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80 IN O8 

 
Clockwise from left: Lesley (Patterson) Rex, Bruce Campbell, Betty 
(Thomson) McKenzie & Madeline Blyth celebrate their 80th Earth 
Anniversary at the Supreme Court Reunion on the 14th August last.  (See 
P 2) Photo – Staff Reporter. 

A WORD FROM OUR PRESIDENT 
Due to our president’s absence from Australia, there will be no “word” this 
month, but Margaret assures the association that the job will be on her 
mind constantly as she visits churches in the Netherlands, Germany, 
France and Italy.  As she said in an email to the editor, “Even though I will 
not be able to do my presidental duties for a few weeks I will have St 
Catharines on my mind when I visit all the churches and cathedrals.  
Because of my upbringing at the school chapel and St Marks, I will be 
interested in what these countries have to show.”  Margaret says that the 
association executive is very interested in gathering as many names and 
addresses as possible to keep in touch with all the “Old Boys and Girls" 
and to add them to our general mailing list.  (See more Committee Report 
Meeting P2).  Margaret and husband, Bruce, will return to our shores on 
the 22 October.  Meanwhile, please address all questions to the 
secretary, Helen Moloney on 07 4635 0573 or by email (adjacent)

REUNION REPORT 
It’s all happening!  There 
seems to be a spate of 
reunions lately.  This bodes 
well for, not only the SSPSA, 
but for also for ongoing 
camaraderie, fellowship and 
support for our schoolmates. 

ST CATHS 60/61 REUNION 
Eleven St Caths girls who were 
in the 1960 Sub-junior and 1961 
Junior got together at the Kings 
Beach Life Saving Club at 
Caloundra on the 17th June.  
Most of us had not seen each 
other since we finished our 
Junior year 47 years ago.  We 

had a wonderful time together 
catching up on old times and 
what we had done with our lives 
since.  A few of us went on to do 
senior and have kept in touch 
over the past couple of years.  It 
was interesting to hear what the 
girls had done with their lives 
and how we are all coping with 
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“old” age.  Most of the girls had 
married and have grandchildren.  
Some have been widowed and 
others divorced but everybody 
knew each other and had some 
wonderful tales to tell about our 
schooldays, the sisters and, of 
course, what we got up to. 
We are planning to get together 
again next year and would love 
to hear from other girls in our 
year.  After we all got talking, we 
did manage to track down some 
others from our class and 
followed it up. 
We all had diverse careers from 
teachers to nurses and their was 
even a University Professor 
amongst us.  All have been well 
travelled and happy with our lot 
in life. 
Some of those attending were 
were Del Simiana (Fletcher), 
Cecily Thrower( Harwood), 
Diane McLellan (Place), Val 
Clifford (McAuley), Mary 
McLachlan, Colleen 
Atkin(Mearns), Sue Wake 
(Waterhouse), Kerry Helmrich 
(Roberts), Suzette Schott 
(McIver), Gayle Hannan 
(Grundy) and Dianne 
Prosser(Miller). 
If any girls from 1960/61 would 
like to be in contact please 
contact Suzette Schott (McIver) 
on 07 54997593 or Dianne Miller 
on 07 46 334079. 
Reported by Dianne Prosser 
(Miller) 
SLADE/ST. CATHARINE’S NQ 

REUNION 2008 
Held at the Riverview Tavern, 

Townsville 
Saturday 26th July 2008 at 

7.00pm 
ATTENDING: Jock Macdonald 
(’55-’57) & Kaye, Barry 
Woodworth (’48-’51) & Gai, Jon 
Stephenson (’37-’48), Eddie 
Wickham (’64-’65) & Felice, Mike 
Rippon (’51-’58) & Jenny; Alan 
Meiklejohn (’55-’59) & Cathy, 
Sandra Mollenhagen (Humbley) 
(’67-’68) & Ray, Laurie Boyd 
(’64-’69) & Julie, Natalie Ferris 
[Budge] (’50- ’52), Ray Dickson 
(’66-’68) & Jenny. 
APOLOGIES: John Andison, 
Steve Rowan, Dallas Foster, 
Royce McCowen; Ros Warren 
(Fraser), Cynthia Cummings 
(Wickham), Ray Menkens 

What a great evening. Eighteen 
people (10 past students and 
partners) attended our 2008 get-
together and a wonderful time 
was had by all.  It was great to 
welcome Mike Rippon from 
Mareeba who was attending his 
first NQ reunion having recently 
sold his newsagency which had 
tied him down for many years.  
All the rest of the attendees had 
been to previous reunions, 
although Alan Meikeljohn hadn’t 
made it since our first in 2002.   
We received a report from Mike 
about our (second?) oldest past 
student and resident of Mareeba 
Cynthia Cummings, now 96 
years young I think.  She has not 
been well and is currently in 
hospital in Cairns, albeit still very 
mentally alert; we all wish her 
well.  Royce and Dallas were 
last minute apologies as Dallas 
had an operation earlier in the 
week and wasn’t up to such a 
wild evening (oh, well, not so 
wild these days).   
A “personal introduction” by 
each past student led to some 
interesting memories being 
discussed. Jock & Kaye, who 
had attended this year’s AGM 
and tour to Stanthorpe, filled 
everyone in on the latest news 
from Warwick.   
This was our sixth NQ reunion 
since 2002 (we missed one in 
2005). 
It was decided that we’ll put 
together a Christmas BBQ at 
Natalie’s place in late November 
or early December.  I’ll let you 
know details when they are 
organised. – Reported by Ray 
Dickson  Ph 0419 702 657 or 
dicksonr@nqn.newsltd.com.au  

ST CATHS 1940’S REUNION 
Madeline Blyth once again 
organised her yearly “old” girls 
reunion at the Supreme Courts’ 
Café (See Front Page).  Many of 
the usual suspects were there, 
but a couple of new faces 
attended this year.  They were 
Pat Smyth and Betty (Deshon) 
Bates and Madeline was thrilled 
that they could come.  As is 
generally the case, the token 
male, Bruce Campbell,  was also 
present to keep the drinks up to 
the ladies’ requirements.  Being 
married to a St Cath’s girl 
ensures him of associate 

standing and his gentlemanly 
characteristics ensures him of a 
special place at their table.   
Another recent addition to the 
group is the vivacious Coolah 
(Malanos) Cassimatis who was 
able to again attend this year.  
All up, there were 16 at this 
function and a happier group of 
people you would not find 
anywhere.  Madeline’s group 
traditionally meets a few weeks 
prior to Garnet Budge’s Grand 
Chancellor reunion (See Below) 
and she is instrumental in 
encouraging a large showing at 
that event.  This is what 
Madeline had to say about the 
event:  “A very happy group of 
‘Really Old Girls’ met for a get 
together luncheon and to 
celebrate the 80th birthdays of 
our clan.  With much talk and 
many laughs it was agreed that 
the years have flown.   So many 
stories and ‘do you remembers’ 
that it is difficult to believe that it 
all happened sixty-four years 
ago. 
How well many present 
remembered the move into the 
‘new’ dormitory – complete with 
uncovered concrete floor and ill-
fitted glass louvres!  Early 
mornings in a Warwick winter 
saw us kick our way through the 
frost, clad in our short cotton 
uniforms, in order to sit in 
classrooms and freeze while 
supposing to study.  What a 
wonderful invention in later years 
was the tracksuit? 
But it was wartime and all things 
were difficlult even if our parents 
were able to find decent 
blankets.  It was a case of ‘Do 
we have enough coupons?’   
Do hardships help make us 
stronger people?  I wonder.” 
Others present at this function 
were Joan (Beckinsale) Austin; 
Corrine  (Harris) Taylor; Joan 
(Hinton) Campbell; Pam (Muir) 
Murray, Gloria (Donovan) 
Coombe, Joan (Taylor) Waldron, 
Betty (Thomson) McKenzie, 
Brenda (Burton) Hughes, Beth 
(Harding) Calcino, Lesley 
(Patterson) Rex, Bernice 
(Harding) Parina and, of course, 
the culprit herself, Madeline 
(Eagar) Blyth.   
There were some that could not 
make it this year, but would have 
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loved to have been there except 
for unforseen or unavoidable 
circumstances.  They include 
Alison (Ralston) Whiley, Deane 
(Beckinsale) Bucknell, Sheila 
(Harvey) Dalton and Helen 
(Naylor) Darlington. 

