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MEN'S YAFFLEREUNION On one cold Thursday evening, namely, the 
nineteenth day of August in the year of our Lord 
nineteen hundred and forty-three, thirty men 
(more or less) wound their way to the home of 
old Nick, where “war on waste” is so capably 
performed. This time the war was not on waste. 
Expectant participants awaited coming events 
amidst a tense silence. The calmness soon grew 
into a colossal chaos—no! it wasn’t a woman. All 
members of this species had been previously 
warned of the ills that might befall them if they 
trespassed in the vicinity of the craft-room on 
this auspicious occasion.

The men gazed goggle-eyed at the gruesome 
gems of art adorning the walls. Then the chair
man arrived—minus chair—and proceedings were 
rapidly set into motion. Songs sung by glamor
ous sopranos, bass, baritones, contraltos and any 
other varieties that may exist, were interspersed 
with chewing of cuds, chats from Charles and 
company. Reminiscences of the past were re
vived by a recent and a not-so-recent rezzie. 
Over-emphasis was placed on the pleasantness of 
days gone by, with a tendency to overlook what 
the present might hold in store in similar circum
stances.

There was quite some excitement next morning 
when it was found that some of the tradition had 
been left in the craft-room—later stealthily re
moved.

EXIES WIN ASHES
•1»

(By a Special Reporter)

Perfect spring weather made Friday, Septem
ber 3rd, an ideal day for the activity and excite
ment of Reunion.

On arriving at 2 p.m., I saw large groups of 
awestruck young people idly moving about survey
ing the ruins, renovations and new structures. 
These proved to be the exies who were elated at 
this opportunity to renew old friendships and 
visit old haunts. Shortly afterwards, the crowds 
drifted out to the tennis and basket-ball courts 
where the “sporty” members of bygone days 
soon matched their superior strength against pre
sent students. They were outstandingly success
ful, winning, but not without strong opposition, 
the women’s hockey, men’s hockey y women’s 
tennis, and men’s tennis. In basket-ball they just 
held their own—the match resulting in a draw. 
Afternoon tea was then served by the I.T.C.’s in 
the new cafeteria. Exies seemed to find this event 
very enjoyable and remained gossiping for some 
time before attending the marionette performance 
given by the Marionette Guild.

Reunion Ball, at which there were about 230 
dancers, was held in the evening. Once again 
the Union Buffet was the scene of gay music, 
bright flowers, trim young men and colourful 
gowns. The effect was heightened by the artistic 
decorations and attractive leis arranged by Mer- 
lyne Lee Gow and her assistants. The students 
and exies were welcomed by Mr. Nicol, President 
of the O.T.A. To the untiring efforts of Mr. Nicol 
and of Ken Miller, the honorary secretary, the 
success of the whole day was largely due.

After supper (served in the Union Caf.), danc
ing continued until 12 o’clock, when all heads were 
turned expectantly towards the door. The “Spirit 
of the Orchard” was due to make his entrance.
On the stroke of midnight he entered. Between 
efforts to ride his fiery charger (a scooter), he 
tapped with his wand (a piece of hose) two 
miserable creatures whom he drove before him. 
These bore the names of “bachelor” and “mis
ogynist,” and carried the last battered seat re
maining in the orchard. Depositing the objects 
of his wrath and the seat on the floor, the spirit 
mounted the stage and began his speech. Although 
he was dressed like a gladiator and bore a strik
ing resemblance to a well-known College person
ality, the company seemed aware of it, and took 
him in the spirit in which he was meant. He 
concluded his speech by gravely presenting “the 
ashes” (custom originated by Prof. G. S. Browne) 
to Flying Officer W. (Tang) Savige, the Exies’ 
captain, for their success in the sporting events 
of the day. Flying Officer Savige, President of 
the College, 1940-41, replied on behalf of the 
Exies and expressed their thanks and their 
pleasure at being able to partake in such enjoy- . 
able events. Dancing continued until 2 a.m., 
when a merry evening closed with the singing 
of “Auld Lang Syne.”

Among those present we noticed: G. Dyason,
A. Semple, K. Erkert, L. Shears, M. McGuinness,
M. Hay, L. Baker, H. Reynolds, J. Drummond,
D. Allen, N. Brock, J. Clarke, A. Fitzgerald, J. B. 
Stevenson, E. Betts, M. Malone, L. Doherty, J. 
Howton, J. Roscholler, N. Robertson, F. Ince,
J. Fortman, B. Phipps.

WHEN?
Once upon a time there was a man in a bowler 

hat, who, on going out the door, bumped into the 
same man in the bowler hat just going in the 
door. Interpreted, that legend means that our 
State overlords, a few weeks back, did not know 
whether they were coming or going. Perhaps 
they do now, but we, the down-trodden, over 
whom much of the wrangling went on, are still 
floundering.

Dunstan, as we joyfully reported last issue, 
promised us at the College good things, but this 
game of merry-go-round has upset his Budget. 
So now we ask, when do we get our rise?

The Public Service Tribunal, too, remains a 
cause of enmity between teachers and Govern
ment. The union is fighting Mr. Dunstan’s pro
posal for a four-member Independent Tribunal. 
Just how independent ? we ask.

