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Strewth!  Fancy that! 
Cynthia Cummins (CEGS – 1920’s) looks on as she meets nephew, 
Eddie Wickham (Slade 60’s) for the first time ever at the August North 
Queensland Reunion in Townsville  (Read More on Page 3) 

 

 
From Top Left (clockwise) Cynthia Cummins (nee Wickham), Natalie 
Ferris (nee Budge), Edwin Wickham, Chris Cummins and Mum, Cynthia, 
Sandy Mollenhagen (nee Humbley), Julie and Laurie Boyd, Cynthia. 
(Strewth! Does he ever shut up!) Honorary Life Member & Past President, 
Steve Rowan (Looking in a Glass Darkly) 
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A WORD FROM 
OUR 

PRESIDENT 
It’s good to see that the Northern 
Queensland members got 
together, even with some 
southern travelers.   
I am constantly amazed at what 
we can do with such a small and 
dwindling membership.  
Garnet Budge organized a 
bonza Chancellor meeting early 
in the month with about 50 
people from the 40’s and 50’s 
and a great representation of the 
girls from St Caths.  
On Saturday the 15 September 
(on two days notice), Museum 
Curator, Paul Holland, and I 
responded to the message that 
had got around that the Council 
was having an open day at the 
School.   
We dashed up and opened the 
museum, which was much 
appreciated by the 220 locals 
that traipsed through the school 
grounds and finally ended up 
looking at the exhibits in the 
museum. 
Interestingly, there were two old 
girls and one old boy who made 
it.  The sports trophies were of 
interest to all with a descendant 
of one of the original donors 
complaining that the cup needed 
a clean.  Suzanne Morton, the 
granddaughter of the late 
Edward Morton (Slade 1933-36) 
donated the Morton Cup for best 
all round athlete and is proudly 
displayed in our trophy cabinet 
albeit a little tarnished.  Also 
arriving was June Gemmel 
(Yates) (St Caths 1963-65) and 
Life Member Ron Lee (Slade 
1943-45) and wife, Dorothy.   
The Mayor dropped in and had a 
quick chat with information that 
there was negotiation with a 
University to possibly set up a 
Natural health campus on the 
site, but early days yet.   
Kel Williams advises that they 
have good bookings into the 
New Year and catering and 
events are going well.  The 

grounds looked in tip top condition with the recent rain, a big contrast from 
the visit on the Queen’s Birthday Weekend.  We are planning for the 2008 
reunion to be at the school and will be advising more in the near future. 
Harry E Haxton - President 

SLADE-ST CATHS CAPERS 
Gordon Shirley tells a story about Mr John ‘Jet’ Jackson, a teacher in the 
fifties who had a wife, also called Shirley.  He was Gordon’s boarding 
master and lived with his wife in the old Roberts House, as did Gordon!  
Jet was also the coach of the thirds rugby team of which he was a 
member in 1956 and Jet was also the cadet band boss and athletic 
coach, so he had a bit to do with Gordon Shirley who was involved in all 
those activities.  However, punctuality was not one of Gordon’s virtues 
then.  On a number of occasions during that year, Jet demanded 
that various boys go fetch a tardy Shirley who was late for this or that or 
whatever.  On more that one occasion, the wags fetched Jet’s wife and 
not Gordon!!  This became a source of great amusement, particular for 
Jet’s wife who was a lovely person and proved a great foil for the scowling 
Jet.  But Jet was a very good teacher, although he did not suffer fools for 
long and there were a few of them about in those days including a few of 
his fellow teachers! - Geoff Orr. 

NOSTALGIX 
[Editor’s Note:  I hope that every new edition of Kinawah will have 
something old, something new, something read or something blue.  
Nostalgix will be based on any number of sources, a memento, a 
person, an event, a place or even a memory.  In the last issue we had 
something OLD.  Today we have something NEW. 
Neville McPherson recently visited the old Railway Museum near Ipswich 
and said seeing the old steam trains reminded him of the steam trains that 
used to cross the road on Weewondilla Hill and follow the line of the “The 
Rocks”, the Rifle Range and the Condamine River towards Scots College 
where it passed over their playing fields on its way to the Warwick Rail 
Station.  
I used to travel on that train along the Southern line to the end of the line, 
Dirranbandi.  Other mates like “Burro” Baxter left the same station to head 
along the South-Western Line towards Taroum, which was the end of that 
line.  The trips were long and grueling and wore the brunt of many jokes.  
Banjo Patterson wrote a poem called “Queensland Railways” in which one 
of his verse’s states “Iron rations come in handy on the way to 
Dirranbandi” – reference to how long it took the train to reach its 
destination, which on the Southern line on a good day, took 22 hrs to 
travel the 300 kms to “Dirran”.   “Monte” Marshall had a joke about the 
trip, which he didn’t fail to tell less than three times a year.  The story goes 
that, late at night, the train pulls up for no apparent reason, which it often 
did in reality.  Eventually a sleepy Slade boy pokes his head out of the 
window as the Guard walks past and asks what the hold up is.  The 
Guard replies resignedly, “It’s a cow on the line which seems in no b----y 
hurry to move out of the way”.  The boy goes back to his bunk and after a 
while the train jerks a few times then slowly rattles on.   Half an hour later, 
the boy is almost asleep, when the train judders, squealing to a halt once 
more. It lets off a loud rush of steam and air as it releases its air breaks, 
waking the boy.  Annoyed, the Slade lad peers out the window into the 
darkness and spotting the guard calls out,  “What it is now – another b-----
-y cow?  The guard looks at the boy as if he is addressing another slow 
learner, turning away and shrugging his shoulders.  “No, ----- same one.”  
That, of course should be the end of the Joke, but not for Monte.  “The 
boys sings out, “Well why don’t you give it a blast with the whistle?” 
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What and wake everyone up? 
The guard relies.   
Whether or not the story is true, I 
know for a fact that the train 
used to stop at every little station 
and any “station” (Grazing 
Property) along the way to 
deliver bread, newspapers and 
the mail.  It was more like 
travelling on a suburban line in 
an old rattler, yet for some 
reason, they used to call it the 
Dirran Express –someone’s idea 
of a joke, perhaps. 
I can still see the faces of the 
boys on that train, Raymond 
Hammond, Peter Hill, John 
Bayliss, boys from Scots and 
some of the girls from St Caths, 
PGC and even Toowoomba 
Schools like Glennie and 
Fairholme.  Many a short-term 
romance began on those trips 
and perhaps a few long term 
ones as well.  Hell, the trips took 
so long, you could almost get 
married, have kids and divorced 
before you reached Thallon! 