“Da Boyz” 
Almost simultaneously a similar 
group (except for their gender) of  
‘Very Old Boys’ were meeting at 
the Stafford Shopping Centre. 

 
They included from left: Stan 
Schofield, Keith Jones, Ross 
Mison, Trevor “Top Cat” 
Connelly and Robert “Rastus” 
Woods.  Missing, but accounted 
for was Doug “Wacker” Thurect 
and Roy “Diggles” Dunn. 
These crusty old gentlemen 
were also reminiscing about their 
days at school.  Most had been 
terrorised by the same staff 
member and the name ‘Charlie’ 
Olsen was mentioned in 
dispatches.  One of these old 
boys remembered that Charlie 
became Headmaster of 
Toowoomba Grammar but left 
under a cloud in the late sixties.  
“I wonder what happened?” was 
one of those ruminations and 
Public Ear, sleuth extraodinaire, 
“Rastus” Woods, decided to 
investigate.  After calling TGS, 
Bob came in the possession of a 
historical synopsis of the years 
from when Charlie was 
appointed Principal to when he 
was dismissed in 1969.  A 
summary of that synopsis can be 
found in the “Where are They 
Now” column following the 
“Museum Report.” 

 
GRAND CHANCELLOR 

REUNION 
Garnet Budge’s Grand 
Chancellor Reunion was held on 
Friday 19th September at 
midday.  Traditionally, it has 
always been “by invitation only”, 
but has included all those from 
Garnet’s era from both Slade 
and St Caths, namely the forties.  
“Ring ins” are not excluded, but 

a call to Garnet on 3290 0774 
would be appreciated if you 
would like to attend next year’s 
event.   This year there were 
once again over thirty people 
attending though the ubiquitous 
flu epidemic currently afflicting 
the elderly reduced the number 
down from the expected 44 
significantly.  Space precludes 
naming them all those who 
attended or intended to attend, 
but a face who returned after 
missing this event for a few 
years included Irwin Spork.  
Irwin who has for many years 
been involved in the Yachting 
Rotarians particularly as 
Secretary is retiring this year, but 
his work with the Telstra award 
winning Centor Architectural 
sliding door hardware 
manufacturing and design 
company will continue (More on 
this in this in the next issue of 
Kinawah).  Several people spoke 
at the meeting and one 
message, in particular, was 
disturbing to say the least.  Our 
one Slade Staff Member who 
returns year after year to enjoy 
the camaraderie of our reunions 
had a nasty encounter with a 
guide post on the way home 
from one of his many trips to visit 
relatives at Lismore.  The Right 
Reverend Bishop Bevan 
“Pineapple” Meredith is presently 
recovering in rehab after serious 
head and upper body injuries, 
but is well on the mend.  
Question marks remain though 
over future driving and health 
issues.  Our thoughts are with 
him and we hope his recovery 
allows him once more to travel 
and enjoy friends and relatives 
as has been his love in 
retirement. 
Also present at this last event 
was Murray Simpson who is 
grappling with a tumor lodged in 
his face.  Apparently, he was on 
tele recently at the opening of 
the new encology unit at 
Chermside and one of his 
“mates” remarked that it seems 
unlikely he will become a hit in 
Hollywood.  However, with a 
new treatment being used to 
tackle this beast, we hope his 
mate will be proved wrong and 
Murray will be once more 
gracing the catwalk.  All the best 

Murray, our thoughts are with 
you. 
SLADE-ST CATHS CAPERS 
Some very funny things were 
said to students by staff often 
unintentionally.  On in particular 
is recalled accurately even after 
60 years have passed since its 
utterance.  A Mr Edgar Bent, the 
Social Studies lamented on the 
cost of flowers since the 
outbreak of the war to which one 
student muttered that since the 
loaded yanks had been on the 
scene buying them for the 
Aussie girls, it was no damned 
wonder.  Bent, being a strong 
supporter of the alliance was 
incensed at the disrespect of this 
lad who had one of the longest 
names in school at the time – 
Dorough William de Coursey 
Macgillycuddy nicknamed “M13” 
for the length of his name,  
chastised the boy as follows:  
“Macgillycuddy – You’re a fowl, a 
fowl – a perfect fowl!  You 
should be in the fowl house with 
the rest of the fowls!  You’re a 
menace to yourself and the 
whole community!  Now get 
outside!” 
The room, of course collapsed 
into laughter and poor M13 was 
obliged to stand in fear outside 
the classroom awaiting the 
inevitable arrival of the “Black 
Dog” (‘Boss’ Roberts) weilding 
his exhuberantly sadistic cane. – 
Story by “Top Cat” Connolly (Slade 
1946-47) 
Trevor “Top Cat” Connolly 
recalls the time that he became 
an unofficial postman.  Several 
St Caths girls would come up to 
Slade for classes shared with 
the boys for the first time.  Top 
Cat remembers he sat next to 
them and hence exchanged 
letters between the girls and 
boys once the books were 
opened.  Three of those girls he 
remembers were Dorothy Hoog, 
Patsy Swennersen and Helen 
Naylor, but he is hazy on what 
they looked like.  Apparently, he 
was so overwhelmed by the 
presence of “girls” he neither 
looked left nor right for the entire 
time they were there. 
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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 
COMMITTEE MEETING 

The next committee meeting will 
be held at The Parkhouse Cafe, 
Toowoomba on November 15. 
Everyone is welcome, as this 
meeting will double as an 
introduction to the new 
committee and executive and 
local get together.  We are 
hoping for a big roll up.  If you 
would like to attend this 
economic but delicious luncheon 
please call Helen Moloney on 07 
4635 0573 or email Helen 
hmoloney@aapt.com.au and let 
her know you are attending. 
RSVP 31 October 2008 
WHERE ARE THEY NOW? 

