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ATHLETICS TEAM, Winners of Lintott Cup, Kerr Cup, Sub-Jdunior Shield.
AL

4 rubbers 10 sets to 4 rubbers 9 sets, while our 2nd grade won by 7
rubbers 14 sets to 1 rubber 2 sets. Three of our boys (D. Willis, N.
Kay, F. Druery) were chesen to join a group to be coached by ex-
champion player, J. O. Anderson, during the August vacation this year.
(Mr. A. Clarke).

Blues Awarded, 1948
Cricket: B. Baird, N. Beath, J. Hook, J. O’'Brien, D. Oldham, D.

Sparke.

League: K. Braye, R. Clements, J. Hook, A, King, H. Long, J.
Meletios, D. Sparke.

Soeeer: L. Abell, J. Brooks, A. Pettigrew, W. Fullick.

Tennis: A. Eggington, D. Fitzgerald, M. TIuller, I. Mackie, A.
Ale¢Kenzie, A. Smith.

Athletics: R. Clements, K. Gosper, J. Taylor.

Swimming: D. Tennent.

A1 SOCCER. Undefeated Premiers. Winners of Bloomfield Cup.

BACK: B. Baldwin, K. Gosper, F. Druery
MIDDLE: G. Davies, B. Reay, \W. Strang, J. Wilkinson, K. Talbot.
FRONT: W. Fullick, J. Brooks (Capt.), R. J. Grierson (Coach), R. Williams,
J. Arthur.
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ORIGINAL CONTRIBUTIONS

Winter

‘“Grey winter hath gone like a wearisome guest,
And, behold, for repayment,

September comes in with the wind of the west
And the Spring‘in her raiment!’’

} Jjoin with the writer, Henry Kendall, in rejoicing at the departure
()f‘ winter. The only comfort which may be derived during winter is that
of reclining by the fire on bleak nights and partaking of its homely
atmosphere. However, this luxury is not enjoyved by me. Those glowin;:
c.(mls, although appearing to be peaceful, are my f‘ucs. No sooner do T
sit before them than they exert their sinister powers upen me. At
first they make me drowsy, endeavouring to entice me into the land ‘ut‘
:slun.lber. But I have no desire to obey. I wake. I brace mvself and
again temporarily enjoy the glowing embers. Alas! its power‘ is ﬂguiﬁ
upon me. 1 again shun it; and s¢ this monotonous eyele goes on its
speed slowly diminishing until T fall a vietim and sitl in (liseout(‘;ltell
rest. Both at my ease, and at my work, the fire manages to overcome
me, thus compelling me to despise it. No matter how hard I try to avoid
‘it, the cruel winter’s breath forces me back te the fire, my em:mv. This
is how my winter drags by. For me, the winter affords n(; plensl.u'es and
offers no alternatives to the activities of the more agreeable seasons.

I feel sure that there are many who would join with me and voice
their_(lis‘raste for winter. Among my many confederates nature has a
prominent position. Nature, through all her works, outwardly displays
hel" repugnance towards winter. Many trees at the onset of wlinter sh:'([
their leaves rather than let them be tortured by its cold frosts and
brefzzes. The trees, standing dormant and lifeless during that miserable
[)(31'1-()(] are afraid to let any part of them peep through their thick, pro-
tective covering. Again, many animals discontinue their usual 1'(;utine
al?d retire to some sheltered and secluded spot where they aveid the
winter’s hlast by sleeping through it. Many times I ha;'e pondered
over these hibernating animals and thought what a blessing has been
bestowed upon them. They sleep during the callous winter and then
awake during the joyous spring unaware of the discomfort that others
have endured. If only human beings, during the winter period, could
cease all activities of their busy ecivilisation and retire to thoi’r beds
until-this period had passed—but T must not be fanciful. We have n().t
been endowed with the necessary power, so we must learn to persevere.

. It is apparent that the human being is not alome in his dislike for
winter. But while we do dislike this ‘‘wearisome guest,”’ we must re-
member that he is indispensable, and that without him summer could
not bring forth the crops and other necessities which make our exist-
ence possible. ‘

G. HUGHES, 5th Year.
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On Tram Tickets

1 don’t suppose that many people believe what a true and faithful
friend a tram ticket is. On a long journey in a tram, the ticket is often
the only source of entertainment anybody may have. There is beauty
connected with tram tickets. If it is mot the printing on the ticket try-
ing to tell the story of how it came to be on the piece of paper, it is the
coloured bar which goes from one side to the other side in the middle of
the ticket trying to fascinate the fortunate owner. There is a custom
which I perform every time I buy a tram ticket. I can no more resist
it than singing in the bath. 1 am a folder. I fold my ticket over and
over until 1 have a ncat rectangle with only the number showing. If an
inspector appears I present him with a piece of paper somewhat re-
sembling a concertina. .
Nearly everyone has some odd habit which takes hold of him when
are the careful and the collectors.

The collector is usually unnoticed
His act then is very brief, but is
into a pocket and produces a hand-
different states, and even different
years. If he is fond of his collec-
methodieally to find the latest ad-
If he does not know

a ticket is put in his hand. There
These make up an important group.
until the arrival of the inspector.
spectacular. He places a hand deep
ful of tickets from different towns,
countries, some dating back several
tion, the collector hunts through it
dition and convinee the inspector of his integrity.
he has the collcetion (this sometimes happens with single men), he hands
them all to the inspector and lets him sort the tickets out for himself.
The careful one is seen with a carefully folded ticket in his hatband,
under his signet ring, in his button-hole, or in some other odd place where
it will NOT GET LOST. The inspector throws him into a panie and he
usually buvs a second ticket before he finds he is holding the first one,
like a conjurer, between the third and fourth fingers of his left hand.
Rollers, erumblers, tearers and eaters include babies, their mothers,
and some of our most prominent citizens. Some roll their ticket from
corner to corner into a long e¢ylinder. Then they turn it over and repeat
Crumblers have the same idea, but there is no method in

the process.
Oceasionally

their madness. Tearers are not always simply destructive.
they are able to present inspectors intricately worked little trees and
d’oyleys.

Now a word for the inspectors.
lector, T must say that T have never had a nasty word from an inspector.
An incredible variety of facial expressions, yes.  Looks, fortunately,
cannot make anyone buy a new ticket.

Therefore, I conclude by saying that people who do not buy tram
tickets miss a very interesting and faseinating pastime. A tram ticket
is a very good friend for the art lovers, for the imaginative ones, and
for the traveller in a tram, and is far more interesting than a train

ticket.

As a folder, and sometimes a col-

W. CHARLTON, 4th Year.
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The Spotted Bull

The sails of the ship seemed to lash out at the howling blast of icy
wind, The sea was a tumultuous frenzy of liquid treachery. Now but
two ships remained, for the third, the ‘‘Surprise,’’ softwood as she was
and 300 tons, had been wrecked the previous night. The ‘‘Waterwitch,’”
although damaged considerably, looked as if she would weather the
storm. The main aim was to land a few whales and put into port as
soon as possible.

““There she blows!’’ A whale had been sighted. The only two
serviceable boats were lowered. The battle was on, brain against brawn.
One boat drew close as the mate unleashed the harpoon. It hit him
fairly and the great flukes rose to flog the waves. The whale sank.
Then flat on his back, his big mouth wide, the whale turned. ‘‘Heave in
ver slack!’’ the mate c¢ried. ‘‘Back water all!’’ The open jaws came
on—one breath—and boat and oars were gone.

Three boats put forth from the other ship to fight this frantie
spotted bull. Dodging, he ‘“bottled,’”’ leaped upwards, 70 feet mottled
in the sky, to fall and miss a dinghy by a hair. One of the long-boats
from the ‘*Mermaid’’ edged in northward against the draught.  The
harpoon nestled, then struck home. The wet line whistled, then snapped,
and the man behind the harpoon went like a rocket. He vanished like
a quid. The whale’s jaws resembled a grave and now they were.

““Where is the brute now?’’ the captain asked. ‘‘Can’t see his
spout.”” The captain turned to look at the ship on the port tack. All
in a second she rolled and like a duck that is wounded she rose.

““Look, mister!’’ the skipper said. ‘‘That darn old cow has played
Jack the Ripper.”’

All of the ships were softwood eraft, and 400 tons of bull-whale, all
jaws, are not butter and toast. So c¢lean through the planks of the
““Waterwiteh’” he broke. In his antics he made that boat a sieve, and
then in reverse he was back in the sea. He headed for the second
barque, ‘‘Mermaid,”’ to finish the flect. She gave one deep groan and
a terrible lurch, and then sank.

