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Let's Go Ice-Skating 
Our thought in setting down the above heading 

was to give the phrase a metaphorical ring. For 
we were moved to skate a little upon ice which, 
in some quarters, is regarded as a little "thin." 
But upon reflection, we realise that the words 
have a literal significance. A claim for service. 

Ourselves, we like ice-skating—provided we can 
get around at a time which gives us the greatest 
pleasure. Maybe we are a little unorthodox about 
hours. But, frankly, we enjoy skating best, between 
3 and 4 o'clock in the morning. Yet this is some-
thing which we can never do. For the good 
reason that the skating rinks are not open at 
that time. 

Should they be? Perhaps there is little justi-
fication for such early morning recreation since 
only a small handful of enthusiasts may know 
this yearning to cut "Figure 8's" in the pre-dawn 
hours. 

For that matter, however, one suspects that 
only a small minority of the public would know 
the need to purchase a lipstick or a pair of socks, 
or a refrigerator or a galvanised iron bucket 
at 3 o'clock in the morning. Yet, there are those 
who press for the opening of shops and stores 
until any old hour of the night, on the ground 
that public convenience should be served. Usu-
ally, of course, those who clamour the loudest for 
these extended hours are not the people who 
would be called upon to overstay the usual work-
ing hours. 

We advance no argument—either way. The 
purpose of this article is merely to review today's 
practices, as we see them. 

Indicative of what could be regarded as the 
"official" view of our organisation as a whole 
is the recently published statement of the Retail 
Traders' Association of Victoria. Therein, the 
President, Sir Frank Richardson, after examining 
the pros and cons, and pointing to certain 
problems which would arise, ended the announce-
ment with the statement that the R.T.A. members, 
subject to being released from certain penalties, 
if present-day shopping hours were lengthened 
are prepared to "Give it a go." 

This whole question of who should work for 
whom—and when—is quite a knotty subject. In 
ancient days, the elders of a tribe frequently 
based their rulings upon health conditions. Certain 
taboos, which still exist today, in the matter of 
food for example, were born originally out of 
doubt as to certain living creatures being fit for 
human consumption, on the grounds of cleanliness. 
So, too, is it likely that a long, long way beck 
in history—before calendars such as we know 
them were devised—the tribal elders possibly  

ordained that everyone should rest for one day 
in seven—without necessarily stipulating that all 
should rest on the same day. Those who, today, 
may have rigid views, would do well to remember 
the extent to which many of us depend upon 
the labour of others, when our own period of 
daily toil has ended. 

Take the average worker in an Australian city. 
When he leaves office or factory in the late after-
noon, he may feel like enjoying a drink with 
his mates. Whether or not this be alcoholic, these 
workers naturally expect to find open a place 
where this refreshment can be purchased and/or 
consumed. Then follows the journey home. 
Whether this be by tram, train or bus, very large 
numbers of people must work beyond the daylight 
span, to provide transport for those whose tasks 
end, roughly, at sunset. 

Arriving home, the average person anticipates 
an evening meal. The preparation, the serving, 
and even the tidying-up after this necessary 
repast means that numbers of people in under-
takings such as gas, electric power, and water 
supply must be on duty, to ensure that these 
amenities are available in thousands of homes. 
Later, when armchair and slippers beckon, the 
electric supply workers are again called upon to 
contribute to the entertainment which is "piped" 
to the home as radio or TV. And, in these fields, 
vast numbers of people—technicians and other 
workers—are busily held to studios and other 
places where the originating microphones or TV 
cameras are focused upon the artists, musicians 
and others who provide the entertainment. 

Such are the demands which most of us make 
upon others, during the average evening. On a 
Saturday afternoon the staging of sporting events 
requires that many people must work whilst 
others enjoy leisure. Those who prefer motoring 
expect service from garages for at least part of 
the time that the motorist himself regards as 
the weekend holiday. And on Saturday nights, 
there are theatres, cinemas, dance and concert 
halls, filled with eager audiences only because 
these places can call upon fresh teams of workers 
who are not averse from working at times which 
most of the rest of us regard as "free time." 

There is one important point of which we should 
never lose sight. It is that there are certain 
people who do not mind working at "odd" periods. 
They welcome it. It is quite likely that many 
of those so placed prefer it. 

Not so long ago we had occasion to call for 
help from an electric supply authority late one 
Saturday afternoon. A smiling individual arrived, 
and the trouble was fixed in a few minutes. The 
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electrician brushed aside our apologies for seeking 
help at such a time, adding: "Don't give it a 
thought. I work every Saturday afternoon." 
When we sought , his reaction to this constant 
"sacrifice"—or so it seemed to us—our man cheer-
fully explained that he and his wife enjoyed 
motoring in the nearby hills as their favourite 
form of relaxation. "But," he added, "who wants 
to drive there on a Saturday or Sunday when 
the roads are jammed with cars? Wednesday is 
my day off, and my wife and I can roam round 
the hills on a Wednesday to our heart's content, 
with hardly another car in sight." 

This may be an exceptional case. But we are 
not so sure. The attitude towards working hours 
is geared largely to a state of mind. If a man 
is happy in his work, at whatever hours he may 
perform it, and can still find happiness in his 
leisure hours, whenever they may fall, who is to 
criticise, because the programme of his labour 
does not conform to an accepted pattern? It is 
easy to say that this or that system should be 
the ordained lot of everyone. But what is the 
equitable basis for making comparisons? The 
economist tells us that the greatest benefit is 
derived from a machine when it is worked to its 
maximum capacity. This brings to mind the 
example of the taxi cab. 

All around us, in the cities, we see cabs which 
are run for 24 hours a day in the hands of day 
and night drivers. From the success of this ar-
rangement, some would argue that what is 
achieved by a double shift of cab drivers could 
be repeated in the night opening of department 
stores. Could it? Provided that the engine is 
in good running order, that the tyres are sound, 
and that there is enough petrol in the tank, the  

night taxi can be run without calling upon any 
labour other than that contributed by the man 
at the wheel. 

In the case of the department store, however, 
the personnel involved in running a "night shift" 
would be very much larger. In addition to the 
sales staff required in every department opened 
to serve the public, there would have to be a 
full complement of other workers such as office 
staff, telephonists, despatch men, elevator drivers, 
carpenters, maintenance men and the like. As 
well, there would have to be a roster of senior 
executives. For example, a store could hardly 
function without a "Night Credit Manager." And 
there would surely have to be an "after hours" 
Store Manager. Perhaps, too, a final senior man 
who could speak, should the occasion arise, for 
the General Manager. For it must be remem-
bered that in an organisation which operated 
more than one store, someone might have to be 
available to speak with overall authority. 

[As we have said, it was not the intention of 
this article to "take sides." But there is one 
observation we could fairly include here, since 
it is born of actual experience. It is this: Because 
the existing work-week of the department store 
employee is spread over six days, as against the 
five-day week enjoyed so much more widely in 
industry, the retailer already has difficulty in 
securing, training and holding staff, with the 
necessary qualifications, to maintain full store 
services during the current "daylight hours." If 
these employees were expected to work over a 
longer span of hours—be it on roster or other-' 
wise—through a week already longer than that 
worked by employees elsewhere; or if it became 
necessary to recruit a "duplicate Staff," with 

Typical of the happy atmosphere at the Foy Ball is this picture of Sir Frank Richardson leading to 
her table Mrs. Alan Craig (daughter of Mr. L. J. McEwan, Social Club Secretary), who had just presented 
flowers to Lady Richardson. Behind the smiling pair are Mrs. J. N. Watt, and Mr. Watt (Dep. G.M. 
Foys), who greets (right of Sir Frank) Mr. Les Stevens, Foys Credit Manager. At right, Mr. A. E. 
Brown partly obscures Mr. A. S. G. Stevens (Buying Office, Flinders lane). 
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similar qualifications, many retail organisations 
would suffer severe headache—as well as heart-
ache.] 

So, whatever the volume of business which 
might be done in a "late session" of store trading 
—and, at this stage, we would say it is a com-
pletely incalculable figure—the store owner would 
have inescapably to contemplate a pretty solid 
overhead. And if this did not have effect upon 
the existing cost structure—which, as the Retail 
Traders' Association proudly points out, is pos-
sibly the lowest in the world—it would be very 
surprising. 

The department stores and even smaller shops 
in the larger cities of the United States are often 
quoted as an example of the "all hours" service 
available to the public. Remembering the brisk 
tempo of American life, it is not surprising perhaps 
to read that a man's hat can be bought in New 
York at 2 o'clock in the morning. What does 
surprise us is that any man should suddenly 
know the need to procure a hat—at that hour! 

But whatever benefits these "around midnight" 
shopping facilities may bring to store turnovers 
and balance sheets, we should not forget that 
oft-quoted classification of American business exe-
cutives as a "three-ulcer man" or a "four-ulcer 
man." There may be an element of the stage 
comedian's gagging about this, but ulcers are 
known to be in circulation, between San Fran-
cisco and New York! 

Here in Australia the department stores set 
themselves high standards, in the rendering of 
service to the public. And there is remembrance, 
too, of visitors who, as tourists, may be accus-
tomed to being "spoilt" a little, in some countries. 
But primarily the Australian store is more con-
stantly concerned with attending to the needs of 
our own people. And as policy, with this objec-
tive, advances, it would seem that business can 
hardly go wrong if it seeks to maintain a sensible 
balance in the matter of shopping times. We 
quote once more the words of Sir Frank Rich-
ardson, as President of the Retail Traders' Asso-
ciation of Victoria, that traders, reasonably assured 
that requests for later shopping hours would not 
result in any sudden increase in the cost of goods, 
are prepared to "Give it a go." 

[Footnote: On September 18, the Victorian 
Premier, Mr. Bolte, announced that no legislation 
for extended shopping hours would be introduced. 
This followed the rejection by the Parliamentary 
Liberal and Country Party of a Cabinet proposal 
to extend retail trading hours.]  

the cinema—having a substantial interest in a 
group of theatres. In all these fields Sir Frank 
Selleck is held in high reputation. 

During the past three years, however, our new 
Board member achieved a fame which could be 
described without exaggeration as world-wide. He 
was Lord Mayor of Melbourne for three years, in 
succession, in a period which covered the Olympic 
Games in Melbourne. The enormously demand-
ing duties of this office he carried out with great 
ability, energy, dignity and success. As Mel-
bourne's "First Citizen" he was most co-operative 
and inspiring—and exceedingly popular. 

Sir Frank Selleck 

("Herald" photo.) 

SIR FRANK SELLECK JOINS 
THE BOARD 

It was announced on September 5 that Sir 
Frank Selleck had accepted the position of Director 
of Cox Brothers (Australia) Ltd. He will also 
occupy a seat on the Board of Foy & Gibson Ltd. 
and of Sydney Snow Pty. Ltd. 

Few men are better known in Melbourne. Or 
more respected—for varying reasons. By profes-
sion Sir Frank is an accountant. He is both 
chairman and a director of other well known 
companies. As well, he is closely associated with 

Now he concentrates more upon business affairs. 
Sir Frank brings to our organisation not only 
much wisdom and the experience of years, but 
a marked personal charm. He has a friendliness 
of approach and a sheer niceness of manner which 
will endear him to all who meet him, whatever 
their position among our ranks. 

The appointment of Sir Frank Selleck as a 
Director was occasioned by the retirement from 
the Board of Mr. H. F. Journeaux. A Director of 
Cox Brothers for 31 years, Mr. Journeaux, on 
medical advice, decided to shed some of his 
business responsibilities. We recall with great 
pride and appreciation his immeasurable contri-
bution to the unending progress of our companies. 
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FOY PEOPLE ARE 
There was a Ball in Melbourne on August 7. 

It was a large Ball. It was a very successful 
Ball. And, among the social functions of the city, 
it was an important Ball. Can you guess? It 
was the Foy Ball of 1957. 

At this point we pause—for a little head-
scratching. Year after year do we record that 
this gathering of the Foy clan is—as it is so 
earnestly planned to be—an extremely happy 
party. And in that respect each Ball follows 
another, with never one of its many joyous facets 
diminished in lustre. 

What, then, that is new—or different—can we 
add to this report? 

It is not easy to find new words and phrases 
to describe the latest of these successive concen-
trations of glamour and glitter. At ball after 
ball we see beautiful brocades and satins, soft 
silks, filmy chiffons and swirling nylons. The 
contrasting styles, in pastel shades or in patterns 
of every colour combination, make a breath-
takingly lovely picture. 

This stimulating scene of hundreds of people 
who, at other times, are engaged in a great 
diversity of tasks during business hours, coming 
together—often, literally, hand in hand—to relax, 
to renew acquaintance (or begin one!), provided, 
for this observer, at least, a splendid demon-
stration of commercial fellowship. 

Baffled in our reaching for finer analysis, we 
could almost wish that a sprinkler pipe in the 
roof of the Palais de Danse on St. Kilda's famous 

Among the whole of Melbourne's population, there 
must be few to whom the St. Kilda Palais de 
Danse is not a familiar landmark in the night 
life of the city. The waves of Port Phillip Bay 

roll in immediately behind this building. 

Esplanade had burst, spraying jets of ice-cold 
water over a dozen or so of the lovelies on the 
floor. Then could this chronicle have veered from 
the "happiness theme" to the dramatic. But alas, 
the plumbing supervision, like all other aspects 
of the service rendered in this famous ballroom, 
was faultless! 

With no less pleasure or success in presentation  

HAPPY PEOPLE 
are annual balls held elsewhere in our organisa-
tion. Some may wonder, therefore, why we 
devote a little more space than usual to happenings 
at the Foy Ball in Melbourne. There is a reason. 
Numerically, the staff of Foys in Melbourne repre-
sents about 32 per cent. of the combined personnel 
of the entire Cox Brothers organisation. So that 
when the people of Foys—from Collingwood, 
Prahran and Melbourne itself—are gathered to- 

Mrs. L. E. Williams (wife of Foys General 
Manager) chats happily with Mrs. G. A. Bitcon 
(wife of Cox Bros. General Manager). Bright 
threesome is completed by Mrs. A. E. Brown. 

THE FRONT COVER 

The photograph which adorns the front cover 
of this issue was not selected on cheesecake 
grounds. It happens to be a good staff picture, 
and as "Service" is, essentially, a staff magazine, 
no other subject has greater claim to the promi-
nence of Page 1. Would that we had access to 
a reservoir of such pictures. 

This photograph does more than depict a bright 
scene, however. In it, in our opinion, is crystal-
lised the happy "let's-enjoy-life-together" spirit 
which is the general attitude of our staff from 
day to day. It can be expressed more vividly 
perhaps on social occasions, such as a ball. Here, 
at the Foy Ball of 1957, Beryl Mansbridge of Cox 
Brothers, Bourke street leads a Conga "crocodile" 
supported, on her right, by Brian Hanley who, 
until recently, was a member of the staff of Foys, 
Bourke street but now works with one of that 
company's suppliers. 
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Lovely flowers for Lady 
Richardson were pre- 
sented by Mrs. Alan 
Craig, whose father, Mr. 
L. J. McEwan (Secretary 
of Foys Social Club), 
looks on with evident 

pride. 

gether, it is a good cross-section of our staff. 
Thus, when we describe, as here, the fine "get-
together" atmosphere of the Melbourne Ball, we 
are really doing no more than echo what would 
surely be our finding if the journalistic dip-stick 
were tested at any other point in our Common-
wealth-wide organisation. 

There were over 700 people at the 1957 Ball. 
Each of the Melbourne stores was well repre-
sented. There was a noticeably strong contingent  

from Collingwood, where the Office, Reserves, 
Despatch and the like are housed. Well repre-
sented, too, were Cox Brothers, Bourke street. 
Box Hill sent the smiling faces of Mr. Allan Birch 
and his wife. Mr. and Mrs. Les Atyeo were the 
ambassadors from Foy-Bilson's, Colac. There, too, 
were Mr. and Mrs. Bob Bilson. 

And such are the sentimental ties of the old 
Foy organisation that, although it is two years 
since the separation from Eagley Mills, we counted 

Resting between dances 
at the Foy Ball (1 to r) 
Messrs. A. E. Brown 
(Cox Bros.), Neil Neville 
(Foys), Simon Price (Cox 
Bros.), Charles Langley 
(Retail Traders' Assn.), 
Mrs. Vic Warne and Mr. 

Warne (Cox Bros.). 
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at least a dozen faces from the environs of Oxford 
street at the Palais that night. Unlike last year, 
when cold gusty breezes blew in from the adjacent 
waters of the Bay, the night of August 7 was soft 
and warm. To secure the picture of the gaily 
illuminated entrance to the Palais which appears 
elsewhere in this issue, the camera had to be 
painstakingly adjusted on a sloping lawn for a 

Mr. and Mrs. Ken Bandman thoroughly enjoyed 
the Foy Ball. Mr. Bandman is Display Controller 

at Foys. 

time exposure. It was going on for midnight 
when the shutter clicked. Yet the photographer 
was able to attend to all the focusing and what 
have you without wearing hat or coat. Such is 
the freakish winter which Melbourne has enjoyed 
this year. 

