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Cover: Jean Auldist 
Struan Art Award 

Of old, it stands alone, symbolic of the 
past, 

A monument and donor 
OJ dignity to the educators oj the 

future . 
Brick red! 
Around -lush green of vine and tree, 
Inside; musty air walls imbued 
With rains of winters gone. 
Lingering spirits, memories of those 

who passed-
Through to the world unknown. 
To them, 
Struan stands 
A lasting source of reminiscence . 

Keith Naylor. 
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George A . Jenkins 
B.A ., B.Com., B.Ed., M.A .C.E., T. P.T .C. 

We a re l iv ing in an age that re
quires us to have some understand ing 
and appreciation of science because 
of the tremendous part it plays in 
our lives. It is therefore not contrary 
to the sp irit of the t imes for me to 
suggest that we teachers should re
gard our own work more as a science 
and less an art than we have been 
accustomed to . 

The id ea that the best teaching 
me thod or procedure is the one tha t 
suits me as an individual teacher in 
a particular situation is easy and 
comfortable, but it provides too ready 
a defence against criticism and sug
gestions of change. It can lead to a 
habi tual rat ionalization and to com
p lacency or even laziness. It tends 
to discourage self-c rit icism and obj ec
tive evaluation of myself or anybody 
else . If we thi nk of teac hing as a 
matter of personal knack and skill 
acquired ma inly by experie nce, we 
may as indiv id ua l teachers become 
im pervi ous to ideas of change and 
im provement. 

Teachers get great pleasure and 

Principa'ls Message 
profi t fro m swa pping ideas when they 
meet a t conferences or union meet
ing s, but much of th is exchange is 
only at the level where teach ing is 
rega rd ed as an art. We need infor
mation and guidance at the level 
where teach ing is seen as a science . 

It is unfortunately true that Aus 
tra lia spends very little indeed on 
educational research. When we 
think of the huge amount spent an
nually on education - an amount 
st ill far short of the country's real 
needs - it is surprising that the 
public does not demand more re
search to ensu re that it gets the max
imum poss ible return for th is invest
ment. If the public did, the A .C.E.R. 
would surely rank in im portance 
with the C.S.I.R.O., and some of its 
achievements would be just as fan
tastic. 

For various reasons the messages 
from educationa l research do not al
w ays come th rough loud and clear, 
bu t we have gradually accumulated 
a substantial body of scientific know
ledge about child development and 
behaviour, the learning process, and 
teach ing techniques . This knowledge 
wil l go on increasing, and teachers 
must be ready to seize upon it and 
apply it to the advantage of their 
pupils. If we look more scientifically 
at the tasks of education we may 
even help to level the distinction 
some people are trying to make be
tween teach ing primary school child
ren and teach ing secondary school 
children . 

I am not suggesting for one mo 
ment that the personality of the 
teacher does not matter or that edu
cat ion is not a personal process. 
Scien t ific investi ga ti on may yet ex
p la in the magic pe rsonality of the 
" born teacher", and we already owe 
to science our appreciation of the 
persona l and indiv id ua l nature of 
education. My argument is simply 
tha t we should th ink of teaching 
more as a science and less as an art 
than we have been accustomed to. 
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Presidentls Report
 

M ax Benn ett
 
President S.R.C. 1965
 

On loo king back over the year the 
qu estion that any com mittee , organ 
isati on or association asks itself is 
"Wha t ha ve we a chieved?" 

This is a ve ry pertinent quest ion 
a nd is often d ifficult to answer truth
fully" However, w ith regard to the 
S.R.C. this year we did ach ieve 
something. 

At the moment the ma in task of 
the S.R.C. at Frankston T.C. involves 
administration and the control of the 
money obtained from the fee placed 
on each student at the col lege. This 
money was a bly d istributed among 
the va rious com mittees by the Finance 
Committee. It was d istributed a mong 
the following com mittees: Publ ica
tions, Social , Grounds Improvement, 
Concert and Dramatics and Spo rt. 
Social Service does not receive a grant, 
as it is aga inst College policy . 

These committees are autonomous 
with in themselves, but are technically 
responsi ble to S.R.C. and then to the 
Principal, who has the power of veto, 
for their actions. The S.R.C. as a 
whole has the power to d irect ind i
vidu a l comm ittees on what course of 
action should be taken if the occasion 
should arise where th is is necessary. 
The Comm ittees a re free to conduct 
meetings and d raw up the ir own 
plans to spend or use their allocation. 
Some say that the committees are too 

free and that S.R.C. should have more 
cont rol over the ir act ions and de
cisions . Clubs formed w ithin the 
college are also under the cont rol of 
the S.R.C. These include the camera, 
trampoline and music clubs. The lat
ter received £70 from SRC th is year. 

At the beg inn ing of the year 
we had some problems w ith the 
Pub licat ions Committee. At first 
it consisted of one enthusiastic 
member and the Publications Com
mittee was threatened with extinc
tion unless a full committee could be 
formed . The problem was resolved, 
and since the Jo int Editors took con
trol the Publ ications Committee has 
not looked back and must be con
g ratulated on the work they put out. 
To dis ba nd the idea of a Pub licat ions 
Comm ittee would be a loss to the 
college and it is hoped the sys tem of 
joint ed itors w ill overcome the prob
lems that have existed in the past. 

As well as the control and organ
isat ion of committees, S.R.C. admin
isters the sa le of pennants, mot ifs, 
badges, t ie pins and cuff links, and 1 
the S.R.C. office is the storehouse of 
lost property in the college. This 
latte r tas k in one w hich the S.R.C. 
could well do w ithout. The Canteen 
Duty Roster is also in the hands of the 
S.R.C., but th is "volunta ry" roster fails 
because of the lack of active support 
from the students . Returning students 
should realise that if they refuse co
operation in this matter in the future, 
the result may be that the canteen 
w ill close down altogether. 

The orga nisation of Inter-College 
visits is pe rhaps the g reatest ta sk that 
S.R.C. ha s underta ken th is year . 
During the yea r four colleges visited 
us -Geelong, Bend igo, Western and 
Techn ical T.C.'s . All these were suc
cessful and enjoyed by the colleges 
concerned. 
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Geelong on the 7th July by buses, 
and despite the weather enjoyed them
se lves. This visit was a little disap
pointing because the social a spect 
was largely neglected. Amends were 
made on the 11th August when the 
whole of the Bendigo TC visited us. 
Altogether th is wa s a very successful 
day both socially and on the sporting 
field . On the 17th August a small but 
energetic group from Western TC, 
South Australia, visited us . These 
"Westerners" were jealous of our 
college 's surround ings, view and 
hostel . The visit by the Technica l TC 
was an educational one and S.R.C. 
provided the gu ides and acted a s 
hosts for the morn ing. 

These visits are a ve ry importa nt 
part of college life; they g ive the 
respective S.R.C.'s a chance to me et 
and ex cha nge views regarding th e 
operation of their councils and the 
vis its pro vide competit ion in a wide 
variety of sports and a chance for 
the colleges to meet socially. 

It is pleasing to hear that Inter
State college visits are coming back 
into vogue. These were popu lar a 
number of years ago, but seemed to 
have d rifted into the background. 
However, they a re with us again and 
it is up to the students of the various 
colleges not to abuse them, but to 
make the most of a valuable oppor
tun ity. 

Perhaps the most im por ta nt role 
of S.R.C. is to look into and carry out 
if pra cticable and acceptable, sugges
tions made by the students within 
the college . This year the S.R.C. fol
lowed up a number of student re
quests and suggestions with few 

posit ive results. These included: 
A Miss Aus tra lia entrant from the 
college sponsored by the S.R.C.; a 
vending machine; a cafe-bar machine; 
lib rary seating; a certificate of com
petency for the operation of a film 
projector; exa ms and their clash 
w ith teaching rounds and the ques
t ion of teach ing marks . This last one 
was perhaps the most important and 
succes sful task that the S.R.C. carried 
out this year as far a s the stu
dents, parti cularly the first-years, 
were concerned. The result is now 
tha t teaching marks are given after 
eve ry round , and the C classification 
is divided into C+ and C-. This 
success showed the practical influence 
and powe r that SRC does pos ses s and 
should provide an ince ntive to the in
com ing S.R.C. It p roved that if the 
stud e nts have a leg itimate grievance 
and b ring it to S.R.C., something can 
be done about it. 

The question that we a sked and 
the incoming S.R.C. asked and future 
S.R.C.'s will a sk is how can S.R.C. be 
improved? What more can SR.C. 
do? These are difficult questions and 
it wi ll be only over a period of time 
and experience that S.R.C. will further 
d evelop . S.R.C. can develop only a s 
the needs of the students demand , 
and w :1I undoubtedly do so as the 
College expands and the student 
population increases. The three-year 
course a nd later the four-year course 
will affect S.R.C., whose constitution, 
outlook and responsibilities will 
change markedly. 

In conclusion I wish Geoff Olney 
and his S.R.C. every success in 1966. 
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Editorial
 

., 

JUIl 

Vi c Say, Geoff Olney, Editors 

This publication marks the cl imax of 
a busy and complicated year for the 
Pub lications Committee. The incum
bent editors took over half way 
through the year and have been six 
months behind ever since . However, 
STRUAN is here, your record of 1965 
at Frankston Teachers ' College. 

The policy of the Publications Com 
mittee is for ma ximum student partici
potion in student publications and 
we thank those stud ents who contri
buted to and helped with the pro
duction of Seahorse and Struan. Not 
to he overlooked are those staff mem
bers who assisted us greatly w ith 
advice and judged the Struan awards . 
Thank you! 
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A disappointing featu re of the 
Publica tions year, however, has been 
the la ck of support of a great number 
of students; those who were asked 
to put names to photographs; those 
who were asked to write reports and 
so on . 

However, enough of sou r grapes. 
Many of you are leaving College Conce 

for good. Physically, anyway. Don 't 
leave a ltogether. Don 't w iden your 
ho rizons and fo rget where you started . 
Perhaps thi s Strua n w ill he lp you re
member those left behind as it m ight 
help those to remember you. COn 

Wherever you are, in College or 
out there teaching, good luc k, and 
keep up the good work. 



Your Representatives
 

President MAX BENNETT 

Vice·President MARILYN DEAN 

Junior Vice-President JOHN WINTLE 

Secretary KEN MILSOM 

Treasurer NORM BOOTH 
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Concerts and Dramatics 

Social Service 

College Improvements 

Welfare Representative 

CHRIS MYERS 

JEAN AULDIST 

PHIL CROKE 

JENNY LOGAN 

Fair Committee MR. J. PROWSE 
KEN MILSOM 
MICK PlUMSTEAD 

THANK YOU 
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Staff 
STAFF 

.• PRINCIPAL: GEORGE A. JENKINS, BA, B.Com., B.Ed ., T.P.T.C.,
 
MAC.E
 

.• EDUCATION:	 ALWYN H. FRY, BA, B.Ed., T.P.T.C., MAC.E.
 
KEVIN H. MUTIMER, B.A ., B.Ed., T.P.T.C., AB.Ps.S .
 

FRANCIS A JONES, B.A, Dip .Ed., T.P.T.C.
 

JOAN M. ANSELL, B.A., Dip.Ed., I.T.C., T.P.T.C., 2nd
 
Hons. AND 

KENNETH E. RUNCIMAN , BA, Dip .Ed. (Oual.), 
T.P.T.C., 1st Hons. 

JOHN A. WHITE, B.A., T.P.T.C., 2nd Hons. 

ROBERT R. CAMERON, T.P.T.C., 1st Hons, 

J. ENGLISH: MONTAGUE BROWN, B.A., B.Ed. (QuaL), T.P.T .C.
 

RICHARD WITTMAN, B.A., B.Ed. (QuaL), T.P.T.C.
 

JAMES J. PROWSE, BA, B.Ed., T.P.T.C.
 

DAVID A. JULER, BA, B.Ed., T.P.T.C.
 

GRAHAM A. McGARV IE, B.A., Dip.Ed., T.P.T.C.
 ... 
BERNARD RYAN, B.A, Dip.Ed., T.P.T.C. r 
(Mrs .) MARGARET BROWN, T.P.T.C. 

•	 ART: DONALD H. ALLAN, AT.C., T.P.T.C. 

RAYMO ND J. GILES, Dip.Art ., T.P.T.C. 
THOMAS G. WELLS, Dip.Art., T.S.T.CA(A/C). 

GORDON E. BRENNAN, S.T.C.(Eng.), A.T.C.(Eng.) 

OWEN A PIGGOTT, Dip .Art., T.S.T.C.(A/c). 

MAISI E M. PAPWORTH, TAC.T.C., T.P.T.C., 2nd 
Hons, 

'. PHYSICA 
• SOCIAL STUDIES: GERTRUDE F. KENTISH, BA, B.Ed. , Dip . Phys. Ed., 

T.P.T.C.
 

JACK LACY, BA, Dip.Ed., T.P.T.C.
 

LESLIE G. LOMAS, B.A., B.Ed., Dip.Ag.S<:i., T.P.T.C.
 
RONALD E. ELLlX, BA, B.Ed., T.P.T.C.
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Staff 

:I., T.P.T.C., I. 1.I.e. : (Mrs.) E. M. PATRICIA KENNEDY, T.LT.e., T.P.T.e. 

MYRNA S. HOMES, T.I.T.C. 
JUNE E. GUPPY, T.I.T.e., 1st Hons. 

(Mrs .) JANET M . SAXE, LI.T.e.
A.c.E. 

c., A.B.Ps.S. 

• SCIENCE LAWRENCE J.	 E. FLYNN, B.S.c., B.A. (Qua!.), B.Ed. r.P.T.c .. 2nd 
AND MATHEMATICS (QuaL), T.P.T.C. 

WILLIAM HOWE, B. Com., Dip.Ed., T.P.T.C. Ed (Q uaL), 
IAN L. GILL, Dip.Ag.Sci ., T.P.T.C. 

s.	 WINIFRED SMALES, Dip.Hort., T.P.T.C. 