In the one remaining dinghy adrift on the sea, big Jack MeGrath
said, ‘“We oughter go after that beast.”” The sailors were gamer than
lions, and the whale was half dead, so by dusk they had caught the
spotted bull, a vellow beast with spots of brown, althcugh he dodged
till their eyesight grew dull.

Two days later a ship was sighted. ‘*We’ve got the spotted bull,”’
the mate cried, ““but we can’t pull any more, so we'll give yvou this
prize if vou’ll stick to us mew.”” So the devil whale responsible for
the death of all but one beatful of men had to be surrendered for a safe
passage home.

All this happened in forty-two. Later it was rumoured that it was
not a whale but a brand of shark, that brand of devil of the sea, bitter
and evil and stronger than a whale.
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But some old sailers say this would never have happened if the
three ships had been Hobart Town eraft. For Hobart Town craft
wouldn’t care if a whale as big as a pub and as fast as a train gave them
one on the knob.

B. COBB, 4th Year.

How Easy Is It?

I have watched them many a time, those huge, muscular, bronzed
he-men, balaneing on their surf skis on top of mighty breakers. Why
shouldn’t I be able to do it just as well as they? 1 may not lock the
part, but I have the will-power.

Now, how do they go about it? They lift the ski above the heaa.
They lift it up above—bhy crikey, it’s heavy! I had no idea how heavy
it would be. Then they run down to the water’s edge. I know I am
staggering all ¢ver the place, and I am sure that evervone is watching
me, but I must go on, for I have boasted about my will-power.  Nexu
they lower the ski gently into the water. They lower—something went
wrong. I must have slipped in the quicksand. At any rate now I am
wet. It makes me all the more determined to carry this out. They head
the ski into the breakers. Oh! How did my ski get up onto the sand’
That wave teok me by surprise.  Oh well, T'1l try again.

At last the water is up to my chest. Time to get aboard. Now, how
do they do it? They roll on. Yes, that should be easv. Oh! Right on
my skull!l  That beastly thing would tip over.

Ah! On at last. Now out to sea. Oh dear! What a terrible thing!
I have forgotten the paddles, and here comes cne of those huge hreakers.
Well, 1"l just have to—good heavens! T must be travelling at least 40
miles per hour. My! that shore’s getting close quickly. Aunyhow, that
was the quickest way of getting off. I’ll do much better with paddles.

Well, here I am out in the decp again. Now, as soon as they see a
wave coming, they paddle for all they are worth., One, two, three, four,
one, two—nothing is happening. They all just seem to slip underneath
me. Ah! Here comes a beawty. One, two, three, four, one—hurrah! I
am on it, but I scem to be turning sideways., Well, I ean’t make it any
worse for myself. I’'ll stand up and see what—I do about a dozen somer-
saults in the air, hit the water and bounce back inte the air just in tima
for my ski to catch me full on the head.

Now that I have a comfortable bed in Ward 7, T have firmly re-
solved to take up chess or table-tennis or perhaps I may try my skill at
darts, but one thing T know and that is that T will never again attempt
ski riding.

JOHN HOLT, 4th Year.

Friends From My Bookshelves
‘A good book,’” NMilton once wrote, ‘‘is the precious life blood of
a master spirit,”’ and, as friends are a necessary part of the life of any
person, many firm friendships may be formed with characters from books,
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who, by their creators’ art, can be made to seem almost human. I, for
one, have many companions on my shelves with whom I share adventure,
times of peace and quiet, times of joy and sorrow, as we all do with our
real and visible friends,

Perhaps the reason for these friendships may be in the fact that
each and every one of us would like to perform daring feats, make long
journeys in other countries, meet pcople of other nationalities—and it
is through our companions in books that we can achieve our ideals.

I would like to introduce you to some of my friends created by
Charles Dickens in his immortal novel, *“David Copperfield.”” Of course,
the first is the hero, David. With him we share again the joys and
sorrows of childhood, and we experience adventures happy and not so
happy. We experience poverty and hunger, comfort and wealth. In so
lifelike and real a manner does Dickens tell the story that we almost
feel as tired as David at the end of his arducus flight. We can hear the
birch swishing through the air. We are dominated by Steerforth. We
feel the presence of the optimistic Mr. Micawber. In short, we live
David’s life with him.

Not only do we look on David as a friend, but we share his com-
panionships with Peggotty, Steerforth, Micawber, Betsey Trotwood and
all his other friends. With Dickens and David, we turn back the clock
of time. We go back to the nineteenth century and we have first-hand
experience of the English family and public life of those days, experi-
ence which it would be otherwise impossible to gain.

The friends we meet in novels are not necessarily our only imagin-
ary companions. In the realm of poetry, we forge many firm links ot
friendship with people portrayed by poets’ pens. We cannot help shar-
ing Wordsworth’s love for ‘“Yon solitary Highland lass,’”” and we can
almost hear her ‘“melancholy strain’’ as she fills the valley with melodi-
ous song. The mystic beauty of the young lady of the ““peaceful mind”’
and ““innocent love'’ is made real and lifelike to us by the art of Byron
in ‘‘She Walks in Beauty,”” and she, toc, is now counted among our
friends. We meet John Milton and sympathise deeply with him as he
pours out his soul in fervent, passionate prayers for sight in ‘‘Paradise
Tost’? and “‘On His Blindness.”’

Someone once said, ‘‘Books should be sold by weight. Some books
vou pick up and eannot put down; others you put down and cannot pick
up.’’ I believe that, if it so happencd that books were sold by weight,
the bocks and poems I have mentioned, because of the firm friends
within them, would be among the lightest of all.

R. BEAL, 4th Year.

- The Shoe

What is the best friend of man? Tt is doubtless the shoe. A baby
learning to walk relies wholly and solely on his shoes. A drunkard de-
pends upon his shoes for support and direction, for wherever his shoes
go, he goes. The shoe is a necessity for war. Where would our troops
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have been in the last war if it hadn’t been for the protective covering
of the shoe? How would we be able to combat that ferocious and
frightening monster, the cat, if we did not have the shoe to use as a
howl-checking weapon? In fact the shoe is to man as the atom bomb
is to a nation: it is security, protection and friendship.

There is a shoe for every occasion, for wet weather and dry, for
hot weather and cool, for the jockey, for the runner, for the dancer, for
the sportsman, for the player, for the worker.  Why, there must be
hundreds of types of shoes for all occasions. New shoes complain about
being hit down against the read or pavement by squeaking, but didn’t
vou complain when roughly treated when you were new, by crying?
The punishment a shoe goes through is terrific. Iancy belonging to a
soldier who marches 12 miles evqry day, or to a tramp who is very in-
considerate and unsympathising, or even to a dancer, who is continually
getting his feet trodden on.  Many a hushand has been caught red-
handed through an untimely squeak from his shoe, and so the shoe be-
comes an unfailing friend to the housewife. A shoe’s life is short and
unpleasant and it’s about time we humans realised how well the shoe
serves us and tried ¢ur best to put some joy into the life of our dearest
friend.

The idea that man can do without shoes is absurd. Can you imag-
ine the Eskimo walking around the snow-covered streets of Newecastle
or across the ice-covered Hunter without sandals? Can you imagine the
natives of the North Pole plodding along the burning het roads of Green-
land without any thick boots? No! 1 am sure you e¢an’t. The shoe is
an absolute necessity.  Fveryone knows that Captain Cook came to
Australia with one single aim in view, and that was to bring the know-
ledge of the shoe to the aborigines, who had beforehand been forced
to go painfully about without any foot covering.

A shoe is the only creature that has a man-made soul. It may be a
bit of a ‘“heel’’ at times, but its bad points are outnumbered by its
good points (unless you happen to suffer from corns).

J. HOLT, 4th Year.

Pokolbin

A few weeks ago our family went by car to Pokolbin, the centre of
the wine-growing industry in New South Wales. Pokolbin is about eight
miles from Cessnock and can be reached by a narrow road leading round
the slopes of Mount View, or else by a good surfaced road from Branx-
ton. It lies at the foot of one end of the Broken Back Range, and there
are several farms at the feet and on the slopes of the steeply rising
hills.

These farms were started by Germans, who came from the country
along the Rhine about 80 verrs ago and who, finding that the soil wae
very rich in the district, began to grow wine grapes. But as port wine
and sherry, which are heavy wines, were popular at that time, grape
growing did not flourish, and many of the Germans left their farms. The
ruined and unweeded grape vines can be seen to this day, together with
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the huts in which the farmers lived. Despite this, there are several
other farms which have been started up again, and in several places
there are grape vines covering the landseape. )

When the mixed season arrives, the ground around the vines 1s
weeded, big furrows are ploughed between the rows, and the grape
vines are eut right down to the two main branches. The vines grow well
when cut in this way and are well loaded with grapes when the picking
time comes. When the grapts are ripe, they are picked and taken to the
presser, where they are crushed. The juice is run into vats and is then
allowed to stand for a few years. Hunter River vintage is now the best
in Australia, and compares favourably with the best Rhenish wines.

