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IS THAT REALLY YOU?

From Left:  Ray Whear about to be unmasked by Kinawah Editor, Paul 
“Louie” Holland at the Sixties Reunion held at the Breakfast Creek Hotel 
(More on Page 2)

A WORD FROM OUR PRESIDENT
First Meeting as President.

Did I feel like Barak Obama?  There was a difference in the numbers!  
There were six at our meeting in Toowoomba on the 15th last.  As most of 
our members are from the 50’s and 60’s the life span of our association is 
only 10 to 20 years.  We need everyone to rally and find as many past 
students as possible so we can all gather and share memories of our 
school days.  We must make the most of whatever time is left.  Forward 
me any addresses and e-mails you have of school friends rediscovered.  
We are attempting to change the venue of our annual reunion.  If you live 
in a town or city that has a festival or celebration, please let me know.  
Most of us would love a weekend away to visit somewhere new.  We are 
fortunate of have Paul as our Kinawah editor as he just loves to research 
and write.  To be democratic, we have a questionnaire for you to fill out
(back page) and return to me so we can gauge the requirements of our 
readers.  There’s a working bee in January to clean all the trophies in the 
museum.  Lots of families visit Warwick to show their children where they 
went to school or to recall their school experiences.   Be sure to visit the 
caretaker at Slade for the key to access the museum.  Remember to 
make a special effort to make our association a success as time is 
running out.
Margaret Stewart (Ree)
President 
Slade and St Catharine’s Past Students Association.
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REUNION REPORT
If there is anyone out there who 
still doubts that Slade is a place 
where all things are possible; 
who still wonders if the dream of 
our founders is alive in our time, 
who still questions the power of 
our association, Saturday, 1st

November at the Brekky Creek 
is your answer.  (Now where 
have I heard these words 
before?  Oh well, press on.  At 
worst, I might be accused of 
plagiarism.)
It’s the answer told by lines that 
stretched around the various 
bars and tables at the Brekky 
Creek in numbers this old boy 
has never seen; by people who 
travelled for three and four 
hours, many for the first time in 
their lives, because they 
believed that this time it would 
be different; that they would see 
someone from their schooldays 
for the first time since leaving 
Slade.
And it was so.
It’s been a long time coming, 
forty years in fact since some 
students from 1968 graduated 
and met for the first time since.   
Such is the reality of Richard 
“Harry” Cleal’s dream of getting 
the class of ’68 together again 
for a fortieth reunion.  – On yer 
Harry!
Not only did Harry and his 
helpers get a terrific response 
from the class of ’68, but he got 
a wonderful response from the 
classes of ’69 & ’67 and some 
from the early sixties as well.  
These included Ian “Boots” 
Baker (1959-61), Geoff Orr 
(1957-64), Harry Haxton (1961-
64), Peter Ramsay (1959-64), 
“Yokky” Hofland (1959-65); Jeff 
Hannaford (1963-65), Michael 
Streeten (1958-66), Stuart Groat 
1962-66), Daryl “Thumbs” Saal 
(1960-66), Bill Kajewski and 
Josh Milton (1965-66).
Much of this was made possible 
due to the efforts of Steve Cooke 
who shared the dream and John 
Bayliss who got us off our 
backsides in the first place and 
who was instrumental in 
expanding the reunion to include 
as many of the sixties past
students as possible.  Never was 
so much done by so few for so 

many or is it “Never was so 
much done by so many for so 
few”?  (Here I go again.)  
Anyway, many of us made 
contact with as many of our 
classmates as possible and 
much detective work went into 
finding others.  The use of bush 
telegraph techniques came in 
handy.
Some travelled from Townsville 
(Ray Dickson, Laurie and Julie 
Boyd); Sydney (Leigh “Dirk” 
Hartog); Melbourne (Mike 
McDade); Katharine (Ray 
Whear); Emerald (Rick & Ann 
Noon); Gravesend (Ross 
Thompson) and many more from 
distant places.  1967 was well 
represented by Roy and Helen 
Gillespie, Paul and Andrea 
Holland, John and Judy 
Redmond, Dave and Ann 
Herbert, John Bayliss and Tim 
Streeten while 1969 produced 
Gary Petersen, Robert “Megs” 
Willson, Peter Kajewski, Jim 
Groat, Roy Toohey, Alan 
Davidson, Chris Woodland, 
Gordon Bromley, and Walter 
Robb.  However, the greatest 
representation came from the 
celebratory group themselves, 
the class of 1968.  Richard 
“Harry” Cleal, Steve Cooke, 
Lloyd Bailey, Ray “Dicko” 
Dickson, Roger Frizzell, Leigh 
“Dirk” Hartog, Clive Lindenberg, 
Mike McDade, Richard Noon, 
Will Roberts, Jeff McKillop, Peter 
“Spike” Slader and Tony 
Streeten all staged an 
appearance.  Others also came 
to share the good times and 
included our own Maddy Blyth 
(nee Eagar – latest Honorary 
Life Member of the SSPSA) who 
wished to meet all the lads and 
Josh Milton in particular as she 
wanted to meet up with his 
brother, John, when she 
travelled to WA for the Service at 
sea for her brother, one of the 
lost HMAS Sydney crew.  Not 
only did this event attract many 
of the wives and partners –
(Tony’s wife, Martine, not 
previously mentioned, also 
accompanied her husband) – but 
it netted John Redmond’s sister, 
Trudy, and her husband, Dave, 
who joined the celebrations.  
Trudy, a 1969 graduate of St 
Catharine’s, had such a great 

