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MARY WARD (1585-1645)

EDITORIAL . . .

The picture, known as St. Luke’s Madonna, is the familiar
frontispiece of our magazine. It has been so retouched in
reproductions (even the anachronistic book) that ours bears
little resemblance to the elongated Byzantine picture,
in Santa Maria Maggiore, which Mary Ward chose as
the special Madonna of her Institute. The basilica of St.
Maria Maggiore (St. Mary Major) was her favourite place of
pilgrimage during her sojourns in Rome; and it was appointed
by Pope Urban VIII as the church where the religious ceremonies
of our Institute should be carried out. Postulants there received
the habit, and novices were professed. That was in the early
half of the seventeenth century.

But the story of St. Luke’s Madonna goes back many centuries
before that. One of the most interesting incidents in its history
may be read in an ancient chronicle which tells how, during the
plague that raged in Rome in 590, Pope Gregory the Great
carried the picture in a penitential procession. As they passed
the huge marble edifice, built as a tomb for the Emperor Hadrian
in 136, the processionists saw the figure of St. Michael sheathing
his siwword ; angels 1vere singing; the plague was over. Hadrian’s
mausoleum was renamed Castel Sant’ Angelo — the emperor
giving place to an angel.

From that day the Madonna became an even more tenderly
cherished possession of the Romans under the title, SALUS
POPULI ROMANL a title by which she is known to this day. Our
Lady is not only the “Health of the Roman people,” she is the
health of a world sick unto death; and we are not surprised to
hear that the picture is the centre of special veneration during
this special year of Mary. QOur Holy Father, Pope Pius XII.
holds it in life-long esteem, and iwchen he was ordained to the
priesthood in 1899 he said his first Mass at its shrine.

The Marian Year is of deep import for all Loreto girls,
trained as they are in schools dedicated to Our Lady. Perhaps
the greatest grace we can ask through her (besides the priceless
gift of peace) is a generous and courageous heart that e may
zgive back to God souls iwho will love Him for ever.

Foundress of the 1.B.V.M.




CONTENTS

Pacr
EDITORIAL .. .. . Coee e e 3
THE OPENING OF 'th \TARIAN YFAR IN ROME e e e e 5
THE VOCATIONS EXHIBITION IN LONDON, 1953: Stall arranged
by Rathfarnham .. .. .. .. .. .. 0 o0 L0 o0 o0 o000 oL 6
THE ORCHESTRA IN THE SCHOOL HALL, LORETO ABBEY
(1.B.V.M.). Rathfarnham .. .. e e e e e 7
THE MARY WARD COUNT RYSIDE le\ehno e e e e e 8
PICTURES: MARY'S MOUNT .. .. .. .. .. .. .. o0 o0 oo on ou 11
STELLA MATUTINA: Special Marian Year becllon R 1
BOOKS FROM THE IL.B.V.M. OVERSEAS .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 18
THE ROYAL VISIT: Schoolgirls’ Symposium .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 19
SCHOOL VIGNETTES .. .. . O
PICTURES: LORETO, DAW S()N S’l thl - 11
PICTURES: LORETO, KIRRIBILLT .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 32
THIS AUSTRALIA:
Tie BeLLs oF ST. MARrY's (A poem by Lynd Nathan) .. .. 30
Scuool CONTRIBUTIONS, including one on the Snowy River Hy(ho-
Electric Scheme (with pictures) .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 36
PICTURES: LORETO, PORTLAND .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. AL
PICTURES: LORETO, N()RMANHURSI R e «v .. 24 and 1
TENNIS NOTES: Kirribilli Wins the Cdldllldlb Lup " 13}
PICTURES: LORETO, CLAREMONT .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 48
SCENES I HAVE LOVED .. .. .. 1 |
PICTURES: LORETO, NEDLANDS O {3
PICTURES: LORETO, MARRYATVILLE .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 58
IN HOURS OF LEISURE: .. .. .. O 7
Tae WinNIN¢ DESIGN IN THE JUNI()R (1RAFT()N Pmu e e e e 62
PICTURES: LORETO, TOORAK .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 68
PICTURES: LORETO BRISBANE and the Archbishop’s Shield for
Tennis .. .. e e e e e e e e e e 72
OVERSEAS (‘ONTRIBUTIONS
MoTtHER MARY PovynTz anD THE L.B.V.M., AucsBure, illustrated .. 75
FroM THE ARCHIVES AT AUGSBURG .. .. o 7
OPENING OF THE MARIAN YEAR AT L()RLIT() (lB VM ), Toronto,
Canada .. .. e e 78
PicTures orF Lomno AT IORONTO AND NIAGARA FALLb e 79
WorLp ProsLEMs Discussep AT A MobpeL UniteEp NATIONS bhssz 80
MEemoRries oF ERROLSTON, Ascor, EncrLanp .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 80
Picrures or 1.B.V.M., Ascot .. . e e e e 81
Lorero (1.B.V.M.), LLANDUDNO WALhS 1llust1 ated B < 74
Loreto NATIVE MissioN, ENTALLY, Inpia, illustrated .. .. .. .. .. 84
Pictures or Logrero (1.LB.V.M.), DarJeering, Inp1ia .. .. .. .. .. 86

AMONG OUR GIRLS:
Sister BrIpGET WrITES HOME. (A poem by Mary Durack Miller.) 89

PICTURES: ST. MARY'S HALL .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. oo .. 91
FOR THE JUNIORS .. o\ oo o e ot et e e e e i i s il 92
OBITUARY .. o0 v oo e e e e i e i is e i il e
INDEX .o oo o e e e e e e

Silhouette on the Cover was drawn by Beverley Dobson, of Marryatville.

WW



LORETDO

Opening of the Marian Year in Rome

One of the most popular and well known piazzas
in Rome is Piazza di Spagna, principally for its
immense flight of steps, colourful with the flower-
stalls at their base, and seeming to touch the heavens
with the church of Trinita dei Monti at the top.
But there is another striking feature here which.
owing to the rectangular shape of the Piazza. and
the jutting of the houses, does not get its fair share
of attention — except on one day of the vear. This
is a column supporting a statue of the Blessed
Virgin, erected by Pius I1X in 1854 in honour of his
definition of the dogmma of the Immaculate Concep-
tion. Every vear, on the 8th of December, this
beautiful colunm is deeked with flowers, and the
people of Rome come in processions, lay their
wreaths and sing hymns of praise to Mary.

It was my good fortune to have been here on
the 8th December that opened the Marian Year —
a day of great rejoicing and happiness, particularly
in the Convent of the LB.V.M. in via Nomentana,
where every feast of Our Lady is a special occasion.
On the eve of the great day, while walking home at
about 7.30 down via Nomentana, I saw many people
gazing up at our walls from the opposite side of the
street. Coming ncarer 1 saw the reason — high up
on an angle of one of the buildings was a beautiful
statue of the Blessed Virgin with an illuminated
halo and surrounded with flowers and lights. Tt
caused many exclamations of admiration, and shone
there all night like a beacon of peace and hope to
passing travellers.

The Sisters had made our chapel more beautiful
than ever and we had Midnight Mass — and so our
Marian Year hegan. The school children had their
special Mass at 9 o'clock, after which teachers, nuns
and children set off in Pullman buses for Piazza &
Spagna. To avoid traffic and crush we went through
Villa Borghese and arrived. by the fammous Pincian
hill at the top of the steps near the Church of
Trinita dei Monti. The children had wreaths for
Our Lady, and walked in procession down the steps
and through the Piazza. What a beautiful sight it
was! The morning was fresh and sunnv, and the
foot of the colnmn was a blaze of colour. There was

a barricade round the base of the column, and inside
it small Boy Scouts took our wreath and arranged
it carefully among the other flowers. The children
sang hymms — with some diffienlty, becanse from
inside the Spanish Ewmbassv  (Palazzo di Spagna)
Gighi's voice from a record singing the Ave Maria
came floating out through the open windows. The
atmosphere  of lightheartedness  and  happiness
mingled with the ltalian people’s devotion and love
for the Madonna was wonderful to experience.
The great interest for the afternoon was the
Holy Father’s programmme. He was to drive to Piazza
di Spagna at three o'clock to layv his wreath of vellow
and white orchids. and from there go to the Basilica
of St. Mary Major for the ceremony of Benediction
and the opening of the Marian Year. Of course all
the streets on the route were lined with people, and
outside St. Mary's Major the crush was intense.
We had not long to wait belore we heard in
the distance the cries of Viva il Papa! and knew 1he
Holy Father was coming. The Palatine Guard, look-
ing magnificent in their black and scarlet uniforms.
escorted the Holy Father, followed by Cardinals
and Archbishops. as he entered the Basiliea. The
ceremony was amplified to the crowds outside and.
as darkness fell, the whole outside of the Basilica
was lit with thousands of small lamps. and the
colunm to Our Lady in the Piazza was floodlit. Then
cameo the great moment when the Holy Father
appeared on the upper storev of the portico of the
Basilica: a beautiful wide balcony with mosaics on
the back wall. It would be impossible to deseribe
the feelings of peace and spiritual happiness one
experienees listening to the strong, vonthful voice
of Pope Pius XTF and receiving his holy Benediction.
With him we recited the prayer for the Marian Year
— and we heard Christ’s Viear on earth invoking
the blessings of Mary on all the children throughout
the world: vou. in Australia. my countrymen in
Ircland and the people of this wonderful city of
Rome — all so far apart in miles but united in faith.
MARY C. HOGAN (Member of the Teaching Staff).
IB.V.M.
Via Nomentana, Rome.

1L.LB.V.M. AT ST. MARY MAJOR’S:

The Borghese Chapel is the special goal of the
Marian Year pilgrimages. There. is to be seen the
special pictnre which Mary Ward chose for her
Institute St. Luke’s Madonna. Every evening
there is a Holy Hour here from four to five. One
day a week this is intended specially for nuns, and
the necessary singing is done by various Institutes
in turn. On the Monday in Holy Week the lot fell
on the LB.V.M. Arrangenients were conmplicated by
a 'bus and tram strike, but Rev. Mother procured
a fleet of cars helonging to relations of our pupils:
0 we all arrived at the Basilica. It would have been

an hour’s walk --
singing.

When we arrived we lound the chapel full of
o rather touching pilgrimage of Dblind people.
organized, apparently, by the Salesians, When they
left, their places were quickly taken by Religious
of various Institutes. The Blessed Sacrament was
already exposed amid a blaze of candles and almost
a bank of carnations. pink. white aud red. Above.
the picture was also exposed and illuminated. We
sang Ave Verum in plainsong. Then theve was a
sermon and the rosary. We sang the litanies, the

(Continued on page 9)

not the best preparation for












NEWBY HALL

Our picture shows us Newhy Hall as it stands
to-day, having been rebuilt (on the original founda-
tions) in 1702. It has the typical architccture of a
country house of that cra, when the Renaissance
style had become firmly rooted in England. The
rusticated corners of the wings and the balustrade
round the roof make us feel that the front porch
is certainly flanked by lonic or Corinthian columns
if we could only see over the hedge.

Newby Hall was the home to which the Wards
moved after fire had destroyed the old manor-
house at Mulwith when Mary was about ten vear:
old. She loved this home in its lovely grounds, but
her sojourn there was all too short. Her father was
far too important as a citizen, and far too honour-

Several times God proved her, but she never
failed. Her great joy in seeing the schools flourishing
sank afterwards when she saw those schools closed.
She had to suffer material pain and she never com-

plained. She was put into prison — for the second
time — in Munich, as “heretic” and she was not
discouraged.

But what is wonderful to sce in Mary Ward’s
life iz not ouly this superhuman strength, but how
joyftul, cheerful. peaeeful her spirit always was in
every danger, in every sorrow, until the last day of
her life. Thiuking of Mary Ward we are moved.
and with all our hearts we cannot but exclaim: “0
Jesus, deign coon to glorify Thy humble servant.”

DORETTA PERAZZOLIL
(Prize-essay, Fourth Course.)

Marv Ward's life is really worthy of being
known, vencrated and imitated by all. She was a
womnan whose faith never failed, who gave jovfully
all that she possessed to God and mankind. Her

LORETO

ITALIAN GIRLS THINK OF MARY WARD

able as a Catholic to remain unnoticed during the
vears of the Elizahethan persecution; so. after a few
short vears at Newbhy Hall, he had to take his family
and flee to the more inaccessible county of North-
winbria, where his relative, the Earl of Northumber-
land gave them shelter. Thomas Percy (later to be
imvolved in the Gunpowder Plot) often visited
Newby as he was married to Mrs. Ward's sister, and
was manager of the nearby estate, Topeliffe, which
belonged to his uncle, the Earl of Northumberland.

How the heroic, tragic figures of that far-off
world step quickly into our cirele, evoked by three
names on a sign-post beside a road winding over the
Yorkshire Moors!

— N.

I.B.V.M., Australia.

exceptional moral strength and eourage. character-
ized hy much tried humility, and obedience, have
been rewarded by the Lord, Who has made her
work. endure and prosper after her death, to His
glory. and to make her memory in the world
eternal.
CLARA RAPISARDA.
(Prize-essay, Third Course.)
When she died she had accomplished her
mission fully — she only then “knew™ that what
God wanted from her was exactly what she had
done,
LUCIANA BORRELLO.
(Prize-essay, 2nd Course.)
lIn a letter covering the above excerpts, the
students’ English mistress explains that they are from
the winning essays of the competition, held every year
for Mary Ward’s birthday. Some hundreds of adult
students pass through the classes arranged for them
at the I.B.V.M., Via Nomentana, Rome. Mary Ward
once trod their streets, and loved their fountains.—Ed.]

ORDINATION OF THE REV. JOHN BARRY, 0.S.B.

John was ordained at Miltown Park, along with
seventeen Jesuits. [ cannot tell you what a joy that
was for his mother and me: our son, a priest! He
celebrated his first Mass the following morning ai
Lorcto Abbey, Rathfarnham, assisted by his novice-
master. Fr. Athanasius, 0.S.B. Five other monks
sang during the Mass, after which the whole com-
munity received John's blessing. We were then
entertained to a splendid breakfast. Mother General
came in; we were introduced, and she chatted for a
while. We indeed owe a lot 1o the Abbey with which
we have had such a long connection . . . T was for-
gelting to mention thai the Coadjutor Archbishop of
Melbourne. Dr. Simonds, met us while we were at
the Abbey, and knelt to reccive John's blessing.

JOHN BARRY.

(nephew of the late Rev. Mother Gonzaga Barry,
National Bank, Wexford. IL.B.V.M.)

[Fr. Barry has two nun-sisters, one in Carmel, the
other in Rathfarnham.—Ed.]

AUSTRALIAN JESUIT IN ROME:

Our Old Students” Association had a very
interesting address from Fr. Smith, S.J. He spoke
of the methods of Catholic Sechools in Australia,
chiefly of course about the one where he himself
had taught. Many of the audience were teachers,
s¢ they were much interested and asked many
questions. He also told some highly appreciated
storics of surfing and volunteer rescue parties saving
people from sharks,

—M. M. 1.LB.V.M.

Via Nomentana, Rome.

(Continned from page 5)
real choir of the chapel giving the invocations —
the rest of us answering. Then, a plainsong Tantum
Ergo. Of course everyonc said the Marian praver
together. At the end the real choir sang a Stabat
Mater in parts. It sounded verv well.
—MM. L.B.V.M.

Via Nomentana, Rome.






LORETO

JOTTINGS FROM A JOURNAL, LORETO ABBEY, MARY’S MOUNT

JUNE (1953):

21st—We sang the Hymn to St. Aloysius with zest
—- a holiday with the traditional party in the evening.
We had a good laugh at “The Egg and I".

27th.—It was good to learn so much about our
land from the film, “Australia of To-day”.

29th.—Girls from Dawson St., and from St.
Aloysius’, Redan, came to enjoy the film, “The Vatican”
— a wonderful production in technicolour. As a result,
the most popular book is “The Vatican” from the Lady
Coghlan Memorial Library.

30th.—We celebrated Mother General’s Feast day.

JULY:

3rd.—With great regret we heard of the death of
Mrs. Max Nunn — ‘“Miss Frizelle” our dancing
teacher.

21st.—We joined the Novices in St. Cecilia’s Hall,
where we listened to a most interesting talk by the
Reverend J. Phillips, S.J., Professor of Sacred Scripture
at Corpus Christi College, Werribee.

22nd.—Mother Superior’s Feast Day.

25th.—During study all the lights went out
great excitement — candles everywhere. Tea by candle-
light — most romantic! No study (Alas!) “To bed —
te bed”. Suddenly all the lights went on!

31st.—An Orchestral Concert for Mother Superior.
We ccngratulate Mr. Keith Young, Conductor of our
orchestra and school choirs. We also thank him for his
interesting illustrated talk on Queensland.

AUGUST:

1st.—Basketball teams came from Dawson St.

8th.—We had sunshine for our journey to Mel-
bourne. A glorious day at Loreto Convent, Toorak.

10th.—Y.C.S. Week opened with a dialogue Mass.

13th.—The Y.C.S. informal concert was most enjoy-
able. That afternoon we played Clarendon College,
but our Basketball teams were seriously depleted. It
was dressmaking day!

15th.—Feast of the Assumption.
holiday. “Early Tea”
Queen is Crowned”.

2nd.—Lovely First Communion Ceremony. Seven
girls sat for the Shakespeare Examinations.

A lovely quiet
was followed by the film “A

THIRD TERM.

SEPTEMBER:

15th.—Return to school. On the sixteenth we went
to the Regent Theatre to see *“The Miracle of Fatima”.
We all loved it; there were few dry eyes.

20th.—With grecat regret we heard of the death of
Mrs. Arnel. We went to Requiem Mass at St. Patrick’s
Cathedral and later formed a Guard of Honour for
her. We offer sincerest sympathy to Mr. Arnel.

21st.—A.V. told Mother Judith to “BE SURE” to
get the film, “Odette”. A wonderful film and left us
thinking hard.

25th.—We have a new lawn mower for the
miniature Golf Course and Running Track. Mr. Doney
shows us how.

11

OCTOBER:

4th.—*“0Old Boys” and friends came to Ballarat in
hundreds for the Opening of the new Memorial Chapel
at St. Patrick’s College. The majority of us went
through the Chapel in the afternoon and came away
enthralled by its beauty.

5th.—The new building begins.
watch and sigh about. The Music Cells are moving;
we watch that with interest. The trees have been
felled; we sigh about that — Farewell, lovely old pines,
we all regret your passing.

10th.—Lorna Doone in technicolour.

There is much to

14th.—Grim silence reigned in the vicinity of St.
Agnes’. Music examinations had begun! Mr. L.
Biggins was our examiner this yvear. Twelve Fifth
Grade candidates in one morning! There was more
varicty in the afternoon sessions.
20th.—Splendid music results. Cheers!
21st.—Perception Examinations. Opinions varied!
Later we found there was no need to worry.
24th.—Violin and cello students face examinations.
25th.—Sunday — Feast of Christ the King. We
joined in the Eucharistic Procession at St. Patrick’s
College. His Lordship, Dr. J. O'Collins, gave Bcnedic-
ticn at the conclusion of the Ceremony. That night
we saw the film “The Happiest Days of Your Life”.
26th to 30th.—Mr. F. O'Brien and his son could be
seen with Mr. E. Doney preparing the putting green
for Sports Day. Please accept our gratitude for this
and all other help so generously given.
31st.—SPORTS DAY. The weather was fine.

NOVEMBER:

4th.—The Manager of the Singer Sewing Machine Co.
kindly sent demonstrators to teach us the use of all
the “gadgets” — “usually left in a little box in the
drawer”. We were amazed at the “simplicity”™ of it all:
but it was quite another matter when we tried it.

13th.—The Annua! Dance for Mission funds — a
quiet function this year, as examinations loomed.
17th.—Reverend P. Downes, our Chaplain, gave

a helpful talk to the Seniors who are leaving school.

DECEMBER:

1st.—The Examiners arrived to examine weaving,
decorative needlework and dressmaking. The good
news came later.

5th.—“Loreto Day” in traditional style.

13th.—Rosary Crusade Day in Ballarat. We wecre
privileged to form part of the Living Rosary. Twenty-
five thousand people came from all parts of this wide-
spread Diocese and from other parts of Victoria. The
scene was a never-to-be-forgotten one. Father Patrick
Peyton’s simple, heartfelt talk went direct to every
heart. We all realized the great need for family prayer:
“The family that prays together stays together.”
Arrangements and organisation were perfect. Con-
gratulations to Reverend J. Shelley. Many went home
with parents on the afternoon of the 13th. For thosc
who were leaving school, farewells were not easy.
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MARCH:

5th.—The Begonia Festival opens. Ballarat is In
holiday attire — begonias and bunting by day; coloured
lights and fireworks at night.

6th.—From the lovely Tudor gates at Mary’s Mount,
flags and bunting are fluttering in the breeze. People
have been gathering since dawn. School children are
massed together in the City Oval, for to-day Ballarat
is to welcome Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth II, and the
Duke. From the specially prepared stands in Sturt
Street, children had a satisfactory view of the Royal
Pair. Her Majesty’s gracious ways won all hearts.

7th.—All enjoyed the half holiday and the film
“The Winslow Boy".

11th, 12th, 13th.—Quarant’Ore. The weather was
sunny and the Altars even lovelier than ever.

14th.—Music for the People in the Gardens. The
Seniors and the Musicians went.

15th.—The Begonia Festival ends.

22nd.—Our generous Tennis Coach, Mr. Cyril Bass,
arranged with Mr. Colin Long for an exhibition of
tennis on our courts by Rex Hartwig, Ashley Cooper,
Keith Rogers and John Turner. We were thrilled to
see such well-known players in action — and almost
equally thrilled with their autographs. We are grateful
to Spaldings Ltd., who made the visit possible.

23rd.—The Organ Recital given in our Chapel by
Miss Agnes O’Keefe, famous Melbourne organist, was
much appreciated.

24th.—We all agree that the film “Where No
Vultures Fly” is one of the best we have ever seen.

25th.—Lady Day. Our first Marian Hour took the
form of a series of tableaux, spoken poetry and hymns
in which all joined.

27th.—Teams from Loreto Convent, Toorak, visited
us for Soft Ball and Tennis. We hope that they enjoyed
the day as much as we did.

APRIL:

2nd.—Visit from Father Philip Crosbie, of Korea.
We shall never forget his lecture.

15th to 22nd.—Easter Holidays.

SYMBOLS OF PROGRESS

Among the decorations for the Royal Visil,
hung high across Sturt Street were huge paintings ten
feet by six {eel. depicting stages in the progress of Bal-
larat. The first was a painting of the new White Swan
Reservoir surrounded by pine trees in {resh verdant
country, tvpical of that around Ballarat. Some will
recall that in 1855 water from Lake Wendouree, then
Yuilles Swamp, was =old at fifty gallons per £1.

The next painting showed the Welcome Nugget,
which was found on June 9th, 1858, at Red Hill
Mine. It was an irregular lump of waterworn honey-
combed gold about twenty inches long, thirteen
inches hroad and eight inches thick. The miners
exhibited the nugget to raise money for charity.
and finally it was sold to Witowski Brothers for
£10.030. Another of the paintings was the Avch of

24th.—Lamentations! Head of the Lake Day! St.
Patrick’s College Crew lost by less than a quarter of a
length.

27th.—Orchestral Concert for Schools by the A.B.C.
Symphony Orchestra.

30th.—Several Mary’'s Mount girls made their debut
in Melbourne at the Loreto Ball. Reports make us
proud of you, Nanette, Colette, Helen, Moya, Kathleen
and Brenda.

MAY:

3rd.—As the first of May fell on a Saturday, the
Procession and Crowning of Our Lady were postponed
until Monday. Never has the School Altar looked
lovelier. After the Act of Consecration, the Head of
the School — Janet Hayden — crowned Our Lady.
Congratulations to Janet, and to the newly-made Coun-
cillors — Clare Hager, Patricia Rinaldi and Patricia
O’Bree.

5th.—There was a shadow over Mary’s Mount to-
day when we heard of the death of our loved Mother
M. Catherine.

JUNE:

1st.—Second Term opens.

5th.—We enjoyed the film, “The Quecn in Fiji
and Tonga”.

8th.—Our annual Christian Doctrine Examination
by our Diocesan Inspector, Reverend J. Shelley. We
were glad to repeat our Marian Hour for him: and we
thank him for his gracious words of appreciation.

9th, 10th, 11th.—The Retreat was loved by all. The
Director was Reverend Father H. Scanlon, C.S.S.R.

19th.—The Leaving Class went to Black Hill for
a Geography Excursion.

20th.—Children from St. Aloysius School, Redan,
and from St. Joseph’s, were our guests at a Marian
Hour. All joined in the singing of the hymns.

As we go to press, we take a glance at the new
building. It has reached the second storey. This time
next year we hope to be “quite used to it”.

There are great preparations for the Feast of the
Assumption and for the close of the Marian Year.
Details are reserved for “Loreto” 1955.

A. VAUGHAN and PAM BYRNE.

Victory, the western gateway to Ballarat which
leads on to the Avenue of Hononr planted with elm
trees 1o honour the Ballarat men who fought in the
1914-1918 War. A little further was a painting of
a miner at work on his claim, tvpical of a scene one
might have scen on the goldfields in the 18507
The next painting showed Ballarat as an agriculture
centre — people turned 1o farming as the gold
ccased to be profitable; so Ballarat did not become
a ghost town as did many other boom towns when
the gold ran out.

The private houses along the route were bhedecked
for the occasion, hut many of these were hidden by
the children on the stands set np by the Ballarat
Builders. These twenty thousand children were
Ballarat’s greatest symbol of progress,

YVONNE ASHKAR (Intermediate Class).
Dawson Street.
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Stella Matutina

LADY

OUR

The love of Our Lady has filled men’s minds
through all the history of the world. To every age
she has fulfilled a topical need. To Our Lord she
was mother. 1o His tiny Church refuge and inspira-
tion. God gave her to the world in the hour of
His Agonv, and she has been its courage and
protectress,

[n the Middle Ages, Our Lady was the pattern
of c¢hivalry: and in the Renaissance she becanie the
ideal of the greatest artists the world has ever
known. As the Madonna she is seen most often
holding Our Lord in her arms, or worshipping Him
in the crib. Whatever her title, she has heen to all
generations and civilizations: Mother of all men.

The world is more wicked now than it has ever
been. Perscceution is more persistent, scientific and
cold-blooded. We arve living in thix darkness. and
it s«cem= more hopeless 1o us than other Dark Ages.
and darker than any f{uture history shall appecar.
Coldness and neglect of God ave all around us. The
face of the world flaved twice over by the brutality
of war, is mortally scarred by fear, jealousy. indus-
trial turmoil and the bitterness of agnosticism. Yet
this is called the Age of Mary. At Fatima Our
Lady, appearing to little children. spoke the last
message of hope and salvation, the desperate offer
of merey which her prayers had wrung from God.

To us the Mother of God is no longer the
Mistress of a holy chivalry. nor the sweet-smiling
Madonna. She is someone strong: a burning purity
in the blackness and bloodshed: the Queen of
Martyrs. '
“Help of the half-defeated, House of Gold.
Shrine of the Sword, and Tower of lvory:
Splendour apart. supreme and aureoled.