J. ALLEN, 4th Yecar.

Making a Model Plane

One’s first attempt at building model ’planes is generally a failure,
and mine was no exception te this rule.

To start with I bought several sheets of balsa wood and many tubes
of glue. I then selected onc of the rooms in the back of our house, took
my purchases into it, and sccurely locked the door.

The first step was to cut out from the shect balsa the formers and
ribs, which would give the ’plane its shape. It was then that the in-
evitable happened. T cut my finger, and from then onwards I was
hampered by a large bandage which was continually slipping. After I
had cut out the formers and ribs, the next job was to glue them into
their respective positions but, try as I might, I could not find the glue.
Then I slowly realised that I was sitting on something cold, wet, and
worst of all, sticky. The result of sitting on a full tube of glue is dis-
astrous, and my model making was abandoned until I had changed my
clothes and found another tube of glue.

The ribs and formers having been placed in position (this is casier
said than done), I now glued through them the main spars and longerons.
Having accomplished this, T had now reached the stage where the model
must be covered. This seemed easy, but to a beginner it is painstak-
ingly hard. At first the tissue paper sagged very loosely, but eventually
by continued spraying with water and drying over a fire, I managed to
get the paper reasonably tight. The last step was to bolt the motor in
and to paint the model with coloured dope. T then put the finishing
touches on the ’plane by painting registration numbers on it and cover-
ing the cabin with celluloid. Then I stepped back to admire my handi-
work. It looked quite good, and T felt really proud of my efforts.

Early next morning when there was mo wind, I crept out the back
door with my model under my arm and ecarrying a small kit bag an(.l a
can of fuel. At last the great moment had arrived. I was preparing
my model Tor flight. I fastened the wing on with rubber and checked
th.e flight timer and motor mounting. Then, filling the fuel tank, T closed
the air intake to choke, and span the propeller. Nothing happened, so
I repeated the procedure. It fired and I cautiously started the motor.
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It ran. Very carefully I adjusted the throttle, losing a finger nail doing
s0, because cold dees odd things to hands and skin and raps from a pro-
peller do not help much. With the motor running perfectly I located the
direction of air currents and carefully launched the ’plane. She zoomed,
roared and—where did she get that spin?—crashed to the ground.

Oh, yes, I had not remembered to test glide it before flying. I knew
I had forgetten something.

R. O'BRIEN, 4th Year

Bottles

There is a depression in our house, a bottle depression. The door to
a certain cupboard conceals the unemployed populace of bottles who
stand around waiting for their call to come.

It chanced that last night I needed a bottle. I went to the cup-
board and announced that a bottle was required. The gloom that normally
inhabits that shelf was lifted. They all shone out at me showing off
their smooth curves, strong stoppers and clear glass, They clambered up
on top of each other trving te attraect my attention. Then I announced
that it would have to be a big bottle, about 10 or 12 ounces. The small
bottles all showed their disappointment, so much in fact that a while
later one little c¢hap in the front row leapt off the shelf to what seemed
his certain doom, but fortunately I was able to catch him. Then I made
the second condition known. I required a brown bottle. Loud murmur-
ings came from the large white bottles, who are more inclined to argue
with you than the smaller ones. I even fancy that I heard one mutter
something about ‘‘white bottle policy,’” but I would not be sure of this.

The field was narrowed down greatly, and finally two big fellows
with serew-tops convinced me after much persuasion that they were just
what I required. They were taken out, washed and filled. Now they
sit on the chemical shelf doing their duty with their new lables and
broad smiles across their faces—that is, if bottles have faces.

J. STICPEWICH, 4th Year

Will-Power

The pistol eracked and they were off. He was in good condition for
the race, but he still wondered if he should have entered in the two
miles event. He would have won the mile, he knew, but then s¢ could
others from his club. But c¢lub officials asked him to enter the two miles,
for upon that race rested the premiership for the season. He knew also
that the opposition in the two miles was poor, but he had been training
for the mile and wondered if he had enough stamina to earry him home.
He dismissed these thoughts and concentrated on the race.

The pace seemed slow and tedious to him, a miler, with the result
that he was a good 20 yards ahead at the end of the first three laps. He
could not help himself from shooting out his legs and lengthening his
stride in the fourth lap. As he came round into the home straight he
automatieally put on a sprint. Tt felt strange to be passing the post
for the fourth time and still running. Nevertheless, he felt no fatigue
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and allowed himself to look round. He saw that he was 50 yards from
his nearest rival, a blond Hercules. He did not like the look of that
fellow.  His stride was long and effortless, his arm swing free and
loose. He would have to wateh him at the finish.

The race went slowly on. At the commencement of the seventh lap,
he heard a rush behind him, and a young red-headed competitor shot
past. This shook him rather badly, but he could see that the youngster
was running himself into exhaustion and would not be able to finish. He
glanced back to see that the blond giant was no more than 10 yards
away. He stuck doggedly at the red-head’s heels and wondered how he
himself would fare when the final lap began, for he had run a gruelling
race and was not fresh.

As the bell sounded for the final lap, the three were on their own.
He could see that the red-head was all in, and that the blonde giant had
stamina but lacked speed. He was really surprised to find himself on his
feet and still running strongly. He had feared that his middle-distance
training depended so greatly on speed that he would collapse. He felt
no fatigue at all. The red-head was sprinting now, tryving in vain to
outdistance his two pursuing shadows. But the gap between them did
not widen. The youngster had started the sprint too early and lacked
the stamina to finish it. Round the back stretch each strove to gain on
the other fellow, but he and the blond rival at his heels passed the boy
whose face was now almost as scarlet as the lecks which fell over his
saturated brow. With less than 220 yards to go the training he had done
hegan to tell on him. His blond companion swung past with that re-
lentless, cffortless stride. All he¢ could see was the white blur of his
rival’s singlet a yard or so in front. He was breathing hard, his wind-
pipe blocked, and the breath coming in short, sharp gasps. His head,
overcharged with blood which hammered thunderously in his ears, spun
dizzily. His legs were moving in violent defiance of his will, yet he
lost mot an inch. Black and red spots appeared, but they could not dim
the runner a yard or so in front, swinging . . . striding . . .

Round the turn into the straight they came rocking towards the
tape. Where were his legs? Why had he not saved that sprint at the
mile until now? He felt he must give up, but with that bobbing machine
in front he could not. His lungs were bursting. Bach breath felt like
a red-hot iron thrust in his chest. The sprint had been continuous for
nearly a quarter of a mile and he badly felt the strain. With about
five yards to go, he made a superhuman effort. Suddenly, he cculd not
sce the white blur in front. He could not comprehend. His companion
could not have weakened so that he himself was actually winning. Be-
fore he could settle the matter in his numbed brain he faintly heard the
sound of shouting club-mates on each side of the track. This put new
fire in him and, summoning his last ounce of strength, he hurled him-
self forward. Vaguely he felt the pressure of the tape across his chest;
dimly he heard the tremendous roar that greeted his amazing victory.
Then all went black as he fell insensible to the ground.

J. MILES, 3rd Year.
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Life on a Poultry Farm

feeds the fowls. This takes
After breakfast the eggs to
he road where 2

When dad rises at six o’clock he first
about one hour. Our cow is then milked.
be sent to the Egg Marketing Board are taken to t

carrier picks them up in either 15 or 30 dozen cases.

In the morning and at mid-day lucerne is needed,
cut. At mid-day only the pullets have lucerne and laying mash while
the older ones have soaked wheat. liggs are collected every hour and a
half. After lunch 30 to 40 dozen have to be cleaned. As we have a
chip heater to warm water for the fowls in the morning, piles of chips
have to be collected. About half-past three they are all fed again, this

time on dry wheat.

g0 it has to be

Packing and grading eggs is a very tedious job. We arc sent a

ach month to put down the number of eggs each day.  Almost

card e
ly one or two shops with

every poultry farmer is given a permit to supp
epgs. Lach month we are paid by the Lgg Board an amount which varies
with the season of the year.

There are two ways of keeping fowls. The old method is to allow
the fowls to run in a yard surrounded by wire-netting. However, the
new ideas is to keep the fowls locked up every day. Unfortunately every
house must obtain sun all day long and only about 25 hens can be run
in about 10 square yards. Mid-August is chicken season, and we buy
several hundred chickens each vear. They are fluffy yellow balls at first.
They are kept in electric or kerosene brooders, but after two or three
wecks are transferred to brooders made of old rags. After the age of
approximatcly six weeks they are put into grdinary houses and are taught
to perch. In spite of all the hard work L consider poultry farming a
very interesting oceupation.
R. STEVENSON, 2nd Year.