time, she would like the event to 
be repeated, an already 
envisaged plan, only this time 
including St Catharine’s sixties’ 
students.
Many a story was retold with 
embellishments and included the 
visits to Slade by Commodore 
Wyatt and his association with 
the Warwick Show and Rodeo.  
Many a student from Slade 
visited “Rokeby”, the Wyatt’s 
property just to the south of 
Warwick after a day’s ride at the 
Show, something clear in the 
mind of Roy Toohey, who 
competed in the camp drafting 
events and went on to win many 
such events around the state.
Some of you will remember 
Roy’s Dad, Jack, another 
legendary camp drafter and our 
only known surviving 1926 
enroller in Slade’s inaugural year 
and who was awarded an Order 
of Australia for his services to 
the “Rats of Tobruk Association”.
Little snippets of memory come 
to mind - Dave Herbert’s 
invention of the Lazar before it 
became commonplace; Daryl 
Saal in love with a very attractive 
St Cath’s girl – not unusual in 
itself.  There were a couple of 
good-looking ones.  (I think I just 
lost half my readership.) - Roy 
Toohey scoring a try at the Old 
Boy’s reunion match against the 
First XV – Gary Petersen serving 
up a ball to Scots as part of the 
Firsts Tennis Team – Peter 
“Spike” Slader, one of the best 
breakaways in the rugby game, 
breaking a leg in a match 
against Warwick High – the 
sound of his thigh bone 
snapping enough to put one off 
footy forever – his bravery in 
returning to play, well 
remembered (after his leg 
healed, of course) - John 
Redmond proudly receiving his 
prize for Dux of the School –
“Yokky” Hofland taking another 
wicket with his orthodox offspin –
Geoff Orr as anti-authoritarian, 
aggressive rugby forward and 
top academic defying teacher 
logic that only a dunce could be 
so rebellious – Harry Haxton 
bellowing his support for the 
footy team through his mega 
megaphone, “Slade School, 
Blue-Gold-Blue! “ – Peter 
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Ramsay, scuttling back in 
anticipation thwarting another 
short kick by his opposing Five-
eight, TSC’s “Turtle” McIntyre –
“Beanstalk” Bayliss tucking a 
rugby ball under his arms as if 
his life depended on it (and it 
did) and streaking like the 
Roadrunner for the corner to 
score in a second’s match on 
Slade Oval against Scots in 
1966; Tim Streeten lobbing 
another lolly pop return over the 
nets to beat a frustrated captain 
of the Firsts Tennis Team in the 
School Open Championships; 
Mike McDade removing freckles 
with a magic anti-pigment 
cream; a then chubby Laurence 
Boyd heading off with Ray 
Dickson, Chris Woodlands, Alec 
Nisbett and John Stibbard to St 
Caths for another play rehearsal 
with the Slade Drama Group not 
caring so much about disciplined 
performance, but highly 
motivated to ogle their feminine 
audience and meet their 
approval, which they often did; 
“Harry” Cleal, Richard Noon, and 
Clive Lindenberg marching out in 
the winning Barnes Cadet Drill & 
Efficiency Competition Platoon 
and as part of the Guard of 
Honour for the opening of the 
newly constructed Roberts 
House; “Dirk” Hartog making a 
break down the blind side of the 
ruck, off loading the ball to fleet 
winger, “Louie” Holland, he had 
“once again” put into a gap; the 
smiling face of an ever positive 
Steve Cooke, tennis racquet 
firmly clamped under an armpit 
after another flogging at the 
hands of the Warwick High’s Ian 
Grice, the same smiling face 
seen after flogging the CBC 
Team.  Ditto for “Polly” Petersen, 
two of the best sports in the 
school and great doubles 
partners.  Every face at the 
reunion brought a flooding of 
memories back, even Peter 
Wyatt’s who didn’t enroll in 
Slade until two years after I left, 
but who I knew because his 
sister and my wife were good 
friends when they were at PGC 
together.  The world is suddenly 
smaller and friendlier when 
schoolmates get together and 
it’s comforting to know, some 
things never change.

COMMITTEE MEETING
Toowoomba, Sat 15th November
An invitation was sent out to all 
Toowoomba past students to 
attend the first official Committee 
Meeting and it was great to see 
Eleanor McGovern (Halter) 
come along and share her news. 
(See ‘Where are they Now’ P4)
Apologies: Flora Clarke, Nigel 
Faulkner, Jocelyn MacKenzie, 
Ray Dickson, John Bayliss, 
Madeline Blyth, Jocelyn Martin.
Business arising from 
previous minutes:
It was decided at the last 
committee meeting that a 
“Condolence Card” would be 
designed for sending to the next 
of kin of deceased past students.  
Contact was made with Joan 
White regarding the design of 
the cards.  Regional Cordinators 
were contacted asking for their 
involvement in the association in 
updating contact information; 
locating past students and 
reporting any relevant activities.
Helen reported on silver cleaning 
recommended by a silversmith 
for the maintenance of trophies 
held in our museum.
Correspondence:
Inward 
1.  Report from Ray Dickson
2.  Email from Ted Ross re a 
data file he keeps for the 
association and also requesting 
photos with names for the same. 
(Send ‘ pdf’ copies to 
info@sspsa.com.au as an 
attachment or post copies to 
Harry Haxton, SSPSA 
Webmaster, PO Box 6184 
Fairfield Gardens, Q 4103 if you 
have any.)
3. Thank you card from Jenny 
Dight for our letter of condolence 
on the passing of her brother, 
Greg.
4. Returned letter from Anne 
Newsham – not at the recorded 
address. (Can anyone help 
here?)
Outward
1. Email to all committee 
members re constitution; Paul’s 
management proposal; minutes 
of last meeting and a suggestion 
for a teleconference.
2. Email to Joan White regarding 
condolence cards

3. Email reminding local 
members and committee of the 
Toowoomba meeting and asking 
for reports.
Financial Report: No report –
balance $35,492.56
General Business:
The ‘Silver Cleaning’ party will 
be held either Saturday, January 
10 or 17 commencing at 1pm at 
the museum at the old Slade 
School campus. (Would love to 
see many of  you there.)
Kinawah: A discussion on the 
presentation of the Kinawah was 
held with input from various 
sources with the following issues 
being raised. 
The number of columns makes it 
hard for some to read on the 
screen; length of publication with 
some people preferring a hard 
copy even though they have 
email facilities.
Proposals included
Sending a questionnaire;
More Requests for short 
contributions from members;
Priority given to contributions 
from the girls;
Splitting of Kinawah into two 
parts for ease of reading/printing 
eg, a separate news section and 
entertainment section.
Margaret put forward questions 
for questionnaire to go in the 
next issue. (See attached)
Office Manager
Paul reported that many of the 
tasks and lists were now being 
covered by members except for 
the contact lists. The tasks were 
confirmed as follows:
Financial  & Unrenewed 
Members - Nigel Faulkner
Deceased – Margaret Stewart 
Life Members – Helen Moloney
List by area – Regional 
Coordinators
Special Achievements – Helen 
Moloney
Contact lists – Margaret Stewart 
Veteran’s list – Paul Holland
Promotions – all executive
Moved Harry, seconded Helen 
that the executive try to share 
the work load and see how it 
goes for 2008/2009 and make a 
decision in 2009. (Please 
contact the above people if you 
can add to their lists)
2009 Reunion: Suggestions 
included changing away from the 
June long weekend and ‘getting 
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on board’ with local events but 
the question of consistency is an 
issue.
We need to get 20 people for a 
quorum for AGM.
It was decided to leave it to the 
committee. (If you have a 
request please contact Margaret 
07 4630 7229)
Constitution Moved Paul 
Holland that a committee be 
formed to review the 
constitution, seconded Helen 
Moloney.  Those elected to the 
committee were Harry, Margaret 
and Nigel
Next Meeting: January at Slade 
museum (Date to be confirmed)
WHERE ARE THEY NOW?

Just recently I found an old 1961 
St Caths magazine in which it 
was noted that I was teaching.  
Having graduated from teacher’s 
college in 1959, I did indeed 
begin a teaching career which 
lasted 40 years.  During this time 
I married Peter McGovern in 
January, 1964, had three 
children - a daughter and 2 sons,  
and continued teaching.
All of my married life has been 
spent in Toowoomba where I am 
now retired. To maintain my 
teaching “fetish” I am a volunteer 
with the University of the Third 
Age (U3A) tutoring Ancient 
History (Wouldn’t Miss Cant 
have a heart attack?!) and 
Exploration of Australia.  Peter 
and I also restore Hudson Cars 
and are members of the local 
vintage car club.
After studying Singing at the Qld 
Con, I  am still involved with 
music as the U3A has a choir in 
which I  sing.
I remain in contact with some 
school friends Judy Coulton 
(Bulluss) and Jean Mackinnon 
(Wickham) in Canada.  Sadly 
another friend, Eleanor Cay 
(Gray) passed away in  
December 2004.  Last March, 
Peter and I visited Marjorie Leis 
(Crook) her husband, an old 
Slade boy, Trevor who live in 
Tasmania.
In retirement, I was going to do 
so much with Doreen, my sister, 
St Caths(1958-61), however it 
was not to be.  She passed 
away in December 2005, after a 
long battle with cancer.