One of our students was so moved by the tragic 
scenes which are being enacted so long as our 
“Better World” is delayed, that she broke forth 
into lyrical verse, thus:

V.T.U. MEETING
The Solitary Weeper On Monday a meeting was called to form a 

financial College branch of the V.T.U. It was 
pointed out that previous meetings were only 
informal addresses by members of the V.T.U. 
executive, and the importance of a functioning 
branch and College representation at conference 
was stressed.

Discussion was opened by the secretary, who 
dealt with the latest developments on the question 
of the independent tribunal. Motions arising out 
of the discussion were as follows:

That Council be authorized to pay in to 
the V.T.U. the sum of 1/- per head per annum for 
all those desiring to be members of the branch.

Discussion on the method of representation at 
the conference then took place and a motion for 
group representation was withdrawn. Finally it 
was decided that six members from the student 
body represent the College branch at conference.

These motions were put forward for the purpose 
of assisting Council to come to some decision 
regarding the College branch, and it is pointed 
out that our motions would only be regarded as 
suggestions and may not necessarily be accepted 
by Council.

It is hoped that the increasing activity of the 
V.T.U. will draw the support of the whole student 
body; it’s your union—what about it?

K. MacLEOD, Sec.

(With Apologies to Wordy Willy)
Behold her single on the lawn 
Yon solitary College lass,
Walking or sitting by herself,
The men have all gone past.
Alone she looks up at the moon 
And sings a melancholy tune.
O! listen Griffin to the sounds 
Of wailing women in the grounds.

No place on earth did ever dole 
Less handsome men to weary bands 
Of women at the Teachers Coll., 
Where such are in demand.
A place so female ne’er was seen 
Before old Adolf lost his bean.
Or our boys went to keep a date 
With’ Japs, before it was too late.

Will no one say what we can do?
To get ourselves to “flicks” or show? 
(Pardon Albert) but our screw 
To da such things is far too low.
That is our plea, just men and pay,
Or either one would do to-day;
With all our slaving, crits. and stew— 
We must have recreation too.

Whate’er we say, or think, or do,
As if our grumbles had no ending 
We would go singing to our work 
If to our needs we saw you tending.
So listen, Albert, if you will,
Before you make next Budget Bill,
And to us women of the Teachers College, 
Give money and men as well as knowledge.

T.R.

All’s Well with the College?
When the secretary, Mr. Fred Howe, arose in 

Assembly to make his monthly report on the 
September meeting of the Student Council, he 
informed us that the business transacted was 
purely routine.

“The executive must therefore infer,” said Mr. 
Howe, “that you, the Student Body, are perfectly 
satisfied with College as it is, since you sent 
your representatives to this meeting without 
any proposals or complaints.”

A very pleasant explanation, no doubt, but a 
most improbable one. It is far more likely that 
you don’t realize fully the purpose for which you 
elected your representatives, or, again, that you 
are just drifting along—that you have no in
terest whatever in College improvements.

Before each meeting you should make a point 
of letting your member know of any matter 
you wish to be discussed. Only then will the 
Student Council achieve its full function as 
your Council.

PLEA FOR USHERETTES and LOLLY-BOYS
AT LECTURES

V Noted Male Students Voice Appeal for Improvements
It has been evident for some time now sihat the 

male population of the Carlton Factory for Better 
Teachers has gradually waned both numerically 
and in the “joie de vivre” that has been such a 
habitual part of its make-up in, previous years.

So it is now that a few of the solitary remnants, 
of what is fast becoming an extinct race, have 
put pen to paper and suggested the following 
improvements in order to make the male students’ 
life a more agreeable one in this “female- 
dominated” institution:

1. We want good-looking usherettes to show 
us to our places for lectures. We consider

that such an addition to the staff would have 
excellent results on the future generation 
of young teachers.

2. We think that “lolly-boys” and possibly 
“cigarette-girls” could parade the aisles dur
ing lectures, and distribute their wares to 
all who could afford them.

We feel that provision should be made for these 
improvements in Mr. Dunstan’s next budget.

“SEE-LESS.”
“AND HOWE.”
“NUTCRACKER.”

Saturday night Palais brought fame to our 
wizard Critch. Ask those who danced to his 
composition!

The spotlight now shines on Miss Enid Barnes, 
who has written the lyric of a song, which, we 
hear, is to be published soon.
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All students of 1942 will remember the Rev. 
George Pearson, who, in addition to running a 
parish, did our Primary course as a Registration 
student, in preparation for his mission school 
work in Tanganyika. He and his colleague, the 
Rev. Lionel Bakewell, who also did the course, 
journeyed out to their posts early this year, with 
their wives. The Rev. Pearson had not previously 
been to East Africa, but the Rev. Bakewell has 
been working there for some years. From the 
C.M.S. Boys’ School, Dodoma, Tanganyika, Mr. 
Law has received a letter sent by the Rev. Pear
son, and he has asked us to pass on to you some 
of the interesting news it contains. The Rev. 
Pearson writes :

“As I look back on last year, there are many 
things for which I am sincerely grateful—the 
atmosphere of the College, the buzz of its busy 
life and the manifold things that were taught, 
and (we hope) learnt. I have wondered some
times if you. or the lecturers thought me a bit 
hilarious for a clergyman. As a matter of f-act,
I just had to let off steam somehow, as I found 
the pressure of events rather terrific-—the parish 
and College—10 hours a day, seven days a week. 
It took me some months to get over the tiredness, 
and, in fact, I didn’t feel Al again until we got 
to Durban. However, I’ve no regrets, plenty of 
happy memories and a useful store of knowledge 
for the tasks ahead. . . . . Bakewell is now at 
Berega, in charge of important district work- 
active oversight of schools, medical and pastoral 
work; I think he has to lëarn another new dia
lect. . . . . The African seerns to be waking up; 
there is an increasing demand for higher educa
tion, which means education in English, probably 
because of the limited number of Swahili publica
tion's on any subject. -