Footprints in the Sand

I gathered my tackle and some stale meat to cateh worms for bait.
1 set off for the beach which was about half a mile away, and when I
arrived there I put all my gear down behind some rocks and took the
burley and walked further along the sand.
e rocks that jutted out into the water a
pool of blood and 2 trail of footprints. Also on the rocks I noticed some
torn pieces of striped shirt. I went back and put the burley and the
gear behind a tree and set out to follow the footprints which led away
toward some cliffs at the northern end of the beach. I did not have my
wateh with me, but by the position of the sun and the time I left home
I judged it to be about one o’clock, so I hurried off, eager for adventure.

ding on in the wet sand, I seemed to stop automatically,
ards the bush. When

On the way I noticed on som

As T was plod
for here the path turned sharply to the right up tow
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I left the ss
vallon b tsq:}d I found that the bush seemed to go deeply down into a
N Y, lu b\\ at alarmed me most was a wall of solid rock St T o -t
and g < . H : »
rqtie: 1(*1(1 out 20 feet high and through the middle of it a passa CWCL
q‘uh‘ X ike ;1 stone archway just in front of me. I went tlll“()‘l;{f‘h t{}:y
archway and on the other side the trail ¢ P . e
down the ineline of the vallev. ail of footprints continued straight

As T car S
i o gm.il,i cl;aer to the bottom I could hear the rippling of water
ans of someone who seemed to be 1 :
- . be in awful agony. This
oy rle!:] me ]f01 a moment, but I took courage and ran (lownéthe) gr‘uleh'llb
A as m 5 € C y ‘ -
ttine bci’ideegh r,toultl carry me. At the bottom I found an old m'n?
: : a stream and bathing a gash i f of hi )
ANag Ramos o Timea a gash in the calf of his leg wi
pieces of shirt like the ones I had seen previously on the rof’k -
sl ks,

IOOk;Xh:: lt:]l;e dlz,]jl?lis.:-lw 1n’ue he stopped his groaning for an instant and
N Y- b;eli;ulmg v. He seemed te be too weak to speak and I
e 100];@ IS(? of loss o.f blood, l?ecause there was a big pool be-
e b 2 b/ott]e (t at me agmn.mul with much strain managed to tell
i oy i (-)1 rum ?ut of his bag. I got it and gave him a couple
cook 4 clean.;p:n(;k a 11}105‘5 instantly he seemed to be greatly relieved. I
e fop of his(]e : (ta;cqltlci out of my pocket and managed to tie it around
other }lﬁm]kerchil;f s 011) the flow of blood. After doing this I tied an-
Presently he told nl;ounli e “-'mmd' Then T gave him some more rum.
oSt Tl atusic ;]t- at, while he had been fishing on the rocks, an
picked up hi; k;li‘feef 111111..:111(1 curled round his leg. In his panic he had
His lag; Fin}l]]y o «11{1;{] tlned to cut the tentacles, but he severely gashed
véash his ut, but nmre(thihe‘ ocltopus. He thought he would be able to
he could go mo farth;r_ stream deadly weakness overcame him and

I ran ba S
i s “:lii:{ f:()'.]';l.y aunt’s house to telephone the ambulance station;
S estiane \ v guiding the rescuers to the old man, answering all th’
too.excﬁez;.mblilatmg my experience over and over again, I was -1lmo<::
d—but not quite—to enjoy the bi e my s !
el e s o joy the big apple-pie my aunt specially

P. KAY, 2nd Year.

Hamlet

and f:z ;?:j:ir:]:lp::ssge part of the film, ‘‘Hamlet,”’ is the first scene
father. The scine 0 amlet‘ and .“{e spirit of his recently deceased
till for a moment it P.(;HS with swirling mist, obscuring all from view
Elsinare are visibl ;ears, and far below the turrets and parapets 01:
ot e e.1 ‘few :‘:econds later the gap in the fog closes, and
B aq]:(ho asecending a stairease in the ecastle to the gu,ards-
mld,togethez: tile e? 'Mal‘celluS, a fellow officer, and Horatio enter
SERHESH, R ¥ Swait the appearance of the spectre. Finally thi;

ppears, and it is particularly well portrayed, seeming beyead

the " | . 5 2 L
tower’s battlements, raised in a bank of fog. It has a gaunt ap

earance its 3, indisti
peara , and its features, indistinet beneath the raised visor of the
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helmet, bear a slight resemblance to a skull. The disappearance of the
apparition is also excellently domne, the figure of the ghost slowly gliding
back and being obscured by wisps of fog. ’

There is a gloomy, eerie atmosphere in most of the scenes, which
fits in well with the old castle. The shadowy, winding stairways, the
dizzy height of the towers, the long, dark passages and bare rooms all
give the picture an air of mystery.

The dramatic scenes neay the end, the duel between Hamlet and
Laertes, the brother of Ophelia, provide most of the action. The ex-
citing climax when Hamlet gains the poisoned weapon which Laertes
has been using, is very well acted.

The final glimpse of Hamlet reveals four soldiers bearing his bier
to the topmost tower of Elsinore. A dramatie touch is added to this
finale by the silhouette of the soldiers and their burden against the last
rays of the setting sun.

Laurence Olivier as Hamlet, and Jean Simmons as the pathetic
Ophelia have excelled themselves in this film, and J. Arthur Rank’s
sereen version of one of Shakespeare’s greatest plays is in my opinion
first-class entertainment.

G. FIRKIN, 1st Year.

A Dog’s Day

“«“Every dog has his day.’?

So runs the old proverb, but mow let me introduce one who tries
hard but never has his perfeet day. He is Puddles, a city dog who lives
in the dirty and dusty city of Neweastle where no dog can possibly keep
his coat nice and white. Fven if his home was as white as proverbial
snow I doubt if Puddles could keep ¢lean anvhow, for he has a knack
of foraging out soot heaps where none is normally visible. This is my
first impression of Puddles, but now T leave him to tell you of his day.

¢¢This morning, my dreams of steak, bones, dog biscuits and inter-
fering cats were shattered by a shrill whistle, and as there was no one
else awake I decided to go and see what it was. Upon reaching the front
lawn I found a white object lying theve. Not knowing what it was I
decided to have a closer look. Noticing its resemblance to a bone, 1
smelt it. It didn’t smell like a bone, but as it was bent and about the
same size as a nice juicy bome, T chewed one corner to see if it tasted
like a bone. It didn’t. T was just trying the other corner when out
came my master yelling that I had ruined the paper. If that is what it
was T wouldn’t like to have to live on it for very long.

T was lying in my kennel this afternoon when I noticed a black
cat sitting on the back fence. I bounded out after it, but it ran off, so
I returned to my kennel. Then I remembered the hone 1 had buried in
the pansy plot, so I again left my kennel and made my way to the
pansy plot, where after digging amongst the pansies for a while, I came
across my bone. I then returned to my kenmel, forgetting to fill in the
hole from which T had taken the bone. When my mistress saw her
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beautiful pansies, she eame down and gave me a sharp kick in the ribs
and then put me on my chain.
CEP Ry 3
. This is my day. I try to do good. I end up in trouble. How I
wish I were a human! But then I suppose I would have to go to school
Well, perhaps a dog’s life is not so bad, after all.”’ ‘

R. ROSS, 1st Year.

The Australian Bush
I wateh the soft green fern swing carclessly across the weather-
heaten track which winds its carefrec way betwl;en the massive white
trunks o_f healthy gum-trees. I sit beside a babbling brook which, after
='1 few picturesque miles becomes a tributary of a mighty river wl,lirling
its way seaward and to a busy harbour. I think of the v.-kustralinn bush
as a wonderful expanse of soft mellow earth with stout saplings of tile
golden wattle stretching their branches skyward. 1 picture she.ep graz-
1.ng on sloping green pastures, and stalwart bronzed stockmen 1'id"-u‘
light-heartedly behind mobs of lowing cattle, and I murmur: e
The beauty of Australia,
So wonderful to see,
Is truly n reminder
Of immortality.
I. FORD, 1st Year.

The Ghost Who Wore Size 7 Shoes

A silvery moon hung high up in the heavens, shedding pearly beams
ll(.)wn upon the sleeping earth. The rays shone down on the litll(; villa ':’
f)t Bayswater, and an uncanny air of stillness hovered over the H'E;‘Ig:l-’
ingly deserted hamlet. The only sign ¢f lifc came from the ﬁ;,rur-c‘s' of
two wyouths, their forms silhouetted against the moonlight as ‘;hev
}ruc]gml up a tall hill, at the c¢rest of which was an old, (lilupi(lutel]l hou-\'(;
The boys entered the eerie building, its walls on the verge of vo]lup;e‘
ev'cry board in the floor ereaking as a foot was planted on it, and t~lvle‘
windows, long without glass, looking out over the listless s\n:ll of the
ocean,

Suddenly there was a crash, and one of the youths stumbled and
clutched at the other. . ‘ o

““Look out, Keith!’? he yelled. “‘The floor’s giving way!"’