If anyone is still out there from 
around my years at St Caths, I 
would love to hear from you. 
Phone 07 4630 4205. Eleanor 
McGovern ( Halter), St 
Catharine’s (1955-’58)
It’s often said that if a man 
creates a successful business, 
his son will more than likely 
improve it before his son blows 
the lot.  Not so with the Spork 
family business, Centor 
Architectural.  Started in the mid-
fifties by the parents of Slade 
past student, Erwin Spork (Slade 
1948-51), it is true to say that 
this son built the business into a 
vibrant and progressive 
manufacturer.  Now that he has 
retired and passed the business 
on to his son, Nigel, there is no 
doubt that the new Managing 
Director will prove the pundits 
wrong.  Not only this year did 
Centor win four State Awards –
Telstra Queensland Business of 
the Year; Queensland 
Panasonic Australia Medium 
Business Award, Queensland 
AMP Innovation Award and a 
Queensland Premier’s Export 
Award but it has also taken out 
the 2008 National Innovation 
Prize at the Telstra Business 
Awards as well as an Australia 
British Chamber of Commerce 
Export Excellence Award and a 
US Window & Door Industry 
Crystal Achievement Award.
Though the business faced hard 
times in the late nineties as a 
result of competition from cheap 
imports, Centor rebuilt, 
renovated and revitalised itself, 
the cornerstone being innovation 
and the design, development 
and export of new products.
Central to this success is a 
revolutionary screening system 
designed to keep out flying 
insects.  “The product was 
designed to stop mossies and it 
can retract out of sight when not 
required,” says Erwin’s son, 
Nigel.
The result is that Centor 
Architectural is now a truly 
international company with 
facilities in the UK (Birmingham), 
US (Chicago) and China 
(Nanjing) in addition to an Eagle 
Farm Factory and warehouses 
around Australia.  With 180 

employees, Centor continues to 
grow in an enthusiastic manner. 
If you have a sliding or folding 
door, chances are you are using 
a product from the company, 
which has manufactured door 
tracks and rollers for many 
years.
Erwin remembers welding iron 
wheel rims for old model cars as 
a young boy when his parents 
were building the original 
business.  He says that while he 
was at Slade he was not a 
remarkable athlete though tennis 
and football were sports he 
enjoyed.  A competent scholar, 
Slade taught him to take care of 
himself, resourcefulness, respect 
for others and a belief that you 
can succeed at anything you set 
your mind to.  He has enormous 
respect for his teachers, 
particularly Keith Dan who 
became a good friend in later 
years.  After leaving school he 
started an Engineering Degree, 
but necessity became the agent 
of change and he left the course 
to help his father during a 
difficult time with the business.
By the time the business was 
once again doing well and his 
father no longer able to do the 
heavy lifting, Erwin stayed with 
the business as it grew.
He became involved in 
community work through Rotary 
and for many years was 
Secretary of the Yachting 
Rotarians as a result of his 
interest in boats.  Now retired 
from Rotary, he is an Honorary 
Life Member of the Fleet.
Retired he may be, but Erwin still 
spends a large amount of his 
time helping at the factory which 
is located at Kingsford Smith 
Drive, Eagle Farm, Brisbane.   If 
you happen to be driving by, why 
don’t you call in?  He would love 
to see you and show you the 
result of his many years of 
contribution to the manufacturing 
industry.

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 
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memento, a person, an event, 
a place or even a memory.  In 
the last issue we had 
something Read & Blue.  
Today we have something Old 
and New.
In 2007, just before the AGM 
held that year in Toowoomba, 
one of the reunion organisers 
touched base with a past Slade 
staffer and found himself invited 
to dinner.  It was a most 
enjoyable evening and 
memories of past events and 
students filled the evening with 
nostalgia.  This staffer is 
remembered, not only for his 
contribution as an agricultural 
teacher, but also for his 
encouragement and contribution 
to the sporting achievements of 
his charges, particularly in 
cricket and rugby.  However, he 
is probably remembered as 
much for his interest and support 
of the school cadet unit over 
many years where he nurtured 
leadership, team loyalty and 
responsibility within the cadet 
corps and within the school 
proper.
In the early sixties while teaching 
at Slade, he met and married an 
exceptionally lovely lady.  In fact, 
this lady was so attractive that, 
during his courtship, he would 
travel on a mechanically 
challenged scooter all the way to 
Toowoomba where she worked 
as a nurse whenever he could.  
When marriage followed, they 
lived in one of the boarding 
houses where he was House 
Master.
The school matron in charge of 
the hospital at the time was 
Matron Hood and when she was 
unavailable and later resigned, 
the House Master’s wife took 
over the duties until a 
replacement was found.  The 
numbers of ‘sick’ students 
seemed to increase dramatically 
during those times.  Though the 
level of “illness or injury” of 
students may have been 
debatable, what was never in 
dispute was the gentle and 
caring nature of the “temporary” 
Matron who seemed totally 
oblivious to the effect she had on 
her patients.
Our dinner invitee recalled how, 
when he was first selected as a 

Cadet Under Officer at the end 
of his Junior year, he failed his 
officer’s course and felt so 
mortified at letting down his Unit 
Commander, he was sure he 
would be dumped from that 
leadership role and deservedly 
so.  However, his now host and 
then Unit Captain was not about 
to allow a student’s shaken self-
esteem suffer any long term 
consequences and he metered 
out responsibility as though 
nothing had happened.  At the 
end of that year, he once more 
sent the lad along with Peter 
“Spike” Slade to officer training 
camp where they passed with 
flying colours.  Promoted to 
Company Commander in the 
following year, he was not only 
given the usual responsibility 
that went with the role of CUO, 
but finally given the task as 
Brigade Commander for the first 
Combined Warwick Cadet Units’ 
Passing Out Parade in Queen’s 
Park.  On that day, with the able 
assistance of CUO “Spike” 
Slader, he not only led that 
parade, but he was the officer in 
charge of the Honour Guard for 
the opening of the new Roberts 
House; the new Headmaster’s 
Residence and  the new 
Swimming Pool.  Along with 
CUO Slader; Warrant Officer 
Tim Streeten and Sergeants 
Lindenberg, Hartog, Redmond 
and Herbert and unsung hero 
Band Major John Stibbard who 
kept them all in step and many 
others, he led the school Cadet 
Unit Passing Out Parade and the 
Trooping of the Colours.  On that 
same day, he had the honour of 
commanding the Barnes House 
Platoon to victory in the Slade 
Cadet Corps Efficiency and Drill 
Competition.
That night, though totally 
exhausted by the day’s events, 
he attended a ‘by invitation only’ 
dance at the Presbyterian Girls 
College.  Normally terrified of 
rejection by the opposite sex, he 
was so tired and elated by the 
days’ events he didn’t care if he 
got a thousand knockbacks 
when he asked the prettiest girl 
on the floor if she would attend 
the Slade Graduation Formal as 
his partner to be held on the next 
weekend.  The rest is history.  