The crowd at the Palais was an eager one. 
With the first notes from the band, feet began to 
glide across ' the unrivalled floor. Sweet music, 
in every needed rhythm, came from George Miller 
and his orchestra. At intervals during the night, 
this fine combination provided world-class accom-
paniment for a young singer who bids fair to 
become one of Australia's best known pop 
vocalists. This was Ernie Sigley, whose recorded 
version of "Love is a Golden Ring" (sung at the 
Ball) is, in the opinion of many pop enthusiasts, 
a sweeter performance than that of world-famous 
Frankie LaMe in the same number. 

Shortly after 9 o'clock, the great lanterns in 
the roof had to compete with a new illumination. 
These were the wide smiles worn by Sir Frank 
and Lady Richardson, when they were greeted 
in the foyer, on arrival, by Les McEwan, Secretary 
of Foys Combined Social Club. Mr. McEwen's  

daughter, Mrs. Alan Craig, presented beautiful 
flowers to Lady Richardson, which she proudly 
carried to the great central loge where the as-
sembled "top brass" of our various companies 
had a box-seat view of all the enjoyment of those 
who danced to and fro on the floor below. 

Here we noticed Foys General Manager, Mr. 
L. E. Williams. With him it was good to see Mrs. 
Williams, who was prevented by illness from 
attending last year's ball. The Deputy General 
Managers, Messrs. A. J. Thomas and J. N. Watt, 
were there with their wives, as were Store Mana-
gers Alan Durham (Prahran) and Frank Ogle 
(Collingwood) with their charming spouses. Mr. 
Neil Neville, Merchandise Controller, was there 
with Mrs. Neville. 

Whatever interests Foys is of equal interest to 
Flinders lane. Head Office was well represented 
by Mr. G. A. Bitcon, General Manager of Cox 

And some people think that retailing, as a career, 
has its problems! Who'd change places with John 
Broadway, who entertained guests at the Foy Ball? 

Brothers, and Mrs. Bitcon; Mr. A. E. Brown, Mer-
chandising Manager, and Mrs. Brown; Mr. Geoff 
Hall, Methods Manager, and Mrs. Hall; Messrs. 
A. S. G. Stevens and Vic. Warne, of the Buying 
Office, with their wives. Prominent, too, were 
Mr. V. T. Tilley, Secretary, and Mrs. Tilley, and 
we welcomed a new presence in Simon Price, 
who came back to Flinders lane from Snows 

8 



Tcwn and country come together at the Foy Ball. 
Mr. Alan Durham (Store Manager, Foys Prahran) 
and Mr. L. G. Afyeo (General Manager, Foy- 

Bilson's Colac) survey the bright scene. 

Sydney earlier in the year. He was accompanied 
by Mrs. Price. 

With music so compelling and a floor that was 
almost a magnet, one wonders how the dancers 
could ever be stayed. But interrupted they were 
for the presentation of floor shows which were 
really outstanding. Pop singer Ernie Sigley, 
already mentioned, sang at intervals, both indi-
vidually and as vocalist with the band. The 
novelty acts were contributed by Kolcos, whose 
gravity-defying balancing acts won prolonged ap-
plause, and John Broadway, as versatile a per-
former as we have seen. His dexterous trick 
cycling was made even more effective by his 
juggling, whilst aloft, on a single wheel, with a 
staggering number of gadgets. What completely 
"brought down the house," however, was a breath-
taking exhibition of co-ordinated balancing on a  

mass of equipment which had to be seen to be 
believed. Frankly, we were too frightened to 
attempt to take a photograph of this, in case the 
flashlight should dazzle John Broadway and bring 
about disaster. 

The best we can do is to describe his "props" 
as a sort of "pyramid" consisting of a small table 
on which rested four down-turned glass tumblers. 
These carried a board on which, in turn, were 
four more tumblers, also set cornerwise. Then 
came another board. Looking horribly insecure 
on this second platform was a large rolling pin. 
Across this, like a seesaw on its fulcrum, was yet 
another board. And on this uppermost layer 
(which was, of course, perpetually in motion, 
because of the movement of the "rolling pin") 
was John Broadway! Not content to hold his 
position on this precarious perch, he then pro-
ceeded to wriggle his body through little rings, 
which started their journey on his left foot and 
came off at his right wrist. It was a terrific act. 

Supper, of course, was the usual feast of good 
things. Chicken and lobster by the ton. James 
Ellis of the Ellis Catering Service did a mighty 
job. 

Thus entertained, amidst the lovely floral deco-
rations, huge clusters of balloons and the kalei-
doscopic effect of hundreds of gay leis, the happy 
throng danced on to that moment when pleasure, 
reaching its apex, is tempered by the sighs of 
parting. At 2 o'clock in the morning, to the 
strains of "Auld Lang Syne," another wonderful 
Foy Ball ended. 

As always, a debt of deep gratitude is still 
owing to the Committee, for their fine achieve-
ment in planning, organising, and finally, "keeping 
an eye on things," during the actual running of 
one of the largest and most successful balls held 
in Melbourne. On behalf of all who attended 
and in the name of all personnel, we pay tribute 
here to Mesdames N. Clarke (Cox. Bros. Head 
Office), B. Gall (Collingwood Office), M. McCurdy 
(Prahran), A. McIntyre (Collingwood), P. Walters 
(Prahran), and Messrs. A. Dorman (Prahran), 
Lennie Holland (Collingwood Reserves), Gerry 

We gathered most of the 
Committee for this pic-
ture at the Foy Ball. L 
to r, Laurie Marshall 
(Chairman). Mrs. A. Mc-
Intyre, Sir Frank Rich-
ardson (President), Mrs. 
P. Walters, Mrs. Nancy 
Clarke, Mr. L. E. Wil-
liams (Vice-President), 
Mrs. Betty Gall, Lennie 
Holland, and L. J. Mc- 

Ewan (Secretary). 
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Kirkham (Prahran) and John Osborne (Cox Bros. 
Bourke street), a fine team, well served by Mr. 
Les McEwan (City) as Secretary, and affectionately 
and amiably led by Mr. Laurie Marshall, as Chair-
man. 

Happy people make happy workers—and happy 
workers are happy people. 

PROSPECT - AND RETROSPECT 
By L. G. ATYEO 

General Manager, Foy-Bilsons, Colac. 

[With the beginning of a new trading year in 
August, our executives look for opportunities to 
implement the plans they have made for the future 
of their business. Inevitably the dawn of a new 
year invites comparison with the past. Looking 
both ways, Mr. Atyeo has developed some firm 
thoughts. He has had discussions along these lines 
with some around him at Colac. We think others, 
elsewhere, will be interested in his views. Our 
thanks go to Mr. Atyeo, for setting down, for 
"Service," this commentary upon recent and cur-
rent happenings, for the better understanding of 
readers everywhere.—Ed. "S."] 

Those who were not "in retailing" prior to the 
last war can perhaps be excused from wondering 
what's happened to trade during the last 12 
months. For if there's one thing that the past 
year has brought home to us all it is that the 
transition from a seller's to a buyer's market is 
complete. Supply has caught up with demand, 
and the stage of what one might call "legitimate" 
trading is returning. 

The effect of this must be puzzling to young 
retailers with no pre-war experience. Until now, 
it's been largely a matter of just waiting for the 
customer to pass over a little of the seemingly 
large "reservoir" of cash which most of them 
appeared to have. Customers, in the main, asked 
for little in the way of service. They simply 
maintained a steady demand for goods in short 
supply. And there always seemed to be plenty 
of customers. Such a state of affairs gave to re-
tailers and their staff a sense of some importance. 
Many of them seized their opportunities and 
became "little dictators." The swing in the other 
direction is now complete, and the outcome is 
not a very happy one—for some people. We find 
the retail trade in a disturbed state. Many a 
"mushroom" business is "threshing about" in an 
attempt to survive. We see price cutting, un-
ethical practices and stupid stunts. There are 
misleading advertisements, a worsening of em-
ployment conditions (as in the matter of hours) 
and, unfortunately, a fear, by many, for their 
security. 

This is a pity. And it shouldn't be. But not 
all need fear. The employee who has studied his 
job and "learnt his trade" need not worry. Nor 
need the man who gives a full 40 hours a week 
in return for his pay. 

More stabilised trading will finally emerge from 
the feverish "transition" period now apparent. 
When it does, the genuine retailer will still be 
standing fast; those retailers who appreciate that 
the fundamental purpose of retailing is to dis-
tribute primary and secondary merchandise to the 
consumer. 

We have witnessed this cycle before. It hap-
pened, to a lesser extent, after 1919. Today, we 
should be able to anticipate the problems ahead 
by a reference to the past—and prepare accord-
ingly. It may be that the younger person will 
have to take a second look at the job he is in, 
to see that he "fits." He may realise that, after 
all, it was better to start at the bottom of the 
ladder instead of half way up as many did, under 
post-war conditions. He may realise, too, that his 
career to date is a little more important to his 
future than he formerly thought. 

Those who work in a large organisation like 
ours are more fortunate than some. There are 
greater opportunities for advancement. With so 
many diverse activities, there is so much more 
to learn and more chances to "fit in" to the job 
for which we are most suited. 

The re-adjustments of the past 12 months have 
not been easy, but at least there's been something 
for the merchant to "get his teeth into." 

London 
Letter 

From HUGH LIMB 

London Manager, Cox Brothers (Australia) 
Limited 

WHEN WORK IRKS! 

Summer holidays are here again. The schools 
have broken up for the long vacation. This varies 
from five weeks for the junior schools to eight-
nine weeks for grammar and public schools. At 
the Universities it is even longer. 

During the next few weeks, but especially in 
August, all that is required of the weather is a 
decent break, with plenty of sunshine and warmth. 
June came up with a marvellous spell. For three-
four weeks temperatures stayed in the 80's and 
sometimes reached into the 90's. Then came some 
poor weather. It rained on St. Swithin's Day, 
which betokened, according to ancient belief, more 
rain for 40 days and 40 nights! However, our 
forefathers' prognostications went astray this year, 
for the August Bank Holiday period saw the best 
weather for many years. 

THE TURF IS GREEN 
Looking back over June and July, one realises 

what a spate of sporting events this period holds. 
During one weekend alone, there was the choice 
of the Wimbledon Tennis Finals, the Third Test 
Match against the West Indies, Henley Regatta 
and, last but not least, the Open Golf Champion- 
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ships. Even the stay-at-homes, for whom week-
end gardening is a "must," can follow most of 
these events on television. Now the sports writers 
are turning to the forthcoming football season. 
It seems wrong in the middle of summer to start 
talking about winter sporting events. Somehow 
such discussions make the summer grow shorter! 

HIGH LEVEL BED AND BREAKFAST 

There has been much correspondence and dis-
cussion in recent years about the very welcome 
and very much required visitors to this country—
among our biggest dollar earners. The vital topic 
is hotel accommodation, particularly in London. 
Since the war, few new hotels have been built 
in London, whereas office accommodation and, for 
that matter, shops and stores have shot up in 
profusion. In consequence, hotel accommodation 

An artist's impression of how the proposed 380-ft. 
hotel will soar above the existing buildings in 

London's Park lane. 
(Diagram from London "Times".) 

is severely overtaxed during the summer months. 
But, say the experts, in the winter hotels have 
a job to pay their way, and whilst, in many ways, 
new hotel accommodation is desirable, it is difficult 
to see how such projects can be made profitable. 

It is quite interesting to read, therefore, of plans 
for new hotels to be put up in London; one in 
Sloane square, another in the most desirable area 
of Park lane, overlooking Hyde Park. The plan 
for the Hyde Park hotel, without a doubt, attracts 
the most attention. This hotel will be about 380  

ft. high, which is in sharp contrast with most of 
London's buildings, although office blocks are 
planned which rise nearly to this height. The 
new offices for the New Zealand Government 
representative to be erected in Pall Mall were 
originally to be very high, but the Fine Arts 
Commission vetoed the plans, and the height had 
to be reduced considerably, to harmonise with 
the immediate surroundings. 

It will probably not be long, however, before 
London's buildings rise considerably higher than 
they do now. In the past, apart from having 
to preserve London's skyline, one of the great 
problems has always been the finding in London's 
clay subsoil the secure foundations necessary for 
such tall buildings. 

HIGHWAYS ARE SIGHWAYS 
With the abolition of petrol rationing, our roads 

have once again become extremely congested. The 
roads to the coast in particular call for urgent 
attention. There is now a scheme afoot to plan 
one-way traffic well out of London, on many 
roads, in order to ease the flow of the thousands 

Nicely relaxed at the Foy Ball are, at left, Mr. 
Vin Healy (Manager Boys' Mercery, Foys City) 
with Mrs. Healy and their daughter. At back, on 
right, John McLauchlan, Merchandise Office, and 

formerly of London Office, with two friends. 

of people who in good weather flock to the sea. 
Part of the plans being made were put into 
action over the recent August Bank Holiday week-
end. But much of the improved traffic flow noted 
on this occasion seemed to be contributed by the 
motorist himself. Fed up with the nose-to-tail 
crawl that a day's visit to the seaside such as 
Brighton or Worthing entails—he stayed at home! 
Motoring organisations reported that holiday traffic 
was considerably less than last year. There could 
be only one explanation of this—less motorists 
on the road. 

WE ROLL OUT THE RED CARPET AGAIN! 
Among the many overseas visitors to London, 

there have been quite a few with connections 
with Cox Brothers, direct or indirect. We have 
been pleased to welcome John McPherson of 
Bourke street and his wife Helen. It may already 
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be known to his friends in Australia that both 
are working. He is with Selfridges; his wife in 
Marks & Spencers. He has plans, I believe, for 
taking a course in retail distribution at a London 
technical school. It did not take him long to find 
a flat in South London. But I am sure his wife 
must have found it a little puzzling to have to 
start her housewife's chore of cooking in England, 
instead of Australia! 

It was also good to meet Miss Sweeney of Cox 
Brothers, Perth, who is over here on a private 
holiday, but found time to call and see us. Just 
now, she is away touring Scotland, but she is 
hoping that on her return she will have time to 
spend a couple of days with her "opposite number" 
here, Arthur Annis, the Ladies' Knitwear and 
Sportswear Buyer in London office. 

Miss Doyle, of Cox Brothers, Adelaide, who, as 
reported in our last letter, had called to see us, 
is now happily bashing away at a typewriter in 
a journalist's office in Fleet street. 

Last but not least, we were very glad to meet 
Mr. Alan 0. Bilson, of Colac. He had called 
earlier in the year, but we had missed each other 
because your correspondent was on holiday. 

Olg. Quirt Tarim- 
That which we call Death, is but the step we 

take from this Life to the Next. Liken it to the 
smooth stones which ford the narrow stream. 
Among those who, of late, have begun this 
journey are some we know. Of those who knew 
them best, we think, with understanding. Such 
as:— 

Mr. Ronald Duncan, Accounts Office, Foys 
Bourke street, whose father died on September 2. 

Mr. Graham Halliday, Electrical Department, 
Foys Bourke street, whose mother died on July 31. 

Mrs. Mary Hendrie, and her son, John, in the 
death on September 22 of husband and father, 
Joseph Francis Hendrie, for many years manager 
of the Manchester Department, Foys Bourke street. 

Mr. Darcy Hillier, Boyswear, Cox-Foys, Ade-
laide, in the loss of his mother. 

Mrs. Audrey Hosking, Accounts Office, Foys 
Bourke street, in the loss of her father. 

Those near and dear to Miss Florence Kitchin, 
Coats, Foys Bourke street. Miss Kitchin died on 
August 29. 

Mrs. Beryl Mansbridge, Cash Desk, Cox Brothers 
Bourke street, whose father died on September 14. 

Mrs. Edna Matthews, Dining Room, Foys Prah-
ran, whose mother died in August. 

Those who mourn John Oliver. Mr. Oliver, of 
the Menswear Department, Foys Prahran, died 
in the Alfred Hospital on August 11. 

Miss Una Paisley, General Office, Foys Colling-
wood. Her father died on September 26. 

Sister Ryan, Corset Salon, Foys Bourke street, 
whose sister died on August 23. 

"0.111g Will hr Emu" 

WRITTEN IN 
RUNDLE STREET 
By R. E. BOTTCHER 

Display Manager, Cox-Foys, Adelaide 

A VERY BRIGHT BIRTHDAY CANDLE! 
Sunrise on August 1, 1957, heralded the 

First Anniversary of the amalgamation of 
Cox Brothers and Foys in Adelaide. 

The new name, COX-FOYS, was born 
exactly a year ago. 

During those twelve so quickly passing ' f 
 months between there has been a fusion 

of staff. Personalities have blended into 
a single team, with one desire—namely 
successfully to promote Cox-Foys which, 
incidentally, is fast becoming a household 
word in Adelaide. 

Naturally, the constant planning for 
more and more business is straining the 
resources of our floor space. The old 
arcade has gone, to permit modernisation 

is of the Store front, thus throwing further 
selling space into the fray. 

