HEART 
OF MARY 

One of the interesting buildings is the Novitiate and 
future Mother House of the Native Sisters. A novice 
in her white and blue habit is busy gardening, two 
others cross the open space to the church which 
they tend with devoted and sl\ilful care. A postulant 
is on h er way to the dairy where she will help 
Sister Agnes deal with the milk supply- no small 
matter on a farm with 200" milch cows. Another 
postulant turns aside to the path leading to the 
hospital built with the h elp of generous donations 
from Loreto's Mission Fund, and run by two Loreto 
Nuns- one a trained nurse, the other in training
with the assistance of trained native nurses who are 
past pupils of the school. Later on in the day the 
band of nine Native Sisters from the Novitiate will 
meet for r ecreation. It could be a real Babel of 
tongues, as many dialects are represented; but the 
prudent Novice Mistress has allotted so many days 
to each: so one may hear Zulu, Sekuni, Basuto, 
Afrikaans, English. · It is well the Mistress 
understands them all. Their English is surprisingly 
good, and they write it easily and correctly. 

GIRLS AND BOYS OF THE MISSION 
The hostel houses 80 girls. Dormitories are simple 

in furniture-a long, bare room with presses all 

* This looks a terrific number even for a wonderful 
Mission alone on a high veldt in the Transvaal. Should 
it be 20?-Ed. 

Our Lady's Shrine 

* 

along one wall. Opening the presses you can sec 
rolls of mats. After her ablutions elsewhere each 
girl takes out h er mat, unroll s it on the floor, li es 
down and sleeps ! Beside the dormitory is a laundry, 
and beyond that another dormitory- and th t<n the 
fowl run where Sister Brendan has reared hundreds 
of hens and turkeys. The orchard is pink with p each 
blossom, and there are dozens of citrus trees. Outside 
is the tree-framed enclosure where one meets the 
natives of the surrounding Reserve. Gravely they 
greet us in their own tongue. By the fashion of 
hair-dressing and the metal rings on arms and legs 
one can recognize the pagans. They are friendly, 
for the Mission mill grinds their m ealies, and thi s 
is a centre for milk and other food- stuffs. Each 
year 30 or 40 are baptized on Holy Saturday, robed 
in white as in the early age of the Church. The 
Mission Fathers are doing a wonderful work for 
Our Lord, and for South Africa. 

"Levavi oculos meos ad montes": As our nuns 
say this verse from the P salms they really lift up 
their eyes to where the horizon is rimmed with peaks. 
At the back of the Mission rises the high hill 
crowned with the Cross erec ted at the beginning of 
Holy Year. Every Sunday groups of na Lives from the 
Mission make their Visits to gain the Hol y Y car 
indulgence and to pray in the church before the 
statue of Our Lady of Fatima. May sh e k eep all 
these dear souls in h er Immaculate Heart. 

-N. 

at Altoetting, Bava1'ia 
Since the year 1721, when a foundation of the 

l.B.V.M. was made at Altretting, our mms have been 
closely associated with the Bavarians in that region. 
When this foundation was made our Institute was 
already one hundred years old, having been founded 
by Mary Ward in Munich in 1626. The large number 
of affiliations all over Bavaria make this country 
specially interesting for all members and pupils and 
friends of the l.B.V.M. For that reason we have 
gone to some trouble to gather information about 
the age-old shrine of Our Lady at Altretting, so 
beloved by all Bavarians. 

OLDEST SHRINE IN GERMANY 

Accordii1g to popular tradition it is the oldest 
shrine in Germany and one of the most ancient in 
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the world. It is said that when St. Rupert preached 
the faith in Bavaria in the Sixth Century he erected 
a chapel in honour of Our Lady on this spot and 
consecrated the people of the district to their 
Heavenly Mother. The care of the shrine was later 
entrusted to the Benedictine monks by the King of 
Bavaria who erected a monastery there in 876. In 
course of time other churches and monasteries were 
erected close by. After the Benedictine monastery haJ 
been burned by the Hungarians the shrine came 
under the care of the Augustinians who guarded it 
for six centuries. And during all vicissitudes from 
the days of St. Rupert the precious image of Our 
Lady remained unharmed. For many years now, 
darkened with age, this wooden statue of Virgin 
and Child has been known throughout the world 
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as the " Black Virgin of Altretting." It is in the 
shrine enclosed in an octagonal church round which 
many other churches have been built during the 
centuries. Since 1872 it has been in the care of the 
Capuchin Fathers. 

PILGRIMS FROM ALL OVER THE WORLD 

Pilgrimages are constantly being made to Our 
Lady at Altretting. In the churches there, Holy 
Communion is distributed to more than 400,000 
pilgrims every year. Many Bavarian princes have 
shown special devotion to this statue. The first 
Elector, Maximilian I., is buried there. Over his 
tomb are the words, inscribed at his request: 
"Passing stranger, know that in life and in death 
Maximilian was devoted to Mary." Maximilian is 
remembered in the l.B.VM. as the friend and 
benefactor of our Foundress, Mary Ward. 

SAINT CONRAD 

For over forty years the saintly Capuchin 
lay-brother, Brother Conrad, was the porter at the 
monastery guarding the shrine. Hardly had he died 
in 1894 when Bavarians were proclaiming his 
sanctity; they prayed and worked for his 
canonization which took place in 1934. His relics 
were kept in the convent, l.B.V.M., for three weeks. 
Two of the nuns in the Community had grown up in 
Conrad's home district, and they were called to give 
evidence before his beatification. As we write we 
have before us a German journal open at the page 
showing a photograph of the impressive statue of 
St. Conrad holding in one hand a pitcher from 
which h e pours water, a detail of the fountain below 
tho base of the statue. The fountain is the 
Konradbrunnen, which was built by a grateful 
client and from which modern pilgrims quench their 
thirst or take home little bottles of Konradwasser. 

On the base of the statue is the inscription, 
BRUDER KONRAD. To his Bavarians he will 
always be just that: Brother Conrad. 

THE MADONNA OF ALTOETTING AND THE l.B.V.M. 

The firs t century of the work of our Institute 
had not drawn to a close when it suffered a severe 
rever se by the passing of Napoleon's Secularization 
Laws disbanding Religious Orders in Germany in 
1809. Napoleon particularly hated Bavaria for its 
sturdy opposition to his tryanny. His decree 
of secularization meant the almost complete 
suppression of our Institute in Germany. No novices 
could be received till after Napoleon's defeat in 1815. 
By then the wonder is that the Institute could 
gather together any of its members. When the blow 
fell on Altretting in 1809 the nuns said a sad 
farewell to the dear, dark, little Madonna, asking 
her very sp ecially to bring them back before long. 
By an unexpected leniency of governmental 

OUR LADY OF 
ALTOETTING 

NYMPHENBURG CASTLE, MUNICH . 

procedure the nuns returned to their convent within 
a few months. They knew where to say thank you. 

Last year Mrs. Streber , a friend of the nuns at 
Normanhurst, took her children over seas to v1s1t 
her mother in Belgium. She also vi sited h er 
husband's people in Bavaria. As Marie-Claire and 
Christine are pupils at Normanhurst, we h ave 
asked their mother and them to put down on paper 
a few thoughts about their visit to Altretting. As 
our readers will observe in the Junior Section the 
two little girls could not be r estrained in their 
memoirs. Bavaria was too small a field . 

M. (l.B.V.M., Normanhurst.) 

OUR VISIT TO ALTOETTING 

It was late Spring in Bavaria- the m eadows, fresh 
and green, sprinkled with bright flowers; the 
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mountains, still in their white cover of snow. We 
found all over the countryside the typical Bavarian 
village churches and wayside chapels. Most of the 
houses are painted, and carry on their outside walls 
pictures of saints. On many houses are pictures or 
statues of Our Lady. It is not without reason that 
Bavaria is known as "Mary's Kingdom." As we 
travelled through the countryside we felt the 
influence and sense of history, even though the little 
towns and villages stood peacefully in the valleys of 
the mountains as they have done for centuries. 

The cities told another story. In Munich, the 
Bavarian capital, we saw hardly a house which had 
not been damaged; and ' the havoc wrought on 
churches and palaces was extreme. The castle of 
Nymphenburg-outside the city-is the Mother 
House of the l.B.V.M. in Bavaria since the days in 
1835 when King Ludwig I. sent to Augsburg for a 
group of the English Ladies, as Mary Ward's nuns 
were called. In truly kingly fa shion Ludwig made 
over to the Institute. a large portion of his own 
summer palace to be used as a convent and 
boarding school. It is a very beautiful place. 

From there we drove through peaceful districts 
to Altretting. As we came to the market-place of 
thi s little town we saw a procession of pilgrims 
arrive to offer their prayers to the Madonna of 
Altretting. These pilgrims looked as if they had 
walked for days. No one whom I asked knew 
where they came from as they did not speak 
German. People suggested that they had come from 
Easte1·n Europe where Russian occupation had 
obliged them to leave everything incJuding their 
homes to which they could never return. Their 
thoughts had turned with hope to the dark Madonna 
of A ltretting. 

After visiting the shrine of the wonderful Virgin 
and Child, we went to the convent which is in the 
main stree t of the town. We received a gracious 
welcome from the Mothei· Superio1· and a group of 
nuns incJuding Mother Henrika. * W e had messages 
for the nuns from Normanhurst, especially from 
Mother Columba 'j- and Mother Perpetua who were at 
school at Altretting. It is a beautiful convent with a 
large school. The gardens are spacious and 
well-kept, very sensibly given over in these hard 
times to the cultivation of fruit and vegetables. The 
grounds were still disfigured by air-raid trenches. 
The nuns told us how good the American troops had 
been to them, and to all the refugees whom they 
sheltered in the convent. That was the only praise 
we ever h eard of the Allies during our stay in 
Germany. Of course it is a deep question- too deep 
for di scussion h ere. I can only speak of the 

* German translator of "Love is a Light Burden" by 
Mother M. Oliver, I.B.V.M. 

t Stop Press-The death of our dear M.M. Columba 
occurred after these pages had gone to press.-Ed. 
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attitude of the people I met, but it was a 
disappointment for me to find so much dislike of 
the Americans among the Bavarians. I know they 
have been through terrible things but I feel that 
the deep religious sense of the Bavarian p eople will 
restore to them their inward and outward se renity. 

MARGUERITE STREBER, 
Sydney. 

VISIT FROM A SYDNEY PRIEST 

I went with one of the nuns to Fr. Ian Burns' 
ordination; and the nex t clay he came here to tea 
with his mother, his mother's fri end and half a 
dozen companions of his from Propaganda- each 
one of a different nationality. An exa mple of 
Parthians and Medes and Ethiopians- well , if not 
quite that: there was hi s own special fri end , a 
Chinese priest; there was al so an Indian, a Greek, 
a Norwegian . . . Afterwards they gave us Solemn 
Benediction, and then Fr. Ian and the newly
orclained Chinese priest gave us their blessing, which 
was a joy for the whole house. It was a delightful 
occasion. 

l.B.V.M., Via Nomentana, Rome. 

INTERLUDE: 

A few weeks ago Father P e ter Kelly, S.J .*, brought 
to ~ee us a Dutch fri encl"f vis iting Rome wi th his 
daughter, and he gave us further details of Mother 
Antonia 's happy d eath. I am sure you miss h er .. . 
Our immediate worry h ere is a production of scenes 
from Twelfth Night with incidental music. Also on 
hand are the entries for the Cambridge examination s : 
fifty-three for the Lower ; thirty-seven for the 
Proficiency . 

-1.B.V.M., Via NomE!ntana, Rome. 

* The son of Sheila Kelly (Mann), past pupil, 
Normanhurst, 

t Mr. Hendriks, of Sydney, with Maria, a past pupil 
of Kirribilli. 

A MATTER OF TASTE: 

Teacher (speaking of the French Revolution, and 
using an occasional French pronunciation) : Then 
they set ~p the Tricolor. 

Pupil (preparing to take a note, while muttering 
audibly) : What a weird law! I've h eard of the Salt 
Tax. But, the Treacle Law! 
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Loreto Abbey, Mary's Mount, Ballarat 
A MEMOIR 

Fifty years ago the beautiful Church of Our Lady's 
Immaculate Conception was completed at Loreto 
Abbey, Mary's Mount, Ballarat. The memory of the 
loved bcncf actress is still cherished by nuns and 
children. This year, instead of the usual 
contributions to "Loreto," we have decided to tell 
once again the story of a beautiful life, and of 
a wonderful answer to prayer. We quote from 
"Loreto Eucalyptus Blossoms" of 1899. * 

DIE HOCH-WOHLGEBORENE REICHSGRAFIN 
ELIZABETH WOLFF-METTERNICH 

THE MOST NOBLE COUNTESS OF THE REALM, 
ELIZABETH WOLFF-METTERNICH, ENFANT DE 

MARIE, R.I.P. 

The subject of this memoir was, in her charming 
personality, a meet representative of a n~ble house. 
But ye t a higher claim had the Lady Elizabeth _on 
the interest of a Christian people- in her vems 
flowed the blood of a Saint, whose memory is one of 
the most widely honoured on earth- St. Elizabeth 
of Hungary. In the generations which separate the 
Lady Elizabeth from her sainted ancestresses appear 
some of the highest and proudest names of Europe, 
till we reach Count Metternich and his wife, Countess 
Nesselrode Metternich, parents of the subject of this 
memoir: 

In Castle Gracht, on the 18th May, 1876, Elizabeth 
was born. For six short years she lived in that 
beautiful home, "the loveliest spot on earth," she 
said, speaking of it some days before her ~epartu~e 
from Australia in 1899. The gardens with their 
wealth of fl~wers spoke to the artist soul of the child, 
and the lake with its tiny island afforded opportunity 
for many a childish prank. Her mother, the 
Countess Hedwig, worthy descendant of a sainted 
line had asked this daughter of Heaven, and had 
con~ecrated her from her birth to the Blessed Virgin, 
placing on h er neck the medal of Our Lady, which 
the girl was to prize in after years, as a pledge of the 
love of an earthly and of a heavenly Mother. Over 
her bed there hung a picture of h er glorious 
Protectress. 

The Countess Hedwig was accustomed to assemble 
her maids each day, at a fixed time, to spend with 
them some hours working for the poor, thus 
perpetuating the traditions of Thuringia's saint. 

Such was the atmosphere which surrounded the 
affectionate, vivacious, and rather wilful child. The 
family consisted of four girls and two boys. 
Elizabeth, the youngest girl, was specially beloved 
by her father. When about to leave the castle to 
attend at court, he would send for the little one that 

* Slightly abridged.-Ed. 

she might see him in his court dress and bid him 
goodbye. 

LEFT AN ORPHAN 

Her devoted mother was early taken from her 
children. Before she died she asked her little 
Elizabeth to promise that she would say the 
Memorare every day. The promise was faithfull y 
kept. The death of the father closely followed on 
that of the mother, and Elizabeth at seven years of 
age was an orphan. 

One of the last recollections of her father was of 
herself climbing on his bed to give him strawberries 
which she had gathered, knowing he liked the fruit. 
The sick man made a violent effort to swallow one to 
gratify his "Sunshine." The · child cherished his 
memory with passionate affection, and as sh e grew 
older she often lay awake at night thinking of him, 
longing for a sight of him. Every souvenir of h er 
parents she treasured-the few letters she had 
received from them; the photograph of her father 's 
room, in which she loved to point out the sofa where 
she used to sit beside him; the press on which at 
intervals her height was marked; the views of the 
castle grounds. 

The death of her father placed the little Countess 
under the care of a married sister, and Castle Gracht, 
with its beautiful flower gardens, was exchanged for 
a home in a forest castle. At first the child thought 
that she could never he reconciled to the change, hut 
gradually she grew to love trees even more than sh e 
had loved flowers; they became as fri ends to h er. 

She spent some time in a Convent of the Sacred 
Heart, where, according to her own account , sh e gave 
the nuns ample opportunities for practising patience. 
It is a proof of the child's earnest disposition and 
sense of justice that the nun to whom she was most 
attached was one who was very strict. 

She made her First Communion during h er stay. 
The event must have made a deep impression on 
one of her strong faith and ardent character. A silver 
crucifix, a gift of her godmother on that great 
occasion, was among the treasures she most prized . 
Then followed some years in the forest home. There 
the child grew up beautiful, vivacious, enthusiasti c, 
with determined will, strong affec tions, and 
eager mind bursting for knowledge. 

GIRLHOOD 

We can picture her in those days, now riding full 
speed, exulting in the swift motion, now allowing 
her steed to choose his pace, now seated under the 
spreading branches, her mind away in the future. 
Her dreams, however, varied in their nature, held 
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always some noble aims, they were indeed: 
" dreams of high aims and golden days," and showed 
the intellectual tendencies of h er tastes, the natural 
goodness of h er heart, and h er appredation of higher 
things . Lives of the Saints fired h er enthusiasm , and 
she de termined to follow their footsteps. 

But E lizabeth was no m ere dreamer , sh e had an 
acti ve n a ture, a mind capable of many interests. 
H er bi r d s, h er dogs, h er gun, h er horses, each 
r eceived attention. She learned ever ything that 
cam e in h er wa y. The woodman taught h er how to 
fell a tree, the sh epherd initiated h er into the 
secrets of sh earing. She even learned to shoe a 
horse. Sh e exulted in training h er own horse, the 
more high-spirited the steed the better pleased was 
sh e. 

T rue daughter of the dear Saint of Hungary, love 
of the poor burned brightly in h er young h eart, and 
led h er footstep s to their homes. The village 
child ren gather ed round the fair child Countess who 
gave alms with so gracious a manner. Once sh e made 
h er way into a cabin and h er willing, deft hands 
performed lowly offices for some motherless children. 

TRAVEL 

Childhood and girlhood passed . Sh e attained her 
m aj ority and a t once began to carry out the plans 
form ed in the forest day dreams. She d etermined 
to t ravel. Because of h er delicate h ealth, a sea 
voyage be in g deem ed advisable, sh e sk e tched for 
h er self a rathe r compreh ensive programme. 
Australia , India, Japan wer e to be visited before h er 
re turn to Europe. 

Accompanied by h er chaperone, Miss Ryan , and by 
h er faithful Germ an maid, Katherina, who, 
for h er sake, over came h er intense dislike to 
the sea, the Countess sailed on S.S. Himalaya, 
and aft er a pleasant voyage arrived in Au stralia. 
H aving spent some time in South Australia, sh e 
proposed continuing h er journey eastward, but, 
being d esirous of seeing a mining city, she 
visited Ballarat, the Golden City. Her eagerness 
to enter into all inter es ts and h er simplicity 
wer e shown b y the fact that she purchased a 
miner 's right and provided h er self with a shovel. 

Having learned that ther e was a Lore to Convent 
in Ballarat sh e determined to call on the nuns, for a 
dear young friend in Germany, a pupil of Loreto 
Abbey, Rathfarnham, had often spoken in glowing 
terms of " our nuns" and the impulsive Lady 
E lizabeth decided to make their acquaintance. Then 
an idea struck h er that she would ask the nuns 
to receive h er as a boarder and to allow h er to 
study for m atriculation. 

ARRIVAL AT MARY'S MOUNT 

At the convent door sh e presented h er self as 
" Miss Metternich." Her request to become a pupil 
was m e t with some coldness, but, on a second 
interview, this time with R ever end Mother , she was 
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more successful. H er youth and sh y charm overcame 
Rev. Mother 's objec tions, and an arrangement was 
made by which " Miss Metternich" would come to 
board and to r eceive tuition. R ev. Mother was 
sorry for " the poor foreign" lady. As it turned out, 
Elizabeth r eally wish ed to stud y quie tly, and , 
probably weary of the stately e tiquette which in the 
old German families is so rigorously observed , 
rejoiced in the prosp ect of pe rfec t fr eedom ; she 
disliked publicity also, and under stood well that h er 
high rank would draw much attention on her. She 
k ept up the fictitious role sh e had assumed for some 
days, enjoying the novelty of waiting on h er self, 
unpacking h er trunk, arranging h er hair, and in fine 
being h er own maid, and though she consented to 
have h er secret divulged, yet asked to be still , 
except to the nuns, " Miss Metternich." However , by 
degrees, sh e, laid aside this incognito, h er chaperone 
joined h er and, later on, he r faithful maid (whom 
sh e had left in a convent in Melbourne, not wishing 
to ask for accommodation in Mary's Mount ) was 
sent for, and was delighted to be once more with h er 
" Dear Comtesse." The room now called St. Elizabe th 's 
was given up to " our child," as the nuns styled h er. 
From the beginning they felt inclined to bestow 
on h er a kind of protecting motherly affection. " Our 
child" understood it, valued it and r eciprocated it 
with all the warmth of h er p eculiarly grateful n a ture. 
"I · trust you implicitly," was her emphatic 
declaration. She proved h er affection b y yielding 
to the nuns' wishes and submitting to their 
arrangem ents, even when they ran counte r to h er 
own inclinations as was often the case, esp ec ial! y 
when care of h er h ealth was in ques tion. 

STUDIES AND SPIRITUAL GIFTS 

With r egard to h er eagerness to study, sacrifices 
were also r equired of h er. She took up with 
enthusiasm and evinced a special P.artiality for Latin, 
Greek and mathematics. She had h er desk in the 
schoolroom wher e sh e attended several classes. 
When the nuns, seeing that over-application was 
telling on h er, shorten ed he r hours of study and 
lessened the number of subjects, sh e submitted, 
although the obedience involved a real sacrifice. A 
master who occasionally saw written work of the 
pupils, and who probably had not the least idea 
who sh e w,as, wrote on h er history paper , " your 
grasp of motives would give you a distinguished 
place among students of statecraft. " 

H er taste for music was very marked. Sh e loved 
it with what may be characterised as an artis tic, 
intelligent love. Sometimes she appeared in the 
paddock at outdoor r ecreation or joined in the 
evening dance. She was ever r eady to do h er part 
towards making feast days happy, and during the 
midwinte r holidays sh e contributed much to the 
success of the entertainment which was intended to 
greet the nuns at the close of their r etreat, and was 
prepared by the few girls who r emained for the 
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vacation. Tableaux depicting scenes from the life 
of "the dear Saint" formed part of the proceedings, 
and, as the Countess represented her sainted 
ancestress, they were very interesting. 

The piety of the Countess gave great edification. 
Although she suffered freqently from sleeplessness 
and weakness she was not often absent from the 
early Mass. Meditations were faithfully made, 
Rosary recited. She became a member of the 
Apostleship of Study and wore the same badge as 
the schoolgirls. 

She followed the exercises of the Children's 
Retreat, and later, on the Feast of Our Lady's 
Nativity, 8th September, she was received into the 
Sodality of the Blessed Virgin, having been for some 
time previous an aspirante. For the ceremony she 
had a simple white dress made, although her 
wardrobe afforded her a wide selection of 
fashionable costumes. She received the broad blue 
ribbon of the schoolgirl, and she did not lay it aside, 
even when it did not harmonise with a dainty 
toilette. 

THE MELBOURNE CUP 

When the great National Cup Festival approached, 
the nuns suggested to Lady Elizabeth that, as she 
was an enthusiastic rider, she would derive pleasure 
from witnessing the races, and besides she would 
have an opportunity of seeing a typical Australian 
gathering. The suggestion commended itself to her 
and was adopted, and November, 1898, found her 
sharing the gaieties of Cup week under the 
chaperonage of Janet, Lady Clarke, of whose 
kindness the Countess retained pleasing and grateful 
remembrance. The kind hostess, writing of her 
guest, said that her sweetness, simplicity, and beauty 
won all hearts. 

A few words now and then showed the high ideal 
the girl was capable of forming, and revealed the 
uprightness and generosity of her character. A sister 
told her the legend of the monk who concealed his 
talent from the outside world, and refused to 
proclaim himself the painter of a picture, which 
Rubens declared took the palm from him, and who, 
to secure himself from temptations to ambition, flung 
into the stream palette and colours, once idols of his 
h eart. The story touched the Countess, but she 
remarked, "My idea of sacrifice would be to keep the 
brushes and canvas in sight and yet never use them." 
The simple words told their own tale of appreciation 
of the greatest of sacrifices-constant renunciation. 
Another day when the subject was Cardinal 
Manning's book, "Sin and Its Consequences," she 
said to a Sister: "I cannot understand how anyone 
could deliberately commit a mortal sin." Vanity had 
no hold on her, she liked what was pretty and 
becoming, and was exquisitely neat and orderly, 
but she never devoted much time to her toilette. 
Poor Katharina sometimes appealed to the nuns, 
exclaiming in a tone of distress, "De Comtesse, she 
will not allow me to try her dress again." 

FINE CHARACTER 

As her tastes and acquirements were wide in range 
and varied in nature, so was her character composed 
of many and contrary elements. Timidity and dislike 
to publicity, which made her at times shrink like a 
startled fawn from anything which drew attention 
on her, was joined to self-reliance and independence. 
The girl, who handled her revolver with as much 
ease as sh e did her needle, and who actually enjoyed 
danger, would make detours to r each her room in 
the convent, if strangers happened to be in the way. 
Fire, depth, and sweetness marked her singularly fine 
character, and the result was ardour, strength, 
graciousness. She was truly " deep-hearted," with 
strong affection which showed itself always in a 
touching trustfulness, and to which, though not 
demonstrative, she occasionally gave expression 
with the simplicity of a little child. Gratitude and 
straightforwardness also marked a character the 
faults of which, when conquered by a determined 
will, aided by grace, would be grand helps to 
sanctity. The very high ideals and aspirations of 
the young soul were known to few. 

As the time drew near for the return to Europe, 
Lady Elizabeth gave more open expression to her 
feelings of affection for Mary's Mount and her regret 
for leaving it, the thought of which caused her many 
a pang. At last she fixed on a plan, the hope of 
carrying out which lessened the pain of approaching 
separation. She would go home, spend some months 
in Europe, after which, if circumstances permitted, 
she would return to Mary's Mount to resume her 
studies and win the coveted University degree. 

END OF THE VISIT 

She had intended to take a trip to New Zealanil 
prior to leaving for Europe; however, she 
relinquished the idea and thus lengthened her 
stay in Ballarat. In January she determined 
to visit New South \Vales; however, when 
the day of departure arrived, a sharp attack 
of illness, increased most probably by fretting, 
made a delay necessary. When convalescent she 
set out, enjoyed the tour in the Blue Mountains and 
the visit to the Jenolan Caves, but returned to Mary's 
Mount with the delight of a child "coming home." 
A few quiet weeks followed. At last, however, the 
dreaded day, the 15th March, arrived. That morning 
she went to Confession and received Holy 
Communion; little did she think that It was her 
Viaticum. The swollen eyes told their tale, but no 
tears were shed when others could see them. 
Business w~s transacted, farewells said as calmly as 
if the poor heart were untroubled, yet it was very, 
very sad. On Christmas Eve the Countess had sent 
word to Reverend Mother that she intended to give 
either an altar or an organ to the Church, had 
begged her to say which she would prefer, and now 
at the last moment she spoke of the altar, asking 
directions concerning it. She sailed from Adelaide 
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in the S.S. Oceana. Bright, affectionate le tter s came 
from Alban y, and from Ceylon, where sh e spent a 
pleasant fortnight. " I wonder what you are doing 
n ow, giving a music lesson, I suppose ? How I wish 
I were getting one." "There is a lump somewhere, 
I almost think it is in m y h eart, and it will stay 
there, I think, till I see you all again. Goodbye 
from the far, far away." " Only seven months till I 
come b ack." 

Lik e a thunderbolt cam e the news of the death at 
sea, following as it did almost immediately the 
r eceip t of letters. Details anxiously looked for 
could n ot , of course, be had for some weeks, but 
wh en at last they cam e there was much in them of a 
n ature to give consol ation. 

DEATH AT SEA 
The L ady Elizabeth h ad thoroughly enjoyed h er 

stay in Ceylon. The pleasant fortnight over, she 
embarked on the S.S. Victoria. An attack of 
haemorrhage of the lungs came on when the 
vessel had been but two days at sea ; treatment and 
r est were effectual in checking it; but, always 
r eckless about h er h ealth, the Countess disregarded 
precautions, the r esult was a chill , and acute 
pneumonia having supervened the case became 
hopeless. Sh e was gently and kindly told that she 
would n ever r each London alive, that the end was 
n ear. There may have been a sharp struggle in the 
young h eart, which, however, accepted the fiat with 
resignation. The p ain during the short illness was 
acute, and from the time the Countess was made 
aware of h~r danger sh e spoke but little; the last 
words utter ed before sh e fell into an unconscious 
sta te were characteristic. Noticing near her the 
stewardess, sh e said: " I am giving you a great deal 
of trouble." For many hours she lay sp eechless, and 
apparently unconscious; prayers were r ecited by the 
bedside, and as the end approached her blessed 
candle and, indulgen ce crucifix, which, strange to 
say, sh e had been advised to keep r eady to hand 
lest sh e should die travelling, were h eld in h er dying 
h ands. A smile lit up her face, and at 12.40 a.m. 
sh e passed p eacefully away on the 28th April as the 
boat was passing through the straits of Messina. A 
letter from an officer of the Victoria, who, though not 
on board during the voyage, courteously gleaned 
la ter for the nuns all the information h e thought 
would be of interest , proves the kindly, sympathetic 
feeling roused by the death of the young Countess. 
"For many days the Countess spent the greater part 
of her time in prayer and devotion; sh e was fully 
aware that h er end was approaching, and so far 
from resisting it or even r epining sh e was more than 
r esigned and actually looking forward to her 
liberation from suffering. The Countess was quite 
unconscious for the last thirty-six hours preceding 
her decease, and during that time was prayed with 
by all the m embers of h er own faith who were on 
board. After h er death a mortuary chapel was 
extemporized where the body lay, and in which a 
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continual service was h eld until the arrival of the 
vessel in Marseilles." \ 

The body of the Countess was taken to Cologne 
where it was buried in the family vault. 

THE COUNTESS AND THE CHAPEL 
The Count von Spee, h er uncle, through his 

lawyer, intimated to the R everend Mother that 
Mary's Mount had not b een forgotten m the 
Countess' will. The document of the notary, 
although of a strictly legal character and 
consequently technical in its expression, yet breathed 
a spirit of faith and courtesy worthy of the grand 
Catholic family in whose name it was drawn up. It 
began with the following announcement: "The 
Most Noble Countess of the R ealm, Elizabeth Wolff
Metternich had fallen asleep in God, our Lord, on 
the 28th April, 1899," and concluded with the 
statement that according to the laws of Germany the 
sanction of the Emperor is required for bequests to 
foreign bodies, but that, owing to the very kindly 
feeling entertained by the family for the Convent, 
this would not in all likelihood be difficult to obtain. 

The Countess had, early in h er stay, shown an 
interest in the building of the Church, and had 
signified her intention of giving a necklace as her 
offering. Later, probably desiring h er gift to be 
something which would be, as it were, a portion of 
the edifice, sh e thought of an organ or an altar , 
Some days before her departure Lady Elizabeth 
was sitting with a nun on the low wall of the Church, 
the building of which had b een temporarily 
suspended, as several works of immediate necessity 
had made demands on the fund , and R everend 
Mother had r esolved to wait till God sem money 
for His own house. Noticing that h er comp anion 
seem ed somewhat sad the Countess enquired the 
cause ; the nun replied that sh e was thinking that 
the Church would not be finish ed for the Silver 
Jubilee of the House, 1900. " It will be finish ed ." 
the Countess exclaimed. 

It is no exaggeration to say that the n ews of the 
death sent a thrill of sympathy throughout 
Australia ; details, when available, were counted of 
sufficient interest to be given a place in the leading 
journals. That the interest was not confined to 
Australia has been proved by the fact that in New 
Zealand, America and many countries of Europe, 
lengthy obituary notices appeared. The suddenness 
with which the young life was cut short, the pathetic 
circumstances surrounding the final scene when 
taken in connection with the high birth of "die 
Hoch-Wohlgeborene R eich sgrafin Elisabeth Wolff
Metternich ," and h er connection with one of the 
best loved saints of the middle ages accounts for the 
widespread publicity given to the sad event. 

For thine own sweet sake will thy m emory, Young 
Countess, be ch erish ed in Loreto, and even when we, 
who knew and loved thee, shall have passed away, 
thou shalt not be forgotten. 

Mary's Mount, 1899. -M. 
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LORETO CONVENT, DAWSON ST., BALEARAT 

ROLL CALL 
LEAVING CLASS 
P. CZYJ'\SK l ( Head of the School) 
S. J ENK I NS (Prefect) 
A. HRENNAN 
K . BUTTON 
E. F ITZPATRTCK 

INTERMEDIATE CLASS 
C. WRI GHT (Prefect) 
M. GUY 
R. CARROLL 
A. PODRU R Y 
J . McARDLE 
M. CA I. N i l'\ 
C. C Af .N IN 
B. O W EN 

SUB-INTERMEDIATE CLASS 
J . MADDEN 
M . T UPPEN 
D . ROSSER 
B. LAMB 
M. O 'H ALLORAN 
M . PIER CE 
M. GUY 
M. M U RRAY 
S. SKINNER 
]. D UGGAN 
B . STACKPOOLE 
FORM III. 
J . ROBOTHAM 
H . NO LAN 
M . WALS H 
A. OPIE 
N . MURRAY 
B. McEVOY 
A. GUY 
E . DONNELLY 
L. WALK E R 
S. RJDSDALE 
P . T UPPEN 
C. K ENNEDY 
M. McA RDLE 
J. KEHOE 

FORM II. 
M. :\01.AX 
Y. ASHKAR 
M. PIER CE 
P. Q ! NI.Al'\ 
M. F ITZPATR I C K 
P . BROW N 
J. BE DFORD 
G. SM ITH 

FORM I. 
A. SUTHERLAXD 
S. MULLER 
F.. DOHLTE 
A. NUCC IO 
M. CALLAGHAN 

ELEMENTARY 
F . PYE 
M . BE RGI N 
A. DAVISOl\ 
:vr . STAPLETOX 
N. DONNELLY 
C. PARRO T 
F . DYNO N 
C. TWOMEY 
C. PROUT 
W . PR TTCH A RD 
J . A. B U RKE 
J. KERR l l'\S 
M. B A RR Y 

GRADE IV. 
M. CUM MINS 
J . McARDLE 
M. CO OK 
R. PITTARD 
L . GEMMOLA 
J. NO RTO N 
MOIRA Cl J:\ li\HXS 
ANGE LA RE 
F. CA l.L AGHAX 
C. CAL l.A GHAX 

GRADE III. 
M. J. MORRISOX 
M. MESA KS 
PAT WEBSTER 
PAM W E BSTER 
R. ADAMSOX 
M. HODD ER 
L. PALU :l<TBA 
M . COO K 
P . CALLA GHA N 

GRADE II. 
J. ] . F l :\D LAY 
J. CO L E 
J ANET :\ORTO:\ 
M. CO \IRIE 
K. COUG HLA :\ 
P ET ER RI CE 
B. RICI': 
J. COSTA 
A . RE 
C. TOR IX 
D. MESAKS 

GRADE I . 
SUE O'NEIL 
MARY COOPER 
MARGARET SCOTT 
DIANE GEMMO LA 
ILSE U PMALTS 
PAUL BONGIORJ\O 
LAWRENCE PARROT 
PETER B E R GTNS 
DA VTD H EW TTT 
PETER MADDEl\ 
PETER WEBSTER 
ROl\ALD MORRTSO K 
J OHN WHATE T. EY 
WA YNE WOODFORD 

PREPARATORY CLASS 
MARLENE HROADllEXT 
JA NTNE BRA\'l!ROOK 
DIANE TAYLOR 
MARY TARAXTA 
DEN I SE DOBLlE 
JOA!\" BRYAJ\T 
SELMA UPMA l.f S 
RER l\"ADETTE RICE 
J EXN ! FER D IA:\10XD 
DTANE SKINXER 
M ICHAEL TARAXTA 
FRA NC TS KENXEDY 
J OHN TORPE Y 
PA U L CASEY 
FRA NC I S V\'OO DFOH IJ 
DAVID HO l. U l'\S 
GARHY REY NO LDS 
MICHAEL MARTI:\ 
GERARD HEALY 
ROilERT R E 
OA VI D SCOTT 
PETER BORKOWSK\' 
PHILIP JOHl\"SOX 
MICHAEL BO:\'(;IOHXO 
BILL WILLIAMS 

KINDERGARTEN 
FHA J'\CES COOK 
R0IlY N ROSS 
FAYE WALKER 
A NTHO NY GREE:\ 
JOH N PITZIK 
TERR Y Wil.1 . I AMS 
GRAEME BURNETT 

MESSAGE FOR DAWSON STREET: 
We regret that some mishap prevented the Dawson 

Stree t photographs from arriving on time. But the 
girls there seem all alive, as may be seen from their 
writings and observant style.- Ed . 

GREETINGS FRO I GIBRALTAR 

Just before Holy W eek we had the happiness of a 
visit from the Provincial of Spain (J\ILM. Aloysius 
Murphy ) and the Superior of Seville (M.M. 
Colombi ere O'Neill) . They sta yed for a week and 
Mother Aloysius and I had a good chat about your 
dea r Mother Antonia. You must feel sad at h er 
loss. R.I.P. You will have h eard about the Poor 
Clarcs from Galway who leave on the 26th April 
to make a foundation in Sydney. One · of them, 
Siste r --, is a great fri end of mine. She is a 
daughter of T. C. Murray, the playwright, and an 
old Stephen's Green pupil. 

Loreto, I.B.V.M., Gibraltar. 

* 
FROM A JUNIOR ROOM IN A SPANISH LORETO: 

We are lowest class in the sch ool and we lose a 
lot of marks for talking in the wrong places. But 
we are very interested in everything in the college, 
esp ec ially in the games. We won the three-legged 
race in the sports and the egg-and-spoon race and 
we sang a duet and we got great applause. 

The Prep. bea t u s at the net-ball match, but I 
do not think they will beat us at the next. 

Our teachers are the same as last year, we are very 
glad to know. 

\Vhen Maria I sabel was told to write : " I must 
speak English " fifty times, sh e wrote : " I must 
s7ueak English." 

-CARMEN BONILLA. 
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LORETO CONVENT, PORTLAND 

WHISPERING PINES NEAR PORTLAND 
BEACH 

Do they whisper in the evening, 
Those pine-trees by the sea, 

Of pioneers and natives 
And the things that used to be? 

Does memory of children's laughter, 
That stirred the alien air, 

Come flooding on the silver tide 
That bore those children there? 

When the gleaming of the fairi es' mint 
Is thrown upon the sand, 

Do they dream of boats that landed there 
And a man that took command? 

SATURDAY AFTERNOON 

Saturday afternoon com es once again to Loreto, 
Portland. The u sual Saturday morning has passed , 
and now, after painting and looking at art ~odels 
for most of the morning, we are able to enJOY an 
afternoon of relaxation. 

Our first interesting p eriod is Music Club. Mother 
Teresa usually brings u s some recordings to which 
we may listen , or sometimes she plays for u s on the 
piano or' violin;. On one '.particular Saturday 
Mother brought us the recordings of the Holy Year, 
for example : "The Chimes of the Church Bells of 
Rome " "The Pope's Benediction," and a selection 
from 'the Vatican Choir. Our favourite recordings 
are those of Father Sydney McEwen. W e have 
managed to gather a numbe r of his r ecordings. All 
too soon this period ends. . . 

A very important Saturday afternoon period is 
Etiquette. At 2.15 p.m. punctually ~!other S~perior 
arrives for her talk: the conventional Do s and 
Don'ts are stressed. As in all Loreto Schools, 
etiquette forms an important part in our education. 
Each week the lesson s vary. For example we are 
shown how to hold a cup , how to enter a room, how 
to sit , how to write a l etter, and so many other 
"correct things." 

Darning Time ! Children disp er se and reappear 
from all dfrections, lade n with stockings, pullovers, 
blouses, overalls, e tc., which must h e m ended. 
" Whose bere t is this not marked? " the cry gof's 
round the room. All berets must be shown with 
n a mes clearly marked. W eek b y week some such 

Do they see once more a royal flag 
Where now stands a steeple tall ? 

A nd he·ar again through the swishing wa.ves 
The bugle's golden call? 

I think they do-those ancient pines 
That tell a tale of glory, 

The glory of a nation 
And its white unsullied story. 

A nd those, who hear and ponder 
011 what the gnarled p.ines say, 

Must k eep the tale untarnished 
For every earthly day . 

VERNA HAYES, 
Intermediate, P ortland. 

cry arises to cau se all berets, gloves, veil,- or the 
like to b e shown, each clearly marked. Another 
exclamation frequently h eard is : "Mother, I have 
no brown cotton!" or "I can ' t do it." Then the 
dressing-room Nuns must come to u s in our hour of 
need. W e are n ever sorry the h ell r ings this period 
to end, for after it comes our Saturday walk or swim. 

In the summe r months the beach is a great 
attraction for a Saturday afternoon. We u sually have 
a swim until 4 o'clock, which n ever com es too soon 
for hungry schoolgirls. W':i:-- ..;.'~ic" on Portland's 
b eautiful b each and then we often walk alon g the 
rocks until' it i~ time for study. One of our long 
walks is to the " Far Rock s," where the sea heats 
against the rock s. We love to sit on top listening to 
the wild sound. 

Portland,' with its many beauty spots, always 
provides an interes ting walk .on a Saturday 
afternoon; when the summer m onths have left u s, 
"Govey," as the Government paddock is named, is 
beautiful in Spring. The hush has not been cleared 
in this spot, therefore the wild Au stralian beauty of 
the bushland is h er e seen at its best. 

At the close of the afternoon we return to the 
Convent to study or write our h ome letters . until 
tea at seven , which is followed by recreation. 

At r ecreation our pianist, J osie, plays for us 
while we dance or sew. 

Thus done the tales, to bed we creep, 
By whispering winds soon lulled to sleep.'' 

PAM PIMBLETT {15), 
Portland. 

LORETO CONVENT, PORTLAND. 
H \I ]\ M ga ret Gregory Pamela Pimblett, Ell en Black, Marcia Forress, M arie T uo m y. 

RACK ROW: Vern a a yes. · . ~ ry 1 
oonan. M ar ·e M ar a;et Gash Marga ret :H effernan. Geo rg ia Fitzgerald. Cla ire Ca in . 

FOURTH ROV": CJ°rmeh Vivi a ~, lvfry D c1Ken..\:, · Rost~ck E ileen ' curry Barba ra H ansen. H elen Henderso n, M argaret L amb. Carole Clark. 
THIRD RO \V : Kath een To1yer1 .. · ev;,~ey _ oy We. a lshn Coral B ourke Marg~re t Gurry, J osephine Ca rroll , J ani ce Gil es. \ Venrly Kerr, Judith SECO:'-!D ROW: Mana iu r 111 g , ;u a111ee n , , 

M a thews, Shirley K enna. b E'l 01 A p It J G rry :Vfary O 'Ha lloran, Toni FROJ\T ROW: B eve rley Kenna. Elizabe th M cCabe, V eronica Coom es, 1 een ver, nn a erson , oan •U • 

Benne tt, Judith Gu rr y, Ann Maley. 
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LORETO CONVENT, NORMANHURST 
MAGIC CASEMENTS 

At the inaugural m ee ting of the First Division 
Literary Club this year we had the privilege of b eing 
present at a lecture on Poe try. It was given by Mr. 
Lynd Nathan"'", a wise critic and poe t. H e b egan by 
saying that poe try is an indelible r ecord of man's 
impressions of nature and the univer se. A poet has 
the gift of taking a commonplace r emark a~d 
transformin g it into a universal truth expressed m 
beautiful language. 

The lecturer 's first choice was an extract from a 
Greek drama, written b y Euripides and translated by 
Gilbert Murray. Even in translation we felt its d epth 
and philosophical beauty. B e tween the powerful and 
terrible lin es of Greek tragedy there are lovely 
descriptions of nature and lines of moral beauty that 
touch u s even now after so many centuries . These 
gleam s of gold gave u s a p eep through the casement 
that opens on the _ r ealm of poesy. 

Following this our lecturer read u s extracts from 
the Bible : I saias and the P salm s. One thought came 
to us powerfully out of the image of the "shadow 
of the great rock in the d esert." With spiritual 
insight, Mr. Nathan compared this rock to the 
Church , standing upright and giving shade to weary 
traveller s in the d esert of life. 

Then Shakespeare assumed his kingly place among 
other interpret er s of life. W e listened again with 
delight to his farewell to the sta ge in the closing; 
lines of " The T empest ," and felt again their strength: 

We are such stuff 
A s dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a slee p. 

From these beautiful line; we moved on to Milton, 
the poet and genius of Puritan England. His 
description of Twilight in Paradise, from " Paradise 
Lost ," was fin ely r ead by Mr. Nathan . W e felt deliµ;ht 
in listening to the lines, so majestic and solemn and 
yet so picturesque. The glorious contrast comes when 
the poet has d escribed how all living things had 
grown silent , "all but the wakeful nightingale" who 
raised h er swee t voice to break the silence. "Now 
glowed th e firmament with living sapphires" as the 

* Three of the daughters of Mr. and Mrs. Lynd 
Nathan are in our school. 

starry host rode out, and the Moon rising in clouded 
majesty unveiled h er p eerless light. 

Among the romantic poets Wordsworth was 
quoted, as he indeed expresses the spirit of hi s Age. 
M1·. Nathan selected for special treatment the "Ode on 
the Intimations of Immortality." It is more accurate 
to say that our l ec turer sel ec ted the firs t lines only 
for sp ecial treatment. We sh all n ever again read 
tho lines without r em emberin g hi s poetic 
interpretation of the line "Appar elled in celestial 
light." This was really the close of the l ecture, hut 
th e younger romantic poe ts, Sh elley and Keats, were 
not passed hy. Mr. Nathan seem s to h ave a special 
love for Shelley, and h ere h e open ed a most inviting 
casement. 

But what most of u s carried away with us was the 
r evelation of b eauty conta ined in Wordsworth's lines 
at the opening of his fine Ode. Perhaps it is not 
too much to say that the l ecture itself was 
"apparelled in celestial light, the glory and the 
freshness of a dream." 

JENNIFER CAMERON, 
DIANA MADDEN, 

Leaving Class, Normanhurst. 

CORPUS CHRISTI PROCESSION AT 
NORMAN HURST 

No need to covet N azareth's fields , 
Nor long for flower or brake 
That watched His com ing, felt His touch 
By roadside, hill or lake. 
For, oh, our garden is as blessed; 
Yes, every leaf and sod 
Has thrilled w it h eagerness and joy
They, too, ha.ve looked on God. 
For H e hat.h wa.lked among us all 
While sunbeams danced for mirth, 
And breezes from the scented Bush 
Dropped breathless to the earth. 
Oh, lovely is our garden old! 
So lovely and so dear, 
For God hath blessed us ' nea.th its trees, 
His trysting place is here. 

-M. 

LORETO CONVENT, NORMANHURST 
SENIOR SCHOOL, 1951 

B'ACK ROW: G. Ga ha, J. Willi ams, I. McLeod. J. Quinn , J. Studdert, J. M c Millan , A_. M. Chatfie ld, F. P ollard, G. Mullan , ,f, niake, P. 

H eafey A Monta ~ue A Binney, M. Carter, M. A. Evans . R A ]~ I K. O''.\'eill. J. Goddart!, J. 'fagney , SIXTH ROVI': s.· Alsake~. G. Aza1·, M . Gooden. c. Cattle, B . Noonan, J. Cameron, A. ouse, ' 0 i an , 

FIFTH ~·o~~wl~.e, O<;Co~~~ftin°KMSh~J~l~~s:,1.n,DS . D~~b~:eJ. Law, M . M. K night, A . Ward, M. H a ll, K. Dunnicliff, D. Clfadd en. D. Gibbs, i.\L 

Magu i1·e. G. Au s burn, T. Matha_. M. 7\forri ssey , J. H eat h,ersh aAw, H'll A K I ta; H Crawford A Curran S. i;: oves, JJ, ~[orlon, ~I. 
FOURTH ROW : E. D oh erty, n. Gardiner, V. Ward, S . Callagian, , t , • a o < • • • • • 

TH I RD ~00~o,cki~ .A·i.\8~~~,~~· .f'.· R~::,{, PP. RO~~~:ien. A. Doran , M . Phillips. J. Stevens, M. :Michael, E. Perry, C. Nathan, 'I. W eston. J. 
Ire land, B. Scullard, JVL Mason, M. Mi ll ar, C. Michae l. . A S r. H a ek r Hll c 

SECOND ROW : B. Weston, C. R obson, J. Dynon. M. Firth , A. Co llms, M. Gaha, M. Matha. J. Eccleston, . pora, "· Y , ~. ' ' , 

Duffy, G . Garner, C. Maso n. V. Nathan, L . W olff, M. Simmons, R. L ord, Il. R oche, ~1. O'Brien, D. ~1cCarrom, H. Zichlke, FRONT RO V\ ': M. Natha n. L. Scullarcl, 
A. Coll ess, P. M oroney, J. Zieh lke. 

ABSENT : J. Rickard. 
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LORETO CONVENT, NORMANHURST 
JUNIOR SCHOOL-UPPER DIVISION 

:BACK ROW: S. Azar. G. Mor rissey, L. Dawson. V. Kalo tas, 
J. Passmore. 

FIFTH ROW: M. McEvoy. M. Stubbs, L. J\icoll, J. Partridge, 
G. Hill, Il'. Leake, D . Monro. 

FOURTH ROW: D. Stevens, D. Hall, M. C. Streber, J. 
K ennedy-Green, E. Kenne<ly·Green, K . Banks. 

THIRD ROW: M. Kelly, C. Miller, A. Crimmin s, K. Rickard, 
I. Bennets. R. Wbeeler. 