Perhaps this would be better 
headed “Where was He Then?” 
Due to the interest shown by a 
group of reunionists, the 
following synposis came into the 
possession of the editor.  The 
question was, “What happened 
to Charlie Olsen when he was 
headmaster at Toowoomba 
Grammar School (TGS)?” 
As previously revealed in an 
earlier edition, Charles Edward 
Olsen, spent one year at Slade 
as a student in 1930 and 
returned to teach until 1952 
when he became headmaster at 
Ipswich Grammar School.  While 
at Slade he instigated the 
creation of this newsletter. 
 (From “Still Playing the Game” – 
courtesy of TGS) 
“Charles Edward (“Charlie”) 
Olsen, BSc (Qld), MACE was 
educated at Slade School, 
Warwick, and the University of 
Queensland.  He came to 
Toowoomba with an outstanding 
reputation as a Science teacher, 
and he was well qualified as an 
administrator.  Early in his career 
he had taught at the Queensland 
Tutorial College, Brisbane, and 
at his old school, Slade, where 

he was promoted to Acting 
Headmaster for the last of his 14 
years there.  From 1953 to 1958 
he was the Headmaster of 
Ipswich Grammar School and 
prior to his appointment as 
Headmaster of Toowoomba 
Grammar School, he taught at 
the Southport School as a 
science teacher and Master-in-
Charge of the Middle School.  As 
a consequence of the Watkin 
Report, which was to result in 
the reorganisation of secondary 
education in Queensland, the 
State Scholarship Examination 
was abolished.  Consequently, in 
1964, the school was required. 
along with all other Secondary 
schools in the state, to 
restructure itself into a five-year 
academic program.  The 
trustees reluctantly closed the 
small primary school component 
in an effort to accommodate the 
then all-time record enrolment of 
390 secondary boys, of whom 
245 were boarders.” 
During Charlies tenure, as with 
Ipswich Grammar, he 
encouraged a building program 
and enrolment push that resulted 
in an unprecidented expansion 
of the school and its facilities. 
However “Mr Olsen eventually 
succumbed to the pressures of 
the era, departing the school in 
somewhat controversial 
circumstances,  But he must be 
given full credit fot the 
remarkable progress the school 
made under his guidance.  He 
had the satisfaction of seeing the 
enrolment increase by 50% to a 
record of 480.  It was to provide 
a solid foundation for the steady 
progress that has continued 
since.” 
It is the “controversial 
circumstances” that remain a 
mystery.  However, it can be 
inferred from what is not said 
rather than what is said that it 
had to do with his particular 
brand of discipline that was 
incompatible with the current 
trends. 
Charlie Olsen was a 
disciplinarian of the “old school” 
where the saying went “spare 
the rod and spoil the child”.  This 
form of discipline went down 
badly in the late sixties with the 
school population and there was 

open revolt by students that 
eventually led to rioting that 
necessitated intervention by 
police.  It was shortly after this 
event that the Board met and 
unanomously agreed to 
terminate the Headmaster’s 
contract.  No reason was given 
officially and Charlie was not 
given the option of resigning. 
Charlie declared in an article in 
the local newspaper on the 16 
December 1969, “This has 
wrecked my career … this 
decision has completely ruined 
my chances of getting another 
job as a headmaster or senior 
master.” 
Despite numerous attempts by 
the media to get a comment 
from members of the board, they 
were steadfastly refused. 
There were many letters of 
outrage by parents and others 
who disagreed with the board’s 
decision.  However, the 
disciplinary problems within the 
school diminished and the 
inference is that in actuality, it 
was the student body that 
succeeded in getting rid of 
Charlie. 
Despite support from the Old 
Boys, Charlie Olsen’s 
reinstatement was a lost cause 
and on the 6 January 1969 the 
Trustees met for yet another 
special meeting which was held 
at the residence of the Deputy 
Chairman of the Board where it 
was decided that no further 
action would be taken.  Charlie 
and his wife, Esther, departed 
TGS the following day after 8 
years as Headmaster (1962-69) 
It is true that Charlie’s career 
within the private sector had 
been ruined, but he secured a 
teaching position at the 
Beenleigh State School  and 
later became Deputy Head of 
the Miami State School for many 
years until his retirement.  He 
died at the Gold Coast on the 10 
May 1986. 

LETTERS 
The integrity of a newspaper 
is measured by its willingness 
to accept criticism, advice and 
input from its readers.  Letters 
also reveal the insights of its 
readers who have been 
inspired by the newsletter to 
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share their life experiences 
with other readers.   If you 
become so inspired, I urge 
you to write to The Editor nee 
Aunt Louie, “KINAWAH”, PO 
BOX 9099, WYNNUM PLAZA, 
Q 4178 or email your letter to: 
windmillpro@bigpond.com 
Dear Aunt Louie, 
First , I’m delighted you are you 
are continuing as Hon.Ed. of 
Kinawah.  I find the newsletter 
most enjoyable and informative.  
I'll repeat what I've previously 
said and that is that the content, 
general standard and frequency 
of the publication are a great 
credit to you. 
I've just skimmed your most 
immediate effort, but a couple of 
points are worthy of instant 
comment: 
1) I'd previously "passed" on 
your fishing story, but see 
references to people who are 
very much part of the fabric of 
current Queensland public life, 
so I shall now read the full yarn 
with much greater interest.  You 
probably know that Richard 
(Dick) Chesterman and George 
Fryberg are both current judges 
of the Queensland Supreme 
Court, Dick Chesterman being 
Harold Chesterman's son.  
George and Dick are near 
contemporaries from UQ Law 
School.  I can't recall now 
whether Dick and George served 
in the Qld University Regiment at 
the same time, but George and 
many other Supreme Court 
judges did so - starting with the 
Chief, Paul DeJersey, and 
running through people such as 
John Muir, John Byrne and 
others who I can't now recall.  
John Dowsett was, too, but he 
skipped from the Supreme Court 
to the Federal Court a few years 
back. 
2) Harold Chesterman was a 
very substantial person.  I didn't 
know the Bismark story.  What I 
do know (from Chesterman's 
obituaries published in UK 
papers in the mid 1980s, such 
as The Times and the Guardian, 
which I still have) is that 
Chesterman served with high 
distinction in antisubmarine 
corvettes in the North Atlantic 
and his exploits served as the 
direct model for the first 

lieutenant in Nicholas 
Monsarrat's, "The Cruel Sea". 
Indeed, the Guardian's obituary 
is headed, "Captain Harold 
Chesterman:  Officer whose 
experiences with the Gibraltar 
convoy OG71 inspired Nicholas 
Monsarrat's The Cruel Sea". 
3) Still on a nautical note, but 
closer to home, I was most 
interested in the interview with 
Madeline Blyth and her 
association with the Queensland 
Maritime Museum Association/ 
the Steam Tug Forceful berthed 
over at the South Brisbane 
Drydock.  I'd be fascinated to 
know more., having incorporated 
the QMMA (for the Museum's 
driving force and long-standing 
President, Dr Rod McLeod.  I 
remember well my early 
discussions with Rod leading to 
our taking the Forceful from 
MacDonald Hamilton-Adelaide 
Steamship Co.  I can probably 
still recite the conditions under 
which the vessel was "given" to 
the Museum for $100!) back in 
the early 1970s.  I sat on the 
inaugural committee (with my 
delightful, but now long departed 
father, who acted as the 
Museum's inaugural Hon. 
Treasuer).  With both my father 
and my even more delightful(!) 
wife, Leslie, I went on many 
down-river trips on Forceful 
(fishing out on Moreton Bay, with 
Leslie working in the galley and 
me down in the stokehold 
shovelling ash!).  It may well be 
that we'd come across Madeline 
without realizing her 
background. 
4) Next, that "7st7" team also 
brought back memories of 
people and times past. I'd left 
the school when the photo was 
taken, but Geoff Orr can 
probably recall the names.  
People such as "Cod" Murray, 
Barry Hoffstetter, Neville Barwick 
and "Gummy" Fill are instantly 
recognizable.  Nearly 50 years 
may test the memory for other 
names, but all the faces are 
certainly familiar. 
5) Lastly, your earlier editions 
have sparked a delightful 
interchange of emails with 
Gordon Shirley up in the NT.  
Take care - and I'll read your 