He had just met his future wife, 
coincidently, the daughter of The 
Scots College Headmaster.
If it hadn’t been for the influence 
and caring of this teacher for this 
past student’s welfare, then he 
would not have known the life he 
now has, a life filled with 
happiness.  He would never 
have been game to ask that girl 
out had he been fresh and 
fearful of rejection.
But now to the old and the new.
During that most enjoyable 
dinner with Richard and Trudy 
Waite, Dick, as he was known to 
his friends and associates, left 
the room briefly and returned 
with a large reel of 8mm film.  “I 
kept a record of my stay at 
Slade.  You know, it was the 
biggest mistake I ever made 
leaving that school when I did.  
You may find some things in 
here of some interest”.
Several weeks later that old film 
was transferred onto a new DVD 
and when that past student 
played it back, the first image 
that appeared was of himself 
leading the Guard of Honour for 
Archbishop Strong when he 
opened the new dormitory wing 
of Roberts House in 1967.  
There, standing in the rows of 
cadets were many of his 
classmates, some of whom were 
at the reunion described on 
Page 2 of this newsletter.  
Opening the doors of Roberts 
House symbolically as a gesture 
of the Opening of the building 
was his classmate, fellow prefect 
and good friend while at Slade, 
the late Paul Baxter who was 
one of Dick’s most ardent 
students.
On this film are the only moving 
images of some of those from 
PNG, including Tekura Age, 
Paul Kundi, Barry Awui and 
David Eringe; a First XV rugby 
match against TSC and WHS; A 
Memorial Service at the Science 
Block on an Old Boys’ Weekend, 
during David Dunstall’s time as 
President of the association; 
trips to the Wash Pool, now 
drowned under Leslie Dam; 
agricultural sojourns on local 
farms and much more.
Accompanied by Peter Ramsay, 
this past student returned to 
Toowoomba for the latest 
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SSPSA Committee Meeting and 
both returned the film and a DVD 
copy to Richard and Trudy after 
the meeting.
Thanks Dick, for nurturing me 
and others as students of Slade, 
and thanks for making that film 
and providing me with an 
unmatched nostalgic experience 
I am happy to share with you 
and all the fellows I went to 
school with. – PH
(Note:  A copy of Dick’s Film is 
held in the Museum on Slade 
Campus). 
SLADE-ST CATHS CAPERS
Back in the heady days of late 
forties, just after the end of 
WWII, Old Boy’s Reunions were 
filled with larrikanism.  “Rastus” 
Wood  remembers the evening 
Charlie Olsen got all tarted up in 
his penguin suit to attend the 
Annual Past Student’s Ball held 
in St Mary’s Hall next to the 
Roman Catholic Church.  Charlie 
was the proud owner of a 
canvas topped Chrysler Tourer 
which he loved driving.   What 
he didn’t know was that an old 
boy had placed a couple of 
scoopsful of jelly dessert on the 
driver’s seat which he only 
discovered when he plonked his 
rear down, ruining his suit and 
no doubt his pride.  Such is the 
revenge of the buttock bashed 
and posteria punished.  The 
perpetrator remains a mystery, 
and Rastus remains adamant he 
was not the culprit though he 
admits to finding the prank 
somewhat amusing given he 
also had an end that was often 
receiving Charlies’ lacerating 
legacy.
He also remembers how 
generous the catholic ministry 
was in donating their hall to all 
and sundry regardless of creed, 
colour or religion.  
In 1947 Charlie Olsen started 
this very newsletter and shared it 
with his young charges.  
However, Grade 5A & B 
committed some crime causing 
Charlie to refuse to allow them 
access to the original issue.
Such was their indignation that 
an absolutely defiant young 
student, Edwin “Mousey” Hayne, 
began the 5A & 5B Gazettes as 
an anarchistic rival to Kinawah 

which was embraced with 
enthusiasm by both forms.
Charlie would have laughed 
himself to sleep at night had he 
known he had inspired someone 
to write and hence improve his 
English skills by reverse 
psychology that was infinitely 
more effective than the usual 
applied psychology of the cane.

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
SLADE/MUSEUM REPORT

The onsite manager of Slade 
Campus, Kel Williamson, 
informs Kinawah that while 
negotiations are continuing with 
the proposed flight school, Slade 
Campus has been hosting 
various “camps” the next being 
an Air Cadets Camp involving 
some fifty participants.  The 
campus has also been the 
venue for various Council and 
private functions.
According to Kel, the recent 
negotiations between Council 
and the air school have been 
very positive.  Remember, if you 
are in the Warwick vicinity, a visit 
to the campus will be very 
rewarding especially if you take 
a peek at the museum.  Kel will 
provide a key to the museum to 
anyone who is interested.  Just 
go to the Administration Building 
which is Barnes House or if you 
lose the following phone number 
there are contact details on the 
back door of the Kitchen.  Kel’s 
mobile number is 0410 773 122.

YOUR URL

WWW.SSPSA.COM.AU
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 

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,
It has always been great to 
receive Kinawah and read what 
is happening to students of my 
era.  I was only there, a shy 
country kid, for two years, 
however names I remember well 
always seem to feature well in 
dispatches.  There was just over 
two hundred students in my 
time.  However the number of 
these who have made an impact 
either in our association or in the 
communities where they live 
speaks volumes for the 
leadership we must have 
received during our stay.
I often think of a cold winter’s 
morning when “Monty” had us 
out in the sun where, among 
many other comments, the one I 
remember was when he said, “If 
you got you lot together in ten 
years time, you would have 
everything from fruit hawkers to 
doctors.”
My thoughts, I remember well 
still, were, who would be a fruit 
hawker?
Well, on the 1st December last, I 
sold my fruit shop – after 23 
years as a hawker and 23 years 
in a shop selling fruit and vegies!
On a sadder note, my younger 
brother, Hugh (Slade 1955-56) 
died suddenly on the 18th