FREDERICK E. BROWN, T.P.T.C. s. 

,), T.P.T.C. .• MUSIC: BRIAN A. CHALMERS, B.Mus., B.Ed., S.T.P.C., T.P.T.e. 
, T.P.T.C. (Mrs.) JANET E. FERRARI, B.Mus., S.T.P.e., T.P.T.C. (on 

leave) . 
ROBERT C. BILSBOROUGH, S.T.P.e., T.P.T.C., 2nd 

.P.T.C. Hons. 

.• LIBRARY: GRAHAM P. CORR, B.Com., Dip .Ed., T.T.L.e., T.P.T.C. 

A .	 RAYMOND HAYNES, T.T.L.e., Lib.Prelim., T.P.T.C., 
2nd Hons. 

WILLIAM G. DOLPHIN, T.LL.C., Lib.Prelim., T.P.T.C., 
A/C) . 2nd Hons. 

C.(Eng.) (Mrs.) MARIE T. LACY, T.I.T.e. , T.P.T.C. 

IC). PAULINE A. DAVIES, T.P.T.C. 

.P.T.C., 2nd 

.• PHYSICAL EDUCATION:	 PETER LADD, Dip.Phys.Ed., T.P.T.C. 

VALERIE J. WALLACE, Dip .Phys.Ed., T.P.T.C. Phys. Ed.,
 
JUDITH LONGDEN, Dip .Phys.Ed., T.P.T.C.
 

i., T.P.T.C. 
,. ATTACHED: Dr. PHILIP J. STRETTON, M.B., B.S. 
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Th e unknown person whose quiet, diligent attention to dillies and thoughtjulness
 
[or others hav e made him (or her) the perfect college memb er.
 

Jl 
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March 

May 

July 

August 

~ 

September 

JlIgh l jlllll ess 
er, 

November 

December 

..,.;; 

College Diary
 
College re-opened 

Combined Teachers' Colleges' Swimming 
Carnival - WE WON! 
Garden Party 

"Hotel Paradiso" 

Geelong T.C. visited 
Mid Year Ball 

Education Week 
"Tom Jones" 
Bendigo T.C. visited 
Western T.C. (S.A.) visited 

Tours: Heron Island, Magnetic Island, 
Gold Coast, Perth, 
Camping and Combined tours 
of the Centre. 

Combined Teachers' Colleges' Athletics
 
Carnival - WE WON AGAIN!
 
College closed
 
FootbaU Premiership - WE WON AGAIN!
 

Graduation Ball
 
Graduation
 
College Closed
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Around the College 
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Photographer Curran 
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Around the College
 

. .. isn't he lu vcrly If 

N ext year, TV 
i ll th e gym 

The butcher, 
th e baker 
the candlestick 
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Around the College
 

Bushwalking . .. 
with m od cons. 

Did yo lt hear 
what she said? 

Bendigo cam e . . . 

~ 
~':":-----l-:- ~ 

..c;"'f~==__'-I,_:>:: ---"""" 

. . . and we went. 
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rent. 

Combined Centre Tour 
Wednesday, September 1-Left Spencer Street on the Ove rlander on the first 

leg of what proved to be an inte resting tou r from wh ich we all returned w ith 
more know ledge than we had prev iously en joyed. 

We left late-this was to become a recurring feature of the trip . Sleep, many 
of us found, was someth ing that was well-nigh imposs ible for we were all hav ing 
such an exciting time. 

Thursday, 2nd-Bleary eyes and haggard faces seemed fa irly general at Mur
ray Bridge, where a few brave souls partook of a most delightful breakfast. First 
incident-Lyn lost her toothpaste down the fold-away sink, followed shortly by 
Heather. The facial scene had changed sl ightly by the time we reached Adelaide. 
The major ity of our party went sightseeing, while wiser old owls booked sleeping 
berths for the journey home. We were amazed at the speed of the clerks at the 
station-it took them fully two hours to change bookings for five people. 

Adela ide-Port Pirie - General rule was catch ing up on the previous night's 
sleep (or lack of it). 

Port Pirie-Maree - Singalong enjoyed by all. 
Friday, 3rd-Gibber Plains, w ith odd houses appearing now and then. The 

idea l place to teach . 
Oodnadatta-all out for photos. Many of us were struck by squa lor and filth 

in wh ich Aborig ines exis t. 
Saturday, 4th-Arrived Alice Spr ings 12.30 a.m., 2 ~ hours late . Welcomed 

at the hotel by a row of tents wh ich we were infor med were to be "home" . 
Morn ing vis it-John Flynn Memorial Church, Rex Battarbee Art Museum, 

Flying Doctor Base, Nationa l Park where the or igina l Alice Spr ings was founded. 
Afternoon "visit"- sw imming, horse-rid ing, Pitchi Ritchi art camp. 
Evening-trip to the pictures, Central Austral ian style. 
Sunday, 5th-Left for Ayers Rock on Pioneer bus "Werrup", which means Red 

Ochre. Our coach capta in, Noel McKenna, an extremely informative and very 
fr iendly person. 

tear Curta in Spri ng-sang Happy Father 's Day to Uncle Gordon. We arrived atlid? 
Ayers Rock after a 9 t -hour dr ive. 

Monday, 6th-Got the "feel" of the Rock. Later we went round to see the .. Overlanders Camping Tour. Hurray for clean us. 
Tuesday, 7th-Many d iscovered just how far it is to the top of Ayers Rock. 

Some didn't even bother to find out at all . 
Wednesday, 8th-Left Ayers Rock 8 .30 a.m . Some of us had camel rides . 

We were surpr ised to find Aborigines owning camels. 
Reached Alice aga in about tea time. 
Thursday, 9th-New bus, "llumca", meaning Ghost Gum, and a very pleasant 

driver, Norm. We were taken out to Ellery Creek Gorge where we resided at 
the Glen Helen Lodge. The rooms were luxurious, but this fact was spoilt by the 
hard water which curdled our soap. 

Friday, 10th-We saw the Glen Helen and Orm iston Gorges. 
Saturday, l1th-Hermannsburg Mission. We were shown the schoo l, the old 

and the new churches and the vegetable garden. We were pleased to have an 
Abo rigine travel back to Alice with us. He kindly showed us how to play the 
rhythm sticks. 

Sunday, 12th-We left dea r old Alice at 8 a.m.
 
Monday, 13th-Once again arrived late-this time into Adelaide.
 
Tuesday, 14th-Breakfast in bed with papers delivered, and , yes! We arrived
 

late home at Spencer Street. 
Altoge ther the Combi ned Centre was a tour never to be forgotten . Mr. Brennan 

and Miss Papworth were terrific and helped our trip to run smooth ly and happily. 
-ANNE SHEPPARD. 
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Journey to Western Australia 

The journey to Western Austral ia was not only a marvellous holiday but was 
an educational experience which should be remembered by the tourists for many 
years. 

Boarding the " Trans Continental" at Port Pirie after a smooth trip from Mel
bourne we began to feel a hol iday spirit with the delicious meals and the serv ice 
provided by our stewards. Cards, singalongs and dancing (except congas) were 
the means by which we filled in time as the train dashed across the Nullabor. 
The desert is impressive. However, it is not as desolate as is often implied. Blue 
bush, myall, mulga and mallee dot the landscape with occasional trees here and 
the re. At certain spots the tra in halts at a siding where there is a weatherboard 
building and one or two outhouses. A couple of hundred yards back from the 
line, is a l ine of about seven houses-th is is the ma in street. 

One such place is Cook, which is 569 miles from Port Augusta and 539 miles 
from Kalgoorlie. Cook is a diesel refuelling station and the occupants of the 
several establishments are employed by the Railways. 

Arriving at Kalgoorl ie at about 8.00 p .rn. on Sunday evening we were shown 
ourt'sultes" or cabins located in a railway carr iage stationed in a rail siding. On 
the following morning we were taken on a tour of Kalgoorlie . This is an h istoric 
gold-mining town which has an atmosphere that is all its own. It has a wide 
main street-Hannan Street-in which is the monument to Patrick Hannan, the 
first man to strike it rich there, and along which cars and people move as if they 
had nowhere to go. The people are very friendly and willing to have a yarn. We 
were taken to an open-cut mine no longer operating and then to one of the 
biggest mines on the fields, the " Ear l Kalgurlie" mine. Here we saw a huge shaft 
in operation and a mighty box-like bucket bringing up loads of ore and rubble 
from the hollow far below. As well as gold, Kalgoorlie obtains £1* million worth 
of wool per annum from its sheep. Another feature here was the Mt. Charlotte 
reservoir which is suppl ied from Mundaring Weir, 350 miles away. The water 
is carr ied this distance by a mighty pipeline. 

Journeying the final stage on the " Kalgoorl ie" we arrived in Perth on schedule 
on Tuesday morn ing. In fact, and, Victoria Railways take note, we were actually 
30 seconds early, according to Doug Jamieson, when we pulled in at Perth station. 

Perth is a large city w ith its fine banks, insurance b locks, spacious and well-kept 
department stores and its clean streets. A couple of its streets in the heart of 
the commercial block are one-way which helps to keep traffic and shoppers 
flowing well . 

We settled in well at the Britannia Hotel in William St. and were well received 
by George and Ness Youngman who provided excellent meals and service during 
our stay. 

Our first organised tour was a bus trip around the subu rbs of the Swan River. 
This began with King's Park, a beautiful hillside parkland on the outskirts of the 
city . From here one has a lovely scenic view of Perth as it looks majestically over 
the Swan River. The best v iew is seen from the foot of the War Memorial, built 
on the highest point of King's Park . The new Narrows Bridge linking outgoing 
roads from Perth to Fremantle and Kwinana , looks like a structure made from a 
child's mecanno set from this point. 

A feature of the tour which was not looked forward to but which was 
thoroughly enjoyed was the visit to the Schools and Colleges of Perth. The first 
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school was Coolbinia Primary School, which goes to Grade 7. All the Primary 
Schools in Perth go to Grade 7, then the children go to Junior High School for 
two years, after which they proceed to Senior High School where they do Sub 
Leaving in one year, and Leaving which is a two-year course. After passing their 
final Leaving Examination they have the equivalent of the Victorian Matriculation. 

At Coolbinia we were shown over the school by a Mr. Segar, a Nature Studies 
expert attached to the school. A particular feature of this school was the emphasis 
on plants and wildflowers of Western Australia. Numerous gardens and nurseries 
were laid out where the children could watch the plants and flowers growing in 
a "natural" situation. There is a plan for an open air "nature classroom" where 
the children could go for their Nature Study lessons. 

The Tuart Hill High School came next and was certainly a beautiful school. 
Completed in 1956 it is a two-storey white brick building with large green tinted 
windows to provide plenty of light to the spacious classrooms without allowing 
too much glare. There are 1500 pupils attending the school which has new and 
efficient science rooms, a lecture theatre (used for lectures and films in science), 
a swimming pool, large playing fields, and a large assembly courtyard. This 
school also provides for art and craft subjects such as painting, pottery, wood
work, sewing and mechanical work. There are separate rooms fully equipped 
for each of these departments. 

We then went to Claremont Teachers' College where we were amply enter
tained at a luncheon given by the staff and members of the S.R.C. This College 
is housed in a large two-storey building and differs in appearance from our own 
College. Some of the lecture rooms here, I thought, were a little small. 

During the afternoon we inspected the Graylands Teachers' College which is 
situated at a former Army Barracks w ith the tin and wooden huts and sheds being 
turned into lecture theatres . A feature here was that all the students partici
pate in some form of gardening and work around the College for certain 
periods each week. A couple of the students who were showing us 
about, said, that besides making the surroundings more attractive it helps 
to inculcate a better College spirit amongst the inmates. There certainly was 
a good atmosphere here at Graylands for the students who showed us about 
and looked after us during afternoon tea were really great guys, er, sorry, gals. 
The subjects they do are similar to ours but they do about ten subjects in much 
less detail. 

John Forrest National Park and Mundaring Weir were great scenic spots, the 
latter with its huge mountains of pine trees and its giant spillway, the former 
with its many wild flowers and native trees. , 

A highlight of the whole tou r was the trip to Rottnest Island, which is 12 miles 
off the coast of Australia near Fremantle. The island is picturesque with its rugged 
hills, its trees and wildflowers and its jagged cliffs stretching down to the great 
crashing waves of the Indian Ocean. On the island there are small brown, furry, 
four-legged animals called Quokkas, which are something like a wombat. They 
are blind in the daytime but can smell any food that you hold close and will 
come right up and eat bread from your hand. Some of the bays and beaches 
on the island are superb and very popular in summer . On one of the rocky cliffs 
we saw several red and yellow crabs and we were all fascinated by their quaint 
sideways crawl. The trip back on the ferry, the "Katemeraire", was really enjoy
able with a grand old singalong with Mr. Howe providing some lovely numbers. 
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One that was particularly popular was that great Irish favourite, "The Garden 
Where the Praties Grow" . The singing was so good that one of the passengers, 
a dear old lady, came up and thanked us. I think she must have thought we 
were part of the itinerary for the trip. 

Yanchap Park was a most delightful spot. Here there are large green gardens 
filled with Western Australian wild flowers, trees and shrubs. It is an ideal area 
for picnics. The caves at Yanchap are worth seeing, for there are numerous 
stalactites and stalagmites, some of which have unbelievable formations. The 
temperature inside the caves is a constant 75° all year round and the water in 
the caves is about 99.1'% pure. Surfacing after our visit to the caves, we had 
lunch on the lawns, then rowed about on the lake very expertly. In fact, one 
of the gardeners at Yanchap thought that Doug Jamieson was Stuart McKenzie 
as he rowed dexterously across the calm blue waters past the spiky water weeds. 
Altogether this day at Yanchep was enjoyed by all of us. 