The Battler’s Vision, and the World’s Reply.”

To be a Catholic now, one must fight for the
faith. Belloe spoke for us all when he cried to her:

“Mother of Christ.

And Mother of me

Save me alive

From the howl of the sea.”

Sometimes in thinking of Our Lady’s own vouth.
it seems strange that now she should understand
and help us =0 perfeetly, when the world ix utterly
changed. She lived very quietly, at a time when
the hope of a Saviour was the inspiration of her
country, and when the Jews were proud to be called
God’s people. We imagine her life, as much as we
know of it, from the first miraculouns spring when
rhe travelled across the mountains to St. Elizabeth,
to that true spring when the world woke to life
through the death of Our Lord. We can see her
at sunrize on Easter Sunday. when the “Son of
Justice™ rose into cternity, though not even St
Luke has told us of that meeting with her Son.
glorions in His Divinity.

She possesscs in perfection every virtue. Apart
from her great humility, she had what St. Francis
of Assissi called “pure simplicity,” the ability to
concentrate utterly and confidently on God. and to
secek Him in every action and at each moment. The
search for Our Lord, lost in Jerusalem. could
symbolize for us the perfeetion of His Mother's life,
spent for God.

“Steep ave the seas. and savaging and cold.

In broken waters. terrible to try.

And vast against the winter night the wold.

And harbourless for any sail to lie.

But you shall lead me to the hghts, and 1

Shall hymn vou in a harbour storyv told,

This is the faith that T have held and hold,

And this ix that in which T mean to die.”
(Belloc.)

JOCELYN DUNPHY (Matriculation, 1953).

Toorak.

ANNUNCIATA®™

The day is done.

Now, through the hanners of a rose-stained cloud
A messenger comes forth, whose mission proud
[s to announce the choosing of a Queen

Unto the faivest soul which God has seen:

His chosen one.

She kneels in prayer.

Her purity of heart glows in her eyes:

She lifts her face to God. and now she sighs
“Oh, that His lowly handmaid 1 might be!”
A sound, a breath of wind; she turns to see

An angel there.

“Hail. {ull of grace!”

Thus, as he stands in heavenly light arrayed.
He reverently salutes the humble waid,

The chosen Mother of our King”. He kneels:
And for a sccond in her arms she feels

A child’s embrace.

we]
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“How ecan this bhe?”

Uncertain, filled with awe. she thinks aloud.
Gabriel answers, and her head is bowed.

That God should send to her! Her heart is still
And then — she lovingly consents: “His Will

Be done to me!”

There is no fear.

The pain. the aching loss. the martyr’s palm

Are all accepted, aud her mind is calm.

Her face is radiant as the vision fades,

And his voiee re-echoes through the twilight shades —
“Ave Maria!™

JOSEPHINE DUNPHY (Sub-Leaving).
Claremont.
* This poem was the winning number of the Marian
Year verse competition conducted at “Osborne” in
honour of Our Lady. Josephine's sister is a postulant

at Mary’s Mount, with the name S.M. Annunciata.
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OUR LADY OF GUADELOUPE

One Act Play

{Dramatization of ‘‘Roses

NARRATOR: These apparitions of Qur Lady were at the time of
the Spanish Invasion.
the Aztec Indians,

Many of the Spaniards looked down upon
treating them more or
they believed that they had no souls.

less as animals, and
This race, however, was
highly cultured, and so, at the time when they were being per-
secuted. Our Lady chose one of them as her messenger.

His name was Juan Diego and when he was on his way to
Saturday Mass in honour of the Blessed Virgin, he had no idea
of the encounter that awaited him on the rocky summit of the
hill Tepeyac, three miles from Mexico City. He had been bap-
tised by the Franciscans and for six years his faith had deepened
and ripened. But, even so, he could hardly have guessed that
his journey was to he fatefully interrupted and diverted to an
interview with Bishop Juan de Zumarraga in his palace, and that,
from the light shining on that hill-top, the sick would be healed
and roses would grow in December.

Because of his complete loyalty to what he saw, the vision has

reached thousands upon thousands of others, from the time
he made the journey in the sixtcenth century down to our own
day.

SCENE 1

(Juan Dicgo walking along the roadway hears beautiful music
and looks up puzzled, He sees a beautiful Indian maiden of about
fourteen standing on the hill near which he is standing.)

OUR LADY: Juan—Juan—Juan Dicgo. My son, Juan Diego, whom

I love and esteem as my dear little child.
JUAN: Noble and dear I am on my way to attend Mass.

To-day being Saturday, the Mass I go to see shown will be in

honour of the Blessed Virgin.

Where are you going.
Lady,

She is the Mother of our Saviour
yet a Virgin most holy.

OUR LADY: Littlest and dearcst!
Saint
member all 1 say to you.

It is in my honour the sons of
Saturday Masses. and re-
I am the ever-Virgin Mary—I am the
Mother of the true God—-Who created all things—Who sustains
all things—Who is present in all places—He is here with us on
this knoll. (Pause.) Iook at me, my son! Stand up!
a church built little It be under
protection—named in my honour. My desire is to show myself

Francis offer their Listen well

I want

here, son. will my

a mother to you and your people; but it will be necessary to
carry my words about it to your Bishop in Mexico City., Tell him
it is I who have spoken of the matter. Repeat this
promise to him, exactly as I now give it to you—'"No one who

to you

seeks me here with a genuine need or affliction will turn away

unconsoled. No tear will escape my pity. No smallest sigh will

go unheard You yourself, Juan, in reward for your part
church to be built, my gratitude
Go in peace now, while my prayer accompanies you.”

(Curtain).

in obtaining the will have

always.

SCENE 1II

NARRATOR: Juan hurries from Tepcyac on his three mile journey
to the Bishop’s Palace. He makes. the journey quickly and is

that happened to him. “On seeing

Palace he quickly and gunietly makes his way to.

A few guards are idling around the gate and do not
notice Juan's approach at first. {(Curtain).

GUARD I: Hola! Where do you think you are, idiot? Keep back!
This is the Episcopal Palace. Keep away from this part of the
city. or we'll set the dogs on you.

JUAN (gently): It's not YOU I wish to speak to. It's the Bishop.
Just tell me where he sits in this beautiful, great house and that

thinking joyously of all has
the Bishop's

wards it.

will be the end of my presence among you.
GUARD [: The Bishop will be in his Oratory. He prays for an
hour after Mass. He makes long thanksgivings. Would you be

willing to wait until he has broken his fast?
JUAN: Where is this Will someone take me
have a most important message for the Bishop.
GUARD II (scornfully): Are you by any chance a friend of His
Excellency’s? Perhaps your message is from the King of Spaint
JUAN: The Bishop does not know me, but he knows Who has sent
me. I bid you farewell
GUARD 1I: Stay If you move we will beat
Tell us your name and what you want with the Bishop.
JUAN: My name is Juan Diego and I have a most

oratory? there? I

(Juan moves forward.)

where you are. you.

important—

For
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Mexico,”” by C. Eliot)

GUARD Il (contemptuously): Juan Diego. So you are a Spaniard!
That's good!

JUAN: I am baptised. The Fathers gave me that name. My Indian
name you could not pronounce. Where is the oratory? Is it
that door, or that? There are so many doors here,

GUARD I: We'll have to let the beast wait. His Excellency has
only himself to thank. (To Juan). We'll show you the way

when the time comes. But what do you want with the Bishop?
Who is 1t from?

tell you.

What's the message?
JUAN: Messages are between two people.
one who sends and the one who receives.

I cannot The

I speak only of the
etiquette of my people; but the Fathers tell us that good etiquette
with one people may be bad etiquette with another. I did not
mean to rebuke you.

GUARD 1I: Good God! talking.
bird the parrot. It gives you goose flesh.
JUAN: Yes, He is a good God, in very truth. We thought Cortez
was the only good god we ever had returned to give us another
chance. Even those of us who are still in darkness know we de-
ceived ourselves about the white conjuror, and were fools. But
those, who, like myself sit at the feet of the Missionary Fathers
to learn from them, worship the One and only True God,
as you do, and know that He is indeed as good as He is power-

Tt's Lke a parrot A wonderful

ful. We praise His Holy Name.
(Enter Guards 3 and 4)
GUARD 3: God's Mother! An Indian dog! In the Palace itself!
Is there any limit.
JUAN (reverently): God’s Mother! Yes. Mary most holy! Her

name is also to be praised.
GUARD 4: God’'s Blood!
JUAN: God's Blood!

Let us praise it together.
What goes on here.
Shed for us!

Is he crazy?
Because He loved us so much.

Did any other God ever do the like? No. Never. It was our
blood that false gods thirsted for. Qur blood was their drink.
The true God gives us His own Sacred Blood to dr.nk. God's
Blood is our life.

GUARD 4 (exasperated): God's Wounds!

JUAN: God’s Wounds! Yes indeed, it is a good reminder, friend.
Let us kneel. Let us pray! My Lord and my God. Your
wounds are our proof. (Pause) Hail Mary. Hail, Hail! Smile
on your children, Blessed art thou among women and blessed
is the fruit of thy womb—

ENTER PRIEST: Hush! Not here. Come with me and we’ll find

another place more private,
GUARD 1I: He pushed right by-your-leave
and demanded to see the Bishop. We said that the Bishop was
at his prayers, and the savage said, who cared about that, he was
going to see him anyway.

in here without a

It was enough to start anyone swear-
ing! Holy Mary! Excuse it, please, but His Excellency himself
wouldn’t blame us. Good God—

PRIEST: The Bishop certainly blames you,
do more than blame you,
Come with me.

and very severely; I
I utterly despise you. (To Juan)
I'll find a quiet place where you can wait till

the Bishop can see you. Tt is too early yet—much too early.

but I am his secretary. Perhaps you needn’'t see the Bishop
at all. We'll see.
SCENE III (OQutside Curtain)
NARRATOR: The priest tells Juan that he will take him to an-
other room. Juan tells him that he can tell no one but the

Bishop of his message, but suddenly there is the sound of horses.
The secretary has to leave Juan when he is told that it is the
Spanish Governor. He bids Juan stay in an alcove where he will
not be seen and soon after leaves the palace. Juan waits for
several hours for the priest to return till at length the Bishop’s
page enters the room. (Curtain).

PAGE: Fool! Why are you standing

JUAN: I am waiting for the
take me to the Bishop.

PAGE: What do you want with the Bishop and do you not know
that his secretary has gone out with the Governor?

JUAN: I am waiting for the good Father’'s return and I am
sorry but I canrot tell you the important message I have been
given to deliver to the Bishop.

PAGE: If this message is as important as you say, I will take you
to His Lordship.

there?

secretary Father who is going to



JUAN: 1 assure you that it is most important and 1 will be very
grateful if you would take me to the Bishop. (Curtain Opens.
Scene—room in palace.)

PAGE (to Bishop): Excellency.

says he has a very important

There is an Indian outside who
you. He has been

His name is Juan

message for
standing in the hall since early this morning.

Diego.
BISHOP: Bring him in here.
PAGE: Yes, Excellency. (Juan enters).

BISHOP: Good afternoon, Juan, and what brings you on this long
journey to my palace?

JUAN: Excellency! 1 have very good news for
way to Saturday Mass this morning, I
ing and then (Curtain Closes).

NARRATOR: Juan tells his story to the
and down the room with a
At length he turns

you. On my
heard unearthly sing-

Bishop who paces up

troubled expression on his face.

to Juan and sits down. (Curtain Opens).

BISHOP: You have eaten since you came to the Palace, I presume.

JUAN: No, Excellency, I have not.

BISHOP: Do you mean to tell me you have been offered nothing
since you came here?

JUAN: ! have been offered nothing, Excellency.

BISHOP: And Juan, had you been fasting when you were on your
way to Mass?

JUAN: Yes,
night.

Excellency, I had been

fasting from about six last

BISHOP: You say it was early morning?

JUAN: That it was, Your Excellency.

BISHOP: Do you realise Juan, that long fasting and walking in the
early hours of the morning combined,
clined to imagine things.

JUAN (standing up):
mean.

often make people in-
But I didn’t imagine it, if that is what you
Our Lady really appeared to me.
I can see you now.

I saw her as well as
She asked me to have a church built on

Tepeyac. If we hurry we may have it ready for her Son's birth-
day. It is in less than two weeks.
BISHOP: I am afraid, Juan, that I cannot act on what you have

told me. Ask your Lady to give me a sign to prove who she is.

JUAN: But, Your Excellency, Our Lady—

BISHOP: I am sorry, Juan, but I cannot listen to you. Go now.
and return to me in a few days’ time with the sign I ask for.
(Curtain).

SCENE 1V

NARRATOR: Juan leaves the Palace feeling very unhappy. He
thinks he has failed Our Lady, and makes up his mind to ask
her to send someone else, someone more worthy, not an ignorant
Indian like himself. He meets Our Lady on his way home and
tells her what the Bishop asks, Our Lady tells h'm that she
has chosen him as messenger and, if he will come on the following
morning, she will give him the sign,

He awakens next morning and hears a great commotion. He is
told that his uncle is dying. He quickly rushes to his uncle’s hut
to attend to him. He sends one of the Indian boys to the Mis-
sion; but, without his knowledge, the boy’'s mother prevents him
from going. Then Juan makes his decision—he would go to the
Mission, there was little hope of arriving in time but he would
try.

He hurries towards the Mission: but, as he passes the hill
Tepeyac, he dares not look up in case Our Lady is there: but he
finds he cannot but do so. Sure enough the Virgin is there, but
Juan hurries on past her. Since he will not go to her, she comes
down to him and stands in his pathway.

OUR LADY: Why did you not come to me this morning, and why
are you in such a hurry?

JUAN: Dear Mother, please do not keep me, for my uncle is dying,
and I must get a priest for him. I am more than sorry that I
have failed you; but you must understand that I could not leave
my uncle.

OUR LADY: Do not worry about your uncle, little son, he is safe
and is at this moment sitting up asking for you. I do under-
stand why you did not come to me this morning, and you need
no longer worry about that. I will now give you the sign I have
promised, and you will take it to the Bishop. 1f you walk to
the rocky summit of this hill you will find roses growing there.
Pick them, and bring them back to me.

(Juan gathers the roses and brings them back

OUR LADY: Hold out your tilma,

to Qur
while I

Lady.)

my son, arrange the
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roses, Now, show these roses to the Bishop, and do not allow
them to be disarranged. Go now, little son, my blessing upon you.
JUAN: Dearest Mother! 1 promise you that your wishes shall be

fulflled and 1 will try my utmost to please you. (Curtain.)

SCENE V
NARRATOR: While Juan was hurrying
uncle recovered from his

towards Mexico City his

This was a great surprise to
the people there; but, when everyone went out of his hut, there
was a far greater surprise to come; for, when he looked up, he
saw a beautiful girl standing tefore him. He knew who she was
by the unearthly light that surrounded her. (Curtain Opens).

OUR LADY: Juan Bernadino, I want a church built on Tepeyac,
and I want the image of myself on the tilma of your nephew, Juan
Diego to be called Saint Mary of Guadeloupe.
wishes about the church,
instruct him

illness.

Juan knows my

but not about its name. I could not

that, without spoiling the surprise I
have planned for him, when he arrives at the Bishop's Palace to
show him the roses.

UNCLE: Holy Mother! What has made two humble Indians worthy
of your great privileges?

QUR LADY: Little son, my Son died for you, and, in His eyes and
mine, you are no
{Curtain).

concerning

lower than any other race in the world.
SCENE VI

NARRATOR: Juan makes another journey to Mexico City. He

arrives at the Palace to find the same guards on duty. He is more

confident of himself as he has already met them before. However,

the guards are not pleased to see him, especially as the Bishop

told Juan not to return in less than three days’ time. (Curtain

opens. At gates of the Palace.)

GUARD 2: Hey! Look at him.

GUARD 1: You again! What do you think you are doing? You
were told to return after three days, not two. His Excellency

has enough to do without Indians wasting all his time.
JUAN: I know that: but I have reasons to come again, and—
GUARD 2: All right (sarcastically).

demand an audience with

Do not bother to tell us, you

the Bishop, for it is affairs of state
you have come on, and the matter is most urgent! You are not
exactly a stranger in these parts, you know, but we missed you
yesterday. You were well, I hope?

JUAN (gently): Yes thank you, I was very well; but my uncle was
ill and required my attendance.
come on is

It is true that the matter I have

really important. I need to see the

Bishop im-
mediately.
GUARD 1 (pointing at Juan’s tilma):

Special

And what have you there?
Excellency's private table! He
hasn't one, dear prince, but the mistake is pardonable, and if you
will just hop around to the kitchen and dump that filthy bundle,
we will think about Get along before I

Indian produce for His

letting you in. lose
paticnce.

(Juan pretends to make for the kitchen and escapes to the Re-
ception Hall.)

GUARD 2: Here! What do you think you are doing?

SCENE VII
NARRATOR: Juan hurries to the Hall hoping to get to the Bishop
with his precious bundle, but unfortunately there is
guard and the page who has befriended him before, is
(Curtain opens).

(Curtain),

another
there,

PAGE: What are you hiding in your tilma, old fellow?
a look.

JUAN: Keep your hands off.
me to the Bishop.

Let us have

You helped me before, please take
Tell these others to make way for us. (All
laugh. Then Guards push the page away and open Juan's tilma.)

GUARD I: ROSES!

GUARD 2: He's been robbing the Governor's garden!

GUARD 1: Fool! They don’'t have Castilian roses over there, and
goodness! Ours don’t blossom for months,

GUARD 3: Are they wax?
GUARD 2: They are sewn on.
(Bishop enters quietly.)

BISHOP: What is going on here?

GUARD 1: Excellency, this—

GUARD 2: Yes, Your Excellency—(secretary enters).

BISHOP: Be quiet, please.
like
does it come from?

I just pulled at one and it stuck there.

What is this odour—this perfume?
incense only keener—much keener,
What is it?

It is

sharply sweet. Where



SECRETARY: Perfume or incense—one is as unlikely as the other,
I should say.

JUAN: Excellency! Excelency!—

BISHOP: Juan—do ycu smell

JUAN: Yes, Excellency.

BISHOP: What is it? Do you know?

JUAN: It is the odour of her sanctity. You know of whom I speak.

BISHOP: Yes—yes, I know. But have you seen her again?

JUAN: Yes, Excellency, I have. Twice since I left you, The second
time my uncle was dying and I was on my way to the Mission:
but she told me to comec here first and to do her message.

BISHOP (sternly): Do you expect me to believe that she sent you
here before you went to the Mission? This is
sanctity, hers or anyone else’s.

JUAN: God answered her prayer and my uncle is perfectly well and
does not need the last Sacraments, Excellency.

BISHOP: But, how do you know that? Have you been back to
make sure?

JUAN: I don’t
been back.

this perfume?

no odour of

understand you, Excellency, Of course I haven't
She sent me here. But, Excellency,
were curious and have seen the roses.

your servants
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BISHOP: Roses, Juan! Is that what you have in your tilma?
them to me. Where did you find them?
me the perfume was that of roses.

JUAN: Our Lady told me to go to the summit of Tepeyac and pick

Show
You should have told

them. I did so, and then she arranged them with her own
hands. She told me to show them to no one but you.

BISHOP: Open your tilma, Juan, and let me see the roses.
(Juan spreads his tilma and to everyone's surprise, imprinted
on it is a lifesize image of the Blessed Virgin. Juan, unsuspect-
ing, stoops to pick up the fallen roses.)

BISHOP: No! Stay as you are!

SECRETARY: Stop! Leave it as it is!
(All kneel reverently. Juan is puzzled. They gaze for some
time at the beautiful image.)

BISHOP (slowh): This, He has not done for cvery nation, (Stands
up). Not for every nation. (The Bishop unknots the tilma and

holds it up for Juan to see. Juan kneels and gazes with great
joy at the image of Our Blessed Lady. (Slow curtain).
JULIENNE TWEDDLE (13),
Mary’s Mount.

THE MARIAN YEAR

1. To the average intelligent person of to-day. it
is evident that our so-called modern, up-to-date
world, is sadly lacking in the true spirit of Chris-
tianitv. All around us we sec examples of this: the
very atmosphere of living is permeated with evil
influences —- our books, our conversations, our
movies, and indeed our every aspect of life. This is
the problem to which there is a solution. It is clear
from its very mnature, that human intervention will
avail little. and in most cascs nothing at all, for a
change of heart is needed. So we turn our minds to
higher things, and there the Holy Father points to
the solution — “Ad Jesum Per Mariam.”

Of course our minds turn to God first, but we
remember Our Lady’s power as illustrated at the
Wedding Feast of Cana, nearly two thousand years
ago. Thereiu lies the answer. We must turn to Our
Lady, and seek her invaluable help. This is the
purpose of the Marian Year — it is a special appeal
to Our Lady for help, one that if we do our best to
honour, and spread devotion to Our Lady, cannot
fail to reach her heart. The deep and far-reaching
effcet of the Marian Year does not depend only on
the efforts of the bishops and elergy. but rather on
the lone efforts of each and every Catholic in the
world. No matter how insignificant our role may
scem, how weak our prayers, and small our sacrifices,
the whole worth of the Marian Year depends on
these individual efforts.

1t is exactly one hundred years since Pope Pius
IX proclaimed that Mary ever Virgin, was free from
sin from the first moment of her conception. This
decree, Our Blessed Lady herself confirmed, when
four years later she appeared to St. Bernadette at
Lourdes and said: “I am the Immaculate Concep-
tion.” With such an immaculate model to imitate,
the first duty in our Marian Year efforts lies in
reproducing that sinlessness in our own lives. This
nicans that we strive by prayer and self-discipline.
and to plant in our souls those virtues which the

study of Qur Blessed Lady will reveal 1o us. In this

way we are sure to find that Mary is becoming a
part of our daily lives, and we shall delight the

16

heart of her Divine Son, by our growing resemblance
te her. This in turn will have a profound effect on
society in general.

Each one who contributes to the realization of
this aim, will be filled with a deep conscionsncss of
the Divine approval. For shall we not he fulfilling
in this chaotic world of ours, the very advice that
Our Lady gave the waiters at Cana: Whatsoever He
Shall Say to You. Do Ye.

PENELOPE MAGEE (16).
Brisbane.
2. When we came baek to school in February, the
girls were carnestly talking about the Marian Year.
On the notice hoard we saw a list of the activities
that had been planned for the year's work.

First came the poster problem. Each girl had
to decide how she could best portray Our Lady.
After many battles with paint, brush and water our
work was completed, and on May 1lst, Father
Wilkins, S.J., presented prizes to the winners. As
Father pointed out to us, each child, whether a prize
winner or not, did her best to do honour to Mary
who would herself give prizes to all competitors.

In sccond term we are having a poem com-
petition and now instead of battling with paints and
brurhes, we are involved in the diffieulties of
rhymes and metres. If the poems are as good as
the posters Our Lady will be pleased with our
efforts.

For third term the Seniors are writing essays,
and the Middle and Junior schools are doing project
or note books. The Seniors may choose any one of
Gur Lady’s titles that appeals to her, and many
have already nearly completed their work. Judging
by the numerous holy pictures and magazines we see
about the school, the project books will be works
of interest.

At the end of the year there will be a display
of our Marian Year interests. Posters, poems and
projects as well as the articles we wmade at crafts
and necedlework for the Missions.

But the most important effort of all our Marian
Year activities is the big Pageant which is to be



FILM STRIPS ON

As part of our Marian Year celebrations, we
have been sercening, on alternate Saturdays, a series
of film-strips on the Old Testament, which is the
history that led to Our Blessed Lady, the Morning
Star, and Her Divine Son, the Day Star.

The fihns are ftrom the first series of a set
cailed “The Alliance with God.” The “Maison de la
Bonne Presse,” Paris, made the set. So far we have
scen fourteen of them:

A Small People of the Orient (a link with
sccular history) ; The Beginnings (Genesis); In the
Time of the Patriarchs (Genesis continued); The
Ways of Providence (Genesis continued); The
Great Epoch (Exodns) ; The Betrothal in the Wilder-
ness (Exodus and Numbers): The Wars of Yahweh
(Josue): Troubled Times (Judges): In the Time
of the Judges (Judges and Ruth); The Prophet and
the King (Samuel): The Shepherd Who became
King (I & 11 Samuel): Triumphs and Tears (11
Samuel, | Kings): Solomon the Magnificent (1 & 11
Kings, I & Il Paralipomenon); The Splendours of
the Worship of Yahweh (Exodus and Leviticus).

Booklets  containing commentaries accompany
the film-strips, and we are fortunate in having for
most of the films a fuller seript written by Rev.
Father J. A. Phillips, S.J., Professor of Sacred
Seripture at Corpus Christi College. Werribee.

Different aspects of the story have impressed
the various members of the Senior Christian
Doctrine Class. Here they are:

“The film-strips have given me a lesson in
patience and humility, and a greater love of God.
1 am able to understand His ways better.”—J].B.

“They showed me how great the love of God
was for the lsraelites and how some showed their
ingratitude and unfaithfulness to Him.”—J.H.
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THE OLD TESTAMENT

“It is much more interesting when you are
reading passages from the Old Testament if vou
know something of the history of the period.—The
[sraelites must have had great faith, because all the
people around them were pagans, and they did not
have all the help we have to-day in the Sacraments
and the Mass."—C.L.

"I have really liked these film-strips because
they have given me a much clearer insight into the
stories of the Old Testament, and with Father
Phillips” interesting commentary the Old Testament
has become vivid and attractive to me."—A.V.

“I have seen how completely the Israelites
depended on God and how completely we do too.
When they took matters into their own hands and
thought they did not need to rely on God any more.
they alwavs came to great trouble.”—M.O'C.

"l have now a greater knowledge and apprecia-
tion of the Old Testament.”-—D.H.

“The Patriarchs realised that with God everv-
thing is possible.”—M.H. '

“They have shown me what a struggle these
people went through to remain [aithful to God.”—
M.OH.

"My knowledge of Bible History had become
rather hazy, but now 1 have seen these film-strips
I know I will not forget the many difficulties the
Chosen Pcople had to pass through, and how the
ommipotent God came to their aid.”—P.R.

The film-strips are giving me a deceper insight
into the significance of the Liturgy. When we hear
the “Popule Mens” on Good Friday, the Reproaches
hit home harder when we have watched Yahweh's
deliverance of His People from the power of
Phavoah.

(Continued on page 18)

THE NATIVITY
On a frosty night in a stable poor,
An ox and ass stood by the door,
With radiant light from a star a-shine
Which the prophets had said was the Heavenly sign
Of Our Saviour born.
The Mother Mary humble and mild,
With Joseph watched o'er the Heavenly Child
Who in a manger peacefully slept.
While angels of glory their vigil kept,
From night till morn.

JULIE D’ARCY (16 Years).

Toorak.

(Continued {rom page 16)

presented at the end of second term. It is called
the “Joyous Pageant of the Holy Nativity™ and the
Choir, Orchestra, and Players are all working very
hard. Proeceds from the Pageant are to be devoted
to the Missions, as we are not having a fete this year.