February last.  We buried him in 
Moura where he and his wife 
have been living in recent years.  
Their son, Gary, has a 
successful stock and station 
agency there.
Also the lady killed by her pet 
camel in August last year was 
Pam Weaver, wife of Noel 
Weaver (Slade 1954 ‘till he 
completed his schooling).
I don’t know if this is of any 
interest.  However, it is there if 
you can read it and wish to use 
it. - Yours faithfully, Trevor 
Hourn.
Dear Trevor, first please accept 
our deep condolences for your 
loss.  It is also our loss as Hugh 
was a valued Life Member of the 
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Slade-St Catharine’s Past 
Students’ Association.  The last 
Kinawah we sent to his postal 
address in Moura was returned 
to us, but we, of course, did not 
know it was due to his passing, 
still too young at 66 years if age.
Also, we were unaware that 
another Life Member, Noel 
Weaver, had lost his wife in that 
tragic accident involving her 
camel, so to Noel we also 
extend our deep sympathy.
Letters like yours, not only serve 
to keep our membership 
informed of many unfortunate 
circumstances involving our 
members allowing us the 
opportunity of sharing the 
burden, but they also stimulate 
memories of good times as well.
I am aware that you are also 
recovering from a multiple 
bypass operation and I am sure I 
speak for everyone when I say, 
“All the best for a speedy 
recovery!” 
Not only that, we will even spell 
your name correctly from now on 
and drop the ‘e’ off the end of 
your last name.– Aunt Louie.
Dear Aunt Louie, received a 
copy of “Kinawah” Vol 5 today 
and well put together with quite a 
few names of old boys and girls 
known to me.  Thanks also for 
mention of my celebrations for 
59th Anniversary of my 21st –
knew Bruce Campbell would be 
80 as both in same forms.  
When working in Melbourne –
1965/71 – caught up with Bruce 
a few times.
Interesting to read your story of 
Charlie Olsen as was close to 
the old boy and teacher.  Yes, 
he started the Old Boys Paper, 
but it was Graham Campbell ex 
Bundaberg who named it 
Kinawah, part of the Slade War 
Cry.
During the war years Charlie 
started a vegie garden at the 
back of his home close next door 
to Slade and with help of 
students grew vegies for the 
school.  Well remember the 
artichokes and still hate them.
When he was Headmaster of 
Ipswich Grammar he 
rejuvenated their old boys.  He 
invited me to an old boys’ dinner 
at IGS. 

Remember when we were 
schoolboys corporate 
punishment was prevalent.  
Even at Dalby State School I 
remember well being beaten on 
the hands with the cane.  At 
Slade it was on your backside by 
Boss Roberts – 6 of the best.  
The time all the smokers were 
caught was a busy night for the 
boss.  Those not being punished 
filled up the wash basins with 
water and the culprits would sit 
in them to ease the pain.
Charlie’s wife was a great 
supporter too and immense 
support and assistance to 
Charlie.  If my memory serves 
me correctly, there was an Olsen 
Street named after Charlie after 
his stint at Miami.
I had a lot of time for Charlie and 
Esther and the work they put in 
supporting Slade.  Thanks again 
- Niel Quirk (Fondly known as 
our Cromer Correspondent, 
our first Honorary Life 
Member’s honour was 
bestowed on him for his 
tremendous work within the 
Slade School Old Boys’ 
Association (S.S.O.B.A. as if!)
to raise money for the 
completion of the War 
Memorial Science Block, now 
the home of our Museum and 
Archives.
Dear Niel, I’d like to add my 
voice in praise of Charlie for 
instigating this magazine.  The 
Annals of Slade that he 
wrote/edited years ago is the 
only definitive source of 
historical information about the 
school until his departure in the 
early fifties.  Though I never 
knew the man, it seems for all 
his brilliance and work ethic, he 
was a product of his time and 
unfortunately, it caught up with 
him at Toowoomba Grammar.  
I’ve often thought that there were 
always two victims of corporal 
punishment and I believe the 
practice often had long term 
damaging consequences for 
both the deliverer and the 
recipient.
I know that many would say it 
did them no harm, but I can 
remember disciplining my pupils 
and my own children and though 
I know it was for all the right 
reasons, it still does not sit well 

with me.  I know also that some 
people/teachers/head teachers 
gained some sort of satisfaction 
out of disciplining their charges.  
I don’t know that Charlie was 
one of those, but from reports 
from other past students, it 
seems “Boss” Roberts either got 
off on hurting young students or, 
at best. didn’t mind inflicting 
pain.  One such report tells of 
him encouraging a boy to hit him 
so he had an excuse to knock 
the lad down as some sort of 
lesson on reprisal behaviour.  
Another student remembers him 
as the priest who flogged him 
incessantly because he refused 
to attend chapel.  While yet 
again, past students can’t bring 
themselves to go to reunions 
because it brings back memories 
of the trauma through the hands 
of this, by all reports, “highly 
respected” headteacher.
Nevertheless, the value or worth 
of an individual is the sum of all 
his/her contributions and it is not 
for me to act as judge, but I hope 
Kinawah readers find some 
interest in exploring the issue.
On the subject of the name 
“Kinawah”, it seems that there is 
some dispute about it’s origins 
as the spelling differs from the 
“Kinewah” that features in the 
School War Cry.   If it is one and 
the same, which is correct?
Aunt Louie.
Another note from our Cromer 
Correspondent:
Just received a letter from Pat 
Landry of Vancouver, widow of 
Ray.  You’ll see her comments 
re the obituary for Ray in 
“Kinawah” and want to thank you 
for making it possible. – Niel 
“- thanks for the Kinawah copy; it 
was a very nice obit, of which Ray 
would have approved.” – Patricia 
Landry –2/10/08

THE GOSS
Word is that the flowers are 
blooming in western Queensland 
particularly the Western Downs.  
This means there will be no 
excuses when a reunion is 
called early in the new year to 
cater for our country mates.  A 
little birdie tells me that there will 
be a dragon and a knight in 
shining armour at this event.  
Tell the editor where it will be
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held and guarantee yourself a 
seat at a cow-cocky’s table.
Remembrance Day was marked 
by many tributes to the Fallen 
and those who actually watch 
the ABC news would have seen 
our most recent Honorary Life 
Member, Madeline Blyth, being 
interviewed at the Cenotaph on 
the 11th day of the 11th month 
last.  Maddy is due to head over 
to the west coast for a memorial 
service to be held on the HMAS 
Kunimbla  for the men lost at sea 
when HMAS Sydney was sunk 
during WWII.
Mike Streeten was asked at a 
recent get together, “What 
happened to the good looking 
blond you brought with you to 
that reunion in 2002?”  Answer:  
“I married her!”  Good on you, 
Mike – congratulations!  I’d leave 
her at home too.   This is not 
because you would never have 
made the grade as a Bill Henson 
model in your youthful years, but 
because someone as attractive 
as your spouse would be at risk 
of being over charmed at a 
Slade reunion, something your 
youngest brother’s wife had to 
endure.  It seems, in the wife 
stakes, all three Streetens have 
good taste, which probably 
leaves a question mark over this 
gossip column.