REUNION REPORT 
Report on Slade-St 

Catharine’s Reunion  
In North Queensland, 5th 

August 2007 
Sixteen people gathered at the 
scenic Riverview Tavern in 
Townsville for lunch on a recent, 
typically fine and pleasant  
“Winter in the Tropics” Sunday 
afternoon for the 2007 North 
Queensland Slade & St. 
Catharine’s Past Students 
reunion. 
Attending past students were 
Eddie Wickham (’64-’65) & 
Felice; Royce McCowen (’45-
’53), Dallas Foster (’46-’53), Ros 
(Fraser) Warren (’61-’64) & Jim, 
Sandy (Humbly) Mollenhagen 
(’67-’68), Natalie (Budge) Ferris 
(’50-’52), Ray Dickson (’66-’68) 
& Jenny, Cynthia (Wickham) 
Cummings (circa 1925) & Chris 
& Cheryl, Laurence Boyd (’64-
’69) and Julie, plus our special 
guest visiting all the way from 
Brisbane, none other than Steve 
Rowan. 
Apologies were received from 
Jock Macdonald, Alan 
Meiklejohn, John Andison, Ron 
Hassall, Barry Woodworth, Mike 

Rippon, Jon Stephenson and 
Ray Menkens. 
It was of great delight to us all to 
welcome, for the first time at one 
of our NQ reunions, Cynthia 
Cummings, a very young at 
heart 95 year old past St. 
Catharines’ girl who was able to 
come down from Mareeba 
(special thanks to her son Chris 
and his partner Cheryl for driving 
to collect Cynthia and then 
taking her home, a round trip of 
over 760 kilometres). We knew 
Cynthia was not the oldest past 
student, but were amazed to 
discover her sister, Frances 
Imray, who at 98 years of age, 
lives in Toowoomba “outranking” 
her younger sibling. Cynthia is a 
bit unsteady on the pins these 
days (NQ Editor: I’m 40 years 
younger and I think I could be 
worse!) but Cynthia’s memory is 
sharp and she remembered 
many of the good times (and 
bad) at Warwick all those years 
ago. Cynthia was able to meet, 
for the first time, her cousin 
(several times removed), Eddie 
Wickham, who came down from 
Cairns to join us for the first time 
since our inaugural get-together 
in 2002.  Co-organiser Natalie 
presented Cynthia with a floral 
arrangement to commemorate 
her attendance.  Others travelled 
from as far afield as Tully, 
Ingham and Magnetic Island to 
join in the fellowship and 
reminiscing.  (And, of course, 
Steve, who flew all the way up 
from Brisbane that morning.) 
We also welcomed for his first 
reunion Laurie Boyd who has 
lived in Townsville for a few 
years, but slipped under the 
radar till now (It was probably 
the beard that disguised him) 
Ray and Steve both spoke about 
the recent AGM and reunion in 
Warwick and Toowoomba, and 
the fate of the school under the 
aegis of the Warwick Council, 
but formalities were kept to a 
minimum, as having a good chat 
was the ultimate aim of the 
afternoon.  It was unfortunate so 
many people could not attend 
because of family business or 
absence from the north, but on 
reflection, it probably wouldn’t 
matter what weekend was 
chosen.  A certain number of 

people won’t be available.  If 
everyone who could, did turn up, 
then we’d probably need a much 
bigger venue! 
On behalf of Natalie and myself, 
thanks to everyone who 
attended, and we look forward to 
renewing acquaintances at next 
year’s reunion. – Ray Dickson 
(NQ Correspondent and 
SSPSA Committee 
Representative) 

Grand Chancellor 
Luncheon 

Once again, Garnet Budge’s 
yearly Friday lunch event at 
“Chancellor on the Park” was 
very well attended.  Numbers 
were bolstered by the efforts of 
others who called around to 
encourage their old school 
mates to attend.  This resulted in 
the largest attendance in several 
years with people coming from 
as far as Tara in the west, 
Townsville in the north and 
Rathdowney in the south. 
The forties and early fifties 
(school attendance periods) 
were well represented with a 
smattering of later attendees 
including our SSPSA president, 
Harry Haxton.  I won’t list all 
those who attended as there 
were over fifty, but needless to 
say we were “graced “ with two 
bishops and several new faces, 
including Garnet’s brother, Ian, 
who attended Slade from 1944-
46.  

 
Ian Budge enjoying dessert at 
the Chancellor on the Park 
Annual Reunion Lunch. 
 
Other new faces at this event 
included Judy Sackson-Gray 
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(Young), who also attended the 
Toowoomba Reunion in June; 
Bernice Perina (Harding) and 
husband, Alan; and Coolan 
Cassimatis (Malanos) who 
prides herself on being the first 
ethnic Greek to attend St Caths. 