newsletter in more detail over 
coming days. 
With best wishes 
Neville MacPherson 
Dear Neville, 
Thank you for your inspired 
response, but I should warn you 
against such praise for Aunt 
Louie.  She thrives on such 
encouragement and in the 
inimitible words of someone 
much wiser and experienced 
than either of us:  “Forgive them 
for they know not what they do!”  
You could spawn such verbosity 
as to cause the pages to curl 
and burn to a crisp making all 
future efforts illegible if not totally 
unintelligible.  However, you may 
stamp ☺ on your forehead and 
go to the top of the class. – Aunt 
Louie 
Dear Aunt Louie, 
Interesting to read “Blackie” 
(Glynn Blackwood) commenting 
on “Jum” Chataway’s nickname.  
He is correct.  I found a photo 
taken, I think, in 1952 or 1953 at 
the reunion with : 

 
From Left: Jum Chataway, 
myself and Terry Walker. 
Keep up the good newsletter as I 
enjoy it very much. 
Have enclosed a cheque for the 
Treasurer. -  Yours sincerely, 
Adam C Clark 
Dear Adam, I wish is was so 
easy for me to make money! 
Aunt Louie. 
Dear Aunt Louie,  My apologies 
for the late acknowledgement of 
your email 8/07/08, but have 
been rather busy as at the end 
of June.  I have finally retired 
from the business world and in 
July celebrated the 59th 
anniversary of my 21st birthday.  
The celebrations included a 
party of course, to which a 
number of old boys attended 
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including Alex and Millie Kidd 
making the trip from Brisbane for 
the occasion. (Ed. Note:  Alex 
Kidd attended Slade from 1942-
45) 
All the Best – Niel Quirk 
Dear Niel, on behalf of the 
Kinawah staff and the SSPSA, 
Congratulations on your land 
mark birthday.  As the first 
Honorary Life Member of our 
Association, we send our best 
wishes to you and Margaret. 
The Executive, SSPSA.  

“THE GOSS” 

 
Two people in this photograph 
have been causing a stir around 
Kenmore.  The lady in the front 
is Helen Creswell alias Rivers, a 
well known Slade boy snatcher, 
but word has it that a person 
who doesn’t want to be 
recognised is behind her 
unusual behaviour.  This person 
is believed to have been seen 
around Sundown Street wearing 
dark glass after dusk.  If anyone 
can identify this person, could 
they please contact the Slade 
Stoppers (The SS) care of this 
newsletter?  Fred Sak – Private 
Eye. 

VALE 
David Barrie Loughnan 
(Barrie) (Slade 1945-47) 
29 June 1932 – 21 May 2008 
Barrie grew up at 
“Chrystalbrook” near, Mitchell in 
Queensland and was a 
successful cattleman.  He 
married Judy and together they 
raised four children.  At the time 
of Barrie’s passing, there were 
12 grandchildren.  
Barrie was elected to the Bungil 
Shire Council in 1975 and spent 
16 years on Council, the last 6 
as Mayor of the Shire.  He was 
largely responsible for the 

current success of the Roma 
Saleyards as Australia’s largest 
store cattle selling centre. Barrie 
was very community-minded 
and, even in his retirement, he 
remained involved in many 
organizations. 
William Henry Jackson (Bill) 
(Slade  1946-48) 
3 Dec 1931 – 12 June 2008 
Bill grew up at “Rockvale” near 
Injune in Queensland.  In 1955, 
he married Elsie (Quinlivan) a 
St. Cath’s girl.  They had three 
children, Colin, Sue and Greg 
who also attended Slade and St 
Cath’s from 1970 to 1976.   
Bill ran a successful cattle 
business until retiring to his 
favourite hobby of horse racing.  
He is best remembered for his 
successful grey horse, Flying 
Feathers, who enjoyed extensive 
media coverage after passing 
200 starts. 
Florence Ivy Lang (nee 
Donovan) CEGS Warwick 
(1925-27) passed away in 
Warwick, her home town, on 
Wednesday 17th September last 
aged 96 years.  Florence is one 
of the last of our early Warwick 
Church of England Girls’ School 
enrolled students.  It may come 
as a surprise to many that CEGS 
Warwick was initiated by the 
same group that started Slade, 
but this occurred in 1918, fully 
eight years before Slade was 
founded and nine years after St 
Catharine’s was founded in 
Stanthorpe.   Flo, effectionately 
so called, was part of the 
extensive Donovan extended 
family.  Her now deceased 
siblings attended Slade and 
CEGS, Richard at the former 
and Thelma and Elsie at the 
latter.  Flo’s passing is felt very 
deeply by the Donovan clan as 
she was not only a delightful 
lady, but she represented a 
pioneering link with the very 
early years of the Donovan’s 
settlement on the western 
Downs, 
Flo’s funeral was held at St 
Marks in Warwick on Friday 19th 
September. 

ALTIORA IN VOTIS 
(I Pray for Higher Things) 
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PATRIBUS DIGNI ESTOTE  

(Born to fly higher - be worthy of 
our Forebears) 
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STORY 

SIDEWAYS 
“The Making of a Criminal” 

Greg’s mind was constantly 
active, reliving past events; 
conflicts with other fishermen 
and authorities, thinking the 
things he would have liked to 
have said, but couldn’t articulate 
at the time.  Often he would 
relive court cases in which he 
remembered a particularly 
important piece of information 
that would have put a totally 
different slant on the outcome, 
but he rarely thought about the 
Isothel’s loss and its aftermath.  
It’s as though his brain refused 
to go to such a dangerous place, 
a place where bitterness and 
hopelessness dwelt, a lesson 
learnt, but not to be revisited.  
Perhaps this is why he was 
always able to rise early, fresh 
for the next day’s fishing.  To lie 
in bed with unwanted thoughts 
besieging his consciousness 
was stimulation enough to seek 
the crisp welcome saltiness of 
the sea spray on his face. 
In his youth, he believed in the 
illusion that the world was a 
controllable space. He was bullet 
proof and the sea was his 
sanctuary.  Whilst he maintained 
a healthy respect for its 
unpredictable nature, he held no 
fear of it.  Every problem, every 
situation, every happenstance 
had its solution.  Greg and his 
brother fished in all conditions, 
even in cyclonic conditions that 
kept other fishermen at home.  
Often, instead of running for 
shelter into the lea of a nearby 
island as most experienced 
fisherman would do, they would 
see it as a challenge, even a 
competition between them as 
they worked their crabpots, 
finally coming home with catches 
that became the subject of 
ferocious arguments over 
significance and size. 
Popular media interviewers 
reinforced Greg’s belief in his 
invulnerability.  “Couldn’t this 
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have been prevented?” or “Why 
was this unforeseen?”   
“Shouldn’t you have anticipated 
this occurring?”  He was 
obsessed with the idea that 
everyone in charge is in control 
and that every environmental 
disaster and its consequences 
can be avoided.  Someone is 
always to blame and, if someone 
can be blamed, then all is well 
with the world.  Justice is served 
and equilibrium restored.  In 
Greg’s world, there was no room 
for mistakes, incompetence, 
stupidity, ignorance or even fate. 
Importantly, Greg felt that blame 
for circumstances outside his 
control was a result of others 
refusing responsibility.  The 
distinction between blame and 
responsibility becomes blurred.  
If you are responsible - then you 
are to blame.  It is this notion 
that insurance companies use to 
escape paying out insurance 
claims thus, maximising profits 
and keeping their shareholders 
happy. 
With the loss of the Isothel and 
the refusal of Associated 
National Insurers to pay out, he 
saw this clearly.  The loss of the 
court case compounded it.  Even 
though he was not responsible 
for Mother Nature’s vagaries, he 
was blamed for the outcome.  
He was in charge.  He was the 
one with the responsibility.  
Therefore, he was to blame.  
From that moment on, he 
realised he was not in control.  
For the first time in his life he felt 
vulnerable.  Illness, the storm, 
vested interests by those more 
powerful than he, had taken his 
invulnerability away.  It was not a 
sudden epiphany, but it was 
triggered by a sudden event.  It 
happened like a concertina 
traffic accident.  One 
uncontrollable event colliding 
into another until all that’s left is 
a pile of broken dreams and 
broken promises.  If he was to 
survive, the best he could do 
was to pick the remnants from 
the pile and move on. 
He still had his Fishing Licence.  
He could still crab and he was 
good at it. 
Already he saw his father 
struggling to carry on and there 
was nothing he could do.  After 

