


Danielle Brinsmead Anna Civiti Patricia Hollo Fiona Mcintosh Mandy McGlone Kelly McLennan Lisa Scholes Kathy Smith Jenny
Velissaris Ashley Adamson Angelo Alateras Andrew Forsyth Luke Gill Jody Gooding Daniel Geurin John Haig Dugald Jellie
Anthony Krisohos lan MacLeod Nigel Moore David Stavropoulos Leo Stavrou Mark Van Treit Jerome Gillmore Penny Baker Kate
Dargan Hanan Hamoui Kerryn Litchfield “Josie Mattheisson Kayte Newton Vanessa Pothecary Celia Stahr Dean Benedetti Adam
Bowater Peter Chua Angelo Di Guiseppantonio Marc De Jong Jonathon Evans Stuart Gunn Michael Ingvarson Kleran Kilmartin
Andrew Merrick Jim Mihailidis Alastair Mills Daniel O’Grady Arthur Skiiris Andrew Wood Simon York Peter Skantzos Janine
Bonett Jean Campbell Sen Ling Chang Sandra Harbour Joanne Marchbank Jamie Phua Kathryn Prior Despin Tsamis Maria Tsatsaris
Conrad Bassett George Brovas Tim Currie Luke Darley Jonathon Davies Robert Evans James Gadsden Michae! Gilbert Eamonn
Hamilton David Imberger Russell Kitchen George Koutras Bill Siolas Martin Smith Phillip Sturrock Tim Watson Colin Antoni
Trent Craig Douglas Flight Paul Forkas Rodney Glance Jeremy Gruzewski Con Hatzikostas Kris Hauge Scott Jessen Andre Krivetz
Marc La Frenais Liam McCaughey Hugh McNeilly David McRobert Andrew Manton Mark Molloy Stephen Molnar Bruce Moore
Bryce Naylor Nick Oddy Justin Scott Miles Sparrow Phillip Vliahogiannis Rohan Young Pauline Coulepis Kylie Galtress Jacqui
Henderson Alissa Kraus Michelle Mcintosh Kirrily Staples Melinda Taylor Fiona Warmbrunn Jennifer Wellard Siles Aiton Brian
Bowe Rohan Constable Julien Evans Alan Franklin Simon Glance Tim Jordan Gerry Mantalvanos John McCleod Paul Nankervis
Paul Newton Trevor Patrick John Strainic Jurgen Tauchert Aaron Tracey Sourisak Viley Andrew Baker Tommy Baricevic Richard
Beardsley Grant Berry Robert Burgess Brian Duncan Christopher Edwards Simon Edwards Edward Gaffney Benjamin Glover
Michael Harris Jim Karapanas Michael Korenstra Damien Lamb Brendan Minogue Christopher Sharp Martin Sidell Christopher
Sonesson Evan Spargo Daniel Strainic John Tsiamparlis Steven Victor Glenn Russo Felicity Duncombe Helena Forsyth Katherine
Forsyth Michelle Franklin Stephanie Guerillot Elizabeth Hoye Sheryn Jakab Joanne Moore Gillian Paulse Miriam Smith Michael
Armstrong Andrew Barton Steven Campbell Cameron Edgar Peter Halastanis Paul Harmer Neil Kidd Paul Mclidowney Ross Moore
David Myers Andrew Paull Craig Pile Ranjit Singh Simon Tach Andrew Thomson Nick Tribe Nick Vamvoukas lan Waterer Dean
Hawley Effie Christopoulos Nicky Currie Jackie Evans Nicole Fordham Georgia Katapodis Janet Matheson Sarah Norris Kate
Sutheriand Eva Tsolosidis Caren Wilson John Aldred Tom Andrews Nicholas Beardsley Mark Boer Adam Cunningham Chris
Galanas Robery Grzegorkek Jordan Kosky Adrian Lowe Wayne Manger Chris Maziotis lan Middieton Richard Park Shane Platts
Alex Siggins Paul Sopikiotis Ndrew Wilson Thomas Pilcher Susan Dargan Jodie Green Sharyn Hoban Anne Leeman Jenny
Pankhurst Evelyn Robinson Miriam Smith Vanessa Thompson Vilayvanh Vilah Sonja Stilianos Jason Bennett Melville Benson
Darren Bingley Terry Chan David Christoff Brett Fowler Gino lyas Guy Lilley Dean McDonald Geoffrey Manton David Nesci John
Olah Sava Rusmir Paul Slade Rohan Tennakoon Ingo Wieben Damien Zanic Kellie Walker Nicole Bowe Zinta Bruns Liza Kennedy
Dina Liberis Kathleen Litchfield Helen Mantamadiotis Carmel O'Shannessy Aglaia Stavroulakis Mara Tenis Amanda Wilkin Zeljko
Basic Tuan Bui John Collier Paul Cook David Flight Richard Forkas Thomas Hatvani Andrew Newcombe Emilio Ricciuti Jimmy
Rousis Andrew Scott Angie Sfougaristos Jim Sotiropoulos Peter Stavropoulos Con Trahanas Tasos Tsatsaris, David Watson Tim
Bond Kerrie Brooks Shelley Fitzgerald Sophie Matthiesson Helen Metaxiotis Sonia Scobie Rebecca Sharp Megan Smith Joanna
Sturrock Ingrid Van Wyk Meredith Wellard Duncan Adams Brendan Alter Chris Barbas Mark Cornell David Dickson Anthony
Dinicolantonio James Fisher Ricky Leighton Mario Maziotis Angus Moore Ken Sneddon Josef Stavroulakis Nicholas Tobin Nicholas
Tomaras Craig Wood Anthony Yap Louise Barnett Lisa Cho Mellissa Duffy Susannah Duncan Katherine Goldberg Kerry
Gottliebsen Suzie McGlone Robyn Patrick Judith Prager Danielle Sewell Suzanne Vulic Jason Aburrow Craig Barnett Justin Benson
Marcus Binks Donald Cameron Chris Cliaras Jim Dixon Robert Harris Christy Kilmartin John Lamond Angus McKinstray Nicholas
Oxley Darren Stewart Andrew Urquart Tim Wilkin Ngoc Thanh Bui Irene Coulepis Adriana Dunn Amie Evans Geraldine Gerrish
Tsaelan Lee Dow Alice Matthiesson Estelle Pilcher Meni Roufidis Ozlem Serim Ketherine Williams Matthew Blackman Marcus
Brebner James Brown Steven Cargo Graham Elliott Michael Gruppetta David Hall Tom Hird Ralph Krein Thomas Mills Paul Owen
Adam Power Geoffrey Randell Ming Suy Nghia Tran Vi Thanh Tuong Jim Vassos Edwin Van Der Graf Jodie Fowler Catherine
Gardner Samantha Hauge Dia Kamfonas Suzie Kitsiou Lorraine Nicholl Paula Price Heather Savage Arandora Stahr Tamara Staples
Angelo Anagnostellis Martin Davies Mitchell Fairbank Arthur Filopoulos Craig Hegarty Nicholas ioannou Nicholas Karathanasis lan
Khoo Peter Langtry Granger Lee Rhett McKenzie Tim McNeilly Nicholas Prendergast Harry Sfougaristos Arthur Tsamis James
Uren Jonathon Williamson Elise Amiet Nicky Brinsmead Angela Edwards Patricia Kefford Susan Lynch Effie Maniatis Kellie
Saddington Alina Sloan Nora Tenis Rachel Young Con Alateras Garner Annett Alexander Anselmo Scott Ayre Ben Banks Cameron
Bardwel Justin Bond Joseph Calcagno Spiros Dimitroulas Brad Gardner Malcom Gunn Cassian James James Macleod Mark
Mucenieks Mark Preston Thanh Bui Sarah Dugdale Melinda Krause Tanja Ross Sotheavy Som Marcia Wight Linda Van Wyk Eugene
Antoni James Beeson John Braziotis Richard Callaghan David Campbell Min Hin Cong James Dawkins Edgar Scott Alex Green Con
loannou Peter Kelly Steven King Chi Wai Leung Robert Lioyd Owen Marston Nicholas Matei Rolf Preston Andrew Rowe Harjit
Singh Jim Terzakis Lisa Evans Mary lassonidis Emma Ingram Gina Kennedy Leah Mullerworth Rose Patrick Marianne Wright
James Anderson Mark Braby Arthur Brovas William Carter Adam Chen Bradley Dickson Bill Galanopoulos Nick Giannakopoulos
Richard Jones Paul Krisohos Alex Mallet Robert Martin Geoff Morrison Gavin Mount Andrew Park Nick Petroulias James Pickett
David Robertson Luigi Scaramozzino Bernard Stahr Chris Zissiadis Georgina Adamson Kathy Domansky Juliette Foster Lisa
Grayson Vivian Harris Kylie Minogue Kelly Ratcliffe Richard Bajrasewski Jamie Baker Dean Barrow Zdravko Basic Craig Benson
Paul Berry Michael Bond Imants Bruns John Chow Malcolm Davis George Dekleris Andrew Evans Tony Featherstone Jason
Florence Ted Freeman Mark Micic lan Savenake Geoff Smyth Adam Vassos Angelo Vlahogiannis Paul Wilkin Amanda Blylit
Francesca Bourgias Megan Brooke Elizabeth Duncan Asimina Kamfonas Anna Katapodis Sita Morton Ester Papadopoulos Hugh
Adams Rhett Ashby Jon Chidgey Jason Coffa Ari Ganas Mark James John Karagiorgios Jamaal Khan Frank Koresis Martin Lodge
Adrian Manger liias Paviopoulos Christopher Petrakis Darren Pickett Con Sklavaros Peter Skliris Julius Sparks Paul White Ross
Williams Anthony Wright Dianne Bowe Georgia Braziotis Virginia Cassar Dora loannou Naomi Lauer Debbie Matheson Kirsten
Morley Peggy Newton Teresa Ratcliffe Julie Savage Fotini Tsolozidis Kylie Winstanley Stephen Abrahams Darren Alderson Robert
Carpenter Byron Collyvas Maurice Dell'Orso Gerry Dimatos John Di Nicolantonio Chris Fitzgerald Anthony Galanakis Andrew
loannou Roger Jakab Jim Kitsiou Sonny Kong Denny Liberis Andrew McNeilly Andrew O'Grady George Skoutas Andrea Bishop
Melanie Goodall Dimitra Kapotas Andrea Langley Robyn McCarter Kym Noll Jenny Tong Lyn Tran Tony Andriopoulos Andrew
Bajraszewski Adrian Barnett Stuart Barnett Paul Cho Eric Dunn Pavan Gandhok Peter Kopanidis Bernard Lozinski Anthony
McAlpin James Muntiz Dennis Panagiotopoulos Adrian Pease Geoff Quinlan Kim Rajic lan Ross Nick Sfougaristos Chris Tsaosis
Hung Toung Souvanna Vilay Jenny Brooke Sally Davies Elizabeth Di Sciascio Joyce Franklin Fontini Ganas Tina Ganas Philippa
Hore Bronwyn Lloyd J. Luk Fiona McDonald Paula Maniatis Lisa Mier Julia Mortyn Brigette Munchow Amalie Paull Rosalind
Robson Wendy Rosman Fiona Smith Anh Tuang Ida Vogel David Ansett Eric Franklin Mark Hand Anthony Moran Steven
Moriarty Alan Reid lan Roberts Mark Schneider Alsion Barker Stella Chatziioannou Mei Ling Cheung Sarah Clifton Shirley Frosi
Diana Green Yasmin Mahdi Victoria Mizzi Tracy Neilson Shayna Ogden Sarah Redding Megan Rich Joan Shell Sue Whybrow
Euan Adams Savas Aidonopoulos Richard Alderton Shoal Amist Brad Craig Bill Dekleris Matthew Foster Eddi Giorgetti Greg
Herman Stephen Kelleher John Koutras Stephen Mullerworth Brian Murray James Nicholas Rob Permezel George Romas Esta
Andriopoulos Michelle Bardwell Lisa Bates Catherine Foster Christine Glover Fatma Koch Bronwen Leslie Cynthia Leung Tania
Morgan Kathryn Moyle Camille O‘Sullivan Karen Power Lisa Wentworth Jason Cook Michael Dean Boris Domansky Jamie Evans
David Fribence James Friday Brian Harris Gavin Mascas Murray Mount Robert Myers Steven Odgers Steven Psichalos Justin
Sangster Richard Shapcott Justin Sheldrake Toby Stinson Andrew Stuart Colin Sydenham Andrea Abrahams E. Ling Chang Anna
Grant Priya Green Dora loannou Stella Kyriakou Jan Lister Terry Lucak Voula Metaxiotis Fiona Morley Rhonda Prager Debbie
Quilty Megan Sioley Sharon Sutton Saw-Cheng Toh Ugen Kelly Tran Anita Zanic Housam Almatrah Philip Brown Patrick
Fitzgerald Theo Halastanis Dominic Norris Colin Seeley James Stevens Mark Torriero Spiros Tsaousis Suporn Arunroong Lydia
Cassar Denise Chan Ruth Chin Annette Chen Kwai Ying Den Chin Eng Caroline Lee Xuan Nguyen Yin Susan Ong Wai Suzanne
Patrick Ernie Anastasiou David Gallo Dietmar Grzegorzek Chai Koan Khor Chris Kokkas Hian Chai Lim Tony Lovric Quoc Anh
Nguyen Van Cuong Nguyen Philip Preston John Rimac George Rykovsky Iman Sentosa Debbie Bernhard Julie Boykett Gabrielle
Campbell Rebecca Cohen Gerry Evans Vicky Moore Betty Paras Lanny Shanti Tumewah Trisnawati Tanumihardjo Endang R.S.
Wibowo Tony Barnett Greg Duncombe Jeff Hargreaves Kian Lock Kho Boo Teong Khoo Liam Chuan Khor Peter Koetsier Anthony
Lee Tee Andrew Martin Gerard Petty Le Minh Quach Lip Hean Saw Loo Hai Teh Manogeran Veerasingham



WELL HIGH SCHOOL
MAGAZINE

CAMBER

il Y
=051 P B

o
i

| mww __

&=

FRONTISPIECE — GEORGINA ADAMSON — 10

COVER — GEOFF SMITH - 10



C.H.S. STAFF

PRINCIPAL: Mr. D. Collins

DEPUTY PRINCIPAL: Mr. R. Coram

Mrs. S. ABBERTON
Mr. B. ANDERSON

Mr. C. JAMES
Miss J. KERGER

INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC

Mr. A. BROOKES
Mrs. N. BROWN
Mrs. J. RUTTER
Mr. M, WEST

Mr. J. SEAL

Mr. D. VAUGHAN
Mr. E. GRIGORIAN

STRING MUSIC LIBRARIANS
Mrs. K. HINDSON
Mrs. M. McCARTHY
HOME ECONOMICS
ASSISTANT
Mrs. M. DIRINS

Mr. |. BAKER Mrs. J. KERSHAW

Miss B. BALDWIN Mrs. B. KOREN LABORATORY ASSISTANT
Ms. J. BAYLISS Mrs. G. KUHNE

Miss F. BENNIE Mrs. J. LITTLEWOOD Mrs. B. LOUEY-GUNG

Mrs. J. BERRY Miss J. MITCHELL

Mrs. D. BURGESS Mr. F. MOYA LANGUAGE ASSISTANT
Mr. M. CADDY Mrs. E. NAGEL M’selle M. PIVETEAU

Mr. M. CARTER Mr. D. PAGE

Mrs. J. CASEY Mr. R. PORTHOUSE NURSING AIDE
Miss J. COLE Mrs. R. RAINER

Mrs. N. DARBY Mrs. M. ROBERTS Mrs. S. BURGE

Miss E. DELLOS Miss A. RUSDEN

Mr. G. DENNIS Mr. P. RYAN TEACHER AIDE
Mrs. B. DEVINE Mrs. M. SALTER Mrs. P. VASSALOTTI

Dr. L. DIXON Mr. S. SERIM

Mr.J. DOBLE Mr. J. SGRO GENERAL OFFICE
Mr. R. DOBRON Mrs. N. SHAW Mrs. R. NETTLETON

Mrs. U. FISHER Mr. S. SMITH Mrs. E. LACEY

Mr. P. FROST Mrs. D. TAYLOR Mrs. F. EDDY

Mrs. S. GILL Mrs. S. WANTRUP

Mrs. J. GOLDBERG Mr. G. WALSH CLEANING STAFF
Mr. D. GOLDSMITH Mr. K. WILLIAMSON
Mrs. M. GRUNDY Mrs. G. YATES wr. g-ggm‘gﬁ
Miss. E. HAMILTON Mr. T. YMER r.o-
Mr. L. DUNCAN
Mr. R. HARRIS Mr. J. DWIGHT
Mr.S. HILL Mr. K. JOHNSON
Mr. R. HOLDSWORTH
Mr. J. HOWIE
School Council — 1983
Presid —
Parents and Friends Association — 1983 N;f::]tzg tSecretary _ “Mn: I;‘e;tsrcsot:’zlrirake
President — Mrs. Thelma Ratcliffe Treasurer — Mr. Brian Adams
Secretary — Mr. Ross Newcombe Principal — Mr. David Collins
Treasurer — Mrs. Deidre Randell Counselior — Mr. Bruce Shields
— Mr. Wally Fordham — Mr. Eric McKinstray
— Mr. Keith Moore — Mr. Bill Gerrish