MUSEUM REPORT 
At our last AGM, President Harry 
Haxton put out a request for 
assistance to raise money for 
the installation of Air 
Conditioning for the museum 
and archives.  It is essential for 
the preservation of our artefacts 
and stored paper work that the 
atmosphere within the museum 
is kept dehumidified and at a 
constant temperature to protect 
clothing, paper, etc from 
deterioration.  Given the 
confines of the museum, it is not 
difficult to achieve.  Also sun 
damage can be eliminated with 
the installation of blinds.  The 
response so far has been very 
good, but some of your pledges 
have not been received.  Harry 
has himself thrown in five 
hundred dollars and we have 
another generous donation of a 
thousand dollars from Eddie 
Prince so we are well on the way 
to raising the money.  No matter 
how small your donation it will be 
gratefully received as we do 
have other considerations now 
that we have been confined to 
the memorial room only.  We 
used to have the storeroom in 
the Chemistry Lab, but all in our 
collection needs to be kept in the 
Honour Room.  We will have 
several chests of drawers made 
to fit under the central display 
unit to hold the rest of our 
memorabilia.  If you see your 
way clear to make a donation, 
please send it to our Treasurer, 
Nigel Faulkner at PO Box 677 
Jimboomba, 4280. 
Now that the Warwick Shire 
Council guarantees us of 
ongoing tenancy, your 
contribution won’t be wasted. 
The stained glass windows in 
the Old Classroom Block are 
also guaranteed preservation 
and special provision has been 
written into the contract between 

the Shire Council and Churchie 
for their preservation regardless 
of what happens to Slade 
Campus in the long term.  Nearly 
all the windows have been paid 
for by students who have 
donated money for the right to 
have a plaque placed beneath 
each window in memory of a 
loved one.  There are still two 
windows without a plaque.  A 
donation of $1000 provides for a 
plaque to be placed under a 
stained glass window with an 
engraved dedication.  I would 
urge past students to take this 
opportunity to complete this 
project and make a lasting 
memorial to a loved one in this 
special way.  Please contact our 
Museum Curator, Paul Holland 
on 3206 2777 or by mail to PO 
Box 9099, Wynnum Plaza, Q 
4178 and he will ensure your 
wishes are met.  
The museum requires more 
display area and this can be met 
through the addition of two 
upright shelved glass pillars that 
take up little floor space but will 
dramatically improve our display.  
The association has through 
your great support will provide 
these additional resources. 
WHERE ARE THEY NOW? 

The association has an address 
list (dated about 1972) for the St 
Catharine’s Old Girls 
Association.  It is very much out 
of date and many have been lost 
due to many reason, not least is 
that addresses changed but the 
association was never informed 
of those changes.  We also have 
a data base that lists all students 
who attended St Catharine’s in 
Stanthorpe, Warwick and CEGS 
Warwick where records can be 
found.  However, the actual list 
is incomplete.  To help complete 
this list, can anyone shed light 
regarding the following students.  
Any clue will help. 
Gladys Anderson – reference 
to Mrs Shirley Decker, 101 
Yundah, Shorncliffe 
Amy Ah Que (Maybe Ar Que) – 
reference to Mrs Shirley Steel, 
42 Auburn Street, Moree 

Doris Ah Que (Maybe Ar Que) – 
reference to Mrs A Flanaghan, 
Durong South 
Jenny Altman – no reference 
Edith Bowen – reference to Mrs 
R Smith, Lincoln Hills, Wylie 
Creek, NSW 
Helen Bury – Reference to 
Rochedale Deepwater 
Clarice Bonner – no reference 
Dorothy Burgess – reference to 
Mrs L Chandler, Lloyouville, 
Inglewood 
Myra Buss – reference to Mrs S 
Boreham, Sandon, 15 Mulgrave 
Street, Bundaberg 
Lyn Brown – married name Mrs 
Lyn Mann 
Margaret Brown-Beresford 
Janice Bambury 

VALE 
Raymond Geisel (Slade 1944) 
passed away on the 6th 
September and his funeral was 
held where he lived in Tara on 
the 11th September 2007.  Ray 
attended Slade in his “junior” 
year from April to December.  
There is little available 
information on his time at Slade 
perhaps due to his short time 
there.  [notification supplied by 
Public Notices Editor HLM Steve 
Rowan] 
Dr Peter Gordon Livingstone 
AO (Slade 1939-44) passed 
away on the 23rd July last. 

OBITUARY 
(Courier Mail) 

Rarely does a doctor wish not to 
spend his time dealing with sick 
people, but Peter was no 
ordinary doctor.  Early in his 
career he decided to pursue the 
reasons people became sick, 
what doctors should learn and 
understand about illness, and 
how best to provide the kind of 
care sick people really needed. 
Dr Livingstone’s achievements 
have etched his place as a 
national and international leader 
in the encouragement of medical 
research.  His skills in guiding 
and motivating his peers to 
develop and enact effective 
health care earned him one of 
Australia’s highest national 
decorations. 
For 11 years, he was Director-
General of Health and Medical 
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Services in Queensland.  He 
was from a medical family – son 
of physician William Gordon 
Livingstone (known as Gordon) 
and Janet.  His brother, Iain, is 
also a physician.  He went to 
school in Murwillumbah until he 
was nine, when he became a 
boarder at Slade School, 
Warwick.  His secondary 
schooling was at Murwillumbah, 
Sydney Grammar and Church of 
England Grammar, now ACGS 
in Brisbane, when the family 
relocated from Sydney. 
Graduating in medicine from the 
University of Queensland in 
1954, he commenced his first 
professional year as resident at 
the Brisbane Hospital – 
subsequently renamed the Royal 
Brisbane. He moved quickly up 
the career ladder and, in 1956, 
was appointed medical registrar. 
In 1959, Dr Livingstone worked 
in the west Middlesex Hospital in 
London as a registrar and while 
there, asked the College of 
Physicians of Edinburgh if it 
would list geriatrics as one of its 
specialties on its college entry 
examination.  The college 
agreed and he sat for and 
passed the examinations. 
In order to return to Australia 
with his young family in 1961, he 
worked his passage by signing 
on as a ship’s surgeon on the 
Rhodesia Star. 
He was appointed director of 
geriatrics with the Queensland 
Department of Health.  He 
studied at the University of 
Sydney in 1967 and completed a 
diploma in public health and in 
1969 was appointed Deputy 
Director of Health and Medical 
Services in Queensland, a 
position he held until 1978. 
He was influential in guiding and 
motivating his peers to develop 
initiatives in the field of public 
health.  In 1978, he was 
appointed Director-General and 
headed the department until 
1989. 
Despite the heavy demands on 
his time as Director-General, he 
was instrumental in the 
discussions leading to the 
establishment of the Australian 