This year we have tried in many ways to give
special devotion to Our Lady. The boarders will
always remember the Marian Year prayer which
we say at Visit cach night. We have had processions

GOLD FOR OUR LADY

We read in “Footprints of our Catholic
Pioneers™, by Francis Mackle, that in 1854 the miners
of Australia sent one hundred ounces of gold to Pope
Pius IX jnst at the time when the dogma of the
Iimmaculate Conception was being defined and that
the Pope had the gold struck into medals of the
Immaeculate Conception. As Ballarat was literally
built on gold. we feel that this action of the miners
gives us a speeial elaim on Our Lady.

THE INTERMEDIATE CLASS.
Dawson Street.

at the beginning of ecach term in honour of Our
Lady, and most beantiful of all was the May Day
Procession. The climax was the crowning of Our
Lady in the Grotto by Carole Bowen, the head of
the school. We are doing our Dbest to make the
Murian Year, a year in which with Our Lady’s help.
we may be able to figzht by our prayers and acts of
self-denial for the conversion of the world.
VIRGINIA WAKEFIELD-KENT (2nd Year).
Toorak.



In the Litany of the Blessed Virgin we call Her,
“Ark of the Covenant.” The Ark of the Covenant
was the holiest place on earth, in the Old Law.
How fitting it is to give this title to Our Blessed
Lady who carried for nine months Our Lord Himself.
the Maker of the New Covenant — the Light of the
World, Emanuel.

In “The Prophet and the King™ we saw Samuel
anoint David, Jesses voungest son. Then we saw
this unusual genealogical tree, going npwards. and
beside it, a tree planted by a water-brook.

ey
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A pen and ink sketeh reproduces with difficulty
the radiant light at the top of the trec. God knew
what a masterpiece of creation the Mother of His
Divine Son would be. And | have this in mind as
I sing with zest:

“Purer than snow or lily fair,
Mary, thy radiant beauty shows.
O Virgin Stem {rom Jesse's root,
O Israel’s Mystic Rose.”

So we are grateful to Our Blessed Lady that
her Year has launched us on a study that is
decpening our appreciation of our Faith and of the
riches of the Liturgy.

P.O’B. and M.J.

Mary’s Mount.
*STELLA MATUTINA: Under this heading we
gather some of the reports of the Marian Year, sent
in from our Australian houses. A ehoice had to be
made, and we hope that those who miss their work
wprist will loge their disappointinent in the jov of
the general good. Indeed, there was vuch a note of
jovonsness in all the reports, that, as we read them,
we thought of Our Lady very specially as the
Morning Star of Australian girlhood. Tt will
cneourage all who read these pages (both in Aus-
tralia  and overscas) to know that Mary Ward’s
spiritual children are going out into the world. with
courage and jov to fight for all that is healthy and
good, under the bhanner of Our Lady. STELLA
MATUTINA.—Ed.]

BOOKS FROM THE I.B.V.M. OVERSEAS

1. TEACHING AS A VOCATION, By M. Pauline
Parker, LB.V.M. (London: Burns Qates)

i has given us pleasure to read this hook und
te hear that it has vold so well in Australia. It is
an interesting thesiz fov anvone 1o read and discuss,
though Mother Pauline modestly expressed the hope
that it would be used in training colleges.

There arve only six chapters, and theiv Dbare
titles give no hint of the spirituality, learning and
cheerfulness with which the author has set forth her
views on education. The chapter-titles are: “Behold,
I have given you an example,” Lord and Master,
The Purpose of Education, Foundation of the Cur-
riculum, The Formation of the Teacher, The Pupil.

The author shows. in discusszing the purpose of
ceducation, that she has thought long and deeply on
this matter. That does not prevent her from stating
her findings with verve and humour. In a paragraph
discussing the elaim made by some that education
is to make good citizens, she writes: “The priest and
the Levite did not fail in their public duty as citizens.
They may even have given notice to the due authority
that the road to Jericho was dangerous. They failed
as men, in the relations between man and man.”
Step by step the author leads us on until she has us
ready to accept the real purpose of education: “Man
must be edueated for an immortality passed in the
presence of God.”
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We rceommend this book to all our readers.
Farents will find it consoling and inspiring, for
Austrahian Catholic parents are bearing a heavy
financial burden. They descrve the encouraging
vision of a svstem of education which aims at making
theiv children “morally and intellectually apt for
the Beatific Vision.”

2. MARY WARD, for the Very Little Ones, By Mother
Margaret Mary, LB.V.M,, illustrated by Mary Taylor.
(London: Sands & Co.)

This is a really charming book for any little
girl who is being educated by nuns, who all owe a
great deal to the heroic life of Mary Ward. In the
troublous times of the sixteenth century, she lived as
a little girl in Yorkshire. The artist in this book
has depicted a scene in those early days, while, on
the opposite page. the author has this typically
cheerful verse:

In Yorkshire where the moors stretch brown and wild
There once grew up a little English child;

Her brothers and her sisters used to say

That Mary Ward was always bright and gay.

On the last page we read:

But the great work which she had once begun
Lived on, although her earthly life was done:
In almost every country there are nuns
Of Mary Ward to teach the little ones,

M.O.
I1.B.V.M,, Australia.






the hoats. big and small. made a deafening. though
enthusiastic, roar. Thix was Sydney’s first big
welcome to her Queen, and we all felt we had a
part in it. The moment Her Majesty set [oot on
Farm Cove the tooting ended, and the royal salute
of twenty-one guns echoed proudly across the Har-
bour. So our Queen had arrived, and we, full of
anticipation of secing Her Majesty, and greatly
thrilled, left the tower. We shall always remember
that day.
See piclure on page 19.

THE QUEEN PASSES BY
(As @ Day-Scholar saie the Scene)

After much discussing and working out where
would be the best place to sec the Queen, we finally
decided to go to Parramatta Road. My brothers,
Harry and John. and my sister Treesje, were with e,

Already the streets were crowded.  Polieemen
walked up and down kecping order among the
crowds and preventing them from passing the barri-
cades. Treesje and 1 cast despairing looks at each
other. We would never be able to see the Queen in
such a crowd. But just at that moment we spied a
tiny  space through which we managed to
squeeze.  Sitting on a small stool, we joined those
thousands of people who lined the route in order
to catch a glimpse of the Queen.

At such a time the smallest incident will make
the whole crowd cheer to relieve their [eelings. 1
remember one such incident that struck me as being
very humorous. The soldiers who were to line the
route miarched past in groups amid the cheers of
the crowds. When they were out of sight everyone
settled down again to wait. Suddenly, we could hear
cheering coming from the left. We wondered what
it could be. Then the cause of excitermeut became
evident. One poor soldier for some unknown reason
was marching on his own down the centre of the
road, and the people, for lack of anything better to
do. were wildly cheering him as he gallantly paced
“left-right-left-right !

By now it sccmed that the Queen would never
come. However, at last, it was whispered
that she was coming. Already we could hear the
crowds in the distance. Excitement mounted as the
Royval car eame unearer and nearer. Then storms of
checring burst forth, as the seventeen policemen
on cveles came past, followed by the mounted police,
their helmets glittering in the sun and their horses’
heads held high.

Then, at last, came the great moment! Slowly,
the big, open ear drove past. the Queen smiling and
the Duke waving to the cheering ecrowds. It was
all over in a minute. The moment for which we
had waited so long passed in a flash. But we were
happy. for had we not seen our Queen and in that
short mowent perceived in her smile some of that
charm and dignity which has made so many hearts
love her? And we said with all our hearts “God
Save the Queen.”

LORETO
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DECORATIONS IN THE CITY

In the City, the streets were filled to overflowing
with a gay, jostling crowd. The small flags people
waved added even more colour and the Queen and
the Duke must have been impressed by the magni-
ficence of it all. For miles during their long drive
through the city and adjacent suburbs, the scenc
showed the same enthusiastic efforts 1o express the
warmth of welcome by mieans of deccorations.

Svdney was an even more brilliant spectacle at
night when hundreds of lights were switched on.
This sparkling display made the city a fairyland.
Every possible corner was illuminated with coloured
lights. One of the most picturesque scenes was
Hyde Park where the trees were lit by Chinese
lanterns of every eolour. The Sandringham Garden.
grown for the occasion, was floodlit.

Arches of all deseriptions crossed the streets.
Boomerangs were the most popular and effective.
carved  aboriginal 1motifs adding an  artistic
touch to them. A large arch of (ruit was
also prominent, and the sheep and wool industry
was in evidence in many bales of wool. The largest
arch, in Vartin Place, reached from four corners
of the crossroads, and was topped by a mighty
crown.

AT THE CENOTAPH

Shortly after mid-day, Her Majesty, Queen
Elizabeth II, and His Roval Highness, the Duke of
Edwburgh, paid their tribute to Australia’s fallen
of the two World Wars, when they placed a wreath
on the Cenotaph in Sydney.

About fifty thousand people witnessed this
memorable event. Among the people were many
quiet groups of men and women who had lost sons,
fathers, or husbands at the war. They had gathered
long before dawmn, to see their Queen pay tribute
to the fallen. The crowd also included thousands of
the young and the light-hearted whose sole purpose
was to see the Queen and the Duke.

At 8.15 aan. more than ten thousand people
were packed around the Cenotaph area. After 11
a.m. thousands of people rushed down Martin Place
from Macquarie Street, where they had seen the
start of the Royal Progress. As they packed into
the already crowded square around the Cenotaph,
the enthusiasm and excitement of the waiting
thousands mounted. As the erowd grew, the soldiers
on guard in Martin Place closed their ranks.

At noon police motor-cyelists who led the pro-
cession began to arrive. Then in the third car rode
the Queen and the Duke. The Royal Couple stepped
fromn the car in George Street. The crowd cheered
wildly and waved thousands of flags as the beautiful
Queen and her Consort walked to the Cenotaph.
The Queen, who had been smiling, becamme serious
as she grasped the heavy heart-shaped wreath, of
red and white chrysanthemums and gladioli. It
stood four f[cet six inches high. A small, black-
edged card bore the inseription: “From Elizabeth. R.,
and the Duke of Edinburgh.”” As the Royal Couple stood
before the Cenotaph and the Duke saluted, the crowd
grew still.



For one minute the Queen with bowed head
shared a solemn silence with her subjects. The
silence came as a dramatic contrast after the cheers
marking the Queen’s progress.

This ineident of the laying of the wreath at the
Cenotaph is one of the many engagements which
the Queen carried out on her Royal Tour of Sydney.
It is also one of the numerous occasions on which
Her Majesty impressed everyone with her dignity
and personal charm which have won for her the
affection and admiration of her subjects.

FIREWORKS

That night the Harbour became a faivyland of
coloured lights: rockets, star shells and many other
beautiful fireworks were fired from Fort Denison.
Clark lIsland and some of the warships which had
formed the Gothic’s cscort that morning. These
warships were also outlined with lights. thus adding
to the brilliance of the scene.

A portrait, in fireworks, of the Queen and the
Duke of Edinburgh. was the main feature of the
evening. This was set up on Kirribilli Point o as
to face Government House. where the Qucen was
watching the fireworks.

During the intervals when a new hatch of fire-
works was Dbeing prepared. about fifteen search-
lights, fixed at different points around the Harbour,
were switched on. An acroplane then flew over
and the scarchlights {ocussed on it and followed it
around the Harbour, thus making one of the most
brilliant displays Svdney has ever witnessed.

This magnificent fireworks display attracted
thousands of people to vantage points all around the
Harbour. Many people who owned homes along the
shores of the Harbour held parties.

Sydney Harbour itself has never been more gay
and Deautiful. As the fireworks went up into the
air, all the Dbrilliance of their reds, greens, blues.
golds, mauves, and silver was reflected in the water.
thus making one mass of brilliant colour. Clark
Island was also lit up with red, white and blue lLighi=.
and a firefloat in a vast mass of spray, coloured hy
ever-changing lights. patrolled the Harbour during
the greatest fireworks display in Svdney’s history.

THE OPENING OF THE STATE PARLIAMENT
OF N.S.W.

On the following morning. Thursday, the fourth
of February, 1 was fortunate enough to sce again
our Monarch, queenly and dignified as she drove
with the Duke of Edinburgh to open an Australian
Parliament. The Queen and the Duke arrived at
Parliament House 1o the cheers of 35,000 people
who crowded into Macquaric Street. Once  again
we were all thrilled to see that white-gloved hand
ro up in a simple, friendly gesture to her people.

The Queen and the Duke alighted from their
car and the cheers turned into a deafening roar as
they stood there on the edge of the pavement for
the sole purposc of letting the people sec them. 1
saw for myself the joy as the people cheered and
waved to Queen Elizabeth 11, as she stood there in
front of them quite wotionles<. dressed in a heautiful
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gown of golden lace across which lay the splendid
blue sash of the Order of the Garter. A diamond
tiara glittered on her head in a wav | had never
thought it was possible for jewels to glitter.

While the Royal Couple were still standing.
there came a roll of drums from the bhand of the
Roval Australian Air Force. and, at this. Philip.
Duke of Edinburgh. quickly saluted. The sirains
of the National Anthem siarted and =imultaneously
that great crowd took up the words. The Anthem
never sounded so beautiful to me ax it did then as
I watched the lovely voung Queen standing there
and heard those thousands of voices begging God to
watch over their Queen whom theyv loved «o mnceh.

At the conclusion of the Anthem. the Queen
turned and walked up the red carpet. with that =low.
regal step that we came 1o know =0 well in a few
davs.

The ceremonv was amplified 1o the waiting
thousands outside Parliament House over which now
proudly fluttered the Roval Standard. and the crowd
hushed as the commentator described the =cene
inside. “The Queen is grave and composed ax she
walks down the aisle of the Council Chamber.” we
heard. Then, later, there was a thrill of excitement
as we heard the Queen begin to speak.

AT THE SHOWGROUND

Yes! It was Friday. the fifth of February. and
what a glorious dav! It seemed strange to he so
excited on a school day. but this day anvone would
be excited if she were going 1o see the Queen, To
ten of us at Kirribilli it was to be a very memorable
day. We were chosen from the Fifth Year the
ten who were longest at the School.

With Valerie Brown as our official in charge.
we set ont. We caught a train at North Svdney.
then a bus at the Town Hall: and it was not long
before we were at the Showground. We were pleazed
to sce that omr rveserved place was in hetween the
two tracks.

The hour or =0 that we had to wait slowly
passed and when the time arrived we all arose to
sec the Queen standing on an elevated platforu.
By this time all were waving their flags and cheering
with all their hearts. At last the cheering died down
and the Queen gave a most moving speech. As <oon
as she had ended. the cheering broke out again and
continued all the time the Queen and the Duke were
in the ground.

At the end of the Queen’s speech she and the
Duke were escorted to a Land Rover to hegin their
drive around the ground. The car travelled very
slowly, and ax the car came ¢loser 1 could feel my
excitement  getting  greater. The  Queen  looked
beautiful:  her rvadiant smile iz <omething that |
shall never forget.

HELEN FLYNN, JETTIE HENDRI¢KS.

DEIRDRE BRAY, CATHERINE PENNINGTON,

LOUISE RITCHARD, MAUREEN HOGAN,

MAUREEN BEESLEY, MARIANNE McMILLAN,
JENNIFER ORCHARD.

Fifth Year Class (Kirribilli).



FROM PORTLAND TO HAMILTON
TO SEE THE QUEEN

London? No. not this time, for
Friday. the 26th of February. was to sce the Queen
at Hamilton, and the whole of Loreto Convent.
Portland. gathered at Hamilton to see the Queen! Of
course the weather had to be just right for sueh an
occasion. and as we sct out on our sixty-five mile
journey we thanked the good Angels that preside
over the Heavenly Weather Burean.

Destination

A light breeze caught our banner, made specially
for the great day as we stood outside waiting for
the order to move. One interesting part of the
proecss was being “tagged.” According to instruc-
tions cach child had to have her name and address
on every article that might possibly become detached
from it= owner. Even the lunch parcels were tagged.
though it was universally felt that no one would be
easily detached from sneh an important item.

The arrangements for the thirteen thousand
children were really remarkably efficient.  Though

the whole group did not meet till the carly afternoon.
rach line knew exactly what to do when the children
stepped from the trains provided for the occasion.
In all one thousand children travelled from Portland
in order and comfort.

MARGARET HUDSON (15).

Excitement mounted high as we approached the
Melville Oval. The Queen and Duke were due at
four o’cloek and it was not vet noon. However, the
time did not scem too long as we listened to the
various instruetions in preparation for the greal
moment.

Its arrival was announced to us at first only by
diztant cheers and then — the roval cav appeared,
driving slowly. to the official dais. After the addre:s
of welecome the Queen herself spoke and, as the
formal presentations were heing made, all the
feminine members of that huge group drank in
greedily the details of her dress.

Even this was forgotien, however, when the
roval couple stepped into the Land Rover that was
to take them up and down the ranks of the children.
Her gracious Majesty waved and smiled and more
than one girl noticed the special bow and smile she
gave to a young and proud father who held out his
little baby towards her.

MAUREEN LOVELL (13).

~ The journey howme after such an event was as
enthusiastic the departure. Aflter months of
waiting and ecager desire to see Her Majesty we
had had our wirh. Aud in this case realization
measured up to expectation. Each of us felt «
deeper loyalty and admiration for our Queen.

NOLA UEBERGANG (13).
Portland.

as
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INTO THE SETTING SUN
THE FAREWELL: PERTH

For ~Osbhorne™, April Ist. 1951, was an unforget-
table day. Our beantiful Queen. whom we had all
grown to love in such a short time. was going to
leave our shores for her home, The nuns and girls
at “Osborne”™ determined to make the most of that
last glimpse.

As the roval car approached from the top of
the hill, and we could discern Her Majesty, we all
shouted our good-hves and “come again.”™ The Duke,
smiling at onr enthusiasm, turned towards us and
gave ns a special favewell wave.
great moment had gone that
shall always remember — and the roval car had
dizappeared helow the hill.

All too soon the

moment which we

The procession back to afternoon tea was a

dejected one. and many  biscuit plates  actually
remained untouched.
Radio “operators”™ had the wirveless tuned to

perfection, and  we  rushed to  the =study  hall
te hear the farewell, broadeast from Fremantle. It
was very stirring, and we felt as though we were
present, sll;u‘ing the sentiments of those who sang
“Auld Lang Syne™ on the wharf. As the ship pushed
off. there wasx a scramble for the top dormitory.
A ecertain member of the Leaving clan provided her
corner room for the occasion. and the Leavings
enjoved an uninterrupted view of the Harbonr, while
the less privileged stood on toppling chairs on the
balcony, waiting for the “Gothic™ to push her hows
into view.

The scene was a glorious onc. The Fishing
Fleet, escorting the Roval Yacht. stole the show:
and myriads of other gaily decorated river erafi
surronnded the “Gothic.” The stately escort eruisers
were stationed outside the harbour. while Jets and
Neptunes flew overhead in perfect formation.

The boarders kept rushing from the wireless
to the dormitory — thirty-six steps away
a peep at the ship™s progress. The less energetic
were content to follow her movements over the air.
As we waiched. we listened to IHer Majesty's fare-
well speech. We were all deeply moved.

- lo get

As the Queen’s last words died away, we looked
out towards the rca, and =aw the majestic Royal
Yacht sailing into a beautiful Western sunset. Our
Queen had travelled thrvoughout the great land of
Australia, and our last imipression of the Roval Visit
was the snow-white =hip sailing into the setting =un.

JOSLYN HAYES (Lcaving Class).
Claremont.

[Lively accounts of their part during the Roval
Visit camc in {rom all the =chools. hm
make a choice~-Fi.]

we had to
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School Vignettes

NORMANHURST SCENES
1. TRIPTYCH

A CHURCH 1S BUILT:
How still and quiet the school was after the last
rattling truck had disappeared out the back entrance,
and how regal the new church looked rising from
its dusty surroundings! No more cement mixers
busily churning; no more orders ringing out from
the conscientious foreman, and no more stuffy
classrooms —— the result of closing the windows to
block out the work-a-day noises!

It was nearly two vears ago that we gradually
became accustomed to the terrible noises of the
bulldozer, eating into the land and preparing it {ot
the laving of the foundations of the new classrooms
and church. From that moment the school became
a busy, noisy abode for some of the strangest
building vehicles that we had ever seen, and —
worst of all — each made an entirely different noise.

Gceometry theorems were learnt to the churning
of the cement mixer; Botany to the rasp of the saw:
English poems to the colloquialisms uttered by the
skilled cvaftsmen (the metre being taken from the
constant banging of hammer to mnail), whilst at
scwing, the needle would fly to somne quick melody.
sung by a promising “Caruso.” All this became a
part of the school, and as the building grew brick
by brick we began to realise what a huge task lay
in {ront of these bnilders in erecting a house of God.

Their very best effort had to he exerted and this
they did, so that on March 20th, with the sun shining
brightly and reflecting in the newly glossed windows.
His Lordship, Bishop Lyons, graciously consented
to preside at the solemn blessing and opening of our
new school chapel.

(b) THE BLESSING:*

As 1 stood in the guard of honour on thai
beautiful sunny day (the 20th March, 1954), T faced
the new Church. My thoughts were soon inter-
rupted by the arrival of His Lordship, Bishop Lyons.
who, after alighting from his car, went inside to
don his episcopal robes for the blessing of the
Chureh.

It was then that the beautiful and historic
procession, consisting of clergv, hegan. As I watched
this small procession make its wayv around the
exterior of the Church, 1 was thrilled to hear the
chanting of the choir of Jesuit Scholastics from Si.
Canisius’ College, Pymble. In plain chant they sang
Psalms, litanics and other pravers. T realised that
this Church was being blessed with every form of
ritual and beauty. )

After the blessing of thix new House of God
there were speeches 1o he made, and among the
speakers who intevesied all was Monsignor Veech.
He made everyone realise the necessity of paying
for the “bricks and mortar.”

Fr. A, Kelly. Provincial of

* Pictures on pages 24, 25.

(a)

the Jesuits. also

spoke in an attractive manner. It was inspiring to
hear the way he referred to Nuns< who have helped
te build up this school. Speeial mention was given
to Mother Elizabeth Forbes -R.LP.—a great educa-
tionalist and holy nun: Mother M. Kostka Barev®”
and Mother Dorothea Walker, who are :till living
and who are deeply interested in Normanhnrst.

His Lordship, Birhop Lyvons. replied most
gracionsly to speeches of welcome made by Father
Nolan, Mr. Firth and Mr. Maddocks-Cohen.  His
Lordship then thanked the number of priests who
had probably made sacrifices 1o be present al
Normanhurst on this lovely afternoon.

Ceremonies over and speeches completed, it was
now time for afternoon tea; then for the guesis to
look over additions to the school.

The hard work we pnut into polishing and
cleaning these additions was now worn awayv by
sightseers: but the dav of the blessing of the new
Church 1o honre the Bleszed Sacrament will not he
worn away in my memory:

I have loved, O Lord, the beauty of Thy House

— and the place where Thy Glory dwelleth.”

IMAGINED RETROSPECT:

The old book was battered and torn.  Almost
an antique, Sne thought, as she pulled it from the
old hox, rhaking away the dust. "Why! It's a photo-
albnm!™” she exclaimed. opening it with the cager
fingers of her vears.

The first page was dated 20th March. 1954
and the picture was one of girls in a pleated uniform
forming a gnard of honour down a drvive. With a
thrill of excitement. Sue realised it was over fifty
vears old,

Sue, with her fair hair. was a favourite of the
old lady: so0 it was a look of surprised pleasure that
crossed her face she entered. “Yes dear?”™ <he
questioned in her =oft old voice

The old lady took the hook from the extended
hand with the tenderness that helongs to a memory.
Seeing the picture, the memory of the dav flooded
back to her . ..

It was taken on the day of the opening and blessing
of the new chapel by Bishop Lyons. She remembered
it all o vividlyv: the guard of honour they formed
down the drive, the Bishop's arrival and blessing of
the chapel. How proud they were that day of their
chapel and how impressed by the reverence, dignity
aud concentration of the ceremony,

The old lady™s mind returned suddenly to the
questioning, upturned {ace of the child. and she said
softlv: “That picture ix a memory that will never
grow old.”

(a) DENISE BULL; (b) MARILYN MATHA;
(¢) ELLEN DOUGHERTY (Fourth Year Class).
Normanhurst.
## News of the death of Mother Kostka at Marryvatville
has just been received (August 10). R.LP.

(c)

as









2. SAINT MICHAEL

As soon as vou enter the front gate of Lorcto.
Normauhurst, vour cve is attracted to a graceful
statuc® at the top of the driveway — Saint Michael
the Archangel faithfully guarding our church and
school. Evervone who comes up the flower-fringed
drive cannot  help  being  impressed by this
dominating white statue — the spear aimed with
deadly accuraey at all that is ugly and displeasing
to God.

Some may ask. “Why has Saint Michael’s statue
been chosen in preference to those of the other
Saints?”  The answer to this is a very beautiful
story: “Many vears ago, after the Reformation. the
Convent of the Institute at York was the only
Catholic teaching convent still existent in England.
One day this convent was attacked by anti-Catholic
soldiery. The nuns went to the chapel. “Great God.
praved the Superior, “save Yoursell, for we cannot
save Yon." Suddenly. the noise outside ceased. The
nuns waited, not knowing what was going to happen
next. Then some of the townspeople came to them
saving that an angel carrving a flaming sword had
appeared above the convent and that the soldiers
had fled in terror.”

After  this  ineident  the  devotion to  Saint
Michael, alveady fostered in the Institute, increased.
A promise was made that on cach Saint Michael's
eve there would be a procession in cach house —
the voungest child carrying the picture of the Arch-
angel and all singing “Tibi Omnes Angehi.,”

That is one special reason, hut there are others
too. Right back in 590 A.D. when Rome was ravaged
by a plague, the great Saint Gregory led, through
the streets of the stricken city, a procession in which
the picture of St. Luke’s Madonna was carried. As
the Pope approached Hadrians Tomb he saw the
Archangel Michael sheathing his sword. The plague
ended and the edifice was henceforth ealled “Castel
Saint Angelo.”™ But farther bhack still, before the
beginning of the world. there was a pestilence in
* See page 44.
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DI A RY JULY, 1953 — JUNE, 1954.

JULY:

2nd.—Boarders have long week-cnd. Seniors go to
Rostrevor dance.

19th.—Y.C.S. Day of Recollection held here, con-
ducted by Father Gleeson. Boys and girls from all
Catholic schools in Adelaide.
AUGUST:

1st.—"A" basketball team lost against Cabra, but the
“B” team was victorious.

l4th.—Fancy Dress Ball, exciting and gay.

16th.—Boarders went
Seminary.

27th.—Broke up for the September holidays.
:SEPTEMBER:

14th.—Boarders returned for 3rd term. Many new
resolutions to work hard (after last term's report).

to a Procession at the
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Heaven — war — and it was Saint Michael who
rallied the loval angels. ~Quis ut Deus”™ — that is
the meaning of the name Michael. So he is God’s
champion. No wonder he ix our patron!