VALE
Hugh Hourn (Slade 1955-56) 
Life Member SSPSA and 
younger brother of past student 
and SSPSA member, Trevor 
Hourn, passed away suddenly 
on the 18th February last in 
Yeppoon.  Trevor and his wife, 
Ruth, lived in Moura over recent 
years and the association lost 
contact with him mysteriously 
over the last few months.  We 
now know why.  Hugh is 
survived by son Gary, daughter, 
Helen, and three grandchildren.
Lena Lockyer (nee Cross) St 
Catharine’s CEHS Stanthorpe 
1933-35 & St Catharine’s 
CEGS Warwick 1936-7 passed 
away on the 8th August last in 
the Haddington Nursing Home in 
Tenterfield after a long illness.  
Lena attended St Catharine’s in 
Stanthorpe and relocated with 
the school to Warwick when St 
Catharine’s amalgamated with 

the Church of England Girls’ 
School there.  When she left 
school, she worked in the local 
radio station 4WK and later 
married Keith Lockyer before 
moving to Tenterfield where she 
spent her married life.
Matthew Hale Campbell (Slade 
1934-36) passed away on the 5th

November last after a long 
illness.  His funeral was held on 
the 13th November at the 
Anglican Church of the 
Resurrection at Bridgeman 
Downs.  Matthew lived for many 
years at Albany Creek and was 
very active in charity work 
particularly Apex and Lions and 
was Patron of the Aspley Art 
Group and the Girl Guides.  
Though not a member of Rotary, 
he was awarded a Paul Harris 
Fellow by the Rotary Club of 
Albany Creek, their highest 
community service award.  So 
active was he in community 
affairs that he was often fondly 
referred to as Mr Albany Creek.  
His first wife, Rita, passed away 
in the early seventies and their 
two children, Peter and Dianne, 
the former presenting a very fine 
eulogy at the Ecumenical 
Service held at Matthew’s  
funeral, survive them.  Matthew 
remarried in 1992 to Hazel, 
herself a widow with five children 
and now with eight grandchildren 
and they spent many years of 
happy marriage before Matthew 
became debilitated by a series of 
strokes.  At last Friday’s Probus 
Meeting at Aspley, where Hazel 
and Matthew were both 
members, a minute’s silence 
was held in memory of the very 
loved and respected gentleman.

PER VOLAR SONATA –
PATRIBUS DIGNI ESTOTE

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

STORY
The Final Solution

Over the years Moreton Bay has 
accumulated a store of 
mysterious events; fishermen 
disappearing never to be seen 
again; boats and fishing 
equipment, such as nets and 
crabpots vanishing without trace, 
usually disappearing overnight.  
Fishermen, for unknown 
reasons, suddenly decide, after 

years of working in the industry, 
to quit and leave the bay forever.  
Several names come to mind, -
Bishop, Mullen, Parker, Mackie, 
Green, Driver, Jameson, Wood 
& Wood, Bostock.  Some of 
them kept an association with 
the sea, but most simply packed 
up and left.   A few joined 
another part of the fishing 
industry that took them away 
from the cloistered and often 
violent environment within the 
Bay.  Fishermen are rarely 
accepted within the bureaucracy 
of Fisheries and Boating Patrol 
because of conflict of interest 
concerns, but some become 
involved in statutory bodies such 
as the Queensland Commercial 
Fishing Organisation.  Still 
others whose love of the sea 
kept them close to the water opt 
for conservation and 
environmental management 
areas such as Parks & Wildlife, 
Environmental Protection, 
Heritage and Fishing 
Management Authorities.  
However, most simply hang up 
their anchors and do something 
else unrelated to their life on 
water.
However, the tradition of
professional fishing on the 
outside of the bay, on 
Stradbroke Island for instance is 
a lifestyle accepted as a whole 
of life experience.  These 
fishermen though fiercely 
independent rarely argue and 
depend on each other for mutual 
support.  They are heavy in their 
criticism of those that fish on the 
edge of the law and frown on 
those that sell their fish illegally 
or take more than their fair 
share, but they would no more 
move violently against another 
fisherman, than leave them 
helpless at sea if they got into 
difficulty.  A possible exception 
would be the netters on 
Stradbroke, seasonal fishermen 
who chase the Mullet and Tailor 
when they are running.  But 
these are itinerant fisherman, 
appearing only with the school 
fish as they make their way up 
the coast.  Often these teams 
clash as they compete with each 
other over the rich pickings off 
the magnificent ocean beaches, 
before they disappear into their 
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hidey-holes until the next season 
comes around.  Some, however, 
are bay fishermen who net in 
their off season before returning 
to their bayside prawning and 
crabbing operations.
However, professional line 
fishermen and prawners are 
highly respected, not only by 
their peers, but the island 
community itself.  Names such 
Starkey, Paskins, Spinner, 
Goebals, Lawlor and Nash are 
almost legendary, the latter two 
fishing until they could no longer 
physically cope with putting their 
boats in off the unprotected 
beaches on the ocean side of 
the island, but with the minimum 
of excuse would have gladly 
accompanied a son out on the 
water who maintained the family 
tradition. 
This is not to say that bay 
crabbers do not deserve respect 
as fisherman.  On the contrary, 
the bay fishermen also 
developed legendary status like 
their island counterparts.  
Names such as Wood, Williams, 
Smith, Martin, Green, Parker, 
Lothian, Bostock, Bizoeke are 
just as well known on the bay as 
their island counterparts.  
Similarly they are generally 
family concerns who operate out 
of small boats rarely larger than 
16-18 foot tinnies, but from here 
the similarities diverge.  The 
enclosed nature of their 
environment seems to promote 
the tension experienced 
between the net fishermen 
operating off the ocean beaches 
and often for the same reasons.
An ocean is a large expanse 
with opportunities that are 
expansive enough to provide 
fishermen with a larger number 
of options - not so in the bay.  As 
expansive as Moreton Bay is, 
the areas where crabs, prawn 
and fish are found are limited 
and condensed.  For instance, it 
is not uncommon for three or 
four crabbers to share the same 
crabbing grounds along with a 
plethora of recreational 
fishermen.  As successive 
governments try to flex their 
conservation muscles in the 
never-ending search for votes, 
restrictions on where fishing and 
crabbing can be done reduces 

fishing areas even further.  As 
more areas are turned into “no 
go” reserves ostensibly to help 
the fisheries to replenish their 
stocks.
Gone is the notion that as the 
fish move upstream so will the 
fishermen.  Instead, as areas are 
closed off to fishermen, 
professional and amateur alike, 
competition grows even fiercer.  
So fierce, in fact, that it becomes 
almost manic in nature.  
Innocent incursions on someone 
else’s favourite fishing spot are 
regarded as an attempt to steal 
another’s livelihood.  If a 
fisherman finds he is not doing 
as well as he is accustomed, it is 
immediately assumed that crabs 
are being stolen from his pots.  If 
pots go missing on a regular 
basis, a neighbouring crabber is 
often accused of stealing and 
soon the conflicts escalate.  
Payback often raises its ugly 
head, usually as a result of a 
suspicion and not because of an 
actual occurrence.  Tit for tat, a 
form of vigilante justice, is 
standard practice.  Lines or 
floats to pots are cut purely for 
revenge for perceived 
misdemeanours and it’s not long 
before open clashes become 
commonplace.  Fights on 
loading ramps sparked by an 
argument over who got there
first or in a fish market as one 
successful fisherman intrudes on 
a not so successful fisherman’s 
traditional spot.  Crabbers try to 
steal each other’s clients and in 
no time, firm friends turn on each 
other.  A consistently successful 
fisherman can easily become the 
centre of attention by others who 
try to find someone to blame for 
their lack of success.  Respect 
between fishermen quickly fades 
or disappears.
On several occasions Greg 
Wood has found himself the 
subject of vilification from 
fishermen he has helped in the 
past.  People he has found 
stranded on the bay and has 
assisted by towing them home 
have turned on him and accused 
him of stealing their pots.  
Others he has employed or 
unselfishly shown good fishing 
spots have returned the favour 
with abuse and accusations of 