Medical Council (AMC) and 
served as its foundation 
president from 1985 to 1988.  
Apart from its responsibility t=for 
examining credentials and 
experience of overseas doctors, 
a major role of the AMC was to 
accredit Australian medical 
schools.  For 11 years until 
1989, he was also chairman of 
the Queensland Institute of 
Medical Research Council 
during a decade of 
unprecedented change.  Under 
his guidance the QIMR grew 
almost four-fold in size and 
moved into the molecular era of 
medical research.  He was 
chairman of the Queensland 
Radium Institute and president 
of the Queensland Medical 
Board. 
Fro the duration of his 
appointment as Director-
General, he was a member of 
the Senate of The University of 
Queensland.  Dr Livingstone 
retired as Director-General in 
1989 to take up the role of 
director of the postgraduate 
medical education committee in 
association with UQ.  In this 
capacity, he managed 
postgraduate training and 
established a new graduate 
medical course.  The 
postgraduate medical education 
committee worked on setting the 
standards for training in the first 
two years after a doctor 
graduated.  Eventually every 
state in Australia developed its 
own postgraduate training 
program. 
Dr Livingstone was awarded an 
Order of Australia in 1990. 
He was a keen tennis player in 
his youth and, in later years, 
owned a hobby farm in the 
Lockyer Valley. 
He will be remembered for his 
significant contribution to 
medicine both in the field of 
rehabilitation and also in medical 
teaching and administration. 
He is survived by his wife, 
Althea, brother Iain, children 
Deb, Jane, Sue, Louise and 
Simon, stepchildren Jane and 
Nicole and 11 grandchildren. 
 

PATRIBUS DIGNI ESTOTE – 
PER VOLAR SONATA 

(Be worthy of our Forebears for 
we are born to fly higher) 
 

SAVE US HEAPS 
 
IF YOU HAVE AN EMAIL 
ADDRESS, WHICH WE 
DON’T HAVE PLEASE 
LET US KNOW SO WE 

CAN SEND YOU A 
NEWSLETTER OVER 

THE INTERNET. 
 

EACH NEWSLETTER 
SENT THIS WAY SAVES 
YOUR ASSOCIATION $3. 
LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 
The integrity of a newspaper is 
measured by its willingness to 
accept criticism and advice.  
Letters also reveal the insights of 
its readers who have been 
inspired by the newsletter to 
share their life experiences with 
other readers.   If you become 
so inspired, I urge you to write to 
The Editor/Aunt Louie 
“KINAWAH” PO BOX 9099, 
WYNNUM PLAZA, Q 4178 or 
email your letter to: 
windmillpro@bigpond.com
Dear Aunt Louie,  
Many thanks for the journal, 
which was emailed to me.  You 
and the team have done a great 
job again.  Anne [Einersen] 
certainly deserved the tributes 
bestowed upon her.  I never saw 
her again after I left Slade, but I 
clearly remember her with Peter 
[Curtis], as Scruff Henning, 
Ronnie Watson, and myself, had 
CEG's friends at that time.  My 
sister was also at CEGS when 
Anne was there.  It was also 
very interesting reading about 
Michael Brownless and the 
voyager.  Like most Slade folk I 
didn't realize he was one of the 
survivors.  John Davies of 
course, we all knew about, as he 
was a Slade legend.  He would 
never have won any popularity 
contests, as he was not a very 
sociable person, but as an 

mailto:windmillpro@bigpond.com
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athlete he had no peer.  What 
most people would have long 
forgotten is that he was the first 
Slade boy to ever run a hundred 
yards in less than ten seconds.  
He did this in Armidale in 1959.  
Your photo of the footy team is 
not of the Senior Primary Team, 
but rather the seven stone - 
seven team, as made famous by 
Monty.  They were never game 
to lose a match!  The captain in 
the photo, Don Batchelor, would 
have been in sub-junior, as 
would have one or two of the 
other boys.  Don was captain of 
Slade in 1957 and vice-captain 
of the 1st XV.  He was a great 
church organist, and later was 
involved with the Qld. Theatre 
Company.  He may have since 
died.  His brother was Ron 
Watson, a very talented duo, 
originally from Charleville.  I will 
send you my sport report soon.  
But I agree with you about 
contributions from the St Caths 
girls - hopefully they will respond 
and they should be given 
precedence over us guys. 
Regards – Gordon Shirley 
Regional Co-ordinator 
RAO Katherine Region 
Gordon, you are quite right 
about the 7 Stone 7 team.  
Several readers including one of 
the team members, John 
Deshon, corrected me.  Still no 
one has yet identified the 
missing names from the 
photograph.  I’m afraid you 
missed the mark regarding Don 
Batchelor.  I’m sure when he 
reads this he will have a chuckle 
[“The reports of my death have 
been seriously exaggerated.”]. 
Though I’m not sure what he is 
up to these days, the last I heard 
he was hale and hearty and 
residing in Ashgrove along with 
his and his brother, Ron’s family.  
I never saw Don play football, 
but I did see Ron play for a 
league team in Warwick when 
he did time as a housemaster at 
Slade in 1966.  I was particularly 
interested, as he played on the 
wing as I did.  He was pretty 
handy and very neat in defence. 
– Aunt Louie 