'4( 	New departments are gaining a solid * 
foothold as customer demand increases. 

Any little frustrations we have accepted * 
as a healthy sign, for, inasmuch as cus- 

-* tomers are demanding more and more * 
merchandise from us, extensions will take 

* place in due course, with escalators and 
"all mod. cons." 

In the meantime, every possible square 
foot of space is being thrown open to 

* the shopping public, to help hold existing 
goodwill and enjoy further confidence. 

On the exact date of our own Anni-
versary, it was pleasing to note that an- 

* other amalgamation of "sister stores" in 
Western Australia was launched with 
marked success. We do extend to Cox 
Bros.-Economic Stores our best wishes, 
and trust that they are as happy in the 
amalgamation as we have been, here in 
Adelaide. 

-4( 
* * * * * * 	* * * 

* 
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THE NIGHT OF THE BALL 
As told by RAY ROGERS (Display) 

Members of the staff and their friends who 
attended the Annual Social Club Ball, held in 
Pope Products Staff Canteen, totalled 350. 

Miss Valerie Musolino and Mr. Don Crowder at 
the Adelaide Ball. 

Alongside our own Buyers were Buyers from 
other retail stores, together with agents with 
whom our meetings at other times are in less 
relaxing surroundings. Present too were Mr. and 
Mrs. Noel Forster. 

Streamers, balloons, floral decorations, lovely 
frocks and happy faces, all these set the stage 
for a very wonderful evening. This it certainly 
was. Already many a request has been made 
for an "encore" at an early date. 

Guests at the Adelaide Ball were entertained by 
songs from Mr. G. Cooper, Men's Clothing Buyer 

at Cox-Foys. 

Cabaret style was the fashion of the evening. 
Tables were booked to accommodate the many 
individual parties. A programme of 50-50 dancing 
continued from 8 p.m. to 1 a.m.—with one excep-
tion. There was a touch of Rock 'n' Roll. Here, 
our corsetiere, Mrs. Betty Grant, excelled herself. 

Local talent was at its best. Vocalists were 
Mrs. Fay Davey and Mr. G. Cooper, Hosiery 
Dept. and Men's Clothing respectively. The Floor 
Show was organised by Mr. Harvey Collins (Dis-
play) who, together with three young lasses, did 
the Can-Can. They were attired in the colourful 
costumes of the "naughty nineties," which cer-
tainly did catch the eye, particularly in the high-
kicking act. 

Refreshments were brought to the tables 
throughout the evening by a team of stewards, 
and supper was served during the interval. 

Admission to this evening's entertainments was 
free to Social Club Members. To friends, a charge 
of only 12/6 was made. As this included refresh- 

Miss Marjorie Smith (Secretary to Mr. Noel E. 
Forster, General Manager, Cox-Foys Adelaide) 
with Mr. Kenneth Henderson. Their engagement 

was announced on August 21. 

ments and supper, the outlay offered pretty good 
value, in the light of all those happy hours spent 
in laughter and dancing. 

To those who missed this Ball we say "Book 
your seats early for the next one." It would be 
just too devastating to see you disappointed once 
again. 

The thanks of all the staff are showered upon 
Mr. Ron Wilson, President of the Social Club, 
who arranged the evening. 

WEDDING ANNIVERSARY 

Our heartiest congratulations go to our General 
Manager, Mr. Noel Forster, and his good wife on 
the recently celebrated 31st anniversary of their 
wedding day. 
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We didn't catch the quip, 
but here are the smiles 
which followed it, at the 
Adelaide Ball. Merry 
threesome are Messrs. R. 
Wilson (Fabrics), Noel 
Forster (General Mana- 
ger) and R. Rogers (Dis- 

play). 

111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 

CONGRATULATIONS 

Our best wishes once again to Miss Marjorie 
Smith (General Manager's Secretary) and Mr. 
Kenneth Henderson on the occasion of their en-
gagement, which was announced on August 21. 
The event was celebrated by a party at Marjorie's 
home on September 7. 

Also in our thoughts is Miss Ursula Boy (Office), 
whose engagement to Mr. Franz Ritz was an-
nounced on August 24. This was an occasion of 
all-round happiness for Ursula, since the day was 
not only her own birthday, but the anniversary 
of her parents' wedding. 

WELCOME BACK 
It is with pleasure that we see Mrs. Margaret 

Hoath (Office) back in her place again in better 
health after an absence of several months. 

CALLING ALL 
CORRESPONDENTS ! 

Pressing though time be, we contem-
plate an October issue as well as the 
Christmas edition. To effect a quick 
printing, this next issue may have to be 
"short and sweet." We may even run, 
for once, to fewer pages than usual. Will 
all correspondents thus "distil" their 
news, now normally due, and forward 
copy immediately. Just really noteworthy 
essentials this time, please. A full coverage 
of events, great and small, could then 
follow for the December issue. 

There's a mail today. Catch it if you 
can. 

THE EDITOR 

"Cornered" — At 
Melbourne Central 

By JOHN L. CREMEAN 

There are new faces, adding to the lustre of 
this ever-bright Foy store. 

On the First Floor, Miss Dorothy Gray now 
has charge of the Underwear, and looks happy 
at her tasks. She succeeded Miss Marie Galvin, 
who retired in July. 

On the Second Floor, where fashion dazzles, 
Miss Cherry Mackay is buyer of Skirts and 
Blouses. Nearby, is Mrs. 0. Bindon, Manageress 
of the Topper Coats section. To all three, our 
first welcomes are renewed. 

Another newcomer to the Second Floor, although 
not to the store, is Mr. Fred Ludbrook, who 
travelled up from the Ground Floor to become 
Assistant to Mr. Alf Templar, Fashion Controller. 
Mr. Ludbrook, of course, is a former Cox Brothers 
identity. 

In reverse, some familiar faces are missing. Mr. 
Bill Taylor, Sales Promotion Manager, resigned 
at the end of August, to take a position in the 
advertising field in Adelaide, whilst Mr. Eric 
Houghton, in charge of the Accounts Office, left 
on September 20 for new work in a manufac-
turing concern in Collingwood. Again our best 
wishes to both. 

Left for a different reason is Mrs. C. Sweeney 
of the College Wear. She has an appointment 
with a stork. 

Precious stones are winking. In July, Dorothy 
Summerton announced her engagement to Mr. 
Bill Orr, a member of the Victoria Police. Dorothy, 
now of the Ground Floor Millinery Bar, was 
previously in the Plastics. 

In the Tube Room, Ettie Compt wears a happy 
smile, following her engagement to Mr. Sydney 
Smith. 

Known to almost everyone in the store, because 
of her work, is Thelma Sargeant of the Staff 
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Office. Her engagement to Mr. Terry Elliott was 
announced on August 2. 

Two marriages. Margot Crowley of the Tube 
Room is now Mrs. Leo Ashkar, and has left us 
to concentrate wholly upon running a new home. 

On holiday-cum-honeymoon at this moment is 
Owen Smith, Display, with his pretty wife, Debbie. 
They were married on September 28. 

The thoughts of all are with Mrs. Robertson 

of the Corset Salon, who had to enter hospital 
for medical treatment. Convalescence sometimes 
makes unexpected claims upon patience, but Mrs. 
Robertson is now back home, and current reports 
are that her progress is good. 

That eye of Molly Baird (First Floor annexe) 
may have improved, but not our curiosity. We're 
still trying to track down the keyhole which 
could have provided this Nelson optic. 

eutypoo iit 93ourke Street 
There was a Caribbean tempo in. the stately halls of trade, 
Which left Jamaica's Kingston claims completely in the shade. 
With flying feet; with voices sweet; with colour, fun and noise, 
The Tivoli sent its "Capers" team across the road—to FOYS! 

The dancing "Z-Bomb," Margo, earns her place among the stars; 
There were also shapely showgirls, in the briefest briefs and bras. 
Archie Robbins, Bob Gonzales, and the Mexican singing boys 
Brought West Indian warmth and colour, in engulfing stream—to FOYS! 

"See you later, escalator!"—as the endless crowds emerged, 
On the Fashion Floor from Bourke street, where more endless crowds 

still surged! 
The Bahamas, Puerto Rico, Cuba too, distilled the joys 
When the "Now-let-it-rip-so-and-wiggle-your-hips-so," infectious calypso 

—hit FOYS! 

thousands of people who throng the floors of Foys 
City Store each day. An exposition of some new 
fabric. The introduction of new and outstanding 
mannequins of, perhaps, international reputation. 
The launching of a "Miss This or That" contest, 
with a well known radio personality as compere, 
followed later, by the judging and the presenta-
tion of the winner, with near-Hollywood treat-
ment. TV characters in clowning frolic. An in-
terview with a well-known film star. Punch and 
Judy. Puppet theatre. And, of course, at regular 
intervals, Santa Claus and the henchmen who go 
with him, nowadays. 

Sir Frank Richardson welcomes Mr. David N. 
Martin, Managing Director of the Tivol in Foys 
Bourke street, on the day the "Calypso Capers" 

stars began their show in the store. 

If in the early days of shop-keeping a text book 
had been written for the budding Wannamakers, 
Marshall Fields and Gordon Selfridges, the advice 
it contained would possibly have been along such 
simple lines as: "Seek a promising site; purchase 
some suitable stock; stand just inside the front 
door—and wait for the first customer to come in." 

For a long time, efforts around these levels 
would have sufficed—until the business prospered. 
Then, the owner perhaps moved to a little office 
at the back of the shop and an employee took 
up the position near the door. Maybe too, the 
adjacent shop was purchased, and the dividing 
wall knocked down to increase the floor area. 
That was the way a business grew; that was how 
progress was registered. 

But oh, how different are the demands upon 
a modern retailer in a large city, in this era! 
Take Melbourne. Take the Foy store in Bourke 
street. Just as examples of course. Their coun-
terparts can be found on all sides. They can, as 
readily, be found among Foys own neighbours 
in Bourke street. 

These days it is not enough to open the front 
door and wait for the customer to enter. The 
alert retailer, in theory, goes out on the pave-
ment, beats the shopper over the head with a 
club and drives her in. The weapon he uses, of 
course, is not as lethal as we make it sound. 
Nor does it really have to be applied to the public 
hide. Sufficient is it to hold it aloft, and let its 
effect be felt—like the eyes of a hypnotist. This 
weapon, magnet—call it what you will—is the 
element of novelty. The old-time variety theatre 
brought new stars to its stage, each week. Today's 
newspaper makes arresting headlines, each issue. 
So, too, must the modern store. 

Close as we are, we have almost lost' count 
of the many "gimmicks" which have been em-
ployed to make more enjoyable the visit of the 
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The photographer moved fast to get this picture 
of Margo, star dancer of the Tivoli Show, "Calypso 
Capers," as she whirled through one of her num- 
bers on the Bourke street store stage. In the 

foreground, a Tivoli showgirl. 

Sometimes, special shows are put on to help 
charity. Recently there was the opening of a 
bureau for the exchanging of swap cards, by 
countless numbers of children. Currently, there 
has been displayed a baby's layette, donated by 
beautiful film star Elizabeth Taylor, wife of fabu-
lous producer Mike Todd. This gift, following 
the birth of her own baby, is to aid a well-known 
boys' club organisation. 

But for sheer stirring excitement; for dazzling 
colour and an atmosphere of distant horizons; 
with its suggestion of sun-drenched beaches and 
tropical foliage; for stagecraft and store presen-
tation in brilliant combination, the "Calypso 
Capers" week, which dominated not only Foys 
but the whole of Bourke street during August, 
was a real bell ringer. 

"Calypso Capers," of course, is the name of the 
current presentation at the Melbourne Tivoli, and 
the presence in Foys of the stars of this show 
was arranged through the courtesy of Mr. David 
N. Martin, of the Tivoli. There was no remote-
ness about the contacts made for this galaxy of 
talent to "cross the road"—the Tivoli Theatre is 
directly opposite Foys in Bourke street—for Mr. 
Martin himself was obviously interested in this  

"marriage" of stage to store. He was present in 
Foys throughout the first day's presentation, keep-
ing a professional eye upon his stars. A happy 
photograph of Mr. Martin and Sir Frank Rich-
ardson, take in the store, appears in these pages. 

If we could only play a guitar or a ukelele 
in accompaniment, we might have had a recording 
made, for distribution with this issue, of the jingle 
which appears at the head of this article. Softly 
hummed to a calypso beat, this would have given 
a fairly complete, if brief, picture of the effect 
which the "Calypso Capers" team had upon Foys 
and the throngs of customers who packed the 
store to watch them. For, with all the advantages 
of today's technical facilities, the personal ap-
pearance of the Tivoli stars on the second floor 
was televised to all other floors through Foys 
own TV camera. 

Whilst the gyrations of Margo the "Z Bomb," 
the quips of American comedian Archie Robbins, 
the personality of Bobby Gonzales, and the team 
of Tivoli show girls may have set the calypso 
pace, this tempo and atmosphere were fully 
matched by the riot of colour, lighting and store-
wide effects of the "Let's visit the Indies" theme 
created by the Foy display and maintenance teams. 
Great splashes of tropical colour were everywhere. 
The windows in particular were outstanding; each 
a glowing "picture." 

Throughout the week, customers had the oppor- 

Billed as the "Z-Bomb," Margo, dancing star of 
"Calypso Capers," in one of her exotic routines 

on the Tivoli stage. 
(Photograph by Harry Jay for Tivoli Theatres.) 
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tunity to see another bright personality whom 
Melbourne had come to know, in somewhat 
unusual circumstances. In the Shepparton district 
of Victoria, there had been a money-raising contest 
to aid local hospitals. The winner was to be 
named "Queen of the Goulburn Valley." Crowned 
was petite Gillian Gaylard, who then showed ex-
ceptional public spirit by asking the organisers 
to donate to the hospital funds that part of the 
prize money which had been earmarked to provide 
her with a two-weeks vacation at Hayman Island, 
off the Queensland coast. 

The spontaneity of this gesture, when reported 
in the press, won wide acclaim and various "fairy 
godmothers" appeared, to reward Miss Gaylard 
for her kindness. The "Sun" newspaper offered 
to provide her with the very holiday which shb 
had so readily forfeited. Upon her arrival in 
Melbourne, she was welcomed as "Queen of the 
City," for the day. The Lord Mayor, Sir Frank 
Selleck, gave her a reception at the Town Hall. 
She lunched at State Parliament House with the 
Premier, Mr. H. Bolte, and his wife. Later, Mrs. 
Bolte accompanied Miss Gaylard to Foys, where 
they were entertained at afternoon tea by Mr. 
J. N. Watt. 

Foys took the initiative of letting the general 
public see little Gillian in the flesh. She modelled 
some of the Calypso styles in the parades which 
followed the appearance of the Tivoli stars. 

The opening session of these Calypso parades 
in Foys was compered by well-known radio per- 

sonality, Johnnie McMahon of 3UZ. A tape re-
cording was made of the live show for re-broad-
casting later from that station. 

So that the suburban housewife, unable to visit 
the city, could also enjoy the show, Foys "Calypso 
Capers" was re-presented in the Chapel street 
store, Tivoli personalities and all, for two days 
in the week following the city parades. 

The planning and the presentation of this elabo-
rate show gives some idea of what was in our 
mind when, in the opening lines, we spoke of the 
dynamic pace which marks the operations of de-
partment store life today, as compared with the 
methods which could be followed only a few 
years ago. 

We are "on our toes" all the time. 

DELAYED IN TRANSIT 
Our favourite pigeon post carrier must have got 

off route somewhere, for news comes belatedly 
of the wedding on June 15 of Mr. Brian Flynn, 
of the Plastics, and other sections in the Colling-
wood store, to Miss Suzanne Pedlow. They look 
no less happy nowadays because they lacked our 
congratulations at a more appropriate time. 

Some of the many wedding gifts received by 
Brian and Suzanne bore greetings such as "From 
the staff of   section." Fearing that they may 
have missed out in thanking but one friend whom 
they could not identify by name, Mr. and Mrs. 
Flynn now make grateful acknowledgment, 
overall. 

I II II • • • • • IN • • I III 

Like an oasis among all 
the glamour of the 
"Calypso Capers" show 
at Melbourne's Tivoli is 

the sweet singing Mexi-
can Boys' Choir. Here, 
through the courtesy of 
Mr. David N. Marlin of 
the Tivoli, this unusual 
combination of voices is 
rendering "When Irish 
Eyes are Smiling" on a 
stationary escalator in 
Foys Bourke street store. 

• • • le • • • • • II • 
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NEWCASTLE NEWSLETTER 
From R. M. LEE 

Display Manager, Cox Brothers (Australia) Ltd., 
Newcastle, N.S.W. 

• • AND CORONETS" 
With his arrival straight from school, for a job 

in the Despatch section, young Malcolm Collidge, 
aged 15, brought with him a boyish charm that 
captivated the entire staff at Newcastle. His 
pleasant, obliging manner and youthful enthu-
siasm won him popularity with, perhaps, a mea-
sure of sympathetic understanding because he had 
lost his father a short time before. Being the 
eldest of five children, he became, on leaving 
school, the only breadwinner in a family of 
meagre finances. He had assumed his responsi-
bilities with admirable courage for so young a lad. 