This lovely statue in the grounds of Loreto,
Normanhurst, was presented by the mother of one
of our nuns. It was solemnly blessed on September
the twenty-ninth by the Parish Priest. As we pass
this statue we are reminded of our Baptismal vows —
to be true to God. Let us ark Saint Michael to
help us to attain this end and 1o be true to our
motto: “Cruci dum spiro fido.”

— DIANE McCARRON,

Normanhurst.

3. KING FOREVER

A erowd ol jeering faces met Him -
Jesus of Nazareth passing by —
Weighed bencath His Cross of Sorrow
On His way to Calvary.

Thrice He falls and thrice He vises,
Beaten by the soldiers™ blows:

Cut and bleeding, weak and weary.

On towards Calvary’s hill He goes,

Clear Autumn skies — peace prevails,
Bird-songs in our garden ring:

Almost two thousand vears have passed:
But Jesus is still the King.

Reverent heads how low to greet Him o -
Jesus of Nazareth passing by - -
Present in the golden Monszirance

Shaded by the Canopy.

Children strew His path with petals,
Voices rise to God and sing.

Praise be Jesus Christ Our Saviour,
Praise be Jesus Christ Our King!

ELIZABETH CLIFFORD (Fourth Year Class).
Normanhurst.

—Feast of Corpus Christi.

LORETO CONVENT, MARRYATVILLE.

19th.—Fete; in spite of rain there was a huge
crowd.
NOVEMBER:

3rd.—Melbourne Cup. Sweeps held for the Missions.

14th.—Finals held on C.B.C. courts between St.
Aloysius and Loreto. Loreto, victorious.

27th.—Girls who received their Broad Blues:
C. Krause, M. Mullins, B. Thyer, P. Greenslade, B.
Clarkson, B. Dobson, A. Heffernan, M. Honner, A.
Robertson, M. Spain and E. Molony. Congratulations
to Jubiliarians G. Coulter, L. McLoughlin, C. O’'Donnell.

28th.—Second Year went down to St. Ignatius’ fete.

29th.—Rosary Rally by Father Peyton. Thousands
of people there.
30th.—Eurythmics display on lawns in front of school.



DECEMBER:

1st—Exams. started; most of us did them at
Norwood Town Hall. Very profitable for the shops!

9th.—We broke up for the Christmas holidays,
prize distribution and holiday hymn. One whole school
year had passed. That night the Mothers’ Club gave
us a dance in the Norwood Town Hall. The ballroom
was gaily decorated in the school colours of blue and
gold. Three unexpected, but very welcome guests,
were Father Bachelor, Father Perrot and Father Dando.
Thus the 1953 school year came to an end.

1954.
FEBRUARY:

8th.—Boarders return. Usual commotion in the
dormitory, and book-binding activities.

9th.—Mr. Hearney showed us slides of Fatima —
a fitting beginning for our Marian Year.

14th.—Off to St. Ignatius for the Annual Lourdes
Procession.

15th.—Election
tions to all.
MARCH:

3.40 a.m., Our earthquake!!! General excitement in
dormitories. Plaster spread over beds; dressing table
ornaments spread across dormitory floors.

17th.—Most of the fifty Seniors who attended St.
Patrick’s Mass at the Cathedral went on to the pictures.
Those left at home were taken to the beach. The
boarders’ concert proved a great success.

18th.—To Wayville Oval to practise our display
for Her Majesty.

19th.—Royal progress through Adelaide.
Queen and the Duke.

of Sports Captains. Congratula-

Saw the
Holiday and free wezk-end for

boarders.
22nd.—To Wayville once more for a Dress
Rehearsal. The actual performance the following day

was in itself a memorable event.

26th.—Another free week-end.
APRIL:

1st.—The nuns visiting their home-folk in Australia
called on their way back to India.

10th.—Went down to St. Ignatius Sports. A few days
later two Columban Fathers visited us and showed us
some interesting films of their missions.

14th.—We were privileged to have a visit from
His Grace the Archbishop.

25th.—OId scholars’ Garden Party. Boarders had
a glimpse of latest fashions and were glad to meect
their friends who had left school last year.

26th.—Rostrevor Sports provided an outing {or
Seniors, and all enjoyed themselves at the C.B.C.
Dance.
MAY:

Ist.—Loreto Sports Day.

2nd.—First Communion Day. Were there any dry
eyes in the Chapel? The First Communicants were —
Erica Perdelwitz, Shirley Byrnes, Madeline Brazzale,
Anne Baulderstone, Christine Whitford, Patricia
Gluyas, Katherine Hakendorf, Rosa Cappelluti, Jill
Properjohn, Susan Cashmore, Helen Campbell, Beth
Meclnnes, Therese Jordan, Susan Mill, Christine Smith.
Jill Johnson, Peter Kennedy, Quentin Brown, Peter

(S
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Holdcroft, John Muldoon, Paul Rofe, Kym Wilson,
John Doyle, Billy Riches and Peter McCusker.
3rd.—The May Day Festivities were postponed. The
1st of May was a Saturday. The Altar was even more
festive than in former years as some good time-
exposures testify. Judy Bennett, Head Prefect,
crowned Our Lady, and after Father Costello, S.J.,
read the Act of Consecration, we had Benediction.
6th.—Broke up for May holidays, but most of the
Leavings got back to see the lovely Debutantes.
25th—Second term: We have a film projector.
27th.—Ascension Thursday;
a walk.
28th.—Carmel Hakendorf gave us
violin recital in our hall.
31st.—Mission Day,
Margaret Honner.

went to Morialta for

a wonderful

a great success, thanks to
The Orchestral Concert was much

appreciated by all — even the non-musicians.
JUNE:

11th.—Film: A Queen is Crowned. Much
enthusiasm.

13th.—Everything from a pony to an ant was well
represented at our successful Pet Show. Congratula-
tions, Bev., on winning the prize for the dog most
like its owner.

16th.—Three-Day Retreat given by Father Phillip.
Hope evervbody keeps resolutions.

20th.—Film: “Don Bosco.” All loved it.

22nd.—Destiny cake provided much amusement in
the refectory. Margaret Honner, mother of 10; Merry,
a nagging wife.

25th.—Practice match with Girton College — Vic-
tory to Loreto. Well done, A’s and B’s.

26th.—Defeated Cabra\ in the Shield match.

ONLY A HUMAN
It was time for rehearsal in the Junior School
drama:
Small Boy: “All the others want to be canels,

co I suppose I'd hetter be Joseph.”

MEDIEVAL HABITS
Q. What was a Manor-house?
A. A place where Middle Aged people lived
on strips of land.

HEAVENLY BEAT
Sumall Boy: When I get to heaven I'm going to

tell my grandfather on vou. He's dead now. hut he
was a policeman.

APPRECIATIVE INFANT:

Question time in the Infant Room the day after
a lesson on the Last Supper:

Teacher: “What special thing did Our Lord do
lo show His Apostles that He wanted them to be
kiud and helpful to everyone?”

Smallest Infant (with emphatie appreciation) :
“He washed they dirty feet.”



Y.C.S. ACTIVITIES

1. GROUPS:

This year the Y.C.S. Leaders’ Group at Marryat-
ville consists of thirteen enthusiastic leaders, with
Judy Kennedy as President. The Y.C.S. totals 80
girls, from Second Year to Leaving Honours. There
are six activity Groups — Missions, Dramatic. Music.
Art, Discussion, and Sport.

The Music Group, under the leadership of
Margaret Mullins, Marie Spain and Carola McAuley.
proved verv popular and had to be sub-divided for
the gospel discussion. The Groups combine for the
activity part of the meeting. The members discuss
the lives of famous composers. and recovds illus-
trating their work are played. They also discuss

modern music and its influence on the younger
generation of to-day.
All the -distinguished artists™ of the Senior

School, with Beverley Dobson and Anne lscnstein
as Leaders. constitute the Art Group.

The Sperts Group. with Meredith Sykes and
Thercse Jungfer as Leaders, have discussed sport in
every aspeet, but as the Sports equipment is always
in perfect condition, their services have not vet heen
required.

Although the number of members in the Mission
Group has decreased, enthusiasmn has not abated.
Congratulations to Margaret Honner!

The Dramatic Group, under the leadership of
Anne Robertson and Biddy Clarkson, is preparing
the play, “The Woodcutter and the Princess™. for
production later in the year.

Last, but not least, is the Discussion Group.
under the guidance of Judy Bennett. Many interest-
ing topies are discussed including many of Father
Daniel Lord’s pamphlets, “The Pure of Heart.”
*“Shall we Abolish the Chaperone?”

2. SUMMER SCHOOL.

On January 16th we arrived at the Sacre Coeur
Convent in Melbourne where we attended our first
Y.C.S. Summer School. The 141 girls representing
schools from five States were warmly welecomed by
the Nuns.

There were four lectures daily and we gained
many new ideas and information on the Y.C.S.
After cach lecture we formed groups and commented
on the previous lecture.

We were pleased 1o meet four other Loreto
girls.  Two from Western Australia, and two from
Maryv’s Mount. In between lectures we played in
the tennis tournament. Marie and Aune Vaughan,
two of the Abhey girls, reached the semi-finals.
Janet Havden and Judy, by some stroke of fate.
were defeated very carly in the tournament. We
Loreto girls certainly had fun together and became
firm friends even to the point of writing once in
every three months!

LORETO

On Friday, January 22nd, the Y.C.5.
School came to a close. We appreciated the kind
hospitality of the nuns. The Leaders benefited by
all that they had learnt and hoped to be better
Y.C.S. Leaders in the future.

MARIE SPAIN & JUDY KENNEDY (Leaving).

Marryatville.

Summer

3. THE MISSIONS:

At the Y.C.S. General Meecting the Missions
stole the show with a skit on stamp collecting. Torn
stamps, blue-tinged stamps, common Anstralian
stamps walked sadly around the stage receiving
scornful abuse from the whole perfect foreign, and
valuable Australian varieties snch as the Crocodile.
worth 2/-.  Congratulations, Beverley, on such a
wonderful reproduction.  Witty dialogue which
ended in reference to Father Sheridan caused amused
applause. We regret Father's departure to the East,
and miss his enthusiastic talks on stamp-collecting.

Father ODonoghue. an American Jesnit from
China, gave an inspiring and somewhat frightening
picture of modern persecution in China.

We realised the tragedy of the destruction of all
the Chinese mission settlements when early this year
Father McGlynn showed us wonderful films of the
Columban Foreign Missions.

First-hand news of our own Loreto Indian
Missions was given us by two Australian nuns visiting
their native land after many vears spent in India.
Sixtecen Leavings decided that day to devote their
lives to the Missions, but =0 {ar none have shown any
immediate signs of packing.

Black bhabies are the most popular habics at
Loreto. One enters the various classrooms and finds
occupying a third of the board appealing notices,
such as, only 2/5} neceded to finalise another black
baby. '

Mission Day this vear raised £84. Thanks to
girls and their niothers for generous contributions
to the Missions. especially 1o the Tuck-Shop.
Thanks too, to the Art Class for the beautiful
enlarged reproductions of stamps for onr “Stamp
Aect”™ in 1953.

MARGARET HONNER (Leaving).
Marryatville.

FASHION NOTE:

New Girl, writing home after her first dress-
making lesron: I had to cut out something from a
pattern marked bloomers; but they looked just like
pants to me.”

NOT SO CATTY:

Little Cathy (1o a loved Sister in charge of the
refectory) : “You call me Catty, but 1 don’t mind
what you call me ‘cause 1 like vou.”

TOO CLEVER:

Our past pupils who have achieved their Dip.
Soc. Stud. find good positions as welfare officers in
Australian  cities. Their work 1is interesting,
often grimly humorous. One was telling us lately
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of an incident at the law court where she had io
attend:
Judge (to witnesz): “How did you know the
woman was mad?” :
Witness: “She was always quoting Shakespeare.”



OSBORNE REVIEW (1953 - 1954)

JUNE:

June marked the beginning of the debate: with
st. Louis. “The spoken word is more powerful than
the written word.” Loreto proved that 1t is. “Should
flats be banned?”™ Our team proved that they should.
The pride of St. Louis suffered a double fall.

Father Forro, 5.J., a Hungarian priest, showed
the girls films of the Church in Hungary.

Basketball was a (eature of the sccond term.
Loreto scored several well carned successes against
Nedlands and St. Joseph's.

An air of mystery pervaded the school at the
thought of the Faney Dress Ball for the Missions.
JuLy:

Miss Hodges conducted the larks of the school
in the annual Music Festival. Loreto gained second
place. What a flutter!

Annual  Retreat.  Father Keohane, O.MI,
increased our fervour and devotion to Our Lady.
Knitting grew conspicuously larger!

Western  Australia®s  pride, the Kwinana il
Refinery. was vistted by the girls. They were among
the first outsiders to visit .

The annual St. Louis Dance was a great suceess,
We were there.

Avcusr:

Sports Day  bhrought

exciting close.

the second term to an
SEPTEMBER:

Confirmation was the highlight of this first week.
OCTOBER:

The Missions profited from the Fete.

Groans {rom the Junior and Leaving candidates,
for the French Orals were upon us. “Mais non.”

“Mais out.” “je ne sais pas!” filled the air.
DecEMIBER:

Max Bommer and Dinny Puails gave a breath-
taking exhibition of tennis. We were also honoured
by a visit from the Indian Davis Cup plavers who
further stimulated tennis enthusiasts.

The pavents were delighted with the display of
talent and art at cur “At Home™ on the last Sunday
of the school vear.

Loreto Dav was wonderful, as usual. A movie
in the afternoon and a concert erammed full of fun
in the cvening.

The Parents” Association sponsored a School
Mission Dance. The Myola Hall was packed with
langhing faces. catchy music and gay frocks.
FEBRUARY :

Back to school! Patricia McHenrvy, the expected
Head. Pat represented the school at the Women's
Reception to welcome the Queen. Lncky Pat!!

Jocelyn Dunphy (Sister M. Annunciata) came
10 say good-bve before entering the Novitiate at
Mary’s Mount.

The lovely sunken garden in the University was
the setting for “Antigone.,” and among the audience
were our lcavings and Sub-Leavings,

LORETO

Magrci:

The election of Prefects made Margaret Troy.
Yvonne Dymond, Leonie Peterson, Sarah Curran,

Elizabeth Handley, Helen Webster and Marcia
Dwyer the elite of the school.

On St. Patrick’s Day the hoarders went to
Rockingham in two buses. Swimming, sun-

burn and refreshiments were the order of the dav.
Happy, tanned faces bore witness 1o a well-spent
outing.

APRIL:

“Osborne”™ m gay flags and bunting witnessed
the many passings of Her Majesty between Perth and
Fremantle. Of course, we saw the Duke too!

May:

May Day was a unique event this year. A pro-
cession was held through the grounds with parents
and friends participating. Father McCarthy, O.M.L.
delivered a moving address on Our Lady. and we
all felt the honour of being children of the Institute
of the Blessed Virgin Mary.

Osborne.

Y.C.S. NOTES

Y.C.5. Week, 1953, brought out much talent
in the school., The Debating Group snpplicd
an interesting debate on “Spare the rod and spoil
the child.” Handwork was well to the fore in the
Missions Group Display.

Early in December, the leaders from all schools
met at the Convent of Mercy, Vietoria Square, for a
Conference. The day hegan with a Dialogue Mass
and ended with a beantifully sung Benediction. Dr.
(¥Sullivan gave interesting discourse: on faith, love
of Our Lord. the work of a leader. A leader from
Santa Maria, Attadale, gave us the benefit of her
extra knowledge obtained at the January Summer
School. We are grateful to the Community of
Victoria Square for their kindness and hospitality.

Loreto, Claremont, was represented at this year’s
Summer School in Melbourne, by Patricia McHenry
and Margaret Walsh. On their return we held a
nmeeting here for all W.A. leaders; and leaders who
had been at the Summier School attempted to pass
on all the knowledge gained.

The highlight of last term was the meeling
fcaturing a Fashion Parade conducted by the leaders.
We are sure that the clothes displaved had an
enlightening effect on the audicnee, who appreciated
that one can he modest and still be in the fashion.

We think that in our Y.C.S. work a definite
stecp forward has been made. We are gradunally
learning how to increase our influence as leaders by
dcepening our own spiritual life; and this has had
an added effect on our activity groups.

PATRICIA McHENRY (Leaving Class).
MARGARET WALSH (Sub-Leaving).
Claremont.


















INTERMEDIATE CLASS

DENISE ARRAND
SUSAN BALDING
HELEN BALL
PATRICIA BARLOW
MARGARET BARRLETT
TONI BARRETT
LORETTA BECKETT
FRANCES BURKE
VIRGINIA BURNS
BIDDY BYRON
VIRGINIA RRADIEY
JAN CASEY

JA(()I ELINE COLLET

COLLINS

!A\I COMRIE TITOMSON
GERALDINE CRAMPTON
LYNETTE CRONIN
ANNE CROWILEY
JEXNIFER CUNNINGHANM
MARIETTE DWYVYER
SUSAN EATHER
ROBYN FLEETING
JOAXN FORD

JUDY FRASER

CAROI, HULLS
ELLIZARETH KEANFE
CAROLYXN KFEILI.Y
YVONNE LAMERAXND
FAY LIVERMORE

GAl McEVOY

PATRICTA McGRATH
MAUREEN McCAFFREY
MARGARET MONAHAN
JUDITIT MURRAY

KAY XNEVILI.
MARY-ANNE O'GORMAN
LOUISE PETERSEN
ANN PULLFEN

JAN PURCELT,
PATRICIA ROCHT,

JIT.I. RYAN

JILI, SHAW

JEXNIFER SIMPSON
GATLL STEWART

MARY SULLIVAN

SECOND YEAR CLASS

ANNE-MARIE BAKEWELL
SUSAN BEESTON
SALLY BELLAIR
JUDITH BERGIN
MARGARET BOXND
BARBARA BRAY
MARGARET CAVANAGH
MARGARET COLLINGRIDGE
CAROLYN CUDMORE
PENLLOPE COOK
MARGARET DIVER
LANEKE DUSSELDORPDP
MAUREEN FGAN-LER
GERALDINE TFERGUSON
VERONA GREENAWAYV
KAY HARRISOXN
MARCIA TIEATHCOTE
AMANDA HELLMRICII
GATI, HOCKEY
DEIRDRE HOTLAHANXN
PHILIPPA KFET LY
SUSAN LARKIN
ROSEAMARY LEACH
ROBYN LUND
CAROLYN MORRIS
FAITH MULLER
SUZANNE MAGXNEY
BERYIL. McENCROE
HELEN McGOWAN
BEVERLEY TOWER
EVELYN PURCELL
DENISE REGAY
EI.TZABETH SHIEL
PATRICIA SKEHAN

LORETO

LORETO CONVENT, KIRRIBILLI!

MADELEINE STRANGMAN
ANME STURBS

LANFTTE SULLIVAN
MARIE-LOUISE WALES

FIRST YEAR CLASS

BARBARA BALN
JANET BALDING
ROSLYN

MARGOT
LEONORE
CLARE

BROWN
BRYAXNT
SUE BURKE

ROBYN CASEY

SUE CHADWICK
SUZANNE CLAPIN
MAUREEN CLARK
BRIGITTE COLLET
MARY DONNELLY
ANNE FITZGERAILD
MARIE FITZPATRICK
JUDY HAMILTON
TRESSJE HENDRIKS
JULIETTE HENRY
ANNETTE HOCKLEY
GAT TIOGAN

ANNE MARIE JOHNSTONE
JUDY KING

NOELA MADDEN

ANNE MARSHAILL
ANNE McDERMOTT
PATRICIA MORATH
MARGARET (O’DONNTILI,
JUNE O'CORMAN
MARGARET PERROTTET
GABRIELLE PIROILA
RPARBARA POWER
MARY PRENDERGAST
HELEN RITCITARD
MARY RITCHARD
DIANA ROCHE

JILL RUTHVEN
VIVIENNT SARKS
JACOUELTINE SEAGOTR
PATRICIA SHERWOOD
ANNIE STAYNER

KAYT TATE
MARGARET

FORM 1

JILL, ALDIS

KAY BARLOW
ROSALIND BATEMAYX
CHRISTINE BURKE
JULIE BYRNE
CATHHERINE DAVIDSON
LYNETTE DUNCAN
MARGARET DURACK
PATRICIA EARNGEY
JULTA TTARDIMAN
PAMELA HARDYMAN
CELTA TAYES

RODBYN IIENRY
SUSAN TIVDE
MARGARET TLAWS
ANNTE, MAREE MADDEN
DIENISE McCATFFREY
JEANETTE McCOLI,
MAUREEN MOONIEY
DANIELLE O'BRIEN
PAULINE PRENDERGAST
TENNIFER ROWLEY
MARILYN SCHOTFIELD
JAN TOOTII.
MARGARET WAILSH
I.LESLLIE WANGMAN
ANNE  WILLTAMS

ELEMENTARY
CATHERINT  ALLEN
SUSAN ARMSTRONG
ELIZABETH BARTLETT

TRACY

BEATRICE BAT
DILERDRIL
MARCELLE CLARKE
INTLARY CRAMPTON
GENEVIEVE DEMEULE-
MEESTER
ANNE MARIE DWYER
PRUDENCE FLYNN
MARGARET HONNER
CHRISTINE INGLIS
ASTRID KELLY
ANNE LOUGHILAND
HELEN LOWERY
ANNE LEONTTARD
HIELEN MAGUIRE
THERI MeCAFFREY
DOROTEH IS McCLERRY
VICKY McENOY
GERALDINE McGRATH
BARBARA DE MEUR
MAUREEN O'ITANLON
TOSEPHINIE (O’HANLON
MOYA O'MARA
ANNE PELLEGRINO
MARGARET POWER
LOUISE REGAN
PATRICIA RETLLY
ANPOINETTE ROLTE
PHILOMENA PAPALLO
MAURLE SCOTT
ELIZAB 1 SULLIVAN
ANDREFE TIERNAN
BETTY AWALSH
VARGARET WARI
ROSALT LI WATTEL
MAUREEN GARGAXN
1 OUISE CLAPIN
JULTANYNIE O'NEILIL
KERRY WILSOXN

CLASS FOUR
SUSAN BLEVER
NOELINE BYRNE
HELEN DIVEFR

MAN
BURKI

. DONNELLY
SANNE DURANT
ATHERINE FHRENBURG
GABRIELLE HICKEY
DENISE JOHNSTONIL
PATRICIA T.EONARD
CAROLYN MAGNEY
MAUREREN MceGINTY
DIANA McMILLAN
PATRICIA O'BRIEN
VIRGINTA SARKS
PATRICTA SIDAWAY
ELIZABETIHT SIMPSON
KATHRYN TRACY
CLASS THREE
ELIZABETIT BUCKLEY
CATHERINE CAHILIL
CLOVER COLILIXNS
MARIANNE COURTIENAY
CHRISTINE FERGUSON
CHRISTINTE FLYXNN
GAT TIRLLMRICH
DIANA ITEWITSON

PENELOPE ITOLMES
MARGARET MARY KIDMAXN
SYBIL LAWS

ELIZARETH JMATTITEWS
MARGARET O'RETILLY
MARGARET OWENS
CECTLE SCOTT
PATRICIA SCOTT-YOUNG
FLIZABETH SITAAW
RELIZABETII SKIPPEN
CHRISTINE STRONG
GAILLL SUTHERLAND
JUDITH TITOMSON
JOSEPHINLE WALSH
MARY WILTIS

CLASS TWO

MARGARET ALLEN
GRAZIELLLA AMERIO
PATRICIA BUCKLEY
SALLY CALLEN
THERESE CLARKE
CATHLEEN COLILINS
JUDY DWYER
SUSAN FEATHERSTONFE
NANCYE HARPER
MARGARET HAWKS
PATRTICIA LEONHARD
NONIE LOUGHLAND
DIANNE MAGUIRE
CHRISTINE McCLEERY
ANNE MARIE McLUCKIE
MORNA NANCARROW
DENISE PLASTO
SANDRA STOKES
TONT ANN COMRIE
THOMSON
GERALDINE TRACY
FRANCES TULLY
MEILANA HICKEY
JOHXN CAHILI.
RICHARD CARTER
MARK CRADDOCK
RICHARD CRAMPTON
JOHN FLYXNN
NICHOILLAS GREINER
TITOMAS MITCIIELL
JOHXN O'DOXNNELL

CLASS ONE

MARGANN BUCKLEY
MARY BURKE
MARIA DE FINA
CLARA DUFFIELD
ALICE HOLDEN
BELINDA HOLMES
MARILYN JOXNES
JULTE MERKEL
TONI PAILMER
ELIZABETH TPIERPOINT
ROBERTA TLASTO
MAUREEN PURCELL
FRANCES SIDAWAY
RRENDA SCOTT
SUZANNE SKIPPEXN
KAREN DUSSELDORP
THOMAS BATEMAN
THOMAS BATHURST
BILLY BYLE

PETER CAHILI,
CHRISTOPHER GUNSOXN
JOHN KENNEDV
RICITARD LOPES
RRUCE McLUCKIE
PAUL SUTHERLAND

INFANTS

JANE BLEYER
ALISON COURTENAY
CHRISTINE DUSSELDORP
MARGARET HARDIMAN
CYNTHIA HOLMES
PHILOMENA HORAXN
MARGARKET FLYNN
COLLEEN McDONOUGH
TERESA O'REILLY
SYLVIA PETTER

HELEN SIDAWAY

KAY TRAYNOR

ACHILLE AMERIO
CHRISTOPHER BALL
MICHAEL BARLOW
ROBERT EHRENBURG
PETER LEONARD
FRANCIS ITOARE
GEORGE PARMENTIER

SMOKE-O

Baby Boarder
school on Sunday
had anvthing to eat.

(bush-hred)
afternoon: “It's
Have vou had Smoke-O vet?”

rt‘turning late to
ages since I've

DEAD TIRED
Question: Who are the martyrs?

Answer:

The nurses who nurse at the Mater.
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AUSTRALIAN BOOK IN FLORENCE:

I had to go to Florence lately, on business.
While there I stayed at the English Convent (Poor

Servants of the Mother of God).

They had just read

“Love is a Light Burden” and liked it very much.

— M. LB.V.M.

Via Nomentana, Rome.
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This Australia

THE BELLS OF ST. MARY’S

The air is abloom with the roses of morning,
Faint shadows fade 1with the coming of day,
And the bells of St. Mary’s are calling, are calling.
The sweet bells are calling the people to pray.
O come all you people, arise: it is morning!
The sweet bells are calling: c¢hase slumber awcay!

How the mind takes one back to old times, other
places!

The bells of old Shandon ring over the Lea:
And the bells of St. Peter’'s are singing, are singing,
They sing to the beautiful Star of the Sea.

Now the bells of St. Mary's —- O hearken, O hasten,

You lovers of God. wherever you be!

Look out of the window! O look how the people
Block the packed pavements, the choked
roadways jam!
From city and suburb they flock to St. Mary’s
On foot and by bus. by car and by tram.

G hasten, you faithful, to crown the blest morning!
It is love that is calling: O haste to the Lamb!

