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From the Archives 
P.F. Rowland began his long and rewarding tenure as Headmaster of Grammar one hundred 
years ago.  A man of keen intellect who wrote widely on a range of subjects he was always 
encouraging students in the School to take part in writing competitions.  One such competition 
took place in early 1914, soon after Canberra had been named as the capital city of Australia.  
Mr Rowland ran a poetry competition in which the students had to use our capital city as the 
main theme. 
The June 1914 School Magazine includes some of the more interesting poems written by the 
students. One poem reflected the burgeoning White Australia policies of the time: 

“Australians, guard your native land 
 From hordes that pour from Asia’s door 
 Preserve the freedom of your land 
 A nation evermore.” 

Rowland was far more interested in the following poem written by two Year 9 students.  
Rowland’s interest lay in the fact that the two boys had plagiarized Banjo Paterson’s writings. 
In Rowland’s words it was a clear case of ‘cribbatio vulgaris’ but he did recommend their 
initiative. 

“On a lonely piece of country, far away from city tramp, 
Where the tall trees raise [sic] up proudly, 
An old man had his camp. 
With no sign of house or humpy, just a dirty looking tent, 
A man’s that worn and weary, and is gaunt and old and bent. 
Then a Cuckaburra started to laugh with all his might, 
And the old man muttered fiercely-This is the Federal Site! 
He leaned his back against the tree; it was a good old gum 
And thought ‘twill be like Sydney town in fifty years to come.” 

Perhaps the most perceptive poem, in hindsight, is the one that went: 
The word Canberra 
Is literally 
The name of a jackass 
That sits on a tree. 

It is best left to Rowland to comment on this poem. He writes:  “The poet would seem to imply, 
though he does not assert, that it would therefore be metaphorically applicable to legislative 
wiseacres who pillow-fight in Parliament.” 
Mr Rowland’s love of writing is today remembered at the Grammar School by the annual 
awarding of the P.F. Rowland Medal for Writing. 

(Mr Bill Muller) 