During his short stay with us, a helping hand 
was extended in his direction more than once, 
by fellow workers. Then, through the kindly 
interest and influence of a neighbour, Malcolm 
left us to become apprenticed to Wool Classing 
at Nenco. Normally he would have left "empty 
handed" because collections for farewell gifts 
were eliminated when the Social Club was formed, 
and an employee must serve six months to become 
eligible for an allocation from the funds. But 
the staff wholehartedly "chipped in" and bought 
him a nice outfit of sports clothes. Said Malcolm: 
"It's hard to leave so many friends—all at once." 

There are more kind hearts around still than 
we sometimes realise. 

NEVER A DULL MOMENT 
Former and self-styled "invincible" Jim Stud-

dart (Mercery) developed a weak link and suc-
cumbed to the charms of Margaret McNally. 
Having announced his engagement and received 
the congratulations of the staff, he posed for the 
accompanying photograph. The smile indicates 
complete satisfaction with his decision—and hav-
ing met the girl of his choice, we must admit 
that we cannot see any cause for regret! 

Casanova and jive expert, Greg Britton (at left 
in the same picture), is hobbling about the store 
with his leg encased in plaster, after a month's 
absence. His ankle was broken in a car accident. 

Though somewhat restricted in his activities, Greg 
is receiving encouragement from the female mem-
bers of the staff—with a good collection of auto-
graphs on his plaster cast! 

Involved in the same accident, Ron Parker 
(Office) proved to have an "Irishman's head," for 
in a collision with the steering wheel it was the 
latter that suffered a fracture. For some time 

Meet Greg Britton, Jim Studdart (Mercery) and 
Neville Wynn (Boyswear Buyer), all of Cox Bros. 

Newcastle. 

Ron sported a pair of "shiners" (that even dark 
glasses would not completely cover) and a "head 
on his lump." Despite the shaking and bruising 
he received, however, Ron, with indomitable 
spirit, was at work the following day and, we're 
happy to say, has suffered no further ill effects. 

September 21 is the date set by Mary Strang 
(Ladies' Sportswear) for her wedding to Raymond 
Robertson. They will spend their time off "setting 
up" in a home which they have had in "cold 
storage" and have been stocking, in readiness for 
the coming day. They will really get off to a 
good start. 

Mr. H. Cook (Lismore Branch Manager) relates 
an encounter, whilst en route to Newcastle by 
car, with a woman motorist who had nudged a 
tree with a Holden. He drove her to Coffs 
Harbour, where she promptly bought a new 
Holden (to continue her journey north), and ar-
ranged for the agent to pick up and take into 
account the other, which, although only super-
ficially damaged, may have had the ash trays full 
as well! 

COMING AND GOING 
Welcome addition to the Mercery staff is husky 

13i stone Robert Richards, fresh from High School. 
If he should prove as profic'int in his work as 
at swimming, he should go a long way in both. 
He is an active member of Merewether Surf Club, 
and commenced the season with a daily 1000 
yards swim—before breakfast. 

Another addition to the sporting element of 
the staff is Janice Solway, an enthusiastic hockey 
player, who has captained the Royals "B" Grade 
Team in the Newcastle District Women's Hockey 
Association competition for two years. Her team 
won the "C" grade competition in 1955, were 
runners-up in "B" grade last year, and are in 
a leading position this year to take out the "B" 
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grade honours. Janice is adding charm to the 
Accessories Dept. 

We likewise welcome new faces in Brian 
Banister (Floorcoverings) and Bruce Sullings 
(Men's Footwear). 

Mrs. Helen Grey (née Mitchell) of Layby Section 
has resigned to enter business with her husband 
at Marks Point, the popular holiday resort on the 
shores of Lake Macquarie. She carries with her 
our best wishes for success in their new venture. 

Judy Makin (Switch), our 100 yards female 
sprint champion, has slowed down enough to 
become engaged to Albert Cadogan. 

Climaxing a very successful Hoover wash- 
ing machine promotion in Cox Bros., 
Maitland, N.S.W., the manufacturers 
awarded a new machine to the owner of 
the oldest model still in use. Lucky win- 
ner was Mrs. L. Newell, seen here with 
Mr. G. Grace, Maitland Manager, and 
Mr. R. S. Drysdale, of the local Hoover 

distributors. 

Most recent promotion is that of taciturn, pipe-
smoking Scotsman, Mr. Tom Bradford, to the 
position of Despatch Manager. Mr. Bradford has 
been with us for several years, and was formerly 
in charge of our Bulk Store at Carrington. 

Mr. Alan Matthews (no relation to our Manager) 
has succeeded Mr. Bradford at Carrington. Mr. 
Matthews had been Mr. Bradford's right-hand 
man for some considerable time, and he, in turn, 
is now assisted in the Bulk store by Mr. J. 
Hamnett, a newcomer to our organisation. 

Mr. and Mrs. V. T. Tilley passed through New-
castle on August 26 on their way to Brunswick 
Heads for a much needed rest. In the same 
pleasant surroundings, our Merchandising Mana-
ger Mr. W. G. Tonks has recently spent a pleasant 
holiday with his wife and family. 

IN SERVICE, DISTINGUISHED 
During recent weeks additions to that scroll of 

honour which records the names of those who 
have served the company with long devotion have 
been a little more numerous than usual. The 
hour of retirement chimed several times, within 
a brief period. This of course, is something which 
can happen in a large organisation like our own, 
which is made up of so many old friends of long 
service. 

In speaking of them now, we know equal affec-
tion for each. The only significance attached to 
opening this report with the name of Arthur 
Godbold, arises from the fact that among these 
recently departed colleagues, Mr. Godbold was 
the doyen. He had been with Foys for 53 years. 

ARTHUR GODBOLD LEAVES FOYS 
How fortunate we were, in our selection of 

Arthur Godbold of the Despatch as the subject 
of the "All the World's a Stage" review, in the 
previous issue. For there, he was portrayed as 
what he was, at that time—an active employee. 
Now, he has retired. On August 29 Arthur 
Godbold was the guest of honour at a large fare-
well gathering in the Foy Store in Smith street 
—the historic old Collingwood thoroughfare that 
Mr. Godbold has known so well, all his life. 

Could the original Darby and Joan have looked 
happier? Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Godbold laugh at 
their memories, on the last day of Mr. Godbold's 

53 years' service with Foys. 

Between 70 and 80 fellow employees were 
present including three directors, Messrs. A. J. 
Thomas, F. A. Houghton and A. D. D. Maclean. 
In the chair was Dave Meagher of the despatch. 
Mrs. Godbold was present with her husband. 

As the director in charge of maintenance, Mr. 
Maclean made feeling references to Mr. Godbold's 
long association and fine seryice. He besought 
the parting guest not to feel sad but proud that 
his long term of 53 years' work was ending so 
honourably and so happily, though he expressed 
concern for Mrs. Godbold, on the grounds that 
she possibly wouldn't know what to do with her 

19 



  

  

With glasses raised, Foy 
directors, F. A. Houghton, 
A. D. D. Maclean and A. 
J. Thomas, toast refiring 
long service employee, 
Arthur Godbold, and his 

wife. 

  

  

energetic husband in having him about the house 
all day long! 

Recalling the important part which the drivers 
play in the establishing of good relationships with 
customers, Mr. Maclean raised a great laugh with 
his recollection of the occasion when Arthur 
Godbold delivered a hat to a housewife. The 
woman customer asked him to wait for a few 
minutes. She opened the box, put on the hat, 
and insisted upon obtaining Mr. Godbold's opinion 
as to how she looked in it, adding that she needed 
someone's confirmation before deciding whether 
she would keep the hat or not. 

Mr. Jack Thomas conveyed an apology from 
Mr. L. E. Williams, General Manager, who was 
prevented from being present because of another 
engagement. After adding his tributes, he pre-
sented Arthur Godbold with a cheque from the 
company. 

Herman Anderson, Manager of the Despatch, 
then presented him with an electric kettle and 
a crystal vase, with a beautiful sheaf of flowers 
for Mrs. Godbold. He was followed by Mr. Jack 
McCuskey (Collingwood Reserves) who, speaking 
on behalf of the maintenance men, the switch-
board operators and the staff of Stores 7, 8 and 9, 
handed to Mr. Godbold a silver teapot and a bench 
vice—the latter to extend our colleague's leisure 
hour hobbies. 

The final speaker was Mr. Allen Houghton, 
Secretary and Director of Foy & Gibson Ltd. 
Whilst thanking Arthur Godbold for long and 
loyal service, he recalled the occasion, years ago, 
when Mr. Godbold as a driver, had returned to 
the store late one night, with over £250 in cash, 
and found no-one on duty to receive the money. 
Ever-conscious of the company's interests, Arthur 
Godbold made a quick decision. He took the 
money home, and having no secure place in which 
to lock it, he placed it in the safest place available. 
Under the mattress! And on Mrs. Godbold's side! 
Mr. Houghton then presented Arthur Godbold 
with a radio set, as the company's farewell gift. 

As a purely personal gift from Mr. A. D. D. 
Maclean, there was a beautiful canteen of cutlery 
for Mr. and Mrs. Godbold. 

Arthur Godbold looked proud as he rose to 
make his acknowledgment. With remarkable 
composure (remembering that this fine man was 
in his last hour of an association which had begun 
in the year 1900), he outlined his joys from the 
past, his satisfaction with the present, and his 
anticipated pleasure in the future. He "brought 
the house down" when thanking the mechanics 
for their endless good work in keeping the Foy 
delivery fleet in good running order. Shooting 
a meaning glance at these men of the garage, he 
added "I can just hear you tomorrow, muttering 
'Thank God that grey-headed old cow won't be on 
our backs any longer.' " 

And so a link which began more than half a 
century ago when a shock headed boy of 12 
walked into Foys despatch to begin his first job, 
ended 57 years later, as a fine man, with great 
dignity walked away from Foys, for the last time, 
as an employee. 

Fortunate is the company that meets and holds 
such people. 

FROM CALICO TO NYLON 
To be truthful, we can't be sure just when 

calico went out of fashion for those little items of 
the wardrobe which were not put on view so much 
in 1919 as we see them today—in department and 
window displays. But back in those days imme-
diately after World War I, there definitely wasn't 
any nylon to make pretty frilly things. Those 
who sought the subtle touch could indulge in 
crepe-de-chine or satin. 

And into this world of the bodice, the camisole 
and the cami-knicker, Foys welcomed a new-
comer in Marie Galvin. That was in Collingwood 
—in 1919. On July 31 last, 38 years later, the 
once shy youngster smiled her way from her 
beloved department for the last time—as its 
seasoned leader. Miss Marie Galvin had retired. 
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She had been manageress of this important and-
nowadays—glamour-plus section for so long that 
it is hard for even veteran colleagues to recall 
the day when she wasn't in charge. What changes 
she witnessed, in this now high-voltage fashion 
field. From red flannel to the slinky two-piece 
set in diaphanous black. Perhaps we could best 
record the turnings of the wheel—by reversing it. 
Today, we could summarise styles briefly in two 
words: brief and scanty. In 1919, the same gar-
ments were anything but! 

An anecdofe from Percy Martin, Despatch, Foys 
Prahran, tickles Herman Anderson, Despafch 
Manager, Collingwood, at the Arthur Godbold 

party. 

In the course of her long managership, she 
became known far and wide. Rare would be the 
supplier who did not call upon Marie Galvin. 
She was greeted by customers, by name. No 
buyer was better known to the staff. Her 
immense capacity for successful merchandising 
won for her the admiration of management. For 
her personal qualities, she was esteemed by all. 

On Monday, July 29, Mr. Norman Stephenson, 
First Floor Controller, with his buyers and super-
visors were host at a dinner in the Maple room 
in the Hotel Australia. Present too, was Mrs. 
Ramus, of Mr. Stephenson's office. From these 
good friends came the farewell gift of a watch. 
And a muscle twitched here and there when 
Molly Baird sang "When Irish Eyes Are Smiling." 

On the actual day of departure, Store manage-
ment arranged a happy gathering in the Directors' 
luncheon room at Bourke street. Because of her 
long service, Miss Galvin has many friends in 
the organisation; so many in fact, that it was 
impossible to fit into the room all those that the 
administration would like to have been present. 
The invitations were therefore issued on the basis 
of "representation" from all departments; the 
sections which had been closely associated with 
Miss Galvin in her work for many years. All 
told about 30—all women—were present to enjoy 
a buffet meal. In the unavoidable absence of Mr. 
L. E. Williams, Mr. A. J. Thomas represented 
the company. With him were Messrs. J. N. Watt, 
Neil Neville, Alan Durham and Alan Wild. On  

behalf of the company, Mr. Thomas presented 
Miss Galvin with a cheque and a nest of tables. 
Then, from the staff came a gift of a standard 
lamp. 

Following the presentations, the men made 
themselves scarce, leaving the women to get 
together as only women can. There were songs 
from Belle Wilson, Toiletries, and some amusing 
rhymes from Miss F. M. Pimm of the Jewellery 
section. 

This was a very happy, if slightly jam-packed 
gathering, for the room is not a large one. But 
the eating and drinking were greatly facilitated 
by smooth service from Miss E. Henshaw, Super-
visor of the Dining Room, and Mr. Les McEwan 
of the Elevators, who offered to take care of the 
"lubrication department" as his little contribution 
to the success of this party. 

DEPARTURES FROM THE OLD STREET 
Confronted with the retirement of two of its 

popular managers within the span of a single 
month, Foys in Smith street found a good solution 
of the problems of two farewells, by giving the 
guests of honour a joint send-off on a day roughly 
midway between the two "last days." For the 
record, Mr. Stan Spargo, Manchester Buyer, and 
Mr. Percy Day, Mercery Buyer, retired on August 

Percy Day 

8 and 31 respectively. The farewell party was 
held on August 21, so for one hilarious evening 
Stan Spargo was "back with the boys—and girls!" 

Incidentally, the bright spot 'selected for this 
party is, itself, indicative of the changes which 
come with the passing years, even in the old-tinle 
thoroughfares like Smith street. For the two 
guests were toasted and wassailed in the Green 
Dolphin, a restaurant-cum-carbaret-cum-nightclub 
near the junction of Smith and Johnston streets. 
The Green Dolphin sits squarely on the pavement 
where passers-by once watched horse-drawn car-
riages drive past and, until less than 20 years ago, 
the cable trams rattled along, with clanging bells. 

Percy Day joined the Collingwood store in 1931 
and worked in Smith street throughout his 26 
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years with the company. There was that brief 
span when all store activity was transferred to 
the Fitzroy side, just after the last war. He was 
a mercery man throughout, being Manager of the 
section for many years. 

Stan Spargo likewise, is a one-line man. Man-
chester. Before he joined Foys in 1934, he had 
handled the same goods at both Buckley & Nunn 
and Treadways. He too had "crossed the road" 
to Fitzroy during the post-war period. As well 
he was Manchester Manager in Bourke street in 
1953-56. 

These two good men had the time of their lives 
at the Green Dolphin party. Frank Ogle, Col-
lingwood Manager, was in the chair. Toasts were 
proposed by Jim Smith, Manager Clothing Col-
lingwood, and Arch. Griffiths, Menswear Con-
troller. Happy surprise for Mr. Day was the 
secretly issued invitation to his daughter, Velma. 

Dine, wine and dance was the order of the 
night. There were, of course, the presentations. 
But it was the "gifts" which couldn't be taken 
home that will probably be remembered longest. 
It's an open secret that Percy Day's office wall 
housed an eye-popping collection of pictures. Not 
a male among them! Appropriate therefore that 
there should be "handed" to him a life-size geisha 
girl—understandingly modelled by Ray Goodrich. 

Long memories played their part in the grim 
looking "gift" for Stan Spargo. Maybe this time 
we reveal a secret. But it is solemnly declared, 
on all sides in Collingwood, that no matter how 
short of stands, display fittings, etc., any other 
manager has ever found himself over the years, 
all the things that were lacking in the rest of 
the departments were always—and mysteriously—
in full supply in the Manchester. Just to let Stan 
know that they were a "wake-up" to him, his 
friends had on hand, at the party, a full sized 
coffin. A screw driver was then handed to him. 
After a few twists there was revealed just one  

more beautiful "model"—and the last that Stan 
Spargo was every likely to covet! The delectable 
dummy closely resembled Mr. Rhys Whyte of the 
City Carpets! 

A ROPE AND TWINE CRAFTSMAN 
A most able and conscientious worker in a quite 

different direction was Vic Allen. He is one of 
the most efficient furniture packers any store 
could know. When Ackman's of Fitzroy relin-
quished business in 1938, Vic Allen "moved over" 
to Foys, with all the fine furniture stocks which 
Foys purchased from Ackman's. As he was with 
Ackman's for 27 years, we liked to look upon 
Vic Allen as a "46-year man." Now, Mr. Allen 
too has retired. 