On Tuesday morning we were shown about the historical buildings of Perth 
by an hysterical old lady. Seriously, she certainly meant well and was very 
interesting, particularly when speaking of her former friends in the cemetery. 

The three-day tour of Pemberton was another highlight of the tour to the West . 
The forest with its giant Karri trees was impressive. Here there is a huge fire 
look-out tree stand ing 212 feet tall, which is thought to be the ta lIest of its type 
in the world . Sandra McKee, showing all the prowess of a koala, was first to 
the top. We were taken around the trout hatcheries here. In one pool there 
are 750 trout, some of them having bright red str ipes along their bodies. Trout 
can breed up to 1500 per fish per year. Some of the larger type here are called 
Rainbow and came originally from Canada. About half a mile from the Trout 
Hatcheries was a weir and many of us took some excellent snaps. 

The Timber Mill owned by Hawker-Siddeley is another feature at Pemberton. 
Timber is cut into various lengths and sizes by round, toothed saws. The logs are 
rolled into position by means of chains and are rolled towards the saws on rail 
trolleys operated by pulleys. The saws are steam operated, the steam being 
provided by fires stoked mainly with the sawdust, so there is very little waste. 
Here Margaret Freeman and Allison Tuppen nearly fell into one of the conveyor 
belts, but were rescued by one of the tough mill hands. We spent the two nights 
in Pemberton at the Avalon Travel Lodge. Due to nightly entertainments be ing 
booked out we were resigned to playing Chinese checkers, charades and draughts. 
(By the way, if anyone wants a win at draughts, see Pam Perry.) The trip back 
in the bus was through some ve ry pretty country. Going through Donnybrook a 
couple of the girls, Sue Henderson and Carol Michaelson, tried to buy apples but 
were told to go to the packing sheds for them. At th is juncture we should make 
special mention of the bus dr iver, Clem Howell, who, I am sure, all the girls will 
miss. With his warm, happy nature and his knowledge he certainly made this 
trip to Pemberton more interesting. Oh! I nearly forgot! One of the parks we 
passed near Bridgetown was called "Guppy Park". We are sure that this was 
named after our Miss Guppy so we can see that the Frankston influence has spread 
to even Western Australia. 

Saturday, the day after arriving back in Perth was an uneventful day and most 
went to either the football or the beach . Some even went about picking wild
flowers, I believe. And as we all know the outcome awaiting tourists picking 
wildflowers in the West I am wondering if some of us are not smiling in relief at 
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having left Perth, for as one of the notable residents of Perth told us, "You 
pickee, we smackee". 

For more detailed impressions of King's Park any interested people could see 
Sue Henderson, Alison Tuppen or Margaret Warren. For a run down of Perth 
dances, well, Kathy Smith has all the details. The cardsharps were Sandra McKee, 
Glenys Tinkham and Marilyn Callister. The champions at charades were Alison 
Tuppen, Judy Douglas and Marion Howie. The best chucklers were Pam Killey, 
Annette Hutchinson, Jenny Bloomfield , Roslyn Taylor, Roslyn Shellard. The best 
canasta players were Alison Guthrie, Don Rule, Roslyn Taylor and Mr. Howe, 
while possibly .the terrible three were Carroll Dean, Mar ion Howie and Kay 
Mcintyre. These three were inseparable and were always busily working out 
some joke. However, they were out-tricked on the last night in the Trans Con
tinental-ask Doug Jamieson and Don Rule. 

Altogether we all thoroughly enjoyed th is Western expedition and we are 
indebted to Mr. Howe and Miss Guppy for their untiring (many sleepless nights) 
efforts. 

-MICK PWMSTEAD. 

• ••• • 

Centre Camping Tour 
The time of day and weather 
Mattered none to us: 
The members of the camping tour 
On board the doomed Bond's bus . 
For it seemed that at the worst of times 
The best came out in us. 
The hot and dusty desert, 
The vibrating bumpy ride, 
The broken springs and shackles 
Did all good film provide. 
The buzzing bloomin' blow flies 
Or those cursed wel l-spread burrs 
Didn't really worry us, 
Although we did so curse. 
We feel the credit's due 

To the very best of us: 
The noble, cheery lecturers 
Who at any time of day 
And in any weather too 
Helped to make the camping tour 
Enjoyable for me and you. 

-LYNNE ROSE 
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Sports Report 

The committee is composed of representatives from each of the college sporting 
groups. This committee meets regular ly to discuss equipment and facilities to cater 
for all student sporting interests and to discuss intercollege visits. All work is 
done in conjunction with the Physical Educat ion lecturers, Mr. Ladd, Miss Wallace 
and Miss Longden. ' 

Unfortunately, because of lack of finance, no major undertaking in the way of 
extra facilities or equipment could be carr ied out. However, the baseball team 
was provided with uniforms and new equipment, and maintenance equipment 
provided throughout the year has ensured that all sport ing bodies have good 
quality material to commence sport in 1966. 

This year we were visited by students from two colleges : Bendigo came down 
for a sporting day that proved most enjoyable for all concerned, and we also 
received a visit from the South Australians, Western Teachers' College, in Mel
bourne for one week in second term. 

On the sporting field itself, Frankston has had the most successful year in the 
history of the college. Our teams won six of a poss ible eighteen premiersh ips 
wh ich is well above the 'quota' among six colleges. Our greatest tr iumps w ere 
the winning of both the combined swimming and athletics carnivals which, along 
with the coveted football shield, could be te rmed the 'g rand slam' of college 
sport. 

To conclude, it would be safe to say we were the most successful college in 
sport for the year 1965, and we, the outgoing committee, would like to wish the 
college all the best for 1966. 

-LAWRIE PECKHAM. 

-DIANNE BAIRD, 

FJRST FOOTBALL PREMIERSHIP 

During the 1965 season the College football team played 15 games of which 
it lost 2 and won 13 including the grand final of the inter-college competition. 
The team gained for the College its first football premiership; and by defeating 
the two country colleges played, it showed itself to be the best Teachers' College 
team in the state. 

The team was notable for its evenness and all-round strength; but the decisive 
factors in its success were probably the wealth of good big men and talented 
forwards and the outstanding kicking power shown by all players. The ability 
of all players to take strong marks and to kick accurately over long d istances put 
opposing teams under constant pressure and so enabled the team to play attacking 
football at all times. 

These qualities were clearly demonstrated in the grand final aga inst Coburg 
Teachers ' College. That Coburg was never ablsto counter Frankston's big men 
was shown by the performance of Rodney McNab who capped off a splendid 
game on the ball by kicking six goals. The other followers, Hank Verwoert, who 
was outstanding during the whole season, Daryl Hook, and Doug Ferguson were 

24 

ably SUPPOI 

ability gene 
in the first f 
the game tl 
kept the pre 
to counter t 
Johnston at 
other forwa 
half-back M 
ed a poterr 
ably supper 
on ,the flan] 
Coutts to IT 

Plumstead r 

The most 
service as a 

Perhaps t 
the grand f 
Frankston sl 
strong foott 

I
 
.L 

1
 
I 

I
 
I 



~e sporting 
ities to cater 
All work is 
"iss Wallace 

the way of 
iseball team 
! equipmerit 

have good 

came down 
md we also 
1ge, in Mel-

year in the 
oremiersh ips 
'iumps were 
vhich, along 
, of college 

II college in 
to wish the 

ECKHAM.
 

JE BAIRD. ....
 

es of which 
competition. 
Iy defeating 
ers' College 

the decisive 
ind talented 
The ability 

istances put 
ay attacking 

inst Coburg 
,'s big men 
a splendid 

woert, who 
guson were 

ably supported by the rovers, Peter Gatto and Vin Claxton, whose kick-getting 
ability generated great drive. The outcome of the game was never in doubt when 
in the first few minutes Brian Qu irk scored two goals with long kicks . Throughout 
the game the centre line of Roger Spaull, Neville Stone, and Graeme McKenzie 
kept the pressure on the opposing back line. Although Coburg was able at t imes 
to counter the high marking of John Gallus at half-forward and the elusive Alan 
Johnston at full-forward, they could not close the avenues to goal provided by 
other forwards like Doug Gibbon, and after he was injured, Phil Fawcett. At 
half-back Max Bennett contributed grea1'ly to v ictory because he not only blanket
ed a potentially dangerous opponent but also initiated many attacks. He was 
ably supported by Chris Long and by Stan Oakley, who gave a faultless display 
on .the flank. This enabled Keith Naylor, always a great back pocket, and Col in 
Coutts to meet the ba ll and turn defence into attack. When called on, Mick 
Plumstead responded with characteristic unselfishness. 

The most unfortunate player was John Callery who, after giving the team great 
serv ice as a rover, was unable to play in the grand final due to illness. 

Perhaps the most remarkable feature of the team was the fact that thirteen of 
the grand final team were first-year students. This augurs well for 1966 when 
Frankston should be able to build on the foundations already established for a 
strong football t rad ition . 

-R.W. 

VOLLEYBALL 

During this yeqr 's winter term, 
there was formed a group of athletic 
females all eager to play volleyball 
w ith Mr. Ell :x, he being the " coach" 
of the now (in)famous volleyball team. 
Throughout the season we played 
many teams, g iving them the benefit 
of ou r experience, thus teach ing them 
the finer po ints of the " game" . With 
great seriousness and eagerness we 
battled through each week aga inst 
great odds, gradually making our way 
to the finals. We managed to defeat 
Burwood, so gaining the first premier
ship under competitive conditions, 
thus completing the season un· 
defeated. 

Brenda Mennie was our ever-in
spiring captain, while Janie, Mar
ga ret, Kirsty, Nancy, Siocca, Diane 
and Carol made up the magn ificent 
fantasmogorical College team. 

Our thanks go out to our " One 
love ", Mr. Ellix, for his patience ond 
stami na while teaching us the various 
tact ics of the "game". 
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The matches we re held twice a 
week in the College hall after a rather 
disappointing start. The Kittywake 
girls really played together as a team 
to go on and win the Grand Final 
against the previously undefeated 
WRANS team. We owe our success 
to the enthusiasm of team members 
and supporters and the encourage· 
ment given to us by John Milner, 
Peter Van der Lande and Rien Duyues
tyn. Keen competition was provided 
throughout the season by the other 
teams - Cherokee and Collegians, 
the other two College teams, Morn· 
ington, Seaford and WRANS. 

At the end of the season, six Col
lege girls - Rhonda Bunbury , Lyn 
Banks, Barb. Bright, Marilyn Dean, 
Lols Williamson and Marilyn Ca llister, 
participated in the Victorian Country 
Week Championships and although 
we were only successful in w inn ing 
one of the three matches, an enjoy 
able weekend was had by all. 

Mar ilyn Dean. 

BASKETBALL
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INTERNATIONAL RULES 
BASKETBALL 

FIRST TEAM. Although we did not 
manage to reach the Grand Final, the 
Firsts had a very en joyable season at 
Basketball with Miss Longden always 
present to g ive encouragement and 
sound advice. However, throughout 
the year our team was unfortunate 
in having much s ickness a nd injury. 
Thus membership was constant ly 
chang ing over. Even so, the keen 
sp irit and enthusia sm of the team 
was not a ltered . Capta in was Bar
bara Bright. 

SECOND TEAM. We took off the 
Premiership for the second year in 
success ion. This success was due to 
enthus iasm by team members and ex
pert coaching by Miss Longden. One 
match was lost but all others, includ 
ing the final against Cobu rg, were 
won conv incingly . 

THIRD TEAM. Encouraged by Miss 
Wallace, we played invigorating 
games throughout the year. Although 
we missed out on becoming Premiers 
by a narrow margin, our games were 
enjoyable becouse of the keen team 
sp irit. Capta in was Rhonda Bun
bury. 

We hope that next year, Frankston 
will be able to w in the basketball 
Premiersh ips . Best of luck to next 
year's teams . 
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HOCKEY 

Premiers 1965 
Through beards, abuses, 

fa nta st ic obi Iity, 
fitness, 
determ ination and 
good will! 

Thanks everyone 

Kerri and Barb . 

College Improvements 
The grounds improvements committee began its second year with the responsi

bi lity of £300 S.R.C. allocation. All possible improvements were listed from the 
suggestions of the students and staff and apart from general maintenance and 
improvement committments, several la rge r projects were initiated. The (bush) 
area above the hockey field was landscaped and the appearance of gardens 
improved with tree planting, stonework and watering systems. The much needed 
parking area e xtensions were also completed . In conjunction with the Sports 
Committee hockey posts and soil for the cricket pitch have been provided. 

Severa I members of the college deserve th anks for their efforts and particu
larly so Mr. White, Without whose direction and energy little could have been 
achieved. 

Social Committee 
This year I feel that the Social Comm ittee has been very successful in its activi

ties, and that this success has been due to the very act ive committee members 
and interested helpers, without whose aid we could not have managed . 

During the year we have successfully run seven dances and two balls , We 
were very happy about the enthusiastic way in which the staff participated in 
the two square dances held . Special thanks to our 'callers', Miss Kentish and Mr. 
Corr. The student reaction to these square dances was excellent, and their re
sponse showed us that a change from the standard dance is appreciated. 

The balls were the highlights of the year and we feel that the 'Strangers' added 
greatly to the success of the evenings. They added a break from the co nven tio na l 
which was appreciated by the students. 

Altogether, it's been a mighty year, and we hope that next year is even better. 

Good luck and lots of fun to next year's Social Committee. 