— Mrs. Bev. Muntz — Dr. Palam Sundram
— Mr. Lesley Myers — Mr. Max Brown
— Mr. Peter Pavlopoulos — Mr. John Foster

— Mrs. Maureen Salter

— Mrs. Jan Berry

— Mr. Bob Harris

— Mr. Peter Frost

— Mr. Keith Moore

— Mrs. Bev. Muntz/Mrs. Carolyn Ingvarson
Student Representatives — Peter Koetsier

— Mrs. Marge Rowe
— Mr. Ken Savage
— Mrs. Zoya Strainic
— Mrs. Norma Torriero
PFA Representatives



The Principal’s Message

THE SCHOOL IN TIMES OF CHANGE

There is much talk in the air of changes taking place in
schools as though this were a completely novel event.
Schools are always changing; my own personal exper-
ience at this schoo! convinces me of that. Camberwell
High School is a completely different type of school now,
compared with the school it was in 1960 when | joined
the staff for the first time, and it has undergone distinct
changes during the seven years of my principalship.

Many factors are responsible for these changes, not the
least influential being alterations in government policy,
to which government schools have always been required
to respond. Some of the other factors include parental
input into the affairs of the school, educational “experi-
mentation’’ {one hesitates to use the word *fads’’), and
the quality — and quantity — of the students who enrol
at the school.

Without wishing to arrange these factors in any order of
priority, | still consider that the most important one is
the peculiar, almost-chemical, reaction resulting from the
unique mixture of students and staff in any one year.
The year 1983 has been one of the most satisfying in
this regard, with students and staff morale and involve-
ment at a very high level.

One constant which must govern the life of the school
is the need to provide what is best for our students,
individually and collectively.

The other is the desire and need of our students to find
a place in the life of the school, to enter the adult world
as mature young people, and to continue to strive them-
selves for what is the highest goal they wish to attain.

This magazine, which you are now reading, is a reflection
of that desire.

David Collins — Principal
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Owing to the large number of excellent contributions
to the magazine this year, the Committee had a difficult
time deciding which poems, stories, articles, artwork
and drawings to include in their production. We therefore
hope that those students who submitted material for the
1983 edition of Prospice will not be discouraged, and
we look forward to the possibility of publishing their
future work in next year's magazine.



JUNIOR WRITING PRIZE
... Tragedy

| was lying down in the grass, reading a book that | had
borrowed the day before from a public library. Mum was
inside, having a cup of coffee with Dad, and they were
discussing some business affairs. It had been a perfect
Sunday morning — that was, until the phone rang,
upsetting everyone. Mum answered it. ‘’Hello? Oh yes.
Wait a moment please.” She replaced the receiver and
turned to us tight-lipped and white. “I’ll take it in the
bedroom.” She said this in an unusually high, squeaky
voice. With that, she quickly turned and ran up the
stairs into her bedroom, shutting the door. Dad turned
around and with a blank look said, ‘“Wonder who's on
the phone? Your mum'’s never going to forgive me for
this but . . . .” He lifted the receiver to his ear with a
sly, but worried look. As he listened intently, that look
faded away, -and soon, he too, was tight-lipped and white.

Puzzled, and just a teeny-weeny bit frightened, | turned
around and went up the stairs, two at a time. What
coutd have happened? [t probably was Mrs Watson, the
street’s gossip, ringing up to say, “Oh isn't it horrid;
inflations gone up; did you see what Julie was wearing at
the festival?”’ Or something like that. But things like
that never upset Mum, and never ever Dad. | glanced
outside my window and | saw some horrible black clouds
covering the shining sun, and the birds and insects were
suddenly hushed. It was then that | realized that it
couldn’t be Mrs Watson; she had gone on holiday to
England for a few months.

| heard my parents’ bedroom door opening and soon
there was a knock on my door and my mother came in
to tell me the “GOOD" news. She came in and sat on
my bed and began.

| nodded grimly, preparing myself for the worst. “Well,
it's your grandma, you know, Dad’s Mum. She’s suddenly
become very sick. The doctor came and checked her up
and said that she has cancer. He only expects her to
live for another 12 hours.” She paused, and her eyes
filled up with tears. “But Granny is a strong woman;
maybe the doctor was wrong.” She stood up, brushed
down her skirt and wiped her eyes. “Anyway, we're going
over there now. And you had better change into some-
thing warmer, seeing the weather has changed,” she said
as she glanced out the window. She went out and | stood
up to get dressed.

The weather had changed incredibly. It was thundering,
and rain had started pouring down. When we arrived
there were lots of cars and it was deadly quiet, and my
mother said, “Oh, | hope we're not too late!” But the
faint sound of voices assured us that we weren‘t. Mum
quietly knocked on the door, and, finding it unlocked,
walked right in. Dad and | followed straight after.

Only one light was on; and that was the one in Granny'’s
room. When | walked in | felt like crying. This couldn’t
be Granny! My lovable Gran who only on Thursday had
- gone shopping with me! |t couldnt be! But | had to
face up to the grim fact that it was.

Granny was lying on the bed. It was a terrible sight;
almost as though she had left us already. Her cheeks
.were hollowed out and her eyes were shut.- She seemed
sort of pale and dark, and she was having a.lot of diffi-
culty in trying to breathe, and she would, after she had
taken a breath, wait 10-12 seconds before taking a second
breath. ‘ ; -

| went and sat down beside her bed and held her hand. |
felt her hand tighten, and for some unknown reason or
other, her hand slowly kept on pushing mine down onto
her faintly beating heart. My eyes filled with tears, but |
ferociously blinked them away. Grannie hated crying,
and many times when she was well, kept on telling me,
“When | die, | don't want you to cry. | do not want you
to mourn for me; do not grieve. If you cry when | die
| won’t be able to rest in my grave, knowing that there
were people up there crying and mourning.” And as |
sat there, holding her hand and my hand against her
heart, | knew that she knew that | was there. Even if her
eyes were closed, | knew she sensed it.

The tears welled up inside me, and whenever they came
to my eyes, words, ‘Do not cry, do not grieve'' came
back to me, and | blinked them away. | got up and
bent down to kiss that face that told of a life of great
hardship, in lines and wrinkles, a face that | had grown
to love, adore, cherish and trust. | knew that this might
be the last time that | would see that face in the flesh,
so | fook my time going out. And when | was, Gran
whispered or more like — murmured — a few words that
sounded like “Please, do not forget me.”” Again my eyes
filled up with tears and | went to Gran to give her one
more kiss.

The next thing | knew | was in the car and being driven
home. Sleepily, | drifted into a light sleep. And | had a
dream,

| was standing in my grannie’s room. It was empty, the
bed was made, and it smelled distinctly of disinfectant
and hospital. The sound of an ambulance coming down
the street grew louder and louder and stopped here, at
grannie's house. | started shaking my head, slowly at
first, then vigorously. They were coming to take my
grannie away. No. No. | wouldn’t let them. | wouldn't
let them. No.

| had glimpses of the trained ambulance men, packing
a corpse, covered with a white, clean sheet into the
ambulance, and the red lights were flashing wildly. “’No.
No, Please No.”

| awoke, screaming ‘“No. No.”’ at the top of my lungs,
and my mother trying to calm me down. ““Ssh baby,
it's all right, it was a bad dream.”” |1 came to my senses
almost instantly. Grannie was dying, maybe even dead.
“Mum, gran’s dead,” | suddenly cried. Mum got up from
my bed, and said very sadly in an | — SUDDENLY —
WANT — TO — BREAK — DOWN — AND — START
CRYING — VOICE. '"Yes dear.” | was dumbfounded for
a moment, | didn't want that answer, | wanted Mum to
assure me that she was still alive and was coming over
tomorrow. But it wasn’t that way; Grannie was dead, and
the only thing | wanted now was to die and join her.
After this tragedy, | just wanted to die. But of course, |
couldn’t. | managed to get along without Gran, but |
really miss her cheerful and sympathetic face — but we
must turn off the past, and turn on the future. And, as |
say, “’A person never dies, he only dies when he is for-
gotten”’, and | know, that, in my heart, Granny will
always be alive.

Pauline Coulepis — 7



DON ANDERSON AWARD

Mr. Donald Anderson was a teacher at Camberwell
High School for several years up until his death on April
4th, 1974. Each year, in memory of him, a literary
competition is held known as the Don Anderson Award.

Don Anderson was born in New Zealand in 1974 and
gained a Master of Arts Degree from Canterbury Univer-
sity. His thesis was concerned with the social behaviour
of adolescents, and he was keenly interested in young
people.

During his years at Camberwel! High School he proved
to be a very capable and well-liked teacher, and was
always generous with his time and energy. He was also
studying for his Bachelor of Education at Melbourne
University. Another great interest was his love of poetry,
and as a writer of considerable promise, he had had some
work published in London before his death.

Don Anderson left the school quite a large sum of
money to be used in some way by the English Faculty.
Part of this has been used to establish the Donald Ander-
son Literary Award. This award is made each year to the
student whose literary work is judged the best for the year.
It is published in the school magazine, and the award
is open to all students. Age and maturity are taken into
account, so that it is possible for the award to go to a
junior student. The prize is a book of literature, chosen
by the winning student.

— THEIR SILENCE
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The young soldiers do not speak.

Nevertheless, they are heard in the houses: who hasn’t
heard them?

They have a silence that speaks for them at night and
when the clocks strike,

We are young. We have died. Remember us.

We have done what we could, yet it is not finished.

We have given our lives, but no-one can say what our

lives gave.

Our deaths are not ours; they are yours. They will mean
what you make them.

We leave you our deaths. Give them their meaning.

We were young, they say. We have died. Remember us.
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Miss Margaret Pattison left Camberwell High School at the
end of 1982 after eight years, one as a senior teacher and
for the last seven as deputy principal. During this period
she several times acted as principal. In all these positions
she carried out her duties with devotion and distinction,

Miss Pattison took a leading role in many areas of the
school organization including the school council, its
education committee, the staff and the staff curriculum
committee. Her work and her opinions on educational
matters were much valued by all.

She supported all school activities, and was responsible
for many innovations which have become a regular part
of the school programme. One example, much enjoyed
by year 7 students and their parents, is the annual Sausage
Sizzle. This is also an illustration of Miss Pattison’s excell-
ent organizing ability and attention to detail.

Students appreciated the friendly and personal interest
Miss Pattison showed for their welfare. She knew all
members of the school by name and was never too busy
to answer the many questions directed to her.

All members of the school community are greatly in-
debted to Miss Pattisons’ years of dedicated service to
the school.

k
Wednesday, 16 March, 1983, saw the retirement from the
Education Department of Mr. Ken Robertson, for many
years our Senior English teacher and latterly our Co-
ordinator of English. Ken Robertson joined the staff
of Camberwell High School in 1961, and, except for a
brief period on transfer, chose to spend the remainder
of his teaching career at this school. The best measure of
his success lies in the large number of ex-students, many
now well established in their own professions, who
regard him with esteem and affection, a feeling shared by
his colleagues, with whom he shared his profound know-
ledge of his subject and the wisdom of his years.

Regrettably, he has been absent from school as a result
of ill-health since the start of last year. The whole school
community extends to him best wishes for a speedy
recovery and a long and healthy retirement.

Miss Ann Rusden joined the Staff of Camberwell High
Schoal in February, 1965, as a Class |1l Assistant. She
gained promotion within the school on two occasions,
becoming a Class Il Senior Assistant in 1969 and a Senior
Teacher in 1873. She taught in England while on overseas
leave in 1970 and took long-service leave in Term 2,
1978. Miss Rusden, as well as fram time to time teaching
Years 7 and 10 Science, and Years 11 and 12 Mathe-
matics, has taught Year 11 Physics for eleven years and
Year 12 Physics for 16 years, often taking more than one
class at sach level. She has been Science Faculty Co-
ordinator for 14 years, and Year 12 Co-ordinator for
12 years. Another of her many additional duties has
been the preparation of the school time-table for which
she was responsible for 8 years. Miss Rusden has served
on the State Standing Committee for Physics (now the
Physics Subject Committee) for 11 years, and has been
for 4 years a member of the VISE Committee for the
Consideration of Disadvantagement. She has twice served
the school as Acting Deputy Principal.

But these dry facts are incapable in themselves of indi-
cating the breadth and depth of Miss Rusden's mag-
nificent contribution to the school: to analyse this more
accurately, we need to consider the person, and that
person's sense of duty as a member of the teaching
profession, and her dedication to the thousands of stud-
ents who have passed through this school during her
time with us.

Quiet, unassuming, yet confident; forthright in the ex-
pression of her opinions, but always prepared to listen
to and learn from others; knowledgeable in her subject
area, yet always open to new ideas and methods; diligent
and extremely capable in her many administrative funct-
ions, yet always aware of the human factor; striving
always for excellence, yet always ready to assist those
unable to attain such heights; aware of the incursions
into teaching time of extracurricular activities, but
always actively supporting and encouraging such activities
and attending every major function at the school Miss
Rusden can only be described as the ideal teacher.

What we will remember most about Miss Rusden is the
joy she brought to her task as Physics teacher and the
reciprocal joy of her students; her genuine interest in and
concern for all her students; and her amiability: we will
no longer be the recipients of the bright morning smile
and the cheerful, afternoon cheerio.

The school, which has been graced by her presence for
nineteen years, now says farewell, and extends to Miss
Rusden congratulations on her promotion to the Deputy
Principal’s position at Northcote High School, and our
grateful, and humble, thanks.
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DEKAB SNAEB

A westerly breeze glided through the massive oak in
which | was sitting, making it rustle ominously. | was
watching a fight going on between our large idiotic
Airdale and our tabby cat. So far the cat was winning.
| grew tired of watching this fight, as it was inevitable the
cat would win, so | moved further up the branch. My
parents had always warned me never to venture too far
up the tree for it wasn’t stable up there, anyway def-
initely not strong enough to support a thirteen year old
girl. | paid no heed to their warnings, after all, parents
are ALWAYS whingeing. Anyway it was a ‘super-dooper’
view from up here. | suddenly realized | could see prac-
tically straight into our next-door-neighbour’s yard.
Attempting to move even further along the branch, |
slowly and cautiously inched my way side-ways. Suddenly,
as you might have expected, the ancient tree produced
an exasperated groan, and the branch which | was cling-
ing to for dear life snapped right away from the rest of
the tree. Legs and arms everywhere, | fell through mid air,
with the remainder of the leaves still in my hand, falling,
falling. . ..