Come to Mass, come to Mass, come to Mass they
are calling —
The bells in wild jangle caress and collide.
The candles are lit, the slow organ notes falling,
The high altar decked and the doors open wide.
O come to God’s Mystery, you people, you people,
To the triumph of Christ, in the joy of the
Bride!

The bells of St. Mary's are calling, are calling,

The siceet bells are calling the faithful to pray.
From city and suburb the people are pouring

To welcome and worship the Lord of the Day.
O come, dll you people, awake: it is morning!

O come, chase the shadows of sorrow away!

Sydney. — LYND NATHAN.

LIFE AT ALICE

"Tis but a journey of one thousand miles which
leads to home — “The Alice.”

Some people scem to gather weird ideas of our
township, but you have to spend a few years there
hefore you can form an opinion of this rapidly
growing town in the centre of Australia.

This part of Australia is very often referred to
as the “Never-Never”. whether it be because those
who go there “Never-Never™ want to leave, orv
whether it is before this they had “Never-Never”
met such fine people as the Territorians. This how-
ever is left for the visitor to decide for himself,

Both the growth in population, and the
cxpansion in size of the town is most surprising to
the many tourists who travel to the “Suuny North™
in Winter. Many find the Territory such an interest-
ing place that they make this an annual visit. The
situation of the town, the heautiful colourings of the
hills, and the natural rock-formations, are among
the most noted in the world, not forgetting the
natural gaps, and the sandy gum-tree-lined crecks.

In spite of the Todd River (which runs once in
a blue moon) water restrictions are common, just
as one begins to admire his green lawns and
flourishing garden. However. residents at “The
Alice™ have just witnessed the opening of a cement
constructed swinmming pool. Before this, anvone
desiring a swim, had a journey of seven miles to go
to the nearest water-hole, but to most people this
was not a worry; for, you see, tinte means so little
to those in the Territory. Citizens of the Alice often
receive great sympathy from those living in the
South for “being so far away™: but there is never
anything wanting in the Alice,

SPRINGS,
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NORTHERN TERRITORY

There are two schools (a State school and a
Convent) ; a new High School is almost completed.
A good hospital serves the needs of both white
and coloured population. Two picture theatres are
the chief means of entertainment. The theatres,
however, appear to be more popular in Summer
than in Winter. Still. many people well “rugged-
up™ and some carrying hot-water bottles and
up to three and four blankets can still be =een
making their way to the pictures even on the coldest
of nights,

There was a time when the coloured people
kept to themselves; but to-day they play a great
part in evervday life. Some are employed in
difierent homes, others work in government positions,
and many hold high positions about the town. They
also take part in the sporting activitics, and have
teams to compete against the white teams. The
children too, are provided with a good education
by the Missions and reserves which arc especially
set aside for them.

In the Alice everyone knows everyone else’s
business, whether it be private or otherwise. Many
incidents occur in these parts which one would
never find in the city. If it happens to be the day
of the Melbourne Cup, or perhaps the final day of
the Test Cricket, you only have to be in the main
street and can hear all the answers to your queries
by the aid of a loud-speaker which a local shop-
keeper has attached to the outside wall of his shop.

A weekly event to which everyone looks for-
ward in the Alice, is the arrival of the “Ghan™: it
is likely to arrive at any time between 4 o'clock



Saturday afternoon to 4 o'clock the following morn-
ing. Usually, if there is anything of importance on
in the town, it is only about an hour late; otherwise,
one can never tell at what hour it might arrive,

For children in the Alice, as for children all
over the world, Christmas Eve is a great day, but
somehow in the Alice the excitement is heightened.
In most places “Santa™ arrives in a streamlined car,
or perhaps in an aeroplane, but in Alice he is
welconied into the midst of the cheering crowds
seated high upon a “glamorous” camel. So you sce
not cveryone is so fortunate as to experience cvents
which take place in the Alice.

So far we have not considered those
people who greatly assisted in the early
development of the Territory — the pastoralists.
Though nowadays they have not to put up with so
much discomfort as of old, they still have to put
up with a great deal during the “trucking-scason”,
which extends from January to August. The truck-
ing of* each pastoralist is preceded by months of
anxiety and worry. The musters take all the station
hands away from the station, consequently the
station-owner worrics whether cverything will go
right with “the wife and kids” at home. The droving
is a family affair. FEverybody sets out from the
station about a fortnight before the trucking day.
The women of the station drive the truck with pro-
visions for the fortnight to the first camp which is
about eight miles from the station. as the cattle can-
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not be driven further than that cach dayv. At night
there is not a word spoken in the camp for fear of
stampedes.  Men take their turns on watch aronnd
the mob all night.

The black boys like this job because of the
singing required to keep the cattle gmiet. Usually
one hears the strains of an ancient tribal song passed
down through the age-.

Around the camp-fire the next watch sit and
sing “hill-billies”, a strange contrast to the tribal
songs which played such a prominent part in the
ancient rituals,

At last after davs of hard work, the trueking
vards are reached. The cattle are varded into one
big paddock. After this the “fats™ are put into one
yard and the “stores” in another. The “fats™ and
“stores” are terms for the cattle in excellent con-
dition and good condition. The trueking takes about
a day for 300 cattle. Just as the sun begins to set
behind the colourful ranges, the train pulls out of
the vard with all the pastoralists” hopes within it.

So whether one is fond of the social life of the
town, or the “rough and ready™ life of the out-back,
he will find the life to suit him in the Alice.

MARILYN PARER, BEVERLEY TURNER.
(Intermediate.)
Marryatville.

[*Surely “by” would have been a more accurate
word, closely though the pastoralists like 1o be identi-
ficd with their herds.—Ed.]

ROCKHAMPTON UNDER FLOOD

This year when the February rains hegan to
fall on Rockhampton — a town situated on the
Tropic of Capricorn, nobody felt the least bit
alarmed. This would be just like any other year,
and rain was so badly needed by the farming and
grazing districts outside the town. No thought of
flood crossed our minds, when a strong wind blew
over the mountains, bringing heavy rain.

As it continued to rain for several days, we all
agreed that we had cnough water to last until the
following February downpour. But still there was
no sign of the rain ccasing. Water holes and creeks
began to fill steadily, until they had reached the
height of previous years. The grass had already
begun to change colour. from brown to green.

Meanwhile, further north where heavy rain had
fallen too, the tributaries of our river, the Fitzroy,
were rising. Soon we heard over the radio that the
Fitzroy itself would continue to rise indefinitely, as
it was being filled by its tributaries. People in low
Iving areas began to worry about their homes, and
some were wise enough to go to higher ground with
their belongings. Others remained, hoping that the
Fitzroy would subside,

The Fitzroy now beeame a raging torrent,
carrying down trees and logs and rubble in its
course,  The ecrecks along  the river filled
up, and began to cover low lving suburbs.

Those who had remained in their homes here.
could only go out by bhoat, or remain there,
and have food delivered by dinghy. Supplies were
hard to obtain, as neither train nor transport could
pass through from North or South.

The people of Rockhampton began to gather on
the river bank, and watch the water swirl past, on
its way to the sea, fortv miles away. Near the bank
where the current was a little less foreeful, blaek
and white boys dived from the railings of the old
bridge into the water, and were earried downstream,
until they could fight their way to the bank.

Buses had to stop running, as the water over the
roads was over five fect deep in many places. Men
going to work on bieveles pushed through water
up to theiv waists. The only ones who enjoyed the
flood were the children, ax they could not go to
school, and there was alwayvs plenty of water in
which they could swim, if allowed.

We were all relieved when we heard that the
Fitzroy had ceased rising. Still it was many days
before the water went down, and the swampy area:
could he inhabited again. Much had been destrove:d
in these arcas, and it will take months to restore
cverything to normal. This is the worst flood in the
history of Rockhampton, a city in which flooding
is not an unusual event.

PATRICIA McPHERSON (18 Years).
Brisbane.
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THE SNOWY RIVER HYDRO-ELECTRIC SCHEME

TRAVELLERS' TALES:

1. In March, 1953. we made our home in
Cooma, N.S.W., and very soon found friends, one
family of whom. at the end of the first week.
invited us for a drive up to the Regions. This is
the local name given to the area in the mountains
where construction work for the great Snmowy River
Scheme is bheing carried out. The exeeutive body
in charge of the colossal indertaking is known as
the Snowy Mountains Hydro-clectric Authority, lts
headguarters are at Cooma.

We set out on our drive on a morning in early
Autumn — vou ecould even have called it, late
Summer. The first town of interest was Jindabyne.
about thirty miles from Cooma. Being surrounded
by mountain ranges. the valley here is ideal for the
building of a dam (pendage in technical terms) for
which one wall has almost been made by Nature
by the narrow neeck at one end where the Snowy
passes through. That whole countryside will soon
be flooded with water, as an enormous reservoir
will oceupy the area where houses and farms new
stand.®  As we looked at the little stone Chureh on
a hill. we found it hard to realise that in a few
vears the water will be twenty fecet above its spire.
The big reservoir will hold five times as muceh
water as Svdney Harbour.

After we left Jindabyvne we bhegan c¢limbing
into the heavily timbered mountains of the Aus-
tralian Alps. After about an hour we reached the
first camp in the area, Island Bend. This camp iz
the first settlement on the new rvoad, built by the
Snowy Mountains  Authority S.MLAL the
Authority as it is briefly ealled. It is a fine road
built to take a truek carrying a load of one hundred
and twenty tons. The next settlement is Munyang,
where a great power-house is being built. Situated
on the Snowy it is surrounded by very steep moun-
tains, covered with timber. The road is built on the
edge of spurs of these mountains, and must have
been very diffieult to make. The power for the
new power-house will he generated by water carried
to it in a tummel whieh begins at a dam higher up
at Guthega.* We drove on to Guthega where another
dam was being built. And at every dam there is to
be a power house. Here again. the reservoir. the
tunnel, the great pipes and the magnitude of the
whole work gave an almost overpowering effect. All
around us towered the mountains, small brownish
patches of snow still clinging near the tops. although
the weather was quite hot. 1 had a feeling of being
very small indeed.

or

After we had clambered ahout and scen most
of the work being done around the site. we got
into the car and set off for home. However, just
as we left the new road and joined the old Koxciusko
road we came to the turn-ofl which leads to the
highest point in Australia. Here, to our delight.
* See pictures on page 39.
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onr host trned the car and headed for the summit
fifteen miles away. Along this fifteen miles there
are a number of smaller works connected with the
S.MAL in addition to the sights well known to every
Kosciusko visitor. The telegraph lines run along the
ground. as overhead poles break under the weight of
snmow. The land is not as steep along this road as
ficlds used for ski-ing streteh out on eaclu side.

As we neared the summit of the mountain, the
road narrowed and precipices abounded. From the
top the view was breath-taking. The great moun-
tains all around were turning blue, for it was late
in the afternoon and a light mist shrouded them.
The last rays of the sun streamed from a western
skv. brilliant with orange and rosy colours. The
chill in the evening air added to our feclings of
cxhilaration. But we could not linger: we had to
face a long road home. and one likes to do those
miles in davlight. But what a wonderful experience!

ROSEMARY FLYNN,
(Past Pupil, Kirribilli)

2. Cooma® Railway Station on a Monday morn-
ing! The train- -the Koseiusko Mail—from Svdney
has just arrived, and hundreds of people are pouring
on to the platform ir what secems an endless stream,
Foreign langnages eriss-cross in loud, excited tones.
These are workmen emploved on the Snowyv River
hvdrs-eleetrie scheme. and they have been to Sydney
for the week-end. Judging by their faces and tone.
most of them are from Europe, though. of course,
the bulk mnst be Australian. Chief among the
Europeans are Norwegians, ltalians and Duteh: in
most casex working as a unit for contractors from
their respective conntries.™*

Among the passengers 1o Cooma was a Sydney
journalist sent by his paper to report on the Snowy
River projeet. Jostled about by this one and that,
he felt that toughness would be the quality most
needed when dealing with anvone in this colossal
undertaking. He had at last edged his way to the
ticket barrier. when a  businesslike voice at  his
shoulder “presumed it was Mr. Livingstone”, and,
being on the right track, the speaker introduced
himself as the private seeretary of Mr. Hudson, the
Commissioner of the Authority. The two Aunstralians
went ont together to the station parking area, after
the secretary had given the journalist an invitation
to have breakfast with the Commissioner.  An
Authority car was waiting for them, and the two
men were soon driving through Cooma to the Com-
missioner’s home two miles from the Station. Mr.
Hudson is a cheerful. home-loving man, displaying
little of the burden he earries as the chief executive
of one of the biggest concerns in the world to-dayv.
After a hearty Dbreakfast and friendly talk, an
Authority car was ordered, and shortly after 9.30 the
journalist with one of the Commissioner’s siaff, was
oflf on one of the most pleasant trips of his career.

There was little 1o see in connection with the
Snowy Scheme until they reached Jindabyne where









THE ERA OF EUREKA

It is interesting to recall events on the gold-
ficlds towards the end of 1854 which culminated in
the Eureka Stockade. Did the miners think Governor
Hotham would redress their wrongs when they
welcomed him so heartily in September? Big Larry,
the Irishman with Raleigh-like politeness, not only
assidhuously planked muddy for the
Governor’s wife, but sometimes carried her over
portions of the ground and cleared the way for
visitors. But the collecting of the licences was
tightened up and occurred more frequently. Thirty
shillings a month. if vou were not successful. was
a heavy burden,

over SPO‘S

An Italian miner who lcarnt English at the
College of Propaganda, Rome. describes the collect-
ing of licences: “I, Carboni Rafaello da Roma, had
my rattling “Jenny Lind® (the eradle) at a water
hole down the Eureka Gully. Must stop my work
to show my licence. ‘All right!” 1 had then to go
a quarter of a mile up the hill 1o my hole. and fetch
the washing stuff. There again — ‘Got your licence?’
‘Al serene governor.” On crossing the holes, up to
the knees in mullock, and loaded like a dromedary.
‘Got vour licence?” was again the cheer-up {rom a
third trooper or trap. Now what answer would you
have given, =ir?”

Manv were the decoys practised to avoid the
treopers collecting licences. One miner tells us that
as he was returning to his tent where his unlicensed
companion was preparing a meal. he saw a genteel
voung lady telling the police that her brother would
answer their enquiries. On the disappearance of'tln‘
police, the newly-acquired sister threw her heels into
the air. cutting most unladylike capers around the
table. deelaring that in future her name would be
not Joe, but Joszephine.

The acquittal of Bentley. the murderer of
James Scobic. by a corrupt magistrate aroused the
miners to mass protestation. Monster meetings were
a feature of the times. Inflammatory speeches led
to » bhonfire of licences, and when the men were
cecthing with indignation another hunting raid for
licences was made.

The miners elected Peter Lalor as Commander-
in-Chief and swore under the “Southern Cross”
Flag to stand truly by each other to fight and defend
their rights and liberties. Their rebellion was not
againsl.\Brilish rule. but against British misru'l(‘.
Thus the Roval Commission was called to inquire
into the state of the goldfields decided, and swept
away the licences and other forms of misrule.

While were
discovered that one of our classmates, Ellison Tafle.
was the great-grand-niece of James Scobie,

THE INTERMEDIATE CLASS.
Dawson Street.

we studving these  events. we
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EL-DORADO

Silent a town in a valley is dreaming.

As it's dreamt in silence these long weary vears;

Through slanting timbers the sun’s ravs are gleaming,

Lonely and eerie the scene now appears.

Here the Ghosts of the vears far distant

Are watching still by this town long dead:

Encireling hills through its streets are sending

Echoes of my steady tread.

Here in the smithy the forge stands idle:

For vears the hellows have ccased to blow:

There's rust on the tools and dust on a bridle.

And miee in the benches below.

Oh watehful Ghosts, shatter this dreaming:

Set throbbing with life this lonely old town:

Bring hack its youth. smiling and gleaming,

Bring back its davs of wealth and renown.
PATRICIA O’CONNOR (15 Years).

Toorak.

THE AUSTRALIAN FLAG

One day during the Roval Visit to Perth. as
I was viewing the beautiful decorations which loyal
subjects had ereeted to greet Her Majesty. my eve
was caught by the Australian Flag. Of course T had
viewed it hundreds of times previously and well
knew the Blue Ensign with a large seven-pointed
white star below the Union Jack and the Southern
Cross - - “four stars of seven points each and one
of five on the flv.” But what else did T know about
the flag of my countrv? Very little, T had to con-
fess: hence on my return home [ made some
enquiries and gained =ome information which to me
at least was very interesting!

Soon after the opening of the first Common-
wealth Parliament it was decided that the Common-
wealth must have a flag. The Melbourne “Herald™
then conducted a world-wide eontest for designs:
the prize money was about £250. Many and varied
were the entries received. The newly designed flags
were displaved in a Melbourne building. In 1901
the Judges selected the design of Ivor Evans, a
Melhourne schoolbov, as the chosen one.

In 1908 a seventh point was added to the large
star to represent Commonwealth Territories.  And
so remains our national flag to-dav.

CECILE DALY SMITH (14 Years).
Nedlands.

NIGHTFALL IN THE BUSH

The kangaroos have disappeared.
The magpie ceases calling:

The sky with golden darts is spread.
Australian night is falling.

The bush is still and silent.
And peaceful i= the mere
Enclosed by gumtrees old and bhent:
Australian night is here.

WENDY WILSON (10 Years).
Portland.

































STANDING WITH RELUCTANT FEET

The red-gold flames crackled and leapt up into
their fascinating “danse macabre.” Their irregular
rise and fall, their weird leaping rhythm, distorting
even the most familiar objects, lent to the scene an
atmosphere of unreality, condncive to reminiscence
and anticipation. But there was something else:
deep down in the smouldering redness of the coals
lurked the haunting spirit of prophecy.

Softened and somewhat blurred by the voices
of the junmiors plaving chequers, the seniors scoring
at table tennis and the insistent drumming of rain
on the roof, the message of the genii, dancing on
their stage of burning embers, drew my gaze and all
my censes, What was their message?

Six more months -— only two more terms for
me — dreamily I recalled the words of the popular
song “But it’s a long, long while from May to
December.” But was it a long, long time? Would
those davs between May and December linger as
long as I should care to hold them or would they
vanish like the flames before my eyes?

“And the days dwindle down”™ — so the song
goes on. Yes and cvery sccond of those days 15 born
and takes itz flight to eternity. “To a precious
few.” I realize suddenly that these days are precious,
that December sits on no far-away horizon, as [ used
to imagine in the Mays of my childhood.
The difference was then that in May we always knew
what December would bring; the long vacation, the
joys of Christmas, the long, lazy davs at the beach
and then return for another school year.

Now, it comes home to me that these years have
come and gone so swiftly and silently that I have
paid no heed to their passing. Those school days
have slipped away and now there is only May to
December, those “few precious days™ which T must
make the most of!

The fire crackles on and the firc demons leap in
their wild danciug; now, however, the spirit of
remembrance appears more clearly, How many
memories [ carry away from me from Loreto: of the
friends I have made, the walks out to Govey® and
the Haunted House; of the games of basketball, the
excitement of staging a play, the gay recreations
around a roaring fire, and of the nights I have
lingered at my window listening to the beating of the
surf, and watching the white moon sail into the
clouds, wondering if I shall ever look upon a scene
more beautiful or more satisfying.

And what of Prophecy? What is his message
from the depths of the red glow? After these last
precious days, what then? And after another twenty
vears, what then?

“Where'er Thou leadest I can safely go,

And in the blest hereafter I shall know
Why, in Thy goodness Thou hast led me so.”
I am not afraid!
NOLA WARD (16 Years).
Portland.

* Government Reserve.
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FLAMES

How kind, how warm the winter fire,

As sparkliing flames rise higher and higher.
The golden flame, the scarlet flame,
Always dancing, never lame.

The hole in the root like a lighted cave,
It’s eerie gold like a tinted wave.

The hiss of the wood when it is green,

Is like a spitting snake unseen.

While out in the cold the wild winds blow,
And rain beging a steady flow.
Pit-a-Pat-a on the roof,

We know the storm is no longer aloof.
Now the flames are smouldering low,

To grey soft ashes they soon will go.

ANNE MCcINERNEY (Grade VII).
Marryatville.

LAND OF SURPRISES

For the people who live in the large cities of
Australia, names like Wittenoom Gorge and the
Hamesley Range, mean nothing more than vemote,
inacecssible  places in  the vague far morith of
Australia. But for those who have seen this north
west country, they mean the true Australian outback:
a sun-baked land., rugged and dryv; a land full of
exciting adventures for those who seek, and find.

One of these surprises awaited me when 1 paid
my first visit to Wittenoom early this year.

Driving across the dry spinifex country with its
hot, glaring, red soil and stunted trees, on the top
of the Hamesley Range, we crossed the deep V-shaped
creeks carved out by the heavy summer rains.
Suddenly we came to Dale’s Gorge.

We descended, «liding, the three hundred feet
to the bottom of the Gorge where we found ourselves
in a different world. A deep creck flowed down the
centre of the Gorge and ended in a great round pool,
Clumps of water-lilies were scattered here and there
on the water. Green ferns grew out of the damp,
cold, rock walls, and hung softly down to the gleam-
ing pool. Far above, in the tall. jungle like trees
overgrown with vines, birds sang; below, the glisten-
ing green water reflected the steep. rugged, red sides
of the Gorge. A waterfall goshed out of the rocks,
and fell gracefully to the pool, agitating the surface.

When we spoke, the hills. as though resentful
of our intrusion into this paradise. threw our voices
angrily back to us, =0 that ahnost every word we
spoke was repeated. Tiny ininiature waterfalls
cascaded over the smmooth, mossy rocks, which were
cut so neatly into steps, that we felt they were made
just especially for us to step on.

This was truly an amazing xight in the dry
north-west of Australia; but it was a surprise typical
of this land of surprises.

JUNE HUNT (Junior Public).
Claremont,
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TREASURES FROM THE SOIL

1. APPLE FESTIVAL

Donnybrook lics 132 miles south west of Perth.
It has hecome the State’s third largest apple growing
district and also the higgest stone fruit district out-
side the mctropolitan area.

The decision to hold the Apple Festival was to
provide a tourist attraction in the south west. It was
the first of its kind to he held in Western Australia.
The Premier opened the Festival at Egan Park,
Donnybrook, on Easter Saturday.

The first two davs werc a success with many
entertainments and novelties: bhut Monday, the final
day, was the main attraction of the Festival. The
Park looked lovely, with the pines in the background,
and its gaily coloured flags.

Log-ehopping, which was carried on all day,
was a popular event, as also were archery and darts.
The procession of the decorated floats was a striking
feature. Bridgetown and Manjimup, two other apple
growing centres, contributed their own floats.
Several floats were artistically decorated with apples.
while othcrs were amusing.

One of the highlights of the whole Festival was
the choice of Queen from the three districts. Several
Perth business firms provided a week’s holiday in
Perth at their expense, for the winner; a free return
air trip to Carnarvon; and also a complete travelling
outfit. Evervone was pleased when it was announced
that Donnybrook’s Queen was the winner. The three
Queens were then paraded avound the grounds on
the winning Bridgetown float. The crowning cere-
mony took place at the Apple Ball in Donnybrook.

GAIL GOLDING (Junior Public).
Claremont.

2. VINTAGE FESTIVAL

The street procession which 1 am going to
descrihe is the climax of events which take place
in the Barossa Valley, S.A., every year. After the
season’s grapes have been picked, the Vintage
Festival to give thanks for the harvest, is held.
Throngs of happy people gather to celebrate the
harvest in the towns of Nuriootpa and Tanunda
which are in the heart of the wine industry.

The town of Nuriootpa is transformned into a
fairyland. Coloured lights are strung in every con-
ceivable place. All traffic is suspended and young
people dance gaily in the streets. Sideshows and
novelties attract many wide-eyed children, while
their parents watch an open-air concert. The smoke
of a barbeeue rises bright in the starry sky. Church
Seivices are held in all the surrounding ehurches.

On the last day of a husy week the procession
is held. Its route lies hetween the towns of Tanunda
and Nuriootpa, a distance of about four miles. Each
winery enters a float, and competition is keen, names
such as Seppelts, Orlando, Yaluinba and many more
striving for first prize. Thousands crane their necks
to catch a glimpse of a huge keg, drawn by horses,
from which realistic-looking wine is pouring, or a
queen scated on her throne, surrounded by small
attendants. A castle on wheels comes slowly by,
followed by a scene of a hundred vears’ progress in
a winery. Bare-footed pirates swing by; they will
pull that artistically arranged load of grapes four
miles in the hot sun! On and on the procession
rolls, a symbol of thanksgiving for a successful

OUR DRAMATIC CLUB

Our Dramatic Club was inaugurated about a
fortnight after we came back to school this year.
As you may imagine we were all enthusiastic about
the thought of acting in a real play.

At the first meeting there was a play reading
of ccenes from “Alice in Wonderland,” after which
ten of us were selected to take part in these scenes
for St. Patrick’s night. The two scenes were “The
Mad Tea Party”™ and ~“The Queen’s Garden.”

From that time on all our “free™ time was spent
in rehearsing the play. | humbly confess that T was
chosen for the role of Mad Hatter, and (so I am
told) not solely for my acting ability either! The
Mad Tea Party was the maddest possible and the
other scene was also a great success. One incident
occurred to liven up this part of the performance:
One gardener in an excess of terror at the sight of
the Queen threw his paint-brush  down to the
audience where it came to rest at the feet of Mother
Superior!

Some of the Seniors are now learning their
parts for a performance of A. A. Milne's “The Ugly
Duckling” and we snspect the middle school group
of preparing a play reading.

PN

e

vintage. MERYDITH SYKES (Intermediate).
Marryatville.

There 1= no doubt that a Dramatie Club
brightens up school days. There is an cternal

fascination in heing somebody else for even a
thort time. 1t delighted our hearts to see one voung
lady of nine years solemnly acting the part of “a
gentleman  agnostic™  during  a Marian  Hour.
But this is not the only tvpe of entertainment the
Club affords! On Thursday nights one memhber —
an euthusiastic day-scholar is invariably locked out:
vet she always walks in on time! How do you
do it. Wendy? MAUREEN DREW (14 Years).
Portland.

{Continued from page 51)

fallen — still majestic, the giant gum, about four
feet in diameter — blocking the paths to the ereck.
However, other tracks were mnoticeable. The heath
was blooming. and the ferns spread a green carpet.
The mistletoe lent a romantic touch to the scenec.
Gaily coloured tree-climbing birds were on the trees:
robins and finches flittering about and following me,
by hopping along the fence, as I rode back to tell

Dad that all was well. \NNE pARCY (16 Years).

Toorak.



THE HOLY MOUNTAIN
CZECHOSLOVAKIA

When our house in Hamburg was burnt down
during the war, myv mother and 1 went to live with
my grandparents in Pribrim, Czechoslovakia, near
the famous Holy Mountain. It is very high, and on
the summniit is built a large Church and a Monastery
for the Redemptorist Fathers. The whole heautiful
building i= dedicated to Onr Lady.