-JANIE WINDER. 
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Welfare Association Social 
This has been another extremely successful year for the College Welfare Looking 

Association. individuals 
The first function for the year, the Garden Party, on Saturday, 13th March , money-raisi 

attracted a large number of parents and friends despite the wet weather . To the were direc 
pleasant accompaniment of the R.A.A.F. Band, new students and their guests It is enco 
toured the College and met the Principal, Staff and Welfare Association members. and others ' 

At the Annual Meeting on April 7th, the largest Committee yet, re-elected as sold, kn ited 
its President, Mr. A. Malkin; Mrs. J. Mennie, Vice-President; Mr. N. L. Toyne, of service. J 
Secretary; Mr. J . Bell, Treasurer, and elected Mr. C. Williamson to the position But it is 
of Second Vice-President. To conclude th e evening, Lawrie Peckham gave a very enthusiasm 
interesting talk on his experiences in international athletics . College suf 

During the year we have been pleased to have Shire representatives on the mittee, but 
Committee--Councillors Johnston and Hosking. Thanks go to these very busy community.
people and also to the Staff Representatives, Miss Homes and Mr. Ladd, for their It can h, 
valuable work in the actfvities of the Assoc iation. Congratulations to the Execu di vided, th 
tive on the capable and efficient way they have carried out their duties. when we hi 

This year a very early and enthusiastic start was made in the preparations for also our tim 
the College Fair . A co-ordinating comm ittee of two Welfa re and two Student Please, n 
Representatives, together with a representative of the Staff, was organised . others, and 

This small group worked untiringly and, together with the Association and the Try to make 
groups w ithin the College, had everything in readiness fo r Saturday, 2nd October. comr The 
The efforts of all concerned were well rewarded by the record profit of them and te 
£1219/10/4. have talent: 

Special mention must be made of Mr. Prowse's ingenious String Competition . 
It was w ith mixed feelings that the students carried about those intriguing bottles 
for the months preceding the Fair, but I am sure that all doubts as to Mr. Prowse's 
sanity were resolved when the profits exceeded £300. t.c.c» 

Congratulat ions and sincere thanks to Mr. Prowse for his many hours of Many of 
thought and preparation, also to Ken Milsom and Michael Plumstead , the Student can go to it 
Representatives on the Co-ordinating Committee, for their part in the success T.C.C.F. i 
of the Fair. students to 

Thanks must go to Mrs. Hart for her efficient organisation of the last main and to rns]
function of the year, the Mannequin Parade . This proved to be very successful citizens.
 
and enjoyable. I am sure that all who attended were very proud of the three
 This year 
College models. It was very encouraging to see the increased support of the and the Bil: 
students in the attendance th is year . speakers to 

Apart from these major funct ions held throughout the year, the Association One spec
has donated £100 to the College library and financed the development of a new slides of ex 
hockey field which w ill be ready for the 1966 season. tures. Ano 

I wou ld l ike to take th is opportun ity of saying how much I have enjoyed children dU 
working with the Welfare Association during my year as Student Representative Missionar 
and how much we, the students, should appreciate the valuable work they are sent to an
 
doing. As parents and fr iends, they are vitally interested in the College and
 of students 
work very hard but their work is made easier and more enjoyable when it is in 

Next yeaconjunction with us within the College. I would l ike to congratulate Nola Higgins 
committee,on her ele ction as Student Representative for 1966 and hope you continue to 
ings with digive her the wonderful support you gave me during 1965. 
Teachers' C

-JENNIE LOGAN. guidance in 
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,Report
 
Looking back over a year, one can count up many activities undertaken by 

individuals and groups under the name of "Social Service". Most of these were 
money-raising efforts, for Community Aid Abroad and other objects, and some 
were direct community help. 

It is encouraging to think of those who spent hours of time and gave generously, 
and others who supported and helped them. Thank you, all the people who gave, 
sold, knited, sewed, organized, collected, tutored, and took part in dozens of acts 
of service. Many people will appreciate what you have done. 

But it is discouraging to th ink that there has been no evidence of general 
enthusiasm or even interest in "Serving Society". The Social Service Committee in 
College suffers from a lack of official or financial support from the S.R.C. Com
mittee, but also because the student body is apathetic to the needs of the 
community . 

It can hardly be denied that, with the world's wealth so very unequally 
divided, those who are on the rich side, as we are, must give generously 
when we have an opportunity to help. This means giving not only OUr money, but 
a Iso our time, effort, talents and interest. 

Please, next year if you are -still at College, give a thought to the needs of 
others, and don't let the few Committee members and enthusiasts do all the work . 
Try to make' or do something for someone else. 

The community is looking to us as teachers and future teachers both to help 
them and to set an example of generous service. We can all afford it, and we all 
have talents we can use . 

- JEAN AULDIST. 

T.C.C.F. Report 
Many of the students in college are probably wondering what T.C.C.F. is, who 

cal} go to its meetings, and what its aims are. 
T.C.C.F. is an interdenominational Christian Fellowship which exists to enable 

students to have fellowsh ip w ith other Christians, to spread the love of Christ, 
and to make us aware of our Christian responsibilities, both as teachers and 
citizens. 

This year we have had a variety of meetings, discussing top ics such as 'Science 
and the Bible', 'Why are the Churches Empty?' and on occasions we had guest 
speakers to lead our discussions. 

One speaker from the Institute of Archaeology brought many specimens, and 
slides of excavations, which he explained proved the authenticity of the Scrip
tures. Another speaker showed slides of camps and beach activities run for 
children during their vacations. 

Missionary interest has been maintained again this year with money being 
sent to an international Overseas University Fund which pays for the education 
of students in India and South East Asia. 

Next year we are looking forward to a year of progress, and already the new 
committee, with John Doyle as president, is organizing a program of open meet
ings with discussions, visiting speakers, and films . We pray God's blessing on the 
Teachers' Colleges' Christian Fellowship next year, and praise Him for all His 
guidance in 1965. 
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Hostel Notes 
We started the year by welcoming about fifty newcomers to "our home", as 

well as two new supervisors, Miss Walsh and Miss Kingsley . Mr. Wells also was 
welcomed back after his trip overseas last year. Once initiat ion was over the 
first years managed to settle down to the Hostel way of life and at the Easter 
break-up they were given the opportunity to display their talent (even rabbits 
have talent) . The May holidays meant a very sad loss to the Hostel when Mrs. 
Gillman left after serving as Matron for over two years. For a while we managed 
without a matron but eventually Miss Timmis joined the Hostel. 

Occasional sing-alongs, a group outing to "My Fair Lady", a bonfire on Guy 
Fawkes' day, carols at dawn, plus an end of year Hostel break-up at the "Hide
Away", Sassafras, have all added to the social side of Hostel life. "Playmates", 
the Hostel Magazine which started last year, is being continued this year. Also 
a Hostel Year Book is in the initial stages and it is hoped that both of these can 
be kep t going and improved on in the future. 

Hostel students have had their share of engagements this year and our con
gratulations and best wishes for the future are extended to Lyn Burge, Judy 
Casey, Lyn McKean, Ken Milson, Wendy Roedigar and Bronwyn Smith . 

At the end of the year We will be saying good-bye to Mr. Giles, who is leaving 
after being here for four years. The smooth running of the Hostel has largely 
been due to his efforts. We will also be saying farewell to Mrs. Mould and Miss 
Kingsley. 

This year the Hostel Committee consisted of Barbara Bright (Pres.), Cheryle 
Dodd , Norma Walker, Lindy Davies, Julie Arnold, Liz Gardiner, Phil Fawcett, Jeff 
Lester, John Milner and Peter Van Der Zande, and we hope that next year the 
Committee, with the students' support, can do even bigger and better things . 
I extend every good wish to next year's Committee. 

-BARBARA BRIGHT. 

Project 166 
It has taken me three years to realise one major facility that this College is in 

need of: namely, a large theatre room . The presence of television and a movie 
projector in the College makes this need more apparent, and the need is growing 
each year. 

What better medium than films can be used for clarifying concepts or intro
ducing new ones? It is a general feeling among third years that our course in 
Science th is year would have been fu tile had it not been for the films shown 
throughout the year. But must there always be the inconve nie nce of transporting 
the projector to and from the Aids Room, when we know that it cannot be of 
benefit to the machine? 

Also, there are the timetable changes that must be sought sometime in advance, 
which means that none of this film showing can be incide nta l. 

Would not the advanfages of a television set in this College be more apparent 
if there were better facilities for viewing the programmes? 

Therefore, SRC 1966, here is an item to consider when spending the Fair 
money. We have our organ; it took a great deal of money. Why not be ambitious 
once again and consider a large theatre room? 

-MARILYN DEAN 
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WINNER STRUAN LITERARY AWARD
 

* - GE,ORGENE MciLROY I 
THE STONE AXE 

It lies on my desk in full view, where he may see it easily should he ever come 
searching for it. To the casual observer it is simply a paper-weight. Indeed it serves 
the purpose well enough; only I am d isquieted by the incongruity of this splendid 
creation of hand and mind fulfilling so menial a role in such mundane 
surroundings. 

He must have loved it; the creator who fashioned is so patiently' in those lost 
years now shadowy in dreams. He [udqed its weight so carefully, just sufficient 
to make the fingers flex to support it, and draw the palm firmly against the 
smooth, curving side, inviting the fingers to grip its contours so that they are 
automatically guarded from slipping down the gleaming face to that bla ck, razor
sharp edge. 

Here stands the products of the advanced mind, some Australoid Michelangelo; 
fashioned with consummate skill and endless patience, the prototype of a weapon 
other men would someday produce in metal . 

Often I have held it, admiring afreash the perfection of balance, the flawless 
polish; and grieve that it will never warm to my touch. It is as if the stone contains 
an endless source of cold, which strikes to my conscience, and grows, a burden 
of guilt. Yes, I am guilty, for I coveted this beautiful th ing he had made, I stole 
it and offered in return the symbol of a civilization he neither knew nor understood. 
Now the wrong is committed, and I solve my consc ience and absolve my guilt, but 
I do not know how to make reparation. 

I remember the morning on which my association with the axe began, with 
dream-like clarity , It was early summer; I had left the car and followed a 
thread-like path (probably a bandicoot run) through the grass and gorse, my 
passing momentarily striking a sharper note in the drowsy murmur of the 
myriad wild bees. The sun was in earnest that morning, he leaned hotly on my 
bare arms and neck, and set the heat haze dancing where the gold of the gorse 
mingled with the first flattened top of the marram grass . 

Here the track dipped steeply towards the bay. The long, green surf came 
curling lazily in, shatter ing into festoons of foam [ust where the ebb and flow 
set the colours spreading in the wet sand. 

This curve of coatstl ine, how I loved it. It stretched way on either side like a 
graceful gesture from the hand of God in the dawn of Creation. Every sound of 
wind and surf and b irds' calls, the scent of bloom and wet sand, each dip of the 
path and the outcrop of rich red rock burning its colours into the silver sea 
of marram grass, I know it all so well . J always thought, as a ch ild, that could I 
choose the place of my death, this would be it; this the impression and picture I 
would want to carry with me into all eternity. 

As I stood there delighting anew in the surrounding loveliness, something 
flickered dark and swift across the silver plains or marram grass , and I glanced 
upwards. High in the blue a pair of white sea-hawks was teaching a pair of 
offspring to hunt. They led their children upward in effortless spirals, then dropped 
away in great swoops, sw ift aerial yachts, in l ine ahead . I moved on and down, 
intent on the hawks' aerial manoeuvres, and missed my footing. I went sliding 
down, submerged beneath silver waves of marram grass. I struggled to a sitting 
position. There was my opened purse, its largesse of coins scattered on a flat, red 
rock, and beside them were the car keys. I became conscious that one hand felt 
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, something cold. I stood up swiftly and looked at the object my hand had gripped. It was a 
id I glanced black stone axe-head, alien stone in this land of bright red outcrops. Black and 
g a pair of fine-grained , bespeaking infinite hardness, its edge was not flaked and chipp ed , 
len dropped but ground to a flawless polish that ages of wind and water had not defaced. I was 
I and down, exultant; not only was this something I had always longed to find, but it was a 
Nent sliding specimen of unrivalled beauty and ra rity. I had never seen such a beautiful 
I to a sitting example in any collection. I realized I was shivering with excitement, perhaps 
.n a flat, red also a little from the pain of the qravel -rash, and a little from the intense cold 
re hand felt of the black stone in my hand. 
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Attracted possibly by my scrambing among the tall tussocks, the hawks had 
returned, and now, one behind the other, they drew a sharp, decisive line of 
shadow across the grass just in front of me. As their shadow passed, I saw coming 
up the path towards me a slim, brown man. I real ized that he had not be en on the 
beach below a few minutes before, yet he had been in the surf, his hair was still 
damp from itj a few tendrils escaping from the string that bound it were long 
and softly waved . Patches of sand adhering to calves and thigh showed golden 
against his dusky skin. His dark eyes searched the path with worried concentration. 
He strode upward with sw ift effortless strides. With the open purse and coins at 
his feet, he stopped dead, an expression of bewilderment crossed his face as he 
examined these objects, strange to him. The sun and the moon shone as discs 
in the sky, but here some lay upon the gro,undj such th ings had no counterpart 
in his experience. He stooped a litt le to examine them, then he drew back sharply, 
and his glance went by them, beyond me, searching still for his axe. 

SWiftly putting the axe-head behind me, I gestured towards the coins on 
the rock between us, a suggestion that we might bargain. He did not see the 
gesture. It was not there to See. I did not exist in visible form. I would not stand 
upon that place until a span of centuries had passed. I was standing on the other 
side of time, beyond a barrier so intangible that it could be drawn by the 
shadow of a passing bird . He glanced again at the coins, and I saw his mind 
discard them as useless, even unwholesome - his need was the axe. It was 
necessary to his well-being, loved as his creation . I could see his sadness at its loss. 

Suddenly there came a sound so rare and sweet that both of us glanced 
upwards. The parent hawks were cal ling the ir young. A wild sweet call, high in 
the heavens, sounding unchanged down the centuries. Now the line of racing 
shadows swept back across the silver sea of grass. I regained my sense of values . 
I raised my arm to toss back the axe, across the gulf of time. But I was too late . 
Our minds had existed tokether for just the moment of the birds' call, then the 
chasm had opened again . I stood alone. The long surf still rolled across the bay 
and swept up the smooth beach, the bees still murmured their song of content, but 
the stone axe was ice-cold in my hand. 