SECOND ROW: C. Streber, L. Curran , C. ?11iller, D. O ' Brien , 
V. Hollingsworth. 

FIRST ROW: G. Partridge, R. Partridge, P. Crimmins, M. 
Burch , G. Kearney. 

ABSEN T: R. Baker, M. Davies. 
JUNIOR SCHOOL-LOWER DIVISION 

BACK ROW: L. Stephe ns, R. P ollard. P. Robson, J. Cohen. 
J. Hickey. 

SECOND ROW: S. Alsaker, R. Birch. C. Henderson, S. Blakeley, 
F . Cohen. S. Neylon. 

FRONT ROW: M. Meaney, D. Kielkowska, K. "1oroney, B. 
Rohan. D. Herriman. J. Cole. 

ABSE:\T: L. Schroeder, M. Gargan. 

C. Duffy, J. Cameron ( H ead of the School) , D. Gibbs, D. Madden, 
M. Blake. 

Darky is not a prefect, but he has a few self
imposed duties to which he is faithful. Motorists 
detest him. 



L ORE TO 

Schoo l Vignettes 
HAPPY DAYS AT MARRYATVILLE 

1. RETROSPECT: 
Loreto! My first introduction to Loreto came 

through my elder sister and brother who both 
attended school here; and I remember the morning 
Claire's new uniform arrived. Then followed the 
morning on which my Grandmother took me to the 
bus to see them off to school; and I remember 
coming to a concert in the ballroom- and seeing 
Claire as she stood in the front row, while her class 
recited "Brownies," right underneath the lovely 
blue hanging with the school crest woven into it. 
There were more concerts later, and sports days; and 
when at length I began school the pavilion was just 
finished. 

There are so many things to tell: my first part in 
the St. Patrick's Day concert, Sports Days, May 
Processions, and later the play of the Life of Mary 
Ward. Then by 1946 there were no longer only a 
dozen junior boarders, and I was in Grade VI- now 
almost a senior! The chalet or lunch room had been 
built during the holidays, and another class room 
was added--now called "the hut!" Also the tiny 
little chapel where Claire and Philip made their 
First Communion was becoming too small. 

The war was now over, so there were fetes and 
numerous other entertainments, including a concert 
by Philip Hargraves. When we came back to school 
in 1947 the ballroom was no more, nor was the 
little chapel. The new chapel was in the ballroom, 
while the old chapel room was used as a classroom. 
Oh , dear- I nearly forgot the Fatima play, and the 
term when our D team won the basketball shield! 
There are so many, many things. 

2. PROGRESS: 
By 1947 we had begun to dream about our new 

building, of which we were greatly in need. They 
still remained dreams, but now they were a little 
more vivid. Men came to inspect the premises, and 
after about nine months a permit came to say that 
we could go ahead with our plans. Mother Superior 
went ahead with hers, the architect went ahead 
with his, but the contractors failed to appear, and the 
material was unprocurable. The only drawback in 
the plans as far as we could see was that the new 
building was to destroy most of our sloping lawn, 
of which we were so proud. 

At last,. after many prayers, things began to move. 
We returned from the September holidays, 1949, 
to find an enormous hole in the middle of the lawn. 
That was the beginning of our new building. Every 
day men were at it from 8 a.m. till 5 p.m. 
Bulldozers were at work and little by little we 
watched it grow. Throughout the year hardly a 
brick was added to it without our noticing it. 

1950 came, but we still had no building. It was 
rather an exciting year-the fete, the mission drive, 
debates, the school dance, a frolic-all of which were 
a great success. In spite of the new building and all 
our diversions we managed to fit in a little school 
work and were rather pleased with our results. 

But 1951 was the answer to our prayers. We 
returned to school with great expectations of an 
early opening. This hope was disappointed. The 
weeks moved on faster than the building, and the 
first term was over before any signs of completion 
were evident. 

3. ACHIEVEMENT: 
People began to arrive a little after two o'clock, 

and by three the new hall was packed to capacity, 
and the people had to stand on and about the 
verandah. The Loreto children from Kindergarten 
to Leaving Honours formed a guard of honour for 
His Grace the Archbishop. It was a most pleasing 
sight when, half-way up the drive, His Grace stepped 
from his car and walked along greeting the children. 
Our building was to be opened! 

As we stood outside-there was no room for 
students in that crowded hall-straining our ears in 
a vain attempt to catch odd words of the speeches, 
recollections of the past two years flashed through 
our minds and we could picture it all again. We 
recalled the big red bulldozer with its old blackfellow 
driver, nearly brown from the dust made by his noisy 
machine, serenely unaware of the fact that he was 
causing so much excitement in the school. We saw 
the laying of the very first brick and felt again the 
thrill we experienced when we were first able to 
distinguish the shape of the rooms. Our thoughts 
brought us up to the present- to our return to school 
the day before. How we had rushed upstairs for the 
first glimpse of our new quarters! We were scarcely 
able to believe it when we saw our little rooms, each 
with its own dressing table and wardrobe and the 
pretty floral curtains running down either side of 
the passage. Downstairs, too, everything had 
exceeded our expectations-the spacious, airy 
classrooms fitted with fluorescent lighting for study, 
the new shoerooms, where each girl had her own 
compartment for tennis racquet, shoes, coat and hat, 
the pillared verandah which swept past the 
classrooms. 

I think the part with which the visitors were most 
impressed was the new dormitory. I overheard one 
man remarking, "Did somebody say this was a 
boarding school?" Yes, this was a boarding school, 
our school. We all agree that the 27th May, 1951, 
was our Great Day. 

1. ANGELA KENNEDY, 
2. PATRICIA CROWE, 
3. ALEXA McAULEY, 

Leaving Class. 
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NEDLANDS NEWS 
1950 : July-August. Midwinter brought the annual 

retreat, which was successfully conducted by 
Father Paige, C.SS.R. 

Our Junior Praesidia of the Legion of . Mary h eld 
their annual p arty on the first m eetin g in July. 

August 22nd. Feast of th e Imm acula te H eart of 
Mary, a sp ecial day for the Sodality of the Child ren 
of Mary. The Mission Dance h eld that evening in 
the sch ool hall proved a gr eat success. The varied 
forms of fancy dress were truly in genious. 

September-October. The senior school a ttended 
a sp ecially fine scr eening of " The Barber of Seville." 

With the first sign of spring- the wildflower s- the 
botany classes, escorted by Miss A. Meagh er , explored 
the hills around K alamunda and arrived back at 
sch ool laden with m asses of multi-coloured specimens. 

T he fete proved an outstanding success. The 
ch ildren were m ore inter ested in the pony rides than 
in the stalls which their parents found so intriguing. 

T h e seventh of the tenth month was the d a te 
born e in mind fo r some time by the French sch olars 
- the Alliance Francaise. We learned some week s 
later that all wer e successful. 

November-December. November 20th was the 
dreaded date- the commencem ent of Junior and 
Leavin g Examinations. 

December brought the tennis stroke contest at 
Kitch en er P ark. Our team distinguish ed itself by 
winning the rally competition over all m etropolitan 
schools. 

T h e Junior school concert provided bright 
entertainment, with the young p erformer s enjoying 
themselves as much as did the audience. Their 
effort r eflected cr edit on their teacher s' work during 
the preceding weeks. 

Loreto Day : The Jubilarians in white frocks and 
wearing flower crowns attended the evening concert 
h eld in their honour. Earlier a high tea in the school 
h a ll. was a feature. 

Next m orning saw the prize-giving, and, with 
farewells to those leaving school, we sang the Holiday 
H ymn and began the long vacation. 

1951: February-March. March 8th saw the Stirling 
P ageant. A spectacular afternoon commemorating 
Captain Stirling's historic landing at Matilda Bay 
on the Swan River not far from our school. 

March 17th . St. Patrick 's Day. High Mass was 
celebrated by the Archbishop, the Most R ever end 
R. Prendiville, at Claremont Oval. All m etropolitan 
Catholic schools attended and march ed at the 
conclusion of the cer emonies. A day of sports and 
pageants followed . 

March 22nd marked th e Easter holidays. The 
Masses and cer emonies of the season wer e admirably 
rmng by the school choir in the parish Church of the 
H oly Rosary. 

A pril-May. April 4th. Leavings and Subs attended 
the R ep ertory Club's p erformance of " Yes, M'Lord," 
a most enjoyable evening. 

Page Twenty-eight 

April 27th was the day of the Singing F estival 
when the three choirs, under the direction of their 
r esp ective conductors, competed for the Shield. R ev. 
F a ther J. Saul, S.J. , awarded the cove ted Shield to 
St. Cecilia's choir (L. Mahon ) after highly 
commending all three p erformances. 

The r eception of the Children of Mary took place 
tha t af ternoon, foJlowed by the May procession 
through the school grounds to Our Lady's Shrine, 
wher e white-frocked h andmaidens followed the Queen 
of the May to lay their bouquets at Our Lady's feet. 

The Jubilee Day festivities took place on May 
2nd. A sp ecial Mass was celebrated , followed by the 
presen tation and unfurling of the fl ag on the school 
lawns. Lieut.-Colonel G. Brennan was the 
Government r epresentative at the ceremony which 
concluded with the singing of " God Save the King." 

Our Mother Superior's feast day was celebrated 
that afternoon with an outdoor di splay featuring the 
development of Lore to in Australia. The school 
choir then r ender ed " The Australian Sunrise" 
(Cuthbertson ) . An~the Holiday H ymn u sh er ed out 
another school te rm. 

May 29th- School bells. 
June. June 1st. F east of the Sacred H eart and the 

school choir sang a 9 a.m. Missa Cantata in the parish 
church. All-day Exposition followed. 

The evening of June 3r d was a m emorable 
occasion when the Sacrament of Confirmation was 
conferred on the children of our schools. The 
Archbishop blessed the church 's new organ before 
proceeding up the aisle blessing the congregation. 
His Grace made sp ecial complimentary reference to 
the choir's r endition of " J esu Salvatore Mundi." 

June 5th . R ev. Father O 'Collins, of St. Columba's 
Mission Socie ty, who r ecently spent 25 years on the 
Chinese Mission fi elds, gave us an absorbing account 
of his experiences. 

-SUB-LEAVING EDITORIAL COMMITTEE. 

SPORTS JOTTINGS 

Sports Day was held last year on August 19th. We 
had a ver y full and enjoyable programme of events. 
Excitem ent grew as the r ecord of points was 
announced by our faithful Mr. C. Dudley through the 
amplifier. " R ed" and " Gold" were a draw when 
only two items r emained on the Programme. "Red" 
then won " Corner Spry," giving them a coveted 
seven points. It was with extra earnestness that the 
teams took their places behind their r espective flags 
for the Mar ch Past which , as all those associated 
with Sports Day in Nedlands know, is the great 
event of th e day, and so carries the greatest number 
of points. Soon we wer e all in step with ·the music 
and each team p erformed its fi gure marches. The 
judges looked ver y intent- and so were we all. 
The team s came to a halt-"At Ease" command rang 
out- but nevertheless, despite the "ease," it was 
a ten se moment until the judges announced that 
St. Anne's House (Gold ) had scored the most 
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points in the March. The Rt. Rev. Monsignor G. 
Moss very kindly presented the prizes. 

This . year, 1951, several of our tennis players are 
competing in the Herbert Edwards Tournament. 
Betty Johnson and Shirley Costello have won the 
Junior Open Doubles Championship, and Barbara 
Allen is the proud winer of the Under 13 Singles. 
The others who are fortunate enough to be still 
in the Tournament are eagerly awaiting the chance 
to add to their laurels. We wish them all good luck. 

Our Captains this year are Betty Johnson, Rhona 
Dunne and Helen Mahon, with Alice Hogg, Elizabeth 
Burt and Edith Buck as their respective 
Vice-Captains. 

RHONA DUNNE, 
Nedlands. 

CLAREMONT MARCH OF TIME 
JUNE, 1950-51 

JUNE is remembered for the Retreat with Fr. 
Begley, C.SS.R.; the rain which forgot to stop; and 
our sad farewell to Mother M. Xaveria. We hope to 
meet h er again; if not at Osborne, then, when we 
travel, at St. Albans. 

JULY. The death of S.M. Alphonsus was 
unexpected, even though Sister had been an invalid 
for years. R.I.P. We spent a whole day in subdued 
Choir Practice for the Requiem Mass. 

AUGUST. On Our Lady's Assumption: to the 
Chapel for Confirmation. An inspiring sermon by 
His Grace; and our impromptu farewell to him at 
the gate made the day unforgettable. We received a 
holiday. 

· SEPTEMBER. Sports and Fete Day was splendidly 
attended. The annual dark clouds gathered 
and broke at midday, to make us pray harder. 
The sun appeared and Mr. Evans very 
efficiently l!rranged for the relaying of music and 
Mrs. Pederson's instructions. Races interspersed 
with Folk Dancing provided an attractive afternoon 
programme. The press rang to enquire for "records" 
created or broken. We humbly confessed to non
usage of stop-watches. The Fete was very 
successful. The boarders who remained were 
grateful to some stalwarts from St. Louis who kindly 
helped carry hundreds of chairs and benches the 
length of the A venue*. 

OCTOBER. Music exams: We had a variety of 
examiners and emerged unscathed. We know that 
results are not the main thing in life but it was 
gratifying that the Senior Choir received 92 and the 
Junior Choir 86 marks; that Jocelyn Dunphy won 
the State Gold Medal for Grade VII Piano; and that 
Shirley Birch (Grade VII Violin), Sue Tilley (Grade 
V Piano), Janice Smith (Grade IV Singing) and 
Angela Machado (Grade VI Art of Speech) were 
all mentioned "honourably." 

* Suggest St. Louis boys limit length of benches.-Ed. 

NOVEMBER. We rejoiced in the proclamation of 
the Dogma of Our Lady's Assumption. Perpetual 
Rosaries were said from 9 a.m. to 9 p.m. in our 
Chapel. Thirteen children of Mary were consecrated 
by the Very Reverend T. Barden, SJ., after a Day's 
Retreat. The Destiny Cake at the Party aroused 
various emotions as sketches of Missionary Nuns, 
Loreto Nuns, Brides, Spinsters, Graduates, Tennis 
Stars, etc., were drawn. .Some, surreptitiously, tried 
to change their "destiny" for another! 

DECEMBER. Loreto Day and the Juhilarians' 
Concert dispelled shadows cast over the end of the 
year examinations and partings. The excellent 
rehearsal performance of the St. Louis Gondoliers 
Choir and its subsequent attendance at the Jubilee 
Concert may have disconcerted our performers hut 
it did not account for the vanished gold watch 
(highly polished hath-plug), nor the absence of vital 
off-stage effects in Make Believe. 

JANUARY, 1951. The city and Suburban children 
among us were fortunate enough to be able to form 
part of the procession honouring Our Lady of 
Fatima. The statue was carried from the Highway 
Gates to the Chapel. The visit was short, but most of 
us managed to see Our Lady once again before her 
flight to Melbourne. 

FEBRUARY 5th. We returned for our Jubilee 
Year which coincides with Federation Jubilee 
Celebrations. We hope for great things. We missed 
Fr. Logue, chaplain for past 6 years. Painted 
verandah and walls and crested quilts were duly 
admired. 

12th. Fr. Rector of St. Louis and six Australian 
Jesuit Missionaries en route to India paid a flying 
v1s1t. Our interest in the Indian Province will he 
more perso~al now. 

MARCH 15th. Josie Moran Saggers came after 
her wedding, looking a very happy bride in lovely 
cream figured satin. Ellen and friend were pictures 
in pale blue. 

17th. Everything was traditional, but the Airs 
floated "thinly" this St. Patrick's morn. Who had 
Jocelyn's Double Bass music? We climbed into 
three buses at 9.30 and trod tlie dust in our polished 
shoes from the gates of Claremont showground to 
the places allotted us on the green. The Mass was 
more devotional this year. The singing was excellent. 
Someone told us how well we sang. We reluctantly 
handed over the laurels to those who owned them, 
St. Louis. Where would we have located such 
excellent Bass Voices? 

1 Bth. The news of Mr. Tom Henry's death-he 
was "Bless Me" to us-made us very sad. R.I.P. He 
worked till two days before his death. We 
remember him as the kneeling figure at the church 
door; the patient raker of lawns and paths near 
Lourdes; the somewhat noisy sweeper of stairs and 
classrooms. We were glad to he able to pay him our 
last tribute of prayer and respect by lining the 
Horse-shoe drive as his funeral drove in and out the 
Avenue Gates. 
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22nd. Holy Thursday Mass was beautifully sung. 
Congratulations to Reverend W. Saul and his Choir. 
Those of us who remained were once more thr.illed 
by the beauty of the Church's Easter ceremonies. 

28th. Miss Kavanagh presented us with a lovely 
set of Holy Year R ecords. We listened at Music 
Club to the Church Bells in Rome, the singing, the 
enthusiasm of the Roman Crowds and, best of all, 
the voice of the Holy Father. It was lovely. Thank 
you, Miss Kavanagh. 

APRIL 2nd. Election results. J ennifer Coxe, Head; 
Shiela Birch, Mary Bartlett, Hilaire Daly Smith, 
Margaret Guilfoyle and Augustine K eenan, 
Prefects. Dehutante visitors this year were Shirley 
Birch (University Ball ), Gretchen .Walsh and Lorna 
Boucher (Pleiedes). All three were charming and 
self-possessed in beautiful frocks. 

MAY 1st. A day of shadow and sunshine. We 
attended K evin Edwards' Requiem and prayed for 
him and his sorrowing family. S.M. Assisium's 
Requiem was b ein g said at Nedlarids at the sam e 
time. R.I.P. On our return we were photographed 
for the " Loreto"-and then adjourned to the upper 
Sahara for the blessing and raising of our Jubilee 
Flag. The flagpole, generously presented by Sue 
Tilley's family, is erected close to the Pine. Father 
Fahey blessed the Flag and told us about flags and 
what they stand for. Captain Parker , representing 
Major-General Whitelaw, spoke also and his 
assistant, very like General McArthur, h elped with 
the hoisting. Mr. Gadsdon presented the Jubilee 
hooks and m edals, and we sang God Bless Our 
Lovely Morning Land. 

JUNE 2nd. We return after a lovely holiday. 
The R eception Room has lost its old lino; and 
polished jarrah hoards now delight the eye. Painters 
were transforming the dormitory building, and 
swinging on a precarious looking little affair called 
a cradle near the roof-top. 

3rd. Mrs. Bridge, Ange~a's mother, brought lovely 
colour films of the West, and of England. We were 
grateful and the wee "Cine" behaved beautifully. 

6th. We went into Retreat with great expectations 
under Father Creede's direction. Although it poured 
rain all three days, as Father and Bing Crosby said 
we could and did "have sunshine in our h earts." 
Was the lovely farewell surprise on Saturday 
morning a reward for silence k ept, Father? We will 
remember to "say that little prayer." 

13th. Father O'Collins spoke to us about 
missionary work and experiences in China. His 
zeal and the stories he told u s of the so-called 
" rice-christians" made us all feel very small. We 
resolved to treasure more highly what we had 
received so easily. 

22nd. Visitors from Fiji, Mr. and Mrs. Noerr, 
showed us a wonderful film of the Leper settlement 
on the Island of Mokagai. Amazement at the natural 
beauty of the island and its lovely buildings gave 
way to adm~ration for the nuns who are in charge of 
the Lep ers and the officials who devote themselves to 
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them. We also think Mr. Noerr's own contribution 
to the Island's happiness worthy of great praise. We 
realise what joy a projector can give. Now this has 
to fly across the Continent to he in time. Our 
thanks to Francene who typed it. 

SPORTS NOTES, 1950 
Sports Day, 1950, was a great success. As well as 

age groups and Senior and Junior Championships, 
there were many novelty races, including a Past 
Pupils' Race and an Old Boys' race. Contrary to 
general expectation, these were very popular with 
the competitors, who doffed shoes and ran wonderful 
races. Louik Nash and Michael Prevost were the 
winners. Faye Harris and Mary Pannell obtained the 
most coveted titles of the day-Senior and Junior 
Champions. The Green Team now hold the Sports 
Cup. 

In November tennis was very popular, and we 
competed in the Herbert Edwards Cup. Our t eam , 
Barbara Scahill, Geraldine Bahen, Alicia Middleton 
and Frances Thomas won the Cup. The finals of the 
school tournament were played on Loreto Day. 
Barbara and Alicia won the Senior and Junior 
Championships. 

1951 
The Loreto Tennis Team were runners-up in the 

Mursell Shield during the first term. This success 
was partly due to Margaret Heron, Maureen 
O'Sullivan, Lorna Boucher, J eanette Earle and 
Margo t Eddy, . past pupils who gave much of their 
time in practising with our team. Many thanks for 
their generosity! 

During the first few weeks of the Second T enn, 
1951, we have enjoyed success in Basketball matche~ . 
The A, B and Under 14's defeated Iona; and A anol 
B teams two N.C.G.M. teams. 

We owe many thanks to Misses Frances and Pat 
McKenna who have coached the Basketball team s 
during 1950-51. 

SUSANAH QUIN, 
Claremont. 

YOUNG CATHOLIC STUDENTS -
CLAREMONT 

May, 1951, marked the second year of the Y.C.S. 
in Loreto "Osborne." The movement is more or less 
new in our State, and there are not the incentives to 
vigorous action that are to he found in older States 
where it has been longer established; our record for 
the past year shows, nevertheless, upward progress. 

Though the merely spectacular side was not 
striking, much ground work, especially a deep ening 
of the spiritual life of the m embers, is evidenced by 
a greater appreciation of prayer and of spiritual 
values; and enthusiasm for the movement on the 
part of the general members who look forward with 
interest to their fortnightly Activity Groups' 
Meeting, and who show much interest in the Gospel 
Discussion. 



LORETO 

The highlight of the year was when, al the opening 
of Y.C.S. week in August, Dr. Sullivan officiated at 
our dialogue Mass and gave u s a stirring address on 
our duties and privileges as Young Catholic 
Students. The week was brought to a close by 
Benediction when Fr. McNamara enrolled some forty 
members in the badges. 

Other activities of the week were the presentation 
by the m embers of Fr. Drinkwater 's " Five Joyful 
Mysteries;" a debate on the subject: "Should 
Catholic Girls wear slacks and shorts?" (vigorously 
opposed by the Leaders, Margot Eddy and Ronny 
Rooney, hut I fear in general opinions were 
divided ) ; and a burlesque on K eats' "Isabella," 
presented by the Leaving and Suh-Leaving classes, 
which answered a u seful purpose in providing 
amusement for the rank-and-file m embers, and some 
funds for the movement. The m embers are: 

Leader s : Enid Fardon, Margaret McAuliffe, Judith 
Browne, Sheila Birch, Yvonne Durack, Hilaire Daly 
Smith, Margaret Guilfoyle, Susan Tilley, Farley 
Taylor. Secretary: Susannah Quin. President: 
J ennifer Coxe. Propagandists: Rosemary Fraser and 
Jocelyn Dunphy. 

TOO RAK: IN RETROSPECT 
1950 

SEPTEMBER. Confirmation. Ninety children 
were confirmed. We seniors felt it a great privilege 
to he their sponsors. 

Father Hart, O.P., gave us a very interesting talk 
on Our Lady of Fatima and managed to include some 
amusing tit-hits about America and Hollywood. 
After lunch h e played Softball with us. 

NOVEMBER. Consecration of Children of Mary. 
Congratulations to Margaret Byron, Levaun Brazel, 
Maree Currie, Mary Ann Dwyer, Veronica Gorman, 
Gillian Goulding, Denise Hoppe, Joy Merle, 
Dorothy McEncroe, Margaret Naughton, who had 
the privilege of being consecrated to Our Lady on 
the F east of h er Presentation in the Temple. 

One Day R etreat given by Father Doyle, SJ. It 
was especially for those leaving school and was very 
practical and most h elpful. 

The Statue of St. Bernadette. The whole school 
was present when Father Ebsworth blessed the 
statues of Our Lady and St. Bernadette; we 
appreciated very much the lovel y things h e said 
about Our Lady's Litany. 

DECEMBER. liibilarians. Congratulations to 
Levaun Brazel, Mar garet Byron, Diane Holmberg, 
Margaret Nau ghton. The lovely crowns of blue and 
white Delphiniums were most becoming! 

12th. Distribution of Prizes. Farewell visit to the 
Chapel. Holiday H ymn. H ome. 

1951 

Y. CALLIL, 
J. O'DAY. 

FEBRUARY. 14th. Everyone back at school. 
I 8th. Old Girls' R eunion. 

MARCH. 2nd. To St. Patrick"s Cathedral to take 
part with the other Catholic school children of 
Melbourne in the devotions in honour of Our Lady 
of Fatima. 

9th. We welcomed the Pilgrim Statue of Our 
Lady of Fatima. 

APRIL. 4th. His Lordship the Bishop of 
Birmingham said Mass in our Chapel. 

13th. Dr. Simonds came and gave us a very 
interesting talk on his travels. How we wished we 
had been in Rome for the Holy Year! 

20th. Quarant 'Ore ended with High Mass and 
Procession of the Blessed Sacrament. 

21st. Boat Races on the Barwon River, Geelong. 
Great excitement. 

24th. St. Michael's statue arrived to protect us. 
25th. Holiday for Anzac Day. The Boarder s spent 

the day in an enthusiastic Softball match , Country 
versus City. 

26th. Election of H ead of the School and Prefects. 
Congratulations· to Veronica Gorman, H ead of the 
School; and to Diane Holmberg, Mary Ann Dwyer, 
Maree Currie, Sheila Mahon (Boarder Prefects); 
and to Jo Little, Christine McKenzie, Justine O'Day, 
Sylvia Burke, Gillian Goulding (Day scholar 
Prefects) . 

MAY I st. Procession in honour of Our Lady 
followed by the crowning of Our Lady in the school 
by Veronica. 

3rd. Ascension Thursday. Our first Softball match 
against Kilbreda , which we all thoroughly enjoyed. 

4th. ·we were very thrilled, as we were practising 
for the March , to h ear that Jo Little's m essage had 
been chosen to be sent to the King for Empire Youth 
Sunday. 

6th. Empire Youth Sunday-the March was a 
great success, and this year Sir Dallas Brooks was 
at St. Patrick's Cathedral for the impressive 
ceremony. 

8th. Father Ebsworth blessed our Austr alian Flag 
which we had much pleasure in hoisting on Jubilee 
Day. 

9th. Jubilee Day. There was great excitement at 
night when the Debutantes who were being 
presented at the Loreto Ball paid the traditional 
visit to show themselves to the nuns and ch ildren. 

I 9th. Father O'Doherty gave us a talk on th e 
Pioneer Temperance Society. 

JUNE. 6th. Back to school and hard work! 
7th. Mr. St. Alan gave us an interesting talk on 

his study of the Great Barrier R eef. We were 
fascinated by the colourful sp ecimens. 

The Matric. History Class went to the Exhibition 
of Italian Art at Myer's. 

20th. Our Annual R etreat given b y Father Smith, 
S.J. At least temporary conversions ! 

30th. Our visit to Mary's Mount- a happy day for 
all! 

M. MEEHAN. 
A. BYRNE, 
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SPORTS NOTES-JUNE, 1950-MAY, 1951 
Our basketball, under the marvellous captaincy of 

Maureen Payne, had numerous successes. 
The first big event of 1951 Sports year was the 

voting for Tennis and Sports Captains. Amidst great 
excitement the results were announced: Tennis 
Captain: Josephine Little. St. Gertrude's: Captain, 
Jo Little; Vice-Captain, Judy O'Brien. St. Michael's: 
Captain, Margot Belleville; Vice-Captain, Mary 
Meehan. St. Teresa's: Captain, Christine McKenzie; 
Vice-Captain, Sheila Mahon. 

Tennis here in Toorak is very popular and when the 
teams are chosen there is a great deal of interest. The 
A team this year consists of Jo Little, Margot 
Belleville, Judy Maher, Sheila Mahon, Veronica 
Gorman, Moya Cullity, Mary Meehan and Gillian 
Williams. Judy Griffin was unluckily out of action 
and the B team had reason to miss her. 

The first match was with the Past Pupils. Great 
was their joy when they defeated us. Congratulations! 
In the middle of March the tennis team of Sacre 
Coeur invited us to a tennis match. We played in 
brilliant sunshine; the result was a draw. Two weeks 
later our efforts for victory again failed to be 
rewarded when we played Genazzano; the total 
score being 86-63 games. 

Tennis players in Softball: Christine McKenzie was 
the Captain and the team was victorious when it 
played Genazzano. Our success did not last, for 
Kilbreda defeated us 8-4. 

We should like to thank Miss Porter, our Sports 
Mistress, who never fails to be with ue on Tuesdays 
to coach us. 

JO LITTLE, 
CHRISTINE McKENZIE, 

Toorak. 
[Apologies to Jo and Christine for reducing their 

interesting report to such a skeleton.~Ed.] 

KIRRIBILLI 
THE APOSTOLIC DELEGATE'S VISIT 

One day at singing we were told that in a few 
weeks the Apostolic Delegate, His Excellency 
Archbishop Marella, would come to visit the school 
and we would sing for him. 

Soon the day arrived and at 2.15 p.m. we filed 
down the drive and formed a line on each side to 
make a guard of honour. At precisely 2.30 p.m. a 
whisper came down the line that the car was at the 
front gates and we automatically straightened up 
as a shining n ew Jaguar bearing the Delegate came 
down the drive. 

When His Excellency was seated in the Hall, Jan 
Barlow, the H ead of the School, made an address 
of welcome to our guest, and presented him with 
a programme. Then we heard the Middle school 
girls singing very beautifully and as the strains of 
their last song died away they gracefully bowed 
themselves out of the study hall, and we marched 
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in to our singing places. After we had finished the 
Delegate made a short speech and congratulated us 
on the excellent training we are receiving at Loreto. 
We then made our way up to the Chapel where the 
Delegate and the assistant priests officiated at Solemn 
Benediction. 

At the conclusion of this beautiful ceremony we 
went down to the drive to form another guard of 
honour. 1,Iis Excellency came down the Chapel 
stairs and on to the front verandah, but, seeing the 
guard of honour, he immediately stepped out on to 
the drive and with charming friendliness bade us 
all run inside out of the cold as there was a strong 
wind blowing. However, we all clustered around 
him. 

The visit was over and His Excellency left us all 
convinced that he was a very friendly and gracious 
representative of Our Holy Father the Pope. 

GABRIELLE FELTON, 
Fourth Year, Kirribilli. 

THE FETE FOR THE MISSIONS 
On 7th October, 1950, we held our Annual Fete. 

As well as being a financial success this yearly fete is 
also a social success because many past pupils 
attending the fete meet their old friends and renew 
acquaintances. 

'l'his year we were fortunate in having a sunny day 
for our fete and physical culture display. At the 
end of the display we all busied ourselves selling 
raffle tickets and helping to serve on the stalls. The 
afternoon fete was a great success as we made £623 
for the Missions. 

This money was sent by Mother Superior to help 
many societies. We are all happy to know that our 
efforts help many people and we are deeply grateful 
for the prayers offered for us by those whom we aid. 

His Eminence Cardinal Gilroy wrote to tell us 
that he sent our offering "to the Holy Father for the 
distressed children of Europe," and he asked God's 
blessing on all at Loreto. The Apostolic Delegate 
sent us his '\~armest congratulations," and he wrote, 
"I appreciate deeply the spirit of Faith and 
generosity of your dear children and offer my 
warmest congratulations to every one of them." 

Another offering was sent to St. · Coilumban's 
Mission Society. In China, St. Columban's priests are 
hampered continually by the Communists but they 
are struggling to remain in their missions. They 
are also doing splendid work in Korea, though 
Father Collier from Ireland has been killed by the 
Reds and it is greatly feared that others have 
suffered the same fate. 

Father McGlynn wrote to express his gratitude for 
the cheque we sent to St. Columban's and said, "I 
wish I could give you some faint, far-off idea of 
how it will be received on the mission fieids, where 
every penny counts in the work being done there
the wonderful work of saving souls for Our Lord. I 
feel sure, too, that many prayers go with your gift, 
and never were they ·needed more." 
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A donation was sent to Father McGhee's mission 
in the Trobriand Islands. One of his fellow priests 
wrote: "He is doing great work in Papua and it has 
been wonderfully blessed by God." 

Sister M. Magdalene wrote from Homebush , New 
South Wales, to thank u s for our ch eque which " is 
deeply appreciated and will be used for the blind 
and partially sighted children of St. Lucy's school." 

The Missionary Sisters of the Society of Mary 
sent " h eartfelt thanks to all responsible for this 
gift," and promised us a remembrance in their · 
prayers. 

The Franciscan Missionaries in New Guinea told 
us that " the annual fete for the missions is a 
splendid idea." The priests in Derby said, "It is a 
great work you are doing in supporting the Missions 
in this way, and may God bless you for it." 

From the Holy Child Orphanage, Broome, Sister 
M. Francis wrote, "Th e Sisters and children will 
pray for their kind benefactor s and will ask the 
Holy Child to bless them abundantly." We received 
many other letters all expressing appreciation. 

MARIE de BAUN, 
Fifth Year, Kirribilli. 

THE COOKING CLASS 

All in our class used to look forward to 
Thursdays last year because every Thursday we had 
cooking. After lunch we ( the Fourth Years) could 
be seen putting on our white aprons, rolling up our 
sleeves and taking our cookery books and dishcloths 
down to the kitchen to await Miss Mote to tell us 

what we should cook that day and how it should h e 
cooked. 

Our first lesson was the making . of scones, which 
Miss Mote assured u s were not easy to do. They 
turned out beautifully, much to our joy, and we went 
home with a fine sample of our first cooking to show . 
our parents. 

It was really a thorough cooking course in spite 
of the fact that we had only one lesson a week. The 
first was taken up mainly with the cooking of cakes 
and scone mixtures. At one lesson we made sponge 
cakes. We were doubtful as to whether they would 
turn out like flat irons, but on opening the oven 
door we saw sponges light and airy as balloons. 

Vegetable and meat dishes were on the programme 
' for the second term's work. We were taught how to 
cook vegetables in many ways other than the u sual 
styles. Also at the end of the term we were able to 
cook baked, braized or grilled dish es and to serve 
them in the correct manner. Each one of us then 
cooked, iced and decorated a Christmas cake. 

We were all delighted when everyone praised our 
· lovely Christmas cakes at the display . at the end of 

the year. Also at our display we exhibited a variety 
of pastries and cakes that each girl had cooked. 
Our parents, when they tasted the Christmas cakes, 
commended Miss Mote's excellent teaching, and they 
were very pleased when we prepared a complete 
dinner for the whole family. 

ELIZABETH ARMSTRONG, 
ANNA PRIBIL, 

Fifth Year, Kirribilli. 

OJ . . 

COOKERY CLASS. 
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(2) The Prefects. Standing-Bernadette Cork, Sheila R yan, 
Clio N ichols. Sitting- Elizabeth Armstrong, Va lerie Browne, 
Anna Pribil, Carmelita Hankins. In Front-Mary McGowan, 

( 1) Sydn ey H arbou r. a~ seen from The T o wf'r, 

(3) The Drive, looking towards Carabella St., L oreto Convent, 
Kirribi lli. 

(4) The Front Gate. Loreto Convent. Kirribilli. 



L oreto Convent, Kirrihilli. 

(( i) 3.nd (7) Vi ews of the Conve nt. 

(:i) The Drive, looking to,vards the ll arhour, Loreto Convent, Kir r i billi. (8) St A loysius' Verandah, Loreto Convent, "Kirnhi!~;. 



LORETO CONVENT, KIRRIBILLI - ROLL CALL 
SENIOR A D MIDDLE SCHOOLS, 1951 

LEAVING CLASS 
ELIZAUETH AR~ISTRO.i'\G 
~{A JUE BEGBIE 
YVON 1\E JJERECRY 
A:\ NE BOHTHV\ILCK 
JAJ\ B\'EFIELD 
MARGARET CLANCY 
SUE COLLINS 
LEAH COOPER 
BERNADET'l'E CORK 
:\•!ARIE de BAUN 
CAlUl ELLTA HA.\ Kl1\S 
RCTH HOGAN 
MABEL KRU\'S '.\'1 ULDER 
A:'\:\E-LOUlSE LO.\ERAGAN 
BARBARA ~lcDOJ\O UGH 
MARY :\'1cGOWA1' 
CLLO NICHOLS 
l\IA UREE ' O'LOUGHLl1' 
A:\NA l' RIBIL 
JA:\ET RITCHIE 
SH El LA RY Al\ 
CATHERLl\E WARD 
VALER IE BROWNE 

l<'OURTH YEAR CLASS 
HELE!\ l:lAf{LOW 
PAMELA BARRETT 
:\101HA Il'ERG L.\ 
AXNE BOND 
PATRICIA BURGES 
:\1ARY CONLON 
SO:\ IA CREET 
HELE:\ DAVIS 
ROSEMARY FLY)!l\ 
PATRf C IA GLASER 
MOIRA HOLAHAN 
MI CHELE LAMERAND 
.\EA le L!EVRE 
PATRICIA LOHAN 
AN"1ETTE Mcl\A LL Y 
JANICE MOORHOUSE 
JILL NOWLAN 
(;ABRIELLE PECK 
H ELEN PFAFFLIN 
PA ULll'\E PRINCE 
MARGARET RO CHE 
JUDITH RORKE 
JAXfCE SCHWARZ 
CAROLYN STANDEN 
VERONICA STUBBS 
DErRDRE THOMPSOl\ 

INTERMEDIATE CLASS 
JfLL BEASLEY 
MAUREEN BEESLEY 
LOUISE BOLAJ\D 
PATRICIA CO RBETT 
,\1 ARY CC:-.1N fNGHA :\1 
TANIA CASTAING 
MARIA DREW 
ANNE EDGHILL 
MARIS EARL 

FOURTH CLASS 
BARBARA BAIN 
JANET BALDING 
KAY BAR I. OW 
ROSLYN Il'ARRETT 
CLARE BRYA)!T 
SUE BURKE 
BETSY-ANNE CAHILL 
ROBIN CASEY 
SUSAN CHADWICK 
PATRICIA COLEMAN 
BRIGITTE COLLET 
SUZANNE DO HERTY 
HELEN DUSSELDORP 
ANNE DYNON 
PRISCILLA FELTOJ\ 
JUDITH HAMILTO::\' 
TREESJE HENDRIKS 
ANNETTE HOCKEY 
SUSAJ\ HYDE 
ANNE-MAREE MADDEN 
ANNE McDERMOTT 
BARBARA POWER 
MARY PRENDERG AST 
MARY RITCHARD 
KAYE TATE 
MARGARET TRA CY 
THIRD CLASS 
SUSANNE BULL 
JAN TOOTIL 
DANIELL O'BRIEN 
LEILA WUBBE 

JA:\ FANE 
1{0H LN FERG USO:\ 
TOKI FRASER 
JAJ\ICE HAY ES 
ROSEMARY HAYES 
VICKY H O LMES 
MICH AELA KEL I. \' 
Al\ l\ E LARKIN 
GIAN NA LARR! 
KA Y LOHAN 
LAR IA LO NERAGA:\ 
Y\" ONNE MATTHEWS 
!JETTY MAY 
ELJZAB'ETH MILES 
N J l\A MORRIS 
ANNE NEVILL 
HELEN NICHO LSOX 
JUDITH SHAW 
ENA SIDA\l>'A Y 
MARGA RET SWI?\TO:\ 
MARIE VETTER 
~ I AlRlE WALSH 
Ai\KE WATERFO RD 
DOROTHY WESTH OFF 
MARGOT WILTHEW 
EVELYN TESTARD 
SECOND YEAR CLASS 
LESLE Y ADAMS 
JII ARY ARMSTR01'C 
MAR Y BAMBACH 
DEIHDRE BRAY 
ANNE BUCKLEY 
PATR[ CIA DAVIS 
PA U Ll l'\E DAVIS 
H ELE N DAWSON 
A:\XE de MEUR 
Al\:-<E DESMARCHELI E l< 
CHRI STINE DUGARD 
BEATR ICE FELTOX 
Al'\NE FIRTH 
ALfSON FISHER 
HELE N FLYNN 
YETTIE HEND RIKS 
LORRAINE HOGA): 
J UD ITH JOH NSOJ\ 
A NNE LAMB 
LOE!\ ! KA LANDERS 
ADRIENNE LEO NARD 
Gl LUAN LOWE 
\\ IILLA MANNIX 
J UD [TH McCOLL 
MAUREEN McD0 "10UG H 
] AN ICE McENCROE 
MAU REEN McGRATH 
PATRICIA Mcl\IAH01' 
SUZANNE MUSITZ-SESES 
CATHERINE PENNINGTO:\ 
ANNETTE POLLARD 
JA NETT E POLLARD 
JA NE RAPER 
LOUISE RTTCHARD 
HELEN RYAN 
J UD TTH RYAN 

.1 1 A 1< l;A JU~T HYAN 
1· i( A.\LES SA.\D li.A1\1JS 
.\IAHJURIE S.IHTH 
A0.:\E ST. CLA IR 
v l. V IE:\ .'\E Sl'EWA RT 
KATHL EE.\ SUL LIVA,\ 
MAHl;AHET SU LLIVA ,\ 
>'\UALA WALSH 
VA LEH I E \>\EBER 
l''lRST YEAR CLASS 
JA.\ll..: I~ Al<.H;:,l'H_U .1.\G 
rLt.LE .\ HA LL 
·1Ul\1 BAH HETT 
!:>UZAl\.\E llUUHKE 
CAROL\'.\ l:lHA.'\IH 
j .l:.l\.\/ IFER H'ULL 
HELE!\ B YF lEL D 
DE!OSE WEDDE 1<BUIC'\ 
CATHERI NE H in Ai\T 
ELlZAlJ'ETH HY J{1\E 
HEHE NICE CAW LEY 
HARHAI{A CHAJ:'MA>\ 
J:' H ILOMEJ\ CLAYTON 
E LJZABETH CL ! F'FOHU 
JA "1 ET COOPE R 
iliAU REEN CRO WLEY 
Cl-l lU STl NE DEMPSEY 
SUSA!\ DONE<;A:\ 
HARUARA EAGLES 
KAY EGAJ\-LEE 
GAJJRIELLE flO: R(;L·sos 
BARBAHA GALE 
JAK I CE GILLA:\ 
ROSLYN GILLA1\ 
l;A[L (;LASER 
A:\ KE H EGERTY 
STEPH AN I E HESKETH 
MARl;ARET HJ C\'E 
MA UREE1\ HOGA:\" 
H ELE"1 KEl\NY 
Y \101\ NE LAMERA?\D 
ANNE McEN ALL Y 
MAR IANNE ~ l cMJLLAN 
J ENNIFER ORCHARD 
CAM [LLE O'REGAJ\ 
CARME N PAPWORTH 
PATRICIA TERROTT ET 
PATH ICIA ROCHE 
l'ATRI CIA RUSSEL 
UARBARA RYAJ'\ 
PATRICIA SEERY 
KERRY SHIELS 
VIRGINIA STA::'>iDEJ\ 
BEATRJ CE TAYLOR 
J EAJ'\ETTE THO:>IAS 
BEVERLEY UJ\DE RW OO D 

l<ORM I CT.ASS 
DENISE ARRAND 
S UE BALDING 
PATRICTA BARLOW 
VIR GTNTA BRADLEY 
VTRGL'flA BU R NS 

JUNIOR SCHOOL, 1951 
iVI ARGARET LAWS 
Cl LLIA N LEACH 
JE NN IFER ROW L EY 
A NNE WILLIAMS 
DAPHNE PRI?\ CE 
JUDY LO CKWOOD 
MARGARET WALSH 
J ULIE HARD[MA N 
PAULINE STAVEC\'HAGE::'>i 
PAULI NE PREl'\DERGAST 
SECOND CLASS 
SUSAN ARMSTRO NG 
CATHERI NE ALLE?\ 
DIERDRE Il'URKE 
ROSALI N D BATEMAN 
CECILE CAJ\SDELL 
MADELEI NE CANNO:-< 
H f LARY CRAMPTON 
MARCELLE CLARKE 
ANNE MARIE D W YER 
GENEVIEVE DEMEU LEMEESJ'F. R 
ASTRID KELLY 
CATHERINE LARJ\ACH 
ANNE LEO N HARD 
HELEN LOWERY 
MOYA O'l\IARA 
JOSEPHI NE O' HA J\LOC\ 
MAU REEN O'HANLON 
MERCEDES McDONOUGH 
GERALDINE McG RATH 
ANNE PELLEGRINO 
MARGARET POWER 

ANTOINETTE ROLFE 
PATJHCTA RE I LLY 
MA UREEN SCOTT 
AN DR E TIERJ\AJ\ 
BETTY WALSH 
ANNE LO UG HLA:\D 
MARGARET HO J\ :\ER 
ELIZABETH SULLIVA:.\f 
FIRST CLASS 
ELIZABETH BUCKLEY 
BE ATRICE BATEMAN 
EL l ZABETH BARTLETT 
SUSAN BLEYER 
MARGARET CAJ'\SDEL I. 
SUZANNE DURANT 
GABRIELLE HI CKEY 
C H RISTI NE I NG LI S 
MA UREE N McGI N TY 
CAR'J L YN MAG NEY 
l'ATHI CI A O'BRIEJ'\ 
V !CfORIA McEVOY 
ELIZABETH SHAW 
PATRI CIA SIDAWAY 
INFANTS 
PATRICIA BUCKLEY 
CATHERINE CAH ILL 
CHRISTINE CAMPEY 
MI CH ELE CROWL EY 
J UD ITH DWYER 
GABRI ELLE FALVEY 
SUSAN H U MPHRIES 
SYBIL LAWS 

JA1\ CASE}' 
JAQUELl:\E COLLET 
STELLA COLLINS 
JAN COl'vll\lE-THOMJ'SO:\ 
c;ERALDl l\E CHAMl'TO.\J 
LYNETTE C RO N I N 
ANNE CR OW LEY 
J ENNffER CU:\ 1\ L'\G HAM 
ANNE D'AR LETTA 
DENISE DOHERTY 
CAROLINE UWYER 
MARIETTA DWYER 
JOAN FORD 
J UDITH FRASER 
KAY HARRISOJ\ 
DEIRDRE HOLAHA1\ 
CAROL HULLS 
J UDITH KEANE 
CAROLYJ\ KELLY 
FAY LIVERMORE 
MAUREEN McCAFFREY 
GA l McEVOY 
H ELEN McGOWAC\' 
MARGARET MO NAHA 1'\ 
PATRICIA McGRATH 
J UDITH M UR HA Y 
KAY NEVILLE 
MAUREEN NEWl'\ HAM 
MARY ANN O'GOR .\tA:\ 
JAN PURCELL 
H ELE>! REILLY 
JILL RYAJ'\ 
JILL SHAW 
JE Nl'\lFER SIMPS01\ 
GAIL STEWART 
MARY SULLIVA:\" 
ELEMENTARY CLASS 
Il'ARl:lARA BRAY 
Al'\N MARJE BAKEWELL 
ANGELA BULL 
MARGARET CAVA>IAG H 
MARY CONLO:\" 
PENE COOK 
l:lRIGETTE DUGARD 
MAU REEN EGAN- LEE 
VERONA GREENA WAY 
SUSAN HARTI GAJ\ 
ANN HARTIGAN 
GALE HO CKEY 
PHILLIPA KE LLY 
RO SEMARY L EITC H 
SUE LARKI::'>I 
ROBIJ'\ LU:\D 
SUSAN MAGl\EY 
CAROLYN MORIHS 
CAROL l'\OLA?\ 
BEVERLEY PO\\iER 
EVELYN PURCELL 
PATRICIA SKEHAN 
ELIZABETH SHEIL 
LA NETTE SULLI VAX 
FRAN. TIMMONY 

NONIE LOUGHLAXD 
ELIZABETH MATTHEWS 
ANNE-MARIE McLUCK I E 
COLLEEN NE W NHAM 
MARGARET O'REILLY 
DENISE PLASTO 
ANNETTE ROCHE 
J UDIT H THOMSO.\ 
JO SEPHI NE WALSH 
CECILIE SCOTT 

BOYS 
RE X HOEBE l'\ 
DA N HI CKEY 
ANTHO NY LAWS 
R I CHARD LAWRENCE 
PA U L TOMKINS 
TOM WOLMOOT 
MI CHAEL RUTLEDGE 
MI CHAEL ABBOTT 
LAWRENCE CAFFERE L LA 
TJERK DUSSELDORP 
PH I LLIP HICK S 
BRIA ?\ HORA N 
BARRY H UNT 
M I CHAEL FAHEY 
PAUL JOHNSO::'>I 
ANTHO J\Y LAR::'>iACH 
ROBERT W I LLIAMS 
DAVID WILLIAMS 
PHILLIP WALLINGTOl\ 
HARRY RODEN 
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This Australia 

PROGRESS OF PIONEERS 
(Dra wn by I sobel ~IcLeod , Nonnanhurs t ) 

LORETO gives a salute of admiration and affection to the memory of the courageous men and 
women whose vision and faith laid, so securely, the foundations of the Commonwealth of Australia. 

CAROLINE CHISHOLM 
One day in England in 1815 a maimed soldier, 

befri ended by a certain Mr. Jones and family, gave 
enthralling accounts of the British Colonies beyond 
the seas and grey-eyed Caroline (seven years old) 
wa5 stirred, h er enthusiasm n ever to be diminish ed . 
Later, a French Priest, sh eltered in the home, prayed 
God "to bless this house and especially this child." 