- “The scheme here will probably develop gradu
ally; we hope to prevent a large inrush of scholars 
now, so that we can get time to consolidate, and 
build up equipment.'.... Thë’ standard of educa
tion is comparable with that in Victoria. Of 
course, in one class you may find an age range, 
say, 14 to 24, but as far as the Grades (or Stan
dards) are concerned I think they are more or 
less equivalent.

“We will go to Standard X, probably equivalent 
to Intermediate; this standard is that of a Grade
II teacher, and is also the entrance standard for 
Makerere College—this College in Uganda being 
the African University. Grade I teachers do two 
more years, and their work is of a really high 
standard.

“First impressions of the education system here 
are that it is too bookish, and might profitably 
be made more# practically rural.”

Monday, 13th:
Even lecturers look bright this day of returning. 

Mr. Pryor and Mr. Morris, our globe-trotters, tell 
us of Australia’s Mecca, Breweries and morning 
tea, with occasional reference to the Area Schools 
they saw in Tassie.
Tuesday, 14th:

Exams, only eight or nine weeks away. I’m 
interested in the Finals only. Norm., with his 
excellent manner, is thinlling of coming back to 
do I.T.C. next year.
Wednesday, 15th:

Cheers ! Wrigley won the basket-ball match 
against Smith. Supporters Of both teams over
flowed into the lounges from where they viewed 
the match. What match ?
Thursday, 16th:

Imaginative drawing letter on “Mother,” by 
Aud. “Please, teacher, I’m not going' to put any 
stockings on mother, because she ain’t gonna 
Wear them no more now,”
Friday, 17th:

Reports roll in. Look out, Mallee, here we 
come! The psychology department received a 
model letter from Pat. It’s to be framed, I be
lieve—the letter, I
Saturday, 18th:

Critch. imagines he’s a paratrooper. Practises 
from the one tree on One. Tree Hill. Expert at 
one-point landings. The wounded don’t cry.
Monday, 20th:

Learned about “inscrutable smile,” or, to use 
College jargon, the “dirty smirk.” of Mona Lisa.
Tuesday, 21st:

Discovered new fact in Social Studies to-day. 
It appears that Cleopatra was not a benefactor 
of mankind in general.
Wednesday, 22nd:

Pressed clothes under mattress, had photo, took. 
Sight of the day: President keeping College 
ladies back from photographer.
Thursday, 23rd:

Groped way among cellars. There were de
funct birds above me, defunct birds below me, 
and defunct birds all round me. These science 
lectures, have got feathers on them !
Friday, 24th:

Red Letter Day. Only five pages about little 
people!
Saturday, 25th:

11.29-9 p.m.: Resident Lecturer misses beauty 
sleep because of hazards on back verandah.
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Cupid Tells
The Griffinmean.

During the vacation, that spring feeling got, 
some of us so completely, that Cupid has had no 
fewer than, three weddings to report.

Our worthy Social Secretary for 1942, John. 
Coffey, has turned his organizing talents to the ; 
job of “building a little nest” with Aileen Welsh 
(1941). They were married on Tuesday, 31st 
August, at Koroit, and are now at Yallourn, where 
John is teaching.

The Yanks, not to be left behind, stepped in 
for their share of the spirit, and claimed two of 
our number.

Elsie Billingham (1942) and Master Sgt. O. M. 
(Mark) Brady, whose engagement was announced 
in the “Griffin” séveral months ago, took advan
tage of his, leave from Milne Bay and were mar
ried on Monday, August 30th, at Wesley Church,. 
Melbourne. Mrs. Brady has now returned to her 
school at Naring East.

Audrey Batten (I.T.C., 1943) was also married,. 
during the College vacation, to Cpl. Rhiney 
Huttelmeyer, U.S.M., and has returned tó College 
to finish her I.T.C. course.

In addition, the last few weeks have produced 
several engagements : Gladys Brown (I.T.C., 1942 ) 
to Geoff. Lloyd (1940-41); M. Siddals (1943) tor 
Ernest Cad (Swan Hill); Rene Maskell (1943) to 
A. Bowers; Vic. Green (1942) to Winifred Wil
liams (Sydney).

How Pleasant Life 
Would Be!

Monday, 27th:
Union meeting—disturbing elements present. 

Hot air about. DRAMA « I

Scene: The Garden of Eden. Enter Eve dressed.: 
in a slip of banana skins and a necklace of ripe 
raspberries.

Eve: Where is that Adam ? I sent him to the- 
Ritz to get me a hot dog. I’ll bet he’s drinking 
pomegranate juice,

(Enter Adam carrying a steaming fox-terrier , 
He is dressed in lettuce leaves splashed with, 
gaudy. red and yellow caterpillars.)

PABB.
If:

Training Heads said, “Hiya mate!” _ 
Not passed one by with haughty gait.