IN

Six hundred vears ago a peasant ploughed up
a finely carved wooden statue of Our Lady. He took
it home, but the next day it appeared again in the
field. This happened three times, until finally the
farnter consulted the Parish Priest, who came to the
conclurion that Our Lady wanted a Chapel buih
there. The Chapel was erceted, and since then it
has been enlarged until now it is a great building.

Every vear liundreds of processions make their
way to this Church. On the first day of May there
is a Coronation of the heautiful statue. Thousands
attend on this dav. Tt is a colourful sight, when
the villagers from Moravia, Slovakia and other
countries get together in their gaily embroidered
National costumes.

There are special trains from all parts of
Czechoslovakia, from early Spring till late Autumn,
but some pilgrims prefer to go on foot. They usually
carry a large statue of Our Lady, and recite Rosaries
and sing hymns on the wav. Many of them walk
for five or rix whole days.

Beride the road up the side of the Mountain
there i+ a long, sheltered staircase. The steps form
a Rosary: ten steps for the Aves. then one for the
Our Father. When vyou finish saving the Rosary
vou are just at the side of the main altar. Some
invalids cannot -ay the whole Rosary at once; so
they mark the steps where they left off with a
chalk mark. and finish the unext day.

In Winter no pilgrims comie, but there is daily
Mass and Benediction. When the doors of the
Church are open, even those outside can see the
priest. There is a big square in front of the Church,
built to accommodate ten thousand people, and
evervone can see the whole altar.

In the cvening, there is a procession, and every-
one has a lighted candle. The Lourdes hymn is
sung, and at each Ave the ecandles are lifted high.
Our lounge window overlooked the Mount and
many a time my wother caught me creeping out
of bed to look. The wind brought an occasional
snatch of song, and the candles glimmered among
the trees. [ was only seven at the time, but can
recall it as if it were only vesterday:

LIDA HANZLICEK (Form III).

Claremont.
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HOLLAND

The climate in Holland is very different from
here. In winter there is snow and ice and the
children skate on the ponds and eanals which are
frozen. Because of the frost, the grass dies and the
cattle are kept in stables and fed on hay and straw.
But in Spring, when the climate is lovely and fresh.
vou will see tulips everywhere. Theyv look beautiful.

Some people think that in Holland evervbody
wears old-fashioned clothes. But vou only sce them
in Volendam and Marken, two fishery-places,

Something which is commonly known all over
the world is a Dutch windmill. Many people believe
that a windmill is used only for drawing water away,
but that is not alwavs so. A real windmill is used
to crush grain into flour. That kind of windmill is
driven by wind, as you may know. However, there
arc not many of those windmills left in Holland
becanse most of them are driven by electricity.

The houses are all made of brick. This is to keep
out the cold in winter and keeps the house cool in
summer. It can be up to 85 degrees in Holland and
then the sehools are closed hecause the pupils cannot
work in that weather. Nearly all of the houses are
two storeys high.

Everyone in Holland has a bieyele because a car
eosts too much, the distances are short and the road-
are flat. Every person rides a bicyele, even important
people like the Queen and her ministers, priests and
even nuns!

MARIA SAVENLIJE

Dawson Street.

(12 years).

STANLEY PARK. CANADA

One of the mo.t heautiful Parks 1 have ever
seen is Stanley Park in Vancouver. It was about
four miles awav from where we were living and one
day Munmny decided to take us there for a picnic.

We went by bns and on arrival started to explore.
The trees were alive with little tame squirrels who
were {riendly enough to take ice-eream cornets from
our hands. There were lovely birds of many kinds,
and we were fascinated by the elegant peacocks with
their many-coloured fan-shaped tails.

The lovely Park is sheltered by giant Douglas
Firs and Redwood trees, many of which are three
hundred feet high. When one looks up at them they
resemble the nave of a Church, and because of this.
one of the walks in the Park is called Cathedral
Avenue.

I am :ure if vou have visited Stanley Park vou
will agree with me that it has a beauty which vou
will never forget.

ISOBEL BRIGGS (12 Years).
Nedlands.
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SOUTH-WEST GIANTS

Many Australians are familiar with the Gum,
the Wattle, the Ti-Tree, but few people have seen
the mighty Karri trees growing in the forests of the
south-west. These forests extend over large areas
and form some of the wonder lands of Australia.

One of the experiences which I have enjoyed
nost in my life was watehing the felling process in
the south-west country.

These Karri trees eannot be taken unless they
are between 250-300 feet high to the first branch,
and 100 feet in circumfercnce. The fellers® start by
chopping out a scarfe in the leaning side of the
tree, and then, with a man on each side, the cut is
continued with a “cross-cut” saw. When this cut
reaches within a few inches from the other side,
they draw the saw out, and a loud, echoing, and
rather frightening cry of “Tim-ber” is heard. The
tree falls with a terrific crash, taking cverything
with it in its path.

The next tack is to saw the tree in even lengths
with a “circular-saw.” Each length is then dragged
broadside by bulldozers with much difficulty. As
it goes, it clears a path for itself, knocking every-
thing out of the way and crushing the undergrowth.
In this way the logs are pulled to a “landing” where
they are rolled on to a train called a “rake.” When
all the trucks are loaded, the logs are taken to the
mill some 20-30 miles away. This process happens
hundreds of times a day.

GILLIAN EVANS (Sub-Junior Class).
Claremont.

[*An illiterate imp whispers to the Editor: “All jolly
good fellers, I suppose?”}

GOOD FRIDAY AT BINDOON, W.A.

This year Good Friday was a very beautiful day
and we all had been invited to go to Bindoon Boys’
Town to attend the Stations of the Cross.

We started our trip about 10 a.m. and a little
before half past tiwo we turned off the main road
at the gates of Bindoon. It was some miles before
we reached Boys’ Town itself. The main buildings
are down in the valley. After parking our car we
joined the crowd of other people, and at 3 o’clock
the bell rang and the boys came out in procession.

The Stations are erected on the slope of a hill.
The Stations are very big — eight feet high. The
people walked reverently from Station to Station, the
boy: singing the Stabat Mater. The huge statue of
Christ the King could he seen at the summit.

After the Stations one of the boys showed us

over the Deautiful dormitories, elass-rooms and
workshops — all mmade of stone and built by the
hoys under the direction of the Brothers.
The little boys went out to the nearby paddocks to
collect stones. Important men who under-
stand buildings have described Bindoon as
“magnificent.”

Our guide was named Anthony and he showed
us the grave of the much loved Brother Keaney
(R.I.P.), who had made Bindoon such a wonderful

place for the orphan boys.

The sun was setting and the statue of Christ the
King was glowing in its rays as we left Bindoon with
Anthony calling to us: “Happy Easter.”

ANNA CHRISTINE HEALY (10 Years).

Nedlands.

From the

[ said: This misery must end:

Shall I that am a man and know
That sky and wind are yet my friend
Sit huddled under any blow?

So speaking left the dismal room

And stept into the mother-night

All filled with racred quickening gloom
Where the few stars burned low and bright.
And darkling on my darkling hill

Heard through the beaches’ sudden hoom
Heroie note of living will

Rung trumpet-clear against the fight

So stood and raised my eyes
Erect. that they might drink of space,
And took the night upon my face,

Editor’s
LINES WRITTEN IN SYDNEY

|
|

Anthology

Till time and trouble fell away,
And all my soul sprang up to feel
As one among the stars that reel

In rhyme on their rejoicing way,
Breaking the elder dark, nor stay,
But speed heyond each trammelling
Till time and sorrow fall away
And night be withered up, and fire
Consume the sickness of desire.

gyre.

CHRIS BRENNAN.
The last lines of Brennan’s poem, *-18977:
The gift of self ix self’s most sacred right:
Only where none hath trod,

Only upon my secret starry height

1 abdicate to God.

O e - 950
























follows, and we feel more relaxed as the pile of
completed papers mounts up.

At 1€.20 aun. the following day, four rather
dubious editors armed with money tins and bundles
of papers distribute a few lundred copies
of “Toorakanrooin™ to wildly elamouring readers.
All class lines are silent at 10.30 as each person walks
up the verandah, her head buried in a closely printed
manuccript. Nuns and Prefects bless the editors, us
they disappear again  with copper-filled tins.
“Toorakanrooin™ has again sold to the last copy.

JUDY HILL, NOEL KELLY, JANET WIMPOLE.

Toorak.

THE PET SHOW

Who would think of bringing a “wrigly™ to a
Pet Show? Sneh a pet, called P.K.. soon found
himself swimming round in a glass jar and being
exhibited to many amused girls instead of enjoving
the murky depths of an old tank. He could easily
have said to the occupant of the next jar: “Dearest
partner in smallness,” for that young gentleman.
arrayed in his shiny, black armour, was an ant. He
got first prize for the smallest pet.

Bird: of every shape, size and colour made a
hard task for the judges. One prize was for the hest
¢inger, but how could any bird find the inspiration
to sing amidst the terrifying meowing of cats and
the incessant barking of about fifty dogs?

Big cats, small cats, pretty cats, fluffly cats. fat
cats and skinny cats! One rensible ecat escaped.
When it was given up for lost its owner said: “0 it
doesn’t matter, we've had him for ten years; anyway,
I've got a little puppy.” *

Have you ever scen a Great Dane and a Fox
Terrier pup standing side by side? To our relief
they were quite regardless of each other’s presence.
The judge must have been blind when he awarded
a Golden Labrador the prize for good behaviour,
for although well trained in some respects, that
animal could not resist the temptation of making a
sally upon cvery dog that came near. A little Pre-
paratory boy had a dog given to him e:pecially for
the great occasion. This six-weeks-old puppy was
dragged around on a lead, attached to a collar
longer than himself. The troubled expression in his
large faithful eyes and the worried frown of his
velvety forehead were indeed pitiful.

Another dog was doomed to endurance that
afrernoon. He was a Cocker Spaniel wearing a pair
of uncomfortable cardboard ~glasses™ (he's short-
sighted, vou know). He won first prize for being
most like his owner, B.D.

Why didn't Paddy Brazil win the prize for the
most popular dog? He visits the Convent every
day and sits outside every Class. In short, he is
everybody's dog. On the great day his mistress was
in bed with the ’flu so he came uninvited and with-
out a lead. Some of the boarders took charge of
him and exacted penny votes for him as popular
dog from as many people as possible. It says much
for his popularity that the “uninvited guest”™ came
second. An English Bulldog won first prize.
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At last came the grand parade. Everyone
reccived a prize and the winners were awarded
special  prizes and ribbons. The highlight
of this precentation was the sodden disappear-
ance of the winning Ant. His owner was
called to receive her prize. but alas! The
bird — I mean the Ant had flown. After a
desperate rearch of the jar. the owner found its
occupant modestly hiding in the hd. By far the
most popular pet, the biggest pet, and the most
useful pet, was a sweet-tempered Shetland Pony. on
whom the tiny-tots were given rides all the afternoon.

As the Pet Show was such a sueccess we hope to
make it an annual entertainment. We are grateful
to Mr. Fitzgerald and the two Joshua girls for their
help in organising it: to the Fathers' Club for the
diflicult task of judging; to Mrs. Oggolesbry and her
assistanis for serving afternoon tea: to Helen Devitt
for running the Popular Dog Competition.

BEVERLEY DOBSON (Leaving).
Marryatville.

*[La donna ¢ mobile.—Ed.]

MUSHROOMS FOR TEA!

Do vou like mushrooms and steak for tea? We
do . .. or I should say we did! Since our endeavours
to supply sufficient mushrooms for tea the other
c¢vening. our enthusiasm has waned.

The choscn morning was dark and cold. Every-
one visibly wilted in the cold and many and varied
werce the excuses for the delays. Suddenly we
remembered that we had forgotten the basket for
our precious mushrooms. We returned and collected
it, picked up my grandparents,” who also wished to
chare the spoils, and away we went towards Northan
and Spencer’s Brook. All the way we tried not to
listen to father’s ejaculations: “We'll not get any
mnushrooms to-day. It’s not the right kind of day.
It’s far too dry.” Nevertheless, arriving at our special
little field in Speneer’s Brook, we all tumbled out
hopefully into the icy wind. At once we found a
little patch of our treasures just near the road. Apart
from that lucky find there were few in the spots
which usually abound in them. We decided to drive
back towards Northam and find a suitable spot for
lunch.

When at long last, tired and utterly weary we
reached home, it needed all the strength of will we
posscssed to preparc to eat mushrooms and steak.

BARBARA ALLEN (15 Years).
Nedlands.
[* Lilliputians?-—Ed. ]

UNABASHED:
Archhishop ix questioning mnatives in a kinder-
garten in Africa. Black tot puts up his hand.
A. Well, my boy, what is the answer?
B. Ahdinno.
A. Then why did vou put up your hand?
B. Ah was stretehing maself.



“A VISIT TO THE COCA-COLA
FACTORY”

By the courtesy of the proprietors of Coca-Cola.
Grade VI was privileged to visit their factory.

The Company provided trausport, and on
arrival at the factory each girl was given a bottle
of icy-cold Coca-Cola. After this we separated into
two partics. Each party was escorted by a guide.

First we were shown over the garage. There
we saw the latest tvpe of vehicle. =0 designed as to
be loaded quickly and ecasilv in about twenty to
twenty-five minutes. It is known as a Puallet Loader.

Then we moved to two tanks which purified the
reservoir water. Added chemical: made the water
quite pnre. and tasteless. The next room was the
Syrup Room where two large stainless steel tanks
contained all the svrnp. Each tank held 990 gallons.

We passed into the main part of the factory
where the first step was the cleaning of the bottles,
This was done by machinery. The bottle: were
placed on a rack and then put row by row, in small
compartments. Here straws left in bottles were
extracted. After that, they passed through jets of
water which went right up inside the bottles and
thoroughly cleansed them. The sterilised bottles
then passed by the watchful eyce of a man who took
out any cracked or broken bottles.

After having seen through the factory, we were
ushered into a room with seats and a screen at one
end. Evervone was given a pencil, and a book about
the origin of Coca-Cola. Then we were shown some
pictures. One was a funny Bud Abbot and Lou
Costello picture. The other one, in technicolour,
was the history of Coca-Cola under the title of
“Refreshments Through the Years.”

Do vou know that Coca-Cola is not touched by
human hands. trom the time the bottles are washed,
till they are packed in crates and come to vou as a
delightful drink?

ANNE KENNARE (Grade VII).
Marryatville.

[Please, Anne. show this to your C—C hosts and
ask them for a full-page advertisement f{for the
magazine. One good turn deserves another!-—Ed.]

THE QUEEN’S DANCE

Thirty-five of us were chosen to participate in
the Senior Dance. one of the items arranged for
the South Australian Display for the Queen and
the Duke of Edinburgh. We felt greatly hononred,
but quiekly realised that this, like all honours, was
not easily gained. Being in the “Qucen’s Dance™
meant, work! The interminable practice soon
began and we eame to dread that certain mmsic
played near a certain stretch of the playvground.

Before we went home for the Christmas holi-
days in 1953 we were cach given two yards of pale
blue or vivid pink material and a sheaf of instruc-
tions as to how the tunics were to be made. We
arrived back to be met with more practiee, this time
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under the combined direction of Miss Slane, our
Eurythmics teacher, and Mrs. Laycock, the official
organiser of our item,

As the Royal Visit approached we plaited and
fringed yards of plastic for our belts and head-
dresses. We had two practices on the Adelaide Oval,
As both of these were held in rainy weather we
soon became adept at making one square yard of
plastic cover several square vards of girl.

At last the great day arrived and as we sat
in our places on the Oval in comparative comfort
and watched 93.000 non-participants squeeze -into
standing space around the Oval, we decided that
our good porition was worth all our practice. The
Royal Car passed directly in front of us.

Evervone was entranced by the “Wattle Dance”,
yellow frocks, and the realistic kookaburras, emus,
cockatoos, kangaroos and other Australian animals
who ran amongst them. Her Majesty was obviously
delighted when the aborigines “speared™ a kangaroo
and “cooked™ it on their realistic camp-fire complete
with smoke. After an excellent gymmastic display
by the boys, came the striking “Hoop Dance.” As
we looked at the perfectly straight lines of multi-
coloured hoops, we wondered how “our™ lines would
show in contrast. And then we were out on the
grass. Finally, all the participants formed the
Royal Standard and Cipher to the accompaniment
of music of the combined school drnm bands, and
then it was over. Once again we cheered enthusias-
tically as the Land Rover circled the Oval and, as
we strained for a last glimpse of the tiny, smiling
figure in blue we realised, with a pang of sorrow
that the Display was over and we were left with
the memories of “the day we danced for the Queen.”

JENNIFER ELLIOTT (Leaving Honours).
Marryatville.

ISLAND ADVENTURE

One day in the Christmas holidays a friend and
I were invited to join an expedition to the
Laurence Rocks. These Rocks cover fifteen acres
and are five miles from the Portland Pier. They are
a wild-life sanctuary, and, recently, some overscas
naturalists visited them. 1t is only possible to land
on the rocks on davs when weather and tide are
just right.

We set ofl at 10 am. for the fishing launch
that was to take us to the rocks, in a party of twelve.

It took us an hour to reach our destination, but
nobody found the time too long. The day being
warm  and sunny, wc could choose bhetween
stretching out on the deck. or sitting up and
dangling our legs in the water. Sometimes the hoat
would lurch after meeting a wave head on. Then
the spray flew in all directions.

A small dinghy was attached to the stern of
the boat and as we ncared the rocks, this took us,
three at a time. to the shore.



From the distance you would never think it
possible to land on the rocks. =0 rugged and for-
bidding do they look. In reality they are not mere
rocks, but two small islands. separated by a narrow
strait. We landed on the larger of the two. After
this came dinner.

Later, we ¢limbed to the top of the rocks. The
only vegetation was pig-weed and a low serubby
bush, but the sight that met our eyes as we gained
the summit made us forget evervthing else. The
reene was one of unforgettable heauty, conjuring up
visions of the island kingdoms of story land.

Stretched far below us were lagoons. rockpools
and caves. The sea was a vivid blue with little
ripples of foamy spray breaking over the rock faces.
In the kelp which surrounded the island. seals were
busily plaving, diving in waud out of the scaweed.
On the far ride of the island were hundreds of
gannets sitting on their nests, in some of which were
flufly babies. The birds did not fly away at our

approach. <o we were able to take exceellent —elose-
ups” of these lovely things.
The whole side and top of the rock was a

labyrinth of penguin nests and we were able to pick
one little fellow up and take hix photo. Every now
and then a large Mother penguin strutted down 1o
the water’s edge for a swim.

The opposite side of the island held out new
wonders our admiring gaze.  Wonderful rock
pools were =et in a long, flar rock ledge which
currounded the island, (For illustration see James’

to

Intermediate Geography  p.751y Some  of  these
pools  were  at least seven feet  deep.  Brightly

coloured rainbow fish. starfish, large red erabs and
crayfish swam in the pools.

At last it was time to leave this marine paradis-e.
As the glowing <ummer sun sank down to the wes
we put oul from the izland. homeward bound!

SALLY LEIGHTON (14 Years).
Portland.

RODEO IN WESTERN QUEENSLAND

With bridles jingling and spirits tinghing. the
wn picking out the metallic rings and bnckles on
he saddles. the horses dance and prance their way
o the Rodeo grounds. Behind them, comes very
lowly a procession of floats. all very gaily decorated.
lepicting the various industries of the distriets,

After much shouting and raising of dust. the
long awaited Rodeo  Dbegins.  Friskv  steers are
moved into the erushes. and. while they are standing
hemmed in hetween two narrow rails. a confident
voung cowboy mounts, The gates swing open. and
the enraged beast begins to kick and buck round the
ring. 1o the accompaniment of  shouts the
tooting of the cars parked about the rails.

At last the beast wins the tussle. and. while the
dismounted cowboy swaggers hack in his faney chaps
and glinting »purs to rejoin his friends. it gallops
about helowing madly.

and
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After the bullock riding. comes the camp dratt-
ing, probably to the spectators, the most interesting
item in a Rodeo. 1t consists in separating one beast
from a mob. and driving it zig-zag fashion through
a number of pegs. The competitor is given a certain
number of minutes, and, to complete the feat, must
have a very intelligent horse,

Buckjumping is usnally the last event as it always
thrills the audience into an expectant silence, a sure
sign of interest. Buckjumping is rather nerve-racking
to wateh: A lone man in a big ring, on the back
of a terrified horse which would willingly stamp him
to death, causes immediate tension which ends only
when the intrepid rider is safe outside the corrak

On the evening of the last day, at a Ball, the
President of the Rodeo Committee enlivens the
company with hospitality dispensed from a huge keg
of beer. Two hours later, attired in their best suits,
the cowboys, falling over their own feet, with bash-
ful looks, receive their cups and prizes. When they
retire very willingly. to the background. the Presi-
dent’s wife announces the belle of the Rodeo Ball.

JANICE GOODWIN (16 Years).
Brisbane.

IN HISTORY
1. SALAMIS

On September 20th, 480 B.C., when the hills of
Salamis were tinged with red and brown: the pines
a vivid green on the shores of Attica, and every-
thing suffused with golden light from the rising sun.
there arose the terrible clangour of a furious battle.
Thousands upon thousands of oars churned up the
blue water: gallevs vammed and sank cach other;
the rowers sereamed as they were erushed by their
breaking oars: and on the galleys, the blades of
Persian and Greek met and clashed and struck.

On the shore, <cated on a golden throne, watch-
ing the battle, was Xerxes, King of the Persians.
He saw his fleet overwhelmed and ronted, and for
the first time knew defeat.

Themistoeles had  proved himsell right.  His
fleet of triremes, similar to the one | have drawn.*
had won the day.

2. TRAFALGAR

When 1 go back to England. the first thing I
am going 1o see iz the “Vietory™ at Plymouth. Surelv
the sight of that noble old ship will bring back
thoughts of that glorious naval battle in England’s
history — Trafalgar. The drama. the heroism, the
death of England’s greatest Admiral, Lord Nelson.
the awful silenee after the battle.

The other day we had a film on St. Pauls
Cathedral in London. It showed Nelson's tomb and
those of other British heroes: but the most glorions
five seconds in the fihn was a briel sight of that
great battle—just the hulls of three or four frigates,
one of them firing at the enemy. It is of this | shall
think when one day 1 shall look upon a ship that
saw that battle — a ship upon whieh Nelson walked.

See page 66.
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Overseas Contributions

MOTHER MARY POYNTZ AND THE LB.V.M. AT AUGSBURG, BAVARIA

The city of Augsburg is mentioned very often
in the tangled intrigues of European history, but
for children and friends of the LB.V.M. it emerges
from its secular tangle as a place of hallowed
memory, for it contains the oldest existing House
of our Institute. Any of our friends travelling in
Bavaria may call at the Convent in the Frauentor-
strasse and be sure of a warm welcome. True, ir
will not be to the imposing pile of buildings that
we see in our picture on page 76, for broken walls
still show the damage done by incendiary bombs in
1944 during the War.* But recent photographs
show new buildings in imposing-looking wings.
There is still enough of the original house left to
show its storied past. Here indeced you enter the
portals of Institute history, for since 1686 the work
of Mary Ward’s nuns has gone forward here without
interruption. The actual foundation was made by
Mother Marv Poyvntz, one of Mary Ward’s first
companions in the great enterprise of establishing,
in the Seventeenth Century, an Institute for the
education of girls, along the lines now so familiar
to us; but at what a cost to Mary and her company!

THE TWO MARYS

As Mother Mary Poyntz lay dying in the Convent
at Augsburg in 1667 (the Community moved into the
present residence about twenty-six years later) her
thoughts must often have lingered on that scene,
nearly sixty vears earlier, when she first met Mary
Ward who had travelled down from London to Iron
Acton in Gloucestershire to visit the Povntz family.
Mary Poyntz was sixteen vears old; Mary Ward was
twenty-four. The vounger girl often told the storv
of how she stood at an upstairs window on a sunny
May morning, watehing her father and Mary Ward
who had arrived the cvening before and was now
walking np and down the lawn with her host. The
girl at the window looked out silently before turning
to those within to say: “See, there she is, through
whose instruetions God will save me!” She then
ran downstairs and out on to the lawn to give the
visitor an affeetionate greeting. Later in the dav
they had a long talk during which Mary Ward con-
fided to the girl her plans for taking a few com-
panions across to St. Omer in Flanders to open a
school for the daughters of the English Catholic
nobility, who were suffering almost intolerably under
the Penal Laws rigorously enforced by the perfidious
Stuart King, James I. Mary Poyntz heard, in the
words of Mary Ward, God’s invitation to leave all
and follow Him.** She made up her mind immedi-
ately to join the tiny group of valiant women who-e
courage and intelligence were about to make history
in the world of education. Within a few months
they were settled at St. Omer. But that was only
the beginning of the saga of the English Ladies.
as people in Europe hegau to eall them (Englischen
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Fraulein in  German-speaking countries; Dame
Inglesi, in ltaly). That drama cannot be rehcarsed
in these meagre pages; so we pass over the vears,
until, back in England in 1645, we again meet Mary
Poyntz, who is about to say her final goodbye to
her homeland.

FROM YORKSHIRE TO PARIS
Mary Povntz had 1o go along the last stage of
her journev in life without the sustaining friend-
ship of her guide and friend, Mother Mary Ward,
who died at Hewarth in Yorkshire on Januarv 30,
1645. For a few vears the little band of nuns, bereft
of their foundress, mantained their small boarding-

school with Mother Mary Povntz as Superior. But
the regime of Cromwell had uew terrors for

Catholies, so she was glad to accept a gift of money
from her coursin, the Marquess of Worcester, enabling
her 1o close the house at Hewarth and travel to
Paris, where she founded a house, thus carrying out
one of the dying wishes of Mary Ward.

(Among the interesting things to be seen to-dav
at the Bar Convent, I.B.V.M., York, is the deed of
gift signerd and secaled with the Worcester coat of
arms.

FROM PARIS TO ROME BY WAY OF MUNICH

In 1653 Mary Povntz was summoned to Rome
where the  Superior-General, Mother Barbara
Bapthorpe. was so ill that rhe had to resign from the
position, after begging her Community o elect a
new Superior-General. The nuns at Munich sent
pleading letters to Mary Povyntz asking her to go to
Rome by wav of Munich. She needed little
persuasion. for the Paradeiser Haus held a special
place in her life since that day how long away
it secmed, now when Mary Ward, in 1627, had
placed her as Superior of the Munich House. When
the nuns erowded around Mary Povntz on her arrival
from Paris. she had many things to tell them, the
most sacred of all reports being her first-hand
account of Mother Mary Ward's death. She told
them every detail, for how could she forget anvthing
of that death-bed scenc? How Mary Ward had been
like a mother to the end, telling them to love their
vocation with a great affection; and how when she
saw them unable to hide their looks of sorrow, she
said: “0 fie, fie! What, «till look sad! Come, let us
rather sing and praise God joyfully for all His
infinite loving kindness!™ As Mary Poyntz
revived those days, she bharely restrained her own
tears; the nuns who listened to her did not try to
restrain theirs.