His companion was temporarily unresponsive, but then h.e started.

““Allen,”” he whispered hoarsely, ‘‘that wasn’t the floor-board col-
lapsing. It was a trapdoor you aceidentally opened!’’ . ‘

The speaker then climbed down through the opening and dropped
to the fleor below. The other followed, and the pair stole cautiousl
along the narrow pasage beneath the house, their footsteps soundless loi
the stone floor. B

““W-what is that, Keith?’’ whispered the one formerly addressed
as Allen. ‘‘Those lights?’’ ) ‘

The lights referred to were flickering shafts of luminosity that
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formed themselves into a continuous procession of ghostly shapes that
every moment were changing inte more terrible figures. Then both lads
gasped, for a ghastly apparition shrouded in misty white glided towards
them, occasionally emitting a horrible wail which made the boys’ blood
run cold in their veins. Icy fingers of fear clutched at them as they
turned and ran. The ghost, evidently satisfied, glided back and dis-
appeared.

¢t Allen, did you notice anything peeuliar about that ghost?’’ asked
Keith.

““No, T was too busy running,”’ was the response. ““Why, what
was wrong?’’

«Only the fact that it’s the first spook I’ve ever noticed wearing
size 7 shoes. Come on, I'm going back.”’

The pair edged down the tunnel, every whisper echoing back to
them, their footsteps seeming to resound throughout the space. The
passage ended abruptly, and Allen and Keith found themselves staring
at the waves rolling and flinging up clouds of saturating spray to them.

A sudden noise behind them woke them from their reverie, and they
saw an intruder rushing at them, a revolver in his hand, the butt raised
to strike. Before them was the attacking stranger, behind them the sea.
Then, acting with admirable promptitude, Keith adroitly avoided the
blow and tackled the marauder, whe stumbled and fell to the floor with
a shout. Allen then leapt, and together they pinned him down. They
bound the captive with a coil of rope which was found mear a stack of
packing-cases.

1 wonder what is in those boxes?’’

“‘Let’s find out.”’

Together they prised the lid off a case. Inside were several bags
containing a white powder. Keith tasted it.

“By jove! Do you know what that stuff is?’’ he exclaimed.

“‘No,’”" was the reply, the speaker also tasting it. ‘‘No, all T know
is that it has a very sweet, sickly taste.”’

“Tt’s saccharine,’’ said Keith. ¢‘That man must be a member of
a smuggling gang. Why, there is an extremely high import duty on it,
and they would make an enormous profit!’’

“Yes, but look, there is a ship. It must have called here, and now
it is going back for a fresh load,”” replied Allen.

“‘But why was there a ghost? And those lights? When I saw them
I thought that I was having hallucinations,”’ said Allen.

“CWell,”” was the reply, ‘“the ghost was to frighten away inquisitive
villagers, and the lights were a sort of prelude to the ghost. An ae-
complice probably made the lights by running his fingers over the front
of a torch. Anyhow, next time they call we shall have the police wait-
ing.”’

G. FIRKIN, 1st Year.
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The Robbery

The night was dark and still, and only a trickle of light ecrept
through the crack in the bedrcom door. The door was that of Mrs.
MacDoodlebug and was situated upon the landing of the MacDoodlebug
mansion. This mansion was situated in a mysterious gully, which was
usually enveloped in mist, whether it was day or night. The light, that
of a flickering candle, soon died out, leaving the mansion in complete
darkness.

Quietly, stealthily the docr beside Mrs. MacDoodlebug’s opened. A
white-draped figure emerged, and suddenly a candle burst into flame.
The figure, a deathly white, crept slowly down the stairs, holding in
front of it a small piece of paper which it was obviously reading by the
light of the ¢andle. The small piece of paper seemed te be a map, for a
little finger traced out lines upon it. Then the figure walked slowly
across the room at the foot of the stairs. It opened a door on the far
side of the room and disappeared into the next room. In the gloom of
the night the candle that the figure held shone brilliantly and revealed
a tall cupboard. The cupboard was dusty, and cobwebs wound them-
selves around the dirty door-kneb. A small arm reached out and grasped
the knob.

‘*Joseph Augustus Claude!’’ cried a voice from the landing. ‘‘Get
back to bed at once.”’

Mrs. MacDoodlebug stood on the landing glaring down at the white
figure of Joseph. Joseph crept slowly back up the stairs. As he quietly
opened his bedroom door, he took out his spoils from his shirt.  The
raid on the pantry had been successful.

D. EVANS, 1st Year.

The Ring and the Pudding

When mother lost her wedding ring just before Christmas she was
very upset, and everyvone in our house tried hard to find it for her.

Peter and I searched all over the house, with William the dog fol-
lowing hard on our heels. We looked in the beds and under the beds,
for you never could tell where a ring might roll.  We moved all the
cushions and rolled up the rugs and looked under the sofa, and William
the dog was close behind all the time, thinking what a very good game
it was. But no ring came to light.

£ T know I had it at breakfast time,”’ said mother.

‘When daddy came home and was told the sad news and heard every-
thing mother had done that day, he had a guess and said it might be in
the Christmas pudding. So we had te wait till Christmas Day, as the
pudding was boiling. Peter and I still went on looking in any places
that we had overlooked before, because mother said that she felt so
strange without her ring. As we didn’t find it we felt certain that it
was in the pudding.

‘When Christinas Day came and mother carried in the pudding, Peter
and I could hardly wait to be served, for we cach wanted to find the
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* FOR SANDSHOES
* CYCLE SUPPLIES

RUBBER SALRES specialise in a complete range of
Sandshoes in boys’ and youths’ sizes, in school shoes with
hard wearing rubber soles in all sizes, and have a wide
ange of eyele supplies of all kinds, including push-bike
tyres and tubes, valves, ete.

RUBBER SALES also specialise in the supply of those
famous Dunlopillo Mattresses—renowned for their long
life and wonderful comfort.

Full stocks of Rubber Flooring in all shades and quali-
ties are on display at RUBBER SALES.

Comprehensive stocks at these Specialty Stores include
Dunlopillo Cushions, Rubber Surfoplanes and novelty
items for the beach, Invalid Cushions, Dunlopillo Pil-
lows, Rubber Kneeboots, (ioloshes, Rubberised Rain
Coats; in fact, evervthine in rubber.

FOR EVERYTHING IN RUBBER

RUBBER SALESv:

695 'HUNTER = STREET ~ WEST. ' NEWCASTLE
(Right: at' the Bank Corner)’ ‘Phone: B 1630

" And. ‘at ‘157 Hunter . Street West, Wickham
L (Next to Dairy Farmers) Phones: B 1397-8-9

The Specialty Stores with the huge range of Rubber products of all kinds,
backed by the Rubber Sales (Aust.) Pty. Ltd. organisation, famous through-
out the North Coast for quality products.
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ring first. Mother gave generous slices all round, but there was no ring.
We were so excited that we almost choked as we ate, but though we
searched most thoroughly we found no ring.  And now there was only
one tiny piece of pudding left on the plate. Peter ate it, but there was
still no ring. Everyvone felt very sad, but we couldn’t be sad for long,
for we still had the Christmas trec.

There were presents on the tree for everyone, including a dog mother
had stuffed for William. The ring was quite forgotten in the excite-
ment of opening parcels. Everyone was delighted with the presents and
William loved his. William’s way of loving a present was to bite it
and shake it as hard as he could. No one took any notice of him at first,
but presently mother drew our attention to him.

‘“Oh, William! Why, the naughty little dog is pulling his new toy
to pieces!’’ she exclaimed.

As mother spoke William gave an extra hearty shake and something
came volling across the curpet. Peter saw it first and he dived after it.

““Alummie, it’s your ring!’’ he cried.

And sure enough it was. It hadn’t been mixed in the pudding at
all, but stuffed in William’s dog!

A. NEWTON, 1st Year.

The Counterfeiters

It was an old, grey, ivy-covered shack. The gate hung on one rusty,
creaking hinge, and the drive leading to the house itself was now
covered with weed and low, vine-entangled shrubs. T gazed up at it
with awe as I passed it. Clouds were completely obscuring the moon,
and an occasional flash of lightning made the shack appear more fright-
ening than ever. A light flickered in a window. Tt was an eerie sight;
but what seared me most was the shout that followed. It was not ghostly,
Just a plain sheut; still it was enough to scare me. T did not stop run-
ning till I reached home.