When I did journey amid strange lands, I came 
upon a place that didst harbour many females; 
but these were no ordinary women, rather were 
they the finest of their species. Truth it is to 
say, their way of life was, on divers accounts, 
strange. They rose with the sun and broke then- 
fast in quarters like unto a barracks, at which 
time their chief, who was a man, did give them 
loving counsel and fair knowledge. He ac
quainted! them of events from near and far, and 
sowed in their minds fine womanly principles. The 
fruits of his labours I could not discern, but 
likewise, I, a stranger, found it difficult to attain 
to any comprehension, be it so small, of then- 
whole system. After that they had breakfasted, 
these sundry folks dispersed in many directions 
and finally disappeared from my view. In what 
manner they passed the forenoon or the after
noon was not revealed to me, but let it be known 
that they gathered again at midday and in the 
evening, to again partake of food. I am much 
puzzled by one strange custom they observe. 
When, as she entered the dining-hall, each female 
inclined herself. I believe this to be an act of 
homage paid to the ruling deity of their mansion.

(Excerpt from a diary written by Johne Smith, 
in 1643.)

If:
Forbidden alcoves in the Hall, 
Allowed instead a seat for all. . o-

If :
Priceless paintings, each a “slasher,” 
Were covered by an anti-macassar.

Adam: Here, my love, is your hot dog. I’m 
afraid there was no sauce.

Eve: What! No sauce! (Begins chewing dog’s 
ear.) This dog is tough, too.

Adam : I’ll get some fruit instead.
Eve: I don’t want any fruit, I’m tired of chas

ing Satan to open the cans with his horns. Let’s 
have some apples off that tree.

If:
Assembly, though of noted fame, 
Would not invariably be the same.

If:
..While in cold storage doing art,
From time to time we thawed a part.

Adam : We can’t. William Tell might catch us.
(Enter serpent with hiccoughs and red tie.)
Serpent : (hie) Come on, let’s find out if there 

are any grubs in them.
(Adam and Eve pick and eat apples and serpent 

wags tail gleefully. Enter William Tell with 
shanghai.)

If:
While engaged in nature-nurture,
There entered not snakes, bats—well—gerchai

If:
In view of compulsory services rendered, 
A generous amount of lucre was tendered.

If:
Tell: You’ve gummed-up the works. You’ve

eaten half- the fruit crop and it belongs to the. 
Apple and Pear Board!

In spite of the law of a liberal education,
We could manage instead some more recreation.

“DEUX SAVANTS.”
v

P.A.A.B.

HOCKEY..Mrs. BISHOP WHO SAID? See^.. .
678 SWANSTON STREET

3 Doors from Grattan Street

Tobacco and Cigarettes
Milk, Sweets

Fresh Sandwiches
and Cakes Daily.

Lunches Cut to Order

EDGAR MAYNE® Some people are all soluble.

® The bust of Nellie Melba is as cold as Nellie 
is to-day.

• Prof. Copland is allergic to horses. If he goes 
near one, he gets hay fever.

• I hope you’re aware of the frequent medical 
tests for children. I’m not, either.

• Who walked in when a certain rural person 
said, “Now here is my idea of a project.”

Manufacturer and Importer of 
High-Grade Sporting Goods

Block Arcade (No. 1, 1st Floor) 
Elizabeth St. entrance

JUST LANDED—large stocks of Hockey 
Material for the coming season. 
Splendid selection of English and 
Indian sticks.

*
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“I am instructed to inform you,” ran the 

Departmental note, “to commence duty without 
delay at State School—Uptaputty South—I 
folded the paper with a scowl.
South”!
outback cockatoos, was Uptaputty? Was there 
a passable road ? How many kids ? Were there 
any young ladies there ? These and a multitude 
of other such natural questions flashed through 
my already overtaxed brain. (I was in College 
in ’42.)

Gradually I began to discover that the said 
“academie” could be reached in seven days by 
way of a long train journey and three mail-car 
trips and a bush track walk of ten miles. I 
packed my pyjamas and toothbrush, bade a 
moving farewell to the family, and caught the 
train.

After seven days and nights in the wilderness, 
the last mail-car (a T-Ford tourer sans hood and 
one mudguard) literally dropped me with the 
aforesaid pyjamas and toothbrush in the middle 
of the. bush. I was to walk along the cattle- 
track for five miles, take the gully to the left 
and mind. out for stinging nettles, and then take 
a snake-strewn track for the remainder of the 
journey. No, I couldn’t help but see the. school 
when I got there. “Then,” continued the mail
man, above the clatter of the “chaff-cutter,” “take 
the track from the back of the—thet is ter say 
from t’other side of the school-ground, and foller 
that there track for about a mile and a half, 
and you’ll come out at Murphy’s!”

I waited till the clatter had died away and 
resigned myself to my fate. The sun was setting 
in a lurid background óf dogwood and stringy- 
bark. Faintly in the distance echoed the mock
ing call of the kookaburra. “Ah, well!” There 
was nothing else for it. “If only I’d got a few 
less N.2’s,” I lamented at the pyjamas and tooth
brush. Then, with a deep sigh, full of Mother’s 
plum puddings back home, I set off.