With 184 years of service between them, these 
five fine people—four men and one woman—have 
now left their accustomed places in our ranks. 
Proud we are, as colleagues, to have known them; 
proud we are, as a company, to have enjoyed 
their enterprise, their loyalty and their devotion 
throughout the long years. We earnestly hope 
that the leisure that awaits them will be all-
rewarding. 

EASY MONEY 
At a children's party, the Irish play leader 

arranged a little quiz. For a 2/- prize, she asked 
the youngsters, who were of varying nationalities, 
to name the greatest man in the world. In 
the mind of the Irish girl, of course, was St. 
Patrick. 

Up shot the hand of a little English boy. His 
answer: "Sir Winston Churchill." He was fol-
lowed by a young Italian, who piped up "Musso-
lini." Then, from the lips of a little Jewish boy, 
came "St. Patrick." Presenting him with the 
florin, the play leader asked, "Now how did you 
guess that?" The lad replied: "Vell, vat I know 
is that Moses is der greatest man—but then, busi-
ness is business!" —From M. White, Foys City 

There were lovely lasses from Cox Brothers, both Head Office and Bourke street, at the Foy Ball. 
Standing, Val Macdonald, Mrs. Joan Woolley, Mrs. Betty Hooppell, Lorraine Banfield, Mrs. Nancy Clarke, 
Sandra Russell, Margaret Holmes, Nora Evans and Nadia Sosnowska (B.S.). Seated, Beverley Knott, with 

Mrs. Lois Bock and Rhonda Freeman, both of Bourke street. 
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Snow Scenes 
at 

Sydney Central 

Described by MICKI JOLSON 

(Training Officer, Sydney Snow Pty. Ltd.) 

On Friday, August 2, we opened the doors of 
our first branch store. It's in the Sydney suburb 
of Padstow. 

This move has caused great excitement amongst 
both Management and Staff, for it sees the reali-
sation of a dream of many years' standing—to 
branch out to the suburbs. 

Padstow is a charming township in a compara-
tively new area, some 12 miles from the City 
of Sydney. Snows are the first city store to 
recognise the potentialities of this growing suburb, 
and the grateful Padstow public have welcomed 
us with open arms—and purses! 

The store, although not a large one, appears 
much grander because of the modern fixtures and 
clever colour treatment. There is a representation 
of merchandise from about 20 departments, and 
Padstow customers have the advantage of being 
able to obtain anything from the main store 
within 24 hours. 

Manager of the new Padstow store is Mr. Jack 
Mulligan, who was previously a salesman in the 
Men's Shoes. Mr. Mulligan has had plenty of 
experience with suburban trading, for at one time 
he owned his own business. He holds the honour 
of being our first Branch Manager, although he 
certainly won't be our last. Within the next few 
months we hope to open more branches. Plans 
are already well under way at Liverpool, New-
town, and in the new regional shopping centre at 
Ryde. 

FASHION FLOOR HIGHLIGHTS 
Miss Lorna Main, Departmental Manager of the 

Millinery, has taken over the additional duties of 
Assistant Controller to Mrs. Gladys McKenzie on 
the Second Floor. With these two keen and en-
thusiastic executives on the job, things are really 
beginning to hum on our Fashion Floor. 

Two other new appointments on this floor are 
those of Mrs. Eva Plummer and Mr. David Donald. 
Mrs. Plummer took over the position of Depart-
mental Manager of the Knitwear and Swimwear, 
which was vacated by Miss Shirley Grey, who 
left us recently to go to New Zealand. 

Mr. Donald, as Second Floor Supervisor, has the 
enviable (or is it unenviable?) position of being 
the only man among 40 women on this floor. He 
doesn't seem to be worried, however. Mr. Donald 
is not a newcomer to Snows, as he was with us 
for some years under our Trainee Executive 
Scheme. His, also, was the "golden voice" heard 
daily over our Public Address System. He left 
us about 18 months ago to join the Elizabethan 
Theatre as manager of one of their touring com-
panies. He visited Melbourne last year with the 
Tintookie Puppet Show, at the time of the 
Olympic Games. 

The glamour of the Theatre, however, still 
couldn't drive retailing out of his system, so he 
returned to us. Retailing often affects people like 
that. Once a merchant, always a merchant, they 
say! 

YOUTH VERSUS EXPERIENCE 
Youth, in the person of Accounts Manager Mr. 

John Singer, narrowly won out, over the many 
years of experience of Staff Manager, Mr. John 
Wilson, in our annual Table Tennis Champion-
ships. 

Following a hard-fought three games, Mr. 
Wilson handed over the title—and the Carthew 
Cup—to Mr. Singer, after being our undefeated 
table tennis champion for nearly 20 years! Not 
only was Mr. Wilson "the Champ" here, at Snows, 
but during the war he was the singles champion 

Ready to take on all corners this season are Snows 
cricketers (front) N. Rosser, E. Carr, J. Twyman, 
A. James, R. Knibb, L. Cairncross, W. O'Donoghue. 
(Back) J. Courbarron, C. Geddes, A. Harris and 

A. Wiggins. 
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both in Syria and Egypt, as well as State Cham-
pion of New South Wales. From this record of 
great table tennis it is easy to see that the new 
champ's victory was a mighty one. 

Mr. Singer had already proved himself by win-
ning the Handicap Event—in which the "old 
champ" did not take part—and everyone realised 
that the big game would prove a pretty close 
call. Everyone was so right! Both Mr. Singer 
and Mr. Wilson played and won' their sets against 
our other up-and-coming table tennis players (in-
cluding our Managing Director) in the elimination 
contests. Finally they met in the big game, and, 
as already stated, youth narrowly won out over 
experience. (We are much too tactful to say 
"over 'age' ".) 

Win or lose, young or old, our Staff Manager 
isn't too bad for an old salt. The other day we 
saw him tear a telephone directory in half—in 
one fell swoop. We're not kidding! 

The Ladies' Handicap Event, too, created a 
great deal of interest. The Cup was won by Miss 
Lorraine Horwood (Merchandising Office). 

AND SO SAY ALL OF US 
Next issue we'll be able to report the carryings- 

on at our Cabaret evening to be held in October. 
It's the big event of the year for the Social 

Inside this beautiful frock is the equally lovely 
Marlene Littlewood of the Millinery Dept. in 

Snows Sydney. 

Committee who have worked like slaves in plan-
ning for its success. The evening will have every-
thing, including the presence of our glamorous 
"Miss Australia" Quest entrant, Miss Marlene 
Littlewood. We'll say no more, at the moment. 
But just take a look at the photograph on this 
page. 

FEMALE DICK TRACY 
A newcomer is Miss Georgena Rylands. As 

Store Detective, she could give Dick Tracy a run 
for his money any day. 

Since her arrival, the Store is fast becoming 
a second home of members of the C.I.D. They 
come in by themselves, but usually leave with 
someone else—under escort! 

WASTE NOT, WANT NOT! 
No one can say that we are not doing our bit 

in trying to keep expenses down. Now destined  

to "end their days" as scribbling blocks are some 
old circular letters. They bear the date—January, 
1926. 

THE LAST POST 
Last year we mentioned the retirement of Mr. 

Walter Young, the Manager of our Despatch De-
partment, who had been with Snows for 44 years. 

Nov we are sorry to have to relate that Mr. 
Young has passed away. 

Present at his funeral were men, now of execu-
tive status, who started their careers under Mr. 
Young's control, in the Despatch—namely, Mr. 
Joe Blacklock (Merchandise Manager), Mr. John 
Wilson (Staff Manager) and Mr. Len Cairncross 
(Departmental Manager of the Blinds). It is a 
tribute to Mr. Young's leadership that these three 
men rose from the ranks under his managership 
to the responsible positions they hold today. 

Also present at the funeral were Mr. Horrie 
Creak (First Floor Controller) and Mr. Len Adkins 
(Maintenance Manager), both of whom joined the 
Company as juniors around the same time as Mr. 
Young. 

TALES FROM THE TAMAR 

Told by W. CUMMINS 

Merchandising Manager, Cox Brothers (Australia) 
Ltd., Northern Tasmania 

On our little Island life moves at a much slower 
pace than on the Mainland. During the winter 
months there seems to be little that is spectacular 
to relate. 

But September 1 is a turning point. Not only 
does it mark the beginning of spring. It is a day, 
the anticipation of which causes a lot of excite-
ment among certain members of our staff—the 
many fathers in our store, who looked forward to 
their honoured gifts. (We hope their enthusiasm 
will be sustained when the accounts go out, later 
on!) 

The "footy" fans are getting very vocal now 
that the finals are coming on. A pause here would 
be appropriate to sympathise with Mrs. Grieve, 
whose team, City, was knocked out in the first 
semi-final. A hard-fought tussle between City and 
North created many an argument between fans. 
Unfortunately, City lacked the ardent support of 
raucous barracking from Mrs. G., who was home, 
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in bed, sick. No doubt this made a difference 
to her team. 

Another staunch fan, Tommy Double, was cer-
tainly there to cheer his team home. At the final 
bell when a City player almost kicked a goal, 
Tommy had his eyes closed tight "just in case." 
The roar of the crowds and the siren certainly 
opened his eyes, in more ways than one. Tommy 
is a keen supporter of "North." (Or is it "Laun-
ceston"?) 

For Jack Steer, September 1 was also a re-
minder that his wedding is only a few weeks 
away. When his engagement was announced 
some months ago, it caused a stir in the town. 
A local Member of Parliament, who has the same 
name, is also a bachelor. We believe the politician 
collected more than his share of "congratulations." 
Even made the front page of the local paper! 

The angling season opened with great enthu-
siasm for a newcomer to our Manchester depart-
ment, Ron Harvey. He grassed a nice trout (with 
a "fabulous" new rod), but tells us—as fishermen 
usually do—that he lost a "real beauty." 

Warren Wade (Clothing Buyer) looks forward 
to better Saturday afternoons for tennis. Clem 
Browne (Mercery Buyer) has also started to 
develop his love for tennis. No doubt he will 
not let it interfere with his "extensive swimming 
programme" which is due to start any day now, 
with the warmer weather. 

Mr. G. S. Templeton, Manager at Burnie, paid 
us a visit recently. 

A Father's Day celebration for Col Wright 
(Manchester Buyer) took the form of a picnic 
for his family. Col, for the benefit of those who 
don't know him, is an avid "ham," and has great 
chats to people all over the globe. His latest 
addition to the radio field is the building of a  

"Hi-Fi" radiogram and speaker for the family. 
Marvellous how a family can convince Dad of a 
necessity, isn't it? 

We've found out the reason for the contented, 
overweight look of Peter Eady. Milk! At a 
recent "private showing" we thought the bottle 
would disappear also! Luckily he didn't develop 
a liking for the stronger stuff—in view of the 
difference in price! 

Mrs. Meek, of the Ground Floor cash desk, 
looks very pleased about a certain wager she 
made—almost to the extent of counting her win-
nings now! 

Mrs. Harris had an exciting time climbing Mt. 
Barrow. Returned to work with both hands ban-
daged! Just to make the day worth while, she 
ran into a couple of snow storms. 

Janice Wingrove took the first dip of the season 
at George Town on September 1. She admitted 
later she went in, only up to her knees. Broke 
the ice? 

Mr. Andrews (Shoe Buyer) is holidaying at the 
time of writing on a peaceful country farm. 
Heigh-ho, for the rural life! Wonder if he has 
"shoed" any horses yet!! 

Alan Liddington pops in and out, in his Army 
uniform, whilst doing National Training. Looks 
none the worse for his long holiday in camp. 
And Robert Sheppard still enjoys his Sunday 
parades and days out "on the range." 

Among the lads, we've noticed a tendency lately 
to snooker—but this, no doubt, will give way 
shortly to flounder spearing. 

'Flu took its toll of our staff during the winter. 
Quite a few had days in bed, and it was always 
good to see them back, smiling brightly once 
more. 

Welcome, too, was the sight of Mrs. Waddle's 
happy presence back in the Showroom again. 

They come from all points to the Foy Ball. Standing, Mr. G. A. Bitcon (Cox Bros.), 
Mrs. Simon Price, Mrs. Alan Durham (wife of Store Manager, Foys Prahran), with 
Alan Wild (Staff Manager Foys). Seated, Mrs. L. G. Atyeo (wife of General 
Manager, Foy-Bilson's Colac) and Mrs. Frank Ogle, whose husband manages 

Foys Collingwood. 
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Western Whispers 
Recorded by TIM BRISK. L\li 

FOR THOSE WITH APPETITES 

(Or a word of encouragement for those who've 
lost them!) 

With progress right "on schedule" is the most 
modern bakehouse in Western Australia. It's just 
across St. Georges terrace from Foy's Perth 
Central. 

With the expansion of selling space in the Store, 
plans were made some time ago to move the 
present baking section from the first floor to an 
entirely self-contained unit separated from the 
store itself. But not too far away, for the demand 
upon the pastrycook's art is high. 

Construction is moving smoothly. Within the 
next few months, the ultimate in bakehouse 
hygiene and efficiency will have been reached. 
A most important consideration is that the poten-
tial output will be double, perhaps treble, the 
existing rate of production. 

Apart from the equipment, features of interest 
are: the specially prepared concrete floors, based 
on the latest American ideas to combat acid 
action; rounded corners, and walls and ceiling 
"doctored" to render them absolutely fly-free-
if a single fly dare penetrate the "outer" defences! 

Broadly speaking, output will be based upon 
the principle of a super "assembly line." There 
are separate sections for dispensing ("recipes" to 
the layman), weighing, fruit cleaning, dough mix-
ing and the "break" machines. Then there is the 
enormous, humid-controlled refrigerator. Trolleys 
are everywhere, as are sinks, ensuring respectively 
the minimum of handling and absolute cleanliness. 
Ingredient tables are well placed for easy access 
in the next section. There are scales, provers, 
tables for preparation of hand goods, and icing 
benches. Each of the stages of the work will be 
"linked" by trolleys. 

Among all this mass of equipment, however, 
the real "showpiece" perhaps will be the gigantic 
12 ft. by 11 ft. "Reel" oil-fired oven, which is 
extremely economical to run. The intake of this 
monster will be supplemented by various electric 
ovens. 

Everywhere the emphasis is on hygienic con-
ditions for production in which only the purest 
of ingredients are used. We all await that not-
far-distant day when we expect to hear, on all 
sides, "When it comes to cakes . . . go to Foy's."  

"CALIFORNIA, HERE I COME!" 
Many of us dream about a trip overseas. Quite 

a few, no doubt, would like their destination to 
be the United States, with New York or California 
as particular objectives. 

Among our ranks is one whose dream has come 
true. Miss Esther Boyes, a copywriter in the 
Advertising Department and a former correspon-
dent to "Service," headed for California in July. 
Last year, Miss Boyes became engaged to a local 
boy who, shortly afterwards, left for America, 
to spend a holiday with relatives. 

But as the old song reminds us, "Love will find 
a way," and Esther Boyes found the opportunity 
to join her fiancé in San Jose, California. So 
again we say "Good Luck" to two lucky young 
people. 

Miss Esther Boyes, formerly of Foys W.A., who 
was married on August 11 to her Australian 
fiance, Mr. Ron Healey, in the United States, 

where both are holidaying. 

CAPTAIN KIDD'S TREASURE HAD NOTHING 
ON THIS! 

Social Club member,s and their friends partici-
pated in another very successful "Treasure Hunt" 
on the night of Wednesday, August 7. Much 
running around and fossicking were the order of 
the "Hunt," for the "articles" to be discovered 
or provided were, to say the least, unusual. The 
"treasure seekers" were not looking for REGULAR 
pieces of household equipment! Everyone had to 
study the "clues" with much common sense. Most 
of the participants came along with their score 
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sheets nearly completed. The winners missed out 
only on the "Parrot's Feather" and "Mouse (not 
white)." In truth, not a single mouse was seen 
all night! 

At 9.30, the Hills Tearooms were packed for 
supper. Everyone munched to bright music, and 
speculated as to not only WHO had won—but 
how they won! After a novelty "number" event 
was staged, the winner of the Treasure Hunt was 
announced. It was Miss Joan Crowe and her 
team-mates, Jean Ashman and Addy Valdaral. 

Two parties "tied" for second place, Mrs. Judy 
Lippiat and party, and Miss Doris Minorgan and 
party. At the present moment the latter group 
are on poor speaking terms—because it transpired 
that they would have won easily, had Doris taken 
notice that "the mere male" (Doris' fiancé) knew 
best when it came to "counting the shrubs." 

Amusing discoveries were the number of people 
who had strawberry jam at home; the shrewdness 
of those who tried to "beat the judge" by placing 
a small twig in a tin instead of a growing tree 
(wanted was "A Geraldton Wax Tree in a Nescafe 
tin") and the scenes of utter confusion as succes-
sive teams attempted the "counting of the shrubs." 
The correct total wasn't recorded. Actually there 
were 48. 