Dazzling sunlight streamed into my eyes as | attempted
to open them. | moved into a new position. A clean,
antiseptic odour hung in the air, tauntingly, and even
without the sun in my eyes | had to shield them from
the glare. Everything was white, crisp and orderly, almost
automatic. The floor was white, the ceiling was white,
the bed, sheets, walls, door, window frame and chair
were white. Even | was white, a deathly pale. To make
matters worse a tap was dripping exactly the same timing
as the clock!

Just as the drip of the tap was becoming the sound of
the beat of a drum, a nurse. . ., no, a mechanical doll all
clad in white marched into the room holding a white clip
board. "“Sophie Rogers | assume,’” she snapped. | managed
a nod. She exited and led in a doctor. In front of me
stood a man whose eyes were hiding behind his fat,
roman nose, and whose lips were sucked into his mouth
so only a thin red line appeared. He gestured the nurse
away. “Now my little patient,” he droned. “What are
we going to do with you?”” As he spat out those words
he produced from his pocket a long scalpel. “’Shall |
chop you up into many small bits?’’ he inquired. | gulped
and then flew into spasms of coughing as my saliva went
down the wrong way. He jumped back in horror. “Germs.
| hate germs”’, he snarled and then his mouth opened and
laughing, he showed all his gold teeth. “Mum, Mum.” |
managed and then [ rose to screaming point, “MUM".
My screaming had no effect on the doctor who had just
started slowly walking towards me. Before | knew it the
scalpel was hovering over my face. | started screaming

uncontrollably, Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh .. ... ... ..
““Sophie what is the matter? Shhh, you were only dream-

ing.”” 1 awoke in a cold sweat to the sound of a soothing
voice addressing me. The blurred picture in front of me
slowly focussed and | could pick out many familiar
faces, but one was missing. “Where's Mum?!!” | fran-
tically screamed. ““Was it all a dream?”| thought. It
seemed so life-like though.

| heard voices at the door. One was Mum’s and the other
was of a stranger’s, but at the same time, vaguely familiar.
As | was puzzling over where | had heard the voice before,
Mum entered the room with a doctor. My eyes must have
bulged a metre out of my eye sockets and my heart
missed ten beats. For in front of me stood a man whose
eyes were hiding behind his fat roman nose, and whose
lips were sucked into his mouth so only a thin red line
appeared. “This is doctor Dekab Snaeb who will examine
you,”” my mother said. The doctor smiled and beckoned
Mum out of the room. | pinched myself. This time it
wasn’t a dream, it just wasn’t a dream.

Sarah Norris — 8



JUNIOR POETRY

THE MASTER OF THE BEAST

In the Science Lab,

What do | see?

A dog with wires attached to his head,
A dog lying in pain,

He gets no love,

No sympathy,

In the poultry farm,

What do | see?

Five thousand chooks in minute wire cages,
Laying eggs,

Eating chemicals.

To the owners, they are only machinery.
At the mink producers,

What do | see?

One hundred mink,

Being killed with ether,

So that their pelts are unblemished,
Being killed for vanity.

IN HUMAN NATURE,

WHAT DO | SEE?

A LOVE FOR PERSECUTING,
SADISTIC PLEASURE,

| AM ASHAMED,

AT MAN'S PERVERSITY.

Alice Matthiesson — 9

Nigel Moore — 7

LUNCHTIME AT SCHOOL
The lunch bell rings,

As my mind thinks of things
That my lunch hour can bring;
The fun of kicking a ball

without having a falt. ’ \

| like to shout and yell,
In fact | think it’s swell
Lunch-time at school.

MY FUNE LL 7/

It's hard{) er tan
The elabotrat la 5 tha
The church W,as.%cke
The service e gg on {oriourg,
There was Mum and Ddd and'myYsistér too, —
It’s so stupidlwhat they put themselves through.
Sobbing and g and hurting so much, <2

If they would hafm "lcoulds stlll-keep'ln “touch’
I'm trying to reach them, |'m trying to say,
Don't be so stupid throwing money away.

| died of a disease that man cannot yet heal,

But they just drive to church, sit there, then kneel.

If they would just give money for research to be done,
Then it may save someone else’s daughter or son.

They're so full of sorrow they can’t hear my voice,

So with my long-dead friends I’ll rejoice,

We'll have our own party, we'll laugh and have fun, .
And plan all the important things we’ll get done,

When we collect our new bodies and start our new life,
Gosh! | hope the world’s not still full of trouble and strife.
I’ll work as hard as | can, | won't be a clown

But | may burn a few stupid funeral pariours down.

Brett Fowler — 8
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THE WAR VETERAN

The War veteran clings to his sheets

In a frenzied sweat he sits and weeps,

For the guns and cannons ring in his ears.
Although long past, they still hold the tears.

His sunken eyes gaze desperately around,
And his fixed expression holds a frown,
Oh how long, how long will it be,

Before this poor man can be free?

His sunken eyes with despair they brim,
They said it would all be over.

But not for him,

To families the other boys went home,
But our dear friend sits all alone.

The cannons rage,

The gunshots blast,

The fear of death has never passed.

When, oh when will this poor man be free?

Sarah Norris — 8
THE HUMAN BRAIN

The brain is a filing system,

it is a calculator,

it is an emotional response centre,

it is a place where we talk to ourselves,

Qur brains tell us what to do,

and we tell our brains what we would like to do,
it is both rational and irrational,

logical and illogical.

The brain hates and loves,

likes and dislikes,

it tells us to kill,

and protects us from being kiiled.

It is an evil machine that causes war,

and a beautiful machine that brings peace,

it is hard and callous,

but also soft and pleasant.

It kills, loves, hates, likes, dislikes all at the same time.

Where could such a complex and incredible machine
be stored?

In our puny heads of course!

Robert Martin — 9



AUSTRALIA, “THE LUCKY COUNTRY?”
Man has begun to dig his own grave,

Is no one willing to pay the price,
Of destroying nature and disregarding advice?

Unfeeling, the bulldozers roar,

And thoughtlessly the drills bore.
Trees ripped from where they stand,
And gaping holes left in the land.

Australia with your tranquil waters and golden sun
SO pure,

Man has been too much for you to try to endure,
‘Twas once a treasure — bearing paradise made
especially for men,

Now stripped of your treasures — never to be the
same again.

People tried to tell them they were causing so much
pain,

But speeches and protests were mainly made in vain.
Soon man will see when the world comes to an end,
How he could have lived in harmony with the earth as
his friend.

Australia brought to your knees by men and drought,
You were “the Lucky Country’ but your luck is
running out!

Kate Gardner — 9

COT DEATH

JUNIOR POETRY
GLADIATOR

The Gladiator fights on in vain,

For he has nothing real to gain,

He is often a lamb in Wolf's domain,

The gladiator fights to stay and remain.

The fearless fighters enter the ring,

Both with their weapons with light blinding.
Now shield and trident, helmets closed

To armour, net, spears opposed.

They approach each other with lives to lose,
For one to surrender would be news.

The crowd sends up a senseless roar

and anxious fighters reach to draw.

Quick as lightning a spear is thrown,
and a look of hatred, fear is shown.
Victors join in with bloodthirsty cries,
and shrill sounds of pain arise.

With a yell his sword he wields,
Unguarded by his ample shield
admits the sword;

He startles the onlooking field,
His nerves, unbraced, support his limbs no more;
His soul goes floating in a sea of gore.

The Victor looks upon the slain, {
Thinking of the day he fights again
and is the one who cops the main.

Paul Nankervis — 7
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Why do some babies have to die?
They don’t get a chance to say goodbye.
Death is the last thing in one person’s life,
It comes without warning, like being stabbed with a knife.
| don’t know whether | understand it or not,
This death that occurs in the baby’s cot.
Starting again is the hardest part,
And to put the tragedy out of your heart.
Young brothers and sisters don’t understana why:
] L The questions they ask, sometimes make me cry.
SE
—

| wonder if they go to heaven or hell?
This question’s unanswered, | guess no-one can tell.

= Perhaps one day they’ll think up a cure,
: And then most will live till old age I'm sure.
Kerrie Gottliebson — 9
THE DRUNK
Slowly he wandered the streets. !
In solitude . ..
Disgrace . ..
Hoping for a lucky penny . .. RAIN '
With which to buy adrink ... The rain is raining all around,
Slowly he walks the lanes . .. It falls on field and on tree, ¢ ' ] ' ]
In sorrow. It rains on umbrellas here,
Nervously gripping an empty bottle . . . And on ships at sea. ! )
Crying. Most of all it's raining on me. ! ' A
Discarded. Am | a moron, people keep asking me? !
No friends . . . but alley-cats. To think of rain as a friend to me. t
No home but the hard, cold, | tell people that if | were a drop of rain, i
Unfriendly cobblestone. and sailed up there,
Wandering. 1'd be sailing on water as blue as air, '

)

No Soul caring.
Children tease the drunk, What an idiot . . .
Longing for death . .. in a living hell.

The old man in shabby clothes . . .
Nervously walking the deserted streets.

No hope of anything.

No-one,

No-one cares . . ..

Martin Sidell — 8

And then they would see me DROP,

But they would still keep laughing at me!

What they don‘t realise is when we are in a drought;
The heat is a mist and the flowers are a flame,
Don’t they want to see flowing rivers,

And running gutters?

Are they just ignorant or is it

Something to do with me?

Sam Hauge — 9



THE BEST PART OF LIFE

School is the best part of life. Oh yes. | can hear you
squawk. Your face is screwed up in disgust; what an
absolute idiot | must be!

But school is not classrooms and chalk-dust. It is not an
arena for punishment and certainly not a stage for vir-
tuous and successful students. School is learning. No! It
is not homework and tests. It is not competition. It is
simply the joy of learning.

Learning is part of life. It is always present, rain or shine.
Like the air we breathe. You cannot withdraw from it.
No escapes. If you deny its existence, you do yourself a
great injustice. You deprive yourself of life’'s most val-
uable asset: knowledge.

Learning is important to me — | cannot explain just
how. Perhaps | shall never know. | want to know every-
thing, understand everything. Yet, it is a ‘mission im-
possible.” That is why | console myself that if | learn
something today, | need not worry about tomorrow
because | would learn something else. There is always
something new to discover, endless mysteries to un-
ravel, an ocean of knowledge simply waiting to be un-
earthed. It is a challenge; yes, it is definitely an exciting
challenge. You do not have to be a scientist to discover
anything. Personal discoveries are fascinating.

It seems to me that ‘formal school’ is merely a prelim-
inary but important step towards that challenge. A
preparation, if you like. It does not strike me as an
arduous and formidable task. Certainly, there are flaws
in tne system; perhaps too many to mention. But that
does not deter me from the joy of learning. It is fun,
it is new and fresh, it is different everyday. There are
too many questions in life and too few answers. Too
little time. The mind should be like a sponge, soaking
in as much knowledge as possible and retaining it. But
unlike a balloon, you cannot burst from too much know-
ledge, unless it is put to wrong use!

Remember, ‘There are three ingredients in the good life:
learning, earning, yearning.’

Ruth Chin — 12

ALINA SLOAN —9

SEN — 9
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KERRIE GOTTLIEB

THE CLASSROOM HEAT

The biackness of the blackboard
seemed to swelter in the heat,
Whilst the kids in the classroom
were sticking to the seat.
Continuously perspiring,
through the baking boiling sun,

I suddenly realised that this wasn’t any fun.
The thought of the baths

was uppermost in my mind,

and the answers to the questions
I just couldn’t find.

The cool clean water

was an image in my head.

As | plodded off home

With my feet feeling like lead!

Vanessa Thompson — 8

A COLD AUTUMN’S MORNING

The cold wind blew across the lawn,
The lawn itself, a blanket of frost,
Glistening in the newly risen sun.

The leaves are scattered upon the dew,
Summer has hidden her face, and
Autumn has appeared.

Leaves are magic in their own way; they
Find themselves on the ground now, and
Their colour has changed from green to brown;
The wind passes through the trees, and
The trees whisper, and the birds sing
Happy songs, swaying from side to side,
Perched high in the trees’ gentle hands.

Andrew Forsyth — 7



“AFTER THE PARTY"

She lay in the long grass. The sleek blades provided
a miniature forest of adventure for the insects. The soil
sighed, the mercury reluctantly edged a little further
up the thermometer. Her head ached; the hum of the
insects reached a crescendo and the thumping in her
head beat a persistent rhythm — "Hap-py Birth-day
Mop-pet . . .” A blanket of lead lay on her weary body.

How silly! Moppet was not her name — just Mummy's
attempt to keep her in the pram: Mummy'’s littie darling,
Mummy's little moppet . . . She wrinkled her nose un-
comfortably. The word on her nametag at school had
spelled ““Sarah’. School was so different — she became
a different person alttogether. There she was treated
gravely and called “little lady”. Her teacher smiled
to see her head bent studiously over a task. Only now and
then was she stern. “That's not true, Sarah”, she might
say a little gruffly {for she did not like scolding her chil-
dren). "“There are no . . .fairies in the school ground,
not even in the back paddock’’. Sarah’s big brown eyes
gazed up earnestly. “But there are”, she insisted. “‘Only
for me”, she whispered. “For me they dance . . . and
sing . . . so sweetly! | ... they are my friends.” Her voice
rang with pride.

Miss Hichfield shook her head. Such an imagination!
The child could hold the class spell-bound for as long
as she liked, with tales of deep red roses courting butter
yellow jonquils, dancing in rows on the lush green lawns
. . .The garden was her palace, the flowers her subjects.
But it was not night! The child sometimes seemed too
absorbed in her own world and far removed from the
ideas and aspirations of the other children. She considered
contacting Sarah’s mother but she was a difficult woman.

Sarah’s eyes opened suddenly as she deeply tossed off
slumber like a light feather quilt. There! — on the lities
— bathed in the golden sunlight of the dying afternoon.
There was a blur of colour-pink, blue, blood red — merg-
ing together in a kaleidoscope. The tiny figures danced
with arms of pure ivory, carved with love by the shad-
ows and sun, flirting shyly their dresses billowed and
sighed, fluttering here and there. A hum of tiny voices,
high pitched and unintelligible, floated on the breeze
to her ears. Their gentle faces glanced up at her shyly.
They had come again! Always when she was unhappy
and feeling all alone in the world — in her garden while
the insects planned tricks and played without her .
her friends had come!

She took care not to frighten them. She crept near,
her eyes shining with joy — how she loved them! They
allowed her to join them and together they whiled away
hours exploring each nook and corner of Sarah's terri-
tory. She picked cherry blossom for her friends and
plaited it in their flowing blonde hair. They told her
about their lives, stealing from garden to garden. They
only liked children and kept away from grown-ups.
Grown-ups refused to admit they existed and besides,
they had no time for games and felt uncomfortable
with them. Only children opened up their hearts and
shared the joy playing could bring. . .

Dusk crept into the garden presently; the long shadows
stretched and yawned, finally yielding to the damp fingers
of night. The garden turned a darker shade of green, the
leaves whispered together, nudging the watchful shrubs
next to them. The blossoms siept peacefully, their heads
tucked under the protecting leaves.

A shrill voice awakened them abruptly. A light was
shining from the house; the garden too was illuminated
for a brief moment of garish intensity. They lay still
in the hush of expectancy. “Mop-pet!” The voices pierced
the night like an arrow whistling through crisp, frosty
air. “Won't you come inside?”’. The wind breathed a sigh
of relief and the sharp silhouette in the doorway event-
ually melted away. Nestled beneath the dry leaves, Sarah

and her friends slept on, dreaming of blissful fantasies;
their glowing hearts warmed them, the stars winked down.
They needed all the rest they could get; tomorrow was the
start of their longest journey yet. ..

R. Robson — 11
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FIRE BUSHFIRES!

| lay in bed, in a dream,

| suddenly woke to a great beam.

| jumped out of bed, it gave me a fright,
And there it was, the big bright light.
‘Who turned it on?’ | couldn‘t see,

The big bright light, it blinded me.