“An’ too, I lost the sole o’ me boot on the way 
an’ I had to

“What grade were you in last year ? ”
“Eh?”
“What grade were you in?”
“When?”
“OH! LAST YEAR!!”
“Boo-hoo-hoo-hoo!” Salt tears began to drop 

heavily in the dust on the floor.
“What are you crying for?”
Sniff ! “Miss Jones never”—sniff!—“roared at 

us!” Sniff! Sniff! Sniff! “Never!”
I gave up and searched out the promotion list.
By Friday I was beginning to find my feet, 

and I settled down to my “playtime” smoke. 
School was the only refuge I had. Smoking and 
whistling was definitely banned as far as Mrs. 
Murphy was concerned.

“So you’re a smoker, Mr. Smith? Have the 
goodness not to smoke in this house. Never 
heard of such extravag'ance! Only once, only 
once, did. Charlie dare to smoke a cigarette in 
my presence. Nothing I hate more than cigarette 
smoke!’

Just às. I was wondering whether to resign, 
came a stampede at the door. Half a dozen 
accusing voices : “Joe MacFarlane : pinched 
Jimmy’s lunch!” Joe was hauled forward and 
subjected to the juvenile court-martial.

“Why did you take his lunch, Joe?”
“Oi didn’t!” A determined little pout greeted 

me from beneath two red-rimmed eyes and tear- 
stained cheeks.

“Oh—h—h—h!” from the scandalized crowd. 
“Joe Mac, you’re the biggest liar!” Eventually 
I restored order.

“What did you have for lunch, Jimmy?”
“Didn’t have any, sir. Joe Mac. pinched it!”
“I mean, what was in your lunch ? ”
“I had six corn beef sambwidges, an’ two 

scones, and three cakes, an’------ ”
“Did you eat all those, Joe?”
“Oi didn’t touch his lunch, sor!”
“Well, did you like the corned beef?”
“ ’Twasn’t bad, sor!”
I dismissed the case by giving Jimmy most of 

mine, and raised the admiration of them all.
“Gee, sir, you got cheese sambwidges ?”
“Yes.”
“Gosh, I reckon you’re the luckiest teacher in 

the world!”

It was with a real sense of personal bereave
ment that many hundreds of teachers in the 
Education Department learnt of the sudden death 
of Des. Swigger, on Friday, 10th September.

He had returned to his school at Genoa River 
after the September vacation, when he contracted 
a severe chill and, probably owing to the distance 
he was from the nearest doctor, the chill developed 
into pneumonia, which proved fatal.

Des. was in College in 1942 and was held in 
high regard by lecturers and students alike. He 
played a prominent part in all College activities 
and was an outstanding tennis player. He was 
considered by all to be a very fine type of teacher 
and one of which the teaching service would be 
very proud.

To the bereaved family, the students and ex
students of the College extend their sincerest 
sympathy in their great loss.

“Uptaputty 
And where, in the name of all the

*
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The S.C.M. concluded its official activities for 

1943, on Friday, 24th, at a midday meeting,. at 
which Dr. Calvert Barber gave a most inspiring 
address.

Dr, Barber emphasized that the Christian 
Gospel was not the popular teaching, “God is 
Love,” but “God, who is always loving, had sent 
His Son into the world to wrestle with evil, and 
with his dealing with evil gave us a new power 
for victory.” 
triumphs over evil—is a basis for hope of a 
brighter future. This is what the. Churches are 
offering to disillusioned mankind to-day—to Man, 
whose belief of the inevitability of human progress 
was shattered by the last world war, and whose 
faith in scientific control of life has been shattered 
by? this. We are “wandering between two worlds 
—one dead and the other powerless to be born.” 
It is for those who have felt the power, of God, 
to inspire others and so bring this world to life.

That —■ the fact that goodness

*
A bearded face appeared behind the glare of a 

candle. “Waitin’ people up at this hour o’ the 
night! Eh! Who the

Complete darkness again as a gust of wind 
extinguished the candle. I explained very curtly 
that I happened to be the new teacher, wonder
ing most untactfully what they wanted a school 
for at this God-forsaken hole. “Is this where 
the teacher boards ? ”

“Now, I don’t sees as it’s any use gettin’ on 
yer ’igh ’orse about it!” philosophized my host as 
he led the way inside. “Ye’d better come in 
while I wake the wife, and we’ll put up a bit 
of a shakedown for yer. Take a seat!”

I squatted uneasily on a butter box and 
listened to the following conversation from the 
next room:

“Who is it, Charlie ?”
“Eh?”
“Who is it?”
“Noo school-teacher!. Don’t ’xactly like the 

looks of him, either. Don’t leave any money 
about the house.” .

“Huh! Where’s, he going to sleep?”
“Eh?”
“I said, ‘where’s he going to sleep to-night?’ ”
“Huh! Don’t ask me!”
Came the muffled sound of a hefty figure get

ting out of bed. “Blast!”
By this time I was feeling a little more 

sociable and prepared to greet Mrs. Murphy, an 
irate, iron-jawed-looking woman, who looked like 
a prize-fighter as she stamped into the kitchen 
in a long orange nightdress and an overcoat. 
I rose, slipped, crashed backwards over the butter 
box, smashing it to tinder.

“Well, to ;say the least, you’re the clumsiest- 
looking fool I’ve ever seen,” she declared. “Bit 
the worse for plonk I expect. Won’t get much 
of that here, young fellow, so the sooner you 
realize 'that the better. Have the goodness, too, 
to replace that box.”

I began to mumble apologies about the butter 
box as I nursed my toe, but they fell unheeded.