all, he had a wife and five 
mouths to feed.  In the midst of 
everything he had lost, Greg had 
learned a compassion for his 
father who he had previously 
thought invulnerable, self-
sufficient and indestructible.  To 
him, his father was a hard and 
resolute man lacking a soft side. 
Greg and his brother still 
remember clearly the day their 
father left them stranded on 
Maclay Island in the southern 
reaches of Moreton Bay.  They 
were young children and this 
was in the early sixties when the 
island was practically deserted. 
These were the days before his 
father turned professional 
fisherman. 
Bob Wood had a shell grit 
mining enterprise.  While still 
employed by Greyhound Buses 
as a diesel mechanic, Bob would 
take his infant boys to Maclay 
Island to shovel shell grit into 
bags, used mainly in poultry 
feed.  They would camp there on 
weekends, filling bags and 
loading them into his boat for 
sale on the mainland.  But one 
weekend, the weather suddenly 
picked up, turning the shallow 
bay into its usual short and 
treacherous chop.  He had to get 
back to work for the next day or 
perhaps lose his new job with 
the bus company.  But then 
again, he didn’t want to run the 
risk of drowning his two young 
sons when he took the heavily 
loaded dingy back to the 
mainland. 
He didn’t think it was all that 
unusual leaving them behind.  
The boys were familiar with the 
island having camped there 
many times before and the camp 
was well stocked with food, or so 
he thought.  He would get back 
as soon as the weather settled.  
However, it wasn’t until the 
following weekend he could 
venture back. 
It didn’t seem to occur to Bob 
that a five and seven year old 
boy left to their own devices on 
an island for a week without 
telling anyone they were there 
was unusual or even 
irresponsible.  Within the first 
three days, the boys had run out 
of food, but they were already a 
resourceful pair.  They were 

used to fending for themselves.  
Living with an ailing mother who 
could barely take care of them 
herself and finally being sent into 
care in a boys’ home was early 
training.  Later, when Bob had 
been granted custody of his 
children, they continued to face 
a broad range of challenging 
situations. 
With their last tin of beef stew 
and still hungry as horses, they 
ate half its contents before 
bending the lid back down and 
using it as bait in an old cane 
crab pot they found lying in the 
mangroves.  After each of the 
high tides, they collected the 
bream caught in their found pot 
and these they cooked over an 
open fire.  The rest of their time 
was spent exploring the island.  
When Bob finally came back, he 
still seemed oblivious to the 
potential ramification of his 
actions.  As far as he was 
concerned, it was part of the 
boys’ learning to cope with an 
unforgiving world. 
This encouragement of 
individuality and self-sufficiency 
in no small way explains Greg’s 
actions in the face of the storm 
before the Isothel was lost.  He 
was, after all, a chip off the old 
block.  On the other hand, his 
uncompromising life provided 
him with a resourcefulness that 
ensured that despite anything 
the elements could throw at him; 
the ‘administrivia’ of petty 
bureaucracy or the machinations 
of those who tried to curtail his 
crabbing success, he would 
prevail.  The only option left to 
those who conspired to bring 
him down would be to hope 
nature would take him or that 
someone else would decide to 
choose the final solution. 
Every industry has its dominant 
members.  Larger companies 
eat up their smaller competitors.  
More powerful supermarkets 
move into the areas served by 
smaller retailers.  A large 
supermarket chain opens a new 
store, putting its smaller 
competitors out of business.  
There are no “I beg your 
pardons”.  It’s just business, 
supposedly good for 
competition.  No consideration is 
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given to broken dreams, loss of 
livelihoods and jobs. 
It seems callous in itself, but 
when compared to competition 
on the bay, such perspectives 
pale in comparison.  There is no 
monitoring of unfair business 
practice between crabbers.  
Justice is administered without 
the protection of the law.  After 
all, a couple of water police and 
a fisheries boat or two are not 
going to police an area three 
times the size of Brisbane.  At 
most, all they can do is become 
a hindrance and an avenue for 
government revenue, fining 
fishermen for minor oversights in 
safety gear and fish size or 
gender and handing out 
ludicrous fines for relatively 
small misdemeanours.  The rest 
of the time is spent shining 
bottoms on chairs fulfilling the 
requirements of accountability, 
filling out forms and writing 
reports.  The vacuum produced 
by unproductive activity is filled 
by investigating a plethora of 
complaints and accusations that 
can rarely be proved or resolved, 
but keep the authorities involved 
in fruitless investigations. 
In frustration at their impotency, 
members of fisheries and police 
form unhealthy associations with 
some of the complainants in 
exchange for information and an 
incidental feed of fish, crab or 
prawn.  Sometimes this is done 
in exchange for an eye being 
conveniently diverted.  They 
begin to rely on informants who 
often have themselves vested 
interests. 
These informants quickly learn 
to manipulate their departmental 
sponsors for their own gain, in 
particular, to bring charges 
against those who compete 
against them for the wealth that 
crawls over the bay’s bottom.  
No better target is chosen than 
someone who has a record of 
disdain for authority, little regard 
or respect for public servants 
and who regards bureaucracy 
generally as useless as a wart 
on the arse of a blowfly. 
Greg Anderson, a now retired 
Deputy Superintendent of 
Fisheries remarked, “Greg Wood 
was his own worst enemy.  It’s 
his manner, rude and abrasive.  