The next day I met Bluey and we talked things over. Bluey thought
I had been dreaming, but T knew for sure that I had not done so.
Finally we went along to investigate.

““Well, my dear Watson,”” quoth Holmes, as we approached the
house, ““lead on!”’ T led on. Ilven in daylight the haunted house was
frightening. We climbed through the broken fence and woerked our way
up through the bushes. Perhaps it was just as well, for, when 1 glanced
through the leaves at an upstairs window, T saw the flash of sunlight
on what might have been glasses! Blue and I had a conference about
it, and then clambered through a hole in the wall nearest us. Produc-
ing a mirror Blue put it in position so that the upper part of the house
was visible. What we saw made the colour drain from our faces. Some-
one was looking at the opening from a window Just above us!

Seeing a trapdoor we were surprised to find that it responded quite
easily when we tugged at the rusty ring on top of it. We clambered
into it and pulled it down just in time. Footsteps sounded and then re-
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ceded above us. I trod on something soft, and after picking it up I
examined it with the toreh. It was a bundle of £5 notes! I shone the
torch around the room and saw a large table with notes stacked high on
it. In the corner stood a little machine., *‘‘Counterfeiters!’’ I breathed.
Blue said nothing. He just stood and stared. Automatically we moved
tewards a tunnel, each of us with a bundle of notes. The tunnel came
out on to a weed-choked path.

‘When eventually we staggered into the police station we handed in
the notes and stood still almost choking for breath.  Questions—ques-
tions—questions! Would they never end? Then the sergeant in
charge made a close examination ¢f the counterfeit notes, and at last
he gave an order to several comstables. Many minutes passed by, and
then we heard the ‘‘Black Maria’’ screaming down the streets,

An hour later two bedraggled men, battered and bleeding, were
orought under escort into the police station.

“Now, who was dreamingz?” I asked Bluey.

Jo MeKENZIE, 1st Year.

A Voyage Through Space

All was hustle and bustle at the landing field of the rocket-testing
station and laboratories in Central Australin. To-day was the great day,
for at dusk Australia’s first space-ship was to be launched. Of course,
previously there had been the cumbersome ““stage’ rockets, but this
was their first self-contzined type. The shining silver eraft was powered
by rocket motors fed by fuel emerging frem a small atomic furnace, or
‘‘pile.”” The ship was about 150 feet in length, and the tail was ringed
by stubby rocket jets which gave the appearance of a kind of tiara.

The hour for launching drew near. Two jeeps hauled the leviathan
over to a pair of cradles, into which she was bodily lifted by a magnetie
crane. The eradles began to move upward, elevating the vessel to a
vertical position, her nose pointing to zenith. The crew approached, and
the commander, a tall young man named Erie Harding, ¢limbed through
a hateh to make a final inspection. They returned, apparently satisfied,
and the remainder of the erew filed through the air-lock to their various
stations. Harding strapped himself into the bucket-seat before the con-
trols. A red warning light flashed through the ‘‘Silver Comet,’’ as the
ship was so aptly named. ‘‘All ready?’’ he asked. Eric played his
fingers nimbly aecross a row of nickel-plated keys, and in response a
titanic roar filled the craft. Next moment she left the earth, shooting
skywards with appalling velocity. A needle flickered round the dial
of the altimeter, finally coming to rest, vainly pressing the side in a
futile attempt to register the rapidly inereasing altitude.

Suddenly the projectile shuddered, and they were plunged into
darkness. Ghostly sparks of purple fire crackled round the metal fit-
tings like St. Elmo’s fire. This display soon ended, and the lights flashed
on again. They had passed through the Heaviside-Kenelly or Appleton
layer, which is a layer of air ionized by streams of clectrons from the
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sun. Later they passed through another of these ionized layers, the
Seoteh engineer firmly belicving that he was having hallucinations.

Soon the ship left the earth’s atmosphere, and Erie gave the order
to stop the moters, as in space they would be needed only for steering.
They missed the shrill whine of the engines but finally grew accustomed
to its absence. They passed by Mars, a fiery globe illuminated by count-
less voleanie fires. Iventually they began to near their destination, the
as yet unexplored planet of Venus.  Venus resembles the moon, in that
as our satellite has one of its sides turned away from us, Venus has one
of its faces turned perpetually away from the sun. They by-passed the
darkened side of the planet, barely able to distinguish the outline of
desolate mountains and eraters in the dim light. Suddenly, quick as a
flash, they were in the light again, but were momentarily blinded as
they approached the face looking upon the dazzling sun. ¥ric brought
the vessel down te within a thousand feet of the surface. He switched
on some cameras which would automatically record all that was seen,

Below them stretehed miles of primeval forest, growing in what
appeared to be a steaming swamp. No solid ground was to be seen,
only miles of fetid marsh. Here on this planet, vegetation scemed to
have triwmphed over animal life, for not ome animal, bird, reptile, or
insecet was to be seen. Iivery plant and tree, the huge mosses and ferns,
spoke of the Devonian and Carboniferous ages on the earth. They
dared not land the ‘‘Silver Comet,”’ for it would only sink into the
mud and filth; and even if they could it would be impossible to breathe
outside, for the spectroscope revealed that the atmosphere was composed
almost entirely of carbon-dioxide.

Suddenly Harding heard a terrified yell from the mechanic. He
was raving about tentacles encireling the craft, and of the terrible ap-
parition to which the clinging tentacles belonged.

““Good heavens!’’ shouted the radio man, ‘‘it’s some kind of can-
nibal-tree, and it has fastened on to us! Start the motors and let’s get
away from this crazy planet.”’

““Yes, go on, Angus,”” ordered Iiric to the engineer; ‘“the ship can’t
stand this strain teo long.””’

At last the motors started, and their hum changed rapidly to a
shrill whine. Before long they were racing away from the planet, the
devil-plant still wrapped around the space-craft. As they entered outer
space, the lowered pressure of the vacuum round them caused the
monster to explode into thousands of tiny, disintegrating fragments.
The vessel was now racing back to earth, the navigater’s calculations
revealing that their planet should be reached in three days.  During
this time many adventures and mishaps—such as the near collision with
a huge meteor—oceurred, but the ‘‘Silver Comet’’ emerged from each
unscathed,

At last they entered the earth’s atmosphere, but it was then that
the calamity oceurred. An explosion from the engine-room rocked the
vessel, and the engineer limped out, blood pouring from his mutilated
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face. The motors had exploded but were still working. They eould not,
however, be controlled, and the forward jets, which were to retard their
speed when approaching earth, had been blown right away. The initial
velocity of 60,000 m.p.h. necessary to overccme the earth’s gravity
would be greatly inereased for, not only were the motors working at
full blast, but gravity was also building up their speed, and the final
plunge to earth would be horrible to think of. The metal of which the
ship was composed would become incandescent by the friction of the
air, and the people below would point up at the falling meteor. Beads
of sweat formed on Eric’s brow as he thought of these things. Alreddy
the air was hot and stifling, as the molten metal flowed over the :surfac‘e
ot the vessel. The seconds slowly ticked off on Erie’s watceh, and he
thought that it would not be long now. The other members of the crew
were silent. The motors cut out from lack of fuél, but this did not
noticeably affect their velocity. There was a sudden impact as the ship
struck the ocean, a terrific hissing as the sea-water fused the melten
metal, and then—oblivion.

When Iric awoke, he found himself in bed, light streaming in
through the windows a few feet away. Through them he could see rows
upon rows of white buildings that he knew contained anything frem
saucepans to cyclotrons, canned meat to Van de Graaf gencraters; also
the landing field, with the oceasional whir of a landing helicopter, or
the shrill scream of a passing rocket-plane. He was back at the rocket-
testing station from which he and his erew had been launched upon
their fateful journey through the void to Venus. He was just begin-
ning to¢ wonder how he had come there when, accompanied by the click
of the opening door, a white-clad doctor entered.

““Well, Commander Harding, you’re a very lucky man.’’
““What happened to my crew, doctor?’’ asked ]'Jri(-..
‘“Oh, they’re all okay,’’ was the nonchalant reply.
““Tell me what happened.’’

““All right,”” the doctor replied with a smile. ‘1 suppose you know
what occurred up te¢ when you ecrashed. Sverybody thought that your
ship was a shooting star until some observant person noticed that a red
glow was following, iike that from a rocket motor. We coneluded that
it must be the ‘Silver Comet.” You erashed into the sea in the Great
Australian Bight, and fortunately vour vessel was sufficiently buoyant
to float after its plunge. It was brought ashore, and conveyed her‘c on
a speeial railway flat-trueck. As the metal had fused over the entrance
to the air-lock, you had to be cut out with oxy-acetylene torches, I
think that is all,”’

With that he left, returning only to tell Erie that the films taken
had proved of great value. Eric lay in bed, reflecting en his lucky de-
liverance. He drifted slowly to sleep, to dream of his adventures, many
of which proved to be nightmares.