“Charlie, is thëre any ‘super’ in the shed?”
“Eh?”
“Is there any ‘super’ in the shed?”
“Aw, only a coupla bags. ’Spose we could put 

’im down there for awhile. I dunno!”
“Then take the clothes from the bed old Tom 

had at Christmas. Sheets haven’t been washed, 
but he was only in it three days. I hope you’re 
not fussy, young man. Nothing I hate more 
than a man who picks at his food!”

By popular request a repetition of that popular 
function, the S.C.M. hike, was held on Saturdays 
September 18th. A new and longer route was 
tackled with vigour, with the result that we en
joyed nine miles of lovely spring scenery before 
reaching our usual destination—the Kiosk.

As usual, the feature of the evening was the 
“sing-song,” which we conducted with much 
gusto during the trip back to town. Lifting the 
veil of dignity, the extended students showed the 
“Primes” just how things are done! The day 
appropriately ended with an energetic “Auld Lang 
Syne.”

are you?”

An alarm clock ringing in my ear, and a 
gradual awakening to reality. That was the 
worst nightmare for months, but please Heaven, 
may it spur me to greater efforts. Another N.2. 
and I’ll collapse.

—Roy A. Duncan, S.S. 3545, Carrajung.

As our activities are now at an end, we would 
like to thank all those who have helped to make 
these a success. We hope you have obtained 
joyous friendship on our hikes, and spiritual in
spiration from our meetings and study circles, 
and as a result will continue your interest in the 
S.C.M.

Your Chemist
OLIVE ROBINS.J. F. SCOTT

Answers to Correspondents265 LYGON STREET A.C.P.—Glad to receive your article. We are 
going to buy some paper-fasteners in any

“In defensio womana”—You ask: “What would 
most men be without women ? ”—bachelors. Col
lege men may be everything you say, but why 
write on both sides of the paper ?

A.J.—Please do not leave all your punctuating 
to the editor.

“Pervini ”—Barring, perhaps, the Great Wall 
of China,, your joke was the oldest thing in the 
world. We were not amused.

F.W.H.—Verse too subtle. Remember that you 
are writing for “Griffin” readers.

M.A. — Although your paper was admirably 
suited for the notice-board, it is hardly acceptable 
for publication.

case.

Will meet all your requirements

Victorian Teachers’ Union

The V.T.U. has given its word 
to safeguard the interests of all 
soldier-teachers.

Thirteen hundred teachers are 
now serving in Australia.

Every teacher still in our schools 
should do his share to maintain his 
own Professional Organization, if 
only for the sake of those in the 
Defence Forces.

“Anonymous Lecturer”—Your poem has been 
forwarded to the publishers of “Brave Young- 
Singers” for inclusion in their new edition.

“Sniff”—Sorry that no aids are available in
the “Griffin” office, but I refer you to Mr. P------ ,
of Aids Dept., for a model of a cave-man.

1 BOOKS !* * *

BOOKS ! !Eventually, after what seemed a lifetime of 
Mrs. Murphy’s likes and dislikes, Tuesday^ morn
ing arrived. A walk of three and a half miles 
through the scrub, including an ankle-deep 
swamp. Youngsters arrived in dribs and drabs 
between IO and 10.30 (most nearer 10.30), until 
I had the neat little crowd of sixteen.

“Why are you late, Tommy?”
“I ain’t Tommy. I’s Christopher! 

said I’s to say I was kept late at home 
clock was fast; and anyway we couldn’t find the 
cows. An’ I had to feed the pigsi an’ everything, 
an’ and------ ”

“Well, you’re not to come------ ”

Used Books Bought and Sold at the
EDUCATIONAL DEPARTMENT OF

The war has brought new prob
lems.

F. W. CHESHIRE PTY. LTD.Keep the V.T.U. vigorous by 
your moral and financial aid.

FRED THOMAS, Sec.,

Box 1670, G.P.O., City.

Elizabeth House Basement,
338 Little Collins Street,

(1st Door on Right from Elizabeth Street)
Cheshires are buyers of current prescribed books 
for all courses from Intermediate Certificate to 

University Degrees.

And Ma 
cos our

A
Ì
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FORTY FORTY€xiesi on Serti ice
Pilot Officer Charles Cornali writes from Eng

land, and mentions meeting Jack Withecombe, 
Gordon Campbell and Athol Roberts, all 1939 
exies. Brian and Jack Minogue were at the same 
station. Charles saw something of New York and 
other American cities, and was very appreciative 
of American hospitality. He adds: “I visited 
a New York school and was amazed at the oppor
tunities children have there. Physical education 
receives much attention. The children had a very 
good idea of current events and asked: me many 
leading questions.”

(V155871) Pte. Fred Savage (1939) has been 
another of the victims of the “malaria bug.” 
His impressions of New Guinea are, “Mountains 
and mountains and more mountains . . . literally 
tons of rain, and countless wogs—everything 
that flies, walks or crawls.”

(VX35774) Bdr. James E. Fitzgerald (1940) is 
interested to hear of the Special Teachers’ Course, 
and hopes some day to complete his own College 
course, which was interrupted in 194.0. After 
serving in the Middle East, he is now in New 
Guinea, where the thrill of sightseeing and of 
fishing trips is growing stale, and he and his 
pals “just sit and wait for leave or for To jo to 
come our way.” We do hope that the long- 
awaited leave has come by now; seven days in 
two and a half years seems niggardly, to say 
the least.