MARY POYNTZ: THIRD SUPERIOR-GENERAL
Mary could not stay long at Munich, as the
elections in Rome were her chief aim on this journey
across Europe. By EKaster in 1654 all the voters
had assembled in the House in Rome:; their







unanimous choice for Superiov-Gencral fell on Mary
Poyntz. Although the Roman House continued as
the Mother-house until well into the next century,
the new Superior-General resided chiefly in Munich.
for she felt, and felt truly as we now see, that it
was in Bavaria that the work of the Institute could
most firmly Dbe consolidated. That work soon
received a signal impetus by the foundation of a
House in the lmperial City of Augshurg, at the
personal request of the Prince-Elector of Bavaria.

THE 1.B.V.M. IN AUGSBURG

This proved to he perhaps the most important
fonndation in the history of the Institute, because
the triendship of the three most eminent Prelates in
Germany undoubtedly led to the rcalization of Mary
Ward’s ideal —- an ideal for which she prayed and
wepl and suffered for nearly forty years. We refer
to the Confirmation of the Rules of the Institute
by the Holy See, which took place on June 3. 1703.
By that time, Mary Poyntz. too, had gone to her
reward, Her grateful nnns in Augshurg wrote on
her tombstone in Latin the inseription we give in a
translation through which shines the exnberance
of the prevailing Baroque. But the facts are there
to touch us with their unadorned heroism. ) brave
English-woman! . . . (Following is the inscription) :

Stay, O traveller
and listen to the troubled sighs of mournful England
beneath this stone.
Here lies buried Mary Poyntz of Iron Acton

of the noble race of the English Earls of

Derby.
When hardly sixteen years of age
she
out of love of God and her neighbour
left

her parents, her native country and the whole world
and chose
to live to God alone, her Spouse.
Always a virgin, not to say a martlyr,
she began to live a life of glorious exile
on account of her forbidden Faith.
This life she led until her 73rd year.
Then, she hastened, as we may surely hope
to the country of the Blessed,
at Augsburg, on September 30th, 1667.
The Congregation of the English Virgins
while mourning for her
have erected this stone in memory of
their dearest Mother.
Now go on thy way, O traveller! and
congratulate the exile in reaching
her Father’s home.

One of the treasures visitors to the LB.V. M, at
Augsburg may see to-day is the series of oil paintings
known to all children of the Institute as the “Painted
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Life.” This is a collection of some fifty paintings,
stiil glowing freshly in their colours, of the chief
incidents in the life of our foundress, Mary Ward.
They were painted within thirty or forty years after
her death — some may even have been painted
under her direction.  Although painted in the
Baroque era, they have a primitive austerity that
recalls Giotto or even Masaccio with his composite
panels. It is a unique record in the history of the
Chureh.

Among the small treasures the Convent holds
is the wooden work-hox used by Mary Ward since
the day when she paeked it up at Babthorpe Hall
as she put her things together before setting out to
follow her perilous destiny. Mary Poyntz took it
with her 1o Augsburg when she gathered up the
precious belongings hefore she turned her back on
England forever. Happy nuns at Augsburg! May
God bless them, and long may they carry on the
work and tradition of the two Marys!

— M.
I.B.V.M,, Sydney, Australia.

* The whole library — in existence [lor three
Lhundred years — was totally destroyed.
#* In the I.B.V.M. at Nymphenburg there is a

strange portrait painted in England at this time (1609).
It shows the face of a young girl, beautiful on the
right side, but with the corruption of the grave on the
lelt. It represents Mary Poyntz who commissioned
an arlist to paint her thus as a gift to a young Catholic
nobleman who wanted to marry her. It speaks its own
lesson in mortality which was not lost on the suitor.
After his first horrified recoil he was given the grace
to turn his back on worldly love. He became a priest
and confessor of the faith.

PAGES FROM THE ARCHIVES OF THE
I.LB.V.M., AUGSBURG, IN THE
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY"

A short deseription of what strange things
happened in the siege of Augsburg and afterwards
until the departure of the French: which things we
aseribe 1o the Sacred Heart of Jesus:

In the beginning of December, 1703, the French
troops and those of the Elector of Bavaria, marched
againsi Augsburg. On the 8th the greatest alarm,
(ear and disquiet reigned all day. Shooting was
constantly heard, and all appeared as though the
threatened hombardment was about to bhegin. Thus
the Superior, Rev. Mother Anna Maria, deemed it
advizable, with the Viear-General’s permission — to
have the Blessed Saecrament — our Highest Good —
brought out to the “garden room™ which had heen
already prepared and arranged as a devotional little
Chapel. The Chaplain, Rev. Sebastian Stoll then,
hrought the Blessed Sacrament there accompanied
by all Ours** and the boarders. all carrving lighted
candles with a very reverent cffeet.

The same night, between 10 and 11, the bombard-
ment began, and soon after 11 a terrible fire bhroke
out. Our house was in the greatest danger. especi-
ally as the cannonballs were flving over and by it.
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OPENING OF THE MARIAN YEAR AT LORETTO TORONTO, CANADA

Our great day in 1953 was the 8th December,
the opening of the Marian Year and the formal
opening of our new Chapel. His Eminence
graciously consented to honour the day with Solemn
Pontifical Mass. The Chapel seats four hundred
and fiftv: but the Community and children occupy
a good half even when closely packed. We had,
therefore, to restrict our invitations to Alumnae
and former pupils.

The vesiments worn by His Eminence and his
assistants were made in France and are of cloth of
gold. They are a memorial to Rev. Mother Pulcheria.
and were worn now for the first time. Among
the assistant priests were Monsignor Callaghan and
Monsignor Kirby.

Our music was never more beautiful. Monsignor
Ronan, of the Cathedral Choir School, had composed
special harmonics for the proper of the feast,
dedicated to this occasion. 1t was an elaborate
ceremony and vet so intimate and full of peace.
The Alumnae (about omne hundred and fifty of
them) received Holy Communion, late though the
hour was. It was expected that one of the priests

would give Holy Communion, but the Cardinal
officiated here also — a kindness valued as a

privilege by the communicants.

After Mass, His Eminence spoke in his simple,
appealing way of the double reason for this event,
and of what the Holy Father would expeet of a
group like this, already pledged to Our Lady, in
this ~poudl vear of prayer for the Church and the
[)LUl)le in perscc ‘uted countries.

Breakfast was served in the Cafeteria to the
Aluninae, while the Cardinal and priests dined in
the parlour dining-rooms. The twenty-one semin-

arians, who came for the 1norning from St.
Augurtine’s Seminary, dined in the school refectory.
Peaceful joy and cordiality marked every

function that day. li seemed evident to all, as they
talked over the happy celebrations, that it was
indced a heavenly dayv with Our Lady’s gracious
presence so cvident.
— M.

Loretto, Abbey, I.B.V.M,, Toronto.

[We are sorry that space compelled us to abridge
a most interesting account.—Ed.]

(Concluded from page 77)
In this danger, anxiety and alarm, Rev. Mother and
all Ours took refuge in the Sacred Heart, and with
them all present, and at their desire Rev. Mother, with
great trust, made a vow to the Sacred Heart to
obtain help and protection. The vow waus as {ollows:
first, for a whole vear from that time three of Ours
should fast in turn daily, saying certain appointed

prayers. Secondly a perpetual fast should be kept
on the vigil of the feast of the Sacred Heart. After

this vow we were all so much consoled that each
felt an unshakeable sccurity that the Sacred Heart
would Dbe our protector. Thus cheered and
strengthened we all resolved in spite of the imminent
peril, 1o remain all together, and even the boarders
nearly all stayed in the house with Ours.

But on the last day, since it appeared that the
town would be strongly assaulted, certain foreigners
urged our Superior at least to send the boarders to
a saler place. However, though she arranged with
the Rector of St. Ulrich’s, and the Chaplain, Fr.
Egilhart, to provide for the children and such
religious as were necessary to take care of them, in
the evening when they were to go, no one wanted
to leave the house, since no one doubted that the
Sacred Heart would protect them. And as all wept
and prayed, begging the Superior not to send them
away, she decided to let them remain for that night,
even though the beds, and whatever else was neces-
sary, had already becn removed. No sooner had
this been decided than the news came in that a truce
had been declared because negotiations for the
surrender were to begin. The joy was indescribable.
We thanked God with all our hearts because He

78

had so wonderfully kept us together and shown that
He only was to protect us.

The bombardment lasted five days and nights.
We kept up prayer in the Chapcl all the time, and
1o every Hail Mary in the Rosary we added the
ejaculation “0) Mary, show thyself a merciful mother.”
But several in turn were always watching the court-
vard and roof so as to observe the cannonballs and
red-hot shot in case any fell there or nearby. And
these gave evidence, with the most solemn assurance
of truth, that they many times noticed the cannon-
balls flving over the house and belng apparently
about to fall on it but that, on the sign of the cross
and the invocation of the Sacred Heart, they flew
away as though driven back by an invisible power,
so that all who watehed were astonished. And Ours
too, seemed rather to have the hearts of men than
of women, which also we ascribed to the grace of
the Sacred Heart. May He be praised and loved
for ever. Amen.

POSTSCRIPT.

This venerable and venerated house and chapel
on a winter night towards the end of the Second
World War, fell sacrifice to incendiary bombs. But
though only the blackened shell of the chapel walls
stand, the divine protection which had always
brooded over it had not failed. Of all the many,
sick and old, who passed the rest of that night
unsheltered in the snow, not one suffered, either in
mind or body. The house has heen already nearly
resiored, for our work must go on.

* Translated from the German by a member of the

LB.V.M, Augsburg, for our magazine. [Thank you,
Mother.—Ed.]

** The Nuns.
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WORLD PROBLEMS DISCUSSED AT A MODEL UNITED NATIONS SESSION

With the help of two Canadian Catholic papers,
Canadian Register and the Ensign, hoth of March 6,
1954, we shall try to describe what must have been
a most interesting session held in  the large
auditorium of Loretto 4bbey. Toronto. All the
Loretto Colleges of Canada scem to have sent along
their best girl speakers.

The hall set out with desks and name-
boards (in the correct U.N. siyle) for eaeh dele-
gation, and the shield and flag of the United
Nations. The students spoke fluently and confidently
and with lively give-and-take, and the audicence
found two hours pass away unawares. The students
represented delegations {rom twenty-six nations, and
debated, with an astonishing amount of information
and suitability to the country they represented, the
three resolutions of the agenda: (1) the revision
of the U.N. Charter: (2) the admission of the
Chines¢ People’s Republic to the UN.; (3) the
crime of genocide.

Each of the twenty-six girl spcakers represented
a member of the UN., and it was noted by ihe
audience how well the speeches were prepared,
not only in diction and delivery, but also in intel-
ligent comment. The girl-delegates seemed to have
thoroughly studied the attitude of the nations they
represented.  The debates were most informative,
and it was clear that the speakers had acquainted
themselves with the actual speeches given at the
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United Nations. This enabled them to present a
most realistic enactment. The girl who represented
the USSR must have had a difficult task. but she
argued their case brilliantly. Referring to this and
to other speeches based on similar ideas, Mr. R. K.
Keyserlingk,* noted thinker and journalist, who was
guest speaker. said that the audience had that afier-
noon been given a “good illustration of the present-
day confusion of ideas and of how convineing a
brilliant pre:entation of false ideas could be.”

In the audience also was Mr. Charles Henry,
M.P. (Canada), whose closing remarks apply to us
also in Australia. He remarked on the encouraging
fact of the students interesting themselves in the
qunestions of the day, underlying Canada’s growing
role in international affairs. This role. he said, can
only be carried out successfully if publie conscious-
ness and general knowledge increases.

Congratulations from Loreto in Australia to
their Canadian sisters who have not been impervious
to the ideas that come to them as part of their
interesting proximity to Lake Success!

— C.
[.LB.V.M., Australia.

[* Editor of the Ensign, Montreal, and one of the
chief figures at the Fourth International Press Congress
held in Paris in May, 1954; he delivered a report on
the world situation of the Catholic Press.—Ed.]

ERROLLSTON, THE HOME SCIENCE SCHOOL AT THE LB.V.M., ASCOT

As L am not setting out to advertise Errotlston,
becaure that is unnecessary, | trust the reader will
forgive me if the following incidents seem trivial or
irrelevant. 1 have first-hand knowledge of my own
experiences only; for example, I was not present
when one absent-minded student made a cake with
twelve pounds of flour instead of twelve ounces.

I have been accustomed since childhood to
immerse myself in hot water at regular intervals;
however, it was a different matter when | first met
a bath, so to speak, on equal footing. No longer a
lady of leisure, but ~as the maid that milks and doe:
the meanest chores.,” 1 approached the bathroom
almost respectfully.  After applying strange scrub-
bing mixtures to the sides of the bath I was
perplexed and disappointed to notice a large brown
stain still confronting me. After hours of fruitless
toil, during which 1 removed the painted water-
level mark, the brown stain remained triumphant.
In despair, 1 called Mother Magdalen to the scene
of battle: 1 pointed accusingly at the stain. "It
simply will not come out,” 1 said.

“Really?” replied Mother Magdalen. She took
a rag and touched the stain. Behold, it was there
no longer. That was one of my first humiliations —
the first, I may say, of many.

To any timid person who has never before
entered a laundry, the voom where our week’s wash-
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ing is done at Errolston, would present a strange
and terrible appearance. Vast and cavernous, the
hoiler and the washing-machine lurk in one corner,
while dazzlingly-bright eleetrie irons secm to hang
by their snaky coils from the ceiling. Most horrible
of all, the electric wringer swings backwards and
forwards, “seeking whom it may devour,” gnashing
its rubber rollers in an everlasting attempt to mangle
unwary fingers. Wandering among these instruments
of torture, lost in the dense steam belching from
the boiler, the students concoct their potions, some
white, some blue, for pillow-cases and face towels.
There terrible mornings are uvsually succeeded by
one calmer, though mno less arduous, when Miss
Arrowsmith paces up and down declaring, 1 smell
scoreh,” rather in the manner of Jack’s giant; and
the miserable culprit discovers a delicate gold-brown
haze creeping up her pyjama legs.

The only place where mistakes are truly appreci-
ated is in the kitchen. 1 can clearly recolleet placing
a large quantity of small cakes in the oven, and
hovering in the vicinity dnring their incubation
period, at the end of which I brought them forth
in triumph to the light of day, and then watched
in spellbound farcination while they slowly deflated
like punctured tyres. Needless to say, my one desire
was to dispose of the sticky lumps before Mother

(Continued on page 82)
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LORETO (1.B.V.M.), LLANDUDNO, WALES

Probably none of our Convents is surrounded
by such rowmantic beauty as the Loreto at Llandudno
in North Wales. A few uuns in our Australian
houses have bheen privileged to spend holidays in
this fine Convent. to occupy a room with a view
over the Irish Sea where the Isle of Anglesey stands
out, sometimes clearly, sometimes mistily., As a rule
the sea breaks gently over the beach a few minutes’
walk from the convent. This strip of beach is a
favourite plavground for the pupils. It would be
expecting 100 much of them to go into daily raptures
at the thought that it was on this beach that were
composed the lines:

“Will you walk a little faster?” said the whiting
to the snail;

“There’s « tortoise close behind me, and he's
treading on my tail.”

LEWIS CARROLL AND ALICE IN WONDERLAND

One of our pictnres shows the Lewis Carroll
Memorial where the White Rabbit is forever hasten-
ing to keep his appointment. In the background to
the left of the statue may be seen the Gogarth Ahbey
Hotel where the author of Alice In Wonderland
stayed while he was writing that masterpiece. The
Memorial (unveiled by Lloyd George in 1933) stands
on the edge of a pond, round which the Convent
boarders have to walk briskly every morning for
their after-breakfast exercise. Surely custom has not
staled their delight in the entrancing characters in

Alice’s Wonderland. As we sec in this picture, a hill
rises  abruptly after allowing, almost grudgingly,
just enough flat surface for a few streets near the
beach. 'The hill is the Great Orme, and it 1is
Llindudno’s own possession.

SCHOOL EXCURSIONS

The girls at the Convent do more than gaze
up at its rough, steep contours. They must have
good leg-muscles, for they often c¢liml 1o the top.
T he riding-class finds scope for many a canter along
the beach roads. The whole school often enjoys
pienics in historie spots that may be casily reached
trom Llandndno. The ancient fortress of Conway
Castle is sometimes the goal of their excursions. This
castle was one of the strongest feudal fortresses in
Britain: and remnants of its grandeur may still be
scen in towers and battlements. A wall, twelve feet
thick, still snrrounds it, and is still well preserved.
Conway Castle was built by Edward 1. in the closing
years of the 13th Century.

REMINDERS OF PRE-REFORMATION DAYS

Our Convent stands on Abbey Road. Not far
ofl is the Gogurth Abbey Hotel (alrcady mentioned)
and the Old Abbey Hotel. A fine monastery,
Gogarth Abbey. once dominated the sea and heach
and countryside from its eminence on the Great
Orme. Up the side of the hill is still to be secen

(Continned on page 84)

(Continued from page 80)

Magdalen returned and perceived their deformity.
I had little difficulty, as my fellow cooks (commonly
knowa as the Bees) are never too busy to bear one
another’s burdens in this particular fashion. 1" may
even add. 1 was later asked by an uninitiated C {one
of those who have missed the joy and privilége ‘of
being a Bee) for the recipe for my cakes.

Therc is one word at which every knee knocks.
That word is TESTS. For a whole week the air is
impregnated with concentration; faces assume a
harassed and intense expression. On one of these
mornings, when I had just scrubbed the rubber
floor of the bathroom. I stepped back to admire
my handiwork before fetching Mother Magdalen to
inspect it. [ saw to my horror my pail of dirty
waier leering al me from the farthest corner of the
room. What was 1 to do? Unthinkable to walk
across wy clean rubber floor (Alas! How many times
in my vouth have | walked npon Sister Angela's
clean rubber stairs?) to retrieve the hideous object.
Instead, [ bounded lightly across the room, and
should have come down approximately two inches
from the bucket, but 1 landed, I regret to say, in
the bath.

It is heyond my powers to deseribe a cookery
test, for the simple reason that | never know what
I am doing at the time, let alone afterwards. After
heating hopelessly self-willed eggs and scurrying
from oven to oven for three honrs, 1 always fcel that
the only thing 1 have sneceeded in cooking is myself.

Fortunately, the hour’s preparation preceding
a test is not invigilated — or I rhould certainly have
lost more than fifty marks one evening when eloseted
in the laundry with a person hardly less insane than
myself.  After lighting the gas under an empty
hoiler, thereby running the risk of an immediate
explosion, 1 turned the hose Into it, and, as soon as
my back was turned, the spiteful container over-
flowed and iried to flood us out. To add colour to
the scenc, my fellow-laundress emptied a basin of
blue-water over the ironing table. But the reason
I consider her lacking either in the barest charity
or else in ordinary eyesight is that she actually
watched e take off my skirt and glue-wash it
without telling me | had nothing in which to walk
downstairs.

F. HALL.
(Ex-Student, St. Mary’s, Ascot, L.B.V.M.)









how many ears those words have rung, how many
thousands of old girls have turned tear-brimmed
eyes back to that tabernacle and to the pictured face
above it of Our Lady of Good Counsel. From the
Chapel vou may follow a “crocodile” of white-clad
girls to the vast main building. The ground floor
is a great dining hall where four hundred and
twenty children have their meals. Following a duty-
roster, “pantry-girls” lay the tables, serve, clear away
and wash up. We learn from the Mother in the
kitchen that it takes 840 pounds of rice to feed
them, to say nothing of hread, meat, vegetables,

and milk.

From one end of the dining-room, class-rooms
stream on; classes go up to the Higher Schools
Examination, finishing off then with a thorough
business course, which enables the girls to step into
well-paid jobs. The floor over the refectory has a
large concert hall, an all-purpesecs room for drill,
singing, indoor reercation. Over this again is the
grandest dormitory vou have ever seen, 90 beds
in a great airy room where winds sweep through
that have never penetrated to the surrounding
slums. There are similar dormitories over the class-
rooms on first and second floor; and dressing-rooms
with shower-haths to correspond to each division.

But this big block is not the whole of Entally.
The Kindergarten, class-rooms and dormitories, has
a three-storeved building to itself. Another homely
little house is the Nursery, a self-contained dwelling
for babies and toddlers. Here you find thirty small
folk, from babes a few weeks old, and toddlers
who play on the lawn, to the most advaneed class
of babes who, while living in the nursery attend
“elass™ for a few hours daily.

The next building is a two-storeyed hospital,
run by a nun and a trained nurse. Apart {rom the
usual epidemics requiring segregation, school child-
ren in India suffer much from (malarial) fever. But
on the whole there is good health, as there cer-
tainly are good spirits among Entally’s four hundred
and fifty; they hold their own in inter-Loreto
matches and their annual “sports” is a delightful
event. You might think, now, vou had seen all
Entally. Not at all: there are three move houses
in view across the games field. One is another block
of class-rooms — most classes have two divisions —
one a teachers’ block and the third devoted wholly
to clothes. The clothes-rooin (making, mending,
sorting clothes for four hundred and fifty children)
nright scem a full-time duty when 1 tell vou that
there arc a thousand frocks going to the dhobi
(washerman) weekly, and sets of clean clothes to
be laid out for each child thrice weekly — vet a
Loreto nun may find this just one of her duties, per-
haps Mistress of House as well. Though the children
do their own sweeping and dusting of school and
Chapel, yet it requires still a staff of fifty servants
- cooks, washermen, outdoor sweepers, gardcners.
housc-girls — to run this great girls” town,
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You have been all round Entally now? Oh, no!
You have seen only the European or Anglo-Indian
department. On the far side of the compound,
there is still the Bengali school, St. Mary’s, which
pursues its own Indian mode of life. Here the girls
dress in saries, eat with their fingers, spread their
bedding on the floor as they do in their village
liomes. But their studies are the same, through the
medium of Bengali; and St. Mary's is a High School
taking the Calcutta Matriculation and having a
Teachers’ Training Department. Its hundred and
thirty boarders and as many day-scholars come from
schools like Morapai, from St. Therese’s day-school,
Entally (ancther poor school, five hundrved strong,
run by a Loreto nun and a staff of Indian Sisters
and teachers), and also largely from Dacca in
Pakistan whose big Catholic population live, since
partition, literally under two flags. In West Bengal,
St. Mary's is actually the only Catholic High School
for Bengali girls.

So there you are: a town in itself, this Entally.
And only twenty-five Loreto nuns in the Community!
Here is work for willing hands and tireless feet —
work especially for loving hearts. What more
beautiful vocation could you have than to mother
these children so dear to the Heart of Our Lord,
to “live. die and rise with them” in the spirit and
in the footsteps of Mother Mary Ward.

— N,

SUNRISE OVER EVEREST:

We had a wonderful experience on the 15th
October when eleven of us with six of the boarders
went to Tiger Hill to see the sun risc over Mount
Everest. People from all over the world come to
Darjeeling to see this sight. We had Mass at 2.30
a.m., and at about 3.30 left by cars. The drive is
rather a stirring one as the road is narrow, and at
times we were a few inches from a drop of hundreds
of feet. The stars were simply glorious, but the
valleys below looked stern with their thickly
wooded forests. We arrived at the usual stopping
place at about 4.30, but we were by no means the
first there: about thirty cars were hefore us; they
had brought tourists from several parts of the world.
At about 5.15 the sky began to change colour, grow-
ing more beautiful at each minute. The snows on
the close ranges of mountains were tinted in rose
and mauves. Then we saw Everest, its point bathed
in rosy light. For a while we feared that the clouds
beneath us would rise to obscure the actual sunrise.
But, no. At 5.30 he came up in all his glory. . .

— M.M.A., LB.V.M.,

Loreto, Darjeeling.
4/11/53.

[We received an interesting account of, perhaps,
this same sunrise from Myrna Hirsch, a pupil of Loreto,
Toorak, Australia. She will understand that having
sent the above paragraph to press, we could not use
hers. Congratulations, Myrna. We would like to use
it next year. You are evidently an old girl of
Darjeeling.—Ed.1















We record with affectionate gratitude the fol-
lowing gifts for our new Chapel: Marble altar from
Esmey Burfitt (Mann), first Normanhurst pupil;
tabernacle from Sheila Kelly (Mann) and her
sisters; bronze sanctuary gates {rom Mollie and Eilecn
Hollingdale: <tatue of St. Therese from José¢ Dormer
(Toohev), in memory of her ron. Hugh: altar rails
from the Old Girls" Associalion who are also giving
the Stations of the Cross. In the eloisters: statue of
St. Michael. by Fayette Hayek; statues of the Sacred
Heart and Our Lady, by Sandra and Toni Croft. On
the facade a statue of the Sacred Heart, by Pauline
and Mary Mason.

Congratulations to Philippa O'Leary on graduat-
ing in Arts at the University; to Jeanette Cover on
obtaining a Commonwealth Scholarship to the Uni-
versity: to Berna Hansen (Dowden) on her work a:
Producer of the Orange Dramatic Society; to Deirdre
Browne and Toni Matha, who arc now in the
Novitiate in Marv's Mount: to Joan Mackerras who
obtained a scholarship to the Royal Academy of
Music in London, and whose brother Charles has
been appointed conductor of the B.B.C. Orchestra.

Congratulations: Since June, 1953, the following
marriages have taken place: Deirdre Gibbs to Mr.
A. Simpson; Joy Foley to Dr. P. Anderson; Moira
Abotomey to Mr. J. Oghurn: Maureen Callaghan to
Mr. J. Fliteroft: Mary Rvan to Dr. P. Kent: Doreen
Breslin to Mr. G. Cannon: Ann Ryan to Mr. F.
Deegan; Pat Wilkins to Mr. Meenan; Judith Wilkins
to Mr. J. Gouvernet; Ann Hickey to Mr, T. Shanahan:
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Vleg VicNee to Dr. M.
to Mr. T. Stone.

Congratulations ave offered to the following
parents and their babies: Mr. and Mrs. A. Jarvis
(M. Gainsford), a daughter: Mr. and Mrs, A, Inglis
(M. Oxenham). a son — 3rd child; Mr. and Murs.
R. Tait (J. Keating). a daughter: Mr. and Mrs, W.
Conley (B. Considine). a son -- 3rd child: Mr. and
Mrs. L. Hansen (B. Dowden). a son — 3rd child:
Mr. and Mre. J. de Telega (R. Abotomey), a
daughter — 3rd child: Mr. and Mrs. T. Abbey (D,
Rochet, a son: Mr. and Mrs. P. Goldrick (C. Pur-
cell), a daughter: Mr. and Mrs. J. $FApice (M,
Broderick), a son—-5th child; Mr, and Mvs. A. Sinip-
son (D. Gibbs). a daughter: Mr. and Mrs, P
Sclilesinger (1. Bowen). a son—>5th child: Dr. and
Mrs, J. Brassil (M. Brassil). a daughter—2nd child;
Mr. and Mrs. L. Plasto (G. Purcellt. a daughter —
2nd child: Mr. and Mrs. L. Garrv (B. Millingen),
a daughter: Mr. and Mrs. E. James (E. Ro:e). a
daughter: Lt.-Cdr. and Mrs. Wilson (C. Frost), a
son — 2nd child: Mr. and Mrs. Cotter (M. McGrath).
a daughter — 3rd child.