Fifteen years later, Caroline Jones married Captain 
Archibald Chisholm, a British Officer in the East 
India Company's service. About thi s time she was 
received into the Catholic Church. The couple wenf 
to India and the conditions existing at the Barracks 
wero r esponsible for the beginning of he1· organised 
philanthropic work. 

In 1838 they arrived in Sydney with their two sons 
and were brought face to face with the pitiful 
position of those unfortunate immigrants who, in 
good faith, had left their families and with the ir 
small savings se t out to work and m ake homes. The 
Bounty Agents seized their savings. The women and 
young girls were hopeless, friendless, desperate and 
des titute . The total wealth of a party of 64 young 
girls amounted to 14/ l t d. Hundred s roamed the 
streets b y day, at night sh eltering in the Domain and 
around the Harbour. 

What could one woman do? On Easter Sunday, 
1841, at the Altar of Our Lord sh e made an offering 
of her talents to God who gave them , promising to 
know neither country nor creed. With practical 
common se11se and undeviating truthfulness she gave 
of h erself to the Colony. Sir George Gipps sa id : " I 
expected to have seen an old lady in white cap and 
Bpectacles who would have talked to m e about m y 
soul. I was amazed when m y Aide introduced a 
handsom e, stately young woman who proceed ed to 
reason the question as if sh e thought h er reason, 
and experience, too, worth as much as mine." After 
much p e titionin g sh e wa~ granted an old Government . 

building. For company sh e had rats, so she sat on 
the bed r eading "Abercrombie" until four in the 
morning. At last there was a shelter for the n eedy. 
Then sh e formed a free Registry Office so n ecessary 
for the protection of all classes of labour. Previously, 
employees had no redress for broken contracts. 
\Vithin a few months 735 young women had been 
provided with situations. Whenever sh e found a 
resp ectable bach elor or widower she placed a 
sensible, capable girl with the nearest married 
ne ighbours. Hundreds of families throughout N .S.W. 
owe to Mrs. Chisholm the respectability they now 
enjoy. A day school followed, then the settling in 
country distric ts. Here the Governor h elped by 
giving h er the privilege of frankin g her letters. On 
one of the wearying journeys into the country sh e 
had 240 p eople, m en , women and children , on foot 
and in drays relying on h er even for their daily food . 

She now knew of the trea tment in ships, and h er 
indignation was aroused particularly over the case 
where the Captain and Surgeon h ad made a practice 
of pulling girls out of their berths, dragging them on 
deck, then deluging them with buckets of icy water. 
By remedying such conditions sh e was truly "The 
Emigrants' Friend." 

1843 saw the First Parliamentary elections in 
N.S.W., but it was a year of commercial d epression. 
The only solution was for immigrants with large 
families to have sufficient land to work and found 
homes to !!upport themselves. This was h er n ext 
achievement. Altogether sh e settled 11,000 emigrants 
on Australian soil. Michelet wrote, " Without wealth 
and without assistance sh e has done more for this 
new world than all the Emigration Societi es and the 
British Government put together." 

In 1846 Caroline Chisholm returned to England to 
her exhausting work , of struggling with the Home 
Office to en sure that the hundred s of deserted little 
children left in England could be reunited with theit
parents in Australia. At th e same time sh e 
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CAROLINE CHISHOLM 
A bronze hus t p rese nted to h e r by P ope Piu i;; IX ; no w in po :' se ~ !' i on 

of H a rr y Chi sho lm, E sq ., Sydney . 
( Ill ock kindl y lrn t h y Dr. T . F. Hya n , Ara rat, Vi c . ) 

corresponded with 5,000 people spread over 
England, Scotland and Ireland, and formed the 
Family Colonisation Loan Society-her burning 
desire: Colonisation by families instead of by Units. 
Ships had to be chartered owing to the frightful 
sacrifice of infant life and de terioration of morals 
as a result of the "packing-in" by wealthy owners. 

Back in Australia ( 1854) , Caroline had to guide 
and even govern the wealthiest labouring m en th e 
world had ever seen. Gold had been discovered in 
Victoria and m en had rushed forth leaving their wives 
and families without m ean s. There were 2,000 such 
men and it was essential that they should he 
rejoined by their families. Back and forth to the 
goldfields she journeyed, sleeping sometimes in a 
waggon, under a dray, in tents, sometimes in the 
first hotels in the country. All her information was 
first-hand. The roads were infested with bushrangers, 
but not one would "hold-up" Caroline Chisholm. It 
is said that these were orders from Ned Kelly. 

A Leader from the "Empire," August 15, 1859, 
reads: "If Captain James Cook discovered Australia , 
i£ John Macarthur planted the first seeds of its 
extraordinary prosperity, if Ludwig Leichhardt 
penetrated and explored its before unknown 
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interior, Caroline Chisholm has done more-she 
has peopled it. She alone has colonised it in the true 
sense of the term." So long as it was humanly 
possible sh e kept going, ever seeking LAND, LAND, 
for families; but in 1866, in poor circumstances, 
enfeebled in body, she returned to England and the 
following year was granted a Civil List p ension of 
£l00. Ten years later on the Feast of the 
Annunciation, 1877, she died and was buried at 
Northhampton. The brief obituary notice in "The 
Timec." outlined her work in about ten lines; a few 
months later the Australian papers barely mentioned 
her passing. 

Such was the life of this wonderful woman of 
whom Pope Pius IX had two busts made, and of 
whom Florence Nightingale was proud to d esignate 
h erself "friend and pupil." Major Chisholm died a 
r.hort time later and lies buried in the same grave, 
wh ere the h eadstone is inscribed, "The Emigrants' 
Friend." 

The Life of Caroline Chisholm has recently been 
publish ed by the University Press, Melbourne; and 
p eople of exp erience and judgment in such matters 
h ave not h esitated to say that it is the most important 
book yet publish ed in Australia. The author, Miss 
Margaret Kiddle, is to be congratulated on this 
ocholarly and sympathetic biography- the fruit of 
much resear ch and of a life-long interest. 

CARA TIMMINS (CHISHOLM), 
Past Pupil, Kirribilli. 

Hobart, Tasmania, 
27th May, 1951. 
[Mrs. Timmins is the great-grand-daughter of 

Caroline Chisholm. We share Cara's pleasure in 
knowing that the life of the heroic Caroline has been 
given to the English-speaking world, and ask her to 
convey our congratulations to Miss Kiddle.-Ed.] 

YOUNG PEOPLE IN PARIS: 

In Christmas week the Catholic students of the 
Sorbonne march (girls on one side of the road, boys 
on the other) from the Centre Richelieu down to 
Notre Dame, and then up the long climb to Sacre 
Coeur. Here, from about 10 till 11 in the evening, 
they sing hymns, and hear sermons and pray. And 
all the time confessions are being heard. I went in 
French! Then Mass is celebrated, Communion 
coming after midnight. Last week it was a cold 
Tuesday night, and Sacre Coeur was packed, all 
seats taken and both side aisles filled with young 
p eople standing. And that is the ray of hope 
I was talking about: They were young. It is the 
young people who are going to save France. 

-HELEN DEAKIN, Past Pupil, 
Paris, Jan. 2, 1951. Normanhurst. 
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CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY 

When Charles Gavan Duffy emigrated to 
Australia from Ireland in 1855 he was already 
famous as an Irish patriot. Born in 1816 in lovely 
County Monaghan, he had early developed an ardent 
devotion to his country and to freedom. At 20 years 
of age he took up journalism as a mission rather 
than as a livelihood, and in 1842 founded " The 
Nation" newspaper, a journal devoted to a united 
independent Ireland. In 1845 he published "The 
Ballad Poetry of Ireland." 

In 1848 he was imprisoned on a charge of sedition, 
tried twice and acquitted. "Consider yourself," wrote 
Thomas Carlyle, "as a brand snatched from the 
burning, a providential man saved by Heaven for 
doing a man's work." 

In 1852 he had been elected to the House of 
Commons and, as one of a large group of Irish 
members, sat in opposition, hoping to . do much for 
Ireland. Little could he accomplished, h owever, and, 
deeply disillusioned, Duffy decided in his · 39th 
year to retire from Parliament and to emigrate to 
Australia. 

Called to the Bar in Dublin he planned to practise 
law in his adopted country, hut the call of politics 
was too great for him. Upon arrival in Melbourne 
in 1855 he was the man of the hour. Invited by 
enthusiastic compatriots to take up residence at 
Melbourne and at Sydney, he decided to live at 
Melbourne and in 1856 was elected by a tremendous 
majority to the Victorian Legislative Assembly. 

Duffy wa.!3 a k een advocate of Federation. Soon 
after his entry into Victorian politics h e proposed 
the appointment of a select committee to consider 
the subject. The Committee duly reported but the 
Parliament of New South Wales were unco-operative 
and nothing came of this attempt. He raised the 
question of Federation on many other occasions and 
i.n 1870 made his final effort when another royal 
commission was appointed to go into it. A first 
report was produced but eventually the matter 
was allowed to lapse again. Nevertheless, in these 
efforts, Duffy had anticipated by 35 years the actual 
achievement of the F ederal Constitution. 

In 1862, as Minister for Lands and Works, he 
carried through Duffy's Land Act to facilitate the 
acquisition of Crown land by p eople of small means 
and by immigrants. It failed because the established 
squatters put up dummy nominees to acquire land 
for them. Nevertheless, it was a genuine attempt 
to place farmers on land suitable for farming , and 
it~ failure was due not to its provisions but to poor 
policing of the measure. His work as a forerunner 
of federation and his realisation that the land of 
Australia would have to he made available to the 
small landholder marked him out as an 
enlightened leader of the people. 

In 1871 Duffy became Premier and Chief Secretary; 
and in 1873 he was knighted. In 1877 he was 

SIR CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY. 

unanimously elected Speaker and became K.C.M.G. 
In 1880 he re tired and went to live in Europe, at Nice 
in the Riviera, with his daughters, whose 
companionship and devotion were a great joy to him. 
At this time his sight was failing, but despite this 
affliction he wrote many books on Irish and 
colonial history and politics which are studied by 
students of the Irish question. He also wrote 
"Conversations with Carlyle"- a document of great 
interest. 

Duffy lived most of _his life in as stormy an 
atmosphere as any man of his day. Nevertheless, he 
was a pleasant companion with a sense of humour 
an<l a very k een wit. His abilities were of a high 
order and his vitality and energy were prodigious. 
He was an accomplished journalist who exercised an 
immE.;nse influence in the Irish movement in which 
hi~ intellectual honesty and completely sincere 
patriotism combined to make him a great force. 

He died at Nice in 1903 and after a public funeral 
in Dnblin was buried at Glasnevin. 

During his long life Duffy married three times and 
had seven sons and four daughters. John was a 
prominent solicitor in Melbourne and at one time 
was a Minister of the Crown. Charles ( C.M.G.) was 
Clerk of the Senate. Frank (K.C.M.G) was Chief 
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Justice of 1he High Court of Australia. Philip, an 
engineer and surveyor in the Public Works 
Department of Western Australia, is still living. So 
are George*, president of the High Court of Ireland, 
and Brian, SJ., in South Africa. Tom was a priest 
of the French Foreign Missions. Sue wrote a 
history of the Loreto Nuns (l.B.V.M.). Hetty, 
Geraldine and Louise are living in Dublin. 

W. GAVAN DUFFY, 
Sydney, May, 1951. 

'' Mr. Justice George Gavan Duffy has died since this 
sketch was written.-Ed. 

[Mr. W. Gavan Duffy is a grandson of Sir Charles, 

to whom both Ireland and Australia owe a great deal. 

This grandson's link with Loreto began when he was a 
smal.I boy in the Junior School, Loreto, Adelaide 
Terrace, Perth, where his sisters were educated. His 
daughter, Patricia, was educated at Nedlands.-Ed.] 

"MACLEOD OF THE BULLETIN" 

Our heading to this article is that of a monograph 
by Mrs. William Macleod, widow of the first 
Managing Director of the Sydney Bulletin. She 
was formerly Agnes Conor O'Brien, for many years 
writer of the clever Woman's Letter of the journal, 
and contributor of numerous short stories. 

The year of the Commonwealth Jubilee brings 
b efor e us the exciting, vital years at the turn of the 
century, when, not only in the affairs of state, but 
also in the world of art and literature, there was a 
feelin-.; among Australians that it was good to be 
alivo1 The spirit of nationhood was stirring 1hem 
to g.t .,.at ideals. When we read of those days the 
name of William Macleod seems to stand out with 
11 sp ecial radiance. Of Scottish parentage, he was 
born in London and baptised in the Catholic Church 
of St. James, Spanish Place. With his parents he 
came to Australia as a child and later, as a young 
man, became noted for his good work in the Ari 
world, especially for portraiture. (One of his later 
p ortraits is that of Archbishop Polding. This hangs 
in the great Hall of Sydney Unjversity.) 

Fo1· two years he specialised in illustrating 
Australian history for the Picturesque Atlas of 
Australi a, and among the original drawings for thio 
wor k , preserved at the Mitchell Library, are hundreds 
(if Maclcod 's; many more are to be found at the 
l\ational Gallery in Adelaide. Even before thi::; 
work h e was making a name for himself as a glass 
stainer and designer of church windows. The two 
large windows flanking the altar window in St. 
Benedict's, Sydney, and the windows in the library 
of the mansion that is now the monastery of the 
Sacred Heart Fathers at Douglas Park- these are 
only two of many sets. 

In 1886, when the Bulletin was six years old, J. F. 
Archibald (its co-founder with John Haynes) wrote 
to Macleod: "Dear Mac: How I do wish to Heaven 
you'd come back soon to Sydney and take a seat in 
thi9 office." After telling him how a good manager 
would do wonders for the new paper, Archibald 
ended his letter: "Send me a line soon. Shall not be 
easy until you sit down in office." Macleod came, 
and a magnificent partnership began. With the 
clever Archibald on the literary side, and Macleod on 
the art side (also in charge of the whole 
undertaking), the Bulletin set out on its 
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" MACLEOD OF THE BULLETIN" (Se lf· po r tra it) . 

distinguished career. Before many yr·~rs the pink
covered weekly was finding its way int ' almost every 
corner of the world. Many of the foremost writers 
of Australia owe their success to the encouragement 
of the Bulletin. Poets, too, and black and white 
artists. Most of those artists owe a great deal to 
Macleod. 

The Macleod home, Dunvegan, at Mosman 
(Sydney), was a friendly rendezvous for men and 
women well known in the world of art, music and 
literature, while on its walls hung probably the finest 
collection of works of Australian artists in the 
Commonwealth; and in the billiard-room were 
souvenirs of travel brought from many lands . . . 
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Years later, the Queensland poet, Mrs. Forrest, 
recalled: "An evening spent at the Mosman home 
of th~ great and genial man with the direct gaze and 
the kmdest. brown eyes I ever saw. A night in early 
summer, with stocks and magnolias scenting the air. 
He sat on the wide verandah; a fine drizzle of rain 
was falling on the closely-shaven bowling green and 
the electric-lighted lawns. Below the rocky paths 
cut through the natural bush we could hear the 
~apping of ~he ~ood-tide. Ferry steamers looking as 
if laden with Jewels and sunset fires glided in a 
slate-dark sea . . . " 

William Macleod died in 1929 at the age of 
seventy-nine. 

HISTORIC 

1. FATHER THERRY 
Sydney Gaol December 16th 1826 

"Reverend 
Sir Wee poor unfortunate Men under the Sentence 

of death . is verry anxous For You I hope Sir when 
you Reseive this that you will for God sake not 
delay. Wee do not now the Hour nor the Moment 
our death Warrants may come . . . " 

This i11 an extract from one of the many l etters 
written to Father Therry by unfortunate convicts. 
It would be a hard heart that could read it, even 
after all those years, and not be touched by its tragic 
air. We may be sure that Fr. Therry comforted the 
poor man (evidently not a Catholic). The priest's 
generous heart refused no one; his time and even 
his little money were given to poor outcasts. For many 
years he was the only priest in the colony. 

On ono occasion h e r eceived word that a 
5entenced convict desired to see him to make his 
confession. Many miles had to be covered and the 
time was ehort. Floods had come down and 
bridgeless rivers had to be crossed. Towards the 
close of the day he came to a raging river which his 
horse was unable to cross. The distressed priest 
r. h ou ted across for h elp to a man on the other side. 
The man threw over a rope which the priest tied 
round his waist; he was thus dragged through the 
rlangerous torrent. Once over he mounted another 
horse without stopping for rest, and reached the 
condemned man in time to bring him consolation. 

The early 19th century was an age of tyranny, 
and the disabilities Catholics were suffering in 
England and Ireland were repeated in the Australian 
colony. This can be the only explanation of the 
p etty p er secutions suffered by Fr. Therry at the 
hands of the officials of Governor Macquarie; for 
Macquarie. himself seems to have been a fine man. 
He must have grown to admire Fr. Therry. He laid 
the foundation stone of St. Mary's Cathedral in 1821, 
and we read with interest in the Life of Fr. Therry 
the following anecdote: " The Governor wiped the 
trowel with his own handkerchief, and put it in 
his bosom saying: 'You must know, Mr. Therry, that 
although I never laid the first stone of a Catholic 

[The material for the above article was supplied by 
Eva O'Sullivan, whose sister married Norman Macleod, 
son of William. The O'Sullivans were the daughters of 
W. E. O'Sullivan, one of the cultivated men of letters 
in the N.S.W. Legislative Assembly early in the century. 
His daughters were educated at Loreto; William 
Macleod's daughters, also. Norman Macleod's children, 
Esner (Mrs. Shaw) and Audrey (Mrs. Alexander), were 
educated at Kirribilli where Esner's daughters, Judith 
and Elizabeth, are now at school. Her sons have passed 
from the Loreto Junior School to St. Aloysius' 
College. Another grand-daughter of William Macleod, 
Nanette (Mrs. Balmain), was also educated at 
Kirribilli.-:-Ed.] 

SYDNEY 
Church before I am a very old Mason; and I shall 
keep this trowel in remembrance of this day as long 
as I live; and I wish you and your flock every success 
in your pious undertaking.' " Macquarie's term of 
office ended that year and perhaps he was ·sorry for 
the hardships his government had inflicted on Fr. 
Therry. 

Among these hardships were regulations regarding 
the priest's religious duties. He was allowed to 
celebrate Mass only at the times when the Church 
of England services were h eld, and on days 
regulated by that Church as feast-days. He had 
strict instructions to make no converts, and to 
officiate at no mixed marriages. A brighter era 
opened for him with Governor Brisbane, but with 
the coming of Governor Darling in 1825 a period of 
p ersecution began. Restrictions made it almo3t 
impossible for the priest to carry on. One of the 
least grievous acts of tyranny was the poverty 
that was inflicted on the Catholic Church which 
received a hare £1,000 while the Anglican Church 
received £91,500. 

Perhaps one more extract from a convict's letter 
will bring home to us the influence of the saintly 
priest. The letter reads, in part: "I am young yet 
and in h ealth Save me Father for i have one foot 
in the Pitt and the other on the edge 0 Father if 
you do not here me i must give up all Hops. it is not 
fear of doing penance and to sin no more makes me 
Feard of Confession it is the Monsters Life and 
crimes. But all the good Fathers i have read say it 
is easy when it is over-only send word I would walk 

· to you on my knees if i could get no way els . . . " 
We may he sure dear, holy Father Therry went 

to him. The priest himself died quietly on May 24, 
1864, reciting the prayers for the dying. 

VALERIE WARD, 
NOELLE O'NEILL, 

Fourth Year, Normanhurst. 
[Note: For this article we have used "The Life of 

Father Therry," by Eris O'Brien. By that name is 
known the brilliant Australian historian, The Most 
Reverend Dr. E. O'Brien, Auxiliary Archbishop of 
Sydney.-V.W., N. O'N.] 
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2. STORIES IN STONE 

A.-ST. MARY'S CATHEDRAL, SYDNEY 

At the dawn of the 19th century Catholic settlers 
in Australia were without priest or church until the 
arrival of Father Therry in 1820. To build a church 
Fr. Therry made an urgent request to Governor 
Macquarie for a block of land. He was grudgingly 
given a rubbish-tip on the east side of Hyde Park, 
near the convict barracks. It is now the finest site 
in Sydney. 

On this desolate block of land Fr. Therry began 
the first St. Mary's, which he foresaw as a Mother 
church; and in 1821 Governor Macquarie laid the 
foundation stone. Only by valiant efforts did Fr. 
Therry carry out his plan. By his extraordinary 
zeal and devotedness the Cathedral was ready for 
Bishop Polding to open it in 1830. Its high 
standard of choir music was established when Isaac 
Nathan*, an eminent English musician, gave an 
oratorio in the Cathedral in 1842. He had been 
the music master of Princess Charlotte, daughter 
of George IV, and was a close friend of the poet 
Byron for whom he arranged the Hebrew Melodies. 
St. Mary's choir had now a good maste~. 

The destruction of the Cathedral by fire in 1865 
was a major calamity for the Catholic citizens of 
Sydney; but they showed their fine spirit by holding 
a meeting the very next day when Archbishop 
Polding resolved to begin immediately on a grander 
scale a new St. Mary's. Surrounded by a rejoicing 
throng, he laid the foundation stone of the present 
Cathedral in 1868. His successors, Cardinal Moran 
and Archbishop Kelly, performed the gigantic task 
of completing it. It has now the title of a Basilica. 

. St. Mary's is acknowledged Ly all visitors from 
overseas as a magnificent specimen of architectural 
beauty. Bronze statues of Cardinal Moran and 
Archbishop Kelly stand on either side of the broad 
steps. The statues are the work of Bertram 
MacKennal. As we go in through the deeply recessed 
doorways we see stone-vaulted aisles, separated by 
clustered columns and arches which lead to the 
high altar with the huge traceried window, copied 
from Lincoln Cathedral, behind it. Below, in the 
crypt, is the lovely monument to the Unknown 
Soldier, by George Lambert, A.R.A. 

To-day, St. Mary's is almost surrounded by parks, 
on the best site in SyClney, a central core of beauty. 
Through its doors each day pass people from every 
walk of life, out of the crowded streets into its 
haven. 

ANNE ROHAN, 
Fourth Year, Normanhurst. 

* Three of Isaac Nathan's great-granddaughters are 
at our school. They are Catholics. 
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B.-MACQUARIE ARCHITECTURE 

If colonial Sydney had some crude aspects it also 
had some places of beauty. Our class has just been 
enjoying the beautiful drawings in Hardy Wilson's 
collection in the book called "Colonial Architecture 
in Tasmania and New South Wales." It is a valuable 
hook, an autographed copy lent to us by Mrs. 
Burfitt, Senr. In it are drawings of many splendid 
old buildings of Governor Macquarie's day, and we 
realise that the period of Macquarie Architecture is 
something Australians should remember. The 
name of Francis Greenway will always he associated 
with that period because he designed many of the 
buildings when he was Government architect. 

Greenway had been sent to Australia as a convict 
from England because he was not able to pay his 
debts. Australia was the gainer, and it is to 
Greenway that we owe th;mks for the quiet, stately 
beauty of some of our old buildings. Among those 
that are still preserved are: Old Hyde Park Barracks, 
St. Matthew's at Windsor, St. Luke's at Liverpool, 
and St. James' Church in the city. He also built 
the Macquarie Lighthouse at South Head, the Old 
Law Courts, Burdekin House in Macquarie Street, 
and Subiaco at Rydalmere. 

It is Greenway's wonderful feeling for proportion 
that is his most striking gift. We see this particularly 
in the north porch of St. James' church. At St. 
Matthew's, Windsor, he seems to have caught the 
sunlight of the Hawkeshury Valley on his glowing 
westward wall. At the entrance door of St. James' 
there is a tablet commemorating Greenway and his 
workmen. It was not until the opening ceremony 
of the Macquarie Lighthouse that he was given his 
freedom by Governor Macquarie. 

We have kept the mention of one of his most 
interesting buildings until the end of this short 
article. That building, now known as the Sydney 
Conservatorium, has had a strange history: 
Governor Macquarie had grown tired of his shabby 
home in Bridge Street; so he set Greenway the task 
of building a fine Government House. Greenway 
set to work on the stables first, building them like 
a fort. The House was to go behind this fort-like 
building, hut the statue of Governor Phillip now 
otands where the fine house was meant to stand; 
That house was never built-at least, not there. 
Macquarie left not many months after the elaborate 
stables were finished. 

It was not till 1912 that an honourable use was 
found for them. In that year they were taken over 
as the State Conservatorium of ~sic, the yard of 
the stables being built over to form a concert-hall. 
On the 6th May, 1915, an inaugural concert was held 
in this hall, and in the following August Henri 
Verbrugghen arrived to he the first Director of the 
Conservatorium, designed by Francis Greenway as 
vice-regal stables! 

Macquarie was a man of lofty ambitions, and he 
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had an able architect in Greenway. We are now 
glad to be able to walk round Sydney and see even 
a few of their buildings. The pity is that they 
ehould be allowed to fall into decay. Nearly all of 
this period is of the imported Georgian style, which 
combined comfort with noble proportions. When we 
see the pillars and the fan-shaped light over the 
recessed door we know for sure that it is a genuine 
Macquarie doorway. 

FAYETTE HAYEK, 
DEIDRE BROWNE, 

Fourth Year, Normanhurst. 

3. COMMONWEALTH JUBILEE CELEBRATIONS 

A-SCHOOLS IN THE PROCESSION 

As we sped down the convent-drive in a big bus 
our h earts throbbed with excitement and exp ectation 
as we thought of the march in the city. Seventy 
senior girls from our school took part. 

Catholicism has played an important p art in the 
h istory of Australia. It warmly supported the 
m ovement towards Federation in 1901, and in the 
turbulent years before that d ate. It was therefore 
a fine tribute to the fin e citizenship of Catholics 
when the Commonwealth Government ask ed them 
to provide a sp ecial feature for the Jubilee 
celebrations. Other churches were also ask ed to give 
a sp ecial display. 

The grand system of Catholic education in 
Australia was ·the r eaeon why the schools were 
chosen to march through the city of Sydney. (As 
Sydney is the site of the mother-church of 
Australia it was chosen as the place for the 
Commonwealth celebrations of Catholics.) On the 
chosen day the children of all the Catholic schools 
in the archdiocese marched through the main 
streets of the city-seventeen thousand boys and 
girls! Cadets in their khaki uniforms playing 
roming marches on their brass bands, while the 
schoolgirls in their distinctive uniforms and bright 
tunics made patterns of rainbow colours. 

As the bands struck up their music the school 
children, marching twelve abreast , began their great 
exhibition of loyalty to God and country. Thousands 
of people lined the footpaths and leant out of 
windows to encourage us by their cheers and by 
streamers thrown from the windows. Just as the 
procession was wending its way past Parliament 
House, where our Cardinal and the Governor
General were taking the salute, grey clouds, which 
had been banking up in a hitherto blue sky, suddenly 
burst. Sheets of rain poured down, and in a few 
minutes both the spectators and the children were 
drenched. A great wave of enthusiasm swept over 
us as we continued to march. The rain was dripping 
from our hats and running down our faces but we 
k ept going. How our h earts rejoiced as the p eople, 

* In a short time we were dry in sunshine. 

who had scurried for sh elter , called out to us words 
of admiration and encouragement. So great was 
our excitem ent that we forgot the prickly, 
uncomfortable feeling caused by our wet, clinging 
blouses and stockings*. 

In this manner we passed the Cenotaph, bedecked 
with flowers that made a pleasing contrast with the 
grey concrete on which they were resting. All 
eyes turned to this monument as we gave a silent 
salute in honour of all those soldiers who h ad fallen 
in battle d efending the Commonwealth which we 
were now praising b y our march. 

CARMEL DUFFY, 
Leaving, Normanhurst. 

B.-IN THE SHOWGROUND 

There is a grand phrase wh ich Australian 
Catholics will never forge t; it is the phrase, 
H UMBLY RELY ING ON THE BLESSING ' OF 
GOD. W h en the framers of our Commonwealth 
included this phrase in the preamble to the Federal 
Constitution in 1901 they Jittle thought that fifty 
years later it would form the motto of Catholics in 
Sydney for their Jubilee celebra tions. 

It m ust have been the motto of all Australians 
since the time of the firs t settlement at Botany Bay. 
They relied on God to send them a priest when the 
first priest was deported by Governor Macquarie. 
When Father O'Flynn was deported because he had 
landed without permission, h e left the Sacred Host 
in the care of a family of good Catholics in Sydney. 
The small h andful of fr ee Catholic settl ers went 
ah ead, " humbly relying on the blessing of God.'' 

In the play, " The Hostage," by Eris O'Brien, we 
are given a moving and dramatic account of 
what is certainly a moving and dramatic 
incident in the history of the Church in 
Australia. Let u s go in spirit to the home of Mr. 
Davis, that fin e Catholic gentleman who made an 
oratory in his home wh ere h e and his family and 
other Catholics worshipped the Blessed Sacrament. 
Here was kept-one can say miraculously-the 
Sacred H ost left by poor Father O'Flynn until nearly 
three years later wh en Father Therry came. On the 
site of the Davis home a Convent of Mercy now 
stands nea r St. Patrick's church. 

We were reminded of these valiant people as we 
assembled at the Sydn~y showground on the night 
of Sunday, 22nd April, 1951, for there was a 
pageant tha t night to trace the growth of Catholicism 
in Australia. First , we saw a number of float s that 
entered and went slowly round the grounds. One 
float showed Bishop Polding wh o for forty-two years 
was shepherd of the Australian flo ck. He brought 
out priests and nuns and established the fir st Catholic 
schools. 

After a number of interesting floats there was a 
second great display that night: Five thousand 
children form ed a " living rosary" in the arena of 
tho showground. The six large beads were formed 
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by compact groups in red, the small heads by circles 
of girls in blue-the chain was formed by girls in 
white. A cross of purple was encircled by this giant 
rosary, while stars of angels, representing the 
glorias, surrounded the cross. It was indeed a living 
rosary. 

As the last prayer of the rosary dies away the 
festival choir sings and His Eminence the Cardinal 

leads Archbishops and pries ts, among whom is 
Archbishop Masterson of Birmingham, the 
distinguished representative of the English 
Hierarchy. Pontifical Benediction is the climax of a 
wonderful night. As we came home our hearts were 
stirrefl hy gratitude and pride. 

TONI MATHA, 
Fourth Year, Normanhurst. 

TflE AUSTRALIAN CAPITAL 

Earlv in December, 1820, a party of men, 
followi11g the course of the Y ass River, travelled 
south-~ es t from Lake George a,nd on the 8.th 
December made the first encampment of white men 
on the site of the future Capital of Australia
Canherra. Surely this date was a propitious one. 
and we may hope that Our Lady Help of Christians, 
Patroness of Australia, was even then blessing this 
southern land of the Holy Spirit. 

It was not until the end of 1824 that some 
employees of J. J. Moore formed a stock station at 
Acton, which was the firs t permanent settlement. 
The homestead built b y Moore stood at Acton until 
the Community Hospital was built there ·in 1938. 
Land was taken up by many settlers, and the history 
of Canberra and its surrounding neighbourhood was 
one of peaceful and orderly development. 

On the 13th December, 1909, the Seat of 
Government Act received Royal Assent and was 
proclaimed on the 22nd January, 1910. The Act 
vested the Territory in the Commonwealth from 
January 1st, 1911. There had been many sites 
wggested for Australia's Capital City and finally a 
peal'-drnped area of 900 sq. miles, including the 
catchment area of the Cotter River, was selected. 
It was the locality known to the natives as 
" Kanberry" and to-day to the world as Canberra. 
The name was officially given on 13th March, 1913, 
by Lady Denman. 

Plans were called for the designing of the Capital, 
and from world-wide entries that of an American, 
Walton Burley Griffin, was selected . 

The present King and Queen, as Duke and Duchess 
of York, opened the first Parliament in Canberra on 
9th May, 1927. Then , Canberra was a place of rolling 
plains dotted with gum trees, browsing sheep, a few 
houses, still fewer shops and one small Church. 

To-day, not 25 years afterwards, what do we find? 
Come with m e and let us visit places of interest in 
my home city: In 1927 there was one Church; now 
in 1951 there are six. The Catholic Church, St. 
Christopher's Pro-Cathedral, is one of Canberra's 
outstanding buildings. To-day, Catholic Canberra 
is justly proud of the fact that although in 1927 not 
a sod was turned nor stone laid, to-day, besides St. 
Christopher's, there is a Convent, a Presbytery, two 
schools and a Chapel of Ease. Plans are in hand for 
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another Church and more schools. This was all 
achieved under the wise guidance of the first parish 
priest, the _late Right Reverend Monsignor P. M~ 
Haydon. . 

In the city of Canberra honour has been paid 
to early statesmen, explorers and scientists in the 
naming of suburbs, streets and gardens. We find 
euburbs named Deakin, Barton, Forrest and 
O'Connor; streets named Farrer, Barrallier and 
Captain Cook Circuit. Government buses travel along 
streets lined with flowering plums, hawthorns, 
Canadian pin-oaks or Australian gums. Different 
shrubs are planted along the thorough£ ares, and 
houses have h edges instead of fences. The Nursery 
and the Forestry College raise the seedlings and 
young trees. In . the work of education . are a 
University College affiliated with the Melbourne 
University and the nucleus of the Australian National 
University. Scientific and Industrial Research goes 
ahead also. 

A place that must be visited is the Australian War 
Memorial which houses all war records and relics 
of the two World Wars. The famous ' planes of 
Kingsford Smith, Parer and the Smith Brothers 
(Ross and Keith ) are kept here. 

The Capital of Australia is not only the Seat of 
Government and a garden-planned city, but a centre 
of diplomatic activities. Ambassadors and Ministers 
have their homes he1·e. They have brought to the 
social scene a formal dignity and brilliance as well 
as a reciprocity of friendship. 

Many visitors come to see Canberra in the Spring, 
when the young, fre sh green of the willows dipping 
to the water mingles with the deeper greens of the 
gum trees. Poplars stand as sentinels to the scene of 
peace and beauty provided by th e flowering r each 
and plum trees. These, mingling with Australia '~ 
own golden wattle, make one think that no place 
on earth can be more beautiful. 

To me, however, the loveliest time is Autumn, 
when the rich tones of the pin-oak range from yellow 
through russet tones to brown. The fallen golden 
leaves contrast with evergreens and berry-bearing 
shrubs. To this add the dark green of pine 
plantations, the blue mist-shrouded hilJ s and bright 
sunshine. 

BERNADETTE CORK, 
Fifth Year, Kirribilli. 
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JEN OLAN 

The thought of paying a visit to the Jenolan Caves 
is always a joy to Australians and tourists from other 
countries, especially those who have not before 
seen these beautiful limestone caves. These form 
one of Australia's principal tourist attractions, and 
have becom e world famous. 

The caves are se t in a picturesque valley about 115 
miles from Sydney. The road from Katoomba leads 
along the Great W estern Road , past the Explorers' 
Tree, through Medlow Bath, Blackheath, Mount 
Victoria, and down the Mitchell Pass to Hartley and 
the Caves. 

There is a beautiful lake which one passes near 
the entrance to the caves. This lake is called the 
Blue Lake and it is surrounded by huge, drooping 
willows. It is called the Blue Lake becau se of its 
deep blue, which is due to lime in soluble form from 
tho two underground rivers which have formed the 
differ ent caves. Another fea ture of the approach 
to the Caves is the grand arch. This arch is 470 feet 
long, and from 40 fee t to 80 feet high. Its width 
varies from 50 feet to 227 feet. 

The caves are so big that it tak es from an hour 
and a half to two hours to explore each one. This 

CAVES 

seem s a long tim e, but as each cave has well graded 
steps one does not get tired. Becau se the caves are 
eo big, sightseer s have to be guided and insp ection 
hourr. have to be arranged by day and by night. 

These caves have been formed over a pe riod of 
thousands of years by the constant dripping of water 
from the roofs in places where the roofs are under 
mountain cavities. 

There are many fantastic designs and forms such 
as fluted columns, pillars and canopies. There are 
the Ehapes of a Cathedral, a battlefield and many 
parts of the human bod y such as hands, feet and 
face!1. Exquisite colours in r ainbow formation s are 
seen on the walls of the caves, making a contrast with 
the dead white form s. 

1fhe Government h as reserved an area of six 
square miles of land surrounding the caves. This 
serves as a sanc tuary for rock-wallabies, opossums 
and colourful native parrots. The animals have 
becom e ver y tame, esp ec ially the rock-wallabi es 
which give great d elight to children. 

JILL NOWLAN, 
PAT LOHAN, 

Fourth Year, Kirribilli. 

OUR HERITAGE 

\Ve, who r eap the ben efit s from the achievements 
of the Australian pioneers, have every r eason to be 
proud of the magnificent history of our country. 

It is almost too difficult to r eali se what the 
pioneer s endured while they toiled to pave the way 
for us; and we are so often forgetful of what we owe 
to them. How proud we should b e, knowing that we 
are the descendants of those wonderful p eople who 
subdued the mighty Australian wilderness ! All 
the terror of the wild bush was not enough to break 
their spirit. 

The first settlers were up against overwhelming 
odds-they fought " thirst and fever and famine, 
drought and ruin and flood, " and often died fighting 
them. How many lives were lost in the building of 
this nation! The savage aborigines were not to be 
ignored; and often a drover rode in with the tragic 
story of a whole family murder ed by the blacks. 

The braves t of the pioneer s wer e " the Women of 
the W est." Worst of all for them was the dreadful 
loneliness of the silent bush-
"For there are hours men cannot soothe, and words 

m en cannot say, 
The nearest w oman's face may be a hundred miles 

away." 
Often a woman left at home alone was terrified at 
th e appearance of the dreaded "swaggie," who 
becam e quite insolent on findin g no man at home. 

The lonely Never-Never was no place for a woman 
who toiled beside h e r husb and while toge ther they 
ca rved their home from the virgin scrub. 

These p eople are our an cestors; we should strive 
to keep their spirit alive among u s. That spirit was 
deeply embedded in the h earts of the Australians 
who dis tinguish ed them selves in \V orld War I at 
the n ever-to-be-forgotten Gallipoli campaign. in 
World War II, and in the cavalry of the armies, 
wher e they rode as only Australian bushmen can. 

P eople of othe r countries are quick to pick out 
the lean , brown m en and stron g women who belong 
to the Australian bush and to nowhere else ; it is 
easy to see they com e from the wide and sunny open 
spaces-
"They see the vision splendid o f the sunlit plains 

extended, 
And at night the wondrous glory of the everlasting 

stars." 
Yet rn many Australians th ese days prefer to 

live in the towns while there ar e vast open stretches 
of country waiting to be taken up by th ose who s till 
possess the pioneering spirit o f the ir forefath ers. 

However , Australia is n ow thoroughly c ivili sed. 
and we enjoy the comforts and pleasures of the 
mode rn world in thi s country ope ned up by the 
pion eer s. 

SHIRLEY SALTER, Sub Senior, 
Brisbane. 
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THE SPIRIT OF PLACE 
1. RAV AGES OF THE SEA 

"The Ocean with its vastness, its blue green, 
Its ships, its rocks, its caves, its hopes, its fears
! ts voice mysterious, which whoso hears 
Must think on what will be, and whaJ; has been." 

Duri1ug the past five or six years, due to rough, 
heavy, unusual and unaccountable seas, Portland's 
foreshore has undergone vast and varied changes. 
We have seen as much as six feet of sand washed 
away in one night, leaving exposed enormous sections 
of whale-bones, which have been buried beneath 
the sand since the days of H enty Brother s. Besides 
the whale-bones, there are also portions of old 
wreckages, some being wool ships which, in the early 
days, had been beached and burnt by the crews so 
that the men could go off to the gold diggings. 

For several years we have seen little of Portland's 
beautiful beach; it has been just a mass of tiny black 
stones and pebbles. Last year, for a short time, we 
rejoiced in a wide stretch of glistening sandy strand, 
upon which we could walk and play- but, alas! it 
was not lasting, for the sea again encroached upon 
our "playground." 

Between the months of March and April of this 
year Portland experienced very high seas which 
caused much damage. One night in particularly 
stormy weather we could hear waves thundering and 
crashing on the shore. Few of u s realised the havoc 
that had been wrought until later in the day when 
we saw the Town Council men astir. 

The main damage during these storms was the 
destruction of the Council bathing boxes and 
dressing sheds on Dutton Beach. The sea had 
undermined these, and on this particular night three 
sections began to drift out to sea, but they were soon 
rescued by the men. This proved a very amusing 
sight, seeing some of the men wading round, 
knee-deep in water, whilst others sat on top of the 
sheds fastening ropes to haul the sheds up to the 
cliff to a dry position out of reach of the waves. 
Others were also endeavouring to rescue surf-boards, 
beach umbrellas, deck chairs, sun hats, bathing 
togs arid other articles which had been in the boxes 
but were now tossing on the waves. The Council 
men spent the day reclaiming what they could and 
hauling the debris to the cliff, from where some of 
the more fortunate owners were able to collect their 
property. A casual r emark made us smile: "All I 
have left of my bathing box is the key !" 

A week was spent building and propping up, with 
huge boulders, the remaining sections in the hope of 
saving them. It was not to be expected that all this 
labour would be in vain, but man cannot control 
the Ocean. We noticed with interest that the 
barometer showed an extremely low r eading, which 
was ominous. We could expect anything. Another 
wild and stormy night followed-wind, hail, thunder 
and lightning, more pounding and crashing of 
mountainous waves. 
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Even so, we had to see before we could believe 
that the whole of the twenty-four Council boxes and 
dressing sheds had disappeared to become "flotsam 
and jetsam," and once again the reclaiming 
commenced. During these days, naturally, there was 
great consternation about the Convent bathing box, 
which was not far distant from this scene of disaster. 
One man said that unless the sea abated there was 
no hope of saving the box; it would surely go out to 
sea that night. Another said, "If it goes they always 
get the timber back." This was little consolation 
for the loss of our new spacious bathing box. Many 
prayers ascended that day for its preservation. It 
is considered wonderful that the box still remains 
standing, as it is the ·only box, whole and entire, 
left on Dutton Beach. 

One would have to see to believe the rapid and 
extraordinary changes that take place on the shore. 
For instance, after the destruction by the last storm 
there was a great chasm under our box in which any 
person could stand. A few days later we were 
astonished to see this space had been filled up with 
millions of stones. Also, there was a bank of stones 
all along the beach as though they had been piled 
up by human beings, but this was no work of man. 
So, 

" Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean, roll! 
T en thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain; 
Man marks the earth with ruin- his control 
Stops with the shore." - BYRON. 

MARGARET GREGORY, 
Sub-Intermediate, Portland. 

2. THE AWAKENING OF A COUNTRY TOWN 
Along the Prince's Highway, seventeen miles north 

of Portland, there lies Heywood, a small township 
busily employed in awaking from the lethargy that 
has encompassed it for over a century. That 
Heywood is waking up any of the oldest residents 
will tell you, and though it is still engaged in the 
otretching and yawning process that accompanies 
most awakenings, all prophesy a busy and a bright 
future for it. 

Tho dairy-farmers, timber-millers and mixed
farmers that make up a large proportion of tllf' 
population send their goods to the market by the 
railway that links the township with Melbourne, 
or hy transport carriers along the Prince's Highway. 
R egular passenger bus services connect up with all 
place:i within a radius of Hamilton, W arrnambool 
and Mount Gambier; so Heywood is by no means 
isolated. 

Though t4e scenery is not as picturesque as that 
of Portland or Mount Gambier, many find beauty in 
the view to the north, where the straight, pine
guarded road runs on as if to meet the quiet, green, 
benevolent old sentinel-Belt's Hill- only to swerve 
before reaching it and turn off to Hamilton and 
Mount Gambier by a more devious route. There are 
many roads that wind m and out and offer 
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innumerable excuses for hikers to wander and 
explore the rather sombre bushland of the district. 
Many of these walks terminate suddenly and 
unexpectedly in mills, and even a cheese factory, 
set among gums and wattle trees outside the town 
proper. The beautiful natural settings strike a note 
of contrast to the modern red brick factory, and 
nature seems to protest at this invasion of h er 
territory. 

Modern buildings are springing up in Heywood 
itself; shops, houses, amusement-halls and even 
tennis courts are growing overnight. A Consolidated 
school has been opened for the children of the 
outlying bush districts, and there is talk of a 
pre-fabricated hospital being shipped from England. 
Bravo, H eywood! 

VERNA HAYES, 
Portland. 

GOLDEN DAYS IN BALLARAT 
BY THREE DAWSON STREET GIRLS 

1. A JUBILEE IN 1901 

As we are celebrating the centenary of the 
discovery of gold this year it would be interesting to 
know how the pioneers celebrated the fiftieth 
anniversary. 

It was on 2nd September, 1901, that this jubilee 
function was held in the Alfred Hall. The 
attendance was about 2,000, most of whom were 
white-haired and white-bearded old men- the 
survivors of the old mining days. 

Robert Macgregor, M.L.A., had something to say. 
He pointed out that the whole prosperity of Victoria · 
was brought about by the finding of gold in Ballarat. 

Next, the first native of Ballarat to be elected to 
the Legislative Assembly spoke. He was speaking to 
men who had worked hard in the mines of Ballarat 
and who were now, in their old age, in poor 
circumstances. He said that a system of Old Age 
Pensions should be instituted to help these pioneers. 
Later on h e brought this idea up to the Legislative 
Assembly and was laughed at . But h e lived to see 
his plan an accomplished fact. He, Joseph Kirton, 
was the father of Old Age Pensions. 

Then Mr. Vale, M.L.A., said h e was proud to be 
one of the two hundred thousand men who h ad 
hastened to Victoria from the Old World when they 
h eard that gold was being "picked up" at Golden 
Point. 

Mr. David Ham, M.L.C., who had to fight for a 
livelihood in the goldfields at twenty years of age, 
said that it had been a h ard fight but he had enjoyed 
every day of it. 

Then the father of Ballarat , J ames Oddie, stood 
to address the assembly. He had lived in Ballarat 
since a few weeks after the discovery at Golden 
Point. He told many tales of those glorious pioneers 
in those h ectic days and paid a special tribute to 
Father Smyth, a Catholic priest, who saved the life 
of P eter Lalor after the traged y of Eureka. 

The newly-elected Mayor of Ballarat West, 
Councillor Brokenshire, spoke next and received a 
most enthusiastic reception from the audience. His 
remarks were mostly about the n ew king, Edward 
VII. 

Another oldtimer told how h e and his brother-in
law had come across some quartz containing gold 
while they were out looking for a stray cow. It was 

the beginning of the Ballarat goldfield and the year 
was 1849. -

A dear old lady, Mrs. Powell Drew, got up on the 
stage and claimed that she was the second woman 
to enter Ballarat, arriving 29th September, 1851. 
Mrs. McCallum arrived an hour earlier and secured 
the honour of being the first woman on the Ballarat 
diggings. Her husband carted a house from Darlot 
Station on Winter's Flat to build the first Courthouse 
in Ballarat. H e also finished the building of Craig's 
Hotel, the first. licensed hotel in Ballarat. 

When all the stories were fini sh ed the gas-jets were 
turned out. Mr. Alex Gunn, J.P., brought out his 
magic lantern and showed many views of scenes in 
the early history of Ballarat. James Oddie explained 
all about the pictures. 

At midnight all the old folk rose to their feet 
and in quavering, broken voices sang the tender old 
son g, "Auld Lang Syne." And I can picture all 
those excited old people walking h ome in the early 
morning and stopping at the street cor'1ers to have a 
last chat about " the good old days." 

Two days later the celebrations were concluded 
with a grand tea-meeting and concert in St. Paul's 
Church schoolroom. 

After tea there was a concert. Later, the old folk 
broke into groups and yarned away. And so ended 
the Jubilee celebrations in Ballarat in 1901. 

Most of those present have gone to their last home; 
these brave men and women who helped to lay the 
foundation stones of our beautiful city. 

P. CZYNSKI, 
S. JENKJNS, 

Leaving Class. 

2. BACK TO BALLARAT 

Co-operating with Victoria in her Centenary 
Celebrations, the garden-city of Ballarat decided to 
invite old residents to return to Ballarat during the 
Easler holidays. 

Ballarat had h er own special reason for these 
celebrations. It was the anniversary of Eureka 
Stockade, the rebellion which gained "The Miner's 
Right" for the gold diggers. The statue of Peter 
Lalor, the miner1'' hero, was fittingly decorated with 
bright and colourful garlands. 

Thousands of invitations were personally sent. 
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And in the week s preceding Easter great preparations 
were made which m ad e the setting a gala one. 

Sh op windows wer e d ecorated in the styles of 
eighteen hun dred and fifty-one. Notices wer e placed 
in the windows to tell oldtimer s who had previously 
owned the shops. Man y wer e ver y inter esting, such 
as the on e which informed us that Gilbert' s Gold 
Top T axi building was formerly the r esidence of 
"Cobb and Co." Because Ballarat is " the garden 
city," boxes full of flower s wer e placed along the 
street pavements and a magnificent floral carpe t, 
thirty-six by twenty-four fee t, was m ade. Flags were 
flown from every building and homes were thrown 
open to th ose who returned. 

An official welcome was extended to the old 
citizens at 11 o'clock E aster Saturday morning. The 
Mayor and Mayoress, the Parliam entary member 
for Ballarat and an " old townie" wer e among the 
speakers. Old songs, which wer e in vogue fifty years 
ago, were sung b y the crowd of four thousand and 
conducted by a well-known " old townie." The 
welcome ended at noon when the crowd sang " Home, 
Sweet H ome;" the bells wer e rung and five thousand 
pigeons were r eleased over the crowd. 

After this encouraging start many other outings 
were held ; one of the most popular being " Back-to
School" Monday mornin g. These friends of 
ch ildh ood d ays m et and some oldtimers wer e happier 
th an th ey h ad been since " the good old days." 