(VX78718) CpI. Jack Camp (1940) writes: “Mr. 
Nicol may be pleased to hear that his puppet- 
work has been introduced, on a small scale, in a 
school in the north of N.S.W. Unfortunately, we 
were moved to another area, so we left the 
puppets there. This method of introduction led 
to a number of social engagements also!” Jack 
has been greatly interested in his contacts with 
the blacks, and feels that, in the post-war world, 
a big field of work is awaiting us Australians 
among our aborigines.

Sgt.-Pilot Vin Toomey writes from England: 
“I don’t find England palling at all after 15 
months. Naturally, institutions and customs come 
in for criticism, but speaking personally I find 
the countryside delightful (quite a deal of Mel
bourne weather) and the people charming 
(broadly speaking, of course) and many other 
things ‘wizard’ and ‘smashin’ ’ and just ‘too-too.’ 
Bodyline can always be countered by references 
to Singapore and there’s a gradual agreement 
being arrived at for the dropping of the expres
sion ‘pommy’ in return for similar treatment of 
‘colonial.’ ”

A.C.l A. W. Brewster, of 1941, has been in every 
State of Australia since he joined the R.A.A.F. 
He is now in the Darwin area, and is learning 
to do a little spear-throwing in his spare time, 
but despairs of ever being able to hit a bird on the 
wing, as the natives do.

S/A. “Tony” Sullivan appreciates the efforts of 
the Correspondence Club and mentions “coming 
across” Kev. O’Bryan, Laurie Denton, Cyril Hard
wick, Ron Sharpe, and Don McPherson (all of 
1941).

Congratulations to VX106863 Arthur Loh, who 
recently married Jean Tippett; also to Sub-Lieut. 
Basil Cronin (1940-41), whose marriage to Sylvia 
Salmon (T.I.T.C. of 1940) took place in Cairns on 
the 12th of June. The Cronins spent their honey
moon on one of the lovely coral islands near 
Cairns. Sylvia is working as a telephonist in 
order to be near her husband. They both enjoy 
the letters and “Griffins” sent from the Corre
spondence Club.

[We acknowledge the receipt of letters from 
Charles McDonald and Gordon Keith, about the 
question of Religious Instruction in schools, which 
has been discussed in several issues of the 
“Griffin.” We are not going to print them, since 
we feel that to add more would be to prolong the 
argument beyond the limits of interest.

However, the following letter may serve as a 
conclusion to the controversy. Whether it is a 
fitting one or not, you may judge for yourself.— 
Ed.]

Dear Editress,
Later, when exams, are over, we shall be hoping 

to see some of Melbourne’s attractions. Not the 
mere city sights, but the traditional places stu
dents visit. What can you recommend ?

Yours, etc.,
“NO SWAT.”

[If you care to see me, I can tell you the really 
traditional ways of spending the post exam, 
weeks, but here are some general suggestions: 
The Tiv., the Divorce Courts, Pentridge, Chinese 
eating places, and the Melbourne Cemetery.—Ed.]Dear Editress,

I have, with all humility and a due proportion 
of reverential awe, endeavoured to follow the 
philosophical discussions of some of our Senior 
men in recent editions of the “Griffin.” To my 
mind there still remain one or two points which 
have not emerged clearly from the discussion to 
date.: I should like to ask my learned colleagues 
a few questions :

Ask

Dear Dorothy Ann,
I am in such an awkward predicament. By 

accident I have asked two escorts to the College 
Ball. I love one, but asked the other as an 
emergency—both being in the Forces. Now I 
have two escorts. What am I to do?

Yours hopefully,

1. Who fished the murex up?
2. What porridge had John Keats ?
3. Who will win the Melbourne Cup this year ? 
These questions seem to me as relevant to the

College news-sheet as the controversy which has 
raged in its columns recently.

Yours, etc.,
SCARLET O’HARA.

Dear Scarlet O’Hara,
My advice to you is to ask the one you like less 

to come at 7.30 p.m. Place him in the front 
study (Rust Study) for a short length of time. 
He’ll soon be gone with the wind.

Yours, etc.,

M. C. KYDD.

Dear Editress,
In his article in the last “Griffin,” Mr. Seymour 

attacked the problem of lack of College spirit 
from the wrong angle. This lack of interest or 
spirit is not only on the side of the primary 
students, but concerns the College as a whole. 
In my opinion it is due to war-time conditions, 
which include the scarcity of men, and the blame 
cannot be placed on “Primes” just because they 
are in the majority.

I don’t think we can expect the women, primary 
or extended, except those with partners, to attend 
our Palais. We all know that they did come to 
the first few and decorated the gym. and Melba 
Hall—and did it well, too—hoping each time that 
next week would bring a few more of the oppo
site sex, “but alas! all their efforts were in vain.” 
The shortage of women has occurred at one palais 
only and we only had to look to the polling booths 
for an explanation.

Can the women help it if Jack or Jim do not 
get the leave they expected ? No! Then don’t 
complain about a few unused ball tickets. Any 
suppers left over could be put to good use. I 
know several who, though they took tickets, evi
dently were not catered for at the last ball.

In conclusion, I would say that the people who 
didn’t cheer on the various hockey, basketball and 
tennis teams, who don’t write articles for the 
“Griffin,” who don’t support “War Effort Nights,” 
etc., are not “Primes” or “Extendeds” but College 
students, and the sooner we all realize this the 
better it will be for all of us.