So I wait for a sig n from him, or a conviction to grow in my own mind, which 
will tell me of the reparation I must make. We may not share another moment 
in time, the slim brown man and I, but the gulf of t ime has closed, our races are 
co-existent now. Because every act of an individual is part of the sum of human 
behaviour, my guilt belongs to all my race, and all my kind must share in my 
'atonement. The stone axe is only a symbol, but every symbol is the dwarfed 
progeny of a greater reality. Before there comes a reckoning, there is a balance 
to be adjusted between us to measure what we have taken, against what we have 
to g ive, and what his people have lost and what they may receive. Our races are 
co-existent, but there is still a barrier between us, a barrier of shadowy, intangible 
things; of doubt, distrust, prejudice and self-interest. On either side of the 
barrier some men stretch out their hands with good intention, but shadows d istort 
visions and gestures fall inert. 

So We must wait, two peoples, until there comes a call famil iar to us both, and in 
that moment when both shall see a common vision, we may cross the barrier into 
each other's worlds and, seeing clearly, understand. Pray Heaven we hear the call 
above the noise of civilization, and that it comes soon, for the sands of time are 
running SWiftly as if borne on an ebb tide. 
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* 
It has been a long day 
I am tired 
Rubens -- you have 
refreshed me . 
You painted with love 
I received with love. 
We have something 
In common . •. 
Rubens -- how I envy you 
in fact I am jealous 
Why were you so 
endowed with the gift 
of artistic talent, 
r would give away 
everything 

POETRY AWARD 

- LIND,Y DAVIES 

Except my name and soul
 
to have this .
 
When I think logically
 
I feel -- why shouldn't
 
you have had this joy
 
For that is what it was.
 
Sometimes I grasp a
 
thread of your life
 
Hang on, and then
 
with a changing tide
 
Drift away, like a
 
forgotten leaf.
 
1 wander a imlessly
 
in my thoughts .
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Have no conception of 
time. 
In fact I hate it. 
Footsteps crunching, steady 
irritating 
I loathe them, I loathe 
everything to do w ith 
th is institution 
Excluding my - "friends". 
I have not established 
myself. 
therefore find no peace 
I want to cry 
Please let me 
Nothing will come 
I am dry 
like the centre of a dying, hungry 
country 
Parched, for want of 
knowledge and understanding 
I can't express myself, 
my greatest wish 
to be an artist 
then I could find an 
outlet for these emotions. 
Today I experienced 
d isappointment in every 
way, 
Religion, friendship, humanity 
All three deserting me 
Once aga in - discontent 
Why and Why and Why, 
Because , Because, Because . 
I don't know 
I don't know. 
Oh, spirit let me see 
reveal yourself. 
Relieve my suffering 
I am in bondage. 
- yes the cha ins of 
my own feelings 
No longer do 1 feel 
sane 
Instead - I wonder 
something is happening 
There must be a 
brea king point somewhere 
Perhaps I'll find it 
in - Infinity - Death. 
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Geoff Olney 
Idyllic was the life they led

Their island - Paradise.
 
Faintly touched by white man's dread
 
Pestilence and plague.
 
For a few among them freely went
 
Unafraid of Gods and Kings;
 
Careless, defiled the Goddess of them
 

all, 
Unknowing . 

They called her Mother,
 
And she lay in peace
 
Though Her daughters grumbled
 
Over the years .
 
The Humans came to probe Her
 
And search Her bowels;
 
She let them come and go, and re


leased 
No stony tears. 

Then the inner torment, deep below,
 
Groaned in Her veins.
 
No rest.
 
She withstood; She stra ined
 
To no avail . The pressure built,
 

i.	 She belched-
A hundred houses tumbled, 
A thousand people died, 
Unknowing. 

Packages, parcels, peopleLindy Davies 

• 
Dut-dut, dut-dut 
Oil smells, dust; uniforms 
"Tickets please" - "Excuse me" 
Out-dut, dut-dut. 
Cigarettes, smoke, cartons 
Magazines, knitt ing, paperbacks 
"Scenery is lovely"-"AII the same" 
Out-dut, dur-dut.
 
Steam, whistle, shunting
 
Out-dut, dut-dut.
 
"All aboard"-"Goodbye".
 
Tears, sadness, memories
 
Out-dut, dur-dut.
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Once a little star 
shone upon afar 
I looked up 
It looked down 
'But soon it hit my eye 
I could not mind: 
It caused a tear 
Yet tears are made to fall 
And the star looked out 
Out of my eye 
And the tear that was •
Me - fell down , 

THIS OlD' ... 
Slowly it drained leaving him faint, 
Corroding, eroding paths once 

• 
stra ight, 

Gouging a tunnel dark and alone 
Deeper and deeper till youth was 

all gone . 
The dust of years like ashes burnt 
The sinews of a soul torn and rent: 
A mantle of grey veils his sight 
And knowledge not innocence forms 

his light. 

w. F. Bailey 

WHAT IS THE COLOUR? 

brown and grey and oozy mud,
 
purple, crimson dripping blood
 
light ~reen, dark green, orange, 'red.
 
what IS the colour when you are bled?
 
yellow, pallid pus and bile,
 
even gall will make you smile,
 
blue and rotting black-grey lead,
 
what is the colour of the dead?
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Bailey 

Nareeb - towering like some 
great giant 
Formidable - and yet alluring 
What revelry happened behind 
those walls 
Stark and cold in their 
greyness 
What sorrow did you hide 
Tear s, laughter - echoing 
as in some huge chamber 
You are protected by Nature 
But soon - people w il l 
come and destroy thee 
The wall s will soon be rubble 
The sta ined glass - powder 
The flowers will be crushed 
and the trees uprooted 
For a rose must die 
for someth ing to ex ist 
We ha ve all found that. 
For as we breathe 
flowers wh ilt 
leaves w ither 
So it is w ith you 
As you are destroyed 
People will come 

~ 
and build on your 
earth 
No longer will you be 
remembered 
Nareeb will be just 
a memory to a few 
of us who loved you. 
That long drive that 
has taken many 
fr iends to and from your 
door 
Will be covered by tenements 
The very thought 
grates on my mind. 

Lindy Davies 

The moth exhausted lies prostrate 
His wings glowing, gold, 
silver and green in 
the dim light. 
Like some person 
searching for an outlet. 
Struggling and blind in 
its quandary. 
For the moment it is 
motionless 
Storing strength for 
another attempt 
The beautiful legs 
and antennae spread 
out in exact 
sym netry . 
Last but still hope is 
there 
However, small it may 
be 
Existing 
Not living. . 

o God what am I 
that I have been born 
free of any great disability 
As I sit here and watch 
the maimed in limb and mind 
J real ize how fortunate I am. 
Every day I find something 
wrong w ith the world I am 
never satisfied. 
I complain and criticize . 
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TRIBUTE TO ERNIE 

Azure, we call it , b lue and fa ir ,
 
W ith one whit e cloud in the shi ni ng air .
 
A roar of power, and Bernoulli f lies
 
Two men into the crystal skies-

Up there.
 

The ql int of sliver, the roar of props,
 
Then silence. The engine stops
 
Its racket, at that crucial time
 
When power's needed for the cl imb-

Up there.
 

Controller leaping in the tower,
 
Hearing the dreadful lack of power.
 
Then 'Practi ce, pratice', comes the call,
 
There is no urgency at all-

Up there.
 

Banking thirty, turning rig ht ,
 
Instructor tense, and student w hite.
 
Decision's made, they have to bow
 
To fate, there is no chang ing now

Up the re .
 

Three hundred feet it needs to turn,
 
Back to the strip where it was born
 
Into the sky like eagle flying .
 
Return ing now like sparrow dying

Up there.
 

Slower, lower, looms the nose,
 
A shudder through the framework goes

Another - an incipient spinl
 
'Good Godl Look out! He's going in!' 

Down there.
 

The siren trembles, eng ines roar,
 
This t ime it is men's hearts that soar
 
Into their mouths. W ill it fire?
 
And then it's but a funeral pyre

Out there.
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The flames lick h igh, the heat is cruel, Fa 
Sixty gallons of Avgas fuel 0 1 
To be beaten by a chemist's powder . Fn 
A whump and then another! louderI Lir 
Out there. 

The oily smoke is rising higher,
 
The tenders have put out the fire.
 
The bird is but a heap of rubble,
 
Two lives are lost for a minute's trouble


SkUp there. 
Ey 

'Per Ardua Ad Astra' cries Se 
To be heard aloft the skies; Fu 
'Per Ardua Ad Terra' w ins Th 
Remember, Man has legs not w ings Th 
Up there. 

The pilots are returned to dust, 
The gremlin's had h is f inal touch. 
Black , not b lue we'll call the sky, 
For Death is flying wayan high 0,
Up there. OJ 
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Noemi Schick 
NOW 

I sit and watch the faces pass .
 
Faces; faces rise and fade,
 
Out of the past they come and
 
From the present merge into
 
Limitless future - time, thought space.
 

Human, human faces.
 
Yet what I see is savage, animal :
 
Despair, hate, hunger - passion.
 

Skin drawn tight over shr ivelled bones,
 
Eyes from hollows peering:
 
Seeing yet not bel ieving,
 
Full of suspicion, fear and hate.
 
This is the future and the past,
 
This is what has been made of life.
 

And now we grow dull 
No energy for living now, 
No laug hter and ioy now, 

Only the unbl inking stares 
Of a thwarted generation 
Looking hopelessly 
Into the dark and d ismal future . 

FOR REFLECTION 

Back of the person you are 
Is the child you were, 

The child who bel ieved in you, 
Who had faith and hope and dreams for you, 

The child who used to be you. 
Can you face that child, the child 

Who used to be you , 
With eyes unflinch ing and heart that's true, 

Can you claim you have played the game you knew, 
In the child who used to be you? 

Or must you tell that child, 
Who used to be you, 

That the adu lt you dreamed of is dead
That you've buried that child 

That child who used to be you? 
And that child's hopes and dreams of you? 
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Warren Sf. C'air 
WHY? 

Oh, the ioy of life; Why do peopl 
This corrupted and boring life. Why am 1 fro 
What to do, I love to sit ( 
Oh, what to do 

LIFE - FOR WHAT IT'S WORTH 

play.
When you're tired and blue and don't know what to do, I love to see 
When you have been driven up the pole, 1 love all the I 
Oh, what to do. And all the s 
Just find yourself a hole, 1 dislike cruel 
Crawl inside and lie down and bid the world a sad goodbye. And pain,
Cause when you feel the way you do And suffering.
Oh what can you do. I am able to f 
I'll tell you my friends for all pea
Precisely nothing. All nature's c 
You are just like a used plaything, Have I not tr 
So my friends when you are inside your hole, arms,
Say your prayers and prepare to climb And legs,
Those white, white stairs up to the pearly gates And eyes,
For the judgment time comes to all us liars, And ears,
Who spend all their time on earth caught between a huge pair of pliers And . . ., 
On one side the choking grasp of your own misdoings, And everythir
On the other the chill, tight grip of the darkness of your life,; Just like othe 
And when your life is dark Do I not brea
Don't try and solve it by a walk in the park. 

And see,
When your friends avoid you, 

And hear,
When the justice and purpose of life avoids you, 

And , think,
Then my friends-even those who despise me

JusrHke othePlease take my advice and don't flee 
Why then amDon't take your life with that knife you haven't got the nerve to use, 

inferior?Lift your heart and eyes to heaven my friends, 
Why am I not And turn to your only friend, the one who 

normal perHasn't been avoiding you, you have been avoiding him, 
Instead of theAnd so with a final line I'll leave this earth. 
Nigger?For those who read this work please don't regard it with mirth,
 

But be sympathetic to a someone as pathetic as me.
 GeoflO 
T. W. Lee 

REBIRTH 
Each morning, with the rising sun, brings life and hope anew. 
Though dark despair, the day before, within your heart wild 

grew.
 
And fearful were your prophecies and thoughts of times to be ;
 
And more than once you gave up hope----no goodness could you see.
 
But then at last relief would come, and sleep would close your
 

mind,
 
And send you to a tranquil world, with no regard for time
 
Until, at last, refreshed and strong, you met the newborn day
 
With eagerness to conquer all the trials to come your way.
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You are . You listen and learn, 
Say ing little, as wise men do. 
We forget your ' presence,
 
Deny you're there 
But you 're in everyone of us.
 
Deny it? Yes, we do
 
Too often. We crush you
 
But you listen still,
 
And som etimes spea k
 
Wh en crus t is broken and we stand 

unfette red , 
A ch ild again.
 
For a moment
 
Loving, a s a child is able-
But no t a beast that calls itself a man.
 

43 

WHY? 
Why do people hate me? 
Why am I frowned upon? 
I love to sit and watch the birds at 

play. 
I love to see the cutting of the hay. 
I love all the pretty flowers, 
And all the sunshine showers . 
I dislike cruelty, 
And pa in, 
And suffering. 
I a m able to find love in my hea rt 

for all people, 
All nature's creat ions. 
Have I not the same number of 

a rms, 
And legs, 
And eyes , 
And ears, 
And . . ., 
And everyth ing , 
Just like other people? 
Do I not breatthe 
And see, 
And hear, 
And th ink, 
Just like other people? 
Why then am I regarded a s 

inferior? 
Why am I not referred to as a 

normal person, 
Instead of that hate-filled word, 
Nigger? 

Geoff Olney 

I 
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Jean Auldist 
That little boy looked so disappointed . Only two minutes ago he was walk ing 

proudly home, balancing in his muggy hands a white and glittering silver angel. 
He was thinking about where he could hide it 't il Christmas day. But now he 
would not have it to hide. The rain came. 