T h en Monday evening cam e and with it the time 
for parting. It was time to r eturn to the present. W e 
fin ished turning the clock back . A t eight o 'clock 
Monday n ight, the visitors were farewelled at the 
City H all b y the Mayor and Mayoress, and community 
singing wound up the celebration of " Back to 
Ballar at." 

ALICE PODBURY. 

3. GOLD! GOLD! 
Balla r at is liter ally " built on gold"-its M ain 

Street marks the line of canvas-roofed stores which 
wer e set up along the centre of a shallow valley as 
the diggers ·spread on either side with their claims. 
The " oldtimers" will tell you that ther e's more gold 
still underground than was ever taken out. 

Mount Buninyong was first r each ed b y Thomas 
Learmonth's exploring party from Port Phillip Bay 
in 1837, and the n ext year four squatter s established 
them selves in the district. Ballarat bears a reminder 
of the pastoral period in broad Sturt Street , which 
was originally a Stock Route three ch ain s wide, 
known as Raglan's Road. 

It was near the spot wher e the tiny community 
settled at Buninyong that the first discover y of gold 
was made by Thomas Hiscock in August , 1851. A 
few week s l a ter the " J eweller 's Shop" fields of 
Poverty Point and Golden Point wer e discovered , and 
the rush b egan. 

At first the gold found was alluvial and the 
diggings shallow. Later the era of d eep r eef mining 
began. Then the roar of the batteries could b e 
h eard continuously, night and day. The climax of 
the earlier p eriod was the findin g of one of the 
largest lumps of gold found in the world. This was 
called the " W elcome" nugge t, later sold for £10,000. 
Ballara t has produced n early 650 tons of gold. 

Production of gold declined in the eighties and the 
citizens of Ballarat made the change to agriculture 
and then to secondary industries, which are ever 
incr easing. 

Ballarat was proclaimed a city in 1870. T h e city 
is noted for its cultural . activities and continues to 
progress along the lines marked out by its pioneers 
who " built a city on gold." 

ADRIENNE OPIE (13) . 

THE JUBILEE TRAIN 
The Jub ilee T rain is travelling around Victoria 

this year to celebrate the first finding of gold in our 
State. It was h er e in Ballarat from the 16th to the 
19th of March. 

I n th e t rain ther e are differ ent sections. One of 
these sections is an art gallery. In it ther e are 
pictu res and p aintings of the mining of Vic toria. 
T h e names of several of these pictures are : 

"The Miner who R e turned." This is a picture of 
h appy reunion of the miner and his happy family. 
"The Miner wh o did not R eturn." This i s a lonely 
grave near the mine. "A Gold Crush er." This is m ade 
u p of two p lanks in the form of a cross placed on top 
of a big m et al dish , in which i s placed the gold and 
quartz. I t is worked by a horse, which is fa st ened 
to the end of one of the planks. The horse moves 
in a circle, causing the planks to move up and down 
thereby crushing the gold and quartz. 

Near this section is the model of the large 
Wedderburn nugget , valued to-day at £34,000. 
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Ther e are models of smaller nuggets that are not 
so valuable. 

In another section ther e are glass cases in which 
are models of ships and 'planes. In one of these 
cases there is a model of a battleship. Below it to 
the right is an enem y submarine. If the button i s 
pressed in front of the case two lights flash in the 
places where the d epth charges wer e dropped. The 
sailor who is looking after this sec tion is a radar 
operator. 

Ther e is also a police sec tion in which are· the 
m edals of the Police Force. Near these in a case 
are the handcuffs and leg irons u sed in the d ays of 
Cobb and Co. Another part of this section is taken 
up b y pictures of fin ger and thumb prints and how 
they are taken. 

The Army, Air Force and Navy have a section in 
which are the m edals of rank of these three. In this 
section also are the guns and ammunition u sed in 
both the World Wars. 

The Forest Commission has pictures of the 
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Forestry School at Creswick and the young men 
planting the little seeds that have now grown into 
the big trees we see at Creswick. There are also 
posters, paintings and pictures of the big bush fires 
that have destroyed other forests in different parts 
of Victoria. 

The Electricity Commission exhibits in another 
section in the train. Here again there are pictures 
and also maps showing the Alps and mountain 
country. The big reservoirs from which most of our 

water comes and the weirs, tunnels, waterways and 
dams from which comes most of our electricity. There 
are pictures of the townships formed by the men and 
their families working on these weirs and dams. 
Theee pictures show u s where the Hydro-Electric 
Scheme is being developed. 

This train is interesting and educational to both 
children and adults. 

MARGARET McARDLE (13), 
Dawson Street. 

THE GOLD RUSH 
In 1851 P e te Smith joined the rush to Ballarat. 

Gold had been discovered in payable quantities and, 
as in N .S.W., artisans, school teachers, doctors, 
lawyers, a]] kinds of labourers, flocked to the 
diggings. Throwing his swag into his dray, Pete 
set off. He took with him plenty of provisions, a 
big wheelbarrow to cart the soil, a cradle to wash for 
the gold, and some warm blankets. Waving goodbye 
to his wife, P e te called hack, "I'll he hack a 
millionaire." This was the general attitude of those 
who rushed to gold diggings. 

On the way, Pete picked up three more prospective 
diggers. Pete just couldn't pass a man on foot. 
One of the newcomers was an " Irish rebel," another 
a Dorchester labourer, the third a French 
Revolutionary of 1848. All were looking for 
freedom and the realisation of their democratic 
dreams in a new country. 

Arriving at the diggings, Pete and his friends 
staked their claim. They lost no time in getting to 
work, and their first day was a great success. The 
"big four" put their findings in a matchbox and hid 
it careful1y. The next claim was a bit too close for 
eecurity. However, the general behaviour on the 
fields was very good. Day after day they dug, 
fos sicked, washed and packed. Their fortune grew. 

But P ete had a sharp awakening in 1853. What 
had happened to his claim? Where was all the 
gold? The fact was that the alluvial gold had 
petered out- yes, there was gold there certainly, hut 
embedded in quartz. Only expensive machi1~ery 
could extricate the precious "yellow stuff" from the 
rock. Pete was thrown among the poor. He could 

hardly get enough to eat and was forced to wander 
from field to field, looking for work. Sometimes h e 
found work on the squatters' land, h elping to erect 
fences which the squatters had found n ecessary 
during the rushes, since they, too, were short of 
labour. But the lure of the gold and excitement 
were too great, and h e moved on. 

Gradually Pete became vitally interested in his 
political rights as a citizen. He joined the ranks of 
the diggers agitating for a vote, for a vote by ballot, 
payment of m embers, abolition of property 
qualifications for m ember s of Parliament, univer sal 
manhood suffrage, frequent elections. In other words, 
Pete joined up with those democrats who were 
agitating for the points of the People's Charter, for 
a democratic government. 

The gold rush had developed Pete's character; he 
had learnt the m eaning of true equality, for nowhere 
was social equality so pronounced as on the gold 
fields. 

JUDY McNAMARA, Matric., 1950, 
Toorak. 

GHOST TOWN 
Stark in the moonlight we see it there, 
Hushed and silent, solemn and bare. 
With hotel, post office, general store, 
I ts hall, a few houses, and- no-thing more. 
And we feel a pity within us stir 
For life gone forever from Narbekur. 

THERRY ASBJORNSEN, Intermediate, 
Toorak. 

PERTH 
1. 

P erth, with its undoubtable claims to natural 
beauty and one of the most prettily situated cities 
in Australia, is "Looking Back." 

She has portrayed in colourful pageantry fifty 
years of progress in Art, Science, Skill and Learning. 

Those who planned this lovely city must look 
with pride on the huge blocks of modern flats which 
have taken the place of dingy tenement houses; on 
the Royal P erth Hospital and Dental Clinic; the 
imposing Churches; the modern suburbs connected 
to the city by fa st moving traffic; and that triumph 

of engineering- the Causeway-which will carry all 
traffic to and from Perth. 

In this vast pattern Youth takes its place and by 
intensive training in well-organised military camps 
is fitted to defend Australia. 

Progress is grand and necessary but a trifle 
ruthless in sweeping aside the landmarks which 
served the older p eople and which they learned to 
love. 

I mention that fa st decaying "Old Mill" in South 
Perth which ground the flour for the early settlers, 
who vigorously defended it against native attacks; 
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the grand old homes where our most prominent 
citizens spent many years, their association now 
lost in the atmosphere of the lodging house. Even 
that quiet backwater, "Money Street," of J. K. 
Ewers fame, has felt the hand of progress: They 
have lopped the plane trees. 

2. 

JILLIAN McLERNON, 
Nedlands. 

The Town Hall is one of Perth's most historic 
buildings. Built by convict labour and completed 
in 1870, it is a simple imitation of the Tudor brick 
and cornice, and stands in the middle of the city. 
On its tower it bears the marks of the convict era, 
broad arrows and the hangman's noose. One wonders 
whether these symbols were included in the original 
design or whether they were placed there by the 
defiant convicts. Thrilling untold stories of the 
past are cast in the stone. 

In an imposing pos1t10n at the top of St. George's 
Terrace stands another not unlovely relic of the 
convict days- the old Barracks. How colourful 
it must have been to have seen the red-coated 
soldiers on parade in the large, open courtyard, 
or marching with precision through the picturesque 
stone gateway and down the Terrace, their bayonets 
glinting in the sun. 

A contrast to these Barracks is London Court, a 
little bit of Elizabethan England dropped into the 
heart of the city. It i s modelled on the quaint 
timbered alley-ways of 17th Century London, and 
is one of the most colourful and picturesque spots 
in Perth's business centre. Its clock is of particulal' 
attraction to both old and young, who watch with 
interest the scene of St. George and the Dragon 
which · is enacted hourly. 

JOCELYN DALY SMITH, 
Nedlands. 

GRANDFATHER 
In these times, children living on stations, or in 

country towns, can receive the Sacraments fairly 
frequently because the pries t is able to reach them 
through means of modern transport. 

When my grandfather, who lived at Cooper's 
Creek, Queensland, was a small boy a priest was 
a rare visitor in those "Out-back" regions. 

However, in 1875 there arrived at Cooper's Creek 
a young English priest, Father Dunham, who left 
Brisbane in a buggy on a missionary tour of the 
back-blocks. 

His arrival frightened my grandfather so much 
that away into the bush h e ran and there hid himself. 

He had witnessed the branding of calves and 

WHITE 
The great sun slowly rose in the Heavens. The 

Elders of the tribe were off to the hunt and I , 
Jackie, was among them. Lil, my Luhr a, squatted in 
our bumpy spinning hair. 

Trooping in file through the undergrowth we 
came to the river where · our canoes lay hidden. 

Great was our surprise and fear to behold an 
immense " d ebbil" steadily progressing up the river, 
white wings billowed out in the breeze. We prepared 
for an attack, spears in hand and all tensely alert. 

No attention was paid to u s. 
We waited silently, full of awe and wonder. After 

landing, the newcomers, among whom, we later 
learned, was the brave chief Stirling, prepared to 
make humpies. 

Amazement and scqrn filled us by their stupid, 
dull ways in the bushland, their m ethods of building, 
and snaring animals. 

Hatred soon reared its ugly h ead. The white 
pfellas were suspicious of our intentions, while we 
feared their "thunder sticks," which were soon 
produced at the first sign of interference. 
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Baptism must be surely a similar rite! * A sea1·ch 
party found him hiding in a burnt-out log, and back 
to the homestead he was led. 

Father Dunham remained at Cooper's Creek for 
several months and organised a choir of boys, a 
mixture of whites and natives. 

After this incident Father Dunham visited that 
area more often and my grandfa ther grew to look 
forward to his visiti. 

HELEN DURACK, 
Nedlands. 

* Helen's grandfather must surely have been the boy 
in "Banjo" P aterson's poem, "The Bush Christening." 
-Ed. 

PFELLAS 
Accidents always and often happen. Innocent 

tribesmen blundered, resulting, unfortunately, in 
bloodshed and revenge. 

This was the beginning of lengthy feuds between 
the n ewcomers and our tribes. Understanding came 
only late in the history of our land. 

As the years progressed we realised that the whites 
had not come to our country as enemies but to 
develop its resources, build homes for themselves, 
their children and descendants, without meaning any 
harm to u n. 

In later years noble missionaries told us about 
their wonderful God and with their Missions made 
the lives of many much happier. But not all have 
benefited by the white man's coming. No, our race, 
driven farther and farther inland to dry and barren 
parts of Australia, is dying out. Soon we ·will be no 
nlore. 

JUDY HANRAHAN, 
Nedlands. 



The l\1ayor of Cottesloc . .:\Ir. Cadsdon. presenting Ju hi lee Souvenir t o Jennifer Coxe, H ead of the Schoo l. I n th e group are also the Very 
.f{ev. J. Fahey, D.S.O .. Captain Parker, represen tin g Genera l V\ q1itelaw, ~1rs. Gadsdon, and l\1rs. \V. H. Til ley, whose family presented the flagpole. 

LORETO CONVENT, CLAREMONT, W.A. 
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Tl y avait une f ois 
Trois jolis bears noirs, 
Qui lived quite happily 
Close to un bois. 
Un jour Mademoiselle 
Goldilocks came along, 
Elle dansait a hop 
Et chantait a song. 
Then spied les trois ours 
With a shriek of surprise 
Which efjraya Les animaux 
Out of their lives. 
Ils partirent et elle stayed 

POUR RIRE 

Their porridge she ate 
Then consumed their viande 
At a furious rate. 
Next Mademoiselle committed 
Un tres petit vol, 
And broke all their chaises 
With no qualms at all! 
Then toute satisfaite 
Elle returned a sa maison 
Locked windows and doors 
Et cela, avec raison. 
L es ours retournerent 
Et cried out with rage, 

REFLECTION BY THE RIVER 

Look down so far below, and see a dome 

Leurs chaises were all broken 
And not from old age! 
L e pere il grondait 
La m ere, she just sobbed 
La bebe cria: 
"Chere Maman, j e suis robbed." 
La m ere andJ the baby 
Avaient tres /aim, 
Mais Papa said tranquillem ent, 
"Je vais chercher la femme!" 

SHEILA BIRCH (16), 
Claremont. 

EILEEN JOYCE 

Like glimmering Athens ; while, the marble spire 
Neath sunlit treetrunks, and the crimson fire 

A few weeks ago we had a visit from Eileen Joyce. 

Of flame-tree blossoms. See white clouds like foam 
Streaked on a blue, transparent lake, become 
A white and angry surge which rises higher 
When winds make ruffled fairy sand, then tire 
And leave the upturned sky alone. 
In this dim pool a golden city gleams, 
And rustling leaves wave silently down d eep 
Beneath the surface where the sunbeams sleep. 
Yet one forgets the beauty of such scenes; 
And once loved m emories, dead e'en in our dreams, 
In God's mind only mirrored ever kee p. 

JOCELYN DUNPHY (15), 
Claremont. 

She played generously for the nuns and girls in our 
concert-hall. It was a great treat. I was glad to 
h ear her say that Loreto in Australia had done a 
great deal for h er in h er girlhood and since. She 
spoke with grateful enthusiasm. In a l etter of thanks 
which she wrote to us later sh e said sh e would like 
to come hack and play with our orchestra. She 
commented on the appreciation and cultivation of 
music at the Abbey. 

LORETO ABBEY, 
I.B.V.M., Rathfarnham, Ireland. 

LORETO CONVENT, CLAREMONT, W.A. 
SENIOR SCHOOL 

BACK ROW' : L . Frank, P. Jones, R Fagan, J. B rown . J. Sadler, A. Doyl e, J. Da Browsb, C. Carro!l , M. J ohn so n, Y. l\oronha. Y. Durack, 
J. Smith , R. Fraser, G. Gard ner, P. 'l' ippett , P . l\ f c Henry. . 

THIRD ROW: G. B a h e n. P. V entourus, R. Scahill . A. Macdougall, A . Rob inson, H . Ca.rv a lho, J . C.olli er, R Hug h es. D. Laurie, :\I. McAuliffe, 
W. Flaherty, M . Monger . A. W a tts. M . Adams, M. Quigley, M. H ogan, L. Houlihan, S. Qum , J . B ach, F. Taylor, R . Harrington. 

SECOND ROW : A . Mi ddleto n , B. D odd, E . P ardon, A . Fitzgerald, A. Paramor, G. Roberts, S . T1Jley, Y. Dymond, J . Hayes. :vr. Mc:\Iu!len, 
T. Logue , F. Thomas, J. Dren nan, J. H olbroo k, H . Rapha el , A. Burchett , F. Burke, J. D unphy, R R umb le, A. \Vel is. 

FRO!\T ROW: H . W ebster, M. Peterson, L. Briggs. Y . Murcott, J. R o binson, S. Marwick, A. Keenan, H . D a ly-Smith. S. Il'irch , J. Coxe 
( H ea d Prefect), M. Bartlett. M . Gui lfoy le, H . Fitzgera ld, L. Cole, M . Troy, L. B row n, J . Mase! , E. H agan, L. P eterson. 

ABSENT: J . R obinson. M. Kirkwood. T. D evane. 
MIDDLE SCHOOL 

BACK ROW: D. W a lsh , G. H adfi e ld , M . Tay lor, P . H ay, M . Barrett, A . Franklyn, G. K ea tin g, B . Devane, J. Dunphy, S. M a llock. C. Antoine, 
M. 'v\ la\sh, P. H arris, J- Braham. J . Smith , S. Curran. 

T H IRD ROW: J. Killcrby, S. Glynn, G . Whit e, J. Goerke, B . Engleb recht, E. O'Donohoe, S. L aurie, E. Bart lett, C . Earle, J. Hughes, P. 
Durack, J. Evans, M . Dw yer. C. Sheehan, J . M agu ire . F. Burke. 

SECOND ROW: ~'f. King, S . M eagher, J. C ullen, L. Anto ine. A. Fraser, J . Gadsen. E . H a ndl ey, M. M urray, H. Boy Iso n , A . S lattery, V. Sheehan, 
~1 . Valentine. J. Mendelson, D. H olma n , A. Martin. 

FRO!\T ROW: P. K ell y, V . D odd, L M a no las, S. Gwynne. G. Gold ing, i\L '.'iohle, A. H o lb rook. C. Magee. N. Sadler, S . Cranston, E. O'Connor, 
D . McPhee, M . K ello nd , A . Jones, J . Shanahan, E . Fitzgerald. 

ABSENT: W . W ill iams, C. Lloyd. 
JUNIOR SCHOOL 

BACK ROW: A. Stan ley, G. Grieve, K. Lava n , K. Va ll entine, D. Hurst, W. Hug h es, A. Caste n elle, J . H opk in s, A. Ahern. S. Wood, M. Dodd. 
S. Anto in e, N . Oberg. 

FOURTH ROW: E. R yan, S. D odd, P. Rumble, P. J ones, C. Dunphy. Y. Martin, C. O 'H ara, E. Calder, J. H art igan, P. O'Connor, H . Monger, 
C. Bulport, S. A ll an, D. L outhean, S . Nea le, E. P rendergast, J . Bu lport , L. Ne ttleto n, E. C larke. 

T HIRD RO 'v\ 1: C. Mi ch elso n , A. M. B aker. A. M . Lennon, M. Dimond , A . W orner, C. Flynn, G . Fitzgerald , A. Harr is .M. Quinlan L Ryan 
S. Nob le, 11 !. Ry a n, M . Friedman , P . . Shanahan, J. Bu ll , G. Hugh es, T. L es lie, M . S la ttery, M . R. Dun p h y. ' · · ' 

SECO'.'iD RO\V: G. H .opki ns. A . Gree n, R. D odd , W . H ugh es, N . R yan, E . A hern , D. Cocks, A. Bridge, L. Mc l\amara, M. Curran, M. 
Barre tt, P. Keat111g, J. Lav a n, A. Burke, D. Flynn, S . H adfield. 

FRONT ROW : T. R yan, J . H adfield. B . B oylso n . T . Somers, T. Michel son, M . Ahern, J . B'irmingham, J. Baker, M . H arvey, G. Morgan, 
M . W ell s, J . H arvey. 

ABSENT: C. Cunni ngh a m . 
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Views and Opinions 
BEYOND OUR SHORES: ROY CAMPBELL 

i'Wy interest in Roy Campbell and his poe try is 
la rge ly a r esult of World War II. In 1945, while 
1·ecupcrating in England after several years in 
Germany, m y father m et Mr. Campbell several times 
in London through a mutual fri end, Miajor Milner, 
who had been repatriated from Germany and was 
at the time working in the Civil Service. We still 
receive up-to-date information on Campbell's doings 
and m y interest in his work grows. 

Ro y Camp bell himself has had a very varied and 
exciting life. Born in Durban in 1902 he ran away 
from school at 15 to go to the first World War. 
Uninjured, he later studied at Oxford for a short 
time. At 19 he married, and in 1921 published the 
sensa tional " Flaming T errapin." In this poem of 
more than 1,000 lines the poe t describes vividly the 
reckless course of the m ythical monster used by 
Noah : 

"The Flaming T errapin that towed the Ark 
R ears up his hump of thunder on t.he dark, 
And like a mountain, seamed with rocky scars, 
Tu/ t;ed with forests, barna.cled with stars, 
Crinkles w hite wings, as from its ancient sleep 
Into a foam of life he wakes the dee p." 

R eturning to South Africa, to " fair Banana Land," 
he produced "The W ayzgoose," a clever sa tire on 
Sou th African politics : 

"South A frica .. . 
Where lemons hang like yellow moons ashine 
A nd grapes the size of apples load the uine, 
Where apples to the weight of pumpkins go, 
And donkeys to the height of statesmen grow." 

On several occasions he attacks Smuts and his 
predecessors, particul arly in "A Veldt Eclogue." 

"So Johnny sang. His song was brief and true
Had Creswell, Smuts or H ertzog half his nous 

There would be fa.r more goats on the Karroo 
A nd far less in the Senate and the House." 

While in Provence as a horse-breeder he produced 
more poetry. His travels took him to Spain, as a 
bull-fighter; to Rome, Portgual and Africa as a 
r.oldicr; and r ecently he re turned from a p eriod in 
Fra nce , during which he comple ted his 
autobiography aptly named " Light on a Dark Horse." 

R oy Campbell's poe try is not confined to any one 
sp here but his lyrics are particularly lovelv. One of 
his most beautiful lyrics is " Dreaming Spires" in 
which the giraffes of Africa are presented in a new 
way: 
"The City of Giraffes-a Peo ple 

W ho live between the earth and skies, 
Each in his own religious steeple, 

K eeping a light-house w ith his eyes." 
The h eart of Roy Campbell's poe try is in that written 
at Toledo in Spain. H ere h e had access to the 
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writings of the great m ys tic, St. J ohn of the Cross. 
H e r ead , and loved, and believed. H e has exquisitely 
translated some of St. J ohn 's l yri cs including "En una 
Nochre Oscura" : 
"Upon a gloomy night, 

With all my cares to loving ardours flushed , 
(0 venture of delight! ) 
With nobody in sight 

I went abroad when all the house was hushed ." 
H ere in Toledo he found the Beloved whom his 
soul had perhaps unknowin gly sought. With his wife 
and two daughters, Roy Campbell was r eceived into 
the Church , and h enceforth the Faith that had 
illumined him shone forth in all hi s works brilli ant 
as the sun he addressed: 

"Oh let your shining orb grow d im , 
Of Christ the mirror and the shield, 

That I may gaze through you to Him 
See half the miracle revealed ." 

BRENDA HEAGNEY, 
Nedlands. 

SCULPTURE - AND A SCULPTOR 
Tho history of sculptm·c is as long as the history 

of man. Even in the ea rli es t centuries m en were 
modelling their ideas into wood, stone, bronze and 
beautiful rare marble. And throu gh the centuries 
sculptors have adapted them selves to the cen tury in 
which they lived. In the present century such 
sculptors as H enry Moore are depicting surrealis tic 
models, characte ri stic of the atomic age in which we 
live. 

For almost as long as I can rem ember I have been 
able to watch a sculptor chan ge a block of wood 
into many shapes. At the age of three l u sed to 
clambe1· on to his work-bench and watch his nimble, 
artistic fingers bring life even to the most stubborn 
piece of wood. Even now, these fin gers, pe rhaps a 
little slower, excite my inte rest. 

A block of wood , perhaps hard , stubborn jarrah 
or soft, pe tal-like English lime, is fa stened to the 
work-bench b y m eans of a lon g, screw-shaped piece 
of steel, which is tightened ben eath the bench. With 
dexterous finger s the sculptor draws a rough sk e tch 
of the coming figure. Now com es the chisel , a rather 
wide one, and with the h elp of a malle t, the 
unnecessary corners are cut away, l eaving a nule 
outline. The finer chisels now come into play. As 
the chips fly to all co rners, the block of wood 
becom es more life-like. 

At last the malle t is put aside and a fin er hlade 
cuts away the wood under the force of the palm of 
one h and and the guiding fingers of the other. This 
is the only sound which echoes in the workshop for 
several days. 
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Another v1s1t to the workshop shows a n early 
comple te form to which the creator is putting the 
finishing touches. Two days' further work
somctimes less- and at last the maste r brings forth 
his work and says: " It is finish ed." 

How we love them, those sculptured figures that 
m y fathe r has brought into being. " Eurydice" i s 
the re r eminding u s of Anc ient Greece with its glory 
of sculpture ; "Summer "- three sisters laden with 
the fruit and flowers of the earth ; " Faith," " Joy," 
" F ear" have found symbolic expression in the 
tape ring form s of Modern Art. But the group that is 
most significant to u s is that of the " Australian 
Aborigines," tawny, dignified , created from the d ead 
jarrah which p e rhaps once they climbed . 

BETTY JOHNSON, 
. Nedlands. 

TERRA AUSTRALIS AND ITS FLAG 
The fla g of red , white, blue glides up its ropes, 

reach es the summit of the pole, pauses momentarily 
and unfurls in the breeze. It displays its Southern 
Cross to a sk y which had but a short time before 
forfe ited its own twinkling cross for the flu sh of 
morning light. 

Far below our flag the land rolls away to the 
horizon where it has raised itself to form the blue, 
misty hills, as if it wish ed to obtain a clearer vie w 
of its surroundings. This land, now richl y brown 
and green , feels secure on b eholdin g the Australian 
emblem above it. 

And the flag, in what li ght does it r egard its 
youn g ch a rge now clothed in morning's grey, gold 
mantl e? Are you proud of the progress of your 
charge, flag? 

For answer the flag turns towards the cities of 
Au stralia. They are just shaking off the last shades 
of sleep . These are the vital parts of our country 
not ye t old enough to boast of historical monuments 
rnore than 160 years old. But what are cities alone ? 
Useless communities unless firmly supported by " a 
bold p easantry" truly " the ir country's pride." 

Over the ranges the eyes of our emblem roves, 
ovt> r the grct>n pastures opened up not so very long 
ago to ~upport our sh eep. The early light now 
reveals their woolly back s ; we de tect a kindly light 
in the flag folds ! 

The fla g's gaze res ts on the desert interior of our 
land. This is the problem child who refuses to yield 
anything towards its place in the Australian 
community. On occasions it may appear ugly, a 
land of stinging sand with pests its only offering. 
But now through the morning mist it appears a 
lonel y, lost land of pastel hues, an artist 's arcadia. 

But the flag does not worry over the desert. It 
predicts a future for it in years to come when its 
minerals, of . which ther e has b een much sp eculation, 
are found. 

The line of vision widen s over timber s, paddocks, 
plains, to the west to th e sea. Hidden under 

Australian waters is wealth , and the b ea u tiful coral 
reefs even now so u seful. 

But above all stand the p eople. T h e y wer e the 
pioneers who gave their all for ou r h eritage, some 
in war, some in p eace; they a re the heart-beat of 
this fa st-developing nation- the Cross of Christ, its 
emblem. 

ELIZABETH B URT, 
Nedlands. 

THAT WINDOW 
One afternoon, as I sat in study a t sch ool, I raised 

my eyes to a window n ear m e and looked out. All 
thoughts of study vani sh ed as I liste n ed to the n oise 
of the traffic go by. 

Suddenly I h eard a kookaburra l au gh in g, as if h e 
had meant to laugh at a h elpless g irl t rying to s tudy 
but distrac ted by the beauty of nature and the noise 
outside that window. 

The b eauty of the trees and sh r u bs in flower 
caught m y gaze. A tall palm stood waving its leaves 
in the gentle breeze, and, hidden amongst the h eavy 
foliage of the trees, the birds ga il y ch irrupped. 

A bird flutter ed by, m y thoughts trailing it. To 
wher e was it flying? P erhaps i t was visi tin g a fri end , 
or may be just flying for pleasure. 

Little insec ts seem ed to appea r fr om nowhere and 
fly amongst the blossoms. Althou gh th e sun shone 
brightly, white clouds covered th e sk y, on ly le ttin g 
Ii ttle patches of blue esca pe h e re and th er e. 

It seem ed to m e that autumn had suddcnlv 
changed into spring. , 

With a start I r em embered m y stu d y, and so 
turned my eyes from the beauty of the world outside 
that window and once more buried m y thoughts in 
a book of poem s. A few minutes passed ; I grew 
weary of my poem s, and again m y mind was on God's 
work of wonder s, outside th at wi nd ow. 

PATRICIA AREND, 
Second Year, Marryatville. 

THEN AND NOW 
" Fifty years of Progress !" P erh aps we young 

p eople do not r ealise the ch anges that have b een 
wrought in the past fifty years, but m y Grandmother 
described a scen e to m e tha t m ade me r ealise it 
more clearly. 

It was an ordinary stree t scen e in a certain l ittle 
country town in 1901. The sunn y street was lined 
with little shops whose verandah s stood out on to 
the street. A sleep y cat was curled u p on the railin g 
of one, while a big shaggy dog reposed on the step s 
of another. Small children were playing on the 
footpaths and several m en we re riding slowly down 
the street. Several women wer e gossipin g on the 
corner, while the m en were sm oking an d ch a ttin g on 
the verandah of the hotel. The only sounds wer e 
the occasional clip-clop of the h orses' hooves and the 
rare rattle of carriage wheels. 

Suddenly the air was el ec tr i fi ed . Fri ghten ed 
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horses reared and snorted while anxious grooms tried 
to pacify them . Terrified children ran to wondering, 
awe-stricken m others. Dogs barked and cats fled 
for their l ives. Men started up from their p eaceful 
ch at to star e and wonder. 

Down the stree t rumbled a shining, snorting 
monste1'. As it cam e it emitted a loud, blaring toot 
fro m a h orn. The h eadlights now seem ed like 
sigh tless, sea rching eyes, which sought for victims for 
th is h orrifying cr eature. But it was not so t errible ; 
for there, sea ted on the high sea t, steering the strange 
contraption , was a dignified gentlem an. 

JUDY WAGNER, 
Leaving Class, Marryatville. 

TWO EXCURSIONS INTO MODERN ART 
1. THE BLAKE PRIZE, 1951 

T he largest exhibition of r eligious paintings ever 
to be h eld in Sydney was the exhibition for the 1951 
Blak e Prize. F or some time Australian artists have 
been search in g for a n ew genius. They hoped to 
fi n d an artist who had escaped from the r ealism of 
the p ast . Thus, modern art found an outlet in all 
sh apes, sizes and colours at the Blake Prize contes t. 
But even this fail ed to bring to light the long-looked
for genius. The winner of the prize is m er ely a 
copyist of B yzantine form and colour. 

T h e paintings, on the whole, wer e r epulsive. 
Arth ur Boyd 's were the worst pictures I ever hope 
to see , both in style and subject. They wer e lurid 
cr ea tions, m or e r evolting than even Picasso at his 
worst. 

I h ave always thought of an artist as one who tried 
to capture in his work the beauty of God and Nature. 
But these artists seem ed to want to escape from all 
beauty. 

Modern art is a clear expression of the ultra
modern m ind. It d epicts in its cold and lifeless forms 
th e godless and tortured lives of many p eoples to-day. 
And in i t s vivid colouring we see the brilliant, gaudy 
sh ell that hides the souls of many. 

As a contrast in style, feeling and everything that 
builds up a work of art, I turn to the warm, glowing 
colou rs of R aphael, the deep feeling and expression 
of Mich elangelo, and the humanity of Leonardo da 
Vinci. These true r eligious artists are worlds apart 
from the crude artists of modern work in Australia. 

Even from a secular point of view, the painter s of 
th e Blak e Prize exhibition fall far short of the work 
of ou r great Australian artists-to name only a few
Norm an Lindsay and Hans H eysen . And what 
gen ius there is in the aboriginal artist, Namatjira. 
Let us hope that the sanity of these master s will h elp 
to restor e the balance of our modern artists. 

But the Blake Prize exhibition has made us think, 
and we feel trye truth of the r emark that any world 
can produce-or provoke- a r eligious artist ; but 
tha t only a world which is in order and r econciled 
with God can produce a r eligious art. 
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JUDITH McMILLAN, 
Fourth Year, Normanhurst. 

2. THE STORY OF THE LEAF 

The skele ton leaf in the centre is overshadowing a 
d ark green l eaf, full of life and sap. The oblong
shaped section behind them r epresents a magnified 
section of the wonderful cells of the l eaf. The square 
in the top right corner is the world and a tmospher e 
coming in a shaft to brin g to the l eaf its food, 

sunlight and gases. The Cross in the H eart (lower 
left corner ) symbolises God's love and care of e ach 
leaf. In the top left-hand corner are some atoms and 
a Cross, followed b y a question mark. This ask s : 
" Who will gain supremacy- Christian or atheistic 
sc ientists- in their arguments concerning the origin 
of the leaf? " 

MARIS EARL, 
Intermediate, Kirribilli. 

ENGLISH POTTERY IN BRISTOL 
It was an ances tor of the Ward family who began 

the pottery industry in Bristol. That was in 1683 
when a Brislington potter , Edward Ward, built a 
fa ctory fa cing Water Lane. From that venture came 
the well-known Bristol Potter y. At first it was known 
as " Water Lane" potte ry; later , the name was 
changed to " T emple Potter y" because the factory 
was near the old church of the Knights Templars. 

Several times during the 19th century the works 
changed hands, but all the time a l ar ge trade was 
being built up in household earthenware and in 
high -class fancy articles. In the Bristol Museum may 
still be seen the tablewar e in beautifully printed 
patterns, known as " Views of Bristol." 

Among the famous types of pottery made at 
Bristol works are the Lithograph and Mallard 
patterns, and also the Vitrite Hotel ware, seen 
throu ghout En gland and Australia. 

The Bristol Pottery is the oldest tableware factory 
in Britain, and it l eads in the studies of modern 
t endencies in d esign. All the ware is made primarily 
for u se, although some of the work is beautifully 
patterned. 

ANNE WARD, 
Leaving, Normanhurst. 



LEAVING CLASS 
BACK ROv\1 : D allas W alsh, Betty Johnson, Barbara 

Field, Tircnd a H eagney. 
FR O:'\T ROW: Rhona Dunne, H elen 'fahon, Edith 

B uck, Geral<lene Carrington. A lice H ogg. 

SUB-JUNIOR CLASS 
RA CK ROvV: Brenda Fountain, Mary Pannell, Dawn 

Shields, Jennifer ~lcCormick. Gabrielle Antoine, 
Valerie Shields, Lynette Shaw, Coral ie l\1ackie, 
Tony Stewart. 

FRO:'\T ROW: Margaret \Vall work, Janet R owden, 
H elen Dudley, J oa n Ferguson, Jill McLernon, Mary 
Dwyer, Mary Talboys, Judith Daly-S mith. 

HEAD OF SCHOOL AND PREFECTS 
BACK ROW: Hetty J oh nso n. Ed ith 13uck ( H ead of 

School), Geraldene Carrington. 
FRO:-IT ROW: Alice H ogg, J{hona Dunne, Helen 

l\fahon. 

SUB-LEAVING AND JUNIOR CLASSES 
BACK ROW : M argare t :-Iacdougall, Noel Hum phries, 

J oy Pearson. Betty Irurt. J oce lyn !Jaly-Smith, 
Adrien ne Cranfield, Garry Mc Nab. 

FRO NT ROW: Ma rian Dud ley, Pam Vickers. Judy 
H anrahan, Mary Nind, Dorothy H ogg, Marilyn 
Thoma s. 
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LORETO CONVENT, NEDLANDS 
NOT OIL - BUT WATER 

This is a sequel , a happy ending to an article 
publish ed in 1949, and is inserted for the benefit 
of those ~ho are still wonderin g what our well 
r eturned u s. No, not oil- but water! 

When the last blast r esounded with a triumphant 
boom there was found abundance of water. 

Pipes wer e laid on and " runner " sprinkler s duly 
arrived. They are movable and can be attach ed 
to one another, so forming a long line. 

It can now truthfully be said: 
"Water, water everywhere, 

But not a drop to drink." 
This being the plaint of the Leavings on steaming 
hot days when the spray from the sprinkler s can be 
seen from the upstairs windows of our room. The 
spray is magnificent, for it shoots thirty feet or 
more into our sunny western skies ; the misty vapour, 
an everlasting cloud of tulle billowing* m the 
warm summer air, spreading verdure over our 
lawns. 

NOEL HUMPHRIES, 
Nedlands. 

* "Bellowing" in the typed copy. What a bore!-Ed. 

OVER THE GARDEN WALL 
Twenty-seven centuries ago Romulus plough ed a 

d eep furrow round the Palatine Hill, thus forming 
the Pornerium, the sacred limits of the city of Rome. 
Then h e began to raise a wall, and when one day his 
brother , R emus, leap .t over it in scorn Romulus 
slew him , exclaiming: 

"So die whosoever h ereafter shall l eap over my 
walls." I 1 

History r epeats itself, we are told ; and indeed our 
own story is not unlike that of Rome. 

We began with a deep furrow round our grounds, 
but, instead of the Roman plough, the plain shovel 
was wielded by loyal Old Boys, among whom I 
am proud to say were m y brother and many fri ends. 

Ther eafter the procedure was quite scientific and 
included flooding, fertilizing and filling. When 
all was ready compact little ti-trees were planted 
carefully, dozens and dozens of them stre tch ing in 
never-ending line along the margin of our land. 
Thus was begun the Garden Wall. 

Day by day we visited it to see how much it h ad 
grown, but alas! it seemed no higher or denser. 
Then came the May holidays, three lovely weeks 
which the h edge, too, evidently enjoyed and 
benefited by, for when we came back we found 
that, like many of u s, it had also grown and was 
Jooking much better. 

Soon there will be a living barrier around u s so 
high that you will not be able to see over the 
garden wall, and the happy contentment of Loreto 
at Nedlands will be secluded and sh eltered from 
the rush and whirl of the world without. Yes, we 
will have a barrier as effective but not as h arsh as 
brick or stone, for while man may build a wall of 
stone only God can make a tree. 

MARIAN DUDLEY, 
Nedlands . 

FIRST STEPS IN ANGELIC LORE: 

Two little boarders on Sunday evening pra1smg 
their baby brother s with whom they had spent th e 
day in their respective families : 

First Little Girl: Mine is a beautiful little angel. 
Second Little Girl: So is mine. The n ex t most 

beautiful is Lucifer. 

LORETO CONVENT, NEDLANDS. 
FORM III. 

HACK ROW: Be tty Connoi-. Anne M elvi n, Valery Guthrie, H ele n Durac k, Judith Full ei-. 
SECOND ROW: Dianne Cha tel, He len Pearson. Beverley S ex ton , Elizabeth Foley, J anet McComish , J ennifer Jeffrey. 
FROXT ROW: R ose ma ry Hanrahan, Christine H owso n , Kerry O'Su lli van. D eanna Maso . 

FORMS I. AND II. 
BACK R0 \\ 1: Anna Kay Ferguso n , Erica J ohnson , Mary F els, Mary Lou Dudley. Anne Dudley, Dorothy Durack, Dal las D eary, Anne Furlong, 

L oretta Keast, Mary O'H ara, H e len Coga n, Cecile Da ly-S mi th, B ernice Coffey. 
FRO N T ROW: J enne fer H ea ly. Gael Ru d wick, Sandra M cKeow n , Peta Con nor, J an ice Jeffrey, Fay Ferguson , Barbara Cranfield Cha ll is 

Connell, Barbara All en . W'endy Keast, Jacqueline Stewart, Kath '.een Dwyer, Patsi e :Miller ' 
All SENT: Barbara Blattman, R ob in Gray, Norma Keogh . 

CLASSES III. AND IV. 
BACK ROW : Caroly n D obson, Christine Bod eker, Ann Cooper, Adrienne 

Robin Mi ller, Lucille Durack, J ul iana H owson, Ruth Fogarty. 
Shea, Judith Preston, Dianne Clarke, Perpetua Clancy, Esme Stevenson . 

SECOND ROW: D orothy White ly, J ennifer H ansen, Mary J oyce, 
Slater, Judith Quinn, Juli e Miller, Pamela M embry, W anda 

FRON T RO W: M argaret Furlong, Rhonda F erguson, Gabrielle Ful ler, 
Healy, J udith Edwards. Virg inia Colbert. 

M arg.are t Durack, Lesli e Logan , Lesley Rills tone, Janice Sturges, Gaynor 
H arriga n . 
E li zabe th Goga n , Glenys Angell, Leigh McCormick, Susan Ridge, Dale 

ABSE NT: Jacqueline Biddies, Joanne McDonnell. 
CLASSES I. AND II. 

BACK RO\\ •: E li zabeth Membry, H elen Steve11son, Leita J ane Crumelin, Elizabe th D o nn an , Beth Nicholls, Judith Randall, M argaret Adams. 
Theresa E lliott, D eidr e McCarthy, Janice M cGovan, Coral ie Fountain. Nat hal ie C la rke. 

SECON D ROW: Susan Well s , Susan W a ll work, Diane O'Donne ll, Patricia Membry, Philippa Dal y-Sm it h, Paulin e Ferguson, Suzanne 
Franeto vitch , J oan Cas t enelle, Angela Colbert, E lizabe th K east. 

FRONT ROW: Michael A lford , J ohn Shea, Peter Co llopy, John Kennedy, Ri cha rd Ridge, Hal Burkett, Garry Gascoyne. 
INFANTS 

BACK ROW: Suzanne Birch, Patricia Ada m , E lizabeth Palandri, J u lia Bonser. 
SEC OND ROW : Wendy Bake r, Judith Baker, J anet Slade, Na talie Montefiore, Ba rbara Ireland. Foy Klock, J ocelyn vVcl!s, J oce lyn Bruen, 

Julienne J e ffrey, K a thleen E ll iott, E li zabeth Rudwick, Anne D onnan. 
FRO NT ROW: J oh n Co lbert, John Dudl ey, K en L udlow, Dudley Harrigan, P atrick Durack, Geoffrey Ire land, Michael D wyer, Vaughan H eenan, 

Ellis R euben. 
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Interesting Experiences 
MAY HOLIDAYS AND THE BOURKE FLOODS 

Just before we landed at Brewarrina we began 
to see the water. As the plane flew high we could 
see land away in the distance. At first there were 
just great pools of water lying beneath us, hut soon 
there was water as far as the eye could see-with 
trees and a hillock here and there. 

Ours was the last 'plane to land at the 'drome at 
Brewarrina. As we had circled the little town before 
landing we had seen part of it barricaded by levees of 
sandbags and earth. For the rest there was a roof, 
some tree tops and an occasional chimney. The 
'drome was on raised ground with a few Randhags 
to protect it. Although the town was only a few 
hundred yards away, those who met us had come 
seven miles around the water. 

After taking a walk for a few minutes we returned 
to the 'plane and resumed our journey, wishing luck 
to those we left behind who WQuld travel hom1~ 
by boat that evening. After a short flight of about 
half an hour the 'plane reached Bourke. The 
aerodrome was also on raised ground above the flood 
level. We landed and stood waiting in the bitterly 
cold wind that swept across in front of the hangars. 
After waiting some time we were told that the 
ordinary 'bus that conveyed the passengers to the 
township could not travel over the road which was 
half under water. 

So we went on a lorry on something like garden 
seats with some Sisters of Mercy and the pilot. On 
the remainder of the lorry was piled up the luggage 
tied on with ropes. Then came the mechanics and 
men who worked at the 'drome--twenty of them. 
They sat on the roof of the cabin, on the edge of the 
lorry and, much to our horror, on top of our eases . . 

Except for the raised road, no land was visible: 
only the tree tops and dirty brown water. We crossed 
the water at a snail's pace hut with the engines 
roaring in low gear. Shouting and ch eering men 
sitting on the edge drew up their legs to keep them 
dry. This went on for about two hundred yards, 
then we came to more dry land. We passed through 
six such wash-aways, some bigger than the first, some 
11ma1ler. At one part of the journey through the 
never-ending water we came to a little hillock on 
which were camped some aborigines-weary people 
with dazed and hopeless faces. 

Soon after this we came to a levee of sandbags and 
clay which marked the outskirts of the town. We 
crossed, with a hump, a low part over the levee over 
which ran the road, and were ch eered by a group of 
tired men with spades who were patrolling the walls 
in case of a breakage. All around the town and 
around two cultivated fielrl<> sandbags were placed to 
hold hack the water. It was nearly dark as we drew 
into the town so we could not see much of it. We 
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took the nuns lo the Convent, to which they crossed 
on levees beside rushing water. Then we went to the 
hotel where, after a hearty meal, we retin~d to our 
rooms and fell asleep immediately. 

About six o'clock next morning we awoke eager 
to see the sights of the town. We were most excited 
to see two big army "ducks" drawn up outside the 
hotel. They were u sed to take people through the 
water and over the land, but they were not aR 
useful as might be expected as they cannot travel 
through mud or hog and there was a lot of that. 

We decided to go to Mass at seven o'clock as later 
in the day we would be flying further West beyond 
the reach of a resident priest. About six-thirty we 
turned our steps in the direction of the Convent and 
the Church. After a time we arrived at a bridge 
which had once crossed a little creek hut was now 
only a few inches above the deep, swift water. 

We crossed it and after walking cautiously for 
some time along levees past which the water raced 
we arrived at the Church. Just as we were about to 
enter we heard shouts and turning saw the men from 
the 'plane office standing at the other side of the 
bridge. After some difficulty we gathered that they 
wished us to return and that the plane we w.ere 
leaving on left at eight o'clock. After a hasty visit 
to Our Lord we fled back along the levees. 

After much haste and hustle at the hotel we had a 
cup of tea and packed our bags. The terrible journey 
between the n ever-ending waters was renewed and in 
a little over an hour we were once more in the sky 
and winging our way westward. 

ROSEMARY FLYNN, 
Fourth Year, Kirribilli. 

[Pam Barnett, also of Kirribilli, sent in an interesting 
account of the 1950 floods in N.S.W. Salute to all those 
heroic country families who keep going-and keep 
smiling.-Ed.] 

SHEARING TIME 

Shearing time on our station occurs in September 
and lasts two or three weeks. The sheep are mustered 
and brought down from the back paddocks a few 
days before shearing begins, so that they can he easily 
driven to the sh ed when the shearers arrive. The 
sheep are counted to see how many have died or been 
killed since the last count. 

There are usually about twelve j n the shearers' 
1rnrty and they arrive in cars or on motor bikes the 
day hefore shearing begins so as to pack their 
hPlongings away in their huts. The cook is alwavs 
the most important person in the shearers' ey~~ 
because if they do not treat him well he either leaves 
or spoils their meals. 
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In the party there are usually eight shearers and 
two boys who sweep the floors, dab tar on sheep's 
cuts, gather the fleece just shorn off and throw it on 
a table to be classed by the wool classer. Then the 
wool is picked up by the presser who presses it into 
bales weighing approximately 200 to 300 lbs. These 
are loaded on a truck and taken to town to be put 
on a train that goes to the city where it is sold. 

My jobs during shearing time are mustering the 
sheep from the hills and bringing them to be shorn, 
or taking them back after they have been shorn. 
Almost incessantly during the day sheep have to he 
moved from pen to pen with the help of dogs, 
barking loudly at the stubborn animals. With dust 
flying everyhere we are very dirty by the end of the 
day and are very glad to have a bath and go to bed 
at about nine o'clock, only to be awakened again 
to a new day of hurry and bustle by the crowing of 
the cocks. 

MARIA LONERAGAN, 
Third Year, Kirribilli. 

BUSHFIRE AT MIDNIGHT 
It was about twelve o'clock one night when we 

were awakened by the scream of fire engines. On 
looking out we saw a tremendous red glare in the 
sky and several bright tongues of flame leaping out 
of the blackness. 

Mummy and Daddy had gone to help, so we 
hu:p·iedly slipped on our clothes and raced up to 
the back of the property. There we saw a sight 
which I shall never forget. The whole of the valley 
in front of us was like a blazing inferno. 

Everyone was either carrying buckets of water or 
trying to heat the fire with branches and wet bags. 
The m en's bodies, black with smoke and gleaming 
with perspiration, stood out sharply against the red 
glow of the flames. The steady roar of the fire 
and the myriads of tiny sparks racing skywards gave 
the scene an eerie, frightening atmosphere. The1·e 
were terrific crashes and vibrations as one giant 
tree after another fell victim to the indomitable fire. 

We were not able to do much as we were too young, 
so we helped to burn fire breaks. Tears streamed 
down our faces as the smoke drove into our eyes. 
Some of the fire fighters left to go and help people 
in danger to vacate their homes. 

Dawn came at last, and with dawn came hope. 
Suddenly, without warning, the wind changed. 
Many sank on their knees to thank God, crying aloud 
with relief and exhaustion. The fire was soon under 
control and the men said it would burn itself out. 
We all then went home to breakfast, and to bed. 
Next day, on looking out, all that could be seen 
was a landscape of blackness. Not one tree was 
left standing. A slight breeze was blowing, 
scattering the ashes and fanning the still glowing 
embers. But all danger was over at last, thank God. 