Coupled with his work ethic and 
expertise as a crabber, he really 
got under the skin of the other 
fishermen who do most of their 
fishing near a bar – the bar of a 
pub that is.” 
Over many years, Greg Wood 
has fit that profile perfectly, his 
greatest fault being his expertise 
as a master crabber with a work 
ethic to match.  Had he been 
incompetent and ineffectual as a 
fisherman, he would have been 
largely ignored.  However, he 
serves another important 
function for his competitors.  He 
has effectively taken the heat off 
other fishermen so that scrutiny 
of their own business practices 
is overlooked. 
Almost every crabber you would 
like to meet is happy to have 
Greg Wood as the common 
bogeyman.  In recent times, the 
most effective informants 
keeping the myth alive are two 
families of crabbers popularly 
known as the Moreton Bay 
Mafia.  According to the son of 
another professional fisherman, 
they are renowned standover 
men with one of them doing time 
for attempting to shoot someone 
over a drug deal.  The Bay 
Mafia’s reputation is enhanced 
by a propensity for making 
threats against those who they 
deem as encroaching on their 
territory.   The mother-in-law of 
the jailed family member, at a 
chance meeting at the Cleveland 
Police Station, admitted to Greg 
he was the victim of a program 
of lies and intimidation by her in-
laws.  This was stated in front of 
her daughter, the criminal’s, 
partner. 
Before the Bayside Mafia, 
however, came the ‘A’ family, 
who were renowned for their 
influence over what went on in 
the bay.  ‘A’, after years of 
purportedly standing over his 
competitors finally became 
Chairman of the Queensland 
Commercial Fishing 
Organisation (QCFO) and 
Deputy Chairman of the 
Queensland Fishing Board.  His 
appointment was no doubt 
enhanced by his political 
contacts.  He was John Goleby’s 
(Minister for Water Resources 
and Maritime Services) 

Campaign Manager in the 
notorious and corrupt Bjelke-
Petersen Government, which 
gave him influence on a 
bureaucratic level with all the 
state departments with 
responsibilities for the oversight 
of Moreton Bay and all other 
major fisheries in the state.  ‘A’ 
made it his business to get rid of 
the Wood family from the fishing 
industry forever.  Greg Wood’s 
reputation as the scourge of 
Moreton Bay was formed largely 
due to clashes with members of 
his organisation. 
People still recall ‘A’’s wife, 
‘affectionately’ referred to as 
“Ma”, cheering and clapping in 
court at the announcement of 
Greg Wood ‘s conviction for a 
crime that was impossible for 
him to have committed.  Her 
undisciplined behaviour almost 
led to an indictment for 
contempt.  ‘A’ later traded “Ma” 
in for his secretary. 
The entire operation had been a 
set up from the start with the ‘A’ 
clan likely part of the operation, 
their presence in the court being 
testament to that.  Greg stood 
accused of stealing a net from 
another fisherman named 
Hatchman.  It was found lying in 
one of the Wood family’s net 
boats in the days when net 
fishing was part of the crabbing 
off-season enterprise.  A 
fisherman named ‘B’, now 
deceased, a good friend of the 
‘A’ and one of Greg’s competing 
fisherman, supposedly 
discovered the net’s “hiding” 
place.  On the night when the 
theft was supposed to have 
taken place, Greg’s powerboat 
was out of commission at the 
marine mechanics and his 
father’s boat was parked outside 
his father’s home.  The company 
boat, a bondwood Oceaneer 
was also in for repairs with a 
broken crankshaft at the Bayside 
Buses’ Workshop in Manly.  The 
only other boat available was a 
rowboat.  Despite testimony from 
various sources that neither boat 
nor trailer ever left his father’s 
premises, Greg was accused of 
the offence.  The only way he 
could have committed the crime 
was to row his boat several 
kilometres to where the 
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Hatchman boat was moored; 
steal the net and row several 
more kilometres to put it in one 
of his own netting boats, then 
row again several kilometres 
home, all this in the dead of 
night. 
Another interesting anomaly also 
arose during the court 
proceedings.  The boat 
containing the offending article 
had just been painted a different 
colour to all the other boats kept 
by the Wood’s for netting.  To 
keep their boats from being 
interfered with during the off-
season, the boats were kept 
moored in the mangroves.   
They were painted green to help 
in their camouflage.  The boat 
containing the net had just been 
freshly painted a light brown or 
beige colour to the water line 
using paint stolen from Greg’s 
own garage.  It stood out among 
the other boats like a sore 
thumb.  Though it’s significance 
was not mentioned in court, it 
would be an ideal way to help 
identify a boat for someone to 
“discover” the stolen item, 
something confirmed by the 
“discoverer” himself after the 
case was over. 
Having all the hallmarks of an 
elaborate “set-up” with no motive 
for the theft offered, the 
proposition was preposterous, 
but the court, in its ignorance of 
the full circumstances of the 
case, found for the plaintiff and 
Greg was convicted of theft.  As 
he left the courtroom, Greg 
revealed that ‘B’ sidled up to him 
with a smirk on his face and 
murmured in his ear, “I set you 
up, you bastard, and I’ll do it 
again if you come back.” 
The motive to paint Greg as 
dishonest and to finally have him 
discredited and removed from 
the fishing community was 
established.  The scene was 
now set for Greg’s eventual 
expulsion. 
Ironically, both ‘A’ and ‘B’ later 
died, the former of a premature 
heart attack eligibly during a tryst 
with his secretary and the latter 
of fish poisoning, but not before 
the vendetta escalated.  To help 
in the demise of the Wood’s 
fishing business, ‘A’ enlisted the 
help of the state Department of 

Fisheries.  He became Fisheries’ 
most influential informant and 
soon his complaints supposedly 
from other fishermen had them 
following the Wood’s around like 
dogs on heat. 
Led by the ubiquitous Fishing 
Inspector, ‘C’, Greg Wood found 
himself being fined and charged 
for every minor offence in 
Fisheries’ book.  The situation 
became worse when he 
discovered a relation of the then 
Minister for Fisheries, John 
Goleby, stealing crabs from his 
brother-in-law’s pots.  Not 
knowing the connection between 
‘A’ and Goleby, he made the 
mistake of visiting the minister in 
his office to inform him of his 
discovery instead of reporting it 
directly to the authorities.  On 
the misconception that, if he 
approached the minister in 
private, he would ensure the 
young fellow wouldn’t repeat his 
offence while saving everyone 
embarrassment, he found that 
he came under even more 
intense pressure from the QCFO 
and the authorities.  The word 
was out to quash the Wood boy 
once and for all. 
Greg was not part of the local 
fishing social scene.  Not being a 
drinker, he wasn’t interested in 
the back slapping camaraderie 
of the fishing fraternity.  He was 
a crabber and he was focused 
on his job.  The harder he 
worked the more he showed up 
the inadequacy of his 
competitors who were used to 
an abundant bay that provided a 
living with the minimum of effort.  
As that abundance diminished, 
Greg became the focus of their 
dissatisfaction. 
It was under this shadow that the 
first “Sting” was hatched. 
The following is a re-enactment 
of what might have occurred 
behind the scenes of the well-
documented operation. 
“The Super’s getting hassled by 
the QCFO to do something 
about that bloody Greg Wood,” 
says an annoyed ‘D’, Manager of 
the Pinkenbah Fishing and 
Boating Patrol Depot to one of 
his inspectors, ‘E’.  He scratches 
his chin in irritation.  “‘A’ called 
‘P’ and ‘P’ called ‘T’ and . . . you 