theft and pot interference.  On 
several occasions, he has given 
up his own work resulting in 
substantial losses in time and 
income to assist a fisherman 
whose vessel has broken down.  
He has retrieved the catch; 
delivered it to market after 
towing them to safety, only to 
find those same fishermen turn 
on him and become his greatest 
critics if not mortal enemies.   
When this hate escalates to 
threats beyond verbal 
confrontation, fisherman find 
themselves confronted with the 
final solution - either get out of 
the game, or get rid of the 
opposition and perceived source 
of all their problems.
Those that have not deserted 
the industry or been bought off 
by governments buying back 
fishing licenses continue to 
operate in an uneasy, if not 
violent environment.   True, their 
island counterparts are also 
deserting the industry, but their 
reasons are due to natural 
attrition brought on by “drought” 
at sea as fish stocks decrease.  
The hard life of a fisherman is 
less attractive when measured 
against the many choices 
available to their offspring.
Moreton Bay, though suffering a 
diminished bounty due to the 
encroachment of civilisation, still 
provides dedicated crabbers with 
a good harvest if they are willing 
to work hard.
However, there is an extra 
dimension to the bay due to 
constant competition.  Natural 
attrition accounts for most 
departures from the industry.  
Most die on land, some as the 
result of old age, accident and 
disease, and some have died as 
a direct consequence of falling 
victim to mother nature on the 
unpredictable bay waters.  There 
is at least one report of a 
crabber dying of heart failure 
while pulling his crabpots, some 
believe brought on as a result of 
overwork while trying to compete 
with younger and stronger 
competition.  
However, it seems likely that one 
or more have been the victim of 
foul play in an environment 
where threats of dire 
consequences are par for the 
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course.  Bodies missing heads 
and feet wired together 
presumably to weights have 
washed up on bay beaches.
The sea is a secretive place and 
fishermen no less secretive.  
When a well-known crabber died 
apparently due to taking his own 
life, a question remained as to 
the veracity of the police report.  
Was the suicide note, virtually 
illegible, written by the victim or 
written under duress?  It’s 
suggested the rifle used in the 
suicide lay in a position not 
consistent with someone taking 
his own life.  Like most crabbers, 
he had his share of enemies, as 
he was a good crabber and 
others coveted his success.
What happened to the fisherman 
caught out in a strong westerly in 
the bay a couple of years ago?  
A fuel tank was all searching 
fishermen found – no sign of the 
missing crabber was ever 
discovered, neither boat nor 
body.
When another competing 
fisherman, now deceased, fired 
a rifle at Greg Wood, the bullet 
lodged in the cowling over the 
motor, but the police did not 
even bother to investigate after it 
was reported.  Had the bullet 
meant for him found its mark, 
would the only evidence be a 
boat running around in circles 
with an absent skipper?  
Only a few years ago, Greg 
Wood was deliberately rammed 
by one of his competitors, the 
other vessel riding up over the
gunwales and knocking him into 
the water.  The two fishermen 
aboard the other vessel then 
attempted to run over him with 
the intention of slicing him with 
their outboard propeller.  He 
managed to dive under the 
approaching craft and climbed 
into his stalled sinking vessel.  
As he furiously bailed out the 
water, one of the crew of the 
offending boat tried to sink a gaff 
hook into him in an attempt to 
pull him back into the water so 
they could have another “go” at 
him.  Unsuccessful in this 
attempt and noticing others 
approaching, they beat a hasty 
retreat with the threat that they 
would be back.  During this 
incident, one of those men made 

reference to how he had 
managed to get rid another 
crabber who died on his couch.  
He made the point that while he 
had always done his own dirty 
work he would be farming it out 
in future, a direct threat that he 
would put a contract out on 
Greg.
Greg’s thoughts immediately 
went to the mysterious suicide of 
the crabber who died only a 
short time previously of a 
gunshot on his couch.  Was it 
this man who this fisherman was 
bragged of killing?  Was that 
suicide, in fact, a murder – the 
final solution to ongoing bad 
blood brought on by intense 
competition?  Why were the 
police reluctant to investigate?  
Was it because they wished to 
avoid giving any credence to 
Greg Wood’s revelations or were 
they too wary of opening a can 
of worms that only a Royal 
Commission could unravel?
Continual harassment by 
authorities still plague Greg, 
always the result of a complaint 
by competing fishermen, usually 
the same ones.  Only recently, 
he was accused of ramming the 
boat of one such fisherman.  On 
his say-so, the police charged 
him with reckless operation of a 
vessel and cancelled his 
Master’s Licence indefinitely.  A 
court overturned the decision 
throwing the evidence out as 
malicious hearsay and Greg’s 
Licence was reinstated, but not 
before he had been prevented 
from operating his vessel for a 
year.  Shortly afterward he was 
breathalized at four in the 
morning at the Raby Bay Ramp 
as he, the only fisherman 
present, was putting his boat in 
the water.  As he doesn’t drink 
he returned a negative reading 
but was he deliberately 
targetted?  
Recently, he was caught with a 
tagged mudcrab, ostensibly 
placed in a crabber’s pot by 
Fisheries to catch him thieving 
from a competitor.  This 
fisherman has been openly 
antagonistic towards Greg over 
a number of years and has 
made many spurious 
accusations.  Was Fisheries 
aware that this vendetta had 