As a past student of St 
Catharines (1951-54), being 
School Captain in 1954, I can 
only write of a wonderful time of 
character building and friendship 
whilst there. 
The Sisters of the Sacred 
Advent were dedicated 
inspirational teachers who we 
respected and learnt from, 
especially Sister Kathleen, 
Principal at that time.  So much 
so I then went on to train as a 
RN at the ST Martins Hospital in 
Brisbane under the same sisters.  
My sister [Perella] also attended 
St Caths and became a prefect.  
I remember our long train trips 
from Dirranbandi arriving in 
Warwick around 4:00am freezing 
in winter.  A taxi would be 
waiting our arrival.  We always 
regretted that we were the last to 
leave for the holidays and the 
first to return due to irregularity 
of the transport service then.  
The winters were very trying. 
I went on to enjoy a challenging, 
rewarding life, gaining two more 
nursing certificates, then nursing 
in the country and overseas.  A 
tribute, I’m sure, to my schooling 
at St Catharines – Gloria 
Breneger (McIntosh) 
Thank you for becoming a 
member of the SSPSA, Gloria, 
and writing to us.  We are very 
interested in the lives of our past 
students and we hope your letter 
will encourage others to write to 
us.  I too travelled on the old 
rattler from Dirran and your 
description reminded me of very 
similar experiences. – Aunt 
Louie. 
Dear Aunt Louie, 
Have had a couple of visits to 
Brisbane in the past few weeks. 
Had to go to the old Ipswich 
Railway Workshop site last 
Thursday.  An amazing place -
worth a visit if you’ve not been 
there - sadly, I didn’t have a lot 
of time to do the place properly. 
Brought back many memories of 
the steam trains, which used to 
run below the school during the 
1950’s.  Take it easy – Neville 
McPherson 
Thanks Neville, for giving me 
inspiration to write for Nostalgix 

about the trip I used to take on 
the ‘old rattler’ to Dirranbandi 
(Page 2).  As a youngster, I 
remember once getting hiccups 
just before I got on that train in 
Dirranbandi and they didn’t leave 
me until the following morning.  
The guard felt so sorry for me 
that he let me stay in his van so 
he could keep an eye on me.  
The hiccups finally stopped 
when we got to Inglewood.  It 
was one of the most tiring nights 
I had ever experienced up until 
that time.  I was glad I didn’t 
have the affliction by the time I 
reached school, as I doubt a 
thirteen year old would have got 
much sympathy from the other 
boys. - Aunt Louie. 
I was sorry to hear the news 
[of Peter Livingstone’s passing] 
for, despite not having seen 
Peter since he left Slade, we 
were good friends during the 
short period we knew each 
other.  We both spent time at 
each other’s homes during 
holidays.  Niel is right in 
describing Peter as chubby (that 
is why he got the name of 
'Podge') and wore glasses. He 
was a year or two older than me. 
My guess is he started at Slade 
in 1943 and left on completing 
his scholarship in 1945 or maybe 
1944.  He was larger than life 
and had a friendly but forceful 
personality.  Consequently he 
was a leader rather than a 
follower and this comes through 
in his medical career resume.  
His parent's had a tennis court at 
home in Murwillumbah and he 
was a good tennis player as was 
his mother.  When he left Slade, 
I thought he went to Churchie 
but the obituary indicates he was 
first at Sydney Grammar, which 
is news to me.  There are a few 
of my vintage who will remember 
Peter so I hope you publish the 
obituary. 
Kind regards – Brian Self 
I had several people contact me 
re Doctor Livingstone, Brian.  I 
presume he was well known and 
liked by many of his era.  I have 
included his obit in the Vale 
section on Page 4.  Those who 
contacted me include, not only 
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Niel Quirk who doesn’t miss a 
trick, but also Steve Rowan 
who’s made a profession out of 
funerals. – Aunt Louie 
To Aunt Louie from Maddy 
Blyth – I claim a prize!  Your 
1955 ‘A’ Basketball Team is a 
non-existent team.  St Caths 
never played basketball.  Of 
course, it could be ‘A’ Netball 
Team! – Madeline Blyth 
Well live and learn, Maddy.  It is 
true that they called that funny 
game of tossing a soccer 
through a hoop with a net 
hanging off it, ‘netball’, in your 
time.  However, St Catharines 
changed the name in their 
magazines in the fifties and 
started calling it basketball until 
the 80s.  They changed back to 
calling the game ‘netball’ once 
more as the American version of 
‘basketball’ gained prominence.  
Sorry Maddy – no prize, but you 
did raise an interesting anomaly, 
one that does not explain why 
the name was changed from 
netball to basketball in the first 
place.  Did girls stop wearing 
hairnets and begin wearing hair- 
baskets perhaps? – Aunt Louie 
G'day Aunt Louie, 
I'm interested in writing about my 
time at Slade during the period 
1962 to 1965.  If anyone has 
written any memoirs of this 
period and they would like to 
share them, I'd be interested in 
reading them.  If there is a 
charge for including such an 
"advertisement" in your Bull-in-a-
Tin, please advise. 
Regards - David Mason (‘Ugh’) 
Unit 1059 Countryside Villas, 
Yulgibar Close, Kooralbyn 4285 
william.mason6@bigpond.com
The only charge for including 
this “advertisement” is that you 
share some of those memoirs 
with Kinawah so our readers can 
enjoy them - Aunt Louie 

THE “GOSS” 
While someone called Flora was 
pursuing the fauna on her 
mountain bike in the wilds 
around Mapleton, she had a 
mishap resulting in a broken leg.  
Now, the information is scant to 