Membership of the Social Club is now close 
to 500, which means (with the finance!) that 
bigger and better entertainment than ever before 
can be expected. And, by the way, if anyone has 
any ideas for outings, or an event that is "dif-
ferent" but likely to prove popular, let us know. 
Planned for the near future are a "Jive night" 
for the younger set, "Card night and Picture 
evening" for the not-quite-so-young . . . and a 
large-scale picnic in the hills. 

To the Social Club Committee congratulations 
once more for keeping the entertainment ball so 
consistently and entertainingly rolling! 

STOREWIDE 
By Margaret Fitzgerald 

ENGAGEMENT 
Maurice Stapley, Dress Fabrics, has become 

engaged to the charming young lady of the Card 
Shoppers Section, Miss Judy Gregory. 

MARRIAGES 
Reg Nash, Clerical Section, was married to Miss 

Maxine Duckworth at St. Andrew's, Subiaco, on 
July 20. 

Miss Eva Rule, Mantle Department, was married 
on September 7 to Mr. Don McArthur, at the Ross 
Memorial Church, West Perth. 

Miss Betty Wilkinson, Fruit Department, was 
married to Mr. Eddy Hayes, on August 24, at 
St. Martin's Church of England, South Perth. 

Good wishes, once again, go to these young 
people. 

FAREWELL 
Mr. Dennis Adam, Dress Materials, has resigned 

after three years' service. 
Also recently departed are Miss Frances Hall, 

Mail Orders, and Miss Margaret Wadsworth, 
Office. Both left to join the R.A.A.F. Miss Hall 
has been posted to Edinborough (S.A.). Miss 
Wadsworth is at Pearce, Perth. Hear that already 
they like Air Force life very much. 

WELCOME BACK 
Miss Olive Taylor has returned to duty after 

a long absence through sickness. It is nice to 
have her back. 

HOBART- 
and Thereabouts 

By ETHEL DAVIES 

Cox Brothers (Australia) Ltd., Southern 
Tasmania 

PREVIEW IN HOBART 
The Fashion Parade of the Year was held at 

Wrest Point Hotel on Tuesday, August 27. A 
dinner dance, organised by the Committee of the 
Hutchins School, was followed by a Parade at 
which we showed 80 garments featuring the new 
spring and summer range, from swimsuits to 
evening wear. Eight mannequins modelled the 
garments, among them the "Model of the Year," 
Marianne Liedloff, who was brought from Mel-
bourne especially for the occasion. The parade, 
which commenced at 9.30, was voted the best 
staged in Hobart, by the 280 guests who sat down 
to dinner. 

Although on vacation in Queensland, Mrs. Den-
holm (Showroom) broke her holiday to fly back, 
to assist in the dressing for the Parade. Then 
it was off, by air, to Melbourne, the following day. 
[Memo Jean Archer (Children's Wear). When next 
you have to spend a night in Hobart (her home 
is at Cremorne, seaside resort) try to remember 
your toilet needs!] 

NEW IN THE RANKS 
Mrs. D. Davie (Underwear), Mr. Hutcheon 

(Manchester) and Master Graham Greese (Mens-
wear). To each, once more—Welcome! 

Mr. Watchorn, formerly a Traveller, is now an 
assistant in the Electrical Department. 

FAREWELL 
Mr. Frank Osborne (Manchester), who has been 

with Cox Brothers for the past seven years, 
resigned, at the end of July, owing to ill health. 
A pigskin wallet was presented to him by the 
staff. 

After 22 years with Cox Brothers as an assistant 
and, latterly, as Manchester Buyer, Mr. Fred 
Brocklehurst resigned to take another position in 
the city. He was presented with a smoker's outfit 
by fellow workers. 
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LAID LOW 
Although we have had an exceptionally mild 

winter, some staff members have not escaped the 
new 'flu which has been prevalent in Hobart. 
Nancy Gray (Mercery) knew the misfortune of 
having a short stay in hospital, whilst Sadie 
Paynter (Corsets) was concerned by the illness 
of her mother. 

We wish everyone a speedy recovery. 

LAURELS 
Congratulations to our Accountant, Mr. Don 

Caire, upon his nomination as National Vice-
President for Tasmania of the Junior Chamber 
of Commerce for 1958. 

And to Assistant Accountant, Philip Fowler, 
and Mr. J. Hodgman (Office), who were appointed 
honorary judges of Model Yachts at the Hobbies 
Exhibition, held at the City Hall during the last 
week in August. This was organised by Jaycee. 

SPORT 
Lesley Sullivan (nee Burgess) and Kath King-

shott, keen members of the Women's International 
Rules Basketball Association, are now playing one 
night a week at the City Hall. 

An up and coming tennis enthusiast is Don 
Wiggins (Office). 

PERSONAL 
The parents of Diane Tyler (Showroom) helped 

her to celebrate her 21st birthday by holding a 
dance at "Newlands." 

Wedding bells for Lesley Burgess and Michael 
Sullivan rang at St. Mary's Roman Catholic 

Mrs. Michael Sullivan at the reception 
after her marriage. Hobart remem- 

bers her as Lesley Burgess. 

Cathedral on August 10. Lesley made a very 
dainty bride. Congratulations and happy future 
to both. 

Pre-wedding party by Teena Dooley (Sports-
wear) for Lesley took the form of a "larder even-
ing." Guests also met "Josephine" the bulldog. 

Kitchen tea was given by Bernice Boxall for 
Rhonda Long, whose marriage takes place next 
month. Both girls are in the Ledger Section. 

DEATH OF MR. C. W. P. AMIES 
Mr. Charles Wenman Pilgrim Amies, who was 

a member of the Board of Foy & Gibson Limited 
up to the time that Cox Brothers acquired control 
of Foys, died on Saturday, September 14. Apart 
from his remarkably long service of more than 
61 years with the company, Mr. Amies knew the 
unique achievement of having "risen from the 
ranks," to the office of Director. He began his 
association with Foys behind the counter of the 
dress materials section of the old Foy store in 
Smith street, Collingwood. 

Shortly afterwards, he was transferred to Perth 
to assist in the opening of the Foy store in that 
city, and he remained in Western Australia for 
many years to become eventually General 
Manager. Shortly afterwards he returned to Mel-
bourne to become Managing Director of the parent 
company. 

To Mrs. Amies, to her daughter, Pat, and to all 
other relatives of both families, we express sincere 
sympathy from all in our organisation, with a 
special tribute on behalf of those many people, 
still associated with Foy & Gibson Limited, who 
knew Mr. Amies so well. 

THE GEORGE CROSS 
ISLAND 

Mr. Victor Anastasi, who has contributed two 
instalments of a history of the island of Malta 
to these columns is, as we have mentioned, a 
keen photographer. His interest in camera angles 
seemed to incline him to a study of the techniques 
of the television studio. Suddenly, opportunity 
knocked. There came a chance to join the staff 
of Melbourne TV station GTV9, and Victor 
Anastasi is no longer to be seen in the Hire 
Purchase Section of Collingwood Office. 

The rapidity of this change of occupation left 
little time to the author to continue with the 
detailed job of research involved in the compila-
tion of his story of Malta. And his new duties 
have left him with little time to spare for this 
purpose. We regret therefore that we cannot 
publish in this issue, as announced, the third 
instalment of "The George Cross Island"—for the 
good reason that it is not yet written. 

We must therefore await the opportunity which 
Victor Anastasi himself awaits. Meanwhile, our 
thanks are offered once again to the author for 
all the painstaking work he put into the writing 
of the two instalments which have appeared, and 
we offer him our best wishes for full and reward-
ing success in his new and exciting field of work. 

Young man (realising that the young lady to 
whom he has raised his hat in the street, in 
greeting, is a stranger): "I say, I am awfully 
sorry. But you look just like Helen Green." 

Young lady: "Really? But I look a damn sight 
worse in yellow!" 

* 	* 	* 	* 
Doctor: "Is your husband troubled by thirst?" 
Wife: "Troubled! He rejoices in it!"  
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c7111 the cWorld's a Stage . 77 

In this, the third article in the series to be published under the above 
heading, we cross the stage again, to review the career of a performer' in 
another company. We cross back to Cox Brothers. 

In applying the standards which we have used previously, in our 
selection of subjects for these stories, we have used an additional yardstick 
—Cherche: la femme. And he who scanned the distaff side of the Cox 
Brothers organisation would soon find his eye dwelling upon Miss Ethel 
Dolman, whose story appears below. 

MIDST BUTTONS AND BOWS 
Until quite recently it would have been fair 

to say of Ethel Dolman that she is "well known 
throughout Cox Brothers." Nowadays it is equally 
truthful to say that she is well known in any 
unit which bears either the name of Cox or Foy. 
Nor would it be an exaggeration to widen the 
circle still more, by including all subsidiaries of 
the parent company. 

Today Miss Dolman functions as buyer for the 
Frock Department in Foys at Melbourne Central, 
a position she has held since March. Just as it 
is said that a nurse is born rather than made, 
it often happens that an outstanding woman in 
the fashion field reaches her pinnacle after periods 
of effort from which any other interest has been 
excluded. In the life of Ethel Dolman, fashion 
and all that this term covers, have played a 
dominant part. Yet, in the opening years of her 
career, her contacts with the dictates of fashion 
were detached. She was an observer rather than 
a participator in the great pageant of fashion 
creation, manufacture and distribution. 

It may surprise some, among her wide circle 
of present day business friends, to learn that 
before her entry into the active world of varying 
hemlines and plunging necklines, Ethel Dolman 
had rendered her mede of service to the public 
across a counter of different design from those 
found in the stores which, later, she was to know 
so well. At one time, Miss Dolman was to be 
seen behind the Reception Desk of one of Mel-
bourne's largest hotels—a caravanserai which has 
long attracted guests from all over the world. 
It was here, amidst this ever-passing parade of 
well groomed visitors, that Ethel Dolman de-
veloped an urge to move closer to the door of 
Dame Fashion. 

Almost on the drop of a hat—and without any 
invitation or even "lead in"—Ethel Dolman made 
her way to the recently opened Cox Brothers 
store in Bourke street. The company had not 
advertised for any new assistance. Actually there 
was no immediate need for another pair of hands. 
But when Mrs. Muriel Bethune, Fashion Buyer 
at Bourke street, met the young and eager Ethel 
Dolman, she was immediately impressed. Miss 
Dolman had found her first job in the showroom. 

As the years passed, there was little about the 
designing and manufacturing as well as the retail-
ing of women's wear that Miss Dolman did not 
absorb, utilise and develop to a very successful 
degree. She learnt the hard way of course. Sales-
room assistants soon encounter all those finicky  

little needs like shifting buttons, pressing down 
pleats and various other chores which may have 
to be done before a garment is handed over to 
the customer. Ethel Dolman knows all about each 
one of these details She has done all these jobs 
herself, in earlier days. 

At Bourke street, Miss Dolman became Mrs. 
Bethune's assistant and later, overseas fashion 
buyer. The field was wide for, in addition to the 
great variety of goods represented by frocks, coats, 
suits, skirts, blouses and the like, the Fashion 
Buyer was concerned with jewellery, handbags, 
gloves and similar accessories. 

In the course of time Ethel Dolman made two 
buying trips overseas. Her travelling was world-
wide. She saw much and learnt more. Still 
today she speaks of the stimulation from visits 
to the salons of the world famous fashion houses 
of Paris, with a particularly affectionate memory 
for an outstanding exposition in the salon of 
Maggi Rouff. Miss Dolman was also fortunate 

Miss Ethel Dolman as hosts of friends know her. 
("Social Snaps" photo.) 
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enough to be in England in the year when the 
Festival of Britain was celebrated. To honour 
the presence in London of representatives of 
business houses all over the world, a cocktail 
party was held in the House of Commons, a rare 
event indeed. Ethel Dolman was present at this 
party. 

The year 1951 saw the transfer of the Head 
Office of Cox Brothers from an upper floor of 

Miss Dolman, against a background with which 
she is so familiar. Scene, the Fashion Floor at 

Foys Bourke street. 

("Social Snaps" photo.) 

the Cox Brothers building in Bourke street (where 
it had been housed since the move from Bruns-
wick street, Fitzroy, in 1933) to the present 
modern suite in Flinders lane. The Australia-
wide buying control also moved to the new 
premises. 

In 1955, Mrs. Bethune retired and Miss Ethel 
Dolman became Fashion Controller of Cox 
Brothers. Here began an extremely busy phase 
of her life. At frequent intervals the Interstate 
buyers come to Melbourne, and much is demanded 
of the Fashion Controller prior to, during and 
after these visits. But all who meet her come  

to know Ethel Dolman as a tower of strength, 
a deep well of knowledge, a helping hand—and 
a good friend. 

Earlier this year changes occurred among the 
executive ranks of the Fashion Floor of Foys in 
Bourke street. In the search for a new buyer 
for the large and important frock section, there 
was, inevitably, much consultation with Miss 
Ethel Dolman in Flinders lane. Then came the 
brain wave. Why not Miss Dolman herself, for 
this vital post? Not in the ordinary way was the 
proposal made to her. It was at the direct request 
of the Board of Directors of Cox Brothers that 
Ethel Dolman considered this suggestion—and 
eventually accepted the appointment. 

And so the former receptioniste, who watched 
with admiration—or, perhaps, with a critical eye 
—the well-dressed guests who moved to and fro, 
before her, across the carpeted foyer now creates 
a fashion world of her own. The second floor of 
Foys at Melbourne Central, and particularly that 
large section where frocks are displayed, is as 
gay as a tropical flower garden. With colour in 
every conceivable shade; with pattern and style 
to suit every age, every purse and every whim, 
this location is fast becoming the mecca of the 
fashion-conscious woman of Melbourne. 

The female cynic sometimes cries: "It's a man's 
world." 

Uh-uh! 
Not so long as there are around, personalities 

like Miss Ethel Dolman. 

TT 75 „ 

Shucks! Things have been that goldarn' busy 
aroun' these hyer parts you cain't corral a single 
crittur. The boys hey bin ridin' all over the Bar 
None ranch—puttin' the "P/L" brand on every-
thing! And it ain't as if we didn't try to rope 
these cowpokes. Sent 'em our best gal to get 
the story. Nice, high-steppin' filly—notebook, 
pencil an' all. But, howling coyotes! What 
cooks? She asks a simple, straight question: 
"What's news, son?"—and gits a simple, straight 
answer: "Youse, hon'!" 

But we did catch a glimpse of Secretary Vern 
Tilley moving out towards the fringe of the purple 
sage on a fast pony. V.T. has been on extended 
holidays at Brunswick Heads, in Northern New 
South Wales. Best—and briefest—recipe we've 
ever heard for the complete vacation. "Plenty 
of fishing—and no newspapers." 

The girls' basketball team faces the summer 
season with new confidence. Although they know 
one another well enough at work, they were new, 
together, as a playing team, and the winter games 
provided the opportunity to get integrated. The 
team now includes statuesque Beverley Knott of 
the Buying Office. More later re progress. 

As well as the normal spate of visiting buyers, 
chairs have been moved forward to welcome the 
Interstate managers for their annual "get toge-
ther." All present save our leaders in Western 
Australia, whom the chairman had seen on a 
recent visit to Perth. 
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The night of the Foy Ball happened to be the 
birthday of Sandra Russell, Cox Bros Head Office 
staff. When, unannounced, the band played 
"Happy Birthday to You," Ron Clarke (whose 
wife Nancy works alongside Sandra) rushed to 
move her chair as the celebrant rose to acknow- 

ledge the greetings of the vast throng. 

Our eager stage-crafter Sandra Russell scored 
a marked success in her first major role at the 
National Theatre. Sandra had the feminine juve-
nile lead in that uproarious farce, "One Wild Oat," 
the film version of which, featuring the famous 
Robertson Hare and Stanley Holloway team, 
rocked Australian audiences a year or two ago. 

THE CURTAIN COMES DOWN 
News has reached us of the death, earlier in 

the year, of Mr. Norman Leslie Brooke. Well 
known in many circles, but particularly in the 
entertainment world, Mr. Brooke was a man in 
whom talent was combined with a marked per-
sonal charm. The tendency to "dominate the 
scene," which some standard-bearers of art regard 
as an essential hallmark of genius, was entirely 
lacking in Norman Brooke. He was modest, con-
siderate and kind. 

But, gentle personality though he was in private 
life, many in Foys knew him in the guise of that 
equally lovable character—Father Christmas. For 
a number of years, Mr. Brooke not only played 
Santa Claus, in Toyland, at Bourke street—he 
was Santa, to the thousands of children who 
received their toys from his well-kept hands, were 
warmed by his smile and thrilled to his words 
of greeting. Only last Christmas, Norman Brooke 
enacted his joyous role at Foys, in Chapel street. 
Melbourne has lost a good citizen. 

In the language of the theatre we salute a fine 
trouper and express once again our sympathy to 
members of his family and others for whom 
parting was an emotional wrench. Well-known 
vocalist and radio identity, Mr. Geoff Brooke, is 
his son. 

.91-etwed in YeAtli 
By REG. WILLIAMS. 