been going on between these 
two crabbers for years?  How 
come they became involved in 
an entrapment exercise by 
placing a tagged mudcrab in the 
pot of his competitor who had his 
line of pots close by?  
Unaware the crab was a plant; 
Greg was totally surprised by the 
discovery of the tag.
Protesting his innocence, he was 
nevertheless charged with theft.  
Once again, Fishing Inspectors 
devised an elaborate sting 
almost twenty-seven years after 
the last sting that resulted in the 
loss of Greg’s father’s livelihood, 
collateral damage in their desire 
to net Greg.  That exercise had 
been instigated on the word of a 
a long time antagonist.  Once 
again, this operation was 
instigated on the say-so of a 
disgruntled fisherman, a sworn 
enemy who was public about his 
desire to “get rid” of Greg. 
However, just as occurred on 
that fateful day in 1981, certain 
unanswered questions remain.  
Had Fisheries taken a 
photograph of the pot in which 
they planted the tagged 
mudcrab, the pot ostensibly 
owned by the other crabber?  
Had they revealed to the other 
crabber of their intention?  This 
seems very likely, as there 
would be no guarantees that the 
crab would not be inadvertently 
removed and cooked along with 
the rest of his catch.  Given that 
the complainant knew the “sting” 
operation was on, and given his 
past record for “setting up” his 
competition, it would be a simple 
matter to transfer the crab into 
one of Greg’s pots before 
Fisheries intervened.  This would 
be especially likely as their pots 
were separated by a mere fifty 
metres and both knew exactly 
where each other’s pots were.
This is aside from the very 
possibility that the crab simply 
escaped from the pot it had been 
placed in and made its way to 
one of Greg’s pots.  This would 
be even more likely if an 
inexperienced fishing inspector 
had failed to secure the door of 
an unfamiliar crab pot properly, 
something that could be verified 
by a dated photograph taken 
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with a digital camera at the time 
of planting.
This would also help overcome 
another anomaly.  Within two 
days of the crab being found on 
Greg Wood’s boat, the pot in 
which the tagged mudcrab had 
been planted mysteriously 
disappeared.  Without a 
photograph of the crabpot 
holding the tagged mudcrab, 
what evidence other than the 
say-so of the Fishery Inspectors 
is there to say they had planted 
the crab in the accuser’s pot in 
the first place?
Are they acting in cahoots with 
another well-known and 
influential fisherman for personal 
gain?  Worse has been done for 
a feed of crabs before.
This instance is just one 
example of the type of 
shenanigans that crabbers get 
up to and how they can use 
unsuspecting government 
officers against their competition.  
However, despite the cost of 
fending off legal action, time lost 
and feelings of frustration due to 
the constant nature of these 
harassments, they are not life 
threatening.  But, what if one of 
these fishermen did finally 
decide to remove an irritation 
permanently?  
So far Greg has outlasted them 
all.  Many have found the 
constant fights, arguments and 
petty interference by statutory 
regulators too difficult and left 
the industry.  Others have simply 
died or retired, their families 
reluctant to continue in such a 
conflicted and demanding 
business.  At least four of his 
earlier antagonists have died, 
one due to an allergic reaction 
from a bee sting - another as a 
result of a heart attack during a 
tryst with his secretary.  A third 
died when his tractor fell on him, 
while another, an experienced 
net fisherman, died of fish 
poisoning.  Now, one of his 
antagonists has recently 
announced he is quitting the 
industry, but his most active 
accuser is continually upping the 
ante.  
What if this fisherman, known as 
a bully and standover man, 
feared by others - what if this 

fisherman decides to remove 
Greg Wood from Moreton Bay 
permanently?
For over forty years, bay 
authorities have spent their time 
chasing “little fish” – enforcing 
minor infringements; fining 
fisherman for out of date flares; 
not having all the information on 
crab pot tags; travelling faster 
than 6 knots in a go slow zone; 
or quibbling over the size, 
number and sex of sea critters.  
Fishery Inspectors have rights of 
apprehension that go beyond 
even police jurisdiction.  They 
can board a boat without due 
cause and their rulings are 
virtually impossible to overturn.  
They can seize a vessel, it’s 
contents and catch and the 
process of regaining possession, 
even if made possible by 
expensive court battles, takes so 
long that a fisherman can be put 
out of business permanently by 
the time the case is settled.  
They seem to enjoy the power 
they have with lofty arrogance 
and distain for both amateur and 
professional alike.  There are 
now so many rules and 
regulations on the bay, that it’s 
almost impossible not to break 
some rule inadvertently.  There 
always seems to be a Fisheries 
Inspector or Water Policeman 
hovering about to spoil that one 
fine day of the year when 
recreational fishermen venture 
out onto the Bay in numbers.  
Lets face it, fines fill the coffers, 
and over the last month while 
writing this chapter, the State 
Government had just increased 
all fines by a further third.
However, when it comes to 
dealing with the “big fish”, those 
that deliberately break the law, 
such as professional fishermen 
putting out dozens more pots 
than they are allocated; 
threatening to “do in” and 
physically attacking their 
opposition; cutting float lines or 
reporting fictitious infringements 
maliciously against competition;  
the amateur fisherman who 
steals from professionals and 
sells product illegally; industry 
who openly pollutes the bay as 
occurred during the Port of 
Brisbane expansion and the 

Raby Bay Development, they 
turn to water and disappear into 
the obscurity of administrivia.  
These issues are relegated to 
the ‘too hard’ basket.  As the bay 
contracts with every added 
restriction, frustration and anger 
increases reciprocally.  It is only 
a matter of time before the final 
solution is proven a reality.
On the Bay, only the most 
determined, dedicated, 
knowledgeable and resourceful 
fishermen survive the gauntlet of 
regulations, competition and 
weather conditions.  
Arguably the best and most 
enduring crabber on the bay, 
Gregory Wood, son of Robert 
“Rastus” Wood (Slade 1947-8) 
will prove that pure grit and 
determination will predominate 
and as others fall by the 
wayside, he will outlast them all. 
– PH.
Disclaimer:  I didn’t write this.  Haven’t 
you heard of a ghostwriter?  Any 
similarity to persons known or unknown 
is because they are similar.  The 
characters in this story are real and their 
names have not been changed to protect 
anyone.  The story should not be taken 
with a grain of salt as it is a sea story and 
salt is soluble.  If you liked the story I 
retract the disclaimer and admit I wrote it.
© Windmill Productions Pty Ltd 2008

This is the Final Episode 
of Sideways
NEXT ISSUE

“The White Knight”
The Story of Bishop Adrian 

Charles – Our Patron

Due to the Questionnaire at the 
end of Kinawah, Mug Shots, our 
usual “Identify the Past Students 
Competition”, will be held over 
until next Issue.  I encourage 
you all to take the time to fill out 
and send the questionnaire to 
the addresses or fax number 
provided as this will help to 
improve your newsletter.

The Editor & Staff of Kinawah 
take this opportunity to wish 
you a very Merry Christmas 
and a Happy, Healthy and 
Prosperous New Year.
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Kinawah Questionnaire

Please circle your answer that best suits the question in the following Questionnaire and Fax to 07 3206 
2711 or email to info@sspsa.com.au or post using the enclosed envelope to: 

SSPSA 
PO Box 677

JIMBOOMBA, Q 4280

1.  If you receive Kinawah by email, do you print it off to read thoroughly?       Yes/No

2.  If no, what is the reason?   a. Cost 
                                                b. It is too long
                                                c. You can read enough from the screen.

3.  Taking into account the cost would you like a hard copy sent to you?               Yes/No

4.   How many Kinawahs would you like to receive in a year?
      a 2                        b 4                               c 6  d the more the merrier

5.   How many pages long would you like the Kinawah to be?
      a 12         b  10           c 8                   d 6 e the more, the merrier

6.   How much of Kinawah would you read thoroughly?      None  Front Page only   Quarter  Half  All   Other

7     Number 1 to 10 what you find most interesting -  1 being the most preferred
           Reunions ___
           Profiles/Where Are They Now ___ (a past student’s memories and/or present circumstances.)
           Nostalgix (nostalgic stories) ___
           Letters  ___
           Gossip Column ___
           Slade-St Caths Capers____
           Word from Our President ___
           Vale ___
           Stories ___
           Guess the photo/Mug Shots ___

8.         Would you contribute articles to Kinawah?   yes/no 
       
9.         Would you like to see Kinawah divided into a two sections? yes/no

10.       If yes
a  Separate Women’s & Men’s sections  b  Separate News & Magazine sections          

Comments/Contributions: 