‘It's fire of a dragon, it is’, | said.

| could clearly make out his head.

Red, orange, yellow and pink,

The colour of the dragon | could only think.

| opened my eyes, the light still shone,

But when | looked round, the dragon was gone.!

Katye Newton — 7

BUSHFIRE

Little wombat run for your furry hide,
Run from the burning flames,
Run to your hole.

Do you think it’s safe in there?
Hurry, make up your mind little wombat,
The flames are coming closer.

Hurry little wombat,
Run to the river,

Cross it, little wombat,
Before the flames do.

Be careful little wombat

of the flying sparks.

Run and get out of their way.

Are you getting tired, little wombat?

Because if you are you'll never live again
To regret this moment.

Gerry Mantalvanos — 7 FASTER! FASTER!

/7. . The small bird beat his wings as hard as he could in a

7 Z »—[ = vain attempt to escape from the towering inferno that

- made up the massive bushfire in the Otways. He plunged

down to the river and he could barely hang onto the

] L floating stick on which he was perched. Gulping down

the water as fast as he could, the little honey-eater was

very tired as he had been flying for over half an hour.
His usual maximum was ten minutes.

POEM Several parrots flew past the small bird and he longed

for wings of a larger size. Wings capable of carrying you
The day was hot, the heat haze rose, faster. Wings capable of soaring high up into the deep
The dust would come to clog my nose. blue sky

Around it swirled, this way and that,

It almost made the sky turn black. The honey-eater stirred himself from his dream, took

Then fires came and the flames danced high, one last gulp of water, and once again put all his energy
It seemed the end of earth was nigh. and strength into flying.

Gusting and blustering the wind blew strong, He, alas, decided he could go no further when below him
Drowning out my favourite song. appeared a convoy of cars and trucks. Had they just
Fire trucks came speeding in, appeared out of nowhere? No, that was not possible.
Everywhere was noise and din. He must just have not noticed them. He was wary of
Water gushed in a curving spray such things as these, but in an emergency where the
Action a plenty it was this day. only other alternative was death, the honey-eater de-
At last the dust began to settle, cided to chance it.

The fire-men had won their battle. He flew down into the back of a ute and settled him-

Wearily the men trudged back, , . .
To a well earned rest and then a snack self amo!‘lgst someone’s precious be}ongmgs. As he lay
there being sped away from the fire he presently fell

Tng;‘gg;tgg:g",\Egizldgrhgﬁ set, asleep. He dreamed the most beautiful dreams as he was
safe.

another day as wild as that.
Jason Bennett — 8 Katherine Williams — 9



ASH WEDNESDAY

The heat of the day was intense, and sweat ran down my
face as | swung the heavy pick against the rock-hard clay.
Dust from the tinder-dry plains around me blew into my
eyes, making work difficult until finally, the last fence-
post was in place. | pulled the dividing wires taut, secured
them tightly, and satisfied, headed off to the cool shade
of the big gum tree after a hard day’s work.

| lay down looking up towards the sky. It appeared un-
usually hazy. My suspicions were aroused, even though |
did not come to any conclusions. Everything seemed
extremely quiet; not a single bird call could be heard.
Forgetting all this, | reached for my transistor and tuned
it to the local station. Pleasant music sounded gently in
my ears. | relaxed and enjoyed it for quite some time,
but then suddenly the tune was interrupted. It was a
man'’s voice warning of a huge, threatening local bush-
fire. The safety of my wife sprang instantly into my mind
and unconsciously | scrambled to my feet and ran for my
Range Rover. | had blindly ignored the thickening mist in
the air.

The Range Rover’s wheels came to a spinning start and it
wasn’t long before they were turning at maximum cap-
acity, flinging dust from beneath them to both sides of
the car. The further | drove, the denser the smoke be-
came, giving me an eerie feeling that | was heading into
the fire, thus into danger. | arrived home to find my
wife distressed and crying, waiting for my safe return
by the front door. With great speed | ran up to her,
explained the situation in brief, told her to collect any
necessary clothes and.valuables, and be ready to leave as
soon as | returned. Meanwhile, | ran next door to warn
our neighbours. They were thankful for my concern and
had left before | even had time to explain. | could now
only see a metre or two ahead and the wind had strength-
ened to a very strong eighty knots.

We gathered up any valuable belongings and compressed
them all into two large suitcases. We were going down the
- garden path towards the car, when one of the suitcases
burst open and all our clothes and other valuables were
strewn about. We tried to get them all back into the
suitcase, but it was too late. Further down in the
valley could be seen slivers of light and flames shooting
high from bursting trees. The heat was unbearable. We
left everything and ran back to the safety of our home.
The windows were being pelted with flying cinders, and
| could see the cords holding the rolled up canvas blinds
just catching alight. Spontaneously, | told my wife to
wet everything inside while | ran out and soaked the
outside, but my efforts were meaningless. | was forced
inside as fire took hold in trees just metres from the
front door. Trees all around were exploding as if they
were bombs, some were ripped from the ground.

We covered ourselves with blankets and wrapped towels
soaked in water around our mouths to stop the choking
smoke. My wife was in a state of panic as we watched in
terror and prayed. All the time the deadly sound of wind
and flames could be heard roaring around us. At this
moment, many thoughts crossed my mind. In the distance
| could hear the sirens of firefighting units and | could
imagine what all those brave volunteer firefighters must
be going through; helping to save other people’s property
while their own was probably burning down. The fibro
exterior of the house had started making a crackling
sound and flames and sparks were coming in under the
door. We had to put towels along the crevice to stop it.
Guttering caught fire and windows cracked as a result of
the great heat. It was like ‘'hell’, and was an unnerving,
terrifying experience, the most frightening thing | had
ever seen.

After two hours of the torture we thought it would be
safe to go autside. The danger had passed. By a miracle,
the house was still standing, but outside the scene was
different. A garagé and a shed containing a long saved-
for tractor had been reduced to nothing but a pile of
rubble. |1 couldn’t hold back my tears any longer. The
suitcase and its contents which we had left behind in the
confusion was now only a heap of dust. Plastic pipes on
the outside of the house had melted like limp spaghetti.
All around, as far as the eye could see, black ghostly
trees, some uprooted, were silhouetted against the white
ground. The landscape of towering gums and eucalypts
had been turned into a black desert, where feet sank into
soft grey troughs of ash, and the only sound was shriv-
elled leaves rattling like bones in the wind.

All around there were the smouldering remains of houses
not so lucky in the night’s inferno. My Range Rover,
which | had left by the house, had also been affected by
the heat; however, it was still in operation. We drove to
check our stock. Everywhere, abandoned burnt-out cars
littered the roadside. Many of them appeared to have hit
fallen trees before their owners took off on foot. We
passed a firefighter unit which was still on patrol, hosing
down remains to prevent another outbreak.

When we reached our paddocks, we were confronted by a
heart-breaking sight. Injured stock wandered aimlessly in
the burnt out paddock although most of the sheep had
gone, having died where they stood. Their blackened and
charred bodies dotted the countryside like burnt-out tree
stumps.

| had brought my gun along, as somehow | already knew
that | would be needing it. Those sheep fortunate enough
to be alive had to be shot to put them out of their misery.
This was something that had to be done, and while | was
performing this task, a brown butterfly lurching around
the blue smoke trails rising up from still smouldering
tree trunks, caught my eye. It was a wonderful sight to
see nature beginning over again so quickly.

It was only later when | had recovered from a state of
shock and had returned to reasoned thinking that |
realized how lucky we were to be alive. Only then did |
realize the great losses and the hard earned dreams which
had been shattered, but which | was determined to re-
build.

Imants Bruns — 10
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A man stood watching the country-side, '
N\~ — 7
b

The flame burnt everything in its path
Now the arsonist stands and smiles,
At the country-side ablaze for miles.

Rohan Constable — 7
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REPORTS... REPORTS... REPORTS....

1983 SENIOR SOCIAL REPORT

This years senior social proved to be a great success. At
approximately 7.30 p.m., ““finely clad” bodies appeared
in the unusually informal foyer entrance and the festive
sensation slowly warmed, until by 8.00 p.m. the dance
Y floor was a mingle of closely ““moving’’ bodies. The music
- was danceable, loud and popular at most times of the
¥ evening, and the various prizes awarded throughout the
night also gave a few students some entertainment. I,
as one of the inter-minglers, had a very “interesting’’
evening and so too did the various Arabs, punks, Indians,
bumble-bees, fairies, and other whatevers in the crowd.
The many teachers who attended this wonderful night
must be congratulated on costume attempts, if not
encouraged to try again next year. Overall, the 1983
senior social provided many students with an enjoyable
evening and congratulations must be extended to all the
S.R.C. members who worked extremely hard to make the
night as successful as it turned out to be,

A very special thankyou goes to Miss Dellos who helped
out with the organisation, as well as other various details
{such as a very convenient car among other things}.

Fiona McDonald — 11



REPORTS... REPORTS... REPORTS....

BIOLOGY CAMP

The year 11 Biology Camp was both successful and
educatlo_nal. The camp was designed for us to take part
in practical activities in various environments.

Our first destination was Sherbrook Forest where we
observed the natural wild-life. Next we visited the Man-
grove swamps, where many students found themselves
up to their armpits in mud. Other activities included
plant classification, observation of aquatic and crab
life as well as a look at a local dam. Following each
activity, we were required to write a written report
summing up all our observations . ..... ugh!

However, the camp was not a case of ‘all work and no
play.” In the evenings there were games to play, films
to see and even our ‘own-constructed’ disco!!

Overall, it was an enjoyable camp, which was beneficial
for our term’s work, Thanks to Miss Dellos and Mr. Smith
for their organization, and Mrs., Grundy and Mr. Page
for their help.

Karen Power — 11

SOCIAL SERVICES IN 1983

The students of Camberwell High participated in the
following activities. Without the help of the students
these services would not have been a success. Prospice
would like to thank all the students who participated
in the following events., We would also like to thank
Mrs. Salter for organizing these activities and the teachers
who helped.

March 1st to 25th — Easter egg drive $200 profit

Monday 25th April — Anzac day badges were sold.

All during June — Multiple Sclorosis readathon.

June 17th to 19th — World vision 40 hour famine

Sunday, 3rd July — Salvation Army door knock, about 40
students participated.

August — Casual day end of term two

September — Lamington drive

September to October — Give a Meal Appeal

November — Sale of poppies for R.S.L.

December — Christmas Hamper

Oddyssey house donation of $50

Visit to Government House for social service awards
related to the Give a Meal Appeal. Five students plus
Mrs. Grundy and Mrs. Salter attended.

Assisting the fire victims through collection of clothing,
food, money, cake stall, casual day and cash donations.

TEENAGER OF THE YEAR QUEST

Our school has one entrant in this quest this year, Brigitte
Munchow from year eleven. She must raise a minimum of
$300 and compete against other representatives from state
and private schools throughout Victoria. Money from
the Senior social is to assist Brigitte Munchow in Teen-
ager of the Year Quest.

State schools relief fund money collected from students’
parents.

We also had to support our foster child in Indonesia, Sri
Sokiyem.

THE YEAR 12 CAKE STALL

On Ash Wednesday, disastrous bushfires swept through
Victoria producing drastic results among numerous
families. Thousands of homes were destroyed and many
people lost loved ones as well as irreplaceable and personal
possessions. A Bush Fire Relief Fund was established in
order to financially help these homeless families in their
struggle to rebuild their lives.

Some Year 12 students from Camberwell High School
came up with the brilliant idea of a cakestall to help

=~ contribute towards the worthy fund. With the knowledge

that the average student relishes home baked goodies,
they knew this venture was bound to be a roaring success.

The night before the stall was scheduled, the delicious
aromas of freshly baked cakes, slices and biscuits wafted
through the homes of many Year 12 students.

Early the next morning, participating students arrived
laden with generous donations which were stored in the
Home Economics room and by 9.00 a.m. a variety of
mouth-watering delicacies had appeared: chocolate
eclairs; nutty fruit cakes; cream-filled sponges; assort-
ments of biscuits, vanilla and coffee slices, coconut ice;
rich chocolate cakes; calorie-laden cream cakes; chocolate
chip and butter cookies; lemon cup cakes; and lots more.

| During roll call, teachers were privileged to be permitted

first choice of the luscious cake display before the hungry
mass of students converged upon it.

Each slice was sold at a price of 5—15 cents and by half-
way through lunchtime, the mound of palatable goodies
had vanished and, left in its place, was a pile of silver
coins. The mission had been finally accomplished, the
money was counted and, to our astonishment, it totalled
an amount of $135. With the-additional idea for a casual
day at the cost of 40 cents a student, held the following
day, the effort became a staggering total of $420.

The success of this project was only possible through the
time and effort devoted by many Year 12 students and
teachers, and by the support of the students of
Camberwell High School.

Annette Chen — 12

CON TRAHANAS —7



REPORTS... REPORTS... REPORTS....

YEAR 10 & 11 SKI TRIP

It was the dark hours of the morning. Under the
sinister structure of Camberwell High School a small
crowd gathered. Gradually the crowd grew until, at last,
all were present. Then the order was given to count
the numbers. After a few moments of shoving and push-
ing, twenty-one students and three teachers sat on the bus.
A moment later they departed. The 1983 C.H.S. Ski
trip had begun.

Six hours later we were on the slopes having our
first lesson. By the end of the day we were tired but
happy and settling into our lodge, which would be home
for the next five days. On thorough investigation we were
glad to discover that the lodge was to our liking.

After our dinner of “Carter’s Casserole”, the agenda
was given for the night's entertainment, which consisted
of a movie “An American Werewolf in London”, a series
of unrepeatable Richard Alderton jokes, milo, ricebubbles
and then to bed.

Over the next four days we were slammed into
consciousness by the inconsiderate scream of Mr. Carter
between 7.30 and 8.30. After a hasty breakfast we would
ski together until midday, and then from twelve until
two o'clock we had ski lessons, for which we were most
appreciative.

By the time the trip had finished, everyone could ski
proficiently; the beginners of five days ago were attempt-
ing some harder slopes, and the intermediates were
improving their technique. But by far the best skiers
were Mr, Carter, Richard Alderton, Gavin Mount and
Justin  Sheldrake. The most reckless of the beginners
was Jason-The-Koala-Florence. He fearlessly plummetted
down slope after slope and occasionally even reached
the bottom without falling.

Skiing was not the only memorable part of the trip,
as the indoor activities tended to be just as interesting
as outdoors. For example, on Wednesday night, Jenny
Brooke and Phillipa Hore added a new dimension to
fried chips, Richard Callaghan succeeded in destroying
the puddings and Sally Davis quite nearly blew Mr. Carter
up. It was, however, interesting to see Mr. Carter with
smouldering eyebrows and curled hair. Dinner was finally
served to the satisfaction of group two and to the
immense relief of one ““medium-rare’’ teacher.

At the conclusion of the camp Richard Alderton was
awarded skier-of-the-trip and general-good-guy award,
which took the form of a gold skier mounted on a wood-
en trophy. Richard, overcome with emotion, choked
back the tears and accepted the award cheerfully.

After such an enjoyable trip, it was with great rel-
uctance we left behind our ski lodge. The final snowball
had been hurled in one last ferocious fight, and we
bade farewell to Mount Buller and the slowly melting
bodies of our snowmen.

Steve Moriaty — 11

YEAR 7 — SAUSAGE SIZZLE

On Tuesday the 16th February (Pancake Tuesday) the
annual Year 7 Sausage Sizzle was held. Children from
year 7 and their families came; there were about 450
people. All the food was provided by the school council
and pancake races were held for students, parents and
staff. The champion of the students’ race was Daniel
Guerin, and Allan Geurin won the parents’ race. It started
at about 5.30 p.m. and finished at 8.30 p.m. During the
six years that it has been held, twice it has been a total
fire ban. The sausage sizzle is the first major event of the
year for families of year 7 to get to know other staff
and other people.