When I saw Freddie I though, "Poor kid. Nearly home and the rain just caught 
h' rrn, " 

When Freddie's mum saw him she thought, and said: "You little devil why 
didn't you hurry, Your shirt's all wet and so are your pants and what's that 
screwed-up mess in your grubby hands? Go and get dry at once-I wish you 
wouldn't dawdlel" 

Freddie thought: "1 tried so hard . It's no good telling her what it was for. " 
Freddie was hopeless at most things. Just average at handwork, but generally 

something went wrong somewhere. You know how one has a wonderful idea 
of how to make something? A car that will really go (but the cotton reels won't 
really turn); a happy, funny clown (but the mouth seems to look sad, not funny); 
or an angel that looks really holy and beautiful and ethereal. 

Freddie didn't know the words ethereal and holy, nor did he understand what 
the angel's message meant: 

"Glory to God in the highest ... peace on earth . . . men of goodwill .. ." 
But th is angel really worked. It was lovely . It shone. The glitter sparked. A 

bit of c1ag dribbled down the back and the wings were somewhat crooked, but 
nevertheless it was beautiful. It was clean and well-made. 

The teacher said, "Take it home to Mummy, Freddie, as a Christmas present." 
"But what if she sees it1" sa id Freddie. "Hide it somewhere, just until Christmas ." 

It was an awfully hot day. The green trees in the park were tempting. But 
Freddie went stra ight home. He walked slowly, his beautiful angel balanced in 
his hands so as not to spoil it. Every now and again he stopped and adjusted 
the slightly crooked wings. 

The angel seemed to suddenly gain an eerie radiance in the sunlight, which 
became queerly white as the sun peered out from behind enormous threatening 
grey and black clouds. The light faded, the clouds darkened. The atmosphere 
thickened and changed. Still the angel shone white. 

Then it rained . One spot. Two drops. Splish, splash, spit, spat, plit plop. The 
sky burst open and poured forth great tears . How could those Iittle hands cover 
those stately wings they had made? 

PERFECTION 

The word slips easily from my mouth, before I even think . 
Perfection is a sound so sweet, yet makes our high hopes sink. 
How can a man, a mortal man, hope to achieve such heights, 
And walk a path untrod by man in wisdom and in light? 
Oh, only God, Himself, who is perfection, can explain 
If man can gain the mental strength to do away all pain. 

-T. W. LEE. 
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Lindy Davies 
I am enr iched 
Tis wonderfu l 
One would never 
imagine 
tha t friendship 
could give so much. 
Through speech and silence 
Th is truly was 
acqu ired. 

The world is but a
 
broken toy
 
And we the components
 
It is not until
 
some yearning is
 
satisfied that part
 
of this breakage
 
can be restored
 
We become one
 
in our thoughts
 
Communication is achieved
 
love is strengthened
 
Hope is reborn.
 

No longer do 
we experience
 
loneliness in our
 
quandary
 
For we are
 
assured
 
by a simple
 
word
 
A warm smile"
 
A mutual affinity
 
Doubt
 
still present
 
But not so
 
cruel
 
for it is shared .
 
Thank God for people
 
without them
 
we would be nothing
 
Thank God for life
 
W ithout it
 
we would want nothing
 
Thank God for
 
Love
 
Without it
 
there would be nothing.
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o body o f mankind 
How express ive you can be 
If set free 
Otherwise you are but a 
Mass of grey matter 
Stagnant - immovable. 
o for music it stirs 
the blood 
Allows the mind to relax 
and melt into nothingness 
Ah bliss, ecstasy. 
Freedom - How wonderful 
that we can attain this 
Millions cannot, without 
the imm inent fear of death 
a s a consequence. 

I love the sea 
w ith its vo ice 
How I long for it 
when I'm away 
It talks so well 
say ing everyth ing in 
so few words . 
Crash ing down upon the 
rocks white foam flying 
in the air 
lapping against the shore 
as though it was afraid 
to touch the sand 
Twinkling in the sunlight 
a million sta rs shine 
on a hot summer's day 
All its moods are so 
expressive 
When one is a lone what 
can be better than to 
walk barefooted along 
the water's edge 
Crunch ing the send with 
one's toes 
Feel ing the salty av crisp 
against one 's lips. 

"Excuse me 
The train jerk , 
middle-aged ,. 
increasing pile 

" M ind you, 
He'll give her 
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" He never ' 

was only a Ii' 
money to go 
piggy bank. 

"No." 
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something . . 
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A Story 
"Excuse me:' said the girl as she edged in between the pram and the seat. 

The train jerked and the conversat ions resumed . In the right hand corner sat a 
middle-aged Italian morosely chewing dates . His only interest appeared to be the 
increasing pile of date stones under the seat. 

"Mind you, he's a nice steady boy. Nbt like some of these ones you see around . 
He'll give her a nice home and that." 

uYes.u 

"He never was one of those ones to throw his money around. Even when he 
was only a little chap. Why, I can remember him comin' to me and askin' for 
money to go to the pictures with because he'd put all his pocket money in his 
piggy bank. It's not many kids nowadays that'd do that ." 

"No.1I 

'His Dad and I have always tried to do Our best for him really. And he's 
always been that grateful you know. He'd never even forgotten one of me birth
days. He a Iways used to say that when he got a lot of money he'd realy buy me 
something . . . course he's saving for his house now, and I really don't expect 
anything. 

"No.1I 

The young mother lifted the baby out of the pram and onto her lap. She groped 
into the bag beside her and pulled out the baby's dummy. A fervent admirer 
of Dr. Speck, she patiently tried to introduce the plastic object Into the infant's 
reluctant mouth. After a few more attempts, the dummy fell onto the seat, wet 
and sloppy, with its crumpled strip of blue ribbon sadly dangling over the edge. 

Staring vacantly out of the fly-specked window sat a young member of the 
lobster pot generation. "Look like Cleopatra with these exotic gold slippers," 
the sign had said. Her legs were shapeless in laddered, wrinkled 3/11 hosiery 
specials . A mauve shift bo ldly exposed the undeveloped knees. Bleached and 
teased, her hair gave evidence of Saturday nights spent with "a friend what's 
learnin' at the 'cademy". 

Releasing a puff of smoke, the youth leant over to pick up a folded news
paper left by an earlier occupant. His bitten finger-nailed hands searched for the 
comic section. Flicking past international news, editorials, local reports, and book 
reviews, he found the page. Carelessly he dropped the remains of his cigarette, 
stubbed it with the practised tw ist of his po inted shoes, brushed the fallen ash 
from his tapered trousers, and returned to "Li' l Abner". 

"Shhhhhh. There's a good boy. Shhhhhh, Wan t his rattle, does he? Here we 
are. There, that's better isn't it? .. . Oh, dear . Want the duck instead. There ... 
perhaps we'd better go back into the pram." 

As the train slowed, the middle-aged man gathered up his greasy raincoat, 
stuffed a copy of "La Fammia" into his pocket and flung the door open. Some
where in the front of the tra in, the driver squeezed the brakes. Solid and heavy, 
the carriages buffeted. The Italian swore as the door jolted . The cold air rushed 
into the compartment as he shuffled off the train, still fumbling for his ticket, 
hidden somewhere among the pennies, handkerchiefs, keys, and dates. 

After licking his duck for some time, the infant had apparently come to the 
conclusion that it was not as tasty as it had first appeared, and so it might as well 
lie on the floor. In any case, the result was that he threw it out of the pram, 
where it landed at the youth's feet. Feeling self-conscious, the youth at first tr ied 
to ignore its existence, but finally, red in the face, he picked it up, and thereafter 
sat staring out of the window with fixed concentration. 
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"Did you see that? She didn't even wipe it before she gave it to him. Lyin' were dismissed...there in all that muckl You never know what's been on the floor with some people with them the v 
around . I'd never've done that, would you? Mind you, it's not every mother 
what's careful about hygiene, I always say . Always used to tell my boy that. He 
never did like to come home to an untidy house. Used to tell me, he did, if I'd 
forgotten to clean up his room like he wanted it . Very particular is our Bill. His 
father used to call him Little Lord Fauntleroy, you know." 

As the train pulled into the station, the youth leapt up and jumped from the 
carriage. He was late for work, he told himself. Still talking, the two women 
got out after him, and the young mother eased the pram onto the platform with 
a practised movement. 

At the next station the girl in the mauve dress rose and left the carriage. On 
her cane basket, the p ink and green flowers bobbed sadly as she slopped along 
in her exotic gold slippers. 

• • • • • 
Marilyn Dean 

ONE STEP FORWARD, ONE STEP BACK 
It was visitors' day at the hospital, and r felt it my duty to see the members of 

the Reverend Silverwood's congregation. How happy I felt when I noticed an ailing 
aboriginal woman in a ward full of other white patients. She had a smile on her 
face, but beneath this smile I noticed a certain expression of fear. The children 
were running around freely, unaware of the purpose of their visit . I could not 
help noticing one small boy who stopped for a moment and stared at the aboriginal 
patient. Suddenly, before I could prevent it, he spat viciously at her, uttering the 
words 'Dirty black woman!" Rage overcame me. I was insulted, and disgusted. 
Before I could control my emotions, I bent down and hit the child hard. There 
was a hush throughout the ward; even the little boy did not murmur. All eyes 
were directed at me, the aboriginal lay preacher of this district, who had dared to 
interfere with th is white child. 

I suddenly felt alien and strange. Without thinking of what I was doing or 
where I was going, I flashed a quick look at the desperate aboriginal patient, then 
walked with determination out of the hospital. 

I don't know how far f walked; but slowly from the confusion in my mind came 
memories of what my life had been - a series of attempts and escapes . 
Firstly there had been my education. It had been hard leaving the mission station 
to venture into an unknown citYi but I was eager to learn and study the anthro
pologyof my people in greater detail . Part of my experience had been to mix with 
white people, become acquainted with their social standards and demands, and 
study their attitudes to aborigines. Despite the fact that aborigines and whites had 
been brought up together, the former were still treated in an inferior way by some 
whites. 

When I returned to the mission station three years later the warm welcome given 
to me did not long overshadow the sordid impressions I received . Young men had 
been encouraged to go away to nearby cattle stations. They returned occasionally, 
but it was noticed that the money they earnt was spent on gambling and alcohol. 
No advice or scolding could convince them of the injustice being done. 

Things grew worse. Family life was broken up, and bitterness towards the 
whites arose. Then came the climax. When work grew scarce, the aboriginal men 
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to him . Lyin' ..... were dismissed. Feeling unwanted they returned to the mission station, bringing 
I some people with them the vice and immorality of the cattle stations. They could not be accepted
every mother by either society again. 
boy that. He 

I tried hard to think of the time before I left; but my education had taught mehe did, if I'd 
to be critical. It had made me a foreigner to my people. No-one on the stationOur Bill. His 
wanted different conditions; their experiences with whites had only been unhappy 
ones, Talking and persuad ing had no effect on them. My education had beenped from the 
useless., two women 

Impulsively I left the mission station and drove for many miles, when I came platform with 
to the hometown of a former leader of the mission station, the Reverend Clarke 
Silverwood. That night at his home I was able to rid all the bitterness andcarriage. On 
disappointment from my system. My audience had been most sympathetic..lopped along 

After much thought, I decided to become a lay preacher and during the 
succeeding months everything went as I had once dreamed it would . I had friend
ship, hospitality, company and a rewarding occupation . My worries about 
assimilation seemed over at last. .... 

How wrong I had been. The old bitterness and despair suddenly returned in this 
one incident at the hospital. I now came to the bitter realisation that despite what 
people such as Reverend Silverwood did for us, there would always be those who 

~ members of thought of us as "black" and "dirty" and forced their children to have similar 
iced an ailing attitudes and practice cruel discrimination such as that I had just observed. 
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Football
 

FOOT BA L L 
L eft to Ri ght
 
Back R ow: P. Fawcett , P. Hazell, 1. Gallus, R. Carter, R. M cNab, D . H ook , D. Gibb on ,
 

J. Johnston, R. Craig. J. Cal/ory. 

Centre: P. Croke (Boundary ), M. Plum stead, S . Oakley , R . Spauli, B. Qu irk, H .
 
Ver woert, C. L ong, K . Na ylor, V . Claxton.
 

Front R ow: D. Ferguson , C. Coutts, M. R. Willman (Coach), M . Benn ett [Captain},
 
Mr. G. Corr (Asst. Coach) , J. Milner, N . Stolle, G. M eKenz ie.
 

Absent : P. Gullo.
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~, D . Gibb on. 

:1. Quirk, H. 

e ll (Captain), 
ie. 

.. The Players 

MAX BENNETT: Capta in, ruck an d DOUG FERGUSON (Oakleigh VFA) 
half-back, provid ed strength in back ruckman , creative handball . 
line with rugged play a nd sa fe 

COLiN COUTTS (Melbourne VFLj,
marking . 

full back, fast player who backs his 
JOHN GALLUS (M.elbourne 2nds), judgement. 

centre half-forward, a great ma rk and 
DOUG GIBBON, rugged half foran intelligent player. 

w ard, fast an d strong left-foot kick. 
PETER GATTO [Wonth aggi), nugetty entered side late and lifted the fo r

a nd clever rover, a great asset to the w ard line . 
sde. 

ROD McNAB (Melbourne VFL), ruck 
ALAN JOHNSTON (Drouin), full fo r man, strong sa fe mark and good 

ward, a match winner, clever and kick . 
elusive. 

DARYL HOOKE (Leonqothc], ruck
KEITH NAYLOR (Warragul) , back man, good team man, never stops 

pocket, strong and determined, turned try ing . 
many attacks. 

MICK PLUMSTEAD, winger, opened 
VIN CLAXTON, util ity player, ever up play w ith handbaTl . 

rel iab le and consistent. 
GRAEME McKENZIE, winger, a good 

PHIL FAWCETT (Bruce Park), rugged kick, fa st. 
and determined, provided trouble for 

RON CRAIG, sol id half back flanker.opponents. 