(COX BROS.-ECONOMIC STORES) 

OLD FRIENDS DEPART 
Bidding farewell is always a sad business, and 

on Saturday, June 29, we knew the wrench of 
losing, as well, a good friend, when Mrs. Monica 
Tomney of the Coat Department left us to begin 
what we hope will be a long and happy retire-
ment, after 15 years' service with the Company. 

Apart from all else, Mrs. Tomney's departure 
creates a gap which, at personal level, will be 
hard to fill. Always easy to get along with and 
pleasant to work with, Mrs. Tomney had a way 
of putting customers at their ease. Over the 
years, she built up a measurable clientele. 

Never one to express a great deal of emotion, 
Mrs. Tomney was, nevertheless, visibly moved 
when her showroom friends presented her with a 
lovely marcasite brooch. 

Unfortunately her last days at the store were 
made more burdensome by a serious car accident 
in which she was involved, although our good 
friend was lucky to escape with nothing more 
than a few cuts and bruises. 

We sincerely hope that in the years before them, 
Mrs. Tomney and her husband will enjoy much 
happiness in a companionship which has been 
interrupted in recent years by their respective 
business activities. 

Tribute is paid, too, to Mr. Francis Hooker, who 
decided upon a change of environment for himself, 
and left us on July 31 last. 

Francis William Hooker, English by birth, was 
brought to Australia at an early age. It was here 
that he completed his schooling and embarked 
upon his business career. He joined the staff of 
The Economic Stores 24 years ago, as an assistant 
in the silk piece goods department, and, in the 
course of time, became the right-hand man of 
the (then) buyer, Mr. Wally Clark. 

With the threat of a crisis developing in world 
affairs, Frank developed an interest in Military 
training. He joined the 11th Aust. Infantry Bat-
talion. Such was the vigour and study he put 
into his training parades, that by 1939, when the 
world came to the threshold of war, he had 
attained his commission. Promotion to captaincy 
followed very quickly after war had been de-
clared, and he entered camp on a full time basis. 
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Because of knowledge gained in earlier years, 
he was retained in an instructional capacity, 
despite his protests, and served with various train-
ing units until the end of 1943. He was then 
appointed Liaison Officer with the Directorate of 
Engineering Equipment, a post he held until de-
mobilisation in 1946. 

Events moved rapidly in the years that followed 
his return to "Eco." Upon Mr. Clark's retirement, 
Frank was appointed Buyer of silks, cottons and 
woollens, and moved from there to the position 
of Supervisor, Ground Floor, a position he held 
for more than a year. 

In private life both Frank and his wife are 
very keen bird fanciers, being prominent members 
of the Canary and Cage Bird Improvement Society 
of W.A. They both have taken many prizes in 

Mr. Francis William Hooker had completed 24 
years' service with Economic Stores when he 
resigned in July. Here he is seen with Mrs. 

Hooker at a recent staff social. 

shows conducted by the Society with the various 
types of canaries which they breed. 

In the new field of endeavour to which Frank 
has appointed himself, we offer our very best 
wishes for every success and future happiness. 

WEDDING BELLS 
A wedding of great interest to members of the 

staff took place on June 22, when our Accountant, 
Mr. Ray Milbourne, was married to Miss Joy 
Wallis at St. Margaret's Church, Nedlands. The 
reception was held at the Charles Hotel, North 
Perth, where the happy young couple were 
launched on their new life together, with the 
good wishes of relatives and friends. 

Ray Milbourne is what many people would call 
"a quiet, unassuming sort of chap." Beneath a 
benign exterior, however, there is depth of char-
acter and tenacity of purpose. Into his young 
life he has crowded a good deal of living and 
achievement. Educated at Scotch College, he made 
a mark among his contemporaries during those 
early years which distinguished him and finally 
led to his decision to make figures his life's work. 

Aside from his studies, sport has played no 

small part in his life. Hockey and cricket are his 
main loves, although tennis, swimming and fenc-
ing have made claims upon his leisure hours. He 
plays hockey regularly for Scotch Old Boys. A 
tribute to his all-round sporting prowess was his 
selection whilst working at the Railways Accounts 
and Audit Office, prior to joining the Economic 
three years ago, as a member of the Railways 
State Cricket Team. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ray Milbourne drive away from 
the church after their marriage. 

As well, he has been actively interested in the 
Commonwealth Military Forces. He rose to com-
missioned rank, before his duties and approaching 
marriage forced him to seek retirement. He is 
now on the Army Reserve of Officers. 

Already a full life! We wish him every success 
in his business activities, and both him and his 
charming bride, health and happiness in the 
future. 

COLLINGWOOD CALLING 
STORE NEWS 

FROM ALICE McINTYRE 
The retirement during August of two managers, 

Mr. Percy Day, of the Mercery, and Mr. Stan 
Spargo, Manchester, has been reported, more 
fully, in another column. Ours the opportunity 
now, to express, once again, to these two men 
who were both well liked throughout the store, 
our best wishes for full happiness in the years 
ahead of them. 

Their places have been taken by Mr. Clive 
Gathercole, who came from Foys City Store to 
succeed Mr. Day, and Mr. Fred Standring, second-
in-charge to Mr. Spargo for a year or two, who 
has moved up to managership. May each know 
great success. 

Miss Lilian Cassar of the Showroom is to be 
married to Mr. John Betts at St. Mary's, West 
Melbourne, on October 12. 

On holidays are Mr. Laurie Marshall and Mr. 
Syd Gration. The latter seems to be seeking 
some recreation. He's been fishing. But Mr. 
Marshall can't have had an idle moment. He has 
horses entered in various events at the Royal 
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Show, and has spent much time at the Show-
grounds watching his sons putting them through 
their paces. 

"Getting hep" at the Foy Ball were Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Ogle. Mr. Ogle is Manager of Foys Col- 

lingwood. 

News from the Carpet workroom is intermittent. 
Hail, therefore, to this item! Mr. Norm. Wilkins 
announces the birth of a daughter, Lorraine, on 
August 25. To Mr. and Mrs. Wilkins the con-
gratulations of all. 

OFFICE NEWS 
FROM BETTY GALL 

MUSICAL CHAIRS 
Movements galore in the Invoice Section. First, 

Andy Montgomery, right hand to Mr. Bert Letch, 
went off to New Zealand on holiday. That's 
where he hails from. To hold the fort during 
his absence Mr. Ron Duncan came to Smith street 
from the Salaries Office, City Store. 

Then Mr. Letch's work was widened in scope 
by his appointment as Expense Controller, in-
creasing his need for a willing second-in-charge. 
But with Mr. Eric Houghton's departure (for a 
new position elsewhere) from the Accounts Office, 
Bourke street, Mr. Duncan has been moved back 
to the City to succeed him. However, Mr. Mont- 

gomery is now back from New Zealand to keep 
an eye—or, rather both of them—on the invoices, 
so we're settling down once again. 

FAMILY AFFAIR 
Much rejoicing on August 29. On that day 

Margaret Burke, formerly of the Entry Office, 
gave birth to a son, Terrance Anthony. The event 
made Kathleen Wood (Hire Purchase) an auntie, 
and as the 29th was her own birthday too, there 
were smiles, all round. 

HANDSHAKES 
Mrs. Val Cooper, Family Credit Office, left on 

September 6. She was presented with a Harlequin 
teaset. 

Nola Walmsley, Docket Office, also left on Sep-
tember 6. She is to be married—and took with 
her, appropriate gifts. 

Another to depart is Elaine Mahoney, Entry 
Office. From friends, a Marcasite brooch and 
crystal vase—when we said farewell on Sep-
tember 13. 

Gone, too, is Agnes Dunne, Cash Office, who is 
to marry shortly at St. Patrick's Cathedral. Future 
home will be in Shepparton. 

Miss Loris Smith, Entry Office and Mail, left 
September 5, 1957, for a very different field of 
work. She is now a dental nurse. 

SICK LIST 
John McHugh had his appendix removed on 

September 9. Like everyone else, he seems 
quite happy about it, now. 

And it's good to see Mrs. J. Eltringham back 
again, after a bout of illness. 

FOOTLIGHT FAVOURITE 
Barbara Robinson, Docket Office songbird, has 

been given the leading role in the Light Opera 
Company's production of "The Desert Song." 

Chapel Street Chatter 
By MARY McCURDY 

If it ever happened before, we haven't heard 
of it. Prahran has its first staff twins! Mrs. 
Bert Emberson, known throughout the store as 
Dawn Smith, formerly of the Office, gave birth 
to twins, a boy and a girl, on August 1. Con-
gratulations to the Embersons upon this rapid 
transformation of a happy domestic duet to a 
still happier quartette. 

In August, sickness claimed Mr. Bob Burgess 
of the Manchester, and Mr. Keith Dean of the 
Self Service Grocery. In each case a stay in 
hospital. Happily Mr. Burgess is back with us 
fully recovered, but we all regret that Mr. Dean's 
health, whilst improved sufficiently for him to 
return home, has made it desirable for him to 
convalesce in the country. Accordingly, he has 
resigned. He has all-round good wishes for a 
speedy return to full and active life. 

Missing also is another familiar face. Mr. Vic 
Brooks, Manager of the Men's Shoes and Travel 
Goods, resigned in August. He took with him the 
good wishes of many friends. 

To John Burn, who succeeds him, warm wel-
come. 

The Jewellery Department has lost its smiling 
leader, Mrs. F. Hammond, who retired from work 
in August. At a farewell gathering she proudly 
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received a gift of crystal glasses. In her place 
has come Mrs. Ruth Dickenson from the City 
Store. To her, full success. 

On another floor is the studio of Mr. Geoff 
Brown, the artist, who contributes often to Foys 
advertising in the newspapers. If he's under our 
roof he's "one of us," and we record here store- 

Frahran identity, the former Laurel Doherty, now 
Mrs. Jack McCurragh. Although the marriage 
was celebrated last Easter, this picture has eluded 

us until now. 

wide joy in the news of the birth in August of 
a daughter, Andrea, to Mr. and Mrs. Geoff Brown. 

Musical chairs in the Mercery. Tall Geoff 
Blackney has been transferred to Bourke street. 
In exchange, the City has given us John George. 
As each was happy in his own former niche, they 
can hardly be otherwise today. 

Married on September 14 were Miss Monica  

Hyde of the Hosiery and Mr. Kevin Howlett. A 
gal who sells stockings to other gals becomes 
pretty well known. From friends on all sides 
there was a wedding gift of a fine wall mirror. 

Mr. Geoff Gray, Manchester, has been trans-
ferred to the same section at Collingwood. This 
time we didn't get anything in exchange! 

A festive air in the Self Service section in Sep-
tember. It was planned, of course, but the effort 
was justified. The first "birthday" of a most 
popular unit in Chapel street. 

Colac Chronicle 
By IRENE TATE 

OF MINK, WE THINK! 
The outstanding event of recent weeks was the 

wonderful Fur Parade. This was held in the 
Show Room, with both afternoon and evening 
sessions. Compere was the inimitable Stephen 
Dattner. The relevant fashions were described 
by Miss Helene Jacoby, whilst Mrs. Bond, of 

9.nr0,00.0. 

Prahran 	store contri- 

buted this happy group 

to the Foy Ball. 
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Nylex Products, gave a sparkling commentary on 
the Juvenile wear. 

An enthralled audience of more than 200 
attended the evening session. The furs and 
fashions were shown in a wide variety of styles. 
Scarcely a taste or a fitting, surely, went un-
remembered. 

Lovely as the mannequins were: (Senior) Mrs. 
Everett, Miss Maria Malynka and Miss Marian 
Thompson; (Juvenile) the Misses Jenny Atyeo, 
Anne Williams, Joanne Knight, Jill Adams and 
Alison Wood. 

Those present at the evening session were the 
company's guests at supper. 

FRIENDS DEPART 
After many years of faithful service, in the 

Office, Miss Nola Laurey and Miss Marg. Tibbetts 
have left for Queensland. Brisbane is their goal. 
Nola received a travelling rug and Marg. a satchel, 

Romance at Foy-Bilson's Colac. Mr. and Mrs. 
Ken Childs after their marriage at St. Brendan's, 
Ccragulac. Ken was formerly in the Hardware 
Dept. His bride, the former Melda Finnegan, 

worked in the Haby for seven years. 

as parting gifts. The bright and helpful presence 
of these two colleagues will be sincerely missed. 

Another to resign is Miss Betty Skinner, also 
after years of good service. She was presented 
with a travelling case. Betty was married at Box 
Hill and made a charming bride. We wish her 
all good things for the future. 

Miss Heather Comlyn has resigned from 
Fashions, and Miss Marcia Angus from Despatch. 
We also wish them well in their new sphere. 

NEW PLACES, NEW FACES 

Miss Kath Maloney has been transferred from 
Despatch to Haby and Mrs. B. Heppell from 
Haby to the Sweets counter. 

We renew our welcome to Mr. Frank Weedon, 
Furniture. Hope he will be happy with us. 

CONGRATULATIONS 
Mr. Tom Craig, Furniture, is the extremely 

proud father of another son, Hayden John. Good 
luck, Tom! 

Bill Perkins, also Furniture, was married to 
Miss Gwen Croxton on July 20. Many good 
wishes to them both for full happiness in the 
future. 

(Who says nothing ever happens in the Furni-
ture Department?) 

THE REST WAS EASY! 
There was a warm welcome for Leo Quigley, 

Delicatessen, when he returned from the last of 
his long service leave. The bacon never seems 
to taste quite the same when "Quig" is away! 

SPORT 
The Basketball team, under the leadership of 

Miss Nola Laurey (Office), had a wonderful time 
in Melbourne during the "Country Weekend." The 
girls had several wins and thoroughly enjoyed, 
too, the social activities. They always seem to 
come back with a "gleam in the eye." 

Badminton players are making a name for them-
selves. They have been "on top" on many occa-
sions. 

SYMPATHY 
Too numerous to mention are those who have 

been ill—and this year it is really ill, with all 
sorts of new-fangled germs. We think of them, 
and hope that they will soon be their normal 
cheery selves. After all, Spring will be here 
soon, and life be worth living again. Good wishes, 
too, to all in other branches, the well, and the 
not-so-well, from Colac. 

THE TOP 0' BOURKE 
By IVOR JOLLIFFE, 

Personnel Manager, Cox Brothers (Australia) Ltd. 
Victoria and Riverina 

JOURNEY NORTH 
Showroom Buyer Mrs. Olive Bunting recently 

visited Alice Springs, Darwin and thereabouts 
on a motoring holiday. As this is a most re-
warding trip for the sightseer, we feel that 
readers, generally, and particularly those who 
cannot make the journey, will find pleasure in 
reading this account of one visitor's adventures. 

After an initial drive from Melbourne to Port 
Augusta, the cars were loaded on to railway flat 
cars and, at Copley, were transferred to "The 
Ghan," the famous narrow gauge puffer which 
links The Alice with the south. The journey to 
Alice Springs took one day and two nights, but 
this brings no tedium because the stark Simpson 
Desert offers endless panoramas of brilliant colour. 
Even the vistas of gibber stone which stretch to 
the horizon made lasting impressions—as did the 
swaying of the wheezing "Ghan." 

During a week at Alice Springs the party visited 
Standley Chasm, Simpson's Gap, Emily's Gap and 
Corroboree Rock, all features of the fantastic 
formations of the Macdonnell Ranges. Alice 
Springs itself is some two miles inside the Mac-
donnells from Heavytree Gap. 

These centuries-old ranges comprise many 
parallel ridges and crumbling "walls." The rich 
colours of the ancient weathered rock and the 
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effects of light from the clear, moistureless atmo-
sphere are almost unbelievable. At dawn there 
is a profusion of reds, mauves, yellows, hennas 
and browns. As the day advances, lilac and 
purple begin to tint and eventually dominate the 
entire scene. 

It seems that the visitor to Standley Chasm 
must enter and leave it through a small opening 
in the fluted rock face. This entry makes no 
concession to the O.S. figure-36-in. hips being 
the optimum. Olive Bunting got in without diffi- 

Mrs. Olive Bunting at a popular stopping place. 

culty, but, on the way out, she had some torrid 
moments hanging legs downward, with the rest 
of the party seeing visions of being sealed in 
the Chasm forever! 

Palm Valley, the only patch of sub-tropical 
vegetation in "The Centre," has apparently 
struggled for survival since the beginning of time. 
It has distinctive characteristics, with its tangled 
masses of Cycads and other palms, including the 
most rare of all, the "Livinstona Mariae" or 
"living fossil." 

Whilst at Alice Springs the party made a trip 
by Cessna Aircraft to the famous Ayers Rock 
and Mount Olga. They flew in, out and around—
at nil feet! This was, perhaps, the highlight of 
the whole trip. Mrs. Bunting now knows that 
the colouring of Namatjira's paintings is in no 
way exaggerated. The flight is a six-hour journey 
and includes a stop at Coward Springs, where 
hospitality was enjoyed at the homestead. 

From Alice Springs the tourist travelled up 
the North-South Highway, which is in excellent 
condition. The road was bordered with miles of 
flowering wattles, shrubs and a great profusion 
of wild flowers. The land was very green due 
to the late April rains. 