Kathy Smith

Lisa Scholes — 7

PARENTS AND FRIENDS

What or who are the P.F.A. of C.H.S? It is a committee
of parents who meet once a month (at school) to discuss
projects for fund raising which provides the facilities
of C.H.S. with aids to help both students and staff. At
each meeting reports from the Principal, School Council,
Education, Canteen, Buildings and Grounds committees
keep us in touch with all that is happening, which enables
us to be a liaison between parents and school.

We are a small, dedicated, hard working group of
parents who this year have been able to provide funds for:

Donation (bush fires)

Suppers at school activities e.g. Parent Teacher Nights

P.E. (paint for gym)

Sick Bay (fan)

English (tapes and cassettes)

Schotarships for Year 10 students to continue studies

Year 12 Luncheon

Money raised in 1983 from sale of windcheaters

Secondhand clothes, film night {poorly attended)

Your donation on the levy sheets

Organising working bees and providing morning and
afternoon-teas to "Mum’s and Dad's"".

| would like to thank the P & F committee on your
behalf, and ask YOU to support them in 1984 by joining
them, because new members and ideas are needed NOW.
My thanks to those who have supported us in ‘83 and
looking forward to seeing you in '84.

PRESIDENT: T. Ratcliffe

TED FREEMAN — 10



REPORTS... REPORTS... REPORTS....

REPORT OF HISTORIC EXCURSION TO PEKING
OPERA

On Wednesday 16th March, more than fifty senior history
students were invited to a special performance of the
Peking Opera. The performance was especially organized
for several Melbourne schools by the Australia-China
Council, The Jiangsu Peking Opera Theatre Company
were touring Australia to commemorate the tenth anni-
versary of diplomatic relations between Australia and the
People’s Republic of China. The tour was sponsored by
many organizations, including Michael Edgley and Benson
and Hedges Pty Ltd., and whilst in Melbourne, The Opera
was performed at the Princess Theatre.

The Peking Opera troup presented two brief works from
their total programme. These works were called ‘Lying
Tiger Trench’ and ‘Cross Roads Inn'. ‘Lying Tiger Trench’
is about a young man, Ai Hu, who is a trained and hon-
ourable fighting man, but severely hampered by poverty.
He has consented to have a marriage with a girl he has
never seen, and he sets out to meet his prospective father-
in-law who lives in a remote place called Lying Tiger
Trench. However, Ai Hu does not know that his fiancee
is a member of a vigilante force, combating all forms of
injustice and oppression in the neighbourhood. Ai Hu,
kidnapped by a number of bandits, is eventually rescued
by his fiancee, whom he has never met. The arranged
betrothal turns into a love-match at first sight, and the
pair continue onto Lying Tiger Trench. The Second
Piece, ‘Cross Roads Inn’, is basically about an upright
and brave general, Jiao Zar, who has been unjustly con-
victed and sentenced to exile. His commanding officer
is not convinced of his guilt, so he orders a young officer
Ren Tanghui to follow him secretly and protect him.
Overhearing Jiao’s guards plotting to kill the General,
the innkeeper decides to intervene and save his life. Ren
Tanghui arrives and questions the innkeeper, who sus-
pects that Ren is involved in the plot to kill the General.
Ren and the innkeeper fight to kill each other, until the
innkeeper's wife brings the General to meet Ren whom
he recognises. The misunderstanding between Ren and
the innkeeper is dispelled amidst laughter.

The audience at the Princess Theatre were also treated
to a behind-the-scenes look at the Peking Opera Theatre
Company. Two actors from the Company displayed the
work involved in applying make-up to their faces. |t took
the actors over twenty-five minutes to apply the make-
up, and a further ten to fifteen minutes to don their
costumes. It was difficult to appreciate the dedication
of these people, who must appear in over five hundred
performances a year. We were also shown the various
costumes used by the Company, most of which cost
over $1000 to manufacture,

Overall, the Peking Opera was a wonderful experience,
enabling the audience to compare the Ancient Chinese
Theatre with the Ancient English Theatre. The excursion
was indeed valuable to the Year 12 Asian History class,
who gained great understanding of Chinese culture
through the Opera.

Gerard Petty — 12

ANDREW PAULL —8

S.R.C.

From the outset, this year's Student Representative
Council has tried to provide for the needs and desires of
the student body. In days past the S.R.C. has had a poor
reputation with students — this year we hoped to change
that. This proved to be no easy task with our effective-
ness hampered by masses of red tape and poor attendance
at meetings.

Meetings were held once a week during lunchtime
for approximately forty minutes. Any upcoming event
which the S.R.C. proposed to organise would be discussed
at these meetings. A new addition to the S.R.C. was
Miss Dellos who acted in a Staff Representative capacity.
Miss Dellos was present at all meetings, and although
she had no voting power, advised us on many matters.
It was @ great help to have her with us and | think that
all future S.R.C.s would benefit from having a suitable
staff representative at the meetings.

Early in second term a casual day was organised,
and $100 was raised, whilst later in the term a fancy
dress Senior Social was held, which was a tremendous
success thanks to teacher/student response, and hard
work from the S.R.C. Third term will see the S.R.C.
planning activities such as the Junior Social, after-school
recreation, films and videos for students, and donations
to charity organisations.

Mark Torriero — President S.R.C.

EMERALD

Towards the end of February this year a group of Year
11 Business Studies students formed a business that was
jater called EMERALD PTY LTD. The task of the bus-
iness was to compete in a competition that was being
run by the Rotary Club of North Balwyn. It was absol-
utely necessary to see that the business met all legal,
financial and insurance requirements.

The funding of the Business was gained through the sale
of shares which were sold to staff and students at the
cost of 40c per share. A stall was set up at the Camber-
well Bazaar on Sunday the 29th May, and it sold second
hand goods which were either given to us to sell for the
owner, or given to us altogether.

Although we did not win a prize out of the six schools
that were competing, we were nevertheless pleased to
see that shareholders would get a return of 60% on top

of their original Investment. )
It has been a project through which my Board of

Directors and | gained a lot of experience,. Good luck to
next year's group.
lan Ross — 11
Managing Director
EMERALD PTY LTD.



REPORTS... REPORTS... REPORTS....

LIBRARY

There have been many improvements to the library
during 1983. New carpet has been laid, excess carrels
disposed of, some new tables and chairs added and by
arranging the furniture, the library has a more spacious
and neat appearance than before.

New to the library staff is Miss J. Bayliss who was
transferred from Caulfield. We were very pleased to have
Mrs. Ramage working with us until she left in May. Miss
J. Kerger has been helping us for several periods a week.
During Term 2, Miss Bayliss was on six weeks leave
and she was replaced by Mrs. M. Driller.

Two volunteers have joined our staff. Mrs. Munchow
and Mrs. Bates spend many hours typing and doing other
chores to help relieve our increasing load of work. To
these volunteer workers, we say ‘thank you’ and we
certainly appreciate the valuable work they do for the
school.

There have been a variety of displays featuring dif-
ferent themes during the year. Displays of students’
work has proved popular such as Year 7 history pro-
jects and poems written by 7A. Also there have been
geography displays such as an excellent project on Maldon.
The library looks forward to more class work to display.

The Library Committee has a very enthusiastic group
of students from all levels. Members pass on information
and ideas to librarians from their forms and they have
resulted in suggesting changes to loans, many new titles
of fiction books and they roster themselves for duty
during lunch time. The Committee organized a library
Amnesty hoping to retrieve some of the many books
lost over the past years. Lisa Scholes and Jacqui Hender-
son volunteered to use the microphone in Safeways,
Camberwell on a Friday after school asking ex-students
to return library books. Despite the efforts of the Com-
mittee, the Amnesty was not a wonderful success; how-
ever, we did receive thirty of the lost books, one which
was lost in 1959 and another in 1963!

The feed-back from these Committee members is very
important to the librarians, as besides the assistance
the librarians give to faculties and their needs, the Com-
mittee give constructive suggestions for both study
and leisure needs of students.

G. Kuhne

LIBRARY COMMITTEE REPORT

After a slow start with very few members, the Library
Committee is now an active school body with 25 members
at least. The majority are junior students who have shown
great interest and enthusiasm. They certainly weren’t
afraid of speaking up and Mrs. Kuhne has therefore been
able to buy dozens of new books knowing that they
would be of interest. We would have liked to have heard
from the senior students as well!

Despite the late start, we have been quite busy, part-
icularly in third term. In the second term a library
Amnesty Week was organized, but due to the lack of
support and interest, it wasn’t very successful, though
30 books were retrieved.

But the Library Committee isn’t just concerned with
books. We aim to reach a mutual understanding between
staff and students so that ‘nagging’ and resentment will
become a thing of the past. Also, we try to make the
library a place for everyone, especially in the way of
appearance. Hopefully, next year we’ll have even more
members, and we will be able to get off to a quick start.

Birgette Munchow

MATHS

Maths is when numbers fly like pigeons in and out of our
heads. Maths tells you how many you lose and win, that's
if you know how many you had before you lost or won.
Maths is 7x11 all good children go to heaven, or 5x6 a
bundle of sticks. Maths is numbers which you squeeze
from your head to your hand to your pencil to your paper
till you get the answers. Maths makes you happy if the
answer is right because then you can look out the window
and see the nice blue sky. Maths can also make you upset
and angry when the answer is wrong because you have to
start over again, |f you take a number and double it and
double it and then double it a few more times, the num-
ber gets bigger and bigger, and goes higher and higher
and only Maths can tell you what the number is when
you decide to quit doubling. So Maths is very exciting
and important.

Dean Hawley — 8

A
Once again CHS students did very well in the Australian
Mathematics Competition.

Chi Wai Leung of Year 10 gained a prize for being placed
on the top 6% for his age group.

The following students were placed in the top 15% and
received distinction certificates.

Matthew Baker lan Middleton

Shoal Amiet
Elizabeth Hoye
Philippe Sturrock
James Friday
Heather Savage
David McRobert
Thuc Tran
Duncan Adams
John Strainic
Boo Teong Khoo
Andrew McNeilly
Paul Nankervis
Loo Hai Teh
Alex Green
Andrew Wilson
Martin Sidell

Alistair Mills
Cynthia Leung
Malcolm Gunn
Andrew Forsythe
Pavan Gandhiok
Alina Sloan
David Stravropoulos
Amalie Paull

Min Chong

Josie Matthiesson
Caroline Lee
John Chow

Marc De Jong
Chai Khor

Jamie Evans
Michael Dean

In addition to the above, 49 students were awarded
credit Certificates for being placed in the top 30% of the

competition.



MUSIC 1983

Music plays a very important role in the life of our school.
Students are fortunate in being able to learn a wide
range of instruments and have lessons regularly from
visiting music teachers. Their instruments may be hired
from the school for a reasonable fee, and although not
quite up to Melbourne Symphony QOrchestra standards,
they enable students to participate in a large number of
musical activities both within the school and in the
more humble of the venues which the community has to
offer.

The senior band, now widely recognised throughout the
school with varying degrees of affection, has acquired a
junior counterpart which was formed in the early part
of the year. Both bands are fairly large and practise each
Friday, the members of the senior band employing great
strength of will to arrive at school, looking bleary-eyed
and somewhat less than enthusiastic, by eight o’clock
in the morning.

During Moomba, the school band accepted its first en-
gagement for the year and on Sunday 6th March per-
formed a number of items at a ground in Batman Avenue,
Those green-clad musicians who trekked across the dry
expanse of drought-stricken stubble searching expect-
antly for a covered stage, however, were sadly dis-
appointed, Chairs and music stands were assembled some-
where near the centre of this unwelcoming scene and
the band played feverishly in the blazing sun, those
amongst us in possession of plastic instruments waiting
anxiously for the first drips of black plastic to appear in
our laps.

On Sunday 19th June, Mr Brookes and Mr West con-
ducted our second ‘Blowathon’, this year more aptly
christened the ‘Blow —, Bang — Scrape-athon’. Miss
Dellos also gave up her day to help supervise this slightly
cacophonous occasion, which was designed to raise funds
for the school music department.

The 1983 music camp, involving forty-eight junior and
senior band members, was held at the Church of Christ
Fellowship Centre in Monbulk from Thursday 8th to
Friday 9th September. As well as rehearsing for the
approaching South Street Competitions, the students were
able to make use of trampolines, a flying fox, a table
tennis table and a pool table, and could enjoy the
magnificent views afforded by the camp site. Thanks to
Mr. Brookes, Mr. West, Mr. Ryan and Miss Dellos, both
bands made good progress during the camp and a great
time, if not an excessive amount of sleep, was had by all.
The band was invited to provide the afternoon’s musical
entertainment on the A.N.A. Lawn on Friday, 16th
September at the Royal Melbourne Show. Much excite-
ment was generated by the fact that our name was printed
on a large sign for all to see — we are as yet unaccustomed
to such extravagant reminders of our fame. Mr Brookes,
having handed out stylish wooden clothes pegs to prevent
our music blowing away, conducted selections from our
now quite extensive repertoire. Many thanks to
Mr Brookes, Mr West and our gratifyingly enthusiastic
but ‘planted” audience, Mrs Rainer and Mr Ryan.

Possibly the most exciting event for the band this year
was its performance at the Royal South Street Compet-
itions in Ballarat. At four o'clock on Saturday, 17th
September we clambered onto our bus and departed
from the school, farewelled by Mr Collins. We arrived in
Ballarat shortly after six o'clock and after a hurried
meal drove to the South Street Society to unpack our
instruments and warm up. We played three pieces: “‘Grec-
jan Dance of the Sea”, “Aria and Gigue” and *'Brass
Fever”, all of which were conducted by the indefatigable

Mr Brookes. Finally, at about midnight, the results were
announced. Camberwell had gained 85 points to come a
close 5th out of twelve bands! It was a happy but ex-
hausted group of musicians that arrived back at school
at 2.00 a.m. on Sunday morning. Special thanks to Miss
Dellos (who thought to make a list of everyone’s names
in the back of her address book}, and to Mr West, both of
whom devoted their weekends to accompanying us.
Most of all, of course, the band would like to thank
Mr Brookes for his patience and help, not only on this
occasion, but throughout the entire year.

A major musical event for the school in 1983 was the
thirty-seventh Annual House Choral and Instrumental
Festival. Weeks of preparation and hard work on the
part of teachers, conductors and choir and instrumental
group members preceded this highly successful occasion,
which was held on Wednesday, 17th August. The entry
of each house consisted of a junior set song — ‘“‘The
Rainbow Connection” — a senior mixed part song and an
instrumental item. Miss Rusden must be thanked and
congratulated for her part in organising the evening and
ensuring that all ran as smoothly as possible. Thanks
also to Mr J. Howie, Mr A. Brookes, Mr M. West, Mr P.
Ryan and to all the teachers who gave up their time to
join and help the chaoirs. In particular, the conductors
and organisers would like to thank all the students, both
junior and senior, who participated in the choirs and
instrumental items, and who helped to make this such
an enjoyable occasion. And finally, last but by no means
least, congratulations must go to Macarthur house and
their conductor Suzanne Patrick, who won the compet-
ition with 86 points.

On Thursday 27th October music formed a large part
of the entertainment at this year’s School Speech Night.
The senior choir, which was formed in late September
and trained by Mr Howie, performed two sonas — “Don’t
Fence Me In” by Cole Porter and “Lady” by Lionel
Richie Jnr. The band, conducted on this occasion by Mr
West, performed its favourite item for the year —
“Grecian Dance of the Sea” — and the less invigorating
“Birdland”’. A band which was formed by a group of
vear ten students earlier this year performed a piece
composed and arranged by the students, while Michelle
Bardwell, Sarah Clifton, Sarah Dugdale and Steven Odgers
presented a flute quartet entitled "Epigrams”. The H.S.C.
overseas students performed a nurnoer of songs from
Asian countries, adding to the interest and variety of the
evening.