HAN K VERWOERT (Prah ran VFAl, 
ruckman, spectacular in hit-outs and Others who played during the year 
in general play. we re John Milner, Paul "Hazell, Lance 

Smith, Geoff Rogers, Ric Carter, Rein
BRYAN QUIRK [Carlton VFLl, half 

hart Kasputtis, John Ccillanan, Bob
forward, brill 'cnt when needed . Hayes, and John Wintle . 

NEVILLE STONE (Melbourne VFL), The team would like to gi ve special 
centre, spearhead of many attacks. thanks to Phil Cro ke for his unfailing 

su pport th roughout the year and hi s CHRIS LONG, rugged, dependable 
excellent boundary umpiring .backman 

To our coach , " Sl im" Wittman,
JOHN CALLERY (Melbourne VFL), many than ks for the time and valu 

rover, tough, clever, determined. able advice he gave to us. We would 

ROGER SPAULL (Bruce Park}, wing also l ike to thank Mr. Corr , Mr. Lacy 
Mr. Dolphin and M . Ladd for theirman, good left foot, cleve r.
 
support.
 

STAN OAKLEY IGlen Alvie), clever
 
and fa ir , valuable utility.
 

53 



.........
 

Swimming
 

SWIM M ING 
Left to Rigl L eft 10 Right 
Back R owt ] Back R ow: E. Lu nd, I. M ilner, C. Coutts , I . Callanan, P. Foster.
 

Centre: J. Gallus, R . Sp aull , R . Mc N ab, L. Will iamson, A . R obinson , K . Leach,
 
H. Canob ie. Centre: Bryc 

Front R ow: A . Burd ekin, M. To ke, p. H erring, D. Jam ieson, P. Morrison , B. W orthy, 
P. van der Zan de. Front Row: 
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... Athletics
 

ATHLETICS 
Left to Right
 
Back R ow: Ne ville Sto ne, Mick Plumstead, Ma x Benn ett , Ric Carter, N evill e Gutteridge,
 

K. Leach , Denis Y oun g, Ew en Mocl'herson , 

Centre: Bryan Quir k, Kevin Bolton, Vin Claxt on, Lois Willi amson, L orraine Hawkes, 
s, Worth y, Dianne Baird, Jud y Ballantyne. 

Front Row: Margaret T ok e, Jill Berry, Laurie Peckham , Colin Coutts, Annette N oble, 
Moree O'Sullivan. 
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Basketball Seconds
 

Lejt 10 Rig hi 

Front Row: Carol Boswell, Miss Longden, Gle nys T inkum , 
Back Row: Pamela Hu ntlngford, Lorraine H awks, Judy Ballentine. Helen Wils oll. 
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Lefl 10 Righi
 
Back Row: P,
 

Front Rows , 



• Hockey
 

HOCKEY 1sts. 
Left to R ight 

len Wils on . Back R ow : Pam M orrison, Heather Carokie, N orma Walker, Li z Lund, Marilyn Dean, 
Jud y M eKenzie. 

Front R ows Jill Berry , R obyn James, Kerry Skinner, Barb McCalillm, Juli e Arnold . 
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Volleyball
 

VOLLEYBALL 
Left to Righi Left to Right 
Back Row: Kirsty Phillips, Carol McCartn ey, Nancy Sloca. Back Row: M 

Front Row: Janie Winder, Marg Sheedy, Mr. ROil Ellix, Brenda Mennie, Dianne Fler. Front Row: ~ 
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Left to Right 
Back Row: Moree O'Sullivan, N orma Walker, L ois Williamsoll. 

)ianne Fler. From Row: Marilyn Dean, Peter vall dcr Zande (C oach), Barbara Bright (Captain) . 
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• Basketball International Rules
 

KITTYWAKE BASKETBALL 



'F""" 

FRANKSTON TEACHERS' COLLEGE 
Beside the sea our wisdom grows,
 
Let us sail the waters wide,
 
Unafraid of things unknown,
 
With the distant shore our guide.
 
Symbol of our aspiration,
 • 
Light of truth and inspiration,
 
With enlightened hearts afire
 
Towards the horizon we aspire.
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Ex;t Group 3A
 

1.T.e. 

3A - - - Mrs. LACY 

Julia Ann Aarons 
Pamela Josephine Balgue 

Carolin e Ann Best 
Barb ara Bright 

Andrea Mary Courage 
N oreen Maria Dallan 

Beverly N orm a Douglas 
Marion Firns 

Janice L ynette Fromholt z. 
Marion Rita Hanlon 

Patrlca Ann Hu ggins 
Jennifer Patience James 
Dorothy A nne Lemmon 
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Elisab eth Lesley Macdonald 
Jean Su zann e Matthews 
Janet Ra e MoLeod 
Sandra M argery Nelson 
Marrilyn Joy PoIts 
Leonie Joy R oadknight 
Margaret Anita Sh eedy 
Chr istin e Doroth y St ainsbury 
Julie Beatrice Stubbs 
Roslyn Mary Ta ylor 
Maria Ter esa van He es 
Lois Mae Williamson 

JULIA AAR< 
or	 give me del 

" Ho -o-o-rok 
I don't thir 

machine. 

PAM BALGL 
Unification ' 
Botticelli's 

achievement? 
Marrying t~ 

CAROLINEE 
Have you 

your name? 
" I' ll have it 

BARBARA E 
Meggs comics 

I want to te 

CLAIRE CM 
infants, I'll re 

ANDREA C( 
lege bell ring 
breakfasts an, 

" Yes, that's 
be wrong . N 
ket." 

NOREEN D. 
do with my ti n 
Let's go and I 

BEV. DOUG 
ing contact. ' 

MARION FI 
room for thre 

LYN FROM 
Singapore, nc 

MARION H 
should I kno 
pay " . 

PAT HUGG 
be broken. I 



.. 

JULIA AARONS: "Give me sport 
or	 give me death." 

"Ho-o-o-rold!" "You . . . ." 
I don't think we'Il: have a coffee 

machine. 

PAM BALGUE: "Lazy Fare." 
Unification of Egypt? 1066 , 
Botti cell i 's da uqhter 's su preme 

achievement? 
Marrying the Pope! 

CAROLINE B,EST: He! He! He! 
Have you all paid me? What's 

your name? 
'']'11 have it combed up tomorrow." 

BARBARA BRIGHT: Reads Ginger 
Meggs com ics. 

1 want to teach near Geelong. 

CLAIRE CARLIN: " If I don't have 
infants, "II resign." 

ANDREA COURAGE: Lets the Col
lege bell ring at 9 o .rn., then arises, 
breakfasts and comes to lectures. 

"Yes, that's what I meant. It can 't 
be wrong. Morris has blown a gas..	 'ket . 

NOREEN DALLAN: " I've more to 
do with my time than l isten to lectures. 
let's go and POT." 

BEV, DOUGLAS: Believes in mak
ing contact . 

MARION FIRNS: Policy - 'T here' s 
room for th ree in my car ." 

l YN FROMHOlTZ: " Oh, to be in 
Singapore, now that summer' s there." 

MARION HANLON. " How and why 
should I know? I hope I don't lo se 
pay " . 

PAT HUGGINS: Dates are made to 
be broken. I STill have not fi nlshed . 

Notes 

JENNY JAMES: " Belt those kid s! 
Show no patience. I refu se to eat 
mouldy bread." 

DOROTHY LEMON: Leader of anti 
Austrian campa ign . She is the result 
of a left handi-cap. 

BETH McDONALD: Gives detailed 
Geography lessons to elucidate the 
position of her home town, Waaia . 

JANET McLEOD: Mother of 300 . 
" I've got hay fever again. 

She's killed another husband. " 

JEAN MATHEWS: "Not everyone 
has artistic ability." 
Gym comes first. 

SANDRA NELSON: New Guinea 
ha s many attractions . 

" Beaut ifu l, beautiful brown eyes. " 

MERRILYN pons: Silence is 
golden. 

"Don't make any more trouble." 

LEONIE ROADNIGHT: I hate to do 
this, but I'm after more money. 

MARGARET SHEEDY: " I've started 
a new diet . . . cakes, chocolates, ice
creams, etc." 

Mr. Fry so id . .. 

CHRIS STAINSBURY: Six weeks ago, 
frve weeks ago .. . When I'm married 
I'll ... 

JULIE STUBBS: " I don't know." 

ROSLYN TAYLOR: Violin - I chop 
it up! 

Tintoretto used to paint in sides. 

MARIA VAN HEES: Why aren 't my 
mice reproducing? 

lOIS WilliAMSON; Wrong an
swers at the wrong time. 

I can't help it if I'm dumb. 
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Ex;t Group 38
 

IT.C. 

3B - .Mr . PROWSE 

Elsie Jean A uldist 
Ch eryl! Diann e Ballard 
Jennifer Mary Bloink 

Trudy Janin e Catlin 
R oslyn Margaret Cox 

M arilyn Franc es Dean 
Barb ara Evelyn Dretzk e 

Helen Rae Fland ers 
Judith Fyffe 

Kathryn Joy Honiball 
N orma M arilyn Hunt 

Mo ira Joseph ine Jones 
Jennifer Ssan Logan 
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Lorraine Jun e Male 
Jennif er Anne M edlin 
Chr istine Edna Pask 
R obyn Marjorie Putt 
Eva Margot R odenburg 
Maureen Isabel Sloc ombe 
Gail Denise Stevenson 
Rosemarie Anne Stynes 
Loan Margaret Th omas 
Pamela Ann V iney 
l oan Susan Wilson 
Sandra Ga y Wri ght 

JEAN AULDIS 
because . .. 

CHERYL BAL 
MARVELLOUS f 

JENNY BLOB 
ting Galahs to c 

TRUDY CAT 
caught wi thout 

MARILYN DE. 
. . . in the Hos 

BARBARA D 
IS her fovourlte 

HELEN FLANI 
padd ing . .. NI 

JUDY FYFFE. 

KAY HONIE 
squa res? 

NORMA HU~ 

him . .. I w e 
Warragul. 

MOIRA JON! 
fluence you-B 

JENNIE LOG! 
fare. 

JENNY MED 
goes anywhere 



JEAN AULD1ST: I can't trealJy agree 
because .. . 

CHERYL BALLARD. He would be 
MARVELLOUS for Chelsea Library. 

JENNY BLOINK: Has trouble get
ting Galahs to college. 

TRUDY CATLIN: Never to be 
caught w ithout a train ticket NOW. 

MARILYN DEAN: We live together 
... in the Hostel. 

BARBARA DRETZKE: The Dennis 
IS her favourite post-time. 

HELEN FLANDERS: It's the softball 
padding .. . NOT ME. 

JUDY FYFFE. Which twin is Tony? 

KAY HONIBALL: Any m 0 r e 
squares? 

NORMA HUNT: I put it straight to 
him .. . I wanted a ride out from 
Warragul. 

MOIRA JONES: I don't want to in
fluence you -BUT. 

JENNIE LOGAN: Nepotism on wel
fare. 

JENNY MEDLIN: A Jexy Vee Wee 
goes anywhere. 

Notes
 

LORRAINE. MALE: Anybody know 
of a flat around Balwyn? 

CHRIS PASK: She's keeping up 
w ith the Joneses. 

ROBYN PUTT: Keeps up with all 
the latest fads . 

EVA RODENBURG: Is Mitiamo in 
Japan? 

MAUREEN SLOCOMBE: Her friends 
call her Maud. 

GAIL D. STEVENSON: The D makes 
the difference. 

ROSEMARIE STYNES: Tobacco is 
not the only thing at Myrtleford, 

JOAN THOMAS: Guess where I'm 
going next year. 

PAM VINEY, Is it congenial or con
genital? 

JOAN WILSON: MORE inclined to 
believe in ghosts. 

SANDRA WRIGHT: Has she ever 
won the lucky spot at Moorabbin? 

JACKIE PROWSE: G-O-R-G-E-O-U-S 
with many heartfelt thanks, 
If we accept a world without end, 
Must there be a beg inning? 
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Ex;t Group 3C
 

KAYE BARK 
won't mind. 

BEV. BAYS: \ 
out right or wr 

ROZ. BOYD: 
was joking. 

MARILYN CI 
country g irl. 

DOREEN COl 
scotch. 

JUDY CRAO 

CHERYLE DC 
" D011' t you thi 

LYN DUNGA 
sacrifice thy life 

MARGOT F( 
really, Martin! 

ALISON GU 
-Does she rec 

MARGARET 
lor Sister . 

ANNETTE H 
I can , 1 w ill, 01 

MAREE lLLlN 
be seen and n 

I.T.C. 

3C. ·- MISS GUPPY 

Ka ye Lyn ette Baker 
Beverley Ann Bays 
R oslyn Edith Boyd 

M arilyn Faye Callist er 
Doreen Cooper 

Judith Margaret Cracknell 
Cheryle Faye Dodd 

Lyn eu e Patricia Duncan 
M argot Hislop Murray Forb es 

Alison Jean Guthrie 
Margaret M ary Houlahan 

Annette Hutchison 
Maree A nne Ill ingworth 
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DIANNE KF 
why she volur 

Dianne M argaret K ettle GINNI LUG 
V irginia Lu cas Clear Lake. 
Eli zabeth N orma Th ornber Lund 
Jud ith May M alinows ki LIZ. LUND: 
Lesley Jean McCall 
Brenda Joy M ennie 
K irsty Jean Phillips 

early via Bend 
sian for Vihlag 

Faye Lorraine Py ke 
Na lley Jean R oss 
Gai l R oslyn Ste venson 

JUDY MAL: 
name is fomoi 

Gl enyse M arilyn T in kham it? 
Gillian Audrey W ebster 
Janet W inder 



• 

KAYE BARKER: Oh, no. John 
won 't mind. 

BEV. BAYS, Will my problems work 
out right or w rong? 

ROZ. BOYD: I really thought he 
was joking . 

M ARILYN CALLISTER: I'm just a 
country g irl . 