say the least and perhaps only 
Flora’s fauna knows what really 
happened and how she 
managed to get medical 
assistance, but suffice it to say, 
Flora will be back on her bike 
before too long, knowing this 
feisty lady. 
One of our thrice married ladies 
turned up to Garnet Budge’s 
Grand Chancellor Reunion on 
Friday 31st August having just 
won her club golf championship.  
Given her sporting prowess and 
recent events when a 
commentator copped a golf ball 
in the side of the head at another 
event, one wonders whether her 
husband decided to stay away, 
just in case.  After all, “Fore!” 
can also be spelt “Four”. 
A spirited member of the 
SSPSA decided not to leave all 
the work up to Garnet Budge to 
contact past students from the 
forties & fifties to attend the 
annual Grand Chancellor 
Luncheon.  Madly, she called as 
many of her mates as she could 
find and charged them with 
inviting others who had gone 
missing.  The result was quite 
astounding with most of the 
stalwarts returning and quite a 
few others as well.  Our Blyth 
spirit had not seen one of them 
since she left the old school 
some 60+ years ago.  To say the 
least she was over the moon - 
well done, Maddy! 
Funny how school reunions 
spark memories that have been 
lost in the mists of time.  The old 
rattler that left Warwick for 
Toowoomba once carried a 
precious cargo of young St 
Cath’s girls in the latter years of 
the last world war.  The 
youngsters had to change trains 
in Toowoomba to catch the 
South Western Train that ended 
its run at Quilpie.   When they 
boarded the train in Warwick in 
the wee hours of the morning, 
they had eaten very little so by 
the time they reached 
Toowoomba they were 
“starving”.  The plan was to have 
breakfast at a local café down 
town rather than the bland 
railway fare on offer at the 

station.  There would be plenty 
of time to get back and catch 
their train.  This is where the 
plans of mice and young girls 
begin to go awry.  What the 
scallywags didn’t realise was 
that the café they selected was 
not known for speed of service.  
Overawed by their own audacity 
and no doubt too timid to 
complain about the tardiness of 
the service, by the time they had 
eaten and rushed back to the 
station, they arrived just in time 
to see their train pulling out of 
the station.   One can only 
wonder what excuse they used 
to explain their predicament 
when they called their parents at 
the local Post Office.  Under 
strict instructions to catch the 
next mail train to Dalby (noted 
for its reputation of being only 
marginally faster than a stray 
cow on the line), they were told 
to book into the Windsor Hotel in 
Dalby and catch their respective 
trains the next day.  Now, it 
should be mentioned here that 
while they were making their 
phone calls, several army trucks 
passed them carrying US 
soldiers, whose black faces 
identified them as African 
Americans or Negroes as they 
were then referred.  The soldiers 
were on R & R during WWII and 
the like of them the girls had 
never seen before.  Now the 
most senior girl had taken 
charge, so when they arrived in 
Dalby, they duly booked into the 
hotel as instructed.  But these 
girls were not the sorts to quietly 
stay in their rooms and wait 
patiently until next day when 
they should once more head off 
to the station and catch their 
respective trains – one on the 
South Western Line and the 
others on the Western to Roma.  
Our intrepid leader of the 
bunch decided she would like to 
show the others where she used 
to stay with her parents when 
they stayed in Dalby, which they 
did fairly regularly.  The house 
was just up the road a bit so off 
they set to have a “sticky”.  
However, their way passed the 
Public Bar of the hotel and as 

mailto:william.mason6@bigpond.com
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they passed they were greeted 
by loud ribald laughter.  There in 
front of them were those very 
same black faces they saw in 
the army trucks that passed 
them when in Toowoomba.  
Only now, they were in close up 
and the sudden sight of these 
huge alien African Americans 
sent the bejesus of fear down 
their spines, whereupon they 
beat a hasty retreat to their room 
where they remained 
traumatised until it was time to 
catch their train.  There was no 
chance this time they would be 
late. 
Now you might ask who these 
young ladies were and when this 
little tryst occurred, but I have 
been sworn to secrecy.  
However, those of you who have 
read the “Da Vinci Code” may 
find the answer to that question 
hidden in the text. 
 

Your URL 
WWW.SSPSA.COM.AU

Cross Country 
Ralf was not a typical 
suburbanite, having lived on a 
small farm in Ormiston, 
Brisbane, before it became 
popular with developers.  Ralf’s 
father always had a hankering 
for the country life, ever since he 
was given his own horse so, 
though he was brought up within 
a business oriented family, he 
was always looking for an 
opportunity to escape the rigours 
and confines of a city existence.   
So Ralf was exposed to a varied 
life – born into suburbia – moved 
to a small farm – and finally, a 
small grazing property along the 
banks of the Culgoa River.  Life 
was essentially a kaleidoscope 
of adventure.  Before he was ten 
years old he was engaged in 
activities such as shooting 
rabbits and foxes which 
graduated rapidly into unlikely 
activities such as lone on foot 
hunting of wild pigs, which were 
abundant on the property. 
Ralf spent as much time as he 
could between correspondence 

school and chores heading off to 
the pie melon grounds on the 
sand hill country behind the 
homestead in search of wild pigs 
that loved to feed off the pale 
round fruit.  He carried with him 
an old “pea rifle”, a single shot 
22, which he had learned to 
shoot with reasonable accuracy 
over short distances.  Having 
been taught the rudiments of 
stalking game by the middle-
aged station hand, Fred, a “roo 
shooter” from way back; he 
knew to hunt into the breeze and 
how to move silently through the 
scrub.  Fred had often explained 
that, once you had discovered a 
feeding mob of pigs, the first 
thing to do was to check in which 
direction they were moving, then 
to place yourself in a hidden 
position so that the animals 
would feed towards you until 
they came into range.  This way, 
as long as you remained down 
wind of the animals, they would 
not be alerted by human scent or 
any noise you would make if you 
tried to, in his words, “sneak h-
up h-on ‘em”.  Pigs have an 
acute sense of smell and 
hearing though their sight is 
relatively poor. 
Now you might think that 
shooting pigs with a pea rifle 
was a foolhardy exercise in 
futility and it is true that, unless 
the animal is struck behind the 
ear, or high on the forehead 
above and between the eyes or 
directly behind the front leg 
elbow, the chances of a quick kill 
is very low indeed.  The single 
shot had no telescopic sights 
and the height adjustment for the 
rear sight was non-existent.  
This meant that at a normal 
range of 50-75 metres a very 
fine sight had to be taken to 
direct the projectile to where it 
was aimed, a “fine sight” 
meaning that only the very tip of 
the front sight should be placed 
in the lowest point of the ‘v’ in 
the rear sight when lining up on 
the target.  Patience was the 
essence of the game and 
sometimes it would take an hour 
or more, if at all, before a 
“porker” would place itself in the 

