
Last year the Museum hosted 

90 fifth graders. It was the first 

time that we had had a school 

group and we enjoyed it com-

pletely. The teachers must have 

too because they rebooked for 

this year. On 6 November 2013 

the Museum team again hosted 

94 fifth grade students and 6 

teachers from North Sydney. 

The visit tied into a unit of study 

about technological advance-

ments in medicine. 

This year’s visit was even bigger! 

Dare I say it is now an ‘event’.  

The children were divided into 

three groups and alternated 

between Museum/Hospital/

Recess. During their ‘recess’ 

break, Mr Chin Voon, Head of 

Biomedical Engineering, gave a 

10-minute demonstration of a 

ventilator and patient monitor. 

The children were enthralled. 

They liked the idea of speaking 

to a real Biomedical Engineer. 

 For the Hospital part of the 

visit, the children looked at the 

main hall of RPA, including the 

busts and stained-glass windows. 

We talked about Victorian ar-

chitecture and how the Hospital 

is very modern but likes to keep 

a strong connection to its past. I 

told them how many people 

worked at RPA, how many pa-

tients were treated, how many 

babies were born and how 

much money it costs to run a 

hospital. These were some 

pretty big numbers for 10 and 

11-year-olds to imagine. I also 

talked them through 

the bedpan/vomit bowl/

urinal and sputum mug 

display. Several had 

personal experience 

with vomit bags. In fact 

the teachers had 

brought a couple for 

the bus ride! 

In the Museum, Ian had 

several microscopes set 

up, Bev described pace-

makers, sutures and 

stethoscopes. The chil-

dren were surprisingly 

apprehensive about 

listening to their own 

hearts. Barbara walked 

around and answered ques-

tions. The humidicrib and 

information about prema-

ture babies fascinated them. 

They were surprised to 

learn that people in the past 

(before the mid-20th cen-

tury) really weren't very 

interesting in ‘saving’ prema-

ture babies. 

In all, I think everyone got 

something out of the day 

and again, we would defi-

nitely have them back.  

 

Photos from top: Chin 

Voon’s demonstration; 

looking at the X-ray 

tube and stomach 

pump/enema; looking 

through microscopes; 

inspecting a humidicrib  

The kids came back 
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The Garden amongst a Maelstrom 
By Alexander Clark:  

On the day my grandfather 
passed, the Jacaranda tree that 
stands outside my study win-
dow, dully swayed in the wind, 
its beautiful flowers long gone, in 
their place the dulled, deathly 
faded greens of early autumn. I 
awoke, startled by the phone. 
Pulling myself of the couch 
where I had fallen into sleeps 
embrace at some early hour of 
the morning. Earlier, my family 
at the hospital had stepped out 
of his room in order to allow 
the nurses to attend to my 
grandfather and in this quiet 
moment, Grandad slipped away. 
At my window, the Jacaranda 
leaves mourn, falling to the 
earth. A year after I stand in his 
room, the wounds of loss still 
feeling as fresh on their year 
anniversary. Breaking from the 
stillness of it all, I leave the 
house, and make my way into 
the city, to Royal Prince Alfred, 

to visit my Jacaranda’s mother. 

 In 1936, Gloucester 
House opened at RPA, and 
across in the Scottish Midlo-
thian, my Grandfather is born. 
My family and I were now visit-
ing the 60-year-old man in a 60-
year-old hospital building. The 
trip into RPA from where we 
lived in Bligh Park, was quite 
long and so when we came, we 
visited for the whole day. This 
was a long day for 4-year-old 
me, but I didn’t mind. Every now 
and then, my parents or my 
Grandma, or even Grandad if he 
was well enough, would take me 
for a walk through the hospital 
and out to its many gardens. 
RPA smelt and looked like a 
museum, busts of men long gone 
oversee the entry, statues 
carved into stone survey each 
corner. The musty smell of ster-
ilized cleaning products lingers 
on every surface, and in the gar-
dens everyone moves slowly, as 
if observing invisible master-

pieces of art. In the court-
yard by Gloucester was once 
a playground with a tire tun-
nel, like a rabbit I would dart 
around it, a speedster in this 
strange, slowed twilight 
world. Overlooking the gar-
den was a kind, Jacaranda 
tree, its beautiful lavender 
flowers so beautiful. Mum 
and Dad had just bought our 
new home up the mountains, 
and so on that day in 1996, 
dad took 3 seeds from the 
Jacaranda tree, and planted 
them throughout our new 

yard. 