LEAH COOPER, 
Fifth Year, Kirribilli. 

A FLYING EXPERIENCE 
. Father Higgins, parish priest of Wentworth, 

N.S.W., had offered to take me up in his plane. This 
wonderful news Mummy broke to me one Sunday 
afternoon. "Fath er is taking you tomorrow if the 
weather is good," she said. So all that night I hoped 
and prayed for a fine day. Sure enough when dawn 
broke there was a blue and cloudless sky, but
"Will it last?" I thought. 

However, my fears were groundless, and at 2 
o'clock I found myself in a Tiger Moth's cockpit 
with six safety straps, a helmet, goggles, speaking 
tube and quaking heart. Father swung the propeller 
and then took his seat at the controls, started the 
engine, and we were off. 

"Where would you like to go? " bellowed a 
sepulchral voice in my ear, "over your own place?" 
"Yes," I yelled and then leant over the side of the 
cockpit. What a view! Stretching for miles and 
miles were rows of golden grapes and dark green 
orange trees. Glinting among the gums was a silver 
gleam-the Murray. Back, back, stretched 
unlimited space and beyond-the horizon. 

We turned into the wind and went racing home. 
I leant ovar the cockpit once more and a stinging, 
exhilarating wind hit me; I felt as if I owned the 
universe and started to yell at the top of my voice. 
Then, "We are going to glide in and land, Meredith," 
came the voice, and regretfully I sighed. Father 
shut off the engine and we glided in to a perfect 
landing. 

MEREDITH SYKES, 
Grade VII, Marryatville. 

TWO WAYS OF HOLIDAYING 
1. MOTORING IN VICTORIA 

Not long ago Mother and Father were going to 
Benalla and they decided to take me. 

On Tuesday at 10 a.m. we went over the hills, 
leaving "Riverside" behind us. The first part of our 
journey was the ordinary route to W arrnambool, 
and at 3 p.m. we left W arrnambool and set out for 
Geelong. The most picturesque places I saw were: 
Lake Colac, fringed with wild flowers, and 
beautiful Camperdown. The town is surrounded by 
massive, imposing volcanic hills. At six o'clock we 
arrived in Geelong and after tea we were very glad 
to rest for a few hours. 

The following day we went to Ballarat and it was 
easily seen that the occupations of the people of the 
surrounding country were sheep raising and dairy 
farming. On nearing Ballarat we could see the old 
mining shafts and huts which are scattered here and 
there. . · ~• : 

I can say that the most picturesque part of th~ 
journey was from Kilmore to Melbourne because 
of the beautiful country on either side. After we had 
spent a few days in Geelong we turned homewards, 
and on entering the hack gate of "Riverside" we 
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were welcomed by all and felt glad to be home 
once again. I thank my parents for the interesting 
trip, and hope and pray that in the near future all 
of us will be included in the next trip which we plan 
to make. 

MARY NOONAN, 
Portland. 

2. A DAY OF MISHAPS 

"Come on, get up," said Mum, very early one cold, 
frosty morning. It was Saturday, and a day when 
anyone would like to snuggle down again. 

"We are going to Portland to see the football;" 
"Football!" " Br-r-r." I could just imagine it; in there 
standing in the cold, drizzly rain. They would 
probably come a tie, anyway. 

I got up, and the water in the taps was icy cold. 
I went 'out into the kitchen, near to the stove, to 
warm my hands. In my eagerness I got too close ancl 
I burnt my arm. When I opened the cuphoard to 
get some ointment, of course, it was not there. \Voulcl 
anything go right to-day? 

Saturday morning meant shoes to clean. Six 
pairs! I cleaned Mum's and Dad's with brown 
Nugget, then mine and Bill's with black. I was to 
clean Mary's and Shirley's with white; but while 
my back was turned the baby spilt it all down the 
front of h er nice clean dress. 

After all this we were actually on our way to the 
football. When about three miles from home we had 
a puncture and D~d had to walk back to get a spare 
tyre. After about an hour we arrived at Portland 
to find the match well advanced. It was just as I 
had imagined. When the football was over, and 
Casterton had won by a point, we started off for 
home. 

We reached home only to find that the dogs had 
scratched up all of my nice cabbage plants. 

WENDY KERR, 
First Year, Portland. 

HOMEWARD BOUND 
After ten months in Australia we were now within 

sight of Singapore. The lights of home twinkled on 
the horizon. We settled in for the last night on 
board. Early next morning the engines awoke and 

·we steamed into Singapa1e haribour. T~ our 
consternation we saw only about a dozen people on 
the wharf to greet us. Something was obviously 
wrong. It wasn't long before the boat had berthed, 
and we pieced together bits of information shouted 
to us from below. Riots had broken out in Singapore 
over the ca~e of Maria Hertogh, the thirteen-year-old 
Dutch girl whose marriage to a Mohammedan had 
caused so much controversy. The numbers on the 
wharf now increased, though not a single native 
carrier was to be seen. We waited till ten o'clock for 
the arrival of the armed guards before anyone was 
allowed to board the ship. Some parties were given 
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police escort to see them through the danger areas, 
while others trusted to luck and slipped through the 
side lanes. The aerodrome was absolutely unsafe 
so children bound for Penang, Epoh and Kuala 
Lumpur were forced to remain on board and await 
developments. Some friends met us and on arriving 
home safely we were greeted with glad cries from 
the anxious servants who forbade the master to leave 
the house again. We were to remain inside for four 
days, spending most of our time near the radio 
listening to the news relays; recognising names on 
casualty lists and - "A reward is being offered for 
any information concerning the whereabouts of--." 

Fortunately, our home was near the army station 
and by Thursday afternoon the city was under army 
control. We were fortunate in merely having bricks 
thrown at our downstairs windows. For the first time 
in history Singapore had 6 o'clock curfew, and the 
roads, still brightly lit, were as quiet as death; 
through the night shouts of " Halt!" "Who goes 
there?" penetrated faintly. By Friday the 
situation was under control; there were soldiers 
everywhere, a police helicopter flew low over the 
streets warning the police patrol cars and fire 
engines. People were warned off the streets and we 
now heard the tales of our friends experiences. On 
Saturday people were once more allowed out of 
doors, causing a phenomenal traffic jam. 

Maria Hertogh had been slipped off the island 
and was now in Holland with her parents. The 
case was closed for the time being, the final hearing 
being scheduled for mid-April. Forewarned is 
forarmed, and when the time drew near troops were 
quartered all over the city. However, as is often 
the case in history, the expected trouble did not 
occur. Maria's lawyer did not appear and the case 
was adjourned. Since then, the Dutch Government 
has annulled her marriage to the Mohammedan 
and she is staying with her family in Holland. It 
is extraordinary to think that a quiet, simple, pretty 
little girl of thirteen should cause such ill-feeling 
and loss of life. But then, not many little girls are 
abandoned as babies to the care of their maids; 
brought up as natives in a village and married at 
the age of thirteen. This is the story of Maria which 
flashed to newspaper headlines overnight- -and as 
quickly died again. 

JENNIFER COXE (16), 
Claremont. 

FIRST STEPS IN PHILOSOPHY: 

A seven-year-old boarder received a letter from 
her father saying that he would call to see her on 
Sunday, "God willing." Sunday came. The early 
afternoon hours of waiting were long. Perhaps h e 
would not come? His letter was re-examined, and 
every passing nun consulted: "What does God 
willing mean? Does it mean Daddy won't come?" 
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LORETO CONVENT, MARRYATVILLE, S.A. 
THE YOUNG CHRISTIAN STUDENTS' 

MOVEMENT 

Catholic Action was formally set up in Australia 
at a synod of Church dignataries h eld in 1937. Since 
then the r esults of its work has become increasingly 
more evident. The aim of the Y.C.S. is to 
" r echris tianise the environment in which we live"
in other words to influence our fellow students to 
lead good Christian lives. Knowing that p er sonal 
influence and example are the most effective ways 
of bringing p eople to the faith , the Church has 
advoca ted that we, particularly, as m emb ers of the 
Y.C.S., exert ourselves to influence p eople for the 
good, and thus achieve the aims of the Y.C.S. 

As m embers of the Y.C.S. we have a definite 
obligation to be Apostles of Christ. We have the 
advantage of knowledge of the true religion, and 
that advantag·e entails assisting others, as far as we 
are able, to realise the truths of r eligion. 
Everything we do has a cer tain influence on others, 
one way or the other , so if w e con sciously strive to 

influen ce p eople for the good w e can do a tremendous 
amount of apostolic work. As the Y.C.S. organisers 
like to have some knowledge of the e fforts and the 
progress made w e are given the opportunity to report 
these acts-facts of action they are called- at the 
Group meetings. 

A s we are striving to " r e-christianise" our 
environment," we ourselves must h ave a full 
knowled ge and love of Our Lord, so at Group 
Meetings the Leaders conduct a Gosp el Discu ssion 
on incidents from the life of Our Lord so that we may 
be able to imitate Him and follow the perfect 
example. Thus at the Group Meetings it is the 
Gospel and not the Activity which holds first place. 

Thus m embers of the Y.C.S. have a serious 
obligation to work for the su ccess of the movement, 
one which cannot be by-passed and which will 
r emain always. 

From those to whom much is given, much is 
expected. 

MARGARET SHANAHAN, 
Leaving, Marryatville. 

LORETO CONVENT, MARRYATVILLE 
PREFECTS 

BACK ROW: Mary Quinn. Helen Cox. Alexia McAul ey, Cla ire Mc Laugh lin. Angela Kennedy, R osemary W ard. 
FRONT ROW: Margaret Rose Buchanan, Patricia Devitt, Margaret Shanahan (H ead Prefect), and Pat Crowe. 

HONOURS, LEA VIN GS AND INTERMEDIATES 
ITACK ROW: M. Quinn, M . Buchanan, H. Cox, C. McLaughlin, P . Crowe, M. Shanahan. 
THIRD ROW: A. McAu ley , R. W ard, B. Cum mins, D. Cri tchl ey, G. Dixon, H. Devitt, S. Lawrie, M. Upton , C. Lawrie, A. K ennedy. 
SECOND ROW : P. Devitt, Mgt. Quinn, M. Parkin rnn, P . Pyne, D. Turner, J. Lucey, J. Wagner, E. :vicLaughlin, C. Gray, N. Coo ling. 
FRONT ROW : G. Coulter, S. Lahiff, M. Denger, D. Irrazel, M . Crawfo rd, K. Pick, J . Martin, A. de Ridder, C. O'Donnell, W. Laing. 

SECOND YEAR 
BACK ROW: A. Scantlebury, P. Arend, E. Kin g, M. All church, P. Greenslade, J. Dobson, C. Krause. 
THlRD RO\>\ •: D. Condon, M. Spain, H . Jago, J . McClure, R. Evans. A. Clifford, J. Kennedy, E . Malony. 
SECOND ROW: N . Phil lips, K. Cri spe, E. Travers, A. Mallon, M . Mullins, B. Greenfield, M. Carroll, J. Bennett. 
FRONT RO\>\ ': M. Bertlesmeir, L . .McDonald, M . H euzenroeder, B. Thyer, A. Lonergan. 

FIRST YEAR AND GRADE VII 
BACK ROW : A. Ke ll y, H . McCarthy, M. Devitt, A. Robertson, K. Swane, A. Heffernan, B. Clarkson, V. Duncan, C. McAuley. 
TH l RD ROW: I. White head, A. Pick, M. Daly, B. Kennedy, M. James, P. C lota, L. R ech , P. M orton, T. Whitehead, B. Dobson. 
SECOND ROW: .M. H onner, M . Roachock. J. Smith, C. Cooper , E. Siemer, D. Scoins, P. Ru sso, R. K enny, H. Smith, P. Morgan. 
FRONT ROW: .M. Sykes, D. L ah iff, A. Power, J. Arend , R. Greenfield , B. King. 
ABSENT: A. Isenstein, .M. W oods, R. Spinks. 

GRADES V AND VI 
BACK ROW: J. Tyler, J . Phelan, M. Cameron, S. Vrakatitsis, B. Brown. 
THIRD ROW: C. Doy le, A. K ennare, S. Scantlebury, J . Fisher, A. Halloran, M. Kelly, B. Kennedy, L . Lutz, \.\ '. Sprmgbett, R. Moore. 
SECOND ROW : B. R odricks, R. Green, I. La ing, S. Gun, A. Koerner, T. Jungfer, D. O'Loghhn, A. Lawrie, J . Brady, D Scoms, M. Cooper. 
FRO NT ROW: J . Armstrong, \'I. J ones, R. l sens te in, .M . .Moriarty, E. Sztolarik, J. Sykes, S. Parish, H. Doherty, J. Neill, D. Mtlakms, C. 

Moriarty, R. Power, J. Fitzgerald, P. Braze l. M. Nau lty, H . Kelly. 
ABSENT : M . Luciano, L. Field er, P. Pridham, J. Hoffman. 

GRADES III. AND IV. 
IrACK ROW : E. W oods, A. \Ya ish, G. Treloar, W. Gunson, V . Barnett. 
FOURTH ROW: L . .Moore, B . Tanner, E . W ebb, V . \.\ 'alsh, .M. Power, C . .Murphy, M. J ago, L. R ech, C. Robertson, J. Kelly. 
THIRD ROW: J. Cashmore, G. Fitzgerald, R . Doran, .M . .Mackie-Smith, E. Doyle, M. Jolley, H . Kennedy, J . Brooks, A. Banks, M. Keene. 
SECOND ROW: 0. Tursky, M . Baulderstone, J. Glynn , P. Vail , P . Windsor, S. Tunbridge, M. Doherty. D. Role, V. Tursky. 
FRONT ROW: M. Moriarty, P. Upton, M. D oy le, R. Hakendorf, H . J oseph , R. Glynn, S. Milaknis, J. Thyer. 
ABSE NT : J. Luciano, A. Krause, E. Cutshaw , E . W ahlqui st. 

KINDERGARTEN AND GRADES I. AND II. 
BACK RO W : R. Hall , M . Martin, .M. Tex ter, L. Tucker, C. Ryd er. 
FOU RTH ROW: M. Madigan, D. Nolan, H . Na ulty, J. Monks, E. O'Brien, J . Stock, P . McLaughl in , S . Perry, T. Alika, C. King, M. McClure. 
THIRD RO\.\ I: P. Madigan, l". Turnbull, .M. Forsyth, C. Walsh, A . Siebert, A. Blackmon, V. Anderson, C. Abbott, J. Johnson, J. Callan, 

B . L ooker. 
SECOND ROW: P. Upton, P . Ryan, P. Riley, D. W ebb, S. Doherty, M. Gordon , F. O ' Lough lin , D. O'Connor, J. Lehman, M. Glynn. 
FRO N T ROW: C. Shannon, R. Cappeluti, P. Freid, S. Springbet, E. Doherty, P. Young, A. Riches, A. R egan. 
ABSE NT: J. Nad ilo, T. Griff, C. Wahlquist, S. Doherty, P. Windsor. 

BOYS 
B'ACK ROW: R . Crawford, J. W alsh, G. Miller, G. W a lsh . 
SECOND ROW: A. R ech, M. Gallagher, D. Schu lt z. V. Straukis, D . Morgan , P. J oseph, J. \.\ 1ebb, D . .MacFarlane. 
FRONT ROW: J . Doyle, E. Hogan , P. Shepherd, M. Joseph, J . Mansfield, M. Blencoe, P. Kelly, T. Anderson. 
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Scenes I 
THE CORPUS CHRISTI PROCESSION* 

On Sunday, 27th May, 1951, seventy-five thousand 
people gathered in the Exhibition Grounds to honour 
the Blessed Eucharist at the greatest Catholic 
Demonstra tion ever witnessed in Brisbane. 

T housan ds of school children march ed in honour 
of the Blessed Sacrament. Children of Mary, 
Catholic Nurses in their r ed and white capes and 
Holy Name and Sacred H eart Sodalities r epresented 
nearly fif ty p arish es. The colourful banners of 
N.C.G.M. and C.W.O. waved above the h eads of the 
o ther m arch ers. 

By about midday not a seat was to be had in either 
of the Grandstands, and tiers of step s surrounding 
th e oval were soon pack ed with ardent Catholics who, 
despite the blinding rays of an afternoon sun , waited 
patiently to unite them selves with the procession. 
At 2.45 p.m. the cross bearer with his a ttendant altar 
boys entered the oval and seventy thousand voices 
were raised in Mar y's honour- in the singing of 
Hail, Queen of H eaven. It was indeed a moving 
experience to h ear those well-known words echoing 
around the Exhibition Grounds. Our Lady's 
prophecy, "All generations shall call m e Blessed ," is 
indeed being fulfilled by twentieth century 
Australians in this yea1· of Jubilee. 

A spectacular and pleasing note was added to the 
procession by the large gathering of New Australians 
in Nat ional Costumes marching behind their flags 
as they, in this free land of ours, honoured the 
Christ that a tyrannical government had denied 
them in th eir own countries. 

A hush fell on the dense crowd as the Blessed 
Sacrament entered the big gates and all on the oval 
fell to their knees as the Most R everend P. O'Donnell, 
Coadjutor Archbishop, carried the Blessed 
Sacram ent round the oval to the altar erected in one 
of the gr andstands. Behind the Blessed Sacrament 
walked His Grace the Most R ev. Archbishop, Dr. 
J . Duhig. 

W h en the Monstrance was raised in blessing to the 
accompaniment of a fanfare of trumpets, a forest of 
coloured banners and flags was raised in salute to 
Chris t our Eucharistic King. It was truly the most 
impressive sight one could ever witnes's. One did 
in deed feel proud and grateful to be numbered 
amon g those who bowed before "My Lord and My 
God" truly present blessing u s as H e did the crowds 
of Galilee. 

After Ben ediction the Right R everend Mgr. John 
En glish , D.D., gave a most inspiring address. H e 
stressed the fact that this great r eligious festival
the greatest in the history of Queensland- was the 
Catholic contribution to the Jubilee Celebrations of 
the Commonwealth. Catholics had played a very 

* See photograph of girls on page 82. 
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Ha v e Lov e d 
notable part under the leadership of Cardinal Moran 
in the framing of our F ederal Constitution. "We 
are h ere to-day," h e said, " to r ender public worsh ip 
of the Sacrament of Thanksgiving to God for the 
many and m anifold blessings which H e shower ed 
on our young country !" 

P ATRICIA O'SULLIVAN, Junior, 
Brisbane. 

RUTH 
On the night of November 6th, 1950, an event 

occurred at Loreto, Cavendish Road, that will never 
be forgotten in the annals of its history. We could 
feel in the air elem ents of suspense, activity, worry 
and hope. No doubt, our n eighbours felt relief. 
Now after months of the noises of practising, of the 
moving of furniture and of intense curiosity, they 
could at last witness the cause of the hustle and 
harmonising. In short, that was the night when we 
presented "Ruth"-a sacred cantata. 

Never in Brisbane's history had a school p roduced 
a Sacred Cantata, and in our h earts we were proud, 
because we knew ours to he the acme of simple 
p erfection. The choruses, both in words and music, 
were magnetic, while the beautiful solos sun g by 
equally beautiful voices could never p ass wi thout 
comment. The hall , r egal in its decorations of royal 
blue, black and gold, was tastefully softened by bowJs 
of deep r ed gladioli. All the ghosts of the sch ooi 
rooms had vanish ed , and the stage was enveloped in 
soft ever-changing lights. 

Away from the bright lights, upstairs in Our Lady's 
Dormitory, eighty excited participants donned their 
delightful costumes. Those for feast and famin e 
had been prep ared with the same zest. Tireles~ 
hands had achieved effec ts with the aid of d yepot 
and sewing-machine-cottons for the scenes of sorrow 
and hope, and gorgeous satins, georgettes and taffe tas 
for the wedding scene. Scenery, singing, costumes 
and acting, m ellowed by the lights, gave such a 
professi?nal air that we marvelled at the ingenuity 
and artistry that had achieved it all- the ingenuity 
of our nuns and our singing teacher , Mr. Grice. W c 
were to r eceive all the applause but theirs were the 
unselfish hands and voices that had fashioned this 
pageantry, with the least possible expense. 

The story of " Ruth" centres around the OlJ 
T estament's lovable character of that name. The 
opening scene in Moab is one of pathos. There, 
famine had driven the family of Naomi and sorrow 
upon sorrow had tried her faith and fortitude. At 
length, bereft of husband and sons, we find h er on 
the road to Bethleh em bidding h er daughter s-in-law 
to r eturn to their homes for "now the hour has come 
for parting." Ruth, however, stays with Naomi and 
toge ther they r eturn to Bethleh em. In the land of 
Juda the harvest is bounteous, but there is no on~ 
to provide for two lonely women and Ruth is forced 
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by want to "glean amid the alien corn" in the field 
of Boaz. While the work is being carried on by 
reapers and gleaners, the master comes to supervise 
and shows gracious attention to the stranger. Ruth 
with the strength of her youth serves Naomi, who 
plans for h er with the wisdom of age. The plan is 
blessed by God when the marriage of master and 
gleaner is celebrated with dance and song. 

At last the moment had arrived for us to enact 
this stirring story. The curtains were drawn apart 
to show us a sea of faces. There, in front, was His 
Grace Most Reverend J. Duhig, and beside him 
Monsignor English. Clergy and laity loomed up 
behind, hut soon we put all aside to think only of 
doing credit to the people and school that had done 
ao much for us. All melted to nothingness save the 
stirring story. The soloists were. absorbed in their 
parts, unmindful of themselves; and for two hours 
we of the chorus lived with Ruth the sad, hopeful 
and joyful moments of h er life. 

JILL WEBB, Sub-Senior, 
Brisbane. 

A MOONLIGHT NIGHT 
Have you ever wandered along the seashore on a 

beautiful, calm night, with the gentle breeze singing 
about you and a silvery moon coming up on the 
horizon? 

As the moon is rising higher it casts its rays out 
over the p eaceful waters and on the beach, which is 
very smooth, now that all the people have 
disappeared. The ocean with its white foam is 
dancing h ere and there and disappearing under a 
wave, as if playing hide-and-seek with sea animals. 

The moon casts a silvery path on the waters for, 
as it seems, the Fairy Queen and h er attendants to 
walk upon, as: 
"Trailing flowery garlands they come gliding 

On their midnight staircase, down the milky way." 
Everything is peaceful and quiet; the only sound 
that can be h eard is the cool water as it breaks upon 
the shore. 

As the moon and her diamond-like stars sail slowly 
across the peaceful heavens, they remind m e of Our 
Lady with many angels looking up to her and 
gathering around h er. There is a majesty about her 
that attracts attention and a calmness and feeling of 
p eace comes when you look up to the Queen of 
Heaven. And so your thoughts turn to her to find 
warmth and consolation. 

This wander along the beach gives you time to 
pause and think over all the doings of the day and 
it also brings hack old memories that people like 
to think of when alone. 

NANETTE RICHARDS (13), 
Brisbane. 

THE SCENT OF SANDAL-WOOD 
Kulin is only a small and dusty country town, 

about 200 miles from Perth, but it is my home and 
I love it. There are f cw visitors to the township for 

it is deep in the heart of the wheat belt, separa ted 
from the main highways by hundreds of miles of 
corrugated gravel roads. These discourage sight
seers who content themselves with glimpsing only 
the fringe of the rich and beautiful golden-brown 
wheat country. 

Even if they did get as far inland as 
Kulin, they might pass through it without ever 
learning what an interesting district it is. Many 
years ago when our grandfathers were young, men 
were rushing to the rich gold diggings at Kalgoorlie 
and Coolgardie from all over the world. They 
disembarked mostly at Fremantle and then set out 
in a direct route for the fields. This took them over 
the old sandal-wood tracks through the then 
unsurveyed country that is now the districts of Kulin 
and Hyden. These tracks were already old and the 
i·uts deep from the weight of sandal-wood, that had 
been cut years earlier for the famous Chinese trade. 

At J ilakin Rock, now a favourite picnicking place 
in the district of Kulin, they would stop to give 
their teams a few days' rest. They u sed to water 
their horses at the manna hole, a peculiar shaped 
rock where rain water collects, and which could 
always he relied on even when the deep wells had 
dried up. At the bottom of this particular manna 
hole lived a friendly carpet snake which had been 
there as long as people could remember. 

One sad day he was accidentally killed and the 
hole has never h eld water since. Maybe this tale 
grew out of a native legend, for Jilakin Rock was a 
tribal meeting place and burial ground long before 
white men drove the aborigines out of the country. A 
family, when digging foundations for some building, 
discovered recently dozens of skeletons-black 
ones ! 

Legends might explain, too, why there is a little 
grove of tall jarrah trees there by the rock, two 
hundred and eighty miles from the coast, when they 
have n·ever before been found more than eighty 
miles from the sea. 

There were white men's legends, too. When the 
sandal-wood cutters were the only white people in 
the district one of them fell ill on the way back 
to the coast with his waggon load of wood, so he 
stopped and unloaded it all in a clearing in the 
hush where no one else would find it. 

Unfortunately, he was never to return, hut the 
story of the great site of precious wood grew until 
it was said to cover an acre. The result was that 
many cutters began to search for it up and down the 
tracks. 

Eventually, years later, a Mr. Brown went on a 
selecting trip. He camped one night by a stack of 
dry wood and made his fire with sticks from it. 
Gradually the air became h eavy with the scent of 
sandal-wood. He had camped right beside the lost 
wood pile. 

CHRISTINA MAGEE (12), 
Claremont. 
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A KANGAROO HUNT 
One fine spring morning we all set out on what 

promised to he a great adventure, a Kangaroo hunt. 
We had arranged beforehand to meet a party of 
friends on the Bindoon turn-off; their carload held 
five people, while seven of u s drove in the utility 
truck. 

We had packed a huge lunch and collected five 
rifles, four .22's and a 12 gauge shotgun. 

At the site, after satisfying ourselves with a 
delicious lunch, we divided into two separate groups 
and strode off. 

We had tramped about a mile when we came 
upon some black cocka toos, which Dad cautioned 
us not to shoot at lest we frighten any kangaroos 
that might he about. So we walked on, admiring 
the huge gum trees and the beautiful wild-flowers. 

Soon we came to the thi'ck k angaroo scrub country. 
We were very surprised that we had not sighted any 
ye t. Suddenly we found ourselves on the edge of a 
huge plain, which was covered with thick, yellow 
wild-flowers, and to our great joy we saw at least a 
dozen big grey 'roos calmly eating juicy grass in the 
middle of the field. 

Our two riflemen crawled forward , telling u s to 
stand and keep quiet. 

Evidently some instinct had warned the 'roos as 
one after another they raised their heads and a big 
buck, which seemed to he the leader, hounded off 
into the safety of the scrub, the others following. 

The men fired two shots in quick succession, hut 
much to their disappointment they missed the 
moving targets, and after they had reloaded, the 
kangaroos had gone. 

After lunch we children set off to explore some 
huge rocks and a cave which were not far away. We 
canie upon some baby fox-cubs and had to kill them 
and their mother. The cave, about ten feet high, was 
hung with large spiders' webs. In one corner lay a 
huge racehorse goanna curled in a ~ircle . W~at 
really surprised us was a large wildcat which 
scuttled out when it h eard u s. 

Then came the "Coo-ee" announcing the end of 
our exploration and we piled into the utility and 
started home feeling very pleased with "our day." 

JOSLYN HAYES (14), 
Claremont. 

[In the absence of well-known place names this 
sounds like a school outing. But it happened certainly 
far away from Claremont.-Ed.] 

FAMILY LIFE - 1950 
Our family expands con siderably in the week-ends. 

Every child in the neighbourhood, it seem s to m e, 
passes through our kitch en on . a Saturdar, has 
something to eat, and then contmues on his ~ay 
to various occupations. I will he peacefully do~ng 
my homework, for instance, one Saturday mornmg 
when a queer-looking object like an overdressed 
dwarf in oversize shoes appear s at my door and 
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says in a most affected manner , " How do you do?" 
In a typical family way I whisper, "Whose shoes 
are those?" I will he assured that they were found 
in an old box, and then the n ewcomer will introduce 
his "husband." The two outrageously dressed will 
he none other than my young brother and "Nipper" 
from n ext door. How I love playing up to them and 
asking how many children they have and when will 
they next he visiting u s. The worst part of this game 
of dressing-up is that one is never sure if one's 
lip-stick will still he in existence! I often wonder 
how Mummy can hear all the children, hut she 
never seem s to mind except when they go into the 
front of the house, and they certainly know what 
can happen if dirty marks appear on the carpets! 

The children 's playroom is a large sun room at 
the hack of the house. It takes a superhuman effort 
to keep it tidy. After five children have sp ent five 
minutes in there it will look as if it could n ever 
he tidy again! A model car-park still on the floor, 
pages of comics, p encils strewn about by despairing 
artists, and the paper s screwed up into pellets since 
the "drawings" were unsatisfactory, and u sed for 
anything hut civilised occupations. 

Our family life, 1950, could, I think, he an y year 
at all; they all seem the sam e to m e. But I can 
quite understand people who have no children about 
them having a sort of emptiness in their life. 

JO LITTLE, Leaving Class, 1950, 
Toorak. 

THINGS I LOVE 
There are many things I love, ranging from doing 

nothing at all to playing the third set at a match in 
the boiling sun. I love riding my chestnut mare 
through thick timber, especially when Mark 
is with m e. I love to lie in bed on a 
very hot night at home and listen to the 
comforting, homely sounds of the darkness- a sleepy, 
protesting chirp from a bird in the p epper tree near 
the sleep-out; the distant sound of a horse trotting 
across some hard ground, or one stamping or moving 
about in the stable; the murmur of the boys' voices 
floating from the direction of their sleep-out; and 
to see through the darkness the gleam of Justin's 
cigarette. 

I love r eading, and there are some things I love 
to r ead over and over again; m y favourites are the 
prose works of H enry Lawson and his poetical works 
and the " Bell Birds" of H enry K endall. 

I love sh earing time at home-the warm, h eavy 
smell of the wool, the noise and hustle of the 
shearing shed ; the clank of the wool-press. I love 
to watch panic-strick en rouseahouts feverishly 
endeavouring to catch up again when about four 
shearers bellow "wool" in irate tones ! 

There are other things-rather different ones
that I love; the sm ell of incen se and flower s at 
Benediction; High Mass with all its pomp and 
ceremony, and, paradoxically, a Low Mass with its 
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quiet solemnity; and a visit to the Chapel at night 
- not during recreation in the Hall! - when all is 
quiet and still. 

I love the way my small brother sits at the dining 
room table after tea, buried in a book on tractors, 
with both hands holding his head up; by no means a 
light task for he is u sually almost asleep b y eight 
o'clock. I love to see Maureen dressed to go to 
some dance or other, as she always looks a picture. 

VERONICA GORMAN, 
Toorak. 

A DAY AT MARY'S MOUNT 
After a week of impatient waiting we found 

ourselves establish ed in a beautiful bus with rows of 
six across it, and hilariously happy. The drive was 
most interesting and exciting, though I must admit 
[ did wonder at Mother Benignus' and Mother 
Rosa's calm looks and seeming deafness to the lusty 
rendering of all the songs imaginable by the 
twenty-five vociferous young Australians! 

We arrived in Ballarat at about a quarter past 
e leven, and , having a little spare time and an 
amiable bus driver, we drove round the lake, which 
was lovely in spite of leafless trees. Then we 
arrived at the gates of Mary's Mount- the reason for 
my lack of sleep and appetite for a week! 

We were m e t by the girls and Mother Sylvester , 
whom we were very pleased to see again- then we 
went upstairs. H ere an astonishing sight met our 
gaze-Cubicles ! With doors! We looked with 
envy on the H ead of the School's cubicle, and had 
barely recovered the power of speech when we went 
downstairs and out into the lovely grounds. Here we 
saw the beautiful grotto of Our Lady of Lourdes. 
We were comple tely entranced with the chapel, so 
full of light, the exquisite marble altar, the delicate 
blue walls, the sweet-faced statue of Our Lady and 
the very beautiful little angels- it is certainly the 
" Children's Chapel" Mother M. Gonzaga wanted 
it to be, and the cloisters give it a "different" look. 
\Vhen we were reluctantly drawn away we went 
up to the refectory to the most wonderful lunch 
imaginable; there I found that Loyola had the same 
strife as H ead of the table as I did, which relieved 
me greatly. 

After lunch the basketball team s played, and I 
caught a few wistful looks towards the "En tous 
cas" courts by the tennis four who were unable to 
play. However, I was umpiring and enjoying m yself 
so thoroughly that I forgot my disappointment very 
quickly. 

The novices arrived a little later and we saw two 
whom we knew, and we were struck by their 
h appiness. 

After a feast that could be called m erely 
"afternoon tea"-it was almost a banquet- we got 
ready to go home, then cam e down to the school to 
h ear the record of the Mary's Mount choir singing 
the invocation s to Our Lady of Fatima, which had 

been set to music b y two of the nuns. It was very 
beautiful; no wonder the Belgian priest in charge of 
the Pilgrim Statue asked for a copy of the music, 
thinking it better than any he had h eard! 

Finally, we took a r egre tful leave of our new
found friends and of Mary's Mount, while I 
fervently promised myself that I would go back 
again some day, for it has an atmosphere all its own. 

VERONICA GORMAN, 
Toorak. 

A MEMORY OF THE BLUE 
MOUNTAINS 

I sa t down on the log, looking into the peaceful 
water with the reflections of the rocks, ferns and 
trees and the towering cliffs above, with the tiny 
patches of blue sk y p eeping through trees and cliff; 
the rays of silver y light shone through the trees on 
to the rocks and fairy-like ferns. In the distance I 
could h ear the water trickling musically over the 
rock s and continuing its way down stream; also 
those mischievous little birds twittering here and 
ther e, and the lyre-bird in the distance mimicking 
differ ent sound s. It was about midday, though one 
would think it late in the evening, down h ere in the 
valley. It was very peaceful. 

After what seemed a few minutes to me I got 
up and paddled down stream, here and ther e h aving 
a " rock jump" to miss the tracks of water which 
rushed down into the calm wa ters as though it 
couldn't get there quickly en ough. The large tree 
trunks that had fallen across the stream looked 
lovely with the coloured, jelly-like fun gi and small, 
green shoots sprouting out of the top of the trunk; 
but even these large barriers did not stop the water 
from finding its way round and und er to continue 
its course. The fluffy, fairy-like fern s draped the 
trees and cliffs, and the vines wound their way in 
and out, formin g natural walls in different shade8 
of green. 

By this time, though it did not seem possible, it 
was three o'clock. I had to get back to the top of 
the cliffs before dark. On the way up I came to the 
falls; there the water flowed over and down the 
cliff about five hundred feet, forming a wall of 
glistening water, and landing on to the rocks with 
such force that the water sent a fin e spray for a long 
distance, giving everythin g a cool, refreshing 
atmosphere; I even received a fine, gentle spray from 
my lookout about a hundred yards or so away. 

I walked on till I came to the level of the fall, 
and, stepping out on to a rock in the middle of the 
strea m, looked back a t all I had left. The water 
leapt over the cJiff and down, down, down till it hit 
the stream with a gentle, far-away sound, flowing 
on into a life of blissful peace. Up above, the cliffs 
still tower ed over the valleys with majestic 
grandeur. 

Eventually I cam e to the top and walked along 
the edge of the cliff towards the road of noisy, 
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buslling life of p eople. Looking down on to the 
valley and on into the distance of the Blue 
Mountains ·::- , I noticed that thick , rolling clouds had 
fo rmed a large sea with p eaks of diffe rent mounts 
appearing here and there forming islands. This 
wond erful_ life, seemingly built in another world, 
fa r from I he cruel, hurtful world we know, gives me 
com·agc and assurance not Lo begrudge Daddy his 
c lcrnal happin ess in heaven. 

MARGARET BYRON, Leaving Class, 
Toorak. 

* Near Sydney. 

MY ,LADY SPRING 
The lovelies t time of Nature's year is when Lady 

Spring comes to display to us and to share with us 
he r beauty. · 

Spring, with the blossoms and flower s, the green 
grass and silvery, rippling cr eek s, comes to r eign 
supreme for one short, too brief season. Jack Frost 
h au gone away and Lady Spring has taken his place. 
She is clothed in a beautiful dress made of blo som s 
and flowers, h er shoes are green with the p e tals of 
a pp le blossoms on the toes. H er crown is made of 
lovely green leaves and white flowers. 

Joyfully we take a walk with h er on this lovely 
morning. W e walk on the fresh , springy, green 
grass with dew on its tips for the sun has not yet 
com e out. 

There is the beautiful apple tree clothed in white 
blossoms which are swaying gently and gracefully 
in the breeze. W e see at the back of it the soft 
pink blossom -of the apricot tree, that delicious 
fruit we love to eat. 

Together we visit all the other flowers in the 
garden , some are still in bud while other s have 
burst forth in all their glory, their pure, fresh colour 
bringing joy and gai ety to our h earts. We see also 
som e of the late p !ants just pushing_ their h eads 
through the soft, loose earth. Their glory is still to 
com e. 

I shall tell you another time of all the other 
scenes that m et our eyes and the things that 
happened. to u s as we walked hand in hand, Spring 
a nd I , through that beautiful garden of God 's. 

PAULINE BROWN, (11), 
Dawson Street. 

DIESEL AND STEAM TRAIN* 
If you live in P ortland you know we have a smart, 

young Diesel. 
One fine day, puffing into the little station came 

Steam Train. It was not very big and it looked very 
old and sad. 

Shortly, along came a very beautiful Diesel. It 
was blue and silver , and travelled at a great pace. It 
stopped close to Steam Train. 

" H ello .. " said Diesel in a joll y voice. " H ello ," said 
Steam Train in a ver y sad tone. " Why are you so 

* More fact than fancy. 
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sad? " asked Diesel. " Oh," sighed Steam Train, "I 
am not of any use now; Master said I was out of date, 
and was not much h elp to him." 

Seven o 'clock slruck and Diesel had just starlcd off, 
but, alas ! It was going loo fa st, and ran strai ghl off 
the line into a dry dam. What was to be done ? 

T he men looked aboul them to sec what they 
could do. 

"Steam Train! " Y cs ! They could ge t a rope and 
th e steam train could tow out Diesel. 

F our men got on Steam Train ; lhcy started the 
engine, drove it close to the dam, and slowly but 
surely, it got Diesel out. 

" How can I thank you? " said Diesel to Slcam 
Train. 

But before Slcam Train had tim e lo answer Master 
came up and said , " W e will ge t thi s train painted; 
how did it manage to ge t that Diesel out? " And 
Slcarn Train smiled happily, for he knew h e would 
be of som e use after all. 

EILEEN GURRY, 
First Year, Portland. 

THE CLASSROOM BY MOONLIGHT 
Just as I was ge tting into bed I remembered those 

stockings on the chair in the classroom. 
It wao ver y dark along the pas ages, but when I 

reached our class room th e door was open and th e 
room flooded with moonlight. It was a lovely sight, 
the desks all shining and the maps lit up , but ther e 
was a weird quie tness about that room. 

Tap! Tap! What was that? I sat down quickly, 
for there on the green carpet in a circle were 
fairies and elves, and one beautiful fairy in the 
centre, whom I imagined to he the Queen. 

The elves were clad in green and r ed suits, r ed 
porn-porns dangling from their pointed green caps, 
as they played tiny drums and tambourines. 

_The fairies were robed in silver and green frocks, 
with silver cobweb wings shimmering, as they danced 
to the effin mu ic. I thought of "The Light-hearted 
Fairy"-

- "H e dances and sings, 
To the sound of his wings, 
With a hey and a heigh and a ho! 

The night .is his noon, 
And the Sun is his moon, 
With a hey and a heigh a.nd a ho!" 

In the midst of all thi s m errim ent, on her throne 
sat the Queen , her royal robes falling gracefully, a 
emall crown glittering with diamonds-or perhaps 
dew-drops-on h er h ead. 

Was it a dream? 

"Though you be fo olish or though you be wise, 
With hair of silver or gold, 

You could never be young as the fair.ies are, 
And never as old." 

MARGARET HEFFERNAN, 
Sub-Intermediate, Portland. 
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THE PILGRIM STATUE OF 
OUR LADY OF FATIMA 
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The H ead of th e Schoo l and the oth e r Prefects congratulate J osephi ne 
on winning th e co mpetitiq n for the moH su itable m essage to the Kin g from 
the young people of Victoria o n th e occasion of Empire Youth Sunday, 1%1. 

THE MESSAGE 
"On this Empire Youth Sunday. we, the schoo l children of Victoria, send 

you our lovin g greetings. W e understand the g rave position of th e world 
a t the mom ent and we, who are to be Au stra lia 's future citizens, will try t o 
do our best for it by g iving unswerving loya lty to God , you, o ur K ing, and 
our Country." 

HEAD OF THE SCHOOL AND 
PREFECTS, 1951. 

STANDI NG: Just ine O'Day, Mary 
Ann Dwyer, Veronica Gorm an 
(H ead of the School), Sheila 
M a hon, Gillian Gou ld ing. 

SEATED : Maree Curr ie, Sylvia 
Burke, J osephin e Little, Diane 
H o lmberg, Chri st in e M cK enz ie. 

The Reply of the Kin g's Secretary to 
Sir Edmund H erring, 

"Your tel egra m co ntaining the 
m essage submitted by the pupils of 
Loreto Convent, T oo ra k, on the 
occasion o f E m pire Youth Sunday, o n 
behalf of th e children o f Victoria, has 
been laid before Hi s Majesty, who 
much apprecia ted it and desires that 
hi s t hanks be conveyed to the young 
people of Vi c to ria." 
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THE PILGRIM VIRGIN 

In the day that followed the Annunciation, Our 
Lady first became a Pilgrim, going with haste to 
a town of Judea in the hill countq . P erhaps sh e 
went on foot, wearing the traditional blue cloak over 
h er red robe with a white outer mantle enveloping 
h er ; p erhaps for safety sh e travelled in a caravan 
party going to J erusalem , for h er destination lay 
just a few miles beyond the Holy City. Maybe then 
sh e travelled on a little white donkey, seated 
sideways on its saddle of straw which was covered 
with a coloured rug ornamented with a frin ge and 
little bells. For provisions sh e had bread and wine, 
dates and dr ied fi gs, the simple fare of the East. 
Judea was at its loveliest as sh e entered it. Early 
Spring flowers carpeted the earth. Exotic Eastern 
blooms, brilliant in colour and ephemer al in life, 
anemones, crocu ses, tulips, white and r ed roses 
of Sh aron and the beautiful lily of the field figured 
prominently in this exquisite carpet of n ature. Sh e 
arrived at last at Zachary's house. Mar y entered in 
and greeted Elizabeth. A t the sound of h er voice 
Elizabeth turned with joyful surprise and saw h er 
lovely young cousin. Suddenly aware of a Divine 
presence, Elizabe th ask ed with wondering humility : 
" How have. I deserved to be thus visited by the 
Mother of my Lord? " For the n ext three months 
Mary took over the cares of Elizabe th's household. 
The time came, however , when sh e had to leave and 
r eturn to h er own home where St. Joseph awaited 
h er. 

Months later , the Pilgrim Vir gin was journeying 
again ; this time to B ethleh em where h er Child was 
born. After the days of h er purification sh e again 
journeyed when they carried Him to Jerusalem to 
present Him to the Lord. 

It seem ed now that at last the Pilgrim Virgin 
would r est , but no. A long ahd arduous journey 
faced h er. An angel warned St. J oseph in sleep 
that H erod was seekin g to kill the Divine Child. So 
while it was still dark h e rose up and took the Child 
and His Mother and withdrew into E gypt. Ther e 
was no p ermanent rest h ere, either , for once again 
an angel appeared with a m essage that se t them on 
the road b ack to Nazareth. 

Ther e was one momentous pilgrimage to the 
T emple when the Divine Child accompanied His 
parents and, having completed the observances, they 
set off for home. But the Boy J esus, unknown to His 
parents, continued His stay. Only after three days 
of sorrowful search did they find Him. H appy 
at being r eunited , the little party was on the road 
again going back to Nazareth. 

All about the little town the Pilgrim Virgin move rl 

T H E P ILGRIM VIRGIN VISI T S LORETO , NEDLANDS. 

when occasion demanded , h elping and sanctifying 
bcl' friends and kinsfolk . W h en h er Son began Hi& 
Public Life h er pilgrima ges were m any. We hear of 
h er at Can a and Capharnaum ; but h er saddest 
pilgrimage was to Calvar y : "There stood by the 
Cross of Jesus, His Mother." 

Mar y's Assumption into h eaven was but a 
continuation of h er pilgrimages. For whenever h er 
children h ave needed h er sh e h as come in person to 
their aid b earing m essages of love and peace. 

In 1917 sh e cam e to Fatima to three small peasant 
children. To them sh e delivered a m essage of great 
importance. H er message of " P rayer and Penance" 
must be b roadcast to the universe. H er image has 
been cast in the form of a statue and thus she has 
visited the countr ies of the world. How h appy we at 
Loreto have been as sh e r es ted in our ch apel for a 
few precious hours. 

MARY DWYER, 
EDITH BUCK, 

Nedlands. 
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THE VISIT OF THE PILGRIM STATUE 
OF OUR LADY OF FATIMA TO 

LORETO, TOORAK 
On the evening before the arrival of the statue the 

nuns and girls prepared for the great day. The 
working sacristy and Bethania were crowded out 
with exquisite blue, white and gold gladioli which 
the children had brought during the day; these had 
to be arranged in vases. We were having two altars 
on the front verandah, one to be draped in red and 
whito where Benediction would be given; the other 
in blue and gold where the statue of Our Lady would 
be placed; then there was the whole sanctuary to be 
decorated and a special altar to receive the statue 
when it would be brought in to the Chapel. 

At last morning came. Twenty minutes to t en found 
our violinists waiting on the verandah, and the 
procession waiting on the drive; the statue arrived 
punctually at ten o'clock. The Children of M~ry 
were very privileged for they went forward to receive 
the statue and carry it at the head of the procession. 
The violins began to play the Fatima Hymn, and the 
procession began to move. Then we sang "Hail, 
Queen of Heaven" and the Lourdes Hymn to the 
amplified music. When we arrived in front of the 
house we beheld this lovely statue of Our Lady, as 
it were, smiling down on u s from the beautiful 
throne. One of the priests talked to us about Our 
Lady of Fatima and the welcome that had been given 
her statue in the thirty-three countries already 
visited. When Benediction was over the statue was 
carried into the Chapel. The sanctuary was 
decorated so beautifully that you could have looked 
at it for ever. There was a constant stream of 
children in and out of the Chapel during the two 
hours the sta tue was there, and we kept up the 
Living Rosary; there was certainly an extraordinary 
atmosphere of prayer, and we felt that Our Lady 
was saying the Rosary with us. The statue is very 
beautiful; it shows Our Lady to be simple, calm and 
smiling, and yet there is a deep sorrow in her eyes; 
the sorrow is there because man is wounding and 
ignoring h er Divine Son. We hope never to forget 
her message of penance and prayer. 

MOYA CULLITY, 
DOROTHY O'DONOGHUE, 
MARY ANN DWYER, 
BERNADETTE D'ARCY. 

IMPRESSIONS OF THE LORETO, TOORAK, 
FATIMA FILM 

The morning of break-up day was the day 
arranged for the showing of the film, so we had 
reason to be twice thrilled. Mr. Hope couldn't 
have been more so himself. Down we went in a 
body to St. Cecilia's Hall and, in all truth, it looked 
like Carnegie Hall! The hum of voices, the heads 
that continually turned round anxiously to see our 
new film projector, enhanced the feeling of 
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expectancy and excitement; the voices became 
subdued when we heard the awaited call. "Lights 
out," and, as the theatre was pitched into darkness, 
there was the usual creak of chairs indicating that 
this audience was settling back in the hope of a 
first-class film. 

A flash of light- and then the brilliance of the 
technicolour was greeted with "Ahs" and " Ohs" by 
the younger and more juvenile members of the 
school. We have to admit, though, that the sedate 
seniors could not suppress a gasp when they saw the 
grounds in all their splendour. The first shot was of 
the arrival of the statue of Our Lady at the gates. 
Four privileged Children of Mary went forward to 
receive the statue ; we envied Veronica, Mary Ann, 
Maree and Joy as they bore it aloft on their 
shoulders; thus the Procession set off. 

On the screen it looked lovely, particularly the shot 
from the verandah of the school itself showing the 
whole of the procession as it wound through the 
grounds (not unlike Gozzoli's "Procession of the 
Magi"), and how lovely the colour! the white veils, 
the blue tunics, the green background with an 
occasional glimpse of red as the visitors came into 
the picture ! The Procession continued slowly and 
reverently until it reached the verandah. Ther e the 
blue and gold decorations of the altar erected for 
tho statue were striking in their beauty. Then the 
camera showed us Our Lady in all her loveliness rn 
her place of honour; and again a burst of 
admiration fill ed the hall. 

The return journey of the statue was certainly 
amusing and yet sad. Little boys unconsciously 
provided the source of amusement by their 
pre-occupation with the flags that marked out the 
route. Each touched the flag in a different manner; 
some hopped, some walked over them, others just 
touched them in passing. Maree, Christine, Jo, Joy 
carried the statue back, and although the Procession 
was slow all the time, it was exasperatingly slow 
when part of the film was in slow motion, especially 
for the poor seniors who found that to get off the 
screen quickly was an impossibility. 