This year a number of students learning woodwind
instruments entered for A.M.E.B. examinations and
managed to gain five B’s and one A, in grades ranging
from one to three. Congratulations to Judy Prager,
Angela Edwards, Sue Lynch, Nora Tenis, Alice Matthie-
sson and Stuart Gunn. Earlier in the year, Alex Green
was awarded second prize in the Victorian Schools’
Music Festival for his horn solo — congratulations to him
also.

1983 has been a highly successful and enjoyable musical
year for Camberwell High. Special thanks must be given
to Mr Collins, Mr Coram, Miss Rusden, all the music
staff and the teachers, parents and students who have
organised and participated in musical activities through-
out the year.

Amalie Paull — 11



Views of our School

by Year 10

CHRIS FITZGERALD — 10

MEGAN BROOKE — 10

ROLF PRESTON — 10
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A LITTLE HISTORY ABOUT OUR HIGH SCHOOL

Many, many years ago back in the 1920’s, the Hawthorn
and Camberwell districts got together and decided that
there was a need for a new high school in the district.
For seven years citizens and councillors explored for
suitable sites but it wasn’t until 1928 that they dis-
covered the present site. The Camberwell, Hawthorn,
Kew and Blackburn—Mitcham councils donated 6,000
pounds to purchase the site of 5% acres, which was part of
a 13 acre site between Riversdale and Prospect Hill Roads.
From 1929 to 1936 no action was taken to build the
school. Successive deputations by the councils and parlia-
mentarians inevitably made them refuse to build the
school for they considered more immediate cases to be
dealt with first.

During this period it was assumed that the new school
would be for girls only, to complement the Box Hill
Boys High School. In 1939 there was a change in de-
partment policy to the extent that the new school would
be for both girls and boys.

in June 1939 the Director of Education recommended
that the school should be built. Costing about 20,000
pounds, it was approved by the minister in October 1939
and was to be completed and ready for occupation on
27th May, 1941. The school opened for the first time
with an enrolment figure of 147 boys and 215 girls. The
first principal was Dr. A. V. G. James and alongside him
were twelve staff members.

However, this occupancy did not last long, for it was
recommended by the Education Department on 3rd
March, 1942 for Camberwell High School to dispense
its students to central schools. This was owing to the fact
that the United States Army requested that Melbourne
Boys High School and the MacRobertson Girls High
School be vacated immediately, for the buildings were to
be used for military authority and war-time administ-
ration. Strong protest from parents and councillors got
nowhere and it wasn’t until 1945 that the original stud-
ents of Camberwell High School returned.

On the second opening of the school the enrolment
figure was 345 pupils. Within one year the school was
crowded with 484 pupils. Enrolments increased steadily
but rapidly, and by 1962 the school had 889 pupils
almost one hundred more than it has at present. Of
course the new building had not been built then and
all these students had to be crammed into the old building
and some pre-fabricated classrooms. Despite additional
rooms to the old building such as room 20 and 13, and
the help of the pre-fabricated classrooms, there was still
a need for more space. Then in 1962 the gymnasium was
built to accommodate some pupils. The overcrowding
of facilities was a major feature of the school. However,
after 1962 the numbers declined to some extent, for
other schools had been built also. The Advisory Council
had been agitating for fifteen years prior to this for more
classrooms and an Assembly Hall. These began to be
built in 1968 and were to be completed and ready for
occupation by May 1970.

During the four decades of existence the school has had
seven principals: Dr. A. V. G. James who opened the
school in 1941 to 1947; Mr. R. Andrews from 1948 to
1952 and again from 1958 to 1965; Mr, A, J. Ebbels
filling his position from 1953 to 1957; Mr. |. Gazzard
from 1966 to 1968; Mr. H. J. Slattery from 1968 to
1970; foliowed by Miss M. J. Essex from 1971 to 1976;
and finally succeeded by the Principal of Camberwell
High School today Mr. D. J. Collins, who first came in
1977.

C.H.S. PAST

Camberwell High School has been fortunate to have
leaders of such calibre as these seven fine people. Backed
by an active Advisory Council and assisted by teachers
and parents who have identified themselves with the
school’'s aims and activities, the school’s position has
been enhanced both in the community and in the State
Education System. This was proven when in 1952, Mel-
bourne University raised the status of Camberwell High
School 1o a class A schoal in Leaving Certificate.

Camberwell High School has not only been a school just
for students, but a place where a person literally starts his
life off. For over forty years people have come and gone
and the school’s been through so many things that it's
hard to think of our school once being someone else’s.
As it has improved a great deal in the last forty vyears,
hopefully in the forty years and the years to follow it
will keep improving. So a little bit of history about
our school has enhanced our knowledge and given us a
better understanding of what's been happening.

Dora loannou — 12
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C.H.S. FUTURE

Now, lets get one thing straight, when | say the future
| don't mean 1 or b years | mean 50 or even 100!

Yes, of course | know that it may not even exist, a bomb
could destroy the entire school tomorrow, for all | know.
A blazing fire could burn everything. What would it really
be like? Just remember that this is only my point of view,
it may differ from yours greatlv.

My job is to fill you in on most aspects of our school
in the far distance of time. Not only the tangible things
like the canteen but also intangible things like the teachers’
and students’ mental attitudes. Will it be long before
computers take over the teacher’s position completely?
Can you honestly tell me that you would like to be taught
by a computer and talk to a computer? What on earth
would happen to the word *“‘communication”? Could a
computer teach you to communicate, to have a normal
friendship with a human-being?

As everything is going to be so technical and advanced,
how on earth can | begin to explain or even imagine it?
| will start to discuss the library; will it be filled with
many varieties of video discs and tapes which you would
insert into a computer? Would this be all writing or like
a television show? If it were a television type show what
would happen to writing and reading? In our new world
would there be newspapers for which we would have to
actually strain our eyes and waste time reading them
ourselves?! | feel that a librarian would have to be there
to assist people in finding various discs or simply super-
vising things. You may be able to insert your library
card number and the disc number into a machine. This
would stamp and record the book without a librarian
needed.

In a canteen, most things would be packaged, processed
and made in an automatic slot machine. There would be
an enormous variety of slot machines with many sorts
of foods to choose from, surrounding the huge eating
place. There would be no use for people . . . (people,
what are they, in this computer age?) except to refill
the machines when the food supply runs out. What am
| saying? Computers or robots can do anything we humans
can do, if not better, so | guess they can refill the
machines! What's going to happen to employment?

Elevators will run from both directions in the corridor
picking up busy, eager students in their comfortable
uniforms, which adjust according to the weather. School
bags wilt nio longer be necessary since all students will
have computers at home in which discs and tapes can be
placed. A built-in bag is sewn into the uniform depending
where the particular person wants it to be. This is not
bulky since all discs are conveniently small, there is no
use for pens or pencils. What about art? What's art? Oh
yes, | forgot, art can be so artistic on computers!

As the robot inserts and programs everybody on what
they have to do on to the large screen, the students con-
tinue with their work. Intelligent students can go ahead
with advanced work because they no longer have to wait
until the teacher is ready to teach them. Every student
wears earmuff-type things so you and the computer can
practise reading without disturbing anybody. This also
lets you concentrate without being distracted by annoy-
ing or noisy people.

Here | am raving about computers and how bad they
will become, what about all the good things they will
bring to our school life? How does anyone know people
will even use them at all? Something even better may be
invented and used by then. Life may be run in cycles,
school life could go back into the 10th century. Don’t
say I’'m wrong because exactly how do you know?

V Thompson — 8










The Departure from My World

Incessant pulsation. Trapped in a warm secure world.
There's no light only red, reassuring warmth. Safe in my
incubator, | can hear the rich gurgle of blood, the rhythm
of a beating heart. |I'm safe in here, secure, surrounded by
warm red walls, | twist and turn, kicking, floating in my
warm, noisy world.

My walls move, they are pushing against my body.
They press hard, forcing me to MOVE, but | don't want to
go. They push so hard: and for such a long time . . . | am
being pushed out of my world ... | don't want to go.
The walls are relentless, they compress my bady, forcing
it to move. Stop walls, you are destroylng my world, stop
rnoving me. You are moving me, you are pressing harder,
stop, stop | don't want to go. Wait, what is that coming
into my world, it hurts my eyes, | have never seen it
before. Something touches my head, fingers bigger than
mine, gently pull at my head. | can't delay it any longer,
| start to emerge. | am leaving my home, my head is
compressed for a second and then it bursts from my
world into a bright room, The light hurts my eyes and |
want to go back, but the walls push harder. | don’t want
to go, and | kick. But the walls keep pushing and | am
being forced into this light, huge place. My body feels a
pair of warm hands hold me, | start to cry, | don't like
this big place.

| hear a sound, a murmured.laugh and | am carried
by another pair of hands and placed against my body.
Warm arms surround me, and a smiling face looks down
at me. | move over and find a breast. | start sucking the
warm sweet milk.

The sounds of clattering metal makes me jump. | am
lifted again, placed in warm water, a bit like my world.
All the red remains of my world float off me and | am
dried. Gently | am placed against my mother’s body.
Warm arms envelope me and a smiling face, close to me
whispers, "You're a beautiful boy..."”

Michelle Bardwell 11
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THE DANGEROUS VOYAGE

Still Ha had never been overseas before. She kept on
thinking of how this dangerous voyage would change
her life completely, how she could bear hunger, thirst,
pirates!

Ha left Vietnam at about 8.30 p.m., she had to say
good-bye to her parents and her relatives, She was going
off by herself for the first time in her life. There would
be no more care from Mum, strictness from Dad or joy
from her brothers or sisters. She had to decide for her-
self now! Although she was very sad, she tried not to
cry and kept herself confident. She had been on the
boat for one day now but there was no sign of any other
boats on the sea, no other boat except her own, a small
boat whose length was about ten metres and width one
and a half metres, which carried a crowd of people of a
hundred and forty. There were children of only three 1o
four months old, old ladies and teenagers. Children were
crying of starvation and thirst, adults were praying. Only
Ha was sitting and thinking about her family, Why did
she have to leave her country where she had grown up
and had learned how to talk from her parents? Why did
she have to risk her own life for just a little reason that
seemed very hard to understand, ‘freedom’? She went on
thinking and soon fell asleep .. .

The second day came, nobody on the boat had any water
or food. There were no people praying now. They were
like dead people with lack of energy. She was very dirty
now, she looked like a mad person sitting motionlessly
staring out at the endless sea, waiting to die.

It was the third day now, third day on the sea. Children
were so weary that they couldn’t cry, some people had
died. Suddenly, a boat appeared. Everyone seemed to
awaken from their tired, exhausted, still positions, and
gazed at the boat, the only one who could help them,
save them from death. The boat came closer . . . They
could see that it was a pirate boat which would rob
people, kill them and rape girls . ..

Ngoc Bui —9



MELBOURNIANS

As the hour approaches midday, Melbourne’s renowned
city square rapidly becomes clogged with bodies. Male and
female, old and young, the motley crowds are in search
of a bite.

The soft, grey pigeons hurriedly abandon their feeding
ground on the wide expanse of concrete, and fly up to
the age-old gutters and ledges of the Town Hall when the
many feet disturb their meal.

Likewise, an old destitute man slowly stands, and drags
his heavy feet in the direction of the Brotherhood of St.
Lawrence soup kitchen. A large rip in his trousers bares
an unsightly and putrid smelling expanse of skin. His
life and home are in the worn canvas bag slung on his
shoulder. He shares it with no-one, mainly because no-one
is willing to share it with him.

The smart, fashion-conscious ladies, reeking of perfume,
and the distinguished looking, dark-suited businessmen
make a wide birth of this fellow, but not slowing their
brisk, purposeful marches. They're sure he deserves the
condition he's in. Their faces remain blank, emotionless.
Some sneak a covert look with a tinge of compassion
in their eyes. But there's nothing they can do to help
him. They have their own problems, their own lives to
live.

A group of tough youths push each other down the
stairs, splashing each other with the recirculated water,
laughing and swearing at each other. Each one is clad in
tight black jeans, and an equally tight-fitting Eastcoast
sweatshirt. It's the outfit the chicks really admire, Before
venturing under cover to the ‘rock’n roll” shop, each boy
leaves his mark on the already ravaged graffiti board.

Another group, this one female, but the same age, think
these guys look like a bit of fun. They casually stroll after
them but wait for them to make 'the first provocative
comment, of course. These girls are ‘with it’ too; their
clothes chosen specifically to outdo what the girl beside
her is wearing. But it seems unfortunate that they all
wear the same outfit. Tight, very short mini-skirt, hot
pink T-shirt with ‘Cold Chisel’ or ‘AC/DC’ printed in
black across the chest. It's important that plenty of
your legs are showing, or the boys won't notice you.

A tired old lady quickens her step when she sees these
youngsters ‘at play’. She climbs the grey stone steps of
St. Paul's Cathedral, going to pray for forgiveness for
her sins, and those of others, to her Lord. She'll ask
for strength and understanding while she’s there, in
order to somehow continue her life in this mad, con-
fusing world.

Back in the Square, a bright-eyed, bearded young man
sets his guitar case down in front of him, slings his guitar
over his shoulder and strums his first mellow chord for
the day. His voice is rich, deep and vibrant, and attracts
listeners, needing something to do while they finish
their four ‘'n twenty | The coins pile up and the
occasional note flutters down into the busker’s case. On
the other side of the Square, the ‘Professor’, an old-
hand at the trade, screeches away on his fiddle. Sadly,
his audience, and hence his takings are considerably less
than his younger, more energetic rival.

A couple of University students, escaped from the con-
fines of the lecture-theatre, move jauntily in the threng
down to the ice-cream parlour, engrossed in a mixture
of technical talk and University jargon. Their faces are
gay and alive from a distance, but a close-up view dis-
plays the tired eyes and the developing frowns. Life
wasn’t meant to be one big, pleasant game, but let’s
enjoy this moment for the heck of it.

And then, a familiar face. Amidst the hundreds of un-
known faces | spy an acquaintance. |, too, have been
recognized, but there's only time for a brief smile and
a 'hi’ — then you’re on your own again.

Another old man, this time respectably dressed, com-
plete with forties hat and heavy, tweed overcoat, stands
and gazes, with sweet wonder, at a small lone cricket on
the ground. It turns in circles, confused and frightened
by the heavy pounding and the ominous shadows around
him. A light smile on the man's face shows his love and
understanding of nature, and he bends and carefully
picks up the cricket and deposits it in his pocket.

All these people are rather ordinary, and don’t deserve
a second look, that is, if they were lucky enough to get
a first one. There’s nothing special about them. All
those worried, sad, confused expressions pass by un-
noticed. But they don‘t want to be noticed. It's none
of your business — you have your own worries, your
own life to live.

My gaze falls upon an approaching figure — heavy bags
in one hand, a large parcel clutched to her chest. Her face
is relaxed and pleasant; she looks around, not straight at
the ground. Her walk is not rushed, clumsy or dejected.
She has purpose in her stride, but no hurry. She catches
my gaze. And she smiles. She SMILES. A true, friendly
smile. Her eyes and mouth working together to produce
genuine feeling in her face. | smile back, and | make it
real, too.

That smile was for me, and me alone. It gave me a feeling
that | am a part of the world — a warm glow inside me.
And there’s a smile for you in the world — you just have
to have your eyes, and your heart, in order to receive it
when it's offered to you.

Vicky Moore — 12
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Mutbti ?

EIN URLAUB AM MEER

Neben dem Meer stand ein altes Haus. Flir vielen Jahren war
es leer. Schliesslich klingelten die Zimmer mit den Stimmen der
Kirider. Es war Sommer, und meine Familie war angekammen.

“|lch mBchte dieses Zimmer", rief meine Schwester, Belinda.
Sie stand am Fenster. "Was fr einen wunderbaren Ausblick!”