We offer our sincere svmpathy to Mrs. J.
Brettingham-Moore on the death of her mother:
Mrs. J. Carter on  the death of her husband:
Mrs. M. Kelly on the death of her son (Dr. Lincoln
Kelly), Mrs. E. Hughes, and the Misses C. and M.
Curtin on the death of their sister (Mrs, Taraer):
Mrs. W. Conley on the death of her father: and to
Frances Coolahan on the death of her father.

Leydon: Judith Wilkinson

LEXIE GRIFFITHS

Lexie Griffiths, well-known Australian author
of children’s books, died on the 2nd July, 1954. She
will be missed bv a large cirele of friends, among
whom we number the children for whom she will
write no more.

As Lexie Heales she went with her two younger
sisters to =chool at Mary's Mount in 1897. M.M.
Michael Gibson was mistress of schools. Even then
Lexic showed a flair for writing, and contributed
to the school magazine, “Fucalyptus Blossoms,” of
that year.

During recent years she published two books of
verse: “Between Ourselves” and “A4 Litile Bird Told
Me”; the words of two books of songs: “A4long The
Track” and “Merry Rhymes for Childhood Times”
(Allan & Co., Melbourne); and three children’s
story-hooks: “Richard The Rat”, “The Cat Walk”,
“William Wombat Finds a« Home”. (Robertson &
Mullens, Melbourne.)

In 1953 her publishers offered a prize of five
guineas for the best account of one of their publica-
tions for children. It was won by Mary Ellen Priche.®
of the Junior School, Loreto, Normanhurst. Mary
Ellen wrote about “Richard The Rat”. Besides
receiving her cheque, she had a gracious letter from
the manager of the publishing firm. As Mary Ellen’s
parents only recently came with her to live in
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Sydney. they sent the news to the papers in their
home town in U.S.A. Much enthusiasm all round!

Lexic’s artist-son, Harley Griffiths, was the joint
winner of the 1954 Dunlop Art Competition. During
the last few vears his name has been seen frequently
in journals where his work as a restorer of valuable
oil-paintings has been vecorded. He works for the
Melbourne Art Gallery and various FEnglish Gal-
leries. His subject for the Dunlop prize was “An
Interior” -— a study of his own home at Bavswater.
near Melbonrne. ‘

On this sad orcasion of his mother’s death, we
send him our sincere sympathy: we send it also to
Mother M. Loreto, of Nermanhurst, who was con-
soled by the report of the happy death of her dear
eister, Lexie, after she had received the last rites of
our dear and Holy Church. R.I.P.
¥ See page 93.

(Continued from page 87)
It is no small compliment to her audience that
Mirs Hakendorf judged the school hall of her Alina
Mater just as worthy of a celebrity programme as
the Albert Hall, London. We are grateful to the
Old Scholars™ Association for arranging this wonder-
ful recital.
MARGARET MULLINS.
Marrvyatville.
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Five frisky rabbils ou ab ¢l
Fver so happy, ever
Ore lilfle rabbit caughts
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House to Let: (Marryatville Ideas on Housing.)

CONVENT PETS

I am a little dog,

And my name is Nippy,
And I have a good time

When the girls play skippy.

The cat’s name is Ginger,
He lives in this house;
He loves to drink milk,
But his favourite dish is mouse.

When we first met each other
We didn't quite agree.
But now we are happy
And as friendly as can be.

JUDITH GURRY (9 Years).
Portland.

Juniors

Qut for a Walk. (Drawn by Beverley Dobson, Marryatville.)

OUR NEW JUNIOR SCHOOL

For a long time we had been praying for a new
Junior School. The old one had been built for
over fifty vears on the banks of the River Swan.
But the rooms were too small for our big classes.
so each day we asked Our Lady for a bigger school.

Nearly all parents and children have helped
in many ways with raffles, school lunches and
Bridge afternoons. Now at last the time has come
for our Building to begin. This means that all the
Junior pupils have had to move over the road to
the Senior School, taking all their equipment with
them. The boys thought this was a great game.
specially invented for them, but they really were
quite helpful carrying over the desks.

Every day we look through the picket fence
to see how the building is progressing. At present
it looks rather a muddle; but we all know that
when it is completed, we shall have lovely bright
classrooms looking out over the Swan River.

JANET LLOYD (Grade IV.).
Claremont.
A BALLOON RIDE.
There once was a little black coon,
Who went for a ride in a balloon.
It flew up so high,
That as he passed by,
He waved to the man in the moon.
MARGARET McNAMARA (Grade V),
Marryatville.

Any reader who has been outback in Australia will
appreciate Beverley’s skill in capturing the fantastic
shapes of some of our dead trees. The editor has a
memory of childhood where a certain dead tree by a
certain road looked anxiously at you as you passed;
but when, after passing, you turned round to view
him, he was grinning and waving goodbye to you.
Australian humour!—Ed.
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NORMANHURST:

A number of our Senior Sisters have gonc to
their reward since the last issue of our magazine. In
Normanhurst we lost Sister Austin Blake and Sister
Gerard Cooper, two pioneer Sisters of the founda-
tion, which owes to their heroic, generous lives more
than can be expressed. Sister Austin was the first
to go; she died after a short illness on the 30th
August, 1953. 1n convent :peech, she had charge of
the parlours. How many dainty meals she must
have verved, and trays of alfternoon tea she musi
have carried during thirty or forty years. Any
member of her community had only to go to her
pantry where everything was always in perfect
order, to announce a late visitor or party of visitors,
and ask for an afternoon tea-tray. She never showed
impatience at any request — a triumph of charity,
when her delicate body must often have been crying
out for rest. We feel sure that the priests who
enjoyed her hospitality over the years have remem-
bered her generous soul in their Masses.

Her close friend and fellow-member in  the
Comnuunity for over fifty years was Sister Gerard
who had charge of the farm and the workmen for
the greater part of her life. To see her dealing with
a “drunk”™ with firmness, vet with such kindness,
was a lesron in how to approach the most forlorn
of God's creatures. The rest of the Community
sometimes trembled to see her approach a truculent
“caller’’; but the man mnust have seen in her eyes
her wonderful charity, for not onc ever raised his
hand against hcr.  Her parents were among the
pioneering stock of Victoria, and they transmitted
their strong faith and heroism to their children: a
list of nephews, too long for mention here, would
show how miany priests among them are serving God.
as far afield as Korea. All the nuns in her Com-
munity knew them at least by name, and there was
general rejoicing over each ordination as it came
aloug. Sister loved them as if they were her children.
We offer to them all our sincere sympathy, and also
congratulations. Her death occurred on the 23rd
November, 1953, after a few days” illness.

KIRRIBILLI:

Mother de Sales Young and Mother Francis
Xavier Brady died within a few days of each other:
the 7th and 11th of November, 1953. They spent
the last thirty years of their life at Kirribilli, where
generations of pupils owe a great deal to them.
Before she entered the Convent, Mother de Sales
was a trained and aceomplished musician, having
pursued her studies after her schooldays at Mary's
Mount. She was greatly liked by her pupils who
appreciated not ouly her ¢kill as a pianist and
teacher, but also her unfailing courtesy.

Mother F. Xavier had already done almost a
life-work before she went to Kirribilli. She was
gifiecd in many ways and seemed to be able to
teach efficiently any subject proposed 1o her. From
her early days at the Dawson Strcet Training
College, Mother Xavier was a student. She became
an accomplished classical scholar, a mathematieian;:
and she read widely in English literature. She wa:
a wmosl interesting companion in her Community.

and could tell a humorous story with much effect.
It ever a nun used all her strength and faculties to
serve the Lord, it was Mother Francis Xavier.
CLAREMONT:

A hidden life. marked by a good deal of
suffering, came to an end when Mother M.
Annunciata Malony went to her reward on the Ist
December, 1953. She spent nearly all her religious life
at Osborne—as the Claremont House is still familiarly
called. After spending some ycars of her girl-
hood as a pupil at Mary’s Mount, she entered the
Novitiate in 1895, Although falling into delicate
health early in religious life, she outlived her con-
temporaries. Because of deafness, Mother Annun-
ciata was not a school nun; though when she entered
the Convent she was a brilliant violinist. Her life
of sacrifice developed in her great patience and
(?heerl'ulness; and who shall estimate what the
Institute gained by her religious observance and
prayer?

MARY’S MOUNT:

LIt must have scemed 10 generations of girls at
Mary’s Mount that there would never be a time
when Mother Catherine Goddard was not part of the
school. Her death on the 5th May, 1954, removed
a unique personality — unique, and much loved.
She was English by birth and education: and she
was already an artist, trained at Kensington, when
she came to Australia and entered the Novitiate at
Mary’s Mount. Her long years as a Religious were
cpent, first, at the Central Catholic Training College
in Melbourne. After it closed in 1924, she returned
to Mary’s Mount, where she taught until the weight
of years drew her from the teaching staff. Some-
where about 1914 she went with Mother Elizabeth
Forbes to Western Australia to conduct for the nuns
in that State a Summer School in Christian Doctrine,
at the request of the Archbishop of Perth. In those
days she was one of Australia’s leading educators,
and one of the most generous of colleagues to work
with, sharing with others whatever they liked. The
girls who had the privilege of studving in her
Culture or Finishing Class at Mary’s Mount received
something precious for after-life in all the Arts,
PORTLAND:

Just asx our magazine was going to press, news
was received that Mother M. lta Kehoe had died
(July 10th). Her death came at the end of a long
illness which was God’s plan for rounding off a
gencrous life of active service. The earlv vears of
her religious life were spent in W.A.; and it was
a pleasure to read in last year’s magazine Mary
Durack Miller’s appreciative reminiscences  of
Mother Ita’s gentle efficiency as a kindergarten
teacher in the old days at Adelaide Terrace. She
was Superior at Portland for several vears: and in
later vears when she fell seriously ill. it was a
consolation to her to be sent back 10 Portland where
she was nursed with affection and solicitude until
her death. We offer our sincere sympathy to her
!)rother and sisters, one of whom (Mother Brigid) is
in the Community at Normanhurst.

May our dear Sisters i
~ Ma sters rest eternally in the peace
of God’s love. ’ P
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ST. PATRICK’S COLLEGE
Ballarat

SECONDARY SCHOOL

FOR

DAY BOYS and BOARDERS

The mountain air of Ballarat has made the
City a Health Resort of Commonwealth repute.
The College is situated near the beautiful Lake
Wendouree, in a portion of the City devoted to
extensive parks and gardens. Ample facilities
provided for Boating, Tennis, Cricket, Football,
Handball and all forms of healthy and useful

exercise.

Boys are prepared for all the Public Examinations

and for Newman College Scholarships.

MUSIC, ELOCUTION and DANCING ARE TAUGHT.

For particulars. apply to the Principal.
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ST. IGNATIUS
COLLEGE
RIVERVIEW, SYDNEY

BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL
Conducted by the Jesuit Fathers

Unrivalled Position — Splendid Grounds.
* .
For Prospectus, apply to THE RECTOR.
Tel.: JB 1106: JB 1697.
*

No Vacancies for Boarders for 1955-6.

Some places available for Day Boys.
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XAVIER COLLEGE, KEW, EA.

XAVIER PREPARATORY SCHOOLS
Burke Hall, Studley Park Road, Kew
Kostka Hall, South Road, Brighton Beach

Boarding and Day Schools conducted by the Jesuit Fathers

Xavier College is one of the six Great Public Schools of Victoria. It is fully equipped in
every department. It has its own Cadet Corps. Pupils are prepared for the University and
other Public Examinations.

Further Particulars may be had on application to:—
THE RECTOR, Haw. 54 or 519; or THE HEADMASTERS.
W.A. 8737 for Burke Hall; and XB 2127 for Kostka Hall.
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BJELKE-PETERSEN
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.

¢ 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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“A. E. SMITH & CO. PTY. LTD.
Violin Makers

Repairers and Experts

Diplomas of Honour awarded Arthur Edward Smith, Hague Exposition,
1949, for Violin and Viola.

* Largest House in Australia dealing' exclu-

sively in Instruments of the Violin Family

Finest Selection of Genuine Old and New Master

Instruments in Stock.

SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO STUDENTS'
REQUIREMENTS

Agents for W. E. HILL & SONY BOWS

9-11 Hunter St.. Sydney
 BL1812 I

101




LORETO

Zw//eq.’r

“THE HOUSE OF QUALITY”

*

. . . we have pleasure in advising you that we are now Authorised

Suppliers of Mandeville Hall, Toorak, College Uniforms.

All Uniforms are made from the best of materials with
very generous UPTURNS & INLAYS, so necessary for the growing

girl — and all reasonably priced.

Call at our College Wear Showroom, where our trained
staff will be pleased to show you these garments and attend to

all your requirements.

COLLEGE WEAR SHOWROOM — SECOND FLOOR

BUCKLEY & NUNN LTD.
BOURKE STREET, MELBOURNE : FIBO024
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JOHN WOODS & Co. Pty. Lid. |
Importers, Wine and Spirit & General Merchants

DISTRIBUTORS OF . ..

“Sevenhills” Purest Altar Wine
(Sweet and Dry)

These Wines are grown and matured by the Jesuit Fathers at Sevenhills,
South Australia, and come direct to us from the vineyard.

All inquiries will receive our closest attention.

388-390 SUSSEX STREET, SYDNEY

TELEPHONES: M 2565 (3 Lines)

SFLL for CASH

USED TEXT BOOKS at... ;

HALLS BOOK STORE

262 CHAPEL STREET, PRAHRAN
371 BOURKE STREET, MELBOURNE
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J. HAYSHAM
13 Beatty Avenue, 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

—
w
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Shop under the one roof at .
B 0 A N S .ﬁ.
OF PERTH
1 For all your . . .
Personal and
I Houqehold Needs
= e e
“PAVING THE WAY”
By SIMPSON NEWLAND
NEW Diamond Jubilee Edition
Price, 13/6 (posted 14/3)
I % The only South Australian Classic.
% First published 60 years ago, still bought by thousands of readers.
% No library is complete without this book.
% An entertaining record of our early history.
I} Obtainable from all Booksellers throughout Australia
| Publishers — RIGBY LIMITED — Adelaide
== e
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" education 1is a
] .
: N grand mvestment

You can rely on your college training to stand
you in good stead and enable you to take the
lead in your future life. You can also rely on
college clothing from Johnnies’ — the Big store
— who are leaders in this field. In our Girls’
College Wear Department on the First Floor, we
specialise in tailored to measure college clothing
and in addition carry a full range of finely
tailored, long wearing school wear, all made from
the very best of materials. So, when you're in
need of new college clothing call in at Johnnies.
Our stocks include:—

Summer and winter tunics
Blouses of all types

Leisure and sports tunics

Summer and winter hats
College Blazers

Ties, monograms, hat bands

And all. other accessories.

JOHN MARTIN'S

100 RUNDLE STREET ADELAIDE
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Ball & Weleh td.

SUPPLIERS IN MELBOURNE

OF ...
i GIRLS” SCHOOL OUTFITS
for “LORETO?”

@ BLAZERS ® TUNICS (Winter and Summer)
® CONFIRMATION FROCKS ® TENNIS FROCKS, Etc.

All Garments are Made-to-Order — to your Special Individual Measurements.

GIRLS’ SCHOOLWEAR SECTION is on the SECOND FLOOR.

BALL & WELCH LTD.—Always Dependable — 180-192 FLINDERS ST., MELBOURNE.

I:l
R
N,

— ) s 1 w = o o -
= = -. o
. " a n n n! Tt —

=

A. E. & T. 5. ROXBURGH
8 DOWNING ST., EPPING, N.S.W.

"PHONE WM 2216

Brooms : Brushes : Mops : Mop Wringers
0 Paint Brushes, Etec.

QUALITY, WORKMANSHIP AND PRICE ARE ALL GOOD

MAIL ORDERS QUICK DELIVERY

108



LORETO

IMPERIAL
SMALLGOODS

AND

FRESH MEAT

Supreme quality combined

with unexcelled service.

* D ¢ *

PRODUCERS’ MEAT SUPPLY

CO. PTY. LTD.

Harris Street, Pyrmont, N.S.W.

TELEPHONE: MW 3271

Specialising in Service to Colleges.

-

109




LORETO

xc

T S——

BOWRA AND O'DEA

Funeral Directors I

(Est. 1888)

195 Pier Street; Perth

Tel.: BA4308; Private, BA3376 and WU 1063
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Make your home
a show-place with

Caclone

GARDEN GATES
AND FENCES

To show oif the full charm of a home
and garden of which you are proud,
you need a ‘‘Cyclone” garden fence
and gate.

The open design of a “Cyclone” garden
fence blends with the surroundings,
reveals the beauty of the garden,
gives full access of sun and air to the
borders.

“Cyclone” garden fences and gates are

permanently strong yet attractively See your local “Cyclone” distri-
priced — an investment that costs little butor for supplies — or let
and gives satisfactory returns for a “Cyclone” erect your fence — the
lifetime . . . cost is most moderate.

CYCLONE COMPANY OF AUSTRALIA LTD., BROWN ST., EAST PERTH. ‘Phone: BF 1454
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" Masters in the presentation of . . .

FINE PRINTING
SERVICE PRINTING COMPANY’S

Presentation helps Commerce and Industry Sales

% General Commercial Printing

Labels - - - Cartons - - - Offset

"Phone and a Representative will call . . .
BA 9931, BA 9932, BA 9933, BA 9934

A. D. SCOTT, Managing Director. G. L. SCOTT, Assistant Manager.

' SERVICE PRINTING CO. |

PTY. LTD.

Service House

971973 Hay Street---Perth
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. GOLDEN CRUST
BREAD ﬁ
IS ... |
GOOD BREAD i
69 SUTHERLAND ROAD, ARMADALE
l TELEPHONE: U 3156.
[ Always ask for <
NORCO .
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CALL AT . ..

STAN McCABE’S
SPORTS STORE

254 George Street, Sydney

7 For the Very Best Value in all Sports Requisites

* Special Service to Colleges and Schools
’Phone: BU1065

el
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FRANCES SCULLY
SCHOOL OF DANCING

PRIVATE LESSONS AND CLASSES IN

MODERN BALLROOM DANCING

il Convents and Colleges Visited. Debutantes Trained.

Enquiries: TESS SCULLY, 4th Floor, Palings Bldgs.

ASH STREET, SYDNEY - BL3316
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STANLEY H. EDWARDS

Approved Tennis Professional

-
>
)

Western Australian Lawn Tennis Association

* Coach to Indian Davis Cup Team, 1953 |
* Coach to all W.A. State Junior Squads, ’54 }

Individual, School or Class Lessons

ALL STANDARDS FROM BEGINNER TO ADVANCED PLAYERS.
LEARN TO PLAY THE CORRECT W AY WITH EXPERT PROFESSIONAL
COACHING FROM . ..

STANLEY H. EDWARDS
247 Roberts Street
North Perth‘

i BJ2660 BJ 2660 BJ 2660 |
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JOSEPH A. J. WARRY |
i Ph.C., M.P.S.
PRESCRIPTIONS DISPENSED DAY OR NIGHT
Full Range of . . . 0
® PATENTS ® COSMETICS ® TOILETRIES
340 ORRONG ROAD, CAULFIELD )
i
'PHONE: LB 2194.
g }—-:-———-:' D=0 D g . " );)\‘i
H‘ZQ mpu =z oy == age——— —— - g:-:’f)%
GLOBITE is the toughest vulcanised
fibre available. Its glossy, grained Jugtr‘ L]{/ ?@YD g@)ﬂ@@l b@@ks -
®  finish is weather-proof and non- \\ Pl i ///’ ///// ////
scratching. Built into an easily- N \ ; \ : -3;§¢,, //
_ \@ AN SH NG
packed, easy-to-carry, reinforced school \\ o £\ ) =N\
|| case. Globite is smarter-looking and s/ / ly\k @@; e
T gives greater protection to books and i\ ” a2
accessories. Sizes 16in. and 18in.
Obtainable at leading stores.
Made by FORD SHERINGTON LTD. o
=y (Wholesale only)
SCHOOL CASE
E o =5 = = 20 o = = -
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MILL BROS.
Quality Butchers

156 Parade --- Norwood
Poultry and Smallgoods

"PHONE : I 4861
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For your next Grocery Order--
"Phone-. . .

A. W. PETERS & SONS
01.93 Walker Street
North Sydney

'Phone: XB2141

Wm. R. SWEENEY
Quality Butcher

| 91 Shenton Rd., Swanbourne, W, A

’Phone F 2391

% 1 will try to please you, because I want your
patronage. Every endeavour will be made to
| give you Best

QUALITY, VALUE and ATTENTION.

- x
T e
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i PTY. LTD. I
(Established 1854)

| GLASSWARE
CROCKERY
CUTLERY |

| And all Requirements for

Schools, Colleges and Institutions |

| 395 KENT STREET, SYDNEY &

Cables and Telegrams: * Jondynon,” Sydney

BX 3438 (5 Lines)
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, ‘ p , An easy solution to your
IT’S NEW! IT’S DIFFERENT! Cilt problem s
A MISSAL
Inspect the range of beautiful
Edited by Rev. Hugo Hoever, S.0.Cist. bindi
dings at . . . e
I The NEW — IDEAL — COMPLETE & i
bl Daily Missal for all the faithful
to Pray the Mass every day in E. J., D E‘VV YER
the year. A
>
% Large Type. % Confroternity Version. PTY. LTD. )
Y Fewer References. Y Latin-English Ordinary. b
ue % Accurate Translation, % Simplified Arrangement. 711 George St" Sydney
% Handy Calendars. % [llustrated in COLOR. .
% Treasury of Prayers. % Magnificent Bindings. Branch Store:
PLUS other Valuable Features 645 GEORGE STREET s
NEW Mass for the Assumption of the B.V.M. (NeXt Bléi‘sed hSOCSI’OdI’I’len;‘ Fathers .:.
e Priced from 44/3 Student Edition urch, dydney
to 177/9 Deluxe Gift Edition 133-135 WICKHAM ST., BRISBANE
154 A'BECKETT ST., MELBOURNE
& o — T T ——————"a" = e el g e

ONCE upor upon a time there was a little elephant me monkey went on his way, and it wasn't until
called Edgar. Every week Edgar's mother gave poor Edgar, who was now quite tired, sat down
him some money to bank and, because he was and his tail hurt, that he remembered +he money
only a little elephant who loved to play, she and the bank.
would tie a knot in his trunk so he wouldn't forget. Later, when he told his mother, she said:

One day Edgar met a cunning old monkey “There are always people eager to help you
who asked him the reason for the knot. When waste your money, Edgar. If you listen to them

Edgar told him, the cunning monkey said, "I'l you'll never have anything."

undo the knot in your trunk, because it is hard Edgar never forgot again. Now every week he
for you to play like that, but to make sure you banks his money.

won't forget I'll tie a knot in your tail instead.” If you aren't saving something every week.

Edgar agreed, but, because he only had a tiny start to-day. Open an account in the
tail and could not see it anyway, he forgot about ™M W
the bank and the monkey persuaded him to spend @l ON EALTH
the money. Then, when all the money was gone m"‘ﬂ) BANK
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DAVID JONES

America’s teen-age casuals
for the Spring Week-ends

They’re all the rage, these American
styled casuals with that “individu-
ally cobbled” look in soft suede or
supplest calf. Youll love them,
too! Aptitudes are so flexible you
can hend them double in your hand.

® LOVER'S KNOT,
low cut wedge—

59/11

®@ GADABOUT, a
smart lace-up, from

59/11

® STEP'N'LIVELY, a
wedged moccasin,
from—

59/11

® NEW BEAU, with a
cuban heel, from—

59/11

tundéés
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SILK SCREEN MATERIALS

from . .

EDMAN WILSON & CO.
199 Clarence Street
Sydney |

Tel.: BX 4727
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A. E. & T. 5. ROXBURGH
8 DOWNING ST., EPPING, N.S.W.

"PHONE WM 2216

Brooms : Brushes : Mops : Mop Wringers

Paint Brushes, Kitc.

QUALITY, WORKMANSHIP AND PRICE ARE ALL GOOD

MAIL ORDERS : - -—  QUICK DELIVERY
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H. P. BRANDENBURG

Grocer and Confectioner

31 Peel Street North

Ballarat

"Phone: 1243
* Orders Called For and Delivered.
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No duplicator meets your needs for

SCHOOL WORK

100% BRITISH

PORTABLE

in 1 to 7 colours
so well as this simple

THE AMAZING FORDIGRAPH TRANSFER MODH

Decide on no machine until you have seen
the amazing Fordigraph portable Transfer
duplicator. Its complete portability answers
the need for a machine easily carried from
class to class, or even from school to home.
Features—-inbuilt, non-spillable fluid supply;
copy counter; pressure control; no fiddling,
ready for instant use; up to 300 legible,
smudge-proof copies; only 131 x 15} x 61"
closed. Famous Fordigraph, no mk, no
stencil, monotone or multi-colour operation
—so simple even a child can use it!

r
|TO FORDIGRAPH (N.S.W.) PTY. LTD.
lDymock's Bldg., 428 George S+., Sydney.
| MA 9511,

| Please send me details of the Fordigraph Z &k
| Transfer model. i

|
| NAME

: SCHOOL

I ADDRESS .
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C. J. McCARTHY & SONS

Wholesale Grocers and General
Merchants

‘Phone: FX5839

| % We cater especially for Catholic Hospitals,

Convents, Colleges and Institutions.

Aluminiumware :: Brushware :: Candles

Groceries

PROMPT DELIVERY SERVICE

23 Beach Street, Clovelly
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H. J. SYMONS PTY. LTD.
Wholesale and Retail Butchers
1015 Macarthur Street
Ballarat

(Established 1856)

COOKED MEATS and SMALL GOODS
a SPECIALTY

FOR QUALITY ... RING 282
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USE ONLY

‘DAVIES BREAD

Sliced and Wrapped

PROCERA HEALTH BREAD
Ballarat

’PHONE : 643

o
)
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CENTRAL PROVISION STORES

“THE WHITE STORES OF QUALITY”

ADELAIDE
GROCERS AND PROVISION MERCHANTS

OF HIGHEST REPUTE
OUR QUALITY AND SERVICE CANNOT BE EXCELLED

Branches in almost every Suburb ———— Deliveries in every Suburb

BUY YOUR GROCERIES AT THE NEAREST CENTRAL PROVISION
STORE FOR SATISFACTION.
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M. K. CULLEN
“SPECIALIST” IN CHILDREN'S WEAR

“Individuality’ is given to your ‘“Loreto”’ Requirements:

® UNIFORMS, SPORTS FROCKS, BLAZERS,
OVERALLS, HATS and HOSIERY.

® Also COMMUNION and CONFIRMATION
FROCKS and VEILS at . ..

M. K. CULLEN’S
94 ADELAIDE STREET, BRISBANE

"PHONE: B 9381. (3 Doors from Albert Street)

» = x =
e o i = = »

o



YL6451 — YL7038