G. FIRKIN, 1st Year.
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Father Lays The Ghost

““This is the end!’’ exclaimed mother. ““I’H not stay another night
in this house. If that wasn’t a ghost I saw on the top landing, I'm a
Dutchman.”’

““Rot!’’ said father. ‘‘You are letting your imaginaticn run away
with you. I'll admit it did look ghostly, but my common sense would
not let me believe in ghosts.”’

“‘Be that as it may,’” said mother, “‘I intend spending my nights
with Lucy until you prove 1'm wrong.”’

So father was left to spend his evenings alone,

One night, feeling drewsy after reading, father decided to go into
the kitchen to have supper before retiring. Passing the stairs leading
to the attie, he wasestartled to see, out of the corner of his cve, what
appeared to be a strange apparition on the top landing. Recovering
from the shock, he forgot his intention of getting supper and bracing
himself ecmmenced to ascend the stairs. When only a few steps from
the turn in the stairs, he again saw this strange thing appear and dis-
appear in a flash. Tor a moment he stood gripping the banister as if
frozen and debated whether he would proceed or turn tail and join
mother at Luey’s. .

““What’s up with you?'’ he thought to himself. “If this thing
meant yvou any harm, it would have acted before vou got as far as this.
You laughed at Alice’s fears. Do you want her to say, ‘I told vou s0'? "’

Without hesitating, father hurried up to the top landing, arriving
there just in time to see the strange shadow right before his eves. He
stood petrified, but only momentarily. He was standing directly in front
of a long narrow window set in the wall of the landing, through which
he could see hanging on a line on the balcony of the house opposite a
lady’s petticoat and other items of female attire. A light in the room
adjoining the balcony shone directly behind the clothes and, as the
petticoat moved in the breeze, its shadow was intermittently thrown
through the narrow window onto the wall of the landing. Father learned
that the room opposite was occupied by a young lady who was in the
habit of doing her washing at night. This explained the appearance of
the ghost on odd nights.

Mother was semewhat scared as father led her up the stairs one
night about a week later to *‘lay the ghost’’ but is now quite convineed
that ghosts are purely a matier of coincidence and imagination.

R. GOLDBURG, 1st Year.

The Farm of Talking Animals

3

“‘Parcel for you, Jim,”’
the mail given to her by the postman.

Jim ran upstairs and into his bedroom. He admired the label for
a short time before tearing open the packet. ‘1’1l show it to the boys
later!’" was the exelamation as the contents rolled out.

When Jim came downstairs he noticed a doleful expression ¢n his

called out the jovial cook whilst sorting out
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parents’ faces. With a questioning look at his wife his father thrust a
letter into Jim’s hands.

““Your Aunt Jane is coming,”’ his father groaned. ¢‘She is always
causing trouble and eriticising everything anybody does or has. Also
she has, or says she has, terrific palpitations of the heart, rheumatism
and many cther horrible disexses.’”’ This was exelaimed in a prim, high-
pitched voice mimicking Aunt Jane.

Some days later Aunt Jane arrived. As she placed down her bag
@ mouse ran across the room and, since she disliked mice, it drove her
out of the door.

ffOh! My poor heart!’ she ealled back as she walked slowly to-
wards the meadows.

““The birds are whistling in the trees,
The lambs are frisking in the brecze,
The fish are swimming in the brook—

What rhymes with brook?’’ she muttered as she walked.

““That poetry is very crook,”’ a bee seemed to say as it buzzed past
her.

““Good heavens! T must have been in the train too long—imagining
things like this, Oh! My palpitations!’’

Suddenly a deep, booming voice rose up from the other side of the
hedge. The song was ““The Cow-Cew Boogie.”’

““Why didn’t they tell me Paul Robeson was stayving here—oh!??
Upon looking over the hedge Aunt Jane saw a cow opening ani closing
its mouth, while from its lips issued the song. As she was backing away
she trod on a pig’s tail

““Can’t a fellow take an afternocn nap without clumsy old women
treading on a chap’s tail? Get off my tail.””  This complaint was ac-
companied by an ear-splitting squeal.

If Aunt Jane had entered for the high jump contest she would
surely have won and she would have landed on a much more pleasant
spot than she did.  After all, though, it was not Jim’s fault that the
pig’s trough contained food that was a few weeks old, for it was not in
use. ’

Jim’s father acted the part of a very sorry host when Aunt Jane
told them she was leaving and that the animals on that farm ought to
be more polite. Jim looked ashamed when his father questioned  his
wife about the last part ¢f Aunt Janc’s conversation.

““Well, you see, dad, it’s like this. You know the parcel T re-
ceived some days ago? Well, it contained a book on ventriloquism.
Er—"" Jim stopped.

“4Jim, you didn’t! Tom dear, T expect you to give Jim a talking
to,”” his mother said grimly, although there was just a hint of a smile
in her eyes.

His father gave him 2 short lecture and as he left the room pressed
a round, cold object into Jim's palm. A two shilling piece! Who SAVS
crime doesn’t pay?

R. COOPILR, 1st Year.
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Morning and Evening

I have known the sleepy morning, with its mist-tresses fading,
And have seen the golden sky and warming sun, refreshed;
I have heard the songs of half-awakened birds in silent trees, shadowless,

o R G A N I :z AT I o N Whilst T sat on dew-bathed grass, new-born, earth-nourished,
Sensing with inward soul the slow, deliberate, sure awakening,
i the while the stirrings numberless.
Pty. Ltd

Cr. King and Perkin Streets,

ng sunlight-shafts, caressing the green sward’s breast—

we sung me a lullaby, soft and low.

ast, drowsy flutterings of labour-wearied life,

turn to home has come, the turn to sweet, deep resr,

I have known content, and peace, and the blessed end of strife.
W. DERKENNE, 5th Year.

NEWCASTLE. —
Stars, Life, Time and Man

O stars, O stars, you eyves of night’s dark face,

PHONE B 1637 P.0. BOX 176 NCLE. With languorous, semi-closed lids that blink

With misted brilliance on the earth bencath,

Riding the velvet-maned steed of night,

So far removed from earthly taint and harm,

= How you must often smile to think of man,

Proud and defiant, strutting far beneath vou!

This speck, this dot within the universe,

. . This minute pawn upon a swirling board,

* offlce Furnlture With scornful voice [ﬂ]l(l cllmnomui accent

Doth dare to call the boundless sky his own!

Oh, arrcgance that knows no confines even!

* usiness svstems From such a tiny .:s'pcv]‘c ('Ulfl(}ﬁ forth great noise.

But you, o stars, in withering contempt,

Do stride the heavens, smiling scornfully

. On man in all his beastful pride beneath,

* Genel‘al Statloners On him who mouths his small and futile speech

(Great noise amidst the silence of the skies!)

And then departs to everlasting quiet

- Of a long, starless night—the night of death!

IC=—9 Whilst he must pass into the outer world

Making mere ripples in the sea of time,

Leaving to others greater in his line

The conquest of the cver-hungry waves,

Agents for N, Le Roy Tracy Loose Leaf Systems. You, O majestic candles on the altar
Of the temple of the night, move calmly on
Distributors of "ONOTO'* Fountain Pens. In your unchanging path until the end,

Until the finish ¢f mankind and time,
Until the light of Luna too has gone.—
Then, children of the night, you too must die!
J. NELSON, 5th Year.
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The First Dance

This dancing really is a bore,
And here I'm sitting still;
Yet all the people on the floor

Are daneing fit to kill.

But wait, here’s a progressive one,
A barn dancge to be sure;

So now I’ll really have some fun
And whirl about the floor.

My goodness, I have quite forgot—
In fact I never knew—

The quarter turn. Oh, what a knot
To dancers who are new!

I'd better watch that man in fromnt
To see just how it’s done.

One foot like this—Oh, no you don’t!
And yet they call this fun.

My partner smiles. ‘‘Not danced before?
Oh, come!  Such grace and skill”’'—
Who says that dancing is a bere?
It’s really quite n thrill.

G. BROWN, 5th Year.

Eventide

The other day at sunset when
The sky was turned to gold,

I thought the world around me then
Was wondrous to behold.

The hills were dark and sombre, vet
The heavens were filled with light
As though the sun, e’en while he set,

Would maek the coming night.

Tow soon the brightness faded, for
The twilight drifted by,

And as the earth was shrouded o’er
I heard its tired sigh.

G. BROWN, 5th Year.

It’s Grand .