right position for a shot to be 
effective.   Invariably, Ralf’s first 
shot would bring down an 
animal, but then all hell would 
break loose.  When a mob of 
twenty or more pigs panics, it is 
total bedlam.  Short stout beasts 
of all sizes, squealing shrilly 
suddenly break loose in all 
directions. 
Fred had very carefully schooled 
Ralf not to move suddenly during 
this initial hiatus, as a frightened 
and cantankerous boar could 
sight this movement and might 
immediately charge.  Ralf had 
already seen first hand the 
results of another station hand’s 
brush with a boar.  Struck in the 
legs by the charging beast after 
wounding it with an ill placed 
shot, the ringer got to his feet to 
fire again but found his right leg 
would not support him.  The 
lower razor sharp tusk of the pig 
had almost entirely removed his 
kneecap. 
Therefore, Ralf remained 
immobile, his eyes searching out 
another victim and, as the mob 
dispersed, he kept his eyes fixed 
on a large black boar that 
charged off into the scrub.   He 
knew it was a boar by the telltale 
tusks that curled around his and 
disproportionately long snout. 
Experience taught him that pigs 
were very fast over the first 
couple of hundred metres, but 
then, if not visibly pursued, it 
would slow down to a quick trot 
that could go for miles.  Just 
before the boar disappeared into 
the bush, Ralf took off in a sprint, 
following the retreating animal, 
always keeping it in sight, but 
knowing that it was unaware of 
his presence.  Sure enough, 
after a few hundred yards, the 
feral beast stopped momentarily 
to listen for pursuers.  Ralf also 
stopped abruptly and remained 
stock-still.  Not detecting a 
pursuer, but taking no chances 
the pig took off once more now 
slowing down to its extended 
trot.  Ralf followed, maintaining a 
speed that would eventually 
allow him to overtake the big 
tusker. 

http://www.sspsa.com.au/
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Now you may be wondering 
what he would do once he 
managed to catch up with his 
quarry.  Well? Shoot him of 
course.  However, anyone who 
is an experienced hunter will tell 
you that shooting accurately 
while you are puffing and 
blowing is no easy feat, but that 
is what Ralf intended and he had 
done it before – on several 
occasions.  As he ran on, Ralf 
noticed that the scrub was 
getting thicker.  He had already 
covered over a mile by now and 
Ralf realised that unless he 
managed to get close enough to 
shoot soon, he would lose the 
wild boar in the thickening 
sandalwood scrub.  Every now 
and then the big boar would 
repeat the exercise, stopping 
suddenly, head down listening 
for pursuers.  When he stopped, 
so did Ralf, holding his breath, 
knowing the boar would run 
again.  Off the boar would trot 
once more while Ralf increased 
his speed until he got to within 
thirty metres of his quarry.  
Finding a tree to act as a rest, he 
stopped, anticipating the pig 
would stop once more and 
aimed, waiting for the moment.  
It was a game of anticipation, 
one that the boar had been 
winning, because now the scrub 
had got so thick and Ralf was 
now so close that the boar would 
soon discover he was being 
pursued.   Another burst of 
speed over a couple of hundred 
yards and the game was up.  
Ralf would lose sight of him. 
Suddenly, the old boar stopped 
and Ralf knew it was now or 
never.  He fired, aiming at the 
larger target behind its front leg. 
Even with a rest, and holding his 
breath to control his heaving 
chest, his shot was still a fraction 
too high.  The pig raced off once 
more, but this time, knowing he 
had wounded the pig, coupled 
with the excitement of the hunt, 
Ralf took off in hot pursuit.  The 
scrub was so thick by now that 

Ralf momentarily lost sight of the 
old tusker.  Just when he 
thought he had lost his quarry, 
he suddenly found himself in a 
little clearing formed by a gilgie 
hole surrounded by sandalwood 
trees.  Facing him across the 
clay depression, not more than 
twenty metres away, was a now 
very cantankerous old boar, 
head down ready to charge.  
Ralf knew he was in deep 
trouble.  The rifle he held in his 
hands was unloaded and he 
knew by the time he managed to 
slip another round into the 
breech, the boar would be upon 
him.  Even if it were loaded, 
what would his chances be of 
hitting the boar in that vital spot 
at the crown of his head with no 
rest? 
Ralf quickly looked for a tree 
large enough for him to shinny 
up, but the saplings around him 
afforded little sanctuary.  The 
tusks on the beast gleamed in 
the dimming light and just as the 
animal seemed about to charge, 
he heard the crashing sound of 
another fast approaching animal.  
The white curly head and the 
massive horns of a large 
scrubber bull suddenly thrust 
through the bushes between 
them and glared at the two 
antagonists.  The shot fired by 
the young hunter had caused 
more of a stir than he realised 
and Ralf, who was all of ten 
years old, very nearly wet 
himself.  For the first time in his 
life, he could actually feel fear 
loosen his bladder.  Attack was 
coming from all sides.  Never 
before had he felt so helpless.  
The rifle in his hands was now 
as useful as an udder on his new 
antagonist.  The hunter had 
become the hunted. 
Just as he decided the only thing 
he could do was run, the bull 
snorted with annoyance, turned 
and bolted back into the scrub.   
Ralf quickly turned his attention 
to the first danger, but strangely, 
the pig had not moved.  Ralf 

began hastily reloading his rifle, 
but before he could even work 
the bolt, the big boar gave a 
short squeal of despair and 
dropped to the ground, stone 
dead. 
The shot that Ralf had thought 
was rather ineffectual had cut its 
way through vital arteries and it 
was only a matter of time before 
the pig bled to death internally.  
Shaking, Ralf slowly sat down on 
an old box log to regain his 
composure.  The relief he felt 
was quickly followed by 
exhilaration.   This was by far his 
most exciting adventure.  He 
took his skinning knife from its 
scabbard on his belt and walked 
over to his quarry.  Evidence of 
his success would soon be in the 
bag hanging from his belt and 
another would join it when he 
returned to the site of his first kill.  
Snouts and tails fetched two and 
sixpence a pair at the bounty 
office in town. 
This was a story Ralf was to tell 
many times over to newfound 
friends in a place that he could 
then not even imagine.  Ralf had 
no idea that his adventurous life-
style would change dramatically 
and that cross country chases 
hunting wild pigs would become 
a training ground for what was to 
come a few years later.    
(Part 2 – November Issue) 
 