Nicht weit vom Haus entfernt lag das tiefe, blaue Wasser,
Es gl¥nzte in der Sonne des Morgens. “Komm baden!' sagte Bel-
inda sehr aufgeregt.

#Zuerst aber musst ihr mir helfen,” unterbrach Mutter von
der KUche.!" Nein!" erwiderten wir zusammen. Also liefen wir
aus dem Haus und zu dem Strand. Fr8hlich scherzten wir ins
Wasser. Es war kalt wie Eis. Der Strand war leutelos. Belinda
pumpte die Luftmatrazie auf und lag auf ihr, Jetzt auf Sand
badete ich in dar Sonne.

Unalticklicherweise aber hatte Belinda Pech. lch h¥rte eine
stimme, die Stille brechen. "Rosalind! Hilf mir!” Mit Angst sah
ich hin, wo sie war. Jetzt war sie nur einen Fleck im Wasser.
lch wusste nicht, was 2u machen. PIBtzlich sah ich ein Boot.
Es war nicht so weit von Belinda,

Dankbar war ich, als die Bootmanner sie auch sahen. Bald
war sie sicher und gesund auf dem Sand neben mir. Der Urlaub
hatte nur noch begonnen . ..

Von Rosalind Robson
Year 11
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DEUTSCHE

DIALOG IM LEBENSMITTELG ESCHAFT

Herr MBiller ist in dem Gesch@ft. Er ist der VerkBufer. Frau Meie
kommt herein.

Herr Muller: Guten Tag, Frau Meier,

Frau Meier: Guten Tag, Herr Miilfer.

Herr MU.: Was mdchten Sie, bitte?

Frau Me.: lch mBchte eine Flasche Milch und ein Bro

bitte.

Herr Me.: Ein Moment. (Er holt sie.) Sonst noch etwas

Frau Me.: Ja, und zwar 200 Gramm Salami.

Herr Me.: |st das alles?

Frau Me.: Ja, danke, Wieviel ist das zusammen?

Herr MU.: Das ist . . . .1, 40DM flr die Salami, 1,30DM fl
das Brot, und 60 Pfennig fir die Milch. Das i
3,30DM.

Frau Me.: Hier ist ein Flinfmarkschein.

Herr Mu.: Danke, und hier ist das Wechselgeld, 1,70DN

Herr Holstein kommt herein, als Frau Meier hinausgeht.

Herr Miller: Ah! Guten Tag, Herr Holstein.
Herr Holstein: Guten Tag, Herr Miller. Wie geht es lhner
Herr Mu,: Ach, ganz gut. Gestern habe ich Schweinebrate
bekommen, MBchten Sie mal sehen?
Herr H.: Oh, jal Gerne!
Herr MU.: Der ist gut, nicht wahr?
Herr H.: Ja, den nehme ich.
Herr MU.: Der kostet 4,75DM, Herr Holstein,
Herr H.: Ich glaube, ich habe das richtige Geld. Ja, hier!
Herr Mi.: Danke, das ist sehr gut. Auf Wiedersehen.
Herr H.: Auf Wiedersehen, Herr Miller.
Craig Benst

Kathy Domansl
Andrew Eva
Year
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EIN URLAUB IM CAMPINGPLATZ

Letzten Januar hatte ich einen Urlaub in einem Campingplatz.
Die Ferien kosteten weniger als zweinhundert Pfund zusammen,
weil meine Familie die Zelte letztes Jahr schon kaufte. Meine
Mutter und mein Vater gingen oft zelten, aber fU'r mich war es
ein neues Erlebnis.

An einem heissen Donnerstag kamen wir auf dem Camping-
platz an. Wir bezahlten und dann fanden wir ein hiTbsches Ort
unter einem grossen Baum. Mir war die Pflicht gegeben, die
Zelte aufzubauen, und fiir die n¥chsten neunzig Minuten stelite
ich Gestfnge auf, legte Zelte darliber, und schlug Heringe in den
Boden, Es gelang mir, nicht nur die Heringe, aber auch meinen
Daumen mit dem Holzhammer zu schlagen,

Spater fand ich die Duschanlage, duschte, und dann kam ich
zu meinem Zelt zurlick. In meinem Zelt pumpte ich mainz Luft-
matratze mit einer Luftpumpe auf. Als es fertig war, sass ich im
Bett und las, aber ich war so mtlde, dass mein Buch bald fizl und
ich einschlief,

WHhrend der nachsten sechs Tagen hatte ich einen wunder-
schBnen Urlaub. Das Wetter war fantastisch, und ich schwamm oft
und wanderte Uber den Bergen zweimal. Ich besichtigte ein kieines
Dorf gegenllber dem Campingplatz, und ich lag am Strand in der
Sonne und wurde braun. R

Aber alle gute Dingen missen einmal enden, und am n8chsten
Donnerstag mussten wir unser Campingplatz verlassen.

von Stephen Moriarty
Year 11

Qndrew 0O Grady

Da bisf sehr nesativl



e S E—— N —

POEM

The harsh sound of an alarm clock
Runs screaming through the brain,
Oh no! the weekend’s over

It's back to school again.

A one-eyed recca of my room,
Confirms my darkest doubt,
Schoo! uniform and un-read books,
Strewn liberally about.

| craw! dejected from my bed
And gaze about me sadly,

| tell you now, with a qualm,
This Monday will go badly.

From here on in disasters seem
To call from every side,

My skirt plays an elaborate game
Of “you-go-seek, |l hide,”

My hair-brush throws itself under the bed,

It takes half an hour to retrieve it;
| hit my head, and graze my shins,
| really don't believe it.

| fling on a shirt, only to find
Two buttons have taken leavage,

And | really can't say that | wish to display

Such a large expanse of cleavage.

Just keep your jumper on, old girl,
Do nothing that is strenuous,

SENIOR POETRY

The River
B Part of Australia’s heritage,
An area of irreplaceable beauty —
Intense beauty,

“ At times

Peaceful,

Calm,

Then — suddenly —
Mood changing,

the fury and the strength are frightening.
A rainforest surrounding,
Full of life,

Containing our past,
Waiting for the future;
But now

Its future is at stake,

This River

Now a public issue

The question?

Whether to dam or not?

Its destination,

In our hands lies.

Will we permit its beauty and life to be drowned,
Or do we allow its continuous journey to go on?

Anita Zanic -- 12

The strength of the buttons left holding the fort,

At the best of times is tenuous.

| slip into the bathroom

{(who left shampoo on the floor?)
Stub my toe on the shower

And slam my thumb in the door.

| clean my teeth and wash my face
And brush my shiny locks,

Put on my jumper, shirt and blouse,
Then blazer, shoes and socks.

| peer into the mirror,

Well, let's face it, let's be blunt,
You have to be quite mad to put
Your skirt on back to front.

A re-arrangement of the garb,
That makes me what | am,

Then off towards the kitchen,
For some soggy toast and jam.

This ritual completed,

| march bravely to my desk,

The sight of so much work not done,
Is shocking and grotesque.

But | simply close my mind and fling,
The whole lot in my bag,

| collect my gloves and leave,

Before my conscience starts to nag.

As | walk towards the school,

| think along the way,

As long as I'm at school |'ll go
Through all this EVERY DAY!!!

AN OCEAN BEACH

Winter:

Wild foaming water spewing itself up onto the sal
Windswept beaches,

Continually changing shape.

Debris scrounged from the ocean’s depths,
Laid to rest at the high-tide mark.
Sandstorms,

Stinging the eyes of the lonely fisherman.
Darkness,

Merging to ominous grey skies,

Back again into darkness.

Summer:

Constellation of bathers,

Interspersing the blue — green collage,

Families.

Screaming children,

Leaving a mosaic of footprints in the sand;

The warm, rich, strength of the sun,

Penetrating and bu rning unprotected flesh.

Nature repairs and rejuvenates each night

Her lovely beach in preparation for the expected ho

Gerry Evans — 12 Tony Barnett —



TRUST

A thing in this world

That seems very scarce,

Something everyone should have,

But doesn't,

Trust; blossoms_like a flower,

Opening fully to the world around it,
Without any armour to protect itself.
Suddenly an unexpected event

Takes it by surprise,

It didn’t have time to prepare itself,
There was no warning to give it a chance.
Crushed to the earth are the petals of trust,
Beneath the callous tread of a boot,
Lying on the ground in misery

Where they are left,

To gather themselves up again —

When they have the strength.

Some never acquire that strength again,
for that trust was a once-

In-a-life-time event, for them,

Those that have the courage to trust again
Never bloom with the same naive trust
That they once possessed,

and cringe at the slightest hint

Of being shattered once again.

They build a structure around themselves
To try to prevent any further hurt,

But this guard eventually deteriorates
and the pain penetrates once again,
Leaving behind a ghost of what once was
an extremely beautiful feeling,

Never, ever in that same life-time

To be felt again.

Julie Boykett — 12

CONFUSION

The eternal spinning,

The distorted mind,

Searching for the meaning of life,
Becomes soiled and decayed.

Time progresses faster than life itself.
The answer unreachable,

Problems unsolvable.

Questions swirl and become neatly
Filed into the corridors of the mind.
Always searching,

Answers so unsure.

Faster, spinning, going nowhere;
Ageing, old, decayed;

As time progresses without me,

Still I'm lost in life.

POEM

She is my friend, my best friend;

She is always there when times are bad
To cheer me up when | feel sad,
Because she is my friend.

She is pretty with soft brown hair,

But if she weren't | wouldn’t care,
Because she is my friend.

Many times |’ve yelled and cried,

Yet she’s stayed forever by my side,
Because she is my friend.

She taught me to laugh and how to live,
She taught me to cry and how to forgive,
Because she is my friend.

| love her as | do no other

Not only because she is my mother,
but because she is my friend.

Debbie Quiltie — 12

SENIOR POETRY

Alluding to an illusion
He is somewhere

in time

suspended.

Sweet wanting, but
never realising

the ambition

of Discovery.

Wanting,

To ascertain

the future

with him

only

Time refuses to
Eject the wonder
Of he.

Pleading

With the powers that be,
To release

the physical or spiritual
with which he

Binds me.

That is,

My own absolute desire
To be a part

Of his

Perfection.

Desire

is uncertain
What remains is
the epitome

of escape.

No elixir can transfer
The light with -
which

He fills me.

But

Transpiring is
the transition to
Another Woman.

Finally

the dust

Which is he

Coughs in its Anonymous
Need.

Yet, |

Am left to bear
Existence

Forever desiring

He

Who is, was always,

A challenge

To the endless, eternal
Imagination.

Why does he

elude

Megan Sloley — 12
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THE HALL CREW

Thursday, 3.15 p.m. Room 204. Lawrence sat cowering
in his desk in the half-lit classroom — the teacher droned
on, the boy next to him also talked unceasingly — both
were completely unaware of his rising terror.

Lawrence tried to focus his thoughts on the page in front
of him, but he could not. "Why? Why? Why?"" The word,
which was a pointless question, for the answer was of no
importance, sang round his head. It did not matter why
they had chosen him as their victim — they had and he
knew there was no escape. In Lawrence's mind they were
the Hall Crew. He tried never to name them for the
name itself terrified him, as it did everyone else.

They had spent the past three days threatening, teasing,
embarrassing him. They had confused him — first he was
their victim. Something told him today was D-day . ..
Tonight, tonight .. .

That night after school Lawrence loitered for as long as
possible in the corridors, hoping that the Hall Crew
would think him gone. At 4 o’‘clock he decided it would
be reasonably safe to assume that they had gone to their
“meeting” place in the near-by park.

Lawrence, in spite of his attempted swagger, all but
crept down to the stairway at the end of the passage. He
descended the stairs to the first landing, then turned in
surprise as a mocking voice behind him ““hem-hemmed.”

A strangled cry rose in his throat as he saw, at the top of
the stairway, the nine members of the Hall Crew. “Think
ya’ could fool us? We're gonna get you! — You've got
ten to get away!l” The leader, also the founder of the
Hall Crew, smiled malevolently down upon Lawrence,
who turned as the countdown began. He leapt desper-
ately down the stairs with the sadistic laughter of the
Hall Crew ringing in his ears.

Gasping for breath, Lawrence sprinted down the corridor

to the front entrance of the school, knowing the side

doors to be locked after 4 o’clock. A voice came floating

down the corridor to him as heran, “ ....7 ....6
Bl

Once in the yard he headed for the oval, hoping to cross
it and get out of school. Lawrence glanced over his
shoulder and pulled up with a gasping choked half-sob
as he saw them standing at the top of the steps which
led to the front door. “We are coming — NOW!” At the
sound of that last word he turned and pumped his tired
legs to even greater efforts. The thump of feet came
closer and up on his left side. Horrified, Lawrence realized
that his only escape route out of the school was being
cut off. Even as he veered to the right he knew the chase
was being held on their terms — they were herding him!

His heart beating wildly and his pulses racing, Lawrence
leapt the fence back into the main part of the school.
As the members of the Hall Crew laughed maliciously
behind him, he ran into the thin space between the
gym and the equipment shed. Side stepping to the end
of the opening, Lawrence was about to turn left when
he saw, on his right, two high-jump mats. He dragged
these towards the opening and did his best to make them
jam-up the small space. This done, he headed quickly in
the direction of the main body of the school buildings.
Lawrence slowed to a jog-trot and breathed deeply,
trying to stop shaking.

Suddenly, a menacing laugh rang out threateningly behind
him. Lawrence whirled around and his jaw dropped in
confusion as the Hall Crew sauntered towards him. “Run,
run, little lamb run . . . 1" As these taunting words
floated through the darkening air Lawrence came to his



senses and turned and fled. The Hall Crew members
grinned and looked hopefully towards their leader who,
seeing the sadistic gleam in their eyes, nodded and a thin
lipped ruthless smile appeared on his cruel face. With a
whoop of pleasure the Hall Crew all turned in different
directions and disappeared into the fast descending
night . ..

Lawrence, exhausted, scared and shaking staggered into
the toilet block and collapsed in a heap on the floor in
the quiet darkness. The past fifteen minutes had lit-
erally been living hell — running, running, running . . .
He had sprinted all over the school, hurled himself over
fences, leapt up and down stairs and used more energy
and stamina than he really had. Always, behind him,
had been the pounding of feet, getting nearer, dropping
back, always forcing him on. Finally he had lost them.
How? He had no idea.

As Lawrence lay still, his thin, sloping shoulders ceased
to heave, his breathing became more even and the winded
feeling left his chest. However, just as he stopped shiaking
and twitching from fear, Lawrence heard voices approach-
ing from outside the toilet block. As his eyes widened
in fear and the hairs on his arms rose, his tired body
rocked with silent sobs. Struggling desperately to his
hands and knees Lawrence crawled, completely exhausted,
into the last toilet cubicle.

All the cubicles were in complete darkness and as he
crouched in the corner Lawrence, who had begun to
shake again, his heart thumping against his heaving ribs,
realised that there was no escape for him. He was com-
pletely drained — he had used his last resources.

Slowly, Lawrence realised there were no sounds. No feet,
no laughter, no panting or taunting — “They have gone!l
They've gone . . . gone! They've left me ... .1" It took
a long while for the words to seep into his tired, shocked
mind. Lawrence slowly heaved himself to his feet, slowly,
for his shaking legs were reluctant to support him. As
he stepped out of the toilet cubicle, hot white lights
flashed on, burning into his eyes and blinding him. When
he could see again he was staring into deep blue eyes,
filled with hate and sadistic pleasure.

Tsaelan Lee Dow — 9

LIFE IS FOR LIVING

Death is a state, limbo,
Where our essence floats around,
in meaningless space.

We are aware of the world,
where we no longer belong,
but we lack the ability to do.

Eternity is neither a Heaven or Hell,
only an empty nowhere,

where nothing is resolved.

Life is the one and all,

where you reign in the world of the living,
maintain content.