A burst of enthusiastic clapping ended the 
performance, and if we never have the opportunity 
of seeing the film again, the day of the visit of the 
Pilgrim Statue of Our Lady to Loreto, Toorak, will 
always be a happy memory for all. 

Incidentally, the box office r e turns were a profit 
for the Missions. 

JO LITTLE, 
SYLVIA BURKE. 

PILGRIM STATUE VISITS PORTLAND 
On Sunday, 1st April, to our delight and surprise, 

Father Lynch announced that the Pilgrim Statue of 
Our Lady of Fatima would be visiting the Parish of 
Portland. 

Accompanying the Statue are the Director of 
the pilgrimage, Rev. Fr. Demoutiez, O.M.I., Right 
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R ev. Monsignor Marques Dos Santos, Vicar General 
of the Cova da lria, Fatima, and the President of 
the pilgrimage, Maria Theresa P ereira Da Cunha. 
Monday, 16th April, dawned with fin e weather, but 
windy. About twenty minutes to 10 o'clock 
the pupils of Loreto assembled at the main entrance 
to meet the image of their H eavenly Mother. At 10 
o'clock the car arrived containing the Portuguese 
Priests and Ladies in charge, and Fr. O'K eefe who 
was arranging the tour of the Ballarat Diocese. 

Four girls, Mary McKenzie, Margaret H effernan, 
Claire Cain and Verna Hayes, who were dressed in 
white, met the Statue and carried it, followed by the 
pupils and Nuns and visitors, to the Convent Chapel. 
Rosaries were r eci ted continuously by Nuns, pupils 
and visitors until 11.45 a.m. when Our Blessed Lady 
was borne again in procession through the convent 
grounds to the Parish School where four girls, 
also dressed in white, received the stretch er, bearing 
the Statue, from the Convent girls. 

Many parishioners watch ed the Pilgrim Statue 
being carried through a Guard of Honour of school 
children. Hymns were sung and Rosaries recited 
in the Church until I o'clock when Benediction was 
given by the Direc tor of the Pilgrimage. Rosaries 
were again recited until three o'clock when the 
Sta tue of Our Lad y left the Church in procession, 
accompanied by h ymns sung by the children. 

As we watched we saw the image of our Mother 
tak en from h er dais and wrapped in the pale blue 
woollen cloak which was made by the p eople of 
India. 

The crown on Our Lady was also a gift from the 
Indians. It is valued at £500 and is solid gold, 
containin g many precious jewels. A stone in the 
crown is worth £2,000 and there is also a solid gold 
star on her dress ; a gold lock et and two sets of solid 
gold rosary beads adorned h er . She has two hundred 
sets of Rosar y Beads altogether, also gifts. 

As the Statue's pilgrimage is an effort to ensure 
world peace by concerted prayer by Catholics 
thoughout the world, I feel that the Parishioner s of 
Portland on this day, by their large attendance and 
their prayers, have h elped to fulfil the mission of 
this Pilgrimage of Our Lady of the Rosarv of Fatima. 

CARMEL VIVIAN, 
Sub-Intermediate, Portland. 

HONOUR TO OUR QUEEN 
It was a great day for the Catholics of Ba11arat 

when it was announced that the pilgrim statue of 
Our Lady of Fatima was coming to the city. 

Preparations for the visit were made throughout 
the week and each p erson looked forward with 
longing. The Statue arrived in Ballarat escorted by 
R ev. Father Dos Santos and two ladies who travel 
continuaJly with it. They visited the convents of 
the parish in the afternoon and at each a beautiful 
shrine was prepared. In the evening a torchlight 
procession was held in Our Lady's horour through 
the street. 

On Sunday morning the Statue visited the 
suburban churches and in the afternoon returned 
to the Cathedral where over a thousand children 
gathered to honour the Mother of God in a 
procession. 

At three o'clock the Cathedral grounds were fill ed 
with girls and boys from fourteen differ ent schools. 
Through the amplifiers echoed the sweet h ymns to 
Our Lady. The Jong procession proceeded up to t h e 
Lyons' Street gate and passed along Sturt Street, with 
the Sta tue, carried by four Children of Mary, 
following triumphantly in the rear. 

The profound faith shown by the Catholics and 
the wonderment of those bystanders who did not 
understand the greatness of this occasion was a 
r evelation. Such an occasion had n ever arisen in 
our city b efore. 

The procession advanced to the front entrance of 
the Cathedral. The Bishop, Most R everend J. P. 
O'Collins, addressed the congrega tion, telling of the 
importance of the pilgrimage. Pontifical Benediction 
was then given. Hundreds of people flocked to touch 
the feet of the Sta tue, while ·continuous rosaries 
were recited for peace m the world and the 
conversion of Rus ia. 

In the evening, Father Mcinerney gave a moving 
sermon which should remain in the h earts of all 
who h eard it. 

Later, the Statue toured many other parishes in 
the diocese. It wiJI continue its pilgrimage and at 
the end of the long journey wiJI be offered to the 
Sovereign Pontiff as a symbol of the unity of the 
Catholics of the world in prayer to Mary for the 
world. 

ELIZABETH FITZPATRICK, Leaving Class, 
Dawson Street. 

A VISIT TO REMEMBER 
It happened in June of the Jubilee Year 
That face so sweet, so sad and dear, 
With eyes like stars that shine at night
Those eyes that love the tranquil sight 
Of children kneeling at her feet-
Came to Loreto her children to greet. 

,For this Maid wa.ttles shed their gold, 
(To her a great story was long ago told). 
Sorrow looked out of those eyes so fair, 
As if her love could never repa.ir 
For the sins of men. But our rosaries arise 
And a tender smile shines in her eyes. 

We asked her to bless our dear Loreto, 
And to Russia and the world her mercy show. 
Then from our midst in w ondrous splendour 
She silently passed; but we shall remember 
The Vir~in with the lovely face: 
Farewell, dear Mother, a.nd Queen of Grace! 

ROSLYN RHODES (12), 
Brisbane. 
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OUR LADY OF FATIMA 

June 4th was a great day for Catholics m 
Brisbane, for it was on the evening of that day the 
Pilgrim Statue of Our Lady of Fatima arrived. 

Eagle Farm airport was crowded by those who 
wished to be the first to greet the statue in this State. 
As the float passed along the main streets to the 
Cathedral the Rosary was broadcast, and led b y 
Monsignor Carlton, and the p eople watching b y the 
roadside responded. 

This beautiful image of the Mother of God was 
placed before the main altar in what might be 
termed a bower of flower s. The Church had been 
packed since 7 p.m. It was now 8.30. Fortunately, I 
had sufficient perseverance to make my way 
gradually f1:om the side door to the altar rails. The 
invocations were r ep eated, followed by the Rosary. 
Archbishop Duhig spoke to the congregation, saying 
how proud h e was of Our Lady's r eception. Then h e 
emphasised the m essage of Fatima, the r eason for 
the world pilgrimage. When His Grace had finished, 
one of the priests travelling with the statue spoke, 
thanking us for the " wonderful reception," and h e 
also stressed the three points associated with Fatima 
- "Prayer, Penance and a deep confidence in Mary." 
After these sermons solemn Benediction was given, 
at the end of which everyone earnestly sang the 

Fatima hymn. Midnight Mass was celebrated and 
the n ext morning Our Lady began h er tour of 
Brisbane. 

The following Sunday, nearly a week after her 
arrival, Our Lady came to Loreto, Cavendish Road. 
The girls, dressed in their grey uniforms, form ed a 
guard of honour up the drive to the hall entrance. 
The nuns h ad arranged a beautiful altar for the 
statue at the far end of the room. Parents and friends 
stood behind the guard eagerly awaiting Our Lady's 
arrival, which was due at 10.30 a.m. The Rosary was 
begun and the four Children of Mary, of whom I 
was one, stood r ead y at the gateway to receive the 
stand on which Our Lady was to be carried. The 
car carrying the statue arrived at about 10.40. The 
carrier was prepared and given to us by the priests; 
then they, on that n ever to be forgotten moment, 
placed the statue on the stand and screwed it into 
position. We gradually raised the handles on to our 
shoulders and began that slow, wonderful procession 
to the hall. At the steps of the altar the statue was 
unfastened and taken up to the stand. And so Our 
Lady stood amongst the beautiful flower s carefullv 
and lovingly arranged for h er, looking down sadly 
but smilingly on the people who had gathered there 
to honour her, Mother of God and Queen of P eace. 

*----

PATRICIA KELLY, Si.ib-Senior, 
Brisbane. 

l ~~~========i·~.·========~-~--~~~~~~~~-~~~~~~~~=-=~~r 

I From the Editor's Anthology ~ 

I 
·: 

. .. . 

THE V IRGIN. 

The mother-virgin's eyes are myrtle-leaves, 
The garden has gathered in her peace 
With all its noon and evening shades. 

fo her walks of thought, the doves 
And svarrows feed ; the trees 
Let f a-ll their petals on untrodden grass. 

In her untroubled rest 
He may sleep safe among the evergreens, 
May look into her deep regard 

l t scarcely seems that he has come 
Into another mode of being. 
Her mind's unopened book of hours 
Does not disturb eternity with time, 
And in the maiden's lap, how guess 
The midnight of unanswered prayer 
The king betrayed under the olive-trees? 

And yet, she knows: the book is closed 
Because she wills it so. 
She knows, unread, all that is written there, 
But holds the present, future and the past 
Outside the enfolding mantle of love's Now. 

l~ And,.. in ~frro;;:b::~:: t:~::? :7~~"Y :pplem•nt, 23:d Mmh, 195:: . 
-KATHLEEN RAINE. 

=· 
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VISIT OF THE PILGRIM STATUE OF OUR LADY OF FATIMA 
TO ST. MARY'S HALL. 

, ' 
STUDENTS OF ST. MARY'S HALL AND NEWMAN COLLEGE, 

MELBOURNE UNIVERSITY. 

ST. MARY'S HALL, UNIVERSITY, MELBOURNE 



LORETO 

Frorn Our Friends 
MAX JACOB 

The empty, silent streets of Maurice Utrillo's 
paintings were the setting for the characters, and 
their th~ories, who have shaped so much of the 
world's art and literature since 1900. A quite 
respectable reputation and income can be won by 
anyone who knew Montmarfre and its inhabitants 
during the first fourteen years of the century. They 
can sec in the spaces of Utrillo's Place du T ertre what 
we cannot see-the shadows, slipping by, of 
Modigliani, erect like a young p1·ince, of Max Jacob, 
h is eye gleaming behind his monocle, of Picasso, of 
Braque, of Utrillo himself, and shadows, too, of 
sons of misery who p erish ed during 1914-18, or fell 
unnoticed by the cruel world, victims of vice and 
misfortune. These were the self-styled pioneers of 
the Modern Spirit, and they needed men of letters 
to explain, or to mystify, the public with accounts 
of their theories and desires. That was the duty of 
Jacob and Apollinaire, and with their fantastic 
talents it was a task well fitted for them. 

FRIEND OF PICASSO 

Max Jacob was a J ew born at Quimper in 1876. 
His parents kept a mod es t second-hand shop, but the 
youthfu l Max left his home to live the life of . an 
artist in Paris, in a gloomy room in Rue Ravignan. 
He was, as it has been well put, a univer sal amateur. 
He was an excellent painter , but picture dealers, 
after viewing his work, counselled him to· write. H e 
was, too, eccentric poet, born satirist and active 
dramatist. Publish ers, after reading his amusing 
pages, however, usually ended up by advising him 
to stick to painting. The result: Max adopted 
Misery as his profession. H e learnt · how tight a 
belt must be pulled when you wander in cold streets 
without a sou. He learnt, too, the friendly c.afes 
which welcomed artists and gave credit. The artists 
considered it was a cheap way for the proprietors 
to get their name associated with the men of the 
future! Max Jacob had immense wit and was a 
welcome guest at many tables, happily for Max. He 
would recite his poems, do a whole play of Racine, 
taking all the parts with professional skill, his 
imitations of the dances of the Russian balle t were a 
furore in great and rich houses. Picasso declared 
Max was the poet; Max r egarded the Spaniard as 
the greatest painter of them all. 

CONVERSION 

Immense are the stories of the little Jew's fun and 
catastroph es. Typically of many is one in which a 
painter en countered Max on a cold night with his 
belt pulled into positively the la.st hole possible. 
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The painter said that h e had sold a picture, so away 
to the luxury r estaurants, no grim credit fare 
to-night! Beautiful room, glorious food , out of 
season fruit , fine Napoleon brandy- Max beam ed 
with exhilaration. Dinner ended, the fri endly 
painter called the waiter and demanded the bill 
and the police! The r es taurant was so chic that the 
managem ent allowed the artists to depart with 
dignity. One day, October 7, 1909, Max Jacob had 
a tremendous experience. H e thus describes it: " I had 
come back from the Bibliotheque nationale ; I put 
my · brief-ca se away ; I was looking for my slippers, 
and when I looked up there. was someone on the wall. 
I fell to the ground . . . Oh, imperishable second! 
Oh truth! truth! The divine Bo1fr is on the wall 
of this miserable room. Why, Lord! Oh! pardon m e 
.. . H e ! What beauty, grace and gentleness! H is 
shoulders, His bearing! H e wore a yellow silk robe 
with blue edgings . . . " 

PICASso·: GODFATHER 

The next day Max hurried to a church , demanding 
baptism. H e burst into the sacristy where a curate, 
smoking his pipe, laughed Max out of the place. He 
probably had often seen Max in gay company, and 

· who can blame him ? Max Jacob firmly believed in 
the reality of his vision, which was later r epea ted in 
a cinema*. Opinion was divided among his friends . 
Some were indignant that Max Jacob was not 
allowed to enter the Church; others r egarded the 
whole affair as the latest of Max's escapades. H e 
p er sisted in his demand for the Sacrament of 
Baptism, which, after much instruction from the 
Fathers of Notre-Dame-de-Sion, he r eceived on 
February 18, 1915. With childlike humour h e 
en joyed the sensation the event caused in the world 
of Montmartre. They did him proud. Pablo-Ruiz 
Picasso was godfather with an actress from the 
Variety Theatre as godmother. Picasso wanted his 
godchild baptised Fiacre, but Max preferred Cyprian. 
A rich fri end provided the carriages, and the little 
J ew was r eceived into the church. Hard was his 
battle against Pa.ris et ses attraits. A confessor 
advised him to avoid a certa in rich man's house. How 
easy to say, sighed Max, how difficult to do! The 
lonely streets that Utrillo painted were very lonely, 
indeed on wet, cold nights. The rich man's house, 

* Max Jacob rarely discussed these "visions," or 
allowed himself to be questioned on the matter. He 
would affirm his conviction, and then change the 
subject. Whatever may be thought of the truth of 
them, they had, at length, an extraordinary effect on 
his life. 
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filled with flowers, lovely ladies and music, was not 
far away. And what a welcome he would get-he, 
the gentle clown- Little Max, dance for us! Max, 
amuse us, Max! It was 1914; n ever would the happy 
times before August, 1914, return to Montmartre. 
The Army rejected Max Jacob and Utrillo at first 
sight. So the years passed of temptations resi sted 
and temptations not so well resisted. 

MAX LEARNS TO PRAY 

In the 1920's Max Jacob deserted Paris-a 
supreme sacrifice for one who had once drunk of 
the waters of the Seine. A most admirable, a most 
courageous parish priest of Saint-Benoit-sur-Loire 
took this strange convert as a guest for three months, 
and then procured rooms for him near the church. 
The housekeeper, a wise and kind woman, was at 
first alarrned, then amused, and, finally, deeply 
touched by the piety and zeal of this new parishioner. 
His great devotion was the Way of the Cross, which 
daily he made with great beating of his breast and 
loud groans to the alarm of pious old women, who 
heard him cry out: " Have pity on m e, I am the good 
thief! " Early in the morning Max was at the church 
for his meditation, then Mass and Communion, but 
his gestures and his adoring gaze at the Sacred 
Host were subject of comment. H e had received 
p ermission from the priests to wear a beret in the 
Church as the cold affected his bald head. If an 
altar boy did not appear this strange figure became 
animated. He rushed to the sacristy, consulted the 
Ordo, and his striking of the breast at the Confiteor 
was tremendous. He did not kneel during the 
prayers at the foot of the altar, but stood with great 
r everence. Panic seized the Church if Max could 
not find the sanctuary bell. And when found , he 
rang it as if it were a fire bell. H e spent three hours 
in the church in the morning, returning for the 
Stations of the Cross and the evening prayers. He 
worked away at his poems during the day, printed 
placards for the church, arranged the Crib at 
Christmas. His charity was boundless, stinting 
himself to send help to his poor fri ends in 
Montmartre. He was as obedient as a child. While 
staying at the presbytery he had set a waste paper 
basket on fire by throwing a lighted match into it. 
He was requested to go into the garden when he 
desired to smoke. He obeyed , but it must have been 
n erve-racking for the priests and housek eeper as he 
was dashing in and out of the garden all day long. 

AND TO DIE 

Death was the subject of many of Max J acob's 
meditations. Here is an example of one: "I shall 
die. I shall die with the hope that God will not 
despise my efforts to do good. When shall I die? 
Where? How? Will it be in a hospital? In this 
room? In the street? Shall I have persevered in 
the faith? Shall I be in the state of grace? St. 
Joseph, Holy Virgin, pray that I may be r eady! 
Shall I have time for confession? My God, grant 
that I may be r eady! My body has been prepared. 
Friends come to see my body; they enter in silence; 
they leave with laughter. One of them has stolen a 
book from the room. My r elatives are too busy to 
mourn me, and life will go on . . . " 

Sometimes in the last year s successful friends 
came to visit him. They found ·a profoundly 
religious Max, who, while not envious of their 
success, yet felt a little bitterness that his work 
which had inspired so much of the modern movement 
was hardly acknowledged, even by old friends. Poor 
Max, who had constantly m editated upon the 
circumstanc.es of death, had n ever hit upon the 
manner of his own death, death in a concentration 
camp. In 1944, as a Jew, h e was arrested and interned. 
He died soon after and was buried in the poorest of 
the Parisian cemeteries, that of lvry. In his will h e 
expressed the wish that his body should await the 
glorious R esurrection at Saint-Benoit-sur-Loire; his 
wish is to be respected. One- at least one, Max!
of his old comrades of Montmartre went out to lvry 
to visit the grave of Max Jacob. On a grey autumn 
morning, with mud thick on the paths, he sought the 
quiet resting place of the restless Max. Suddenly 
he saw, with a pang, the grave : " H ere r ests Max 
Jacob, 1876-1944." The friend took his pencil and 
wrote under those bald words : " Pray for him," 
because he felt Max would have liked it. The worldly 
writer who had written those Christian words of 
prayer suddenly felt that he could no longer think 
of Max Jacob as poor Max. Respect and admiration 
for this brilliant, unfortunate man filled his h ear t, 
and the grandeur and the beauty of Max Jacob's 
example struck him with force. 

T. VEECH, 
January, 1951. 

[The Right Rev. Mgr. Veech, Hist. D. (Louvain) , is 
Vice-President of St. Patrick's College, Manly 
(Australian Major Seminary). His sister was educated 
at Kirribilli.-Ed.] 

A VISIT TO LORETO CONVENT, MADRID 

When I arrived in Madrid , after a night in the 
train from Lisbon, I was thankful to r emember that 
I had an introduction to the Loreto Nuns, as I was 
travelling alone, and had only a few words of 
Spanish which I found were apt to disappear when 

I most needed them! I therefore lost no time in 
catching a little blue tram to arrive at the Collegio 
de la Beata Virgen Maria. The trams, by the way, 
wero very smart and n ew when I was in Madrid in 
1949; they had just come from Italy after the 
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unhappy people of Madrid had waited ten years for 
them. Popular legend in Madrid says that on their 
journey across the Gulf of Lyons to Barcelona the 
weather was so had that the Captain contemplated 
throwing them overboard, but was restrained by 
a howl of anguish from the Spaniards on hoard: "Let 
us risk death rather than lose our trams!" So there 
they were and more crowded than one could imagine 
possible, with people riding even on the roof. I 
found that the best idea was to travel when everyone 
else was having a siesta from 1 to 4 p.m. 

Being right in the city the Convent has not very 
large grounds. The Spanish gardens are in general 
formal and paved, as they have wisely given up the 
attempt to grow much grass in their hot, dry 
climate. There are big verandahs across the front 
of the school with ornate m etal-work and pillars and 
balustrades. Inside, all the floors are tiled. This 
is a feature of Spanish architecture which I found 
very pleasing, and which I would recommend to 
Australians, as it is cool and most easily cleaned; 
and there seems no end to the colours and patterns 
possible in the lovely Spanish tiles. 

I had previously been in correspondence with the 
Mother Superior, M.M. Aloysius Murphy, who 
welcomed m e most kindly and introduced m e to 
Mother Bernardine Brahe*, from Melbourne! She 
has been many years in Spain and is a warm 
defender and admirer of everything Spanish, 
including hull-fights! It certainly added a touch of 
romance to the prosaic atmosphere of the quiet 
boarding-school to be told that many of the girls 
came from hac iendas (or sta tions) in the south of 
Spain, where the bulls for the fights are raised. One 
way of reaching the lovely city of Seville, where the 
Loreto nuns have a large House, i s to travel by 
steamer up tho River Guadalquivir, on the hanks of 
which one sees the monstrous black hulls, destined 
for the arena, quietly grazing. 

Spanish schoolgirls lead a very full and, it seems 
to me, exhausting life, because the schools do not 
have the siesta, which is universal in Spain. It is 
customary for Spaniards to have a light snack 
between 5 and 6 p.m. This is often taken in the 
open-air cafes on the houlevardes planted with 
plane-trees, which are among the loveliest of the 
features which Madrid has borrowed from Paris. 
The family dinner follows from 9 to 10.30, and 
theatres and concerts do not open till 11 o'clock! 
The girls go into school for our normal hours of 
9-3.30, but, like the r est of the population, do not 
dine Lill 9 p.m. ! But they did not look exhausted. 
In fact, except for their predominantly olive 'skin 
and dark hair (though it is r emarkable how many 
lair-headed Spaniards one sees, especially in 
Barcelona ), they resembled Australian Loreto girls 
in their blue uniforms and overalls. 

• Sister-in-law of May Brahe, song-writer. 
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The standard of secondary education is high in 
modem Spain, laying much stress on languages. 
Incidentally, the Loreto convents are doing a 
valuable work in keeping alive in Spain the English 
language which had been almost forgotten during 
Spain's long isolation, now happily coming to an end. 
It is becoming increasingly common for Spanish 
girls to enter the University. In fact, the Rector of 
Salamanca t.old me that of the students in the faculty 
of Arts nearly half were women. When I visited the 
fine new University of Madrid, which has sprung 
from the ashes of the old, destroyed in the Civil War, 
I was most interested to notice the groups of girl
students studying; of these the greater number made 
the sign of the Cross before opening their hooks. All 
Loreto girls in Spain are taught to do this, and also 
to bless themselves as the train moves off at the 
start of a journey. 

During the Civil War the Community was 
evacuated from Madrid at the approach of General 
Franco's forces. They expected the evacuation to he 
only temporary- a matter of days or a week or two, 
hut three years went past before the dreadful siege 
wae ended by the entry of the Nationalists into the 
city. In spite of the reckless destruction of Church 
property in Spain during the war, the Loreto convent 
was untouched, even to the contents, which had been 
hastily abandoned in the flight from the besieged 
city. 

On the last occasion that I visited the convent 
preparations were b eing made for an exhibition of 
work. I was taken back in imagination to 
Normanhurst as the arrangements were so similar. 
Each girl 's name, beautifully printed, was pinned to 
her work. And what lovely names - Conchita, 
Mercedes, Consuelo and, of course, Maria and 
Teresa. It was fascinating to me to see how the 
atmosphere of Loreto remained the same, amid the 
differences of custom, nationality and climate; and 
to reflect also on the universality of Catholic 
education. 

CATHERINE MACKERRAS (McLAURIN). 

[Mrs. Mackerras is. a graduate in Arts of Sydney 
University, where her grandfather, Sir Norman 
McLaurin. was the first Chancellor. Her great-great
grandfather was Isaac Nathan, musician and friend of 
Lord Byron, who gave him some of his poems to set 
to music. The first one that comes to our mind is 
the beautiful "She walks in beauty . . . " Mrs. Macker
ras is a fairly recent convert, and lives in Sydney 
with her husband and five of their interesting children 
-the two eldest are in England : Charles, making his 
name in the musical world, and Alistair, at Cambridge. 
Like their father, these two boys are not Catholics. 
Their mother has pieced together the following para
graphs from a recent letter from Alistair.-Ed.] 
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HOLY WEEK WITH THE BENEDICTINES AT 
DOWNSIDE 

I came down here on Wednesday by ·bus through 
Cheltenham and Bath. I liked the Abbey at Bath; 
it has a roof very like St. George's Chapel, Windsor, 
which I visited with Lord Gowrie. 

The boys of Downside school are still here, and as 
there are only about ten honoured guests, we are, 
unfortunately, confined to the very back of the 
Abbey church most of the time. The church is 
very large, nearly as big as St. Mary's Cathedral, 
and I think it a magnificent building, though I don 't 
suppose the experts do as it is a modern Gothic . 

Evelyn \Vaugh is among the guests, and has been 
very friendly to me. He asked me a lot of questions 
about Australia, particularly about the position of 
tho Church and the Catholic Education question. 
Mgr. Ronald Knox came down for the Mass of the 
Pre-Sanctified, but Evelyn Waugh could not find 
m e to introduce me, though he very kindly tried. 
Another interesting guest is Simon Elwes, son of 
G:ervase Elwes, the singer and brother of Mgr. 
Valentine Elwes, Catholic chaplain at Oxford. S. E. 
is a painter*, and I first met him r e-decorating the 
Throne Room at Windsor Castle, which the King 
commiesions him to do every year. Shane Leslie has 
recently been here, also Edmund Rubbia, the 
Catholic composer, whose Mass was p erformed in 
Westminster Cathedral for the F estival of Britain 
celebrations. 

* One of the finest portraits of this century is that of 
Queen Mary by Simon Elwes. 

* 

The choir in Downside is absolutely superb and 
never makes a mistake. It is, if anything, be tter 
than the Solesmes Choir- judging by graµiophone 
records, of course. Not only are the choir and music 
magnificent, but everything is done with such 
tremendous majesty and dignity. The procession s 
before and after Solemn Pontifical Hi gh Mass on 
Easter Day were among the most impressive things 
I have ever seen. Abbot Butler has had a very 
distinguished career: He was a scholar at St. John's, 
Oxford, and won numerous prizes for Greek verse and 
so forth; and was appointed a tutor at Keble College, 
Oxford. He became a Catholic and had to resign, 
as Keble is the one College in ei ther Oxford or 
Cambridge which is exclusively Anglican. 

But the most impressive of all was the Mass of the 
Pre-Sanctified, particularly the chanting of the 
St. John's Gospel. The choir was unspeakably lovely 
in this Mass-th e music alternately freezes and m elts 
one! The organ in the Abbey church is also quite 
the finest I have ever heard. It was built by 
Compton, who later got the B.B.C. contract on the 
strength of the Downside organ. I had a talk with 
John Gilbert, the organist, who has promised to send 
me the specifications. He is a wonderful organist, 
and played the Bach Toccata and Fugue in D Minor 
for the procession on Sunday. 

We are not allowed to talk during meals, but 
Bomeone reads a Prophet or a Commentary on 
Scripture-mostly in Latin. The library is fine : 
33,179 volumes . . . I can't say how gratcfu 1 I am 
to Abbot Trafford for arranging that I should IH' 
askPd to share in thi s wonderful Holy Weck. 

ALISTAIR MACKERRAS. 

ALL SOULS' DAY 
When I lie d ead: for die I must
The body's but the spirit's crust
Shed for me but one quiet tear, 
When I lie stretched upon the bier. 
Let no unwonted wails arise 

Let no oration fals e be said 
Above my still, defenceless h ead; 
My virtues praise though they be few, 
But make m e no strange graces new. 
Put on for me no sable garb-
W hy add ,to loss another barb ? To pierce the tired, endless skies; 

Let no harsh weeping sear thy face , 
I j I do die in peace and grace. 

L et none to me fair flowers give, 
Give living things to them that live. 

Let no strange footsteps follow me 
To my .deep grave beside the sea. 
But this I ask of thee, my friend: 
When my short, ea.rthly life shall end, 
Pour forth for me in ceaseless stream 
Thy prayers that they may brightly J5leam 
Like jewels before the face of Him 
Who sees the soul's scars, wounds and sins. 

MARGARET CHARTERIS. 

[Mrs. Charteris is the widow of the late Professor Charteris, Challis Professor of Law at the Sydney 
University. He was also well-know for his · broadcast talks, ending with the sympathetic salute, that seemed all h is 
own, uttered in his deep voice: "Goodnight, good people!"-Ed.] 
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Overseas Contributions 
LOUGH DERG: Unique Pilgrimage 

The Lough Derg pilgrimage in Ireland is unique. 
It is the only pilgrimage remaining of which penance 
forms an essential part. Penance, that bitter medicine, 
is the keynote; and yet, p erhaps because of that, 
p eace and joy are its accompaniments. 

Lough Derg itself is a sm all lake in Co. Donegal. 
It is situated in a remote corner and solitude abides 
there. No towns, or even villages, are to he seen 
from its shores or islands; only an expanse of quiet 
fields and lonely moors stretching to a circle of low 
hills on the horizon. There are a dozen or so small 
islands in the lake and one of these is the scen e of 
tho annual pilgrimage which has been carried on 
there for almost fifteen hundred year s. 

Tradition relates that St. Patrick, who brought 
tho Faith to Ireland in 432 A.D., sp ent some time in 
prayer and penance on this isl and, and that many of 
the early Irish saints followed his example. There 
are r ecords of pilgrims having come there, not only 
from Ireland, hut from the farthest parts of Europe, 
all through the Middle Ages. Later, during the time 
of r eligious persecution in Ireland, the pilgrimage 
was still carried on, som etimes of n ecessity in secret. 
To-day it is more popular than ever and the 
number of Irish adults who have not, at som e time 
or other , " done Lough D erg" is small indeed. The 
pilgrimage season lasts from 1st June to 15th 
August and during that p eriod about twelve thousand 
make the pilgrim age every year. · 

For the individual the exercises last three full 
da ys. The Dublin pilgrim leaves the city about 8.30 
a.m., having fasted from the previous midnight. A 
four-hour train journey to Pettigo (the n earest 
railway station ) is followed b y a four-mile bus drive 
to the shore of the lake, through some of · the 
loneliest , if loveliest , country in Ireland. Not a 
house is passed; only gorse and hawthorn and 
sedgy grass are r eflected occasionally in small pools 
or streams. 

Arriving at the lake !ihore the pilgrims are 
expertly packed into huge rowing boats which are 
propelled by four outsize oars, each manned by four 
boqtmen, standing. As the island comes n earer 
various figures, sitting or standing around, are to 
he seen, and, when the boats draw up at the tiny 
quay, one notices that all are barefoot. As each 
boatload emp ties out, the pilgrims hurry to the 
ho~tel s . These are two buildings, one for women, 
the other for men, ·each containing a large r efectory 
and several floors of dormitories . Their white
wash ed walls and stone floors contain all the 
essentials of accommodation and nothing more. 

Beds having been allocated by one of the two nuns 
in charge, th e pilgrimage begins in earnest with the 
removal of shoes and stockings. How horribly cold 
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the stone floor feels ! There is no time to waste, 
however , for at l east one station must h e comple ted 
before one may eat, so the unaccustomed bare feet 
step gingerly down and out to begin the good work. 

'l'hree stations are made in the first day of the 
pilgrimage, four on the second and two on the third. 
Each takes about an hour. A station begins with a 
visit to the Basilica (whose beauty and magnificence 
;;eem incongruous) followed by seven d ecad es of the 
Rosary r ecited while walking around the . Basilica 
outside. Then one generally h as to queue for almost 
an hour to " do the bed s." This consists in saying a 
certain number of Pater s, Aves, and Creed s while 
walking around and kneeling at each of six circles 
of irregular stones. These circles are about a foot 
high and four or five fee t in diameter and are 
placed close together on the side of the small hillock 
in the centre of the island. They are the r emains of 
the beehive cells or oratories of early Irish saints. 
In one of them , incidentally, grows the only tree 
on the island. 

After the first station the pilgrim r e tires gratefully 
to the hostel to break his fast for the first time 
tha t day. This will b e about five o'clock. Each day 
one m eal only may be taken and this consists of 
black tea and dry bread or toast. 

Night prayers, Benedic tion, and the r emaining 
stations take up most of the r est of the time until 
11 p.m. when there begins with a Holy Hour (given 
usually by a priest making the pilgrimage) the 
most difficult part of the exercises : the vigil. With 
four breaks of about fifteen minutes each, the entire 
night is sp ent in the Basilica. The d esire for sleep 
at times becomes overpowering. The intervals 
between the prayer s, however , are most r efreshing. 
IJ is then, perhaps, that one tastes to the full the 

'" ~ "strange p eace of Lough Derg. From over the lake 
blows air so pure and r evivifying that it serves 
instead of sleep, food and drink. In the quie t 
darkness all sounds are muted: lake water lapping, 
murmur of talk, pad of hare feet. Here and there 
groups of figures are in quiet conversation. The 
feverish , fre tful world seem s ver y far away. Truly, 
the " night life" of__ Lough Derg is unique. 

During the final interval the first streak s of dawn 
are seen , and when the last station is finished one 
can watch the sunrise. The beauty of the sunrise in 
Lough Der g is almost incredible and absolutely 
indescribable. To see it is an experience that affects 
one's inmost being, and fill s the soul with a deep 
gratitude. 

When the big bell rings at 6 a.m. the doors of the 
hostels are unlocked and all go in to wash and tidy 
for Mass. One is astonish ed to r ecognise in the 
haggard, hollow-eyed , long-nosed cr eature staring 
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out from the few inch es of mirror one's own 
erntwhilo h calthy-J ooking se lf. The only duty one 
has in the second da y is to go to Confession and that 
is clone early in the morning. A second Mass, the 
purchase of a few religious objects at the small kiosk 
n ear the quay, possibly an extra s tation or two and 
eve n the long-postpon ed meal do little to bring 
neare1· the incr edibly distant hour of 9.30 p.m. , whe n 
011 0 may at l ength r etire to b ed. Nevertheless, with 
good talk and laughte r new friendships are made 
and old ones cem ented ; and many a life-partner , 
they say, is first m e t in Lou gh De rg. · 

* * ·it 

When the three da ys arc over those leaving gather 
on the quayside whe re the d eparture of the boats i s 

announced b y a bugle . . . The oars dip and , as the 
boats pull awa y, the traditi onal fa rewell li yrn n t o 
Lough D cr g is sung. A surprisin g feeling of we ll
being, physical, m ental, and spir itu al , is experienced 
(though one gets n o spiritu al " uplift" at all when 
doin g th e exercises) . But ther e is some thi ng that 
is s tran ger still. As the island recedes over the now 
np arkling water s, an unexpec ted loneliness creeps 
into the h eart ; and each one knows that somehow, 
som e time, h e will re turn. 

DOROTHY G. D 'ALTON, 
P ast P upil of Loreto College, I.B.V.M. 

53 St. Stephen 's Green, 
Dublin. 

ASPECTS OF ROMAN LIFE 

1. THE CATHOLIC ORGA NISATION OF THE 
WORKIN G-CLASS I N ITALY. 

Soon after the war, when the first democrat ic 
Government was establi sh ed in Italy, the m ain 
political streams of labour wer e collected in a sin gle 
trust, called the " Gen eral Confederation of W ork.'' 
Such an agreem ent was called " unity of trust." 
Ca tholic p eople who, for the gen eral good, had 
renounced formin g their own trust , did n ot disp ense 
the mselves from trying to solve the serious problem s 
of th eir working p eople . The pontifical teachin g of 
Leo XIII and Pius XI had already pointed out the 
right orientation b y two famous social encylical s : 
" R erum Novarum" and " Quadragesimo A nno." The 
social and historical importance of them tes tifi es, 
once more, to the actuality and concreteness of the 
pontifical teaching. They are con sid ered ever ywh er e 
as the " Magna Carta" of the Christi an social 
movem ent. In accordance with thi s teachin g the 
A.C.L.I. (Christian Association of Italian workin g 
men ) were formed in 1944. They had the double 
purpose of caring for the r eligious and moral life 
of the working p eople, and getting them socially 
ready to take part in " the trust." The A.C.L.I. spread 
nuccessfull y through the whole country and ver y 
soon they collec ted all the Chris tian worker s 
registered in the trust. But at the sam e time the 
" unity of trust" was r evealing itself as a failure, 
notwithstanding the patience and good will of the 
Catholics. 

The p ertinacous aim of the Communists to u se 
" the trust" as a political instrument reach ed its 
climax with the insurrec tional strike of July, 1948. 
Then the A.C.L.I. called for an extraordinary 
con gress where all the Catholic worke rs might decide 
in the d emocratic way. The r esult of the voting was 
that the Catholic worker s left " the trust" and form ed 
their own trust. It was called L.C.G.l .L . (Free 
Italian Confed eration Syndicate Worker s). 

This is, in short, the ongm of our Catholic 
movem ent of working p eople . Now we have to 

examine, ver y briefl y, the m eaning and the fn11ction 
of this movem ent against the b ack groun<l of th e real 
condition of the working class in Ital y. Our century 
is characterized throughout the world by one 
fund am ental aspiration: social justice. In Italy, 
as in many other countr ies,. the indust rial revolution 
and the concentration of great wealth in th e upper 
class exploiting the working p eople h a d constr ain ed 
them to a condition of life unworthy of human 
beings. They wer e without defen ce. A t certa in tim cG 
they began to shake off their hard yoke, vi nd ic.;ting 
their full right to work wor thily. A t firs t t hey aimed , 
with all their efforts, a t obtainin g fa irer con ditions of 
labour: an adequate da y wage, m ore equitable 
working contracts, accident and old age insurance. 
But the apex of their aspiration was t o fo rm a new 
world in which the full dignity of work sh ould be 
recognised as the foundation of socie ty-a real 
source of welfare and peac~. But h ow were th ey to 
r ealise su ch a high inspiration out of the 
insurrec tional movem ent of the Communists, wh ose 
false demagogy threa ten s to upset the social order and 
to des troy those moral and r eligious values whiC'h 
r epresent the great spiritual p a tr im on y of our 
country ? Such a possibility of r eali sa tion h as been 
found b y the Catholi c worker s in the A.C.L.I., which 
aims at rai sing the working class an d promoting a 
new social order found ed upon Ch r is tian values. 

T h e A.C.L.I. works in "circles" or groups 
arranged by ever y p arish ; b y grou ps ar ra n ged by 
every business or factory. There are al so 
organisations for p easants, women an d you n g peopl e. 
Managem ent consists in the central presiden cy and 
d ep endent managem ents in ever y p rovince. Th e 
Press of the A.C.L.I. consists of a great weC'kly 
newspaper (Social Ac tion ) and some monthly 
n ewspaper for ever y category of workers. 

The worker r eally find s in the A.C.L.I. his own 
famil y. H e is h elped and p rotec ted ; and he find s in 
them the n ecessary support for r ealisin g h is rightful 
claims. " The A.C.L.I. are the rea l cellulcs of the 
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Modern Ch r ist ian Ap ostleship" as Pio XII has 
defined them in one of the numerous speech es 
addressed to the Christian workers-"they p e rm eate, 
as the leaven d oes, the whole working class in orde r 
to transfor m and to vivify it in conformity to 
Christian thought and life." 

BIANCA MARIA PENAZZATO, 
Adult Student, l.B.V.M., R om e. 

[Signora P en azzato's husband is the leader of the 
above Movement, and he was glad to know the article 
would be read in Australia.-Ed.] 

2. THE COMING OF THE KOALA BEAR. 

The lion and all the ferocious, large, powerful 
animals which r eign at their pleasure (when it 
does not conflict too much with m en 's pleasure ) , are 
to-day out of fashion in the common language both 
of grown-ups and children. The r egal mane and 
the tawn y claws of the lion, the r esilient and cautious 
postu res of the tiger , the whistle and the poison of 
the cobra, n ot to speak of the bloody shrewdness of 
foxes and wolves with the consequent tragic death of 
mild and m od est cr eatures, seem to have disappeared 
even from the glowing pictures of stories and fiction 
for young p eople.- The mother does not want to 
talk about the law of the jungle ; even Nanny knows 
too well wh at the right of the stronger m eans to feel 
inclined to tell stories about it, and Aunt nearly 
b u rsts into tears when sh e thinks of hunger. 

T her e h ave not been committees and appeals all 
over th e country to provoke international agreem ents 
of world importan ce in order to banish the king of 
th e d esert from colloquial speech, as there was some 
year s ago a m ovem ent for suggesting the ostracism 
of toy weapons. 

As far as I know nobody said any thing about this 
matter.-Ther e has not been a Christian Dior to 
poin t the " n ew look" for a no-lion. If ther e had been 
such a dictator, immediately another one would have 
fo llowed with the r esult of a two-three party 
government and the victory of the lion! No- W e 
have not had a r evolution. W e did not h ear 
bombastic slogans, anathemas to the old, or frantic 
hails to the new leader. But one fair day, the 
coun try, with a determined , st eady, unanimous sen se 
of responsibility, started the Koala era. 

Do you stare ?-However , it is quite true.- That 
cu te, humorous, livel y and, in some sort of a way, 
sweet face of the Australian teddy hear may he 
seen displ ayed on n early all the Italian news stands. 
- T heir tender load on their shoulders, gracefully 
climbing on a sh eer eucalyptus · trunk, the Koalas 
mak e eyes at the Italian children of school age; and 
a stron g interest , a sort of passion, a beautiful 
paF.sion for them , has entered most of the Italian 
homes, like a gust of spring. The Koala picture 
wh ich deck s out the news stand is the cover of an 
album wh er e all sorts of animals are collected. I 
notice th at the attraction for the pouched animal 
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is stronger than for any othe r class, and I think I 
discover in it the unconscious r eac tion of children 
to the aridity and the exteriority of the present time, 
their disapproval of weaker famil y ties, their 
longing for protection and warmth, their belief, their 
confidence in life, their taste for good adventures. 
Riding pick-a-back on the parents' shoulder s ! 

Being prammed in that cosy pouch , and seeing the 
world from a snug platform without sp endin g 
energies.- What a dream! The Koalas are 
fashionable now, and the first ques tions put b y some 
friends of ll)ine to a gentleman coming hack from a 
business tour through Australia and the F ar East 
were whether h e had seen the Koalas, whether h e 
could tell them something about them , whether h e 
had brought at least a little specimen for his 
children. 

MARZIA CORCOS. 

3. IMPRESSIONS OF PARIS AND LONDON. 

Three years ago, when I went to Par is for the 
first time, I had never been abroad before. I went 
there quite alone, except for the chance company 
of a girl during the journey. 

In the Convent, wher e I lived for three months, 
there was nobody I knew and I was the only Italian 
girl ther e. Soon I gained the friendship of many 
foreign girls, mainly American and English ones. I 
found it much more difficult to make friends among 
French girls, except for one, coming from the South 
of France, who is still a dear friend of mine. 

Two days after m y arrival I paid m y first visit 
to the Louvre, which, as ever ybody knows, is the 
most astonishing collection of works of painting and 
sculpture in the world. I went ther e again many 
times during m y stay in Paris and I observed that 
the greatest number of works were paintings of 
famous Italian masters. Besides, from m y arrival 
until m y departure, three months later , I sp ent all 
my time in visiting every corner of Paris. I went 
through squares, streets and avenues for miles and 
miles, only stopping to visit church es and museums. 
In a short time I learned the structure of the city 
quite well and n ever got lost, not even in the 
underground. 

Last summer I had the chance of visiting London, 
too. I had a long journey to go there but I was as 
pleased with that visit as it is possible to be. I had a 
girl friend with m e that time, and I enjoyed m y stay 
very much. I observed that life in England was 
completely differ ent from the Continent- and the 
habits, too, were opposite. The traffic in the streets 
was perfectly controlled, hut buses and motor-car s 
followed the contrary way to which I was 
accustomed . What struck m e the most was the 
wonderful organisation of everything in England. 
P eople and machines mai_ntained perfect order. In 
London I learned to wait patiently to take a bus or 
to have dinner or simply to go to the pic tures, hut 
I was fully r ewarded b y the comfort and the order. 



Then I was greatly surprised lo observe that people 
I me t looked at me with benevolence. I had around 
m e no longer the anonymous indiffer ent crowd 
always running after their own business as I had 
in Paris. In London, on the contrary, p eople had 
plenty of time to give m e all the explanations I 
wanted in the politest way. 

Then I made some friends there and had a 
pleasant time for a month. I visited museums and 
Cathedrals, imposing Gothic buildings and big 
memorials. I like the silent, tranquil avenues in the 
outskirts and also the large streets of the centre full 
of p eople and traffic. 

I would often go to Piccadilly Circus illuminated 
with thousands of lights in the night- or to the 
Strand shining with shops. Thus I went to visit all 
the most important places: The Tower of London 
and its characteristic bridge ; Whitehall and the 

Royal Horse Guards; Buckingham Palace and the 
Mall. I visited Abbeys and Cathed rals, l ittle 
Churches and fashionable streets. But wh at I 
enjoyed the most were the splendid gardens and 
parks of London: H yde P ark, The Green P ark, St. 
James' Park enrich ed by wonderful soft meadows of 
an extraordinary colour, and pretty pools with white 
or grey swans floating on the water. I did n ot feel 
any m elancholy in observing n ature because even 
the countryside around London was gay and 
restful. 

I certainly r eceived from London a deeper 
impression than I had from Paris because the 
latter, even though being a wonderful city, had only 
a superficial gaiety. In fact in P aris I felt like a 
stranger among stranger s, but in London I felt at 
home. 

. CARMELA SP AG NOLI. 

THREE IMPRESSIONS OF MARY WARD 

(A) 
Having read Mary Ward's life I must say that 

the episode that has struck m e most is the one of 
h er imprisonment. She had to battle and fight 
ver y much against the prejudices of society, but in 
the end sh e succeeded in h er projec t. But just when 
sh e was on the point of tasting the ripe fruits of h er 
work, Our Lord allowed h er to be p ersecuted , 
accused of h eresy, and even imprisoned. The general 
sorrow and the physical pains must have been 
nothing for h er in comparison with the dreadful 
sight of all h er work collapsing in an instant. 

Even if you are in a certain way prepared, you 
n ever accept that the thing to which you have put 
all the power of your life should be destroyed. You 
always have the impression that you have been 
deceived , that you are the victim of m ere words and 
simple events. You are not able to see the deep 
reasons, always hidden behind human events. But 
Mary Ward was sustained by her Faith. 

Altogether sh e is a great example for us of 
constancy and patience in Love. God sends dreadful 
moments to the souls H e loves most. That was surely 
the thought that consoled Mary Ward in h er prison. 
I think sh e really had the faith · that moves 
mountains, and I think we must look to h er as a 
great example, we who are living in a time so 
difficult and so distant from God and His Love. 

M. GRAZIELLA GIOVANNINI* 

(B ) 

I was very much moved after having r ead Mary 
Ward's life, and especially "The Spirit of Mary 
Ward." t 

Mary Ward r ealises l>ne of m y greatest ideals of 

t By M. Pauline Parker, I.B.V.M. (Vatican Polyglot 
Press : 1945) . 

woman, which I have ch erish ed since I was young. 
I always thought, when I was a girl, that if I had 
had the possibility of devoting m yself to Christ, I 
would have chosen " a voca tion of love an d an active 
apostolic life." I did not then know that it was 
Mary Ward who had opened this luminous way to 
religious women. H er serenity, mixed with her 
good sense, h er sweetness united with her strength 
of character and the might of will and 
compreh en sion for all that was good and noble, her 
rare courage, h er deep charity and h er voluntary 
simplicity, the high qualities sh e possessed as a great 
educator- all that together shows us a beloved 
child of God. How really ch aritable an d full of 
human compreh ension we find h er in this maxim 
of h er s : " Be compassionate and m erciful towards 
the poor, and generous also if thou hast th e means, 
and do not call them beggars." And h er sympathy 
is particularly worthy because sh e was of such high 
rank and exp ec tations, belon ging to a noble family. 
I also praise ver y much that sh e does n ot feel 
"fear" but love of God! The r esolution and the 
force of h er ch aracter with the a ttr active grace of 
h er manners and h er spiritual k indness, as well as 
her r eserve, simplicity and directness with all the 
high qualities of h er spirit testify to-day that she 
was a truly Christian soul and we h ope to have her 
soon as a r evered Saint. 

EMANUELA CAPUTO* 

(C) 

In our world so t erribly empty of any idealism, 
in a p eriod of so deep a spiritual crisis th at it is 
difficult to r emember what sacrifice m ean s, the name 
of Mary Ward is as fresh water from wh ich everyone 
can draw courage and take the example of a· life 
entirely devoted to an ideal. This is wh at men have 
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forgolten: to live for an id eal , and in this ideal to 
find th e strength to struggle hard and to bea r every 
kind of adversity and humiliation. Men in fact can, 
perhaps, forgive a fault to another man, but they 
never forgive him for an ideal. 

Mary \Va rd was a coura geous woman! She 
struggled for h er faith, unknown and hindered, alone 
in an inimical world, alone in the sad days of h er 
apparent defeat, when even the Cross' shadow 
seemed to be departed from h er and from h er 
foundations. 

Apparent defeat: h er cr y -was high and clear, so as 
cleat' and strong was h er faith, a faith not only of th e 
heart, but of the mind and of all her tormented 

person. " I n ever was a h ere tic, Holy Father," sh e 
oaid in 1630 to the Holy Father who had received 
h er. This is a protest of innocence, not a confession 
of a fault. Women like Mary Ward never die; o nly 
a little part of them disappear s; their body, their 
material voice. But another voice, that of their clear 
souls remains ; and nobody can make it sil ent. 