 It has now been a 
year since my grandfather 
passed and I find myself pull-
ing into the RPA car park. 
Returning to the hospital 
without anyone here feels so 
odd, hospitals are places we 
normally only visit for the 
people inside but today I am 
not here to revere in Gran-
dad’s stories or bring him the 
paper for Grandma, as I have 
done countless times over 
my years. Today I want to 
see that Jacaranda tree. 
When I first visited this hos-
pital as a child you would 
enter through the main en-
tryway, past the busts and an 
honour roll of the staff who 
served in the wars. Since the 
construction of the new ma-
ternity ward here a few years 
earlier, it was actually 
quicker to take a short cut 
through its glass stair well. 
Entering this way made the 
trips a little easier. After a 
day of seeing the sick, being 
surrounded by mad cries, 
and withered hands, it was 
always nice to remember 
that life blossoms here as 
well. I was glad for this 
change to my walking route, 
although at times I missed 
the solemn awe of the mu-
seum like grand entry, and so 
when ducking out for a cof-
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fee or a paper I would make it 
my business to make my way 

through the stone arch entry. 

The light slides into 
and along polished, tan floors, 
caressing the borders of the 
raised cream walls. A new 
courtyard has emerged, risen 
out of what was once just bar-
ren concrete. Decals have 
transfigured, taking on new 
forms, dressed for a modern 
world. Making my ways along 
these foreign corridors, famil-
iar images take form: white 
coats whisking, frantically mas-
terfully cutting their way 
through crowds. Tired conver-
sations leaking into mobile 
phones, their owners almost 
asleep, leaning on cold, unsup-
portive columns. Strollers with 
mothers, like goose waddling 

back and forth. 

Floor 10. Plastics and 
Reconstructive Surgeries. 
Throughout the halls lay indi-
viduals in widely ranged states 
of heath. As a child, the days 
here would feel very long, 
views stretching over Sydney 
University, Ultimo, framed by 
Anzac bridge, the silhouette 
that holds up the sky. The 
views form more art pieces, 
framed portraits of the central 
business district. If Grandad 
was lucky enough to get a get 
a south facing room, St An-
drews would reward his for-
tune with the Scottish flag, a 
familiar rooftop sentry, kindly 
looking over him. The hospital 
is nestled in so close to the 
city and the speedy pace of the 
foyer certainly boasts to its 
urban nativity. Above all of 
that, things are still, a quiet 
outpost, seemingly distant, 
floating above the chaos be-
low. The 10th floor is a place 
of constant observation, and 
slow days. The staff move qui-
etly about, skirting around 
visitors. At the end of the hall 

there is a floor length window,  
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I have spent a great num-
ber of days in hospitals over my life, 
but since my birth have never been 
admitted for myself. Yet due to 
places like the Jacaranda courtyard 
they have never seemed terrifying. 
Hospitals to me have been places 
that I have seen constantly bring 
families together and our shared 
time here has definitely been some-
thing that glued our family so firmly. 
Returning to RPA did trigger a 
flurry of memories for me and it 
has occurred to me how intimately 
I have bonded with these walls.  It is 
certainly strange to be back within 
this weird mix of time, where pre-
sent situations fuels immense pres-
sure yet the past is honourated and 
the future is continually in flux. 
Without Grandad here, however, 
the place is already beginning to 
lose meaning, already evolving into 
what it needs to be for tomorrows 
intake of patients. 

The Jacaranda proudly sur-
veys every evolution the hospital 
undergoes. It has seen structures 
sprout and decay like the long gone 
solarium and tennis court built for 
pediatrics. Branches have greeted 
countless infants into this world, 
letting its purple flowers cascade 
around them like confetti in a wel-
coming parade.  Sorrowful limbs 
swaying, softly, a shudder of fare-
well to those that depart this world 
from within the hospital walls. Stat-
ues of Kings and Queens have risen 
around it, children played in its foli-
age, kindly supporting their games, 
gentle distractions from the harsh, 
unavoidable reality the walls that 
Royal Prince Alfred so often pre-
sents. Each August, its flowers sum-
mersault to the ground, decaying 
and dying. Each tiny expiration 
draining into the soil, pulsating into 
the roots, feeding its next season of 
growth. Like that tree, our family 
has and will face loss, hopefully each 
one will help us to grow. 

background photo: the Jacaranda 

Tree in 1974 

William Osler considered him 
one of the only true physicians 
to rear out of the shadows of 
ancient times. Once the road 
here lead to a tennis court a 
solarium in which the pediatric 
patients could pass some time, a 
miniature resort in what was 
surely an awful place for them. 
The remnants of the entry to the 
medical school stand not too far 
from here. In the stillness of this 
garden it is hard to imagine how 
there was ever the time for such 
changes to manifest. 