A welcome break on the road to Darwin was 
a visit to the Mataranka Homestead, of "We of 
the Never Never" fame. The authoress, Mrs. 
Aeneas Gunn, and her husband are buried in 
nearby Elsey cemetery. 

In Darwin, swimming was enjoyable. The tem-
perature was an average of 87 deg. At times, 
inside the car, it was as high as 120 deg. Down 
the track at Berry Springs is an amazing natural 
swimming pool. The intensely blue water is so 
clear that each pebble is distinguishable 20 ft.  

down. Here, a kindly aboriginal barbecued a 
black cockatoo especially for Olive Bunting, 
feathers, innards and all! She was hard put to 
convince him that she had already eaten. 

There were visits to Humpty Doo rice fields, 
where harvesting was in full swing, and Rum 
Jungle, where Mrs. Bunting tried her hand at 
swinging a pick on the uranium. 

At Tennant Creek, the famous gold town, the 
tourists were advised not to stay at the Gold 
Fields Hotel. It is reported that old "Handle 
Bars" (from his moustache), the proprietor, is 
awfully careful with his water supply, and ac-
cording to legend, is liable to stalk into the 
shower room, whether occupied by male or female, 
and turn off the tap with the comment that 
enough water has been used. 

Just outside Tennant Creek are the Peko 
Copper Mines, a large mining project where the 
copper ore dust is thick enough to cover the 
ankles. A day out of Alice Springs on the return 
journey heavy rain was encountered, and the 
party was completely held up by hundreds of 
kangaroos, wallabies and stock drinking from the 
puddles on the road. As they refused to budge, 
they had to be circumnavigated. After a few 
more days at Alice Springs, the party entrained 
once more for Port Augusta—and so, home to 
Melbourne. Mrs. Bunting says she would not 
have missed the trip for worlds. 

The grave of Aeneas Gunn, in Elsey Cemetery, 
Northern Territory. 

WITH BELABELLED SUITCASE 
As reported in "London Letter" in this issue, 

John and Helen McPherson "found their feet" 
very rapidly after their arrival. Within no time 
they had secured not only a flat, but a job, each. 
Good luck to them! In a letter to Mr. Hugh 
Williams at Bourke street John gave a newsy 
account of the trip to London. They were allowed 
ashore at Port Said, but the Egyptian Govern-
ment would not allow passengers to visit Cairo. 
In McPherson eyes, there seemed to be intense 
cultivation in the irrigated areas on the left 
bank of the Suez Canal. 

THAT LITTLE WHITE BALL! 
The Sporting Goods Federation of Victoria held 

its annual golf day at Royal Melbourne on 
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Tuesday, July 30. A field of 70 competed in a 
bogey competition over 18 holes, and many well 
known golfers, including a former Australian 
amateur champion, took part. 

We are proud to relate that the trophy was 
carried off by Brian English, of our Sporting 
Goods department. Brian played a classical 78 
off the stick to finish four up from a nine handicap. 

No one is better known at Cox Bros. 
Bcurke street than outside represen- 
tative and collector, Reg. Garrott. 

SAFE AND SOUND, AGAIN! 

His many friends are delighted to have Bob 
Reid back with them, in the Bulk Store. Mr. 
Reid recently underwent a serious operation. He 
has been associated with the company since 1924, 
and is well known in Victoria and at Launceston 
and Hobart branches. 

There was a similar welcome for Mr. Fred 
Cottrell, also returned after surgery in hospital. 

THE BELLS WERE RINGING 
Must be a hole in our newsgathering net—for 

this is an item that "got away"! On June 22, 
Lois Pardon, our efficient purchase ledger machine 
operator, became Mrs. Bock. Still today, our 
congratulations. 

BORDER BULLETIN 
Mr. Eric Cooke of Albury branch has been 

making excellent progress after a recent operation. 

A "ROUGHIE" FROM ARARAT 
Bill Hartican is a young man of 25 years who 

has been with the company for years, mostly at 
Ararat. Almost as well known as Bill was his 
limousine. After repeated requests, warnings, 
etc., from the police re roadworthiness and various 
ultimatums from local traders about depositing 
his rubbish in front of their premises and gener- 

ally making the township of Ararat untidy, Bill 
was shamed into disposing of it. With the pro-
ceeds (amount never disclosed!) he purchased a 
new job. Taking delivery of this new monster, 
(the name "Prefect" appears on it somewhere) 
he drove to work. Waiting until sure of an 
audience, he nonchalantly unwound his six foot 
or so of manhood from behind the wheel, and 
without a backward glance slammed the door 
"like a real owner." 

Unfortunately left one of his fingers in the 
door. Made a lovely mess. 

A couple of nights later, one of his mates 
backed a truck into the front of his pride and 
joy. Made another lovely mess. 

The same weekend, whilst playing golf he inad-
vertently wrapped his No. 7 iron around the limb 
of a tree. 

Yes; just one more mess. 

Af the Foy Ball, Lady Richardson and Sir Frank 
moved to a nearby table to greet Allan Birch 
(Manager, Cox Bros. Box Hill), Mrs. Birch and 

friend. 

A WHISTLE FROM WARRNAMBOOL 
From John Hall, in charge at Warrnambool, 

the following cutting from the local paper. We 
don't "borrow" news in this way as a rule, but 
the sufferings similar to those described by the 
complainant have no doubt been endured in vary-
ing degree by others whose homes are near a 
station, a goods yard, or a level crossing. 

"A man, who lived close to railway shunting 
yards, wrote the following letter to the Railway 
Commissioners: 

"Gentlemen,—Why is it that your trains have 
to ding and dong and fizz and spit and bang and 
hiss and pant and grate and grind and puff and 
bump and chug and hoot and whistle and toot 
and wheeze and jar and jerk and perk and howl 
and snarl and growl and thump and boom and 
crash and jolt and screech and snort and slam 
and throb and roar and rattle and yell like hell 
all night long?" 

The Commissioners replied: 
"Dear Sir,—Sorry. But if you are to get meats 

and sweets and bread and spreads and beans and 
jeans and shorts and skirts and cakes and rakes 
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and socks and locks and dippers and slippers and 
lotions and notions and hooks and eyes and cherry 
pies and candy bars and nuts in jars and sugar 
and spice and everything nice to make you happy 
all your life—you'll have to put up with the noise 
of the railway." 

MAILED FROM MILDURA 
By JOAN POWER 

Although Mildura has been crowded out with 
visitors for Henley-on-the-Murray, many people 
leave the district for holidays or other visiting. 
This causes some congestion on the planes, trains 
and buses out of this Sunny City. 

There were those whom we know as the staff 
of Cox Brothers among the crowd who left for 
distant places. Mr. Frank Williams, Menswear, 
began his annual holidays, and set off for Whyalla, 
South Australia, his home town. Miss Rona, 
Davies, of the Office, and Miss Desley Davies, 
Showroom, travelled by car, with their parents, 
to Adelaide to visit another sister who is nursing 
at Royal Adelaide Hospital. I myself had a won-
derful ten days in Sydney. It was a tremendous 
thrill to see the Blue Mountains and Jenolan 
Caves and to try the surf at Manly. I thought 
the Sydney Royal Show was wonderful—but 
tiring. And at the risk of being ostracised for 
evermore, in N.S.W., I must confess that I found 
Rugby too confusing after Australian Rules. 

We have just had the pleasure of a visit from 
Mr. P. V. Dean, Manager for Victoria, the Riverina 
and A.C.T. He was accompanied by Mr. Ivor 
Jolliffe, Personnel Manager for the same area. 
Although it was only a brief visit, it was good 
to see in person "the voice on the 'phone" and 
"the signature on the letters." Visitors are always 
welcome, and hereby we invite all members of 
the "Cox Family" to "Come up and see us, some 
time." 

Mrs. Pat Gale, whom we knew in the Show-
room as Pat Carr, has announced the birth of a 
daughter, Evelynne. 

Mr. Frank Williams, Menswear, was married 
during August to Miss Pauline Goonan. 

Former Assistant Manager, and one-time furni-
ture salesman, Mr. Jack Evans, has transferred to 
Furniture Dept. at Bourke street. Hear that he 
now fills in his "spare time" with TV. 

Mr. Peter Nichols, formerly of Men's Wear, has 
returned to us as a salesman in the furniture 
section. Peter was married earlier this year. 

There has been much activity among the male 
staff since the painting spree began. Walls and 
ceilings of the display windows are now in delicate 
pastel shades, and the far-end wall of the store 
draws the eye to its restful tone of green. We 
feel sure that customers appreciate this bright 
effect; we know the staff do. 

The inevitable has happened. A customer found 
himself talking to a display model! To the 
assistant who had moved forward with the wel-
come: "May I help you, sir?", the customer re- 
plied: "No, thanks; this lad will do." The assistant 
stood, amazed, as the customer then turned back 
to the nearby "lad" and asked for goods. But 
the look on the customer's face was well worth 
studying when he "discovered" his "mistake." 

Two bright "visitors" here are Richard and 

Robert Osmotherly, sons of the Store Manager. 
Six-year-old Richard, now at school, we see less 
frequently nowadays, but Robert, who is two years 
old, is a fairly regular caller. Robert has the 
happiest disposition and widest grin we have seen 
for a long time! 

During the grape picking season, Mildura had a 
Mardi Gras, in aid of the Hospital. A record 
crowd of 20,000 people crowded Mildura for the 
afternoon and evening to make this the biggest 
and most festive occasion in Mildura since the 

Richard and Robert 
	

The famous smile of 
Osmotherly 
	

Robert 

Queen's visit. One of the Carnival attractions 
was the colourful parade of 36 floats. This pro-
cession was filmed for television. 

During the afternoon, entrants in the "Miss 
Mardi Gras" competition, together with the Bath-
ing Beauties, were presented to the crowds. The 
winner was announced in the evening. 

Leading Sydney model, Miss Geraldine Branson, 
took part in the procession and was a judge in 
the Bathing Beauty Competition. Her visit was 
sponsored by Mildura Winery Pty. Ltd., for whom 
she is the official model in the advertising of 
their "Mildara" wines. Miss Branson was kept 
busy during the weekend. Dozens of photographs 
were taken of her in the cellars of the Mildura 
Winery at Merbein, so that future publicity photo-
graphs of her will have an "on location" back-
ground. 

IN MUNICIPAL MOOD 
If one could examine minutely all the personal 

activities of all in our organisation, we would 
find many instances of men—and perhaps women 
too—who are moved to improve the lot of their 
fellow beings by accepting civic office. There are, 
we know, many others who serve as conscien-
tiously in other fields; on hospital, charity and 
school committees and the like. 

Those who know this urge to serve others are 
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moved by a sense of duty. It is a form of activity 
which springs from a life based on high principles, 
from which it follows that—like virtue—service, 
in office, is its own reward. 

For that reason, it is seldom that we have 
sought to publicise the success of those who—
whether or not they win—participate in municipal 
and shire elections. The conscientious councillor 
or alderman seeks only to get on with his self-
chosen job. Thus, in making the following refe-
rences, we do so with no purpose of singling out 
the men named, nor of discriminating as between 
them and others who are, as earnestly, working 
in other fields. 

Our reason for reviewing these three successful 
bids for office at the recent municipal elections 
in this State is that the men concerned are not 
only members of the staff of our organisation, but 
work within a stone's throw of each other. The 
desks of two of them are almost within hand-
shaking distance. 

As the company itself has given them every 
encouragement, and as their immediate colleagues 
watched the results of the elections with keen 
interest, it is felt that others outside Melbourne 
will be interested in these stories of men who 
are ready to shoulder the burden of added respon-
sibility on behalf of others. To make assessment 
in broader terms, it could surely be said that the 
man who can contribute to the efficient adminis-
tration of a city or shire might be expected to 
be a good administrator in the field of his every-
day work. 

To speak of our three colleagues in terms of 
their existing rank, we congratulate first Mr. 
Ernest Henry Jones, Manager of the Boys Clothing 
Department in Foys City Store. He has just been 
elected as Mayor of the City of Brunswick, one 
of the inner municipalities in the Melbourne met-
ropolitan area. It happens that Mr. Jones did not 
have to face a contest in the recent elections. 
He was returned unopposed. His has been the 
rather unusual experience of having yet to fight 
an election, despite the fact that he is now in his 
sixth year of office as a member of the Brunswick 
Council. Brunswick, with a population of some 
55,000, is primarily a residential suburb, although 
industry is well represented within the city's 
limits, so much so that those who note such things 
claim that there is possibly a wider variety of 
manufactures produced in Brunswick than in any 
comparable area in Melbourne. 

Among the good friends who were present in 
Brunswick Town Hall on the night of Monday, 
September 2, to see Cr. Jones move into the 
mayoral chair were many colleagues from Foys. 
There was also one visitor from Cox Brothers. 
It was Sir Frank Richardson. 

Thirty-five years ago, two men worked together 
behind the counter of a small drapery shop in 
Brunswick street, Fitzroy. The shop was known 
as Cox Brothers. This was the seed from which 
the present-day organisation, bearing the same 
name, was later to spring. 

The young salesmen were Ernest Jones and 
Frank Richardson. Later, their paths were to 
diverge. Ernest Jones moved to London Stores 
and then to Foys, where he has already given 29 
years of service. But the two men have been 
friends every since, and Sir Frank knew much 
pleasure when he was given the privilege, in the 
mayoral parlour, after the installation ceremony,  

of proposing the health and success of "His 
Worship, the Mayor of Brunswick." 

With his effervescent wit, Sir Frank remarked 
that whilst he had seen Ernest Jones, as a former 
salesman, trying clothes on other people so many 
times, and always with a critical eye for the set 
of a shoulder or the hang of a sleeve, he noticed 

The Mayor and Mayoress of Brunswick, Cr. E. H. 
Jones and Mrs. Jones. Foys know Ernest Jones 
equally well as Manager, Boys' Clothing, City 

Store. 

that when Cr. Jones put on the mayoral robe, 
he had slipped into it with great alacrity, obviously 
more concerned with the honour involved in the 
donning of these habiliments than with any 
niceties of fitting or measurements. But Ernest 
Henry Jones need have no fear as to the dis-
tinguished figure he will present on official occa-
sions, for he is a man of big frame and dignified 
bearing. 

Where its boundary touches the City of Heidel-
berg, near the winding River Yarra, the Shire of 
Doncaster and Templestowe is but eight miles 
from the Melbourne G.P.O. But within a matter 
of yards almost, vistas of green country open up. 
Willows fringe the river flats and gum trees dot 
the green pasture land which is now being opened 
up for residential settlement. 

In this rural setting lives Sturt Sydney Swilk, 
Staff Officer at Head Office, Flinders lane. At 
the August elections, Mr. Swilk offered himself 
as Councillor for the Templestowe Riding of the 
Shire. It was his first bid for office and the 
contest was close. He was opposed to the sitting 
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member and these two were opposed by two 
others. From this interesting four-cornered tussle, 
Sydney Swilk emerged victor. It was a keenly 
fought election. The allotment of preferences, 
as candidates were eliminated, made exciting news 
as the poll was declared. 

Already Cr. Swilk is immersed in civic duties. 
Although the rural area may lack some of the 
problems of the industrialised municipality, there  

are a myriad matters to claim the attention of the 
administrators of a shire. Cr. Swilk seems as-
sured of a very busy term of office. 

On the upper floor of the Flinders lane office, 
Albert Samual George Stevens had contemplated 
the annual elections in the nearby City of Kew, 
with calm confidence, for he had been a member 
of the Council for nine years. Apart from his 
first run for office in 1948, when he unseated 
another councillor, he had been returned, unop-
posed, until this year. 

Earlier in August 
came the electrifying 
news that a surprise 
opponent had nomi-
nated against him in 
the 1957 elections. 
Those whose work 
brings them into con-
tact with Bert Stevens 
know him as a man 
of quick thought and 
bustling energy. Un-
ruffled by this unex-
pected development, 
he made plans for his 
campaign almost over-
night; in fact he 
proudly boasts that he 
fought this election 
without having to 
leave his office during 
working hours. He 
found sufficient time 
to appeal to the elec-
tors during the even-
ings and at weekends. That his hold on the con-
fidence of the residents of College Ward in the 
City of Kew had not diminished was evident at 
the declaration of the poll, when it was announced 
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that Cr. A. S. G. Stevens had been returned with 
what was obviously one of the largest majorities 
recorded in a suburban election. 

To each of the civic stalwarts, our congratu-
lations, once more. 

ACKNOWLEDGMENT 

Mrs. Florence Burrows-or to give her the name 
by which she is known to all, "Toby Burrows"—
of the Merchandise Office, was ordered a rest by 
her doctor over July-August. Whilst away, she 
was constantly cheered and helped by a stream 
of "get well" messages. Not sure that she 
managed to acknowledge all these kind thoughts, 
"Toby" enters here to express her warmest thanks 
to each of these good friends. Mrs. Burrows, 
looking "in the pink," returned to her desk on 
August 14. 

19-47 Jeffcott Street, Melbourne. 
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