Terry Lucak — 12

HELENA FORSYTH — 8
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SCHOOL MUSICAL — "SALAD DAYS"” — The inside story

»Look tired!” urged Miss Kerger, the choreographer
of the "Out of breath” chorus for the fourth time.
“you're meant to be exhausted!”. General grumblings
echoed around the hall, nervous glances were shot at
the clock saying *'4.30" and the lines were hammered
out with fervent conviction:

“Stop! stop! we've had enough,
Find the going far too tough,
Weary legs, weary feet,

Nearly melting with the heat . , !

Thus ran many-a rehearsal of what became known as
the wretched musical by the less tolerant in its final
stages. Fortunately, by the time the curtain was opened
on the 4th of July, enthusiasm was renewed and the
cast, numbering sixty and ranging from year 7 to year
12 students, were ready to give their best,

The story of “Salad Days” can be traced back to early
Term 1 when Mrs. Gill and Mrs. Rainer decided that it
was time the frustrated actors and singers of the school
were given an opportunity to display their talents. The
tradition of an Annual Musical had been dropped for two
years, and great sacrifices were needed from all involved,
including the Director/Producer Mrs. Rainer, Producer
Mrs. Gill, Musical Director Mr. Howie and our Ward-
robe Wonder Mrs. Grundy. The project was given the
go ahead from the top, and auditions were under way.

Students were very enthusiastic and were allocated
parts carefully; the musical had been chosen for its large
cast and it was practically guaranteed that anyone inter-
ested could secure a role, at least as one of the chorus.

The rehearsals stretched over 21 weeks, including
after school and weekend rehearsals, The “Tuesday Night”
rehearsals became particularly notorious as they ran from
six o‘clock to nine o‘clock. However, these rehearsals
provided great social interaction between both teachers
and students. Mrs. Rainer seemed like the child with a
new toy, as she buried herself in every facet of product-
jon. Organisation was, without exception, the key to the
great success of the musical.

Enthusiasm reached fever pitch in July; school work
became a secondaryconcern, and students involved could
be seen mumbling lines as they walked the corridors
or sat up at the back of the class room. Concern over Lisa
Bates’ health bordered on an obsession; *“Mother Hen"
Mrs. Rainer ensured that Lisa remained at home to
recover, and was forced to allocate an understudy;
reports varied as to whether she suffered a common
cold or “mild pneumonia”. However, by the first perf-
ormance Lisa had recovered, and the other various ill-
nesses complained of by other members of the cast also
miraculously disappeared.

The first performance attended by primary school
children contained a few minor catastrophies — Timothy
Dawes, alias Jason Cook, forgot his first line and insisted
it be written on his hand for the next two performances,
and the breakfast table from Tim's home remained in
sight during the Park scene (?). However, the next two
performances ran like clock work, the only problem
being a missing, or what the back stage crew call, invisible
park bench (which the tramp deposited casually on the
stage). We played to a packed house on both nights;
nerves were conquered and the musical regained a sparkle
and enthusiasm that made it a joy to be part of. All
involved had a unique and rewarding experience which
was made possible by the excellent production team and
extremely hard working cast.

"

After the build up, recommencing the old routine
was rather an anti-climax; but hints of the good old days
can still be gauged occasionally; in mathematics Tim may
begin to reel off his lines without prompting; dance

routines may be jumped outside lockers, looking rid-
iculously out of place. Still — the question on every-
body’s lips now is — “What will it be for next year? . .”

Rosalind Robson — Jason Cook — 11
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1983 SPORTS REPORT

Physical education forms an important part of the pro-
gram of general education. It includes physical activities
and sports of all kinds designed to improve physical
development and general health and fitness. Physical
education also provides great fun and recreation.

Throughout the school year many various sporting activit-
jes are offered to our many ‘enthusiastic’’ students.
From year seven through to year ten, students have the
chance to participate in physical education classes, during
which time they are able to develop their various skills
with the help of the dedicated and vibrant physical edu-
cation staff, (Mrs. Berry, Miss Bennie, Mr. Anderson and
Mr. Carter). As well as these classes, teams are often
prepared well before hand in order to meet in “‘combat”’
with various other schools in the Camberwell zone.

This year a remarkable 69 teams were fielded, including
the swimming and athletic teams. Although only a fifth
place was gained at the swimming sports this year, con-
gratulations must be given to all involved for a great team
effort. Camberwell did very well at the Whitehorse Group
Athletics and were awarded a well earned third place —
our best effort for many years.

The boys’ teams fared very well at the Whitehorse Group
Competition. This year, as with previous years, many
different sports were played at different year levels. All
teams must be congratulated for a great effort, not only
on the day but for the many weeks of prior preparation.
Although all teams did well, there were a few teams who
achieved some outstanding results, The Junior Boys
Soccer team did extremely well, winning their Whitehorse
final and gaining seventh place in the Eastern Zone
Competition. The Intermediate Badminton Team also
won their Whitehorse competition and were placed
third at Eastern Zone. The Junior Badminton also did
very well gaining a third place at the Eastern Zone. By
far the most successful teams at the Whitehorse Com-
petition this year were the Junior, Intermediate and
Senior Hockey teams, all winning their finals, For the
Junior and Intermediate Hockey teams, the outstanding
performances continued all the way up to the All High
Competition where, after many good hockey games, both
of our teams won their final game. This achievement
created a new record, Camberwell High School being the
only one ever to have two sporting teams to win two
All High Pennants on the one day. Congratulations to
both teams on a fantastic effort, and to all the boys
who participated in some way or another in sporting
teams — well done! Oh, by the way, the Senior League
Soccer team was defeated after only two rounds, but it
was a great effort, and the Amco-Herald Football Shield
side, although eliminated after the first round, also
tried hard and put in a commendable effort.

Despite the small number of girls in the school,
Camberwell gained at least its share of girls pennants.
Again at Whitehorse level many good achievements were
gained by many girls involved. The Intermediate Hockey
team won their Whitehorse Group final and placed a third
at the Eastern Zone competition. The Senior Girls Cricket
and Table Tennis teams also won their Whitehorse Group
finals, the cricketers being defeated in the Eastern Zone
semi-final and the tabletennis players gained a fourth
place in their zone competition., Congratulations must
also be extended to all the girls who gave their time and
effort towards the sporting life of Camberwell High
School.

It was pleasing to note the number of students who
volunteered for many sports organizational duties during
the sporting year, those duties being carried out very well
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indeed. These duties were not only carried out during
school time but also after school when social matches
against the various schools in the area, Strathcona, Carey
Grammar, Canterbury Girls, and Canterbury P.S. were
organised. Lunchtime sporting activities were very popular
once again this year, making the competitions very close
indeed, and giving students a variety of lunchtime “‘enter-
tainment’’ to choose from, including basketball, volleyball
and netball. There are too many teams to list, and anyway
the names of some of the teams are unbelieveably rid-
iculous.

A very important event throughout every school year is
the House Competition in which each house strives to
gain the greatest number of points by participating in
different activities in the school. The greater the partici-
pation by students the greater number of points gained.
This year, after a close running of events, the school
swimming competition concluded with the following
results: Roosevelt — 189 points; Churchill — 220 points;
Montgomery — 234% points and the winners, Macarthur,
with 307% points. The athletics also proved to be of a
high standard, and thus resulted in some more close com-
petition: Churchill — 257 points; Macarthur — 303
points; Roosevelt — 307 points and Montgomery with
the winning total of points — 326. An entertaining night
was had by all who attended the annual Choral Festival
and the results proved to be equally exciting. Roosevelt,
after a great attempt (I am slightly biased, of course)
gained 80 well earned points; Churchill received 83
points; Montgomery were awarded a very close 84 points
and, of course, as you have probably quite logically
already deducted, Macarthur were victors with 86 points.
If you nave not been making careful additions along the
way, you should not know who one the shield. Well, Il
give you time to do the addition now. No | won't, the
suspense is far too much, so | will give you the results
very briefly. They are as follows: Churchill — fourth
place with 580 points; Roosevelt — third place with 576
points; Montgomery — second place with 653% points
and Macarthur — first place with 696% points. Con-
gratulations Macarthur on a well earned win!

P.S. A special congratulations must be given to our
Maths teacher, Mr. Williamson, who was awarded the title
 pustralian Underwater Sports Champion of 1983,
Great hey!!

Fiona McDonald — 11
UNDERWATER HOCKEY

During most of first term a group of C.H.S. students
played underwater hockey once a week at lunchtime
in the Camberwell Baths. This unusual game, which
originated over twenty years ago in England as a means
of maintaining fitness levels of Navy divers during the
winter months, is now played throughout Australia.

The players are equipped with a pair of fins (flippers),
a snorkel and mask, a short wooden stick, and a pro-
tective glove and cap. Using teamwork the aim is to
PUSH OR PASS a lead puck along the bottom of the
pool to goals situated at either end.

This sport is excellent for increasing the efficiency of
your lungs and promoting general fitness. Many students
developed their snorkelling skills and overall became
more confident with their movements in and under the
water.

A small group of students has continued to play the
game at Camberwell Boys Grammar after school on
Thursdays. It is hoped that this year a small schools com-
petition will be held in conjunction with the Victorian
titles.

Meni Roufidis - 9



FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE

All of the players below are yours for FREE.
An offer not previously made. Take one

today. Low mileage, hardly ever kicked a ball,
no goals, never been over walking pace. Pick

up any time.

FOR HIRE

Four fast mermaids. Used to chlorine but will
adapt to salt water. Experienced at Zone
level. Currently swimming at Camberwell
and Pt. Lonsdale.

Applications with references to “Flipper”
Hore, Andrea ‘“Tumble Bishop, Gina ““Tram”
Kennedy, Leah ‘’Conqueror’” Mullerworth.

SPORTS CLASSIFIED

LEASE

Excellent quality for work over long distances
and rough terrain.. These young colts and
fillies are well trained and in prime condition.
Currently racing as 1 vear olds — ‘‘Katie”,
*Dugald’’, ”Daniel”’. 3 year olds — “Duncan”’,
“Andrew’’, “Paul”. 3 year olds — ““Heather”’
“Angela’”’. 4 and b year olds — “Ted"’, James,
Andrea, “’Richard 11",

Enquiries to: F. Bennie, Wattle Park Stud.

LEASING — LISA WENTWORTH

Overseas applications invited for outstanding
female cricketer. Qualifications includes 5
wickets from 5 balls. Play at any level. A top
bat.

Applications to: J. Berry, Cricket.

CLEAR OUT SALE — BEST OFFER
Damaged goods at bargain prices
o "Peter Kopanidis'’, one damaged leg.

o “Two” Basics! One with no legs, the
others are damaged.

o An “A. Lowe’’, smudged face, body in
working order.

o “Twin Beardsleys’’, hard to start in the
cold but good movers.

o A pretty ‘‘Petty’’, no longer plays, but
useful for filling unwanted space.

o One ““Speedless Edgar’’. Ideal for walking
a tortoise.

o A “Moriarty’’: high mileage, one owner,
still going.

C.H.S. Hockey Teams

C.H.S. Hockey Teams made sporting history in the All
High Schools’ Victorian Championships at the State
Hockey Centre, Royal Park, on Monday 12th September.
It was a new experience for the boys to play on the
special ‘' Astroturf’ surface.

Mr. B. Anderson is to be congratulated on coaching two
successful teams. C.H.S. became the only school to have
two boys’ teams in the All High Finals; and for the
first time in history C.H.S. won two All High Champion-
ships on the one day.

Congratulations to all team members.

HOUSE SWIMMING SPORTS

On February 23 cheers of excitement and enthusiasm
could be heard for miles, as the Camberwell High Students
competed against each other for the Pouse Swimming
Sports. The majority of students took part in this annual
event, and it was pleasing to see the others acting as
officials or giving competitors moral support before
their races, '

For the first time in history Macarthur finished up over-

. all winner. Well done, Macarthur,

Vanessa Thompson — 8



PEN FRIENDS WANTED

Fiona McDonald, loves cricket,
soccer, swimming, softball, net-
ball. Pet name “J.T.D".

Philip Preston

Interests include badminton,
cycling, skiing, swimming, rac-
quet throwing.

Julie Savage

Loves hiking, hockey, swimm-
ing, and breaking legs.

John Koutras wishes to corres-
pond with boy/girl who likes
basketball and basketball.

Nicky Brinsmead would like
to exchange letters with boy
who likes basketball and tennis.

SKILLED BADMINTON
PLAYERS

Players required at Intermed-
iate level to replace departing
champions. Can you replace.
Nick loannou, Edwin Van Der
Graaf, Jim Uren, and Peter
Langtry?

LOST AND FOUND

Lost Senior Boys | Badminton,
but we had a team which was
separated from the winners by
only 5 points. Eugene, Adam,
Phillip, Anthony are our
champions.

FOUND

Intermediate  Girls Hockey
team who won Whitehorse
Group. Well done to Sonia
and Company.

FOUND

An inspiring Captain in Jim
Vassos who led the Inter.
Boys Soccer Team to 5 wins
but runners-up at Group.

FOUND

One Whitehorse Group
Pennant currently in the
possession of Senior Girls
Table Tennis team.

SPORT

POSITIONS VACANT
PHOTOGRAPHERS

Wanted school photographers.
Exciting position. Exp. req.
Travelling exp. Publication
guaranteed.

SOCCER COACHES

Year 7 coaches required to re-
place Roger Jakab and George
Skoutas. They retain their
champion Year 7 team at
Inter-level.

COMPUTER
PROGRAMMERS

Contact David Campbell and
James Beeson for interesting
and innovative work on pro-
gramming Inter school Sport.

PUBLIC NOTICE

All other schools are hereby
warned that in 1984 Camber-
well High will be going for the
All High treble in Hockey

PUBLIC NOTICE

All students in Year 10 are
given public acclaim for their
services to Sport in 1983.
Their help at Inter-school
championships in swimming,
cross country, soccer, football,
hockey and basketball was
invaluable.

PUBLIC NOTICE

Special thanks is tendered to
all staff who helped with sport,
supported sport and who were
understanding when sport dis-
rupted their classes.

Thank vyou from all who
benefited.




SPORT SPORT
VIDEO FILMS FILMS

“HOW TO LOSE”

. i . v o . .
The Winning Wicket Girls Senior Cricket. A new football documentary on how to lose

“‘Basketball Bishop” — A non religious look with grace and dignity. Features one of the
at the life of Andrea at play. all time great losing coaches.

“They Call Me Con"’ M. Carter and a cast of thousands.
Karate — ‘‘as a meana’’ sport. Rated: Pitiful

“Football Frolics” — Rhett Ashby, Paul White. '

“A Boy is 10 Feet Tall” — Nick and Richard SEARCH AND RESCUE"”
Beardsley. The chilling tale of two young heroes

A powerful Tic, “Tack”, To.

“Kid’’ Currie and ““Hannibal’’ Hamilton throw
victory away and put themselves in peril in
the wilds of Doncaster.

Rated: Sad

“LIFE AT THE BOTTOM"”'

Underwater Hockey heroes led by Australian
number one Keith Williamson.

“NOT JACK HIGH”

The unique talent of the staff ten pin team
revealed in slow motion as they destroy the
egos of Davis, Chidgey, Baron Wilkin and
Rowe.

Rated: Hilarious

FOR SALE

Ideal for entertainment. Ten beautifully
attired basketballers. Red, green and yellow.
Big and small and they all bounce bats. They
are well trained and promoted.

Apply to the sole distributor: John Koutras.

WANTED TO HIRE

Motivational film for young footballers aged
between 12 and 14 who have undergone on
field tactical manoeuvres. The film must not
contain material which will frighten or
offend them.




"BUY THE BEST” — SHOP AT C.H.S.

For the best value in talent we offer sensational value.
Gtate Stars.

Sava Rusmir, Zdravko Basic, David Dickson, Neil Kidd,
Geoff Quinlan, Con Sklavounos, Craig Wood, Simon
Tack, Andrew Rowe.

On Offer in 1984
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