The hospital is com-
pletely organic. It needs to take 
on new forms to suit the needs 
of its inhabitants. Technologies 
rise and new histories are writ-
ten and the hospital acts as a 
mirror to that. Like the immune 
system develops to disease the 
hospital grows to fit the same 
need on a larger scale. The Jaca-
randa garden still stands as a 
constant amidst the maelstrom 
of change. Moving out from it as 
an epicenter, the city buildings 
become more turbulent until you 
get to the simply chaotic Par-
ramatta road, where cars and 
drivers alike roar at each other 
and in the other direction New-
town, where fashion beats a 
drum that the people rush to 
keep up with. Beyond it all, the 
CBD, where things are certainly 
different. 

This small courtyard, 
with the South American native 
Jacaranda is the only thing that 
will always be needed here. A 
refuge amidst it all. Since its con-
ception is has not moved, shrunk 
or grown, but rather remained a 
quiet constant. It has given chil-
dren a place to play, weary men 
a place to reflect, anxious 
women a place to gather them-
selves and a place for all to slip 
into when everything else 
amounts into more then can be 
bore. Gardens like this can be so 
easily overlooked, when they 
truly serve to function as a re-
treat, nestled amongst the biotic 
structure of the hospital. 

looking out over the 
university football fields. It felt 
strange standing there again. 
Before it was a way of passing 
time, but without waiting here 
for anyone, it felt devoid. Beauti-
ful but meaningless. 

The Jacaranda café is 
quiet. Grey skies spread an even, 
soft light through the large sky-
light. Sprawling are the long arms 
of the Jacaranda, as if protecting 
the café from the sky. Some 
older ladies sit across the room 
from me, gazing through the 
steam wafting over their tea, 
their mugs like little cottages 
with a gentle smoke emanating 
from their china roofs. “I’ve been 
coming here for years now and I 
could still stare at this tree” re-
marks the first lady, straightening 
her pink cardigan. “It is gor-
geous” the other one replies, 
smiling, “very soothing”. I return 
to my hot chocolate, warm in 
my hands, a comfort in this 
place. It occurs to me that this 
entire café is designed to be 
comforting. The garden, with its 
gratified Jacaranda the center-
piece. Surely, it must be impor-
tant to firmly establish places of 
peace within hostile environ-
ments like hospitals, places 
where you can drink tea, fixate 
on the Jacaranda and forget the 
troubles that lie festering in the 
rooms above. 

Down in the garden 
itself you begin to see the way 
things seem to revolve and 
slowly spiral into the garden. 
Around here there are scattered 
remains of buildings, faint mark-
ings left on the land of things 
that were once. Stone from my 
local area, the Hawkesbury 
mounts under the roof of 
Gloucester house, holding it 
proudly, muscles unstrained. 
Across one side is a statue of the 
peerless Imhotep, the famous 
Egyptian Polymath; a stranger of 
bronze, so distant from his de-
sert home in this lush garden. 
His statue was built because the 
famous Canadian Physician Sir 



By Tom McNamara, RPA Radiographer, 

1962-2000. 

Two brothers, both of whom became inter-

national rugby representatives and also 

trained as radiographers at RPAH, have re-

cently died.  

Vince Heinrich, originally of Moree, played 

first grade rugby for Randwick and for Aus-

tralia in the mid-1950s. He worked in 

RPAH’s radiography department and later 

relieved as Chief Radiographer of Moree 

Hospital. Vince died, aged 78years, in May 

2013. 

His brother Ted, followed him into Radiog-

raphy at RPAH in the late-1950s. He also 

played first grade rugby at Randwick and for 

Australia and went to South Africa as a Wal-

laby. He was one of the Wallabies’ standouts 

in their historic win over England – their first 

against a major Rugby nation on Australian 

soil since 1934. Later, he played Rugby 

League with the Parramatta Club and then 

worked as a representative in the wine in-

dustry. He died, aged 73 years, in September 

2013. 

A Radiographer remembers... two rugby-playing colleagues 

Phone: 9515 9201 

Email: Kathryn.hillier@sswahs.nsw.gov..au 

Web: http://www.sswahs.nsw.gov.au/RPA/Museum/ 

The Royal Prince Alfred Hospital Museum and Archive is freely open to 

all staff and public on Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays 

from 10 am to 

2 pm. Please let 

patients and visi-

tors know.  

 

We are located on 

Level 8 of the 

King George V 

Building  

Top: Vince Heinrich (middle 

row, third from left) and his 

St Joseph’s College rugby 

team. 

Bottom: Ted Heinrich 

(middle row, third from left) 

also with his St Joseph’s Col-

lege rugby team.  

Photos supplied by Tom 

McNamara, a St Joey’s old 

boy and former RPA Radiog-

rapher 