know how it goes.  Said the local 
fishermen have had enough.” 
 “I had enough of him a long time 
ago,” replies a sympathetic ‘E’. 
“‘A’ says he’s fishing without a 
licence again.” 
Another fishing inspector, ‘F’, 
joins the pair. 
“What’s up fellas? “ he asks. 
“In a word, 'Woodsy',” sniffs ‘A’. 
“Not him again!” exclaims ‘F’.  
“Mind you, we better be careful 
how we go.  We don’t want to 
get our own arses burnt, 
especially as Woodsy caught 
you, ‘E’ with those pots on board 
the ‘Murchison’.  If you hadn’t 
convinced Ray Green not to 
press charges, your role in it 
might have come out.”  He looks 
around in time to see ‘G’ 
approaching. 
“What’s up fellas?”  ‘G’ asks 
grinning, wanting to be part of 
the conspiracy. 
“Nothin’, just that Wood problem 
again,” ‘A’ retorts angrily. 
“Look it shouldn’t be too difficult 
to shut them down,” says ‘D’. “I 
mean the buggers are stuffed 
anyway - no trawler - broke.  
They’re fishing out of a little 
tinnie for Christ’s sake!  If they 
were shut down for a few 
months, they’d be finished.  All 
we gotta do is catch Greg 
helping his old man.” 
“And he ‘ain’t got a licence no 
more’,” says ‘G’ as he mimics 
Bob Wood’s gravelly voice.  He 
obviously enjoys their success at 
giving the Wood’s a hard time, 
but then shakes his head 
seriously. 
“If we shut them down, we’d get 
the other fishermen off our backs 
as well.” ‘E’ offers.  “Life would 
be a lot easier, let me tell you,” 
‘E’ is the senior member of the 
trio of Inspectors and has had 
more run-ins with Greg Wood 
than the rest put together.  He 
knows that the Wood boy has 
something on him, which he 
spreads around like Moreton 
Bay mud.  He wished he hadn’t 
been there that day.  If only the 
owner of that bloody fly-bridge 
cruiser hadn’t asked him on 
board.  He knew he shouldn’t 
drink while on duty, but how was 
he to know that Greg Wood’s 
boat would break down right 
under his bloody nose?  It was a 
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clear enough day and the new 
fellow on the Murchison was 
being looked after by ‘H’ so what 
the hell?  Funny how a bit of 
alcohol can interfere with one’s 
good judgment, though. 
On that day, Greg’s fishing boat 
had broken down at the Hanlon 
Light, the main beacon marking 
the edge of the reef off the north 
side of Peel Island.  As luck 
would have it, the first boat to 
happen across them was the 
Fisheries Patrol Boat, 
“Murchison”, accompanied by 
the fly-bridge fishing cruiser with 
an inebriated ‘E’ on board.  As 
soon as he spotted who was on 
board the stranded fishing boat, 
a fit of bravado took over.  ‘E’ 
couldn’t help but show the 
skipper of the cruiser what an 
important fellow he was. 
“Well I’ll be buggered, if it isn’t 
my favourite fisherman, Greg 
Wood?”  He sneers at his 
luckless victim drunkenly.  
“What’s your problem, Woodsy?  
Got a hole in your boat 
hopefully.”  He laughs at his own 
joke. 
The last person that Greg 
wanted to find him helpless at 
sea was ‘E’, someone that hated 
him as much as he hated him 
back.  “What does it look like, 
you dumb bastard.  I’ve broken 
down and believe me, the last 
person I would want help from 
would be you – especially as I 
can see you’re as pissed as a 
fart.  I bet that would go down 
well in your service record!” 
There are two other fisherman 
aboard Greg’s boat, the Lang 
brothers, Troy and Jason.  They 
are taken completely by surprise 
by the normally taciturn Greg, 
and laugh nervously at his jibe, 
but they can’t help think that 
Greg has said too much too 
early.  ‘E’’s face turns bright red.  
He can feel the bile rise in his 
mouth and he’ll be damned if 
this ignorant low life crabber and 
his mates will get away with 
making him look like a fool. 
He yells back, “Have it your own 
way.  You can get stuffed, 
Wood.  You can bloody sit there 
forever as far as I’m concerned.  
You can wait until some other 
poor bastard comes along.” 

He turns to the skipper of the 
cruiser and says, “That p--ck can 
stay there and learn some 
manners.” 
He turns to the other inspector 
on board the Murchison and 
yells. “Leave them and follow us 
into the One Mile!” 
The young probationer at the 
wheel on board the Murchison is 
aghast at what he hears.  
Nevertheless, he turns to his 
superior.  “Should we be leaving 
these fellas out here?” 
“Just keep your mouth shut and 
do as you’re told, if you know 
what’s good for you,” ‘H’ growls. 
What the inspectors don’t know 
is that this young fellow, the son 
of western Queensland grazier, 
has seen enough to know that 
this is not the company he wants 
to keep.  The western plains are 
not that much different to the 
sea.  When you found someone 
in trouble on a lonely outback 
road, you would no more drive 
past than you would sail past a 
boat stranded on the sea. 
When the two boats arrive at the 
One-Mile Anchorage near 
Dunwich on Stradbroke Island 
some ten minutes later, the 
young jackeroo declares he 
won’t accompany the others into 
the bar of the Yacht Club, as it’s 
been a long day and he’d like to 
catch up on some sleep.  No 
sooner do the inspectors and the 
skipper disembark and 
disappear into the bar, than he 
casts off and heads back out to 
the stranded boat. 
“Throw us a line,” he calls out to 
the relieved trio who are still 
trying to start their motor. 
Greg, as is customary, says little 
by way of thanks, though he is 
thankful.  “How come you 
changed your mind?” He asks. 
“I didn’t,” the young cow cocky 
replies.  “No one should be left 
out here, no matter what.” 
“Do they know your helping us?” 
Greg indicates the distant island 
shore. 
“Na.”  He ties off the rope that 
has been tossed to him. 
“Bloody hell! You’re going to cop 
it, pinching the Murchison 
without permission.”  Greg is 
impressed.  This is a fellow after 
his own heart, someone who 
won’t take shit from anyone, 