Disclaimer: - The story is a combination 
of truth and fiction.  That is, it is almost 
true, though it could be almost fiction.  
The names have been changed to stop 
people telling lies about their hunting 
achievements though some will still think 
it’s about them.  The characters in this 
story are not representative of any living 
characters and any resemblance to 
known characters is probably not purely 
coincidental.  Time has damaged some 
recollections, but those that can 
remember haven’t forgotten.  Truth 
getting in the way of a good story has 
been carefully avoided. 
 
© Copyright Slade-St Catharine's Past 
Students Association 2007 
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MUG SHOTS 

Congratulations Wilma Laughton for identifying the CEGS 1955 ‘A’ Basketball Team. 
Kinawah did not receive any entries for the identification of past students in the Slade Photo of the 1954 
7/7 Football Team!  Entries will still be accepted, as there is no expiry dates on the photos only the 
characters in the photos. 
 
Identify all the past students in ONE of the following photographs and win one year’s free membership of the 
SSPSA or a bottle of Johnny Walker Whiskey or a carton of Crown Lager or two free entries to the next 
Toowoomba Christmas Party – your choice!   
 
Instructions:  Fill in the missing names and/correct names; Send by return email to windmillpro@bigpond.com; or 
fax to 07 3206 2711; or mail to The Editor, Kinawah, PO Box 9099, Wynnum Plaza, Qld 4178.  The entries will be 
drawn at the next committee meeting and the first correct entry wins.   
 
For the Slade Past Students 

 
 
 
 
 
                                                          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

1956 Primary Athletics 
Back Row ----------, ----------, ----------, D Jackson, ----------, ----------, ----------, Kana Abura 
Fifth Row ----------, ----------, R Watson, S Beilby, ----------, L Billing, ----------, R Deshon, ---------- 
Fourth Row -----------, R Donovan, ----------, R Hansen, Monty, -----------, -----------, E Billing 
Third Row ----------, ----------, ----------, P Howard, Reo Anui, ----------, ----------, P Dutton, E Prince 
Second Row ----------, N Barwick, J Hill, ----------, ----------, -----------, ----------, ----------, ---------- 
Front Row ----------, John Brownless, Michael Brownless, David Giles, ----------, ---------- 
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For the St Caths girls 

 
1947 ‘A’ TENNIS TEAM 

 

Marion Becker, Helen Naylor, _____________, Doreen Foott 
         Note:  Every issue will have two photographs.  Fill out the missing names in one photograph and WIN!                       
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Invitation 

 
Eddie & Lynne Pryor would like to meet you AND YOUR PARTNER at the 1950s Reunion to be held in 
memory of Anni Carpenter (St Caths 1959-62) (later Curtis & Einersen) who did so much to bring us 
together over many years and continues to do so.  Also attending as our Special Guest is Ian Schnitzerling 
who attended Slade from 1950 to 1951. 

Where? 
202 Stockleigh Road 

JIMBOOMBA, Qld 
(plenty of parking on acreage property) 

When? 
Saturday 6th October 2007 

From 
2:00 PM  ‘till WHENEVER! 

Bring a tent, a sleeping bag, a caravan or a hammock!  You are welcome to stay the night! 
Acres of room inside & out. 

BYO 
(COST $25/head fully catered!) 

Please FILL OUT THE FORM BELOW AND SEND WITH YOUR cheque or money order or Direct Deposit 
made out to Slade-St Catharine’s Past Students’ Association Inc. to  

The Treasurer, SSPSA 
PO Box 677 

JIMBOOMBA, Q 4280 
(ASSOCIATION MEMBERSHIP NOT REQUIRED) 

DIRECTIONS 
(if you can’t read a refidex) 

From Brisbane & East:  Take the Gateway Motorway South to the Logan Motorway.  Take the Western route 
towards Ipswich, Warwick, Toowoomba and get off the motorway at the next exit marked Mt Lindsay Highway 
south.  Continue through Regents Park, Park Ridge, Munruben, Chambers Flat, North Maclean.  Take the second 
left into Stockleigh Road after the Maclean Bridge crossing the Logan River.  Eddie & Lynne’s place has large 
black wrought iron gates a few hundred metres past Flynn Road. 
From the West:  Turn onto the Logan Motorway off the Ipswich Motorway and get off the motorway at the exit 
marked Mt Lindsay Highway south.  Continue as above. 
From the South:  Take the Tamborine-Oxenford turn off on the Pacific Highway at Oxenford and travel to 
Tamborine.  From Tamborine take the Waterford-Tamborine Road to Stockleigh and turn left into Stockleigh Road 
at the rail crossing and via off to the left into Mollenhagan Road which becomes Stockleigh Road once more.  After 
you pass Neville Road on the right, Eddie & Lynne’s place has large black wrought iron gates a few hundred 
metres on the same side before you get to Flynn Road.  Good Luck! 
CONTACT:  Eddie & Lynne Pryor 07 5546 9456 
RSVP: 29nd SEPTEMBER 2007 
Cut x----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
Guest 1_____________________________Guest 2______________________________ 
 
Payment Method (please circle)  Cheque/Money Order/Direct Deposit 
Direct Deposit Details:  Account Name:  Slade-St Catharines Past Students Association  BSB: 124-001 
Account No:  90641027  Reference:  Your Name   (50s Reunion Oct 2007) 
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