Mary Ward is present among us after four 
centuries, with h er m essage of pure faith, a hard 
but bright way for m en of good will. 

LUCIANI RICCHETTI* 
[* These three students as well as the other Roman 

contributors are adult students who learn English at 
the I .B.V.M. Via Nomentana.-Ed.] 

A MESSAGE TO SPANISH LORETO GIRLS 

Most readers of these lines can look back with 
feelings not only of joy and congratulation but also 
of gratitude to the I.B.V.M. Convents in Spain since 
their foundation. It was in one or other of them 
that you received your secular education and-much 
more precious- your early r eligious formation. 
Gratitude, if sincere, should be practical, and the 
Loreto Nuns expect nothing better than that you 
should prove yourself worthy of your training under 
their care. Not many have had the advantage of 
such an education-it is a special p ersonal grace 
from God- and to whom much is given, from h er 
much is expected. The present and former pupils of 
Lore to have certainly an important part to play in 
the world. 

When God gives graces, when H e sanc tifies a soul, 
it is almost invariably with the intention that the 
graces should be communicated to others. " I sanctify 
m yself," said Our Lord, " that others may be 
sanctified in truth . . . " It is in this way that we 
ought to look on our gift of Faith and our Catholic 
education. All Loreto girls will almost naturally 
assist at Holy Mass and receive Holy Communion 
whenever possible and by their Our-Lady-like 
deportment give a good example of Christian 
virtue and practice to those around them. This they 
can do, living a sh elter ed life, shutting them selves off, 
p erhaps deliberately, from the world, its activities 
and its amusements, restricting their interest to the 
family and domestic duties. 

"Surely," you will say, "no fault can be found with 
such a life! It is a credit to Loreto training." It is 
certainly good as far as it goes, but does it go far 
enough? Were the graces of your Faith and your 
µ; ood education intended by God to be limited in 
1·hcir influence to so narrow a circle, when vast 
tracts of society are languishing to d ecay because 
they lack the knowledge that you have, and could 
share with them? There is grave matter for thought 
here, and we may possibly find it disturbing to any 
complacency we may feel about the fulfilment of our 
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r esponsibilities as God sees them. We must not b e 
worldly, but we are in the world though n o t of it. 
When at the Last Supper Our Lord prayed for His 
followers, His Petition to His Father was: " I ask not 
that you take them out of tbe world, but that you 
save them from evil." His parting command to His 
disciples was: "Go into the whole world and preach 
the Gospel to every creature." 



W e are not at the moment thinking of a vocation 
to R eligion, which is given by God to " those whom 
H e wou]d." What we have particularly in mind is 
the vocation of all Christians to b e Apostles. The 
"gh e tto" m entality, which fos ters the te ndency to 
segr egation , to live in an isolate d , self-contained 
(perhaps self-complacent ) group, finds no place in 
the teaching of J esus Christ nor in the Christian 
tradition. The true Church of Christ has ever been 
noted for its missionary spirit, and missioners are 
n eed ed to-day more than ever , even in those 
countries that are called Christian. In the latter , 
the work of the Apostle must fall largely on the laity 
who have easy access to many spher es of human 
ac tivity, where the Pries t and the Nun have no entry . 
H ence the Jate Holy Father's clarion caJl to Catholic 
Action . There may b e serious matter h ere for an 

Examination of Conscience. What are m y talents? 
My circumstances? My opportunities for the 
Apostolate? What have I done for Christ and His 
Church? 

J. F. ROGERS, S.J. 
[We have taken the above inspiring article from the 

Spanish Loreto magazine, published for the first time 
in J anuary, 1951, under the name, "Regina Angelorum." 
Congratulations, Spain, on your very interesting first 
number! As Loreto in Spain is an important English
speaking centre, their pupils are bi-lingual, writing as 
well in English as in Spanish. (We could not resist 
re-tel1ing a Junior's experience in the bi-lingual field 

this in its suitable setting.) 
F ather Rogers belongs to the English Province of the 

J esuits who go to Spain to give retreats to our nuns.
Ed.] 

EUR OP A LIKES THE HOUSE SYSTEM 

In September, 1949, we came to a decision towards 
which we had b een working for a long time: a 
resolve to ge t the House system operating in our 
school. It was one thing to make the decision; the 
work of organisation was quite another matter. If a 
Latin tag may b e excu sed: Hie labor, hoc opus e rat. 

The school was divided into three Houses, on an 
ago group basis. The literary spirits among u s 
thought that as patrons of our Houses we could 
not do be tte r than take the great English Catholics: 
N ewman, Chesterton, B elloc. However, we wisely 
decided against thi s idea as impracticable . F ew 
schoolgirls think d eeply enough to enjoy su ch 
exalted companionship. W e turned instead to the 
great Christian heroines. St. Anne, St. Monica and 
St. Joan were chosen, for , although they, too, are 
exalte d , the Church has made them so n ear to u s 
that they appeal to everyone. W e felt that these 
attractive h eroines would help to elevate the ideals 
of our girls, while setting a standard of all that 
i9 best in Catholic womanhood. 

The Captains e lected and House colours chosen, a 
little inauguration cer emony was planned: Lady 
Anderson, the wife of the Governor of Gibraltar, 
graciously consented to preside, and Dr. H. W. 
Howes, M.A., Direc tor of Education, addressed the 
assembled school. Dr. Howes emphasised the vast 
possibilities of the House syst em in creating an 
"esprit d e corps," thus curbing the egoism, which is 
at the root of most of the ills of modern civilisation. 

Lady Anderson, finally, presented the House fla gs 
to each of the Captains. That flag became then the 
symbol of the high purpose of loyalty to Christian 
standards, which, h enceforward, was to b e the 
guiding principle of every girl's life- down to the 
smallest d e tails. 

Since that ceremony individual effort has ceased 
to contribute to an individual's glory. Instead there 
is a great corporate effort of girls who are learning 
on a small scale to practise for that role which is to 
be theirs in the years to come. For they know that 
Woman, having been accorded a unique role in the 
Mystical Body of Christ, must prepare for unique 
demands upon s teadfastness and gen erosity. Must be 
prepared ever and always "to give and not to count 
the cost." 

ENA CHIAPPI, 
Loreto, I.B.V.M., Europa, Gibraltar. 

[It may not need a glance at the map to make our 
r~aders ·realise that the prevailing language in Gibraltar 
is Spanish. English, being the home language of most 
of the nuns-for they belong to Rathfarnham-is well 
taught in both houses of the I.B.V.M. in Gibraltar. A 
happy coincidence occurred this year when the new 
Director of Education, sent from England, happened to 
be the nephew of Mother Superior at Europa. A fine 
new building is in progress there, paid for by a 
Government grant made as compensation for the bomb 
destruction during the 1939-45 war. W.e would like some 
photographs for next year's Loreto magazine.-Ed.] 

SAROJINI NAIDU 

To Mrs. Naidu's unique personality wer e added 
those unusual charms that are possessed but b y a 
few. H er sen se of humour enabled h er not only to 
b e the wittiest of talker s, but also to bear witticisms 

with an easy and unaffec te d grace-indeed to 
produce them at h er own expen se. She once praised 
an artist b ecause, as sh e sa id, h e made h er look as 
ugly as sh e r eally was ! She was known to mimic 
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anyone at a word, and her power of relating the 
most unimpressive incidents was the joy of many a 
gathering. 

Apart from this I think hei- love of Life, the World, 
and Humanity was the most dominant trait in her 
character. It was because of her love of Life that 
she sought to make the lives of others pleasant by 
filling hers with love and light, colour and music . . 
It was because of her love of the World that she 
became one of the pioneers on the path to Freedom; 
and it was her love of Humanity that taught her 
to see into the hearts of men and children, to have 
ready a kind word or a beaming smile for all. 

Mrs. Naidu was a poet. It is difficult to tell what 
she must have felt writing of love and life and 
sacrifice. Who knows what pangs of suffering or 
throes of pain were hers? Who knows how many 
hours she spent in sorrow or despair? Whatever 
her troubles were they were not for the world; 
and her poetry is that of a lonely child seeking 
for care and comfort that it is never to enjoy. For 
the world there was a smile on those mobile lips, a 
jest or a song. Through all the years in jail as a 
political prisoner it was she who always gave new 
life and hope to her companions in their despair. 
When the days were dark and gloomy she brightened 
them with her smile. When an awful silence seemed 
to envelop the whole atmosphere she would break it 
with a merry word. 

Sarojini was a fighter to the backbone. Through 
the years of her country's anguish she fought in 
silence wii:h determination of spirit for its freedom. 
When victorious she did not rest. She was the 
perfect fighter. 
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Though she had been ailing for some time her 
death was unexpected. In the absence of her 
beloved and devoted daughter, Padma, who had 
gone to Allahabad to represent her at a function, 
this great soul passed away quietly. Grief at the 
death of this noble woman, who had lived her life 
in the service of her country, was felt by everyone 
who .knew her and by the countless thousands who 
were acquainted with her poetry, her great 
contribution to Literature. 

MOHINI SAHNI, , 
Loreto Convent (I.B.V.M.), Lucknow. 

THE FUNERAL: 

On the morning of the 2nd March, 1949, came 
the direful news that Mrs. Naidu was dead. School 
was immediately closed and preparations were 
made for the children to go to Government 
House to pay their last tribute to this dreamer 
of dreams, singer of songs and crusader of great 
causes. 

"The captains and Kings of my generation 
depart. Old friends and dear comrades pass away. 
And now the dearest and brightest of them is gone. 
I feel desolate of heart and widowed in spirit." 

Those words were uttered by the Hon'ble Pandit 
Nehru when he received the news of the death of 
Sarojini Devi. To those of us who were present when 
she visited Loreto Convent -in 1947 her death came 
in the nature of a personal loss, apart from the fact 
that she was not only the Governor of our Province, 
but also our nearest neighbour, for Government 
House is but across the road from Loreto Convent. 

At 2.30 p.m. the children, Staff and two of the 
Nuns with Mother Superior set out to pay their last 
respects to the mortal remains of Mrs. Naidu. 

The grounds of Government House were crowded 
with sorrowing people whose grief was deep and 
sincere. Conspicuous among the throngs were the 
poor of Lucknow, whose struggles, sorrows and joys 
Mrs. Naidu knew and shared. We walked in 
procession to the couch on which the Remains were 
laid out. Pandit Nehru himself made the crowd 
divide to allow us to approach. 

As we drew near the bier the children began 
the hymn: "Lead, Kindly Light," and as the Loreto 
wreath was placed on the feet of the honoured dead, 
Padma, Mrs. Naidu's eldest daughter, bowed to us, 
acknowledging our presence there. 

His Lordship the Bishop of Lucknow, together 
with the Clergy and the Catholics of the town, were 
next among the mourners and the Church's prayer: 
"De Profundis," was recited with feeling. 

The crowd then prepared to start out for the 
Gumpti River, on the banks of which the Remains 
were to be cremated. We took up our position on 
the steps of Government House, from where the 
funeral was to start. Cars moved slowly forward and 
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we noticed Lady Mountbatten and the Hon. Pamela 
Mountbatten in the first of these. Next came the 
Gun-carriage, draped in the proud flag of India. It 
stopped in front of us and Pandit Nehru addressed 
the crowd , sp eaking of the loss that was theirs no 
less than his own. H e said she was symbolic of 
manifold culture. We remember her "as a comrade, 
a spirit full of joy and laughter." H e went on to say 
that h er inspiration had guided him throughout his 
career, from the time h e had heard h er, " thirty-three 
years before from the platform of the Indian National 
Congress." 

Just before the Gun-carriage se t off Miss Padma 
Naidu, from h er sea t on it, bent over and thanked 

us for the lovely singing, which, she said, was a 
comfort to h er as h er mother, just before sh e 
died, had asked for "Lead, Kindly Light" to be sung. 
She also thanked us graciously, if sorrowfully, for 
the wreath and for our presence there. 

Then the funeral moved on. It marked the passing 
of a great figure. 

LORETO CONVENT, 
Lucknow (I.B.V.M .). 

[We have taken this page straight from the Loreto 
Indian magazine, "Palm Leaves," as it seems to us 
not only interesting but also revealing; showing how 
our nuns identify themselves with the national life of 
their mission land.-Ed.] 

"KIM" COMES TO LUCKNOW 

A fever of excitement ran through Lucknow when 
it was announced that part of Rudyard Kipling's 
"Kim" was lo be filmed h ere. Victor Saville of 
"Green Dolphin Street" fame was to direct the 
picture; the well-known American actor, Paul 
Lucas, was to play the role of the " Bhotiye Lama," 
but- h ere is the reason the fever affected us : Errol 
Flynn! Yes, Errol, complete with his dashing n ew 
moustache, was coming, too! 

Metro Goldwyn Mayer's Company-excluding 
Errol, who was exp ected later-put up at the Carlton 
Hotel. The earnes tness of the pleas of our girls to 
be taken for walks on the Shah Naji£ Road was very 
moving. B y the way- the Carlton happens to be 
situated on the sam e road . . . Most of the scenes 
of Kim's school days at St. Xavier's wer e shot in the 
pic turesque ground of the boys' school, La 
Martiniere. The setting was truly worthy of our 
country of passionate contrasts-the Martiniere 
lake, so blue and peaceful, and the excited throng 
of sp ectators; the cool, luxuriant verdure sprinkled 
with sweet-scented flowers and the dull grey walls 
of the towering buildings; the stately tower in the 
lake brooding in majestic silence over its illusive 
shadow and the clumsy neighing of the "ekka" 
horses-all these contrasting aspects seem ed a fitting 
setting for this film of Gleam and Gloom. 

It was all rather hard on the Cambridge classes 
that most of the shootings were during Cambridge 
Examination week-but though we were down we 
were certainly not out. For our whole class paid a 
short visit-which, incidentally, l engthened into a 
two hours' one-to the Martiniere grounds. That 
da y a scene of Kim arriving at the school was b eing 
shot. The boy Kim, a Calcutta lad (as proud as any 
king ), acted his part well. But the sam e could not 
be said of the phaeton-driver. The man, full of his 
own importance, u sed to drive on in spite of Mr. 
Saville's whistle, which m eant "stop." It was 
marvellous to see the patience with which the fifty 
photographers worked , shooting and r e-shooting each 
scene till every de tail was perfect. 

An Indian film director, Mr. Hem, was Mr. Saville's 
interpreter; and after Mr. Saville had yelled himself 
hoarse with his plea: "I say, Ham, ask them to k eep 
silence," the sounds were recorded. It was past 
lunch time and Mr. Saville's references to "ham" 
were having an effect on the salivary glands. We 
just must go back to school. Summoning up our 
courage, we took advantage of a short lull in the 
shootings to ask Mr. Saville for his autograph. 
Beforti we realised what was happening he had shot 
about a score of feet of film with his own movie 
camera or,i u s. Did I say "we"? Well, to be exact, I 
was left rn the background. The lucky ones were 
Juliet, who looked, as always, beautiful in h er 
shalwaar and kameez; Karmini, chic in her elegant 
sari, and Rahat, m y sister, smart and attractive in 
her gharras. Mr. Saville was charming to us and 
explained to u s that it was for his own private 
collection to be shown to his American friends. 
After h e had signed our books we went home happy. 

Other scenes were shot at the M,artiniere, and fifty 
boys- many of whom had sisters in Loreto- were 
chosen for Kim's playmates. These were paid ten 
rupees ~ach and were provided with suits of clothes 
in the ~ ashion of the '80s. The parts were small but 
thr. bovs had to sweat for their tenners-their high 
collars made them! 

The M-G-M. Company has moved on; they praised 
the hospitality and friendliness of the people of 
Lucknow. To Paul Lucas India is a fairy-land, 
quite unlike the India Kipling d epicts: "the land of 
sweltering heat, drenching rains, fever, cholera, 
blinding sandstorms, villages blotted out by th e 
jungle, and of squalid, superstitious people." W e 
feel happy that our American visitors have not 
found it so. Rather have they found it a land of 
enchantment. 

Please forgive m e for ending on an anti-climax: 
Errol Flynn did not come to Lucknow. 

FARHAT AHMAD, 
Loreto Convent (I.B.V.M.) , Lucknow. 
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LORETTO ABBEY, 1.B.V.M., TORONTO, CANADA 

1. A CANADIAN BOARDING SCHOOL 

Every school day we rise at six-thirty (on 
week-ends we get up at eight). Mass is a daily must! 
It begins at seven-fifteen in our small, temporary 
Chapel (a larger Chapel is under construction). 
After breakfast we study in our large, bright study 
hall until t en to nine, when our classes begin. 

As the hell rings we can h ear the day students 
lining up in the gymnasium. Soon everyone is 
assembled in the classroom and the daily morning 
Rosary is begun. After the beads the first class of 
the day starts-the Religion class. This year we 
are studying " Quest for Happiness," Book four
a book which is far more interes ting than the 
question and answer catechism we have u sed in 
previous years. 

For the next p eriod the class divides itself into 
two sections. While those taking Spanish go to one 
room, the Chemistry students go to another. Because 
I do not take Chemistry I cannot tell you much 
about it, but, from what the girls say, it is very 
interesting. As for the Spanish class, I can assure 
you that there is n ever a dull minute. T o he able 
to speak and to understand a little Spanish is very 
h elpful if you are a boarder. You see, about 
one-third of the girls in the boarding school are from 
Spanish-speaking countries. These classes continue 
until ten-fifteen. 

B esides our debates we ar e also studying "Pride 
and Prejudice," by Jane Austen, "The Path to 
Rome," b y Hilaire Belloc, and, of course, a play by 
Shakespeare-"Hamlet." We h ave even had time 
to put on a play: "The Comedian," by H enri Gheon. 

And so the hours pass until we come to the last 
p eriod of the day, Physical Education. The two 
sports which we play most frequently are Bask etball 
and Volley Ball. Of course, we have other sports 
such as tennis and baseball. With this class the 
school day ends. The day students say goodbye to 
the boarders and leave for their homes. 

The study hall is filled with girls of different 
nationalities discussing the events of the d ay. The 
mistress u sually comes in to sit and to chat 
pleasantly ·with u s. If it is a nice day we go for a 
walk along the beautiful countryside surrounding 
our " home !" Sometimes we go to the r ecreation 
room to dance, to listen to the radio, or just to talk. 
Perhaps some prefer lo go for a swim in our spacious 
indoor pool, other s will be found in the gymnasium, 
playing games, and still others in the bowling alley. 

Time fli es past and soon it is five o'clock and an 
hour's study is in order. After study we go to supper , 
then to r ecreation. At seven o'clock once more we 
go to study for an hour and a half. 

The eight-thirty bell rings and we proceed to the 
Chapel to say "goodnight" to Our Blessed Lord and 

then on to bed. Our mistress comes to our room at 
nine-thirty to say goodnight to us and to turn out the 
lights. With this the boarders' day comes to an end. 

Then comes the week-end: Friday evening always 
has a surprise in store. P erhaps it is in the form of 
a famous pianist or violinist. As a matter of fact, 
it could be almost anything.- Saturday, the Seniors 
are permitted to go out, that is from twelve-thirty 
until five-thirty. Some of us go to the show, others 
go shopping and still others go to visit their relatives 
or friends.- Saturday evening: a movie !- Sunday, 
our fri ends and r elatives are p ermitted to come to 
visit us in the afternoon.- Then another week full of 
fun, laughter, new discoveries and surprises! 

KATHRYN WARD. 

2. THE SHRINE OF THE CANADIAN J ESUITS, 
LAKE H URON. 

It was a bright, crisp, windy, spring day in May · 
and as we dismounted from the buses af ter a long 
trip we welcomed the brisk country breeze. The 
whole countryside seem ed to be penetrated by the 
stillness and the fragrance which belon g to the 
country. 

Our first visit was to the Shrine Church which 
crowned the hill , and as we knelt before 
the Tabernacle our minds turned to others, 
redskinned men and missionaries, who, many years 
before, had in this ver y r egion knelt before Him. 
The vivid picture of what this sam e place had been 
just three hundred years ago came to our minds. The 
sky was rent by shrieking flames and the h eaven s 
were hidden by giant rolls of thick , black smoke. 
The air was filled with the hoarse savage cries of the 
Indian warriors and the pitiful scream s of the 
innocent people of Huronia. The dreaded massacre 
by the Iroquois was taking place. Between the years 
1642 and 1649 eight valiant missionaries suffer ed 
martyrdom at the hands of these savages. 

Of all the massacres, the one which stood out as 
the most terrible was that of the village of St. Louis. 
It was no longer the p eaceful village of Hurons, with 
the two missionaries, Jean de Brebeuf and Gabriel 
Lalemant, going about their daily chores or sacred 
duties. It was a village of human blood on the 
sixteenth of March, 1649. The massacre in itself 
lasted but a short time, but in that time many souls 
who otherwise might have com e into the faith were 
lost to it. The fires raged, the tomahawks flew as the 
blood ran in the pathways and warrior upon warrior 
laid down his life for his village. Still on the 
warpath, the Iroquois left , triumphantly carrying 
off their captives, and among them the two priests, 
to the village of St. Ignace. The priests were 
subjected to inconceivable tortures, for the Iroquois 
h ut.ed the white m en and eagerl y sought revenge. 
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And there before us in the sanctuary of the Church 
built to their m emory we saw piles and piles of 
crutches, left there b y the many who through their 
glorious intercessions had experienced " Cures of 
Soul" and " Cures of Body." 

Passing the statue of Kateri Tekawitha, the Indian 
maiden martyr, we proceeded to the Stations of the 
Cross, sculptured in fine bronze, which wind their 
way up the hillside. Every line of the sculptures 
seems to speak and t ell the s tory of that last 
sorrowful journey of the Saviour in a beautiful, 
realistic way. At length we came to the look-out, 
which is the highest place on the Shrine grounds. 
From there we could see Georgian Bay and we 
thought of how often the missionaries must have 
climbed to that very spot to watch for the arrival 
of oth ers travelling the eight hundred miles from 
Quebec. The eventful day was closed with 
B en ediction in the Shrine Church, after which we all 
climbed into the buses and set out for home. A s 
we gazed back at the Shrine from the highway the 
sun was se tting b ehind the twin-spired Church and 
the golden hues seem ed to make a crown of fire about 
the h allowed spot. 

DOROTHY BRICKLEY. 

3. CANADIAN SPORTS. 

In the wintertime most of u s agree that hockey is 
the most popular sport. There are hockey leagues 
in almost every part of Canada. Ever since the end 
of the war we have sent a hockey t eam to the 
World's Championships and last year we were 
the World's Champions. B esides amateur hockey 
clubs we also have professional hockey clubs. Some 
are Canadians and others are be tween Americans and 
Canadian s. The most popular profess ional l eague is 
the Na tional Hockey League which plays almost 
every night. 

Next in the line of popular sports is figure 
skatin g. On the frozen ponds you will find 
youngsters having fun trying to stand up or playing 
tag. There are many indoor skating clubs throughout 
the country and once a year they send representatives 
to the Canadian, North American and World's Figure 
Skating Championships. W e are proud to have this 
year's Junior Canadian Champion, Elizabe th Gratton, 
at the A bbey. 

Swimmin g, I think I can safely say, is an all year 
round sport. During the summer you see p eople 
diving or swimming in the lakes or pools in the 
country's- resorts or maybe simply jumping off an 
eight-inch board into the little river that runs 
through the farm. On account of the weather, 
wintertime swimming is confined to the indoor 
pools. This year the swimming championships are 
going to b e h eld some time in May in Toronto and 
one of the contestants will be Barbara Heenan, also 
from the Abbey. 

No matter where you go in the summer you will 
always see people playing baseball. There are as 
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many profe5sional leagues as amateur, which include 
a league in every city, town and stree t. \Ve also 
have leagues b etween the Americans and Canadians 
and, because baseball i s the All-American sport, the 
Americans u sually beat u s. 

If you are n ear a lake you will see canoes, sailboats 
and launches all over it. Usually at the end of 
August there are boating and swimming r ega ttas, 
and you probably know yourself tha t they are loads 
of fun and you love listening or telling your fri ends 
who could not participate about the time you jibbed 
when you should not have and dumped the sailboat, 
or when you just missed coming first b y an arm's 
length. 

MARY KAE. 

4. OUR SCHOOL PLAY. 

March fourt eenth and fifteenth of thi s year saw 
the termination of many week s of hard work for the 
pupils of Lore to Abbey b y th eir presentation of 
" The Comedian," b y H enri Gheon. Centred about 
the activities of the Roman Acting School in the 
r eign of Diocle tian, it chiefly concerned the 
conver sion and eventual martyrdom of Genesius, a 
pagan actor, after his r eluc tant acceptance of the 
role of "Adrian the C,hristian ," a n ew kind of drama 
suggested b y the Emperor. 

Classic in theme, our production was modern 
in construction. Each scen e (of which ther e were 
six ) was a picture in itself, and effec tively accentuated 
the blues and r eds and golds of the cos tum es. 
Contrast of situation, prevalent throughout, was most 
prominent in the last Act wher ein the climax was 
reached. The se tting is the "play within the play," 
wher e Gen esius, still as Adrian, stands b efore the 
mock-Emperor to h ear his death sentence. The 
dancers have just l eft the stage and the chanters at 
appropriate moments call upon the gods to avenge 
the " blasphemer." Suddenly, Genesius, his mask off, 
is down upon his knees before Diocle tian , pouring 
out from his very soul the love and m ercy and 
goodness of hi s God with such genuine ardor as to 
cast a sp ell of stupefied amazem ent over his 
listen er s. The mob grows restless; Genes ius all the 
more proclaims his b eliefs and, just as suddenly, it 
is all over . . . 

"O Christ, let not my footsteps falter ; 
Be with me in my hour of agony . . . 
Father, into Thy Hands I commend my Spirit." 

CAROL LINDHOLM. 

5. DEBATING. 

Since our first d ebate in September, inter est m 
debating has grown. This first of a long seri es 
resulted from a class discu ssion on mod ern 
advertising. The d ebate was "That mode rn 
advertising is detrimental to socie ty. " The n egative 
won by a large majority. 

(Concluded at foot of next page) 



LORETO 

LORETTO ACADEMY, NIAGARA FALLS 

Proces!:: ion to Our Lady's Outdoo r Shrine ~n May 13 at Loretto, 
Niagara Fa lls. F o llowing the Living Rosary and the 
C rowning, outdoor B e nediction of the Blessed Sacrament was 
g iv e n at wh ich students from four Hi gh Schools consecrated 
th emselves to Je~us Christ through the Immaculate H eart of 

Mary, by the fo rmula of St. L ou is de Montfort. 

B eside Niagara's sounding deeps, 
Dark wooded isles and vine-clad steeps, 
Like incense, rise t he clouds of spray, 
W here rainbows shine a.t close of day; 
Thy children all, w ith hearts aflame, 
Sing to thy gracious, holy name, 

Ave Maria Loreto. 

(Concluded from opposite page) 

A few week s later we wer e discu ssing marriage in 
R eli gion cl ass. One of the girls felt that our 
grandmothers wer e better p repared than we are . 
Controversy on this question a rose and a d ebate on 
the subject soon ensued . 

B y this time our grade twelve deba tes were 
a ttracting attention. \Ve moved from classroom to 
auditorium d ebates. Other classes were invited and 
we had official judges. A few of our topics wer e : 
"That the p en is mightier than the sword; " 
" That T orontonians are narrow-minded ;" " R eading 
is more educational than travel ;" "The movies depict 
American life" and many others. 

The winning team s debated each other and the 
fin al winners accepted a challenge from grade eleven. 
T h e deba te was, " The W elfare State would be 
Benefi cial to Canad a." 

BELOW : Niagara Falls with 
Loretto A cademy in th e 
background. 

-----.·-···--,,,..-.,..,~ 

\ 

The next week gr ade twelve r eceived a ch allen ge 
from Lore tto, Brunswick. The subject was, " America 
11hould adopt a more active military p olicy." We 
had the positive side. This was certainly th e climax 
of our debates. The auditorium was fi lled to capacity. 
The judges were two J esuits, one of wh om was the 
superior of the Toronto house, the other a pro
Truman American. 

After the debate the question was opened to the 
house for what seem ed hours; h owever, t he judges 
finally r eturned with their decision. Of course th ey 
talked on the subject for a few m inutes to heigh ten 
our susp ense, but fin ally annou nced that Loretto 
Abbey had won! 

Brunswick girls then took us to th e cafeteria, 
where r efreshments wer e served. A fitt ing conclusion 
to a most interesting debating year! 

Toronto. MARY KIRKPATRICK. 
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NIAGARA 
This is how I see Niagara. I have watched its 

mighty rapids and heard its thundering roar; but 
now I picture it always from the Rainbow Bridge, 
a raging torrent, sparkling and crystal clear at 
sunrise; milkwhite and foamy at noon; a depth of 
green at sunset. I h ear the pounding of the water; I 
see the blinding white foam. And I see the park, an 
exquisite landscaped garden, alive with flowers and 
throbbing with beauty, blazing in the sunlight. The 
red cannas bloom in the glory of the sun and a soft 
breeze stirs, gentle and sweet. From Loretto, Niagara, 

I gaze at the panorama with swelling h eart and 
suddenly a puff of wind carries the mist toward 
h eaven and I worship the glory and majesty of God, 
the crea tor of this beauty. Niagara I cannot forget. 
It is indescribable and enchanting like a whispered 
promiEe of God 's promised delight. 

MARY PLATTEN, Grade XF, 
Loretto Academy, Niagara Falls. 

* Equivalent to Australian Sub-Leaving-Fourth Year 
in N.S.W. 

SAFETY FIRST 
In a city our size to be appointed chairman of an 

Accident Prevention Committee is an honour indeed. 
When Dad was appointed we were all proud of him , 
that is, until h e s tarted taking hi s duties too 
seriously. 

He thought th at since h e was chairman h e should 
start safety measures in his own home. He 
succeeded in making life miserable for his family by 
posting a list of rules to be obeyed b y al1: 

" Never go to bed unless alJ light cords have been 
checked to prevent defective wiring." 

"Never touch a light switch with wet hands." 
" When cooki n g always turn the pot handles away 

from you." . . . and so on. 
One of Dad's duties, as chairman, was to give a 

sp eech on safe ty at the annual Safety Banquet, 
which closed Safety Week. Friday, the day of the 
banquet, dawned bright and clear. Because it was 
the last day we decided to humour Dad by ctossing 

the street at the corner, by turning all the pot 
handles away from u s, and b y listening attentively 
to one of his many talks on safety. 

A b out 7 p.m. Dad h egan dressing. Having used all 
the hot water for hi s bath h e had to h eat some to 
shave. But h e was so nervou s and excited about hi s 
speech that h e forgot one of hi s own safety rules; 
h e forgot to turn the pot-handle awa y from him . As 
h o reach ed to remove the water from the stove his 
sleeve caught the pot. His agonizing yell was heard 
through the whole house. 

The next day, as I was doctorin g his foot, the 
phone rang. It was Tom Henderson, one of the 
Saf tey-First Committeemen, to enquire for Dad. In 
the courrn of the conver sa tion he r em arked that 
Dad's acci<lent was th e only one reported during 
Safe ty Week. 

ROSE MARIE DENNIS, Grade XII, 
Loretto Academy, Niagara Falls. 

THE ONLOOKER 
It was a catboat. And it was his very own. Her 

name was "Sindee" and sh e was the fa stest sailboat 
on the lake. H e sailed h er every morning till noon, 
and then again at dusk , for then h e and "Sindee" 
were alone in a world of their own, the wind and 
water world. 

To him ".Sindee" was a person with feelings and 
wisdom. She was loyal and courageous, n ever 
letting him down in any race. She always gave her 
best under his s teady hand. As an example, take 
this week ; they had been entered in the first race, 
Class A, against the best catboats of the Club and 
yet "Sindee" had won, torn sail and all- h e'd have 
to mend that sail before morning! How the other 
boats envied "Sindee" and him! Now h e was the 
most talked of boy, and everyon e smiled and nodded 
to him. Now h e was no longer friendless and 
alone, he and "Sindee" were a p art of things. He 
was "in" on everything the Club did, h e no longer 
watched from afar. 

Yes, h e and "Sindee" were a team, a good team, 
recognized hy all. H e was the best skipper, and sh e 
the best sailboat. Well, maybe they might even 
qualify for the " Big Race" and of course they 
would . .. 
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" Mark , it's time you started on your paper-route." 
The familiar words shattered hi s dayd ream , the 

dream to which h e added every da y while sitting on 
the dock watching the Country Club's activities, 
watching from afar the dream that k ept the 
brightness in his eyes, and courage in his h eart. He'd 
buy a boat one day and name h e r "Sindee," and then 
h e'd have a fri end , a loyal and courageous friend who 
would never let him down. 

JOAN TRAPASSO, Grade XII, 
Loretto Academy, Niagara F all!'. 

A MESSAGE TO LORETTO HIGH SCHOOL, 
STEW ART A VENUE, CHICAGO 

We hope the girls of this school will allow u s to 
hold over their interesting contributions which 
arrived too late for inclusion in this number. The 
photograph of the father-daughter dance is charming: 
and the articles of Odette La Mare and Therese 
Martin will be read with interest. Just as the last 
note was going to press the year-book for 1950 
arrived. Superb !-Ed. 
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MAURITIUS: Pearl of the Indian Ocean 

An island of glorious sunsets and enchanting nights; 
of verdant lawns, long valleys, singing forests; a 
tropical paradise for flowers and trees, everywhere 
revealing a wonderful assortment of colours; an 
island renowned for splendid sea-shores, picturesque 
landscapes ! 

PIRATES HID TREASURE 

Once upon a time a tiny parcel of earth, which 
we human beings called "island," came into existence. 
Lost in the endless ocean it was a faint display of the 
Creator's power. Unknown, uninhabited, unnamed, 
presenting interiorly a chaos of forests, marshes and 
wild growth, it was used as a hiding-place for . 
pirates·' treasures. Then a mariner sailed around 
it and did not fail to be interested. His name was 
Diego Fernandez P ereira, a Portuguese; he landed in 
1507 and named it "Cirne" after his own vessel. 

. Later, a Dutch Admiral, sailing about, landed on it, 
and, in honour of the Stadtholder of Holland, 
Maurice de Nassau, named it "Mauritius." After the 
Dutch the French took possession in 1715 and named 
it " I sle de France." Finally, in 1810, after a sea
battle, the victorious English hoisted their flag over 
their new possession which they still called 
"Mauritius." 

MODERN MAURITIUS 

Mauritius has made great progress during these 
last years. Visitors speak l)f the splendid roads 
that have been constructed for the successful 
introduction of motor cars. Railways, too, intersect 
the country and there are magnificent buildings. 
Education had its struggles, and to-day the poorest, _ 
as well as the richest, receive the best education in 
numerous colleges and convents. Sports have won 
public favour and many clubs have been formed. 
The numerous seaside resorts favour yachting, and 
there we see little boats proudly displaying their 
white sails as if to defy the majestic waves. 

FAMILY SPIRIT 

But what is most striking in our Island is the close 
tie existing in the families. Mauritius being small 
its inhabitants know each other; and the smallest 
thing which happens in the North is at once known 
in the South and vice versa. There are not manv 
"grown up" pleasures as in big countries. Theatre~ 
are seen at long intervals, restaurants are rare, 
lounge bars are non-existent; so all the pleasures are 
shared and concentrated in family life. Parents 
often bring their children for a day to the seaside, 
or to promenade or cinema, but the close of day 
is really the ideal atmosphere for family life. At 
this hour "home" is truly the paradise. Father, 
mother and children, each with different occupations, 

find pleasure in uniting under the quiet light. 
Then little stories are told, the day's happenings are 
discussed, the radio is turned on, delightful music 
fills the room and thrills the h earts, and the many 
little things that form topics of conversation are 
related. Although to-day young boys and girls may 
be criticised for their excessive independence, 
Mauritian young folks are often at home in the 
evening gaily chatting with their parents. Thus 
bonds of friendship and affection are tightened 
between brothers and sisters; the family spirit 
makes its way through generations, and parents are 
friends and not merely guardians of their children. 
The word "home" resounds delightfully to the ears 
of Mauritians, bringing before the mind the cosy 
corner of the hall, the noisy playr<;>om of the younger 
members of the family, the pleasant meals together, 
the lovely gardens which mothers create and the 
beautiful flowers all like ... "Home! It is life!" 

TOWN AND COUNTRY 

It is marvellous to live in Mauritim. If you are 
in a town and the weather smiles on you, well, you, 
too, smile and admire. Big shops offer their lovely 
articles; h ere, delicately tinted crystals, plates, 
dishes; there, beautifully coloured materials spread 
in careless waves . . . On an estate it is different. 
The view is more extended over endless canefields. 
During the cutting season many workers bend 
vigorously over the canes; and a rhythmic sound 
comes from their big knives sharpened for this 
occasion. Then follow the hissing sounds of the 
waggon bringing the canes to the factory; and above 
all, the factory itself with its ugly, yet attractive face, 
and discordant sounds of machinery 

THE SEASIDE 

Last comes the completely different atmosphere 
of the seaside . . . The seasides of Mauritius! They 
arc a treat for the eyes, a thrill for all, with their 
wild appearance, their inviting melancholy, their 
singing charm! Here Nature displays immense 
lawns, graceful filaos, feathery palm trees, wide 
seashores and enchanting waters! H ear the 
murmuring breeze in the filaos. Sec the blue sky. 
Feast your eyes on the flowers and plants, the rough 
rocks, and, above all, on the sunsets of unequalled 
beauty. 

Perhaps it is by the sea that you find the real 
beauty of Mauritius. And many a stranger is fill ed 
with awe on beholding the work of the Creator in the 
Pearl of the Indian Ocean. 
Port Louis, Mauritius . -N. 

[Loreto (I.B.V.M) has five flourishing houses in 
Mauritius.] 

Page Ninety-seven 



LORETO 

FOR THE JUNIORS 
TALES -OF PIONEERS FROM NORMANHURST JUNIORS 

VAUCLUSE HOUSE, SYDNEY 

. A romantic story is told in connection with the 
V aucluse Estate, and it is believed by many people. 
The house is one of the oldest in Sydney. It is told 
that the early owner, finding his rocky land at 
Vaucluse infested by snakes, sent to Ireland for 
barrels of soil. With this earth of the land from 
which St. Patrick had banished snakes, he made a 
cordon around his estate. It is a fact that while 
snakes wer~ plentiful at Rose Bay outside his 
boundary no snakes were ever seen in the grounds 
of the historic V aucluse estate, which the great 
Australian, Wentworth, occupied for many years. 

DOMINICA O'BRIEN (9). 
TREASURES AT V AUCLUSE 

The keeper told us that Wentworth had two dogs 
and that h e buried them in the front garden, where 
there are two gravestones. This may be only a story 
that the keeper tells. This historic house has many 
visitors who are shown its treasures. We saw the 
first n ewspaper ever printed in Australia, and 
we were glad to see an old rowing-boat which 
was u sed by the early explorers to cross 
rivers. We also saw in the kitchen an old pot 
exactly like the one the three little pigs scalded the 
fox in. 

DIANE MONRO (10). 

PARRAMATTA 

In Parramatta there are many reminders of the 
early days of New South Wales. The principal one 
is called Old Government House, built for Governor 
Phillip. It is now the Junior House of The King's 
School. About two hundred yards away from the 
main building stands a small ci:ricular pillared 
building, with a stone floor, which was the 
Governor's bath house. Near the main gates of 
Panamatta Park is a stone obelisk marking the 
place where Lady Fitzroy, wife of one of the early 
governor s, was thrown from her carriage and 
killed. 

GABRIELLE HILL (10) 

A LONG TRIP 

Just one hundred years ago my great-grandparents 
came to Australia from England in a ship with sails 
that took nearly ten months to get here. On the way 
they were shipwreck ed and had to wait on land 
many days unt.il another ship came to rescue them. 
At last they reached Adelaide; but they wished to 
make their home in Ballarat and that was nearly 
five hundred miles away. In those days the only 
means of travelling in Australia was by horseback or 
bullock-wagon. My great-grandparents got a bullock
wagon and hitched ten bullocks to it. Then they 
set out on their Jong journey. Great-grandmother 
was terrified of the snakes she saw, and great-
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grandfather was afraid the blacks would spear them. 
At last they reached Ballarat, which was a place of 
tents and miners. They pitched their own tent and 
this became their first home. 

DENISE HERRIMAN (7). 

HISTORIC TREE 
Every year as we are coming back to school after 

the holidays we pass an old tree which has a history It 
stands at the foot of the . Blue Mountains and is a 
monument to Blaxland, Wentworth and Lawson, who 
passed it on their eventful climb up the Blue 
Mountains. It has been fenced in to help preserve 
it and to keep away destruction. On it there ai·e 
steps up which the blacks climbed. These steps were 
cut -by their tomahawks. 

SUSAN AZAR (10), 
JUDITH PARTRIDGE (9). 

THE INFANT ROOM 
When we first came to Loreto our classroom was 

on the stage. Then we got a new room. W e have 
lovely things in it. W e have a big castle. It is made 

Sketch of Model Castle by Draha Kielkowska (7) 

of cardboard. It has four big towers with a little 
flag on top of one. Mother made it. It is on a big 
rocky hill. There are little houses at the bottom 
of it and some rocks and a quiet river. It is winter 
time; snow is all round. The trees are hare. Inside 
the castle is a big hall. Jane Cole brought a light 
for it; it is very pretty. 

We also have a beautiful dolls ' house that Philippa 
O'Leary gave u s. Mrs. Burfitt sent us a dear little 
teasel; and you should see our goldfish. Maureen 
Gargan brought them. 

JANE, BARBARA, MAUREEN, 
Normanhurst. 
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Ml DGET MEMORIES 

1. A HOLIDAY IN EUROPE 

Last year Mummy took us to Europe. At Colombo 
we saw rickshaws pulled by m en dressed in loin
cloths ; we also saw wild elephants and t ea 
plantations. At Aden, which looks like a big, dry 
rock, we saw caravans coming from the desert. \Ve 
saw also piles of salt which the natives get from the 
sea ... 

After we reached England we crossed the Channel 
to Belgium. W e could n ever tell you all the 
interesting things that we looked at. One of these 
was the monument rem embering the Battle of 
Waterloo. It is a big lion on a hill, with steps 
leading up. At the foot of the hill is a round 
building in which the whole battle is shown in 
pictures and statues. In Bruges we saw the high 
belfry . . . . 

In Holland we travelled along straight roads 
between big fields of flowers. Beside the roads there 
were canals with barges . . 

A Ch urch in the B asq u e Province (France). 

The sights we rem ember in France were the 
church es in the Basque Province. In the middle of 
each church hung a model of a ship *. We had a 
lovely time at Lourdes, where we arrived early one 
morning when ever ybody else was still asleep. 
Soon, pople came in wheelchairs and wheelbeds. On 
the walls of the grotto hang ever so many crutches, 

walking-sticks and things which p eople have left 
after they have been h ealed by Our Lady. On the 
walls inside the large church there are marble bricks 
with gold writing saying, "Thank You" to Our 
Lady. The writing is in every lan gu age. 

In Bavaria we visited Nymphenburg, near 
Munich, and saw the nuns at the Loreto Convent. 
We also went to the convent at Altretting and saw in 
the church the miraculous statue of Our Lady. 
Nearby, pilgrims were filling their bo ttles at St. 
Conrad's fountain. 

Italy was full of beautiful sights. We saw iovely 
things in Milan and Florence. There were many fine 
churches and palaces with statues by Miehelangelo 
and walls painted by Giotto. Near Naples we saw 
Vesuvius and the ruins of Pompeii. F rom there we 
went to Sicily, then to North Africa an d then home 
to Australia with lovely m emories. 

Editor's Note: 

MARIE-CLAIRE STREBER (9) and 
CHRISTINE STREBER (8). 

N ormanhurst. 

The Belfrr, of Bruges. 

* In his sea-ch anty to Our Lady, Belloc has the 
closing lines : 

Mother of Christ and Mother of me, 
Save me alive from the howl of the sea; 
If you will mother me till I grow old 
I will hang in your chapel a ship of pure gold. 
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2. A HOLIDAY IN MALAYA 
1y parents live in Malaya, and m y brother, John, 

and I go to Boarding schools in Brisbane. So when 
Christmas holiday time came we travelled to 
Malaya by sea. 

Daddy and Mummy m et us in Singapore and then 
we went home to our Rubber E state, which is one 
hundred and twenty-five miles up country. At the 
village railway station we were m et by our Syce, the 
man who drives and looks after our car, and h e drnve 
us six miles to our home. 

It was very exciting for us, because, although we 
had lived in Malaya before coming to Australia to 
school, we had not been to this E state. It is a 
beautiful two-storied house, with great big rooms and 
we had a big playroom downstairs. W e were m et at 
the Office, which is the first building about half a 
mile in from the main road, by Daddy's Office staff, 
who are Indians and they speak very good English. 
Up the hill at our home we were met by our old 
familiar Cookie, who has known m e since I was a 
tiny baby, and our Amah. 

To go into the kitchen and eat some of Cookie's 
Chinese food was one of the things we loved to do. 

The servants all sp eak Malay, and as we had lived 
in the country and had learned the language it was 
not very long before we had rem embered it all 
again. W e also loved to go to the factory in the . 
afternoon when the labourer s brought in their 
buckets of white latex from the fi elds. This was 
made into rubber. 

We u sed often to drive to Malacca, an old 
Portugese town about forty-five miles away, where 
there is the wonderful Cathedral of St. Francis 
Xavier- a building about five hundred years old. 

When Mummy had fini sh ed h er shopping the 
Swimming Club was the place we always visited 
and there we m et other children from schools in 
Australia. We had lots of fun in the pool, swimming 
and diving and jumping into the water , and racing 
along the sand. 

Too soon the time came for u s to r eturn to school; 
so back to Singapore we went where Daddy and 
Mummy said " Goodbye" as we boarded the aircraft 
to fl y hack to Australia. 

MADELEINE CHRISTOPHERS (9) , 
Loreto, Brisbane. 

SAINT PATRICK'S NIGHT 

Three little figures sa t round a fire warming their 
toes and drowsily nodding their h eads in time with 
the tick-tock of the clock on the mantelpiece. Their 
names were Seamus, Sean and Paddy, and all three 
were wee leprechauns. It was Saint Patrick's night 
and Paddy suddenly started up. 

" It's me birthday," says h e. 
"Aye, ' tis indade," replied Sean. 
"Your're 121 to-day," added Seamus. 
"An ' it's m y turn to deliver the shoes," said Paddy. 
"Aye." 
Paddy leap ed across the room and picked up a 

number of shoes and stumbled up the stairs. 
"Don't get caught," said Sean. 
"Or ye'll have to give up our wee crock o' gold ," 

said Seamus. 
"Och, I know," said Paddy, "I'll take care." 
Off h e went, setting a pair of shoes on the step of 

each poor p erson's house. 
Now in ~ little house on the edge of the town 

lived a miser, who was muttering to himself: 
"Och, all the wee gold coins I've got, and ne'er a 

one o' the leprechauns have I ever caught to steal his 
crock." 

At this minute wasn' t wee Paddy coming up the 
hill! 

"Ah ," said the miser, " I'll grab him now." And out 
h e ran and caught poor Paddy. 

" Quick! " says h e. "Where's your gold, ye wee 
varmint?" 
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" Oh, let me go," says Paddy. "I'll show ye, only 
let me go." 

"All right," says the miser , "hut none o' your 
shannanagans now." 

Poor Paddy led the miser to the crock of gold 
under a tree stump. "There," h e says, " under there." 

"Oh," says the miser, " I'll have to go home and get 
a spade. Now stay there." And taking off his hat 
and coat the miser hung them on a tree stump to 
mark the spot. 

When he came hack Paddy was gone, hut the 
stump was there with the hat and coat. The miser 
dug deep down, hut no gold did h e find , and when he 
looked up wasn ' t the whole field covered with the 
stumps of trees with a hat and coat hanging on each 
one? 

MARIE WALSH, Third Year, 
Kirribilli. 
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FLUFFY 

It is a secret h ow we got Fluffy so I cannot t ell you 
the whole stor y. A lady brought him to u s in h er 
pock et when we were living in Broome. Sh e had 
taken him from some p eople who were not feeding 
him properly and were letting everyone handle and . 
tease him when h e wanted to sleep as h e always did 
in the day time. 

W e called him Fluffy. H e was a tiny chap, very 
like a squirrel, and his r eal name was a Flying 
Phalanger. H e was grey with dark markings, 
large, bright eyes and a long, bush y tail. H e curled 
up in his box all day and in the evenings Daddy 
took him into the garden wh ere h e could suck honey 
from the flo wers. At night h e was very playful 
and several times we lost him. 

When our h ouse caught fire on e night Mummy 

tried to get into the room where h e was but some 
p eople stopped h er. She rush ed to Daddy and said: 
"We have to save Fluffy !" Daddy opened his pocket 
and there was the little chap fast asleep. 

W e all loved him ver y much but Daddy said we 
could not take him back to P erth as h e was not used 
to the cold. H e had come from the jungle country 
outside Darwin where it is very h ot all th e time. 
When we all had to come down Daddy flew him out 
to some kind fri ends on a station. T h ey loved him, 
too, and had a sp ecial little h ouse m ade for him 
with his name on the gate. Two year s later we got 
the sad news that poor Fluffy had been pounced on 
by a cat when h e was catching grasshoppers for his 
tea one night. 

PATSY MILLER, 
Nedlands. 