It’s grand to be a batsman
And hit the bowling round,
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To play the fast ones carefully
And the slows out of the ground.
It’s grand to be a rabbit
And go in last of all
To show the classy batsmen up
And hit fours every ball,
It’s grand to be a spinner,
To think up cunning tricks,
And then to see the guileful one
Get hit to leg for six.
It's grand to be a bowler
Who hurls them true and fast,
And wateh the batsmen duck their heads
As bumpers whistle past.
It’s grand to be a trundler
And bowl straight up and down;
To bowl their champion batsmen out—
You’'re then the talk of town.
It’s grand to be a ’kecper,
To make n» glorious stop,
And then to miss a stumping chance
Or a simple sitter drop.
It’s grand to be a fieldsman
Out in the boiling sun,
To have a leather-hunt all day,
And then get cut for none.
It’s grand to be the twelfth man,
To sit in the stand all day
And watch your team get beaten—
1f only you cculd play!
It’s grand to be an umpire,
Booed, and hissed, and spanked,
Shouted, yelled and eried at,
And never to be thanked.
It’s grand to be a spectator
And tell them what to do;
To show them how you got vour runs
Way back in ’eighty-two,
But be they batsmen, bowler,
In field or keeping wicket,
They’ll every man agree with me—
The grandest game is cricket.

R. BEAL, 4th Year.

Orisemy’s Ford

Down the broad street old Orisemy drove
Round past the mansion and into a grove.

67



Over the bridge and round the next bend

In a cloud of smoke he began to send

The old Ford so recklessly down the street

That the village policeman was knocked off his feet.
Before T go further I'd better explain

That Orisemy was often quite weak in the brain.
He bought an old Ford from a man at Maniddle
Who’d guaranteed it to be fit as a fiddle.

The deal was a fraud but Orisemy, the dummy,
Had hardly more wits than you’d find in a mummy,
The wheels used to wobble all over the place,

And when down the street he went at a pace

The steam and the smoke would envelop the town,
And every half-mile the old Ford broke down.
With rattles and bangs it bumped o’er the stones,
Sending men, women, children ascatter with groans.
Now back to the tale of our half-witted friend
Who was now going round on three wheels at a bend.
The other wheel seuttling away down a lane

Upset an old gent who was holding a cane,

The gent struggled up with a bellowing roar

And challenged all-comers behind and before.

The bonnet flew off followed close by the hood;
Pedestrians vanished as fast as they could.

Then Orisemy demented and shouting with glee
AMade a valiant effort to drive up a tree.

The end for Orisemy is tragic to tell:

He still drives his Ford—in a padded cell,

J. HOLT, 4th Year.

In Praise of Cold Showers

Of lengthy tkrills you may converse,
Of things that last an hour;

But there’s one better—shorter, too:
A daily, ice-cold shower!

If, on a wintry morning,
‘With the temp. at forty-three,
You can stand it for a minute,
You’re a better man than me.

But what a thrill it gives you
To feel the shivering shoek!
The sense of pride it gives you!
You’ve feelings like a rock!
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Some say there is no benefit,
But a ¢old shower's really warming,
And after it you're wide awake.
Just try it some cold morning.
R. BEAL, 4th Year.

Time

Time goes on like River Rhine,
But his time does not mateh with mine,
When I am old
He will be bold,
And in his face of age no sign.
When it is cold,
And T too old
To play with the merry day,
He will be gay and go on his way— {
For his time does not mateh with mine.
D. CLARKE, 2nd Year,

Latin

Latin—what a subjeet!
It's dead as it can be.
Although it killed the Romans,
It won’t do that to me,

I do not like it very much. ,
Tor all that I do care,

It can ge back into the grave
And sit in a Roman’s chair.

It didn’t kill them quickly;
They lingered many years.
When only one remained alive

He must have been in tears.

If it were a living man
And I a tommy-gun,
I wouldn’t let my trigger rest
Until its job was done.
G. SHEARMAN, 2nd Year.

The Streamlet
It wanders through the meadows;
It winds through. grassy plain;
Its strength comes from the mountains,

From the melting snows and rain.
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In the echoing mountain gorges

It erashes and roars like thunder

Through tree trunks clustered thickly,

Up, over and through and under.

To the plains it rolls so swiftly,

Laughing aloud in its glee,

Past towns and shacks and humpies

Onward to the sea.

A. HUTCHINSON, 2nd Year.

The Vital Match

All were hushed
In the stand nearby
As our last man went out
To do or die.
With minutes to go
And twenty to win,
He grimly faced up
As the bowler ran in.
He wanted this wicket,
The last to fall.
A twist of his hand
Sent the spinning ball,
Which the waiting batsman
Smashed over eovers.
Tor a breathless time
In the air it hovers.
Quickly it dropped,
And the crowd was tense,
But the batsman was safe
As it rolled to the fence.
Two more vicious strokes
Drove the ball to the pickets
Off their best bowler
Who'd taken most wickets.
A cut through slips
Brought another two.
Six to win,
And the minutes few!
A terrific shot
And the game was won
By u glorious sixer
That soared to the sun.

J. KILPATRICK, 1st Year.
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Little Joe

Some people find it a great delight

To sit up and tell long stories all night,

And none must even dare to complain

When they tell the same story again and again.
Now take the case of little Joe.

He didn’t know when to stop, and so

One night, with laughter that made him choke,
He told a dull story he thought was a joke
And found at the end that his guest was deaf.
How he was teased by his brother Geoff!

Soon all the other folk came to know

Of the trick that fate played little Joe.

He was teased and teased until he vowed

He would reform and he said aloud,

““‘I’ll never tell stories again, I swear,

Oh! that reminds me. One night a bear—'’

E. TEMBY, 1st Year.

71




Additional Notes, Nov. 11th.

As we expected the magazine to be ready for distribution much
earlier, our reports, most of which were to hand at the end of August,
do not cover activities beyond the concert, September 20th. Brief
notes are thus inciuded to bridge this gap in our review.

PREFECTS-ELECT.
G. Henry (Captain), J. Dimmock (Vice-Captain), L. Adam, R. Allan,
R. Beal, J. Cleary, B. Dennewald, D. Douglas, F. Druery, N. Ellis, K.
Gosper, J. Holt, R. Inglis, G. Jones, P. Larcombe, J. Morris, N. Palmer,
W. Steel, J. Sticpewich, W. Strang.

FETE, OCT. 7th.

The fete, organised by our P. and C. and Ladies’ Auxiliaries and
cfficially opened by the Lord Mayor, featured such attractions as dis-
plays, stalls, the violin ensemble, variety shows, a mannequin parade,
“The Gondoliers,” provision of afternoon tea and an evening meal,
“Campbell of Kilmhor,” and a concert. We record our appreciation of
the fine efforts of all—the host of workers, the donors, assisting artists,
visitors—who contributed to its success.

FAREWELL.

On Nov. 3rd, with addresses by the Headmaster, Deputy-Head-
master, Masters of Departments, speakers from each year, and the
Captain-Elect, the school bade farewell to 5th Year. The departing
Captain replied. We trust that all present now know how to pronounce
“Remis Velisque.” Barely recognisable students later startled Turton
Road with a fancy dress parade, and presented a burlesque concert
in the hall. In the eveaing a large gathering attended the annual
Father and Son Dinner.

CADETS.

On Nov. 3rd our Cadet Unit held its first passing-out parade, ending
with an impressive march past. Lieutenant-Colonel J. P. O’Sullivan,
Chief Officer of State Cadets, praised the unit for its smart appearance
and responsiveness.. Captain Gosper presented the Captain C. E.
Jacocbs Memorial Trophy to Cadet-Lieutenant Barry Tinkler’s platoon.
Cadets leaving school received certificates showing their service with
the unit. On behalf of the P. and C., Mr. H. Sticpewich presented a
mace to the band.

CRICKET.

Congratulations to Technical High, 1st grade premiers this year.
Cur 1st XI. came second. Of other grades, our 2nd XI (undefeated)
and B. team (one defeat) are premiers; our A. and C. (local) are run-
ning second; our other C. team is leading by 8 points. Our representa-
tives in the combined northern team to visit Sydney on Dec. 5th are
J. O'Brien, D. Robertson, K. McDonald and H. Marjoribanks. We wish
them an enjoyable trip and success in the matches against Cranbrook
and the Metropolitan team.

SOCCER.

Our Al team distinguished itself this year by defeating Central
3-0 in a match played as a preliminary to the Yugoslavia-N.S.W. fixture.

ORAL WORK.

In the oral competition (verse, prose, lecturette, song), conducted
on Nov. 10th, with a cup as trophy, four boys from each 1st and 2nd
Year class did very fine work. The winning class was 2B.
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