DOREbN COOPER. A wee drop 0 ' 

scotch. 

JUDY CRACKNELL: Barry ! ! ! ?? 

CHERYLE DODD: Works too hard . 
" Don't you think?" 

LYN DUNGAN : Thou sha lt always 
sacrifice thy life 's earn ings (Soc. S.). 

MARGOT FORBES: M inni - oh, 
rea lly, Martin ! 

ALISON GUTHRIE: Physica lly fit 
-Does she really bush walk? 

MARGARET HOULAHAN: Trons ls
tor Sister. 

ANNETTE HUTCHINSON: I must, 
I can, I will, oh! I can't. 

MAREE ILLINGWORTH: Girl s should 
be seen and not heard. 

DIANNE KETTLE: Now w e know 
why she volunteered for SRC Rep. 

GIN NI LUCAS: Is off to explor e 
Clear Lake.

Lund 
LIZ. LUND: Ambition to arr ive 

early via Bendigo. Has a secret pas 
sion for Vintage Cars. 

JUDY M AL: Did you know your 
na me is famous. How d o you spell 
it? 

Notes 

LES McCALL: Oh for the Iife of a 
sailor. 

BRENDA MENNIE: Is now licensed .. 
Are you going water skiing? 

KIRSTY PHILLIPS: Hobby --- arriv
ing earl y. Shame! 

FAYE PIKE : Size doesn't count. 

JEAN ROSS: Well, if gi ven a 
chance . . . 

GAIL STEVENSON: W ill soon have 
a new (Mc)Master. 

GLENYSE TINKHAM: Wh at does 
she do in her lei sure t ime? 

GILL WEBSTER: Shows signs of 
greatness when she finds out what 
it stands for. 

JANIE WINDER: QUOTE: " W inder 
by name and wound up by nature" 
-Laurie. . 

J. GUPPY: " Yea, I say unto you 
that we have foresaken the ways of 
the ignorant and walk in the path of 
learn ing, gu iding ourselves with 
knowledge e'en unto the year 's end." 

3C is noted for : quietness.
 
Eating capacity .
 
Non -conforming lTC's.
 
Its friendl iness.
 

We 'd l ike to see: Mr. Jones early 
and organised . 
J .P. late.
 
Janies on a strict d iet.
 
Than ks to: College for th ree wonder 

ful years .
 
All sta ff who have lectured to us.
 
M iss Guppy for her enduring patience.
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Exit Group A2
 

T.P.T.C. 

A2X - Mr. GTLES 

Carol E velyn A mott 
Iud itli Elizabeth Ballantyne 

Carol Anne Boswell 
Rh onda M aureen Bunbury 

Christine M argaret Cantwell 
Laraine Margaret Em ery 

Pamela Mar garet Fitzgerald 
Carol Godm an 

Loris M argaret Hair 
Alan John Attwood 

N orman John Booth 
Philip Gerald Croke 
Phillip John Fawcett 
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A2Y .... Mr. RUNCIMAN 

Barbara Kaye H anks 
M aureen Elizabeth Ann Harr is 
l oy Ann Hatcher 
Lynette Heath 
Barbara Joyce Hoffman 
Pamela Jeun. Huntingjord 
Patricia Rae Keeley 
Sandra Lo uise Lowndes 
June Shirley M ayers 
Barbara He/en McCallum 
Iohn Edward Gallus 
David Laurie Griffiths 
Paul Edward Hazell 
Grcvory John Lawrence 



Notes 

We are the kids of Group A2, 

Unc les Ken an d Ray lead the happy 

crew 

Although a mixed and varied assort 

ment 

We cringe to Almighty Allan import

ant. 

In the g roup there a re some that are 

sporty, 

And p lenty of others just p la in 

naughty . 

In lectu res Phil and Paul do pretty 

well 

But at hole digging they excell. 

We worked m ighty hard throughout 

the year, 

Now off to the Dennis to give us a 

cheer, 

Wait ing for results kept us in suspense 

But next year we're out to torture 

innocence. 

A2 Group Notes: Pat Keeley, Joy 

Hatcher . 

oris 
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Ex;t Group 82
 

T.P.T.c. 

B2X - Mr. FLYNN 

Denise Mar y Mitchell 
Karla Brinda Nunavs 
l oan Patrica O'Gr ady 
Colleen Mari e O'Shea 

M arjorie Lorraine Pentland 
Eva Y'elding Pomothy 

Lenn ijcr R eynolds 
W endy Ann R oediger 
Robyn l oy Runnalls 

Ewell Dou glas McPh erson 
Peter John M arriott 

Robert Gerard Metherall 
Lawrence W illiam Peckh am 
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B2Y - Mr . GILL 

Mar jorie Lynette Sh aw 
Pauline A nn Sheridan 
Doreen Ann Stanley 
Shirey Ann Sutt on 
Helen R osemary Tendeson 
Suzanne M oree van Prooyen 
Heather Mari on Wait 
Shame Wh ite 
Glenys Joan Wigmore 
Basil Philip Buz zacott 
Donald R obert Graham 
Brian Anthony Th omas 
R ichard John Turner 
Harry Wilts 



Notes 

The Editors regret that no Group 
Notes were submi tted by members 
of B2. 
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Ex;t Group C2
 

T.P.T.e. 

C2X Mr. McGARVIE 

Eli zabeth Barbar a A nderson 
Diane Joan Baird 

Lynette R ae Banks 
L ynn e Diann e Barnes 

Claire Lorraine Britt on 
Susan Elizabeth Buddie 

L ynette Jean Burge 
Patricia M eryl Calla ghan 

Will iam Francis Baile y 
Maxwell L indsay Benn ett 

Kevin N oel Bolton 
Richard Ov ens Boyle 

Ra ym ond John Carter 
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C2Y Mr. ALLAN 

Glenvs Joan Cam eron 
Brenda Carp enter 
Jud ith Lorrain e Casey 
A vis Florence Charl esworth 
Dianne Lou i;a Christou 
Helen Elaine Davies 
Lindy Belle Davies 
Judith Margaret Dean 
Christ ine Dobrow olsky 
Janelle Christine Dun gan 
David Win ston Church 
Vincent Patri ck Claxt on 
Peter Gatt o 
Th om as Harvie Hill 



Notes
4 

C2-a talented, varied 10),
 
Measured up to all demands,
 
Let us now introduce each one,
 
Before our group disbands .
 
Lively Lindy leods our lot
 
Well , carefree, lively play.
 
In punctual ity and in dress
 
She gaily paints the way.
 
Max provides the male support
 
To all her little schemes .
 
As she plots, collects, plans,
 
He smiles and blandly beams.
 
Tom and Dick, our handsome wolves,
 
Starred in C and D all year.
 
With Avis, Lyn and Lyn Barnes too,
 
Their performance had no peer.
 
Our sport 'nq lights I can 't forget
 
Our hurdling Di 's a whiz.
 
And Kevin in his mighty mile
 
Throws females into a tizz.
 
Peter and Yin star also here
 
Their talents are so broad
 
Wei led by David their scholling
 

feats 
Came way above the board . 
Romance was with us all the year . 
What will 1966 br ing? 
Cause in '65 Judy, Helen and Lyn, 
Managed to "snare" a ring. 
Brenda insists that Paul 's the "qreqt

est ", 
Judy Diane's likewise one-eyed, 
Chris has insisted that blond heir 's 

the thing. 
But GNG617 is Jon's pride. 
Claire has made many astute contri 

butions 
To lectures perha ps otherwise drear. 
To our Shakespearean genius Glenys 

we owe, 
The fact that we see "Othello" clear. 
And I can't leaye out Sue bound for 

Cabbage tree creek . 
Our Dianne, so glamourously free 
Nor Bql, our talented intellectual brain 
Nor talkative, extravert Me. 
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Exit Group D2
 

T.P.T.e. 

D2X - Mr. MUTIME R 

Dianne Joy Fleer 
R obyn Janet Gunther 
Pamela Ann Harding 

Pauline Elizabeth Houlahan 
Lill ian Patricia Howard 

Gaye A ml H owlett 
Alan V ictor Johnston 

Rober t Bruce John stone 
Jeffrey A lexander Lester 

William James Hu gh M acCartney 
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D2Y - MISS SMALES 

Wendy Ann Hu ggins 
Sheila Janet Jeffrey 
Anile R osemary Judge 
Anna Th erese Jurki w 
Ilona Laima M acanovskis 
Carol A nne M cCartney 
Heather Maculay 
Georgene M ary McIlroy 
Judith Lea M cKenzie 
John R ichard M ax well 
R eginald Kenneth Mil som 
Chr istopher John M yers 
Richard T errence Na pier 
Keith R oderick N aylor 

Dedicated tc 
and M iss Srnc 
remember D2. 

GEOFF HOF 
gone tomorrov 

ALAN JOHI! 
Boy. 

BRUCE JOHI 
one? 

JAFF LESTER 
a driving lesse 

WI LLIAM M 
pre fer Hubert! 

DIANNE F 
She's engaged 

GLENYS GO, 
stolen anythin ! 

LIZ GROSSN 
LIZ OLD GIRL. 

ROBYN GUI 
OR CATCH HI 

KEITH NAYI 

PAM ARDII'; 
land, Pam. 

PAULINE F 
Noble Par k? 



Dedicated to our tutors Mr. Mutimer 
and Mi ss Smales so that they wi l l 
remember D2. 

GEOFF HOFSTEEDE: Here today, 
gone tomorrow. 

A LAN JOHNSTON: Sleepy Time 
Boy. 

BRUCE JOHNSTONE: Cricket , any
one? 

JAFF LESTER: Would you g ive me 
a d riv ing lesson, Crash? 

WILLIAM MacCARTNEY: And you 
prefer Hubert! 

DIANNE FLEER: She's lovely. 
She's engaged ... 

GLENYS GOMARSALL: I have never 
stolen anyth ing. 

LIZ GROSSMAN: Steady on there, 
LIZ OLD GIRL. 

ROBYN GUNTHER: She'll NAYL 
OR CATCH HER MAN. 

KE ITH NAYLOR: Deferred AGAI N? 

PA.M ARDING: It is hot in Queen s
land, Pam. 

PAULINE HOULAHAN: Back to 
Noble Pork? 

Notes
 

JILL HOWARD: Money! Money! 
Money! 

GA.YE HOWLETT: Tal k! Talk! Talk! 

JOHN MAXWELL: Friends . Romans. 
Country men! . 

KEN M ILSOM: Fashion Mo del 
" Bermudas", 1965. 

CHRIS MYERS: Row, row, row you r 
boo t. 

DICK NAPIER: I Never Will Marry? 

WENDY HUGGINS: I have to sew 
those squares. 

Sheila Jeff rey: Could I have those 
squares, please? 

ANNE JUDGE: Is there a telegram 
for me? 

A NNA JURKIW: TAKE A PAIR OF 
SPARKLING EYES ... 

ILONA MACANOVS.KIS: The calcu
lus and ap pl ied g irl. 

CAROL McCARTNEY: Are you 
blus hing , Caro l? 

HEATHER McCAULEY, What time 
do you w rite your lessons? . 

GEORGIE MciLROY, The Came ra 
Club w ill meet . . . 

JUDY McKENZIE: Mute the Tute's 
favouri te subject. 

75 



Ex;t Group E2
 

To PoToe. 

E2X ·· M r. RYAN 

Dianne Laraine Mo rris 
Wendy l eunette Morton 

Jeanette Cath erine O'Grady 
Gerdina Piening 

Eva Augusta Randa 
Bron wyn Jean R eese 

Lynnette M argaret R ose 
N oemi Schick 

Kerri-Anne Skinner 
Phillip Richard N orris 

Frederick Iohan Piening 
Andrew Victor Say 

Peter Wh itford Searle 
John Leonard Seggie 
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E2Y - . Mr. LACY 

Cora Anne Sproson 
Janice Lorraine Tu ck 
Mar got Loretta Wal ton 
Anne Mari e Whi tworth 
Karryn Mar garet Wilson 
Patricia Lynne Wilson 
Dian e Faye Winberg 
Lesley Dawn Wise 
Lois Kathleen Wood 
Alison Mar garet Wright 
Allen James Th eobald 



Notes 
PHILLIP NORRIS: The M usicm an. 
FRED PEINING : This tra in is bound 

for . .. ? 
VIC SAY: Night on Bol d Moun

ta in . 
PETER SEA RLE: Madame Butterfly. 
JOHN SEGG IE: Big Bad John. 
DIAN NE MORRIS: Right said Fred . 
WEN DY MORTON: I could have 

da nced a ll night. 
JEANETTE O 'GRADY : She's the 

da ughter of . . . 
GERDA PEI NI NG: Little Dutch M ina. 
EVA RANDA : Phone 97 -2647 . 
BRONWYN REESE
TREVO R WA LSH-

Wherever he goe s, she goes . 
CORA SPROSON: I w anna be 

Bobby 's gi rl. 
LYN ROSE: The brave Gendarmes. 
NO EMI SCH1K: Sti ll w aters run 

deep. 
KERRI SKINNER: Rick rack padd y 

wa ck g ive a dog a bone. 
LANCE SM ITH: Sleepy t ime boy . 
ALLEN THEOBALD: Humpty 

Dump ty , 
JAN TUCK: A man called Peter . 
MARGOT WALTON : Little Bo-peep. 
ANNE WHITWORTH : My Bonn ie 

li es over the ocean . 
KERRYN WILSON : Bella Mar

g uer ita . 
PAT WI LSON: " She's a Mod. " 
LESLEY W ISE: Teacher 's pet . 
DIANE WINBERG: Here come s the 

b ride . 
LO IS WOO D: Smoo th and m ild and 

the taste comes thru ' . 
ALISON W RIGHT: The Power and 

the Glory. 
Mr. LACY: The King sat in his 

count ing hou se. 
Mr. RYAN: W ho's sorry now? 
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