LEISURE HOURS WITH BRISBANE JUNIORS 

1. MAKING J E LLIES 
It was a rainy d ay and, h aving nothing to do, I 

decided to h elp mo ther with the cooking. Mummy 
said I could m ak e the J ellies. 

I got th e J elly Cr yst als, then boiled the wa ter . 
Moth er said we could h ave them in little animal 
dish es sh e bou ght for u s. Jimmy's was a tiger , Leo's 
a leopard , Gregor y's a grasshopper , Rosemary's an 
elephant, Nora's a snake, Donna's a lion and mine 
was a m onkey. 

I tipped the J elly Crystals into a dish , I then 
poured the boiling wa ter on them. Mother told me to 
etir it till the Cryst als dissolved. W h en they were 
dissolved I tipped them into the dish es and spread 
a t ea towel over them until they cooled. I then 
put them into the r efri ger ator. 

At tea we all said tha t they were lovely and 
thanked m e for making them. 

MARY JOSEPHSON (10). 

2. A WOODLAND WALK 
As we were walking down the path that leads to 

tho wood we h eard the t ap tap of the woodpeck er. 
W o wandered on wondering what to do. (At that 
instant the m elody of the blue bells could be 
h eard. ) 

As we were walking further into the woods we 
could just h ear a chorus of birds. My brother saw a 
little babbling brook. W e had a quiet paddle, it was 
so cold that we had to dry our feet on the grass. 

Then we lay down beside the stately elm tree to 
have a sleep. Later the cu ckoos' call awoke u s. W e 
gathered some violets, some young shoots and that 
was all. 

W e were walking home through the woods over a 
golden carpet of leaves, and all that could be h eard 
in the stillness of tqe evening was the crackle of a 
. broken twig. 

MARELYN FOGARTY (9). 

3. A DAY AT THE ZOO 
One morning Mother said, " I am goin g to take 

you to the zoo for the day." W e quickly packed 
our lunchbags and were soon on our way. As we 
entered the gates we h eard a loud trumpetin g. J essie, 
tho elephant, was taking some children for a ride. 
" May I have a ride ?" cried Betty. Mother agreed 
that we could all have a ride. 

After a m ost exciting ride we went to see some 
animals. First we paid a visit to the monkeys, who 
were swinging in the branch es. we threw a peanut 
to one of the monkeys and it caught it in its mouth. 

About midday we sat down in the cool shade of 
a tree. Then we unpack ed the nice lunch that 
Mummy had made f9r u s. After lunch we h ad a rest. 
Then we climbed the hill to the sn ak e house. The 
snakes were curled up h aving a sleep. T h en we went 
along the path till we came to the koal as. Th e dear 
little things were asleep in the t rees. 

Too soon it was time to go home. 
KAY BARRY (8) . 

GLOBE AND ANCH OR 

Ono night r ecently we had an inter est in g bus ride 
round London ; a special F estival t ou r. Wh en we 
arrived at the site of the old Globe Theatre the 
guide said: "The players u sually refreshed 
themselves at the Anchor Inn on the cor ner, so now 
wo will do so." So we all piled in and h ad a glass 
of beer. The inn is practically unch an ged. We 
didn't have time to see' the little room wh ere 
Shakespeare had his r efreshment. Across the river 
was St. Paul's, flood-lit for the F estival. A young 
American said to m e : " I'd like a Coca-Cola, but am 
just too darned scared to ask for it in this place !" 

-0.D., London, 7/7/1951. 
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Among O ur Old Girls 

IRELAND, OSLO, JERUSALEM 

During a recent tour of Europe, the Middle East 
and America, following the Holy Year Pilgrimage, 
I was very much struck by one thing- namely, the 
wonderful sense of the unity and homeliness and 
grandeur of our Catholic Faith. This was most 
apparent in Ireland, which is the most religious 
country imaginable, remarkably free from 
super stition of any kind, and where the p eople 
seem to " live" their faith in ever y sen se. Masses 
are being celebrated from early morning until after 
midday each day. Dean O'Brien and his sister of 
Geelon_g asked us to call on Father Albert Kelly, who 
was for many year s at the R edemptorist Monastery 
in Ballarat. We visited him at St. Alphonsus 
Monastery in Limerick. The Church is beautiful 
and the high altar was being decorated for 
Christmas. We have never seen so many candles 
on an altar. Father K elly told u s they h ave there 
the biggest Men's Sodality in the world. I am sure 
many Ballarat people will r em ember Father K elly 
as h e ask ed after several families. We also visited 
relatives and friends of another past pupil, Miss S. 
Hickey, and everywh ere the Irish hospitality was 
outstanding. I h ad a pen friend from school days 
and it was with Mrs. Bell, h er husband, her daughter, 
Elizabeth, and son, Henry, that we spent our first 
holiday in Ireland. While there I recall with great 
pleasure our visit to Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham. 
It is just as beautiful as I imagined it won.Id be and 
the lovely garden s and playing fields are a picture. 
W e met Mother General and Mother Vincent; both 
made us very welcome and Mother General had a 
fovely afternoon tea brought in to u s and we 
enjoyed that also. I think Atistralians think more 
of tea than any other p eople we m et on the whole 
tour. 

Our next visit was to Loreto in Stephen's Green 
in Dublin. Here we m et Mother Theresa Gertrude 
who escorted us through the school which amazed 
us by the extent of its grounds, which are not 
discernable from the front. The Convent has all the 
dignity and ch arm of Dublin's Georgian days (it 
was formerly the town ho\lse of Lord Charlemont), 
and it is most artistic. At Crumlin Road Convent we 
met Mother Antonina and enjoyed our visit there. 
I think strangers in strange lands have such a 
wonderful advantage in being Catholics, and there 
are no places where one feels so much at home as in 
Churches and Convents. And before I pass on from 
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Convents I would like to recall the happy days we 
spent in Western Australia at Loreto, Claremont, with 
Mother Aidan. R ev. Mother invited us to spend the 
day there and it was through the r elatives of M.M. 
Aidan, Mr. and Mrs. Doyle, that we saw ·so many 
Irish gems. They motored us out in the evenings and 
as it was light until nearly 10 o'clock we went as 
far as Drogheda to see the h ead of Blessed Oliver 
Plunkett, sometime Bishop of Armagh, who was 
executed at T yburn in 1681. On the way we 
insp ected the ruins of the Castle at Trim and the 
Cistercian Abbey in ruins at Bective. On the hill of 
Tara we stood on the site of the famous Hall of Son g. 
Another evening we were driven round the Dublin 
Hills up to the peat bogs and walked thereon. 
R eturning we saw the wonderful lights of Dublin. 
Irene R yan, a Dawson Street past pupil, was with 
us from now on. Other lasting m emories of Ireland 
are: The Radio Train on whic;h we went to 
Killarney for the day, the famous Abbey Theatre, 
our tour to Glendalough and the Vale of Avoca, and 
the Dublin Horse Show. 

At the Cahra Convent in Dublin we visited Sister 
Margaret a cousin of our past President, Mrs. Alex 
McGoldrick. There we saw the wonderful work for 
the orphan children and the happy surroundings in 
which they live. 

On our second visit to Ireland in December snow 
covered the country all the way to Cork. Mr. and 
Mrs. O'Sullivan took u s to Blarney Castle where 
we did the athletic feat of "kissing the Blarney 
Stone." My brother got half way and jibbed. I 
muet not forget to relate that we rang the B ells of 
Shandon, playing "The Blue Bells of Scotland," 
" Last Rose of Summer," and " The Bells of St. 
Marys." It is easy when you have the St>xton 
instructing. 

Our Scandinavian tour was delightful, and most 
pleasant of all was the meeting with Mother M. 
Scholastica's brother. · It was lovely to find Mr. 
Yourelle awaiting u s on our arrival in Oslo *. Next 
evening he called for u s and took u s to sec the 
sights of the city, which was celebrating its 900th 
anniversary. The illuminations were wonderful.-

Our tour of the Holy Land will never be forgotten. 
How can one describe the Via Dolorosa, Mount 
Calvary and the garden of Gethsemani? . . . When 
leaving Jerusalem we travelled by car to Damascus, 
an eight hours' journey, passing on the way J ericho, 
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the Inn wher e the Samaritan placed the man who 
fell among thieves, the Jordan River , the Dead Sea. 
In Damascus we walked down the Stree t called 
Straight and enter ed the house wher e St .Paul 
r eceived his sight. Flying back we left Damascus at 
9 o'clock at night -after a warm, sunny day and 
arrived in London at 11 o'clock n ext morning in 
snow and ice. 

A t Loreto Convent in Madrid we visited Mother 
Bernardine, who ask ed after several Loreto p eople. 
H er brother , Mr. Brahe, lives in Melbourne. We 
re turned through America and I must m~ntion the 

wonderful week-end given us b y Mother Terasita's 
brother, Mr. Jack Fraser , and his famil y. They 
called for u s and drove u s all over San Francisco 
one day and the next day we sp ent at their home in 
Oaklands. We will never forget their hosp ital ity and 
warm welcome. 

THELMA McNAMARA, Past P upil, 
Dawson Street. 

*Miss McNamara's brother is an artist ; he painted 
several Norwegi~n scenes which , on his return to 
Melbourne, he showed to the Toor ak nuns, to thei:r 
delight.-Ed. 

RECENT CONTACTS WITH LORETO ABROAD 

Our first m eeting with nuns of the l.B.V.M. was 
in Rome at the convent in Via Nomentana. After 
we had rung the b ell at the large iron gates, the 
portress let u s in and took us up to the House. 
Ther e we wrote on a pad our names and wher e we 
came from, and in a few moments we were b eing 
welcomed by the Mother Superior, an Englishwomen 
who had been in Rome for many years. She was most 
inte rested to h ear of our convents in Australia and 
we spent a ver y happy afternoon. 

From Rome we went to Lourdes, wher e we learnt 
the truth of the saying that you have never seen 
an yone pray until you have b een to Lourdes. From 
Lourdes we went b y train through Spain to 
Portugal. While we wer e changing trains at lrun, 
the Franco-Spanish border town, Mother went in 
search of tea. In the dining room sh e saw two 
Loreto Nuns and sh e made h er self known to them. 
They wer e delighted to m eet a link with the 
Australian Province in such an unexpected spot. 
They were on a long journey home from Gibraltar 
to Ireland. Unfortunately, by the time I went to 
see them the nuns had left for their train. On we 

- went to Fatima, such a complete contrast to 
Lourdes, with its n ewness, simplicity and loveliness ; 
then to Paris and London. 

A thrilling day came at Windsor wher e we were 
r eceived b y His Majesty the King and H er Royal 
Highness the Princess Margaret . They were both so 
charming and so simple ' that they endeared 
them selves to u s. What an honour it was to sing 
" God Save our gracious King" to that thin, dignified 
figure with his beautiful daughter! Her eyes fill ed 
with tears at the · spontaneous gesture of the pilgrims, 
standing beside him! After the King had r etired , 
Lady Gowrie soon gathered around h er a group of 
South Australians r enewing old acquaintances and 
one of h er enquiries was for the nuns at Marryatville, 
whom sh e u sed to visit so often. 

After the pilgrimage was over we went across to 
Ireland and h er e we r eally found ourselves on our 
home ground. Now, I was one of those p eople who 
used to become rather irked with those wno forever 
" followed t_he harp," but now I know why they do-

I would go and make m y home in Ireland tomorrow 
without a moment's hesitation. One of our first 
visits was to Rathfarnham. Unfortunately, t h e day 
we went it was teeming with rain so that we could 
not see the lovely park-like gardens. Mother -General 
who had r ecently re turned from India and was 
shortly setting off for Africa, was with u s for some 
time and told us of h er hope of visiting Austral ia 
soon. 

On our way down from Scotland a m onth or so 
later we broke our journey so that we could visit the 
Bar Convent at York. How often h ad I , as a small 
girl, heard the stirring story of St . Mich ael 
appearing on his charger over the Convent House ! 
I was thrilled to think that I would actually be 
seeing this Convent. York is an enthralling 
provincial city with its old Roman W all still intact . 

Again we r ece ived such a warm and friendly 
welcome from the nuns. They were full of inter es t 
to hear all about the Convents in Au strali a. When 
we ask ed in our turn about the h istoric h ouse in 
which we wer e at that moment we were taken first 
to the portraits on the walls of the fo u nder s and 
benefactors of the Institute of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary, and then to the various pieces of furniture 
and objects of art in the room- each h ad its 
enthralling story. The chapel was beautiful, quite 
small, but with a particularly lovely altar. W e wer e 
shown the r elic of the True Cross, the p riest 's hall 
used in the time of the R eformation, an amazing 
collection of r elics of the Engl ish Martyrs, the h and 
of Margaret Clitherow and countless other r elics 
and objects of interest. As we wer e leaving the 
Convent we wer e shown the tragic r el ic of the Last 
War- the place wher e a bomb h ad fallen in the 
on~y raid on. York, killing five nuns an d d estroying 
qmte. a considerable part of the buildin gs. 

This was a wonderful trip and somethin g I shall 
always have in m y m emory, and ap p r eciation of it, I 
know, I owe in no small m easure to my splendid 
education with the nuns at M arryatville. To them I 
say " Thank You" from m y h eart. 

RITA B. R. NORTH, 
P ast Pupil, Marryatville_ 
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NORMAN HURST 

CONGRATULATIONS: 
Since June, 1950, the following marriages have 

taken place: Peggy Diethelm (nee Cooper) to Dr. 
A. Diethelm; Betty Williams to Mr. H. Dodge; 
Sheila Adams to Mr. Christian; Marie Polin to Mr. 
McFadden; Margaret Greig to Mr .. B. Enwright; 
Berna Dowden to Mr. L. Hansen. 

·Berna Dowden, Betty Williams an-0 Margaret 
Greig had the blessing of a Nuptial Mass. 

Congratulations to the following parents and their 
babies : 

Mr. and Mrs. C. Whittaker (Betty Veech), a 
daughter; Mr. and Mrs. W. Camphin (A. Callinan), 
a daughter (third child); Mr. and Mrs. T. Stevens 
(E. Thompson), a daughter; Mr. and Mrs. R. Fagan 
(C. Byrnes), a daughter (second child); Mr. and 
Mrs. R. Morrow ( C. Stewart), a daughter (third 
child); Mr. and Mrs. M. Cotter (M. McGrath), a 
daughter; Mr. and Mrs. E. Martyn (C. Hickey), a 
daughter (second child); Mr. and Mrs. F. Hickey 
(P. Quinn), a daughter; Mr. and Mrs. E. Hamilton 
(P. Murray), a daughter (fifth child); Mr. and Mrs. 
K. Ryan (E. Walsh), a daughter (third child ); Mr. 
and Mrs. Matthews (R. Keyson), a daughter; Mr. 
and Mrs. Lamerand (M. Polin), a daughter (fifth 
child). Mr. and Mrs. J. Quigley (D. Gainsford), a son; 
Mr. and Mrs. S. Allen (D. Anscombe), a son; Mr. 
and Mrs. P. Schlesinger (J. Bowen), a son (third · 
child ); Mr. and Mrs. T. Herbert (J . Bell), a son 
(fourth child); Mr. and Mrs. H. Dodge (B. 
Williams), a son. Dr. and Mrs. J. McMahon (M. 
Fagan), twins, boy' and girl (three children). 

AT THE UNIVERSITY: Carol Purcell has graduated in 
Arts; Margaret McKenzie is in her final year; 
Philippa O'Leary in her first. Margaret Manion has 
begun her Law Course. 

PHARMACY : Girls who have left school last year and 
who are doing this course are: Anne Duffy, Judith 
Basha, Deirdre Newell, Colleen Nader and Clair 
Ryan. · 

RECENT DEPARTING TRAVELLERS: Frances Rutledge, 
H elen Armstrong, Nola Gooden and Beulah 
Millin gen. 

SPEECH THERAPY: We congratulate Anne Hickey 
and Joy Foley, who, for their final year, were given 
a scholarship. Lyn Dunnicliff has good examples to 
follow. 

Maureen McCarthy has begun to train as a 
Kindergarten teacher while continuing her cello 
lessons at the Conservatorium as one of Mr. Lauri 
Kennedy's pupils. 

Other new members of the Ex-students' Association 
are: Shirley Digges, J ean McLeod, Rosemary Quoyle, 
Marie Davidson, Margaret Shayler, Frances Walker, 
Mary Rowe, Sue Lord, Margaret O'Reilly. 
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As a parting gift from their daughter, Maureen, 
Dr. and Mrs. C. McCarthy have given a fine pair of 
tympani- a welcome addition to the orchestra. 

Mr. and Mrs. Basha have given from Olga and 
Judith a handsome picture for the school dining 
hall. 

Congratulations to Marcia Walsh (Gardiner) and 
Thea on the papal knighthood conferred on Marcia's 
husband, Mr. J. Walsh of Goulburn. 

The Reunion h eld on the first Sunday in February 
- as is now customary-was attended by a good 
crowd, and, as is always our experience, the nuns 
were charming hostesses. As the elections for the 
Committee of the Past Students' Association take 
place only every three years, there was need for only 
one election-to fill the vacancy caused by the 
resignation of our treasurer, Helen Rodgers. Ann 
Carter was elected. 

The Sewing Circle, which still m eets each month 
at Legion House in the city on the first Friday 
afternoon, is always glad of n ew m embers. Parcels 
of clothing will be gratefully received. 

The Ball, held at Prince's, on the 9th April, was 
attended by nearly 350 guests, and was the most 
successful arranged by the ex-students in recent 
years. Fourteen debutantes were presented to the 
N.S.W. Agent-General in London, the Hon. J. M. 
Tully, and Mrs. Tully, who, as Dorothy Kitching, is 
a well-known Old Girl of Normanhurst. 

The Children's Party, an innovation in 1950, was 
held again this year at the Convent. The "school-girls 
of the third division presented delightful scenes 
from A. A. Milne's book, " The House at Pooh 
Corner." Games for the little ones and a sumptuous 
afternoon tea provided by the nuns made a very 
pleasant afternoon. · 

We are glad to have good news of those of our 
former companions who are in the Novitiate. They 
are: Sister M. Paula (Elizabeth Johnson), S.M. 
Beatrice (Beatrice Hannan), S.M. Helena (Margaret 
Armstrong), S.M.J. Berchmans (Anne Anderson) . 
Estelle Swift has gon e to join them as S.M. Philip. 

MONICA COTTER, 
Hon. Sec. Ex-Students' Association. 

We offer our sincere condolences to the familv of 
Madeline McGinley (Hautrive), who died du~ing 
the year; to Barbara Moran on the death of her 
mother, known to many Old Girls as Clare Dalton 
who married Dr. Arthur Moran over twenty-five years 
ago; Diane Mellick on the death of h er father ; the 
family of Mr. J. Dennehy, who died lately ; Ethel 
Goldrick (Ritchard) on the death of her husband, 
Dr. Goldrick. (Ethel is the sister of Cyril Ritchard.) 

-M. 
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ROMAN MEMORIES 

1. My first impression of that memorable visit to 
Rome in April, 1950, was of going alone to pay my 
tribute to that great Saint and Prince of the Church 
singled out by Our Lord to be the rock on which 
it was to be founded. As I entered the Basilica, 
made familiar by many previous visits, it was not 
its vastness and wealth of treasures which struck 
me on this occasion but rather the warmth and 
welcome of St. Peter himself in this Special Holy 
Year. 

I was about to leave on that first visit when a 
pilgrimage of English students entered from the 
great entrance door singing a hymn familiar through 
the ages, "Faith of our Fathers." To hear such words 
so proudly sung in the very heart of St. Peter's 
brought home to one the treasure we possess in 
belonging to the one true and Universal Church, one 
who knows no barrier or race or colour .. 

2. On the Saturday after Easter we went early to 
St. Peter's, having been told that His Holiness would 
hold a Public Audience. The Square was already 
crowded, the great door of the Basilica blocked by 
some hundreds of Pilgrimages of varying nationality, 
their banners h eld proudly aloft proclaiming their 
countries and patron Saints. At a given signal each 
Pilgrimage approached the great door and 
disappeared within. When all had been admitted, 
we followed, and were ush ered to where there was 
standing room close to the High Altar. 

In the last half-hour of our three hours of waiting 
hymns were sung. When our turn was announced 
we proudly joined in "Faith of our Fathers," a 
contingent of Boy Scouts and Girl Guides adding 
freshness and vigour to that age-old hymn. Finally, 
the words of the Credo were intoned and the 
congregation of some 50,000 testified as if with 
one voice to their belief in the Blessed Trinity and 
the holy Catholic Church. 

Then cries of "il Papa! " Slowly the sedan chair, 

borne aloft by the Pope's faithful bodyguard, came 
in sight and we saw that upright figure and inspired 
face giving his blessing to the multitude. 

3. Only three days remained of our time in Rome 
and hopes of obtaining a Special Audience were 
rapidly fading. But entering our small hotel next 
evening we were greeted by a smiling concierge who 
presented u s with a large envelope bearing the papal 
Arms and containing the coveted treasure, a summons 
to attend at the Vatican next morning at 10 a.m. 
Arrived at the entrance, our card carefully scrutinised 
by the Swiss Guard, we ascended the long flight of 
steps and were ushered into the Throne Room. 
Presently we were summoned to a smaller salon 
where some 40 persons of varying nationality were 
lined against the walls to await the coming of His 
Holiness. 

Quietly the Sovereign Pontiff entered, escorted by 
one of his household guard. He spok e to each in 
turn inquiring about our country and our family. 

Mrs. Stoiior, the friend who accompanied me and 
who bears the name of one of the great English 
families martyred for the Faith, spoke of her two 
daughters and h er son, a Benedictine Monk at 
Downside. I told His Holiness of my two sons, the 
younger killed in battle in the last war, asking if the 
copy of his now famous Diaries* clasped in my hand 
might be included in his blessing. There was 
kindliness and compassion in the penetrating brown 
eyes as, bending down, he blessed us. As in a dream 
we moved out of the Audience Chamber, a great 
thankfulness in our h earts for the privilege we had 
received, our Faith confirmed in the Heaven that 
awaited us did we but serve God faithfully. 

JOSE DORMER (TOOHEY), 
Past Pupil, Normanhurst. 

* Hugh Dormer's Diaries (London : Eyre and 
Spottiswoode). 

HOLIDAY TRIP TO DARJEELING 

I left Asansol with a party of children at 7.30 a.m. 
after hearing Mass at five. The journey was a bit 
awful-114 deg. or more and no fans. It was fun 
seeing Calcutta again. The children watched at the 
window to catch the first glimpse of Howrah bridge. 
It has been recently erected and is as modern as the 
Sydney bridge . . . Loreto House (Calcutta) was 
looking very lovely-spotlessly clean and everything 
working like a machine. Parties of nuns were 
arriving and departing so quickly that you scarcely 
had time to know they were in the house. One day 
three parties left: one at 6 a.m. to catch a plane to 

Shillong; another party of twenty left at 9.30 by 
bus to catch the train to Darjeeling ; another plane 
at 11.30-to Simla . . . We took an Indian Airways 
plane. The air-hostess was sister to one of our 
Asansol teachers. She is an Anglo-Indian but was 
dressed in an exquisite white silk saree, according 
to the rules of the Airway Co. . . . We took two 
hours to do what the train took over a day to 
complete; and we were waiting to welcome sisters 
who left nearly a day and a half ahead of us. 

Loreto, I.B.V.M., Darjeeling. 
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WHERE JACARANDAS ARE RED 

The fascination of the East may sound a rather 
trite phrase if you've met it every time you r ead an 
Oriental story; but, believe me, it's true. After 
nearly three months in Hong Kong and Japan I want 
to go back there. 

I loved Hong Kong best of all. You can feel the 
fa scination grip you from the first moment the hills 
of China come in sight. And it's there with you as 
you sail up the harbour escorted by Junks and 
Sampans with the boys diving for coins; and when 
you take your first rickshaw ride. It is there in the 
unhurried way of life that makes a shopkeep er 
give you the whole morning to buy a handkerchief, 
bringing down every one in the shop for insp ec tion, 
and possibly all from the shop next door as well. 

For a glimpse of Fairyland you can take the cable 
car up the P eak at night and look down on a sea of 
soft, glowing lights, each coloured like a j ewel. ·The 
P eak is so high that for half the year its residents 
live in the clouds. Down in the city the markets 
are wonderful. Flower street with every stall a mass 
of colour. The food markets selling . everything 
from dried fi sh to watermelon seeds, and the stalls 
where you can buy beautiful hand worked linen s, 
jade, turquoise and ivory. 

We went to Mass at the Church of St. Joseph half 
way up the Peak, and were surprised to find ourselves 
the only women wearing hats. Eastern women never 
wear them, preferring parasols which are more 
picturesque and in keeping with their constantly 
fluttering fans. 

Included in every must of every tourist is a trip 
to Aberdeen- the floating r estaurant. Here you go 
out in a Sampan with the live fi sh in nets in the 
water alongside. You choose your fish while it i s 
still swimming, and it is then killed and cooked. 

Another must is a drive to R epulse Bay- the Palm 
Beach of Hong Kong, where the beach is lined with 
R ed Jacaranda trees. The p eople of Hong Kong 
have a sense of fun that makes you sure they laugh 
not at you but with you. 

It took us n early six days to go from Hong Kong 
to Kure, the first Japanese port. Kure is a smaller 
rival place, and the main h eadquarter s of the 
Australian Occupation Forces. The towns are 
divided into separate markets, the Motmatchi, the 
Doromatchi, etc., each one consisting of a long 
street of stalls with willow trees lining the stree ts, 
and the entrance hung with coloured lights and 
Japanese lanterns, very effective at night. 

W e passed Hiroshima where the Atom bomb fell 
and were astonished to find that it is n early all built 
over, with hardly any damage to be seen. But this 
is not the place for comments on that tragic page of 
history. 

From our point of view the most interesting thing 
about Japan was the agriculture. It is a very 
mountainous country and is planted in terraces ri ght 
down the mountain sides. Mostly the crops are rice, 
barley and paddy m elons. There are, of course, no 
machines and the fields are tilled by hand. 
· On festival nights we saw some of the girls deck ed 
out in their kimonos and for a while it was the Japan 
of the picture books, and of Madame Butterfly come 
alive. But mostly their clothes are a poor attempt 
of Western fashions that do not suit them as well 
as their traditional costume. 

We were r eluctant to leave after such a short 
visit. But the fascination is still with me, and I 
want to go back ; maybe not thi s blossom time or the 
next - but some day. 

BEULAH MILLINGEN, 
Past Pupil, Normanhurst. 

SUNSET AT SIMLA 

The winters here are very cold-17 deg. below 
freezing point is quite normal. But the summers 
nre beauti fu l and the brilliant sunsets beyond 
description. If you saw them painted on canvas you 
would say they were an exaggeration of Nature's 
effects. Those gor geous sunse t displays give you 
an uncanny feeling at times; and you go to bed 
with a prayer and a hope that there will not be an 
earthquake during the night . . . God's last gift to 

me at the end of each day is a wonderful panoramic 
view of the beautiful Himalayas with their long 
line of snow reflec ting the multi-coloured embers of 
the setting sun. That fiery glow above the snowy 
ranges shows up by contrast the emerald green of 
the ranges that stretch off into Kashmir and Tibet. 

AN AUSTRALIAN NUN, 
Loreto, I.B.V.M., Simla. 

AN ALIBI 

In one school some little girls had scratched their 
names on !J piano. Enquiries, detentions and threats 
followed. For some time afterwards the small 
vandals became nervou s and self-conscious. One of 
them met a nun coming from h er class where she 
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had been giving a lesson on Hamle t. Pianos were far 
from h er mind as sh e said to the little girl: " Who 
wrote Hamlet? " 

Little Girl (at once on the defensive) : I didn't. I 
didn't even know 'twas writ. 



LORETO 

OBITUARY 

MOTHER M. GERTRUDE MOONEY 

When Mother Gertrude fini sh ed h er term as 
Superior in Brisbane in December , 1949, sh e had 
been in office nine years, the first three of which sh e 
had sp ent in Normanhurst. In January, 1950, sh e 
went to live in the Community at Toorak. Though 
very tired sh e was full of plans and zeal ; the 
Province was hardly surprised to hear of h er illness 
a few months later. She died on the 9th September ; 
h er work was finisp ed and h er brave spirit could 
no longer hold out against the weight of years. 
Somehow when you were with h er you forgot sh e 
had grown old: her outlook, h er youthful 
appearance and her r eady sense of humour belied 
h er years. 

There are Old Girls who remember h er training in 
and out of the schoolroom. Speaking of the pupils' 
deportment sh e used to say to h er younger 
colleagues : " Teach them to sit and stand with self
control. It will improve their h ealth and will 
certainly improve their appearance. But it has a 
far deep er effect: They will not sin so easily if 
they learn early h abits of self-control and r eserve." 
That was typical of h er training. 

May the good Master admit to e ternal love and 
light His d~voted servant. H er other h eavenly loves 
were Our Lady and our Foundress, Mary Ward. 

MOTHER M. ANTONIA GOOD* 

On the 13th January, 1951, the sad news went 
round the Province that Mother Antonia had died 
in her room at Kirribilli, having been well enough 
to he at Mass and Holy Communion that morning. 
She was gifted in ever y way ; a keen mind with a 
prodigious !nemory had built up an extraordinarily 
well-educated p er sonality. After h er education at 
schools of the Institute in Ireland, sh e studied for 
some years in Germany and was an accomplish ed 
linguist. But h er learning was carried with such 
humility that sh e was the most approachable of 
beings. It is so like h er life that we must m ention 
the little detail that the day sh e died sh e put h er 
missal and communion veil in the_ place where sh e 
would kneel on the morrow (as sh e thought ) to 
answer Mass. H er n ext Mass was h er R equiem. 
W e add a few lines r eceived in Kirrihilli from 
Katherina Limber g, m entioned on page 43: "My 
dears ! R eceiving the n ews of m y dear Mother 
Antonia's death I became ver y sad. She wrote to 
m e for 50 years. Now sh e is in H eaven where we 
will meet again. I am still alive and old, but I am 
feeling well. I am 90 years of age. My Countess 
Elizabeth is already in the Eternity for such a long 
time." 

* Cousin of Rev. M. M. Aloysius Murphy, Provincial 
in Spain. 

SISTERS M. ALPHONSUS O'LOUGHLIN AND 
ASSISIUM COMAN 

,With the passing of these two good Sisters the 
mmds of the older generation of Old Girls will go · 
hack to the early days in several of our convents. 
Both !1uns ~ere h eld in grateful affec tion b y all 
who hved with them and experienced their gentle 
charity and selfless devotion to duty. The success of 
the houses where they lived dep ended in n o small 
measure on their ch eerful efficiency. Both came 
f i:om. stu:dy ·pion~er Ca~holic homes in country 
distric ts m V ictona, and it was a great joy to t heir 
numerous r elations when , a fe w years ago, they both 
came over from the W est to Ballarat to celebrate 
their Golden J uhilee. The W est claimed them many 
years ago, and it ·was there that they both died . 

Sister .Alphonsus sp ent several of h er early yeiir s 
in religion in Kirrihilli and Normanhurst . After a 
few more years in the old Albert Park house sh e was 
transferred to Claremont, wh ere sh e died on the 4th 
July, 1950. 

Sister Assisium was a foundation mem ber of 
Norm~nhur.st. . As that was fifty-four years ago, she 
had, hke Sister Alphonsus, a fine record. Sh e died 
in Nedlands on the 30th April, 1951. 
" The calm and quietly h eroic lives of these holy 
S1ste: s, always so ch eerful and r eady to give a 
h elpmg hand, are a proof, if proof be needed, t h at 
God communicates His gifts to the humble. May 
they rest in peace. 

MOTHER M. BERCHMANS LYONS 

After a fortnight in the Mater Hospital, following 
on a paralytic stroke, Mother Berchmans passed away 
on the 25th June, 1951. 

Sh e . had sp ent the last twenty-seven years 
of h er life there, having also sp ent h er early years as 
a nun in Normanhurst and K irribilli. In between 
sh e sp ent years in Adelaide, Albert P ark and 
Portland. 

The early years of h er girlhood sh e spen t as a 
pupil at the Presbyterian Ladies' College in 
Melbourne. When sh e was sent to Mary's Mount 
for the latter years of h er schooling sh e was a very 
determined Protestant. H er conversion to t h e 
Catholic Church was whole-hearted and p esevr-ring, 
and during h er r eligious life in the various houses 
sh e must have prepared for reception into the 
Church hundreds of converts. Sh e became a truly 
holy woman with great depths of sympathy and 
insight. These gifts made h er friends who clung to 
h er all their lives. Mother Berchmans leaves 
behind h er a memory of a fine ch aracter 
and a woman of great faith. She once told 
the writer of these lines that the prayer h er 
h eart turned to always was : " O Truth, m y God, 
make m e one with Thee in everlasting Charity." 
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Ballarat 
• 

SECONDARY SCHOOL 
FOR 

DAY BOYS and BOARDERS 
~" .. 
~ ~ 
~ ~ 
~ ~ 
~ ~ 

'.;;'. The mountain air of Ballarat has made the ~;'. 

~!l City a Health Resort of Commonwealth repute. ill 

l! ~::~:::~ i~ :it;:::i~nn::r t~e ~:;u~~:~te~a~: ::··':, !:::_,_ 

extensive parks and gardens. Ample facilities : _ 

provided for Boating, Tennis, Cricket, Football, i:::_l:::. 'f:::-,'j,: 

Handball and all forms of healthy and useful : _ 

exercise. • . '.~~ 
:n: 
~~~ 

~~ Boys are prepared for all the Public Examinations ~i~ 

• 
MUSIC, ELOCUTION and DANCING ARE TAUGHT . 

!! For particulars, ap:ly to the Principal. I f ""'"""""'l! ""'"g''~'"g'""'""""g""''"""""""""'"""""""''""''""''"g"""g'"''""""""""""'""''"' ll""""""""" 

r 
I 
•• 

JffJ. ·=· ~ • • • ~ 
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LORETO 

SERVICE BY PAYNE'S 
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 MARCHE PTY. LTD. 

134-44 BOURKE STREET, MELBOURNE I 
~~1=mmrn===t&l=1=w=1=t&1t&1~~t&l""t&lm1w1t&Jt&1t&1t&1t&lt&1t&lt&lt&Jt&Jt&lt&l®t&1t7filt&1ImmiIDlif'&iimt&1t&1?mNa 
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-rdll~~: 
+: EVERYTHING FOR THE CATHOLIC 

CHURCH, SCHOOL OR HOME 

Eve ry phase of Catholic life is catered for 
by the long established firm of Pell egrini & 
Co. Pty. Ltd. In acknowledg ing the progress 
made over the years, Pellegrini ' s always re
cognize with gratitude the support and good 
will which have made such advancement pos
sible. In the future, as in the past, they 
pledge themselves to maintaining the highest 
possible standards of service in supplying the 
religious and educational requirements of the 
Catholic community. 

'tlltgriui t f o 
37.0 QUEEN STREET, BRISBANE 

And in all Australian Capitals. 
'Phone: B 9102, B 7602. 

PTV. 
LTD. 
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;:~ AHERN'S ;:::: # # 
0 # 

i i 
# # 
# # 
# # 

~!!~ are suppliers of ~!~ 
# # 
# # - -~ ~ - ~ ~ ~ ,::: LORE.TO COLLEGE ,::: # # 
# # 
# # 
# # 
# # 
# # ,;:: UNIFORMS ,;:: # . # 
# # 

I I 
I I 
i i 

As most prices are subject to slight fluctuations in 
costs of materials, they have been omitted h ere, 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 42. - ~ #,,. ..". 

'i)' LORETO PULLOVERS- Fine grey wool Pullovers 'i;' 

~~j to wear over your r egulation tunics. School colours ~if 
'.ii'. are worked into neck, waist and cuffs. Sizes 24 to 38. '.~~'. 

~!!~ LORETO BLAZERS tailor-made to order. ~!!~ 
~ ~ ~~ 

~!~ LORETO SPORTS UNIFORM - regulation style % 
i sports uniform, 3 box pleats on yoke, in royal blue g 
'::, h eadcloth. Sizes 24 to 40. ,;:: 

i i:~~:ssi~kL~~~~~open neck, no band at waist, in ~ !l 
!J. . :.~;,:~G:o:i~~~:!:on l::;::~:::~h:~:,b:~::e:no; ~~nr.:~!~ ~~~Sgo:;d:u~~il~egg:~: 1.! 
;;~ hard wear. Shirt neck for h er school tie. Sizes 2 velour. A neat style tha t completes ;;:; 

L~A;~,~~~:"~<«·~~~::,",~:r"'"~~~:.~~'~'~;~;~.·~~;:",,~~~~.~.""J 
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.S.HALES 

Quality ... 

BUTCHERS 

171 Pacific 1-lighway, Hornsby 
'Phone : JU 1385 

mt1m;1~1rrnm;1~m~trnmlitrnmi&?-~~1®®Hal 
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I 
BALL & WELCH 

Ltd. 
SOLE SUPPLIERS 

OF 

GIRLS' SCHOOL OUTFITS for "I-'ORETO" 

e BLAZERS • CONFIRMATION FROCKS 

• TUNICS (Summer and Winter) e SPORTS BLOUSES 

e TENNIS FROCKS, ETc. 

ALL GARMENTS ARE MADE TO ORDER to your Special Individual Measurements 

GIRLS' SCHOOL WEAR SECTION is on the Second Floor 

BALL & WELCH LTD. "A lways Dependable" 

180-192 FLINDERS STREET, MELBOURNE, Cl. 

. .. . 

~ I 

1· 

I 
~ I .. .• ! 

. . 

. . · 
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Z. D. EDWARDS 1 
Ph.C., M.P.S. 

D IS P E N S I NG CHE MIST I . 

THE MODERN PHARMACY 
AT THE 

CAVENDISH ROAD TRAM TERMINUS 
COORPAROO 

For PROMPT and ACCURATE ATTENTION. 
• For all Pharmaceutical 

Requirements. 
• Cosmetics and Toiletries. 
• Film Service. 

• All Baby Needs and 
Toys. 

• China, Crystal and 
Gifts. 

. · 

·. 

~l~~==:::I~~~~~~-~-~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~=======-=-===== ~~- ~~~~~ 

~-I 
.! 

E. J .. DWYER 
163 Wickham Street, The Valley, Brisbane 

'Phone: L 2286. 
A complete range of set books and text books for both secondary and primary schools 

is kept. 

We also hove a range of all types of stationery, including writing materials, exercises in all 
rulings, fountain pens and pencils, envelopes and all school requirements. 

Our stock includes ... 
Plaques (assorted subjects) 
Framed Pictures (assorted subjects) 
Prayer Books (forge and small types) 
Sunday Missals 
Rosary Beads (including Irish Horn), assorted prices. 

We also hove a good range of General, Reword and Bumper Books to suit all ages and 

~ 
ri 1 

I 
For any requirements for Church or School write to . . . ~II 

E. J. DWYER 

I 
for quote and particulars. 

classes. 

A special service is provided for moil order customers. II! 
Ii 

Rii~~~~~~~~-==~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~-=~- ~~~~-.-~~~~~~~ 
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J. HA YSI-IAM 

13 Beatty A venue, Armadale 
ALSO 

127 Greville Street, Prahran 

Best Quality FRUIT and VEGETABLES 

Supplied Daily. 

Scholars catered for twice weekly 

Terms: 

Cash at end of each School Term 

--
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BOWRA AND O'DEA 
FUNERAL DIRECTORS 

(Est. 1888) 

• 

195 PIER STREET, PERTH 
Tel.: BA 4308; Private, BA 3376 and WU 1063 

. 

. . . 

~ 
~!~~~~~~~~>·~~~~~~~~~~~~·~ 

~ - ... 

GOLDEN CRUST 
BREAD 

. 
IS 

GOOD BREAD 

69 Sutherland Road, Armadale 

Telephone: U 3156. 

·-· 

r 
I 

:· 

. . . 

l:il 

I ·- ~ ~i~~~~~~~==---=~-~~~~~=~~·==~- ~~~~ 
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JOHN MARTIN'S 
official ... are 

outfitters for 
colleges & schools 

all 

Yes ... Johnnies have behind them 
years of experience in expertly 
fitting all college. and school clothes 
to your individual satisfaction . . . 
onr marvellous range of stock has 
everything for the school-going girl, 
including .. . 

• Blazers, Hats 
• Tunics, Ties, etc. 

Also clothes are made to special mea
surements and fitted by experts ... 
When visiting the city you'll find 
their modern College Department on 
the first floor, where specially 
trained staff will give you pleasing 
and efficient service. Enquiries 
from country schools are always wel
come. Mail Orders receive prompt 
attention. 

The BIG Store where your 

money goes farthest. 

JOHN MARTIN'S, 100 RUNDLE STREET. W0200 
FREMANTLE 
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JOSEPH A. J. W ARRY 
Ph.C., M.P.S . . 

CHEMIST 

PRESCRIPTIONS DISPENSED DAY OR NIGHT 

Full Range of 

• PATENTS • COSMETICS • TOILETRIES 

340 ORRONG ROAD, CAUI_JFI~LD 
'Phone: LB 2194 

Eat the Modern Loaf . . 

100 Per Cent. Wholemeal Bread 

Recommended by the Medical Faculty 

* 
BIRBECK'S BAl(ERY 
34 High Street, Kensington, S.A . . 

'Phone : F 2517 
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· BJELKE-PETERSEN 

~ 
11 

School of Physical Culture 

112 Castlereagh Street, Sydney 
Established Over 50 Years. 

Directors: 

Lt.-Colonel C. Bjelke-Petersen. K. W. Allen. W. J. Turner. B. D. Allen. 

e THREE FLOORS complete with the most MODERN EQUIPMENT 

for the teaching of all branches of PHYSICAL EDUCATION for 

MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN. 

At our City Institution, MASSAGE, HEAT and REMEDIAL . 

TREATMENT is given under Medical Advice. 

We specialise in the correction of postural defects in children. 

• Instructors to leading Schools and Physical - Culture Clubs, including the 

LORETO CONVENTS IN SYDNEY. 

Call or write for Prospectus Telephone: M 6068-9. 

.. : : < .. 
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CHALLEN 

... the Piano 

chosen by the B.B. C. for 

Radio and Television 
The Challen Pi ano is the choice of the most 
di scriminating music lovers in both Great Britain 
and Australia. Challen's fame and quality is the 
result of superb craftsmanship based on a century 
and a half of pre-eminence in piano making. Upright 
and Grand models available for cash or on easy terms. 

Pa I •1 
n g s' 

1

338 George Street, Sydney. BL 233 1 

328 Chapel Rd., Bankstown. UY 1404 
Just across from Wynyord 

- Newcastle, Wo ll ongong , Orange, Lismore , Bri sbane, T oowoomba , 
Towns vil le, Ca irns 
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QUALITY - SERVICE 

A. McLEISH 

High-grade Butcher 

Schools and Colleges 

Supplied 

• 
130 BURKE ROAD 

MALVERN 

Where teeners Ineet . ,, . 

& TWENTY SHOP 
where fashions are as sharp as sharks' teeth 
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GUINEY 
T 
E 
N 

Roof Court 

250 Flinders Lane 

* N THE NURSERY OF CHAMPIONS 

I Ring Cent. 1300 for appointment. 

s Beginners to Internationals. 

COLLEGE 
-- Established 20 Years -
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LORETO 

~M Finest 
QUALITY 

• 

For more than halt a cen
tury NORCO BUTTER has 
represented a standard of 
excellence. 

-~· 

·············~································································ •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

F • B • B UB B 
B u t c 11 e r 

p 0 r t I a n d 'Phone • 204 • 

For Prime Quality Meat and Prompt Attention , 

SMALL GOODS fresh daily. A trial will 
. 

convince. 

~ 

. 

I 

················································································~ •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
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o~ Via · .10WEs' /or service 

everything for the 

young folk in our 
YOUTH CENTRE 

H er e's something for mothers to look forward to - all children 's wear on the 
one floor in David Jones' Youth Centre ! You may buy sh oes, hats, underwear, 
woollen s, baby wear, coats, dresses, suits, ~ ports wear and sch ool wear, without the 

inconvenience of having to go from floor to floor. 
DAVID JONES' YOUTH CENTRE FIFTH FLOOR, ELIZABET H STREET STORE. 
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DA VIES BREAD 

Sliced and Wrapped 

PROCERA HEALTH BREAD 

Ballar at 
'Phone: 643 

I 

I 
I 

~ ••• • c ·=· ·=· 3~ 
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~ M. K. CULLEN 

. . 

Dione Children's Wear Salon 
Specialising in . . . 

LORETO UNIFORMS - SPORTS FROCI(S 
OVERALLS and SCHOOL REQUIREMENTS 

94 Adelaiqe Street, Brisbane 
( 3 Doors from Albert Street) 

. . 

. 
~ 'Phone: B 9381 ~ 
11 ';::~;.,;:::;:::;:::;::~l:>:~>:l:~:<::;::~::~::~::~::~::~::::l:>:l:>::::;;.,;:";:";;.,;::,;::o;l: :;;.:;;.,;:::;:";:";:";::~:::;::~l:~::~l:>:l:o;l::;l:>:l:~l:>:l::;:":l:::l:~::~l::;:::;:";::~l:~l;:;:";:::;:: :;;.,;;.:;:: :; ::o;;.:;:::;:::;:::;l::;:";::~:::;;.:;:";:::;:::;::~:";::~::~l: : 11 
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In 

..... 

Mc 
Cor GROUERIES ~· 

* Mcllrath's Modern Food Stores in Sydney, Suburbs and 

Country Towns are equipped to sell GROCERIES and 

PROVISIONS of unsurpassed quality under the most 

hygienic conditions 

AT MONEY--SAVING PRICES 
• • • * Delivery Service within the Metropolitan Area at no 

added cost to customers. 

* Telephone nearest Branch and arrange for Traveller to 

call for your orders. ~· 

Mcll.~RATH'S PTY. IjTD. 
Head Office: 202 PITT STREE.T, SYDNEY 

~ Telephone: MA 6571 (6 Lines) ~ 
- ~i~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~§~ 
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LORETO 

... ... .. • . .: 

~ 'Phone: 890 Ballar at ~ 
A. WILl(IE & SONS 

502 Lydiard Street n 
Ballarat I i 

• 
Makers of ... 

Quality Cakes and Pastries 

UNIFORMS 
AND 

. 1 • 

COLLEGE REQUISITES l . 
• 

OBTAINABLE FROM 

BAIRD'S 
PTY. LTD. 

MURRAY STREET, PERTH I 
~ ·=:~· ~~~~-~~~~·.§· ~~~--~~~~ 
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LORETO 

When visiting Perth, you will find 

BOANS 
at your service with all your 

PERSONi\.L NEEDS 

B'OANS I~ll\f ITED 
Murray and Wellington Streets 

Perth 

The squirrel knows how sensible it is to 
uve. The nuts he does not eat to-day he 
puts away carefully in a hollow tree. Then 
when winter comes and food is scarce else
where he has no cause for worry. His sav-

. ings are there to draw upon when he needs 
them, and so he is h appy and contented. 

For the squirrel a hollow log serves the 
purpose. For you the Commonwealth Sav
ings Bank offers a better place. The money 
you do not need to-day may be put into a 
savings account. Not only will it be safe 
there, but it will be earning interest for you. 

There are so many things YOU can save 
fOI', things that will make you happier. 

Don't waste your money. Save for some
thing worthwhile. 

C~~ON"7EALTH 
~~BANK. 

fH&&&"I & 8&ANCH Oil AGENCY DI S TRICT 

... . 

~ 
I 

!Jtt<i~~~~~~~.-===~~~-:~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~!~ 
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Wholesale and Retail Butchers 
1015 Mac,arthur Street 

Ballarat 
(Established 1856) 

• 

.. . · 

COOl(ED MEATS and SMALL GOODS 
1 

a SPECIALTY ~ 
~ For Quality ... Ring 232 t[I 
~!~~~~~~~~~=~--~~~---~~~-.·~~-~--31·.~~3.~· ~~ 

~ THE IRI~Ii LINEN SPINN!:~ & WEA ;;NG -r 
CO. PTY. LTD. 

has appointed 

Australia House, Carrington Street, Sydney 
as Distributing Agents for its Products in Australia. 

Stocks of Ecclesiastical and Household Linens are 
available, and enquiries will be welcon1ed. 
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l SEND A~;OOD PARC.~L . 
· Froin R 0 B ER T RITCHIE'S 

e Your friends will appreciate one of RITCHIE'S WELL-BALANCED 
PARCELS, which contain the things they really need ... Meats, Fats, 
Milk, Dried Fruits, Tinnttd Fruit, Cheese, etc. 

• Our Food Parcels are securely packed and all items are carefully selected. 

SEND YOUR PARCEL NOW AND ENSURE EARLY DELIVERY FOR XMAS. 

ROBERT RITCHIE 
GROCER, WINE AND SPIRIT MERCHANT 

55 BRIDGE STREET, BALLARAT, Vico 
'Phone : 123 

Win. R. SWEENEY 
Quality Butcher 

r 
. . . 

91 Shenton Rde~ Swanbourne~ W.A. 
/ j 

'Phone: F 2391 

I will try to please you, because I want your 
patronage. Every endeavour, will be made to 
give you Best 

·QUALITY, VALUE and ATTENTION. 
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For QUALITY GROCERIES 
and HOME DELIVERY SERVICE 

M. & C. TEAS are sure to please 

ABSOLUTE PURITY - FULL STRENGTH - FINEST QUALITY. 

Packed by . .. 

Wholly Set Up and Printed at 
St. Vincent' s Boys' Home, 

Westmeod, N.S.W. 
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