particularly someone in 
authority. 
“Couldn’t give a stuff really,” the 
young Jackeroo replies.  “I’m 
giving them my notice tomorrow.  
Lets say I’d rather muster a mob 
of scrubbers than work with 
those arseholes.  Now, where do 
you want to go?” 
For the first time they grin at 
each other across the water.  A 
perfect understanding has been 
reached and yet they hadn’t 
even swapped names. 
‘E’’s face reddens at the memory 
of that day.  He would do 
anything to get rid of that bloody 
upstart, Wood.  He has worked 
on the Superintendent, 
incessantly, talking up the 
dissatisfaction of the other 
fisherman with the Wood family, 
particularly Greg.  His older 
brother had already left the fold 
for the prawning fields up north.  
Now there was only his old man 
left.  He was harmless enough, 
not a threat to anyone, but that 
bastard, Greg! 
‘D’ turns to his fellow 
conspirators.  “Look, let’s go 
over everything the Woods have 
done recently.  We know they’ve 
just started crabbing again so 
check everything.  ‘H’, you go 
and look up their paperwork, 
boat registration, fishing license - 
the works.  Find something to 
nail them with.  F, you and me 
and ‘E’ are going on a fishing 
expedition.  We gotta find out 
where Bob Wood puts in his 
boat, when they go and where 
they’re crabbing at the moment.  
Let’s do this right – I want every 
“i” dotted and “t” crossed.  I want 
to get that bastard once and for 
all.”   He turns to ‘E’.  “I know 
how much you love the Woods 
so I’m putting you in charge of 
this operation.  Don’t stuff it up.” 
“It’ll be a pleasure,” ‘E’ retorts. 
After the loss of the Isothel, Greg 
Wood remained in the Hervey 
Bay region where his wife and 
family lived.  He was familiar 
with the bay where he and his 
brother had worked several 
years before to raise the money 
for the construction of the Isothel 
– as his father used to say, 
“Every sandy, a nail and every 
muddy, a plank.”  Like Moreton 
Bay, Hervey Bay was an 
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abundant source of sand and 
mudcrabs.  When Greg returned 
to Moreton Bay a few months 
later, the situation had changed.  
A new family was entering the 
business and their success was 
considered dependent on the 
departure of the Wood 
enterprise.  With the return of 
Greg, the most productive of the 
fishing fraternity, he was seen as 
a direct threat to that enterprise.  
‘A’ initiated another meeting to 
petition for the removal of Greg’s 
fishing licence.  Of the twenty-
two fishermen who attended the 
meeting, only seven would sign 
the petition, two of whom 
belonged to the Moreton Bay 
Mafia, the rest leaving in disgust.  
Greg was not invited, but his 
father was there.  He stood up 
for his son and nearly came to 
blows with the patriarch of the 
‘Mafia’ standover men one of 
whom had just been granted a 
fishing licence. 
Taking the petition in hand to 
John Goleby, the presiding 
minister who, during the Bjelke-
Petersen era, had the same 
under-standing of Separation of 
Jurisdiction as the then Premier, 
‘A’ was successful in having 
Greg’s licence removed for a 
period of over five years. 
Greg was beside himself at the 
loss.  The only thing he knew 
was fishing.  It was his life and 
he had a large family to support.  
In one stroke of the pen, he no 
longer had a fishing licence, 
which he had held for fifteen 
years since the age of twelve.  
Greg’s reaction was predictable. 
First he approached ‘D’, 
Manager of the Pinkenbah 
Fishing and Boating Patrol 
Depot to ask what he should do 
to regain his licence.  Not 
surprisingly, he was informed he 
should seek employment 
elsewhere.  In defiance, he 
returned to Hervey Bay where 
he fished illegally, selling on the 
black market where he could 
and bartering where he couldn’t. 

He had been there barely four 
months before ‘A’ got wind of it 
and he immediately convened a 
meeting of the QCFO to 
encourage the local commercial 
fishermen to dob Greg in and 
have him removed from the 
area.  However, his intention 
backfired and he was told in no 
uncertain terms to “buzz” off.  
Greg had many friends among 
the fishing fraternity there and 
there were no ill feelings toward 
him.  They understood the 
vendetta that had been initiated 
and felt Greg had been unfairly 
dealt with.  Barely a fisherman 
among them had not been 
subject to numerous minor 
convictions and to continual 
harassment by Fishing and 
Boating Inspectors. 
But when Greg decided to return 
to Moreton Bay, where his family 
now lived, the vendetta 
escalated.  The Moreton Bay 
Mafia became a continual 
source of harassment.  He was 
refused a renewal of his licence 
and, even when he tried to assist 
his father, Fishing and Boating 
Patrol set up the sting that not 
only netted Greg, but his father 
as well. 
Six fishing inspectors led by ‘E’ 
and included ‘F’, ‘G’ and ‘H’ lay 
in wait watching father and son 
work their nets in Raby Bay and 
Toondah Harbour.  Bob worked 
the pots while Greg, still the 
holder of a Fishing Boat Licence, 
worked the boat.  According to 
the almost “too” identical reports 
of the watching inspectors, Greg 
was helping to lift the pots, a 
definite “no-no” under the 
regulations of the time.  
Nowadays, a family member can 
help a holder of a fishing licence 
without the need to have one of 
their own.  Needless to say, it 
was disingenuous even then to 
convict an unlicensed son for 
helping his licensed father lift a 
pot out of the water.  Despite 
Bob’s protestations that his boy 
was not lifting pots, but was 
responsible for the operation of 

the boat only, Fisheries was 
successful in confiscating the 
boat and gear for over twelve 
months, effectively bankrupting 
Bob who had to seek legal aid to 
defend himself an inordinate 
time later.  However, it did 
nothing but stiffen the resolve of 
the younger Wood. 
Bob was charged with operating 
an unlicensed boat, but the 
charge was dropped when it was 
found to be a clerical error only.  
The boat was, in fact, licensed.  
Having been unsuccessful, 
another charge was 
manufactured, i.e., Greg was 
fishing illegally by assisting his 
father.  Witness collaboration by 
the inspectors ensured that Greg 
lost his case against the 
conviction and he was fined a 
small sum of money.  However, 
the Manager of the Pinkenbah 
Fishing and Boating Patrol 
Depot by refusing to release the 
boat was successful in shutting 
down an innocent man’s 
livelihood. 
They were not successful in 
stopping their main target, the 
tenacious Greg.  He openly 
fished illegally.  Conviction 
followed conviction with Greg 
spending time in jail, having 
boats confiscated, fines 
imposed, community work 
orders and good behaviour 
bonds, but still he persisted in 
fishing, eventually taking himself 
to Hervey Bay once more where 
he fished illegally for years with 
the acquiescence of the local 
fishermen until . . . . . .  
Edited by Paul F Holland 
© Windmill Productions Pty Ltd 2008 
 
Disclaimer:  Letters denoting the real 
names of the participants in this story 
was imposed due to legal advice to avoid 
litigation for defamation.  Any similarities 
to living subjects may be purely co-
incidental.  If so, only the guilty need to 
put up their hands. 
  
Next Issue 
 
 “The Final Solution” 

 
MUG SHOTS 

Identify all the past students in ONE of the following photographs (next page) and win one year’s free membership of 
the SSPSA or a bottle of Johnny Walker Whiskey or a carton of Crown Lager 



 

Journal of the Slade and St Catharine’s Past Students Association 2008 Volume  12

Congratulations once again Flora Clark!  Flora identified all the members of the St Cath’s 1959 Swimming Team.  We 
can’t even make Flora a Life Member as, not only is she already a Life Member, but also it seems that when it comes to 
remembering names of those in sporting teams from her era, Flora’s memory is encyclopedic.  The names are as follows:  
Back Row:  Sue Armbruster, Maryanne Forrester, Sandra Lomas, Sue Cory, Lyn Donovan, Janet Bell Dineh Dickson, 
Elizabeth Howes 
Second Row:  Joyce Knowles, Avis Turnbull (Captain), Moyra Price, Barbara Battye 
Front Row:  Leonie Little, Flora Reis, Sue Little, Deanna Young 
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 Boys 

 

 
From Left:  ___________; ___________; Dave Sutton; Homu Kavora; ___________; ___________; John Gosper 
 
For the St Caths Girls 

 
 
From Left: __________; _________; Margaret Stewart; _________; _________;  _________; __________ 
Note:  Members of the Executive are not eligible to win prizes, but may enter the contest.  Every issue will have two 
photographs.  Fill out the missing names in one photograph and WIN!  ENTER now before Margaret gets back from 
her trip O/S. 