Yours, etc.,

DOROTHY ANN.
Dear Dorothy Ann,

My lady friend is so terribly busy at present 
that she cannot write to me. Her examinations 
commence on October 16th, and until they are 
over I will not receive one message from her. 
What can be done ?

Yours, etc.,
ROMEO.

Dear Romeo,
Ring her—trunk line—after 7.30 p.m., of course. 

Yours, etc.,
DOROTHY ANN.

Dear Dorothy Ann,
In spite of war conditions I have two boy 

friends, who are both fond of me. Onq will take 
me to the pictures and provide me with the best 
seats in the lounge, plus chocolates and ice-cream; 
the other takes me to poet’s corner and provides 
me with a wooden seat and sweet nothings.

I like them both very much. Can you tell me, 
my dear Dorothy Ann, which is the better one 
to encourage for use during the “post-bond” 
period ?

Your solution will leave my worried mind free 
for study. Hoping that you can relieve the ten
sion.

Yours, etc.,
“A WORRIED STUDE.”

Dear “Worried Stude,”B. J. JOYCE.
Spiritual things are best in the long run, and 

your second suitor seems to be a man of spirit 
as well as an astute and thrifty gent. The other 
boy friend is a snake in the grass. He disguises 
his purposes and seeks to lure you into love with 
material offerings. Or then again it may be that 
he cannot stand your company unless it is 
leavened by the addition of a film and a lounge 
chair. Stick to number two and you will be well 
repaid.

Dear Editress,
It has come to my notice continually that a 

certain group of students cluster around the 
wireless on the table in the Men’s Common Room 
at dinner hour, 
apparently, for the sole purpose of talking, would 
it not be possible for them to move to another 
table and allow other students' to have access to 
the wireless ?

As these people are there,

DOROTHY ANN.Yours, etc.,
“THANK YOU.”Old-order New-order

MARIONETTE PERFORMANCEHOMES OR HOUSES? Dear Editress,
Is your paper the mouthpiece for a selected 

group of people, or is it a women’s magazine ? 
I have been disgusted by the inclusion of that 
blot on your sheet, the Dorothy Ann column. If 
teachers cannot learn to regulate their affairs 
without the aid of a sob-sister, how are they 
going to hold their heads up in their rural 
district, where the lapse or trouble will be table- 
talk long before a letter could even be sent 
away ?

(Preview by a Special Reporter)
When the curtain rises on Friday, 8th of 

October, the Marionette Guild will bring before 
the footlights what promises to be a well-selected 
and entertaining programme. For many weeks 
the members have been working and perfecting 
their art to make this performance the outstand
ing one of the Guild.

Amongst the fixtures on the programme are to 
be found the ever popular “Hansel and Gretel”; 
the age-old but ever fresh “Willow Pattern 
Plate”; everyone who witnesses the performance 
will be delighted with “Pinocchio” and “Aladdin 
and His Wonderful Lamp”—two favourites of 
young and old which are played with all their 
charm and beauty.

A new feature of the Guild’s repertoire will1 be 
Shadow Puppets. This new and novel branch 
of pupp'fctry will be sure of an appreciative re
ception by any audience.

In their varied programme the Guild has in
cluded an interesting section of glove puppet 
plays.

We (of the “Griffin”) feel it is hardly necessary 
to point out to our readers that when booking 
opens all available seating will quickly be re
served. If you intend to come and bring your 
friends, the Guild booking manager will do ail 
possible to secure seating for you. But remem
ber, be early!
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By “CAMINA”
(“Some Reflections of a Middle-class Woman”)

Price, 1/9 (1/11 posted)
This is a little book for “Everywoman” (and 

“Everyman”) to read. In simple but vigorous 
language, the author not only looks directly at 
vague “New-order” platitudes, but attacks 
problems and attitudes in the average home, 
which have been allowed to drift for generations.

“Shall the State direct the family—or should 
the ‘old-fashioned’ home persist?” This is the 
theme of the book, but in working out her ideas 
“Camma” boldly assails many everyday ideas and 
practices which she contends prevent the family 
—through ill-relationships between husband and 
wife, parents and children, the family and 
“friends”—from forming the solid basis of the 
State which it should be.

Personal experiences are courageously used to 
support the case presented, and it all makes 
absorbing and thought-provoking reading.

Here is a new angle on the “New Order”—the 
views of an “ordinary” practical woman instead 
of an “expert” theorist !

“STRENGTH THROUGH JOY.”

Dear Editress,
Certain inmates of this illustrious institution 

have recently contracted a very deadly disease. 
The symptoms are most upsetting, not so much 
to the carrier of the disease as to those with whom 
the diseased comes in contact. The malady has 
not been officially tabbed, but its commonest 
symptom is that it causes the infected person to 
make puns. There are signs that this disease is 
spreading, particularly among the senior stu
dents. The only remedy that I can see is to iso
late the carriers. I myself am quite certain who 
it was that first introduced this revolting con
tamination into College. Do you think that any
one would reilly mind if I punlessly exterminated 
her?

HOMES or HOUSES?
By “Camina”

PRICE, 1/9 (1/11 posted)

WHITCOMBE & TOMBS PTY. LTD.
332 COLLINS STREET, MELBOURNE

M 5454 Yours most distressedly,M 5566
“IN EXTREMIS.”
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