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PICKING THE CHAMPION

Ron and Bev Mauch judge best painting at the art show at Mapleton during the bus
tour of the region organised by our President, Margaret Stewart, for the AGM
Reunion held at Marcoola Beach Resort on the Sunshine Coast during the Queen’s
Birthday Weekend in June.  Photo: by El Presidento herself.

               A WORD FROM OUR PRESIDENT

We had a few activities at the dinner that were very successful in helping everyone
to mingle and meet other members from eras as widespread as the forties to the
seventies.  The meeting was well attended and we agreed on venues for the next
few years.  For instance, in 2010 we hope to return to Warwick and have a Musical
Evening in the St Catharine’s Hall on the Slade Campus.  Hopefully, Kel Williamson
will still be the caretaker and that we can make use of the buildings that we are all
familiar with.
Margaret Stewart – President
      REUNION REPORT by – Helen Moloney & Margaret Stewart
      Oh, I do like to be beside the seaside!

Initially I was disappointed with the numbers attending the
Annual Slade-St Catharine’s Reunion.  The committee
agreed to Helen and my suggestion to hold the reunion on
the Sunshine Coast as quite a few members reside there
and it would be an interesting change to past locations.
However, after a fun relaxed weekend, which nurtured
great friendships and much reminiscing, it didn’t really
matter how many came along as all joined in and were
made to feel welcome.  We are all keeping the spirit of the
Slade-St Catharine’s Past Students’ Association alive.

Even though some of us couldn’t
make it because of other
commitments, what a great
venue John Bayliss selected for
our 2009 reunion – SurfAir
Beach Resort at Marcoola with
luxury accommodation right
upstairs for the out-of-towners
and the tiddly. The meeting room
with its large, leaf shaped table
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was well equipped with all we
needed for the meeting –
water, sweets, pens, pads,
power points etc.  Eighteen
past students attended the
meeting with apologies from
just as many if not more (See
AGM Minutes on page 3). We
adjourned to the restaurant for
lunch where a comprehensive
spread of finger food had been
laid out for us.  It was great to
see

Graham ‘Scruffy” Henning
(Slade 1963-64) and wife, Rosie,
who joined the lunch gathering
along with other members’
spouses.
The usual stories and
reminiscences began in
earnest as acquaintances old
and new exchanged memor-
ies and business cards.  Some
of these memories were
recorded for later use at
dinner.  The three “forties” old
girls, Madeline Blyth, Joan
Austin and Chelmer Roots,
impressed everyone with their
vivaciousness and sincere
pleasure of being there.
Having finished a long lunch,
people drifted off to pursue
their own agenda or stayed
behind to enjoy the hospitality
of the bar staff!
After a scrub up and donning
the finery, we assembled back
at the restaurant to be greeted
by several more past students
including Vice-Pres Kathie
(Ree) Clark and Sharyn
(Oakhill) Krzanich.  It was also
great to see some lads from
the 1970s turn up too.

Richard Hill (Slade 1969-72),             Wally Holcomb (Slade 1970-72)

Douglas Brown (Slade 1970-71).
Following an enjoyable meal of steak or fish (depending on which
drop you were) and to ensure that no one became too comfortable in
their seat, everyone was issued with a sheet containing unnamed
past students’ memories of school days.  It was then up to everyone
to put names on the snippets to whom they referred.  Congratulations
to John, Lyndal and Doug who received a bottle of wine for being the
‘fast finishers’.  In the weeks before the reunion, hours of pawing over
school magazines uncovered some interesting facts about the
schools and their pupils, so now it was time for those present to
identify those persons or events.  In groups of mixed ages from the
1940s to the 1970s, trivial pursuit began in earnest.  After stories of
life during the war years and trying to guess which Slade teacher
entered the Mr Universe contest or what St Caths’s teacher was a
regional finalist in the 1962 Miss Australia Quest (Answer: In order -
no one and Barbara Barnes), it was time to collect the answer sheets.
Surprisingly all groups did well, but it was Sharyn’s group that
managed the most correct and gained the spoils – you guessed it -
more wine.  After we were asked to vacate the restaurant (not due to
misbehavior, mind you.  Staff knock off early on the north coast.),
some would be ‘party goers’ retired to one of the rooms for an ‘after
party’ but the most excitement we witnessed from our balcony, was
the police attending to a group of youths across the street. We all left
wondering where the party animal in us had gone.  The same place
as the hair and the eyesight, I guess.

From Left:  Sharyn (Oakhill) Krzanich
(St Caths – 1965-67),
Kathie (Ree) Clark (St Caths 1965-69)
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On Sunday morning eleven
past students and partners
were met by our bus tour
driver at the Marcoola Beach
Resort and a jolly driver was
he.  He was full of information
and stories and appreciation of
his charges.  Our first stop
was the Ginger Factory at
Buderim.  After purchasing
ginger scones and coffee,
some went for a ride on the
train while others checked out
the local produce.  After
loading up on ginger products
we set off up the Blackbutt
Range to our next point of call,
Montville.  We alighted from
the bus on the crest of a hill,
near a boutique shoe shop -
oh happy circumstance!
Andrea Holland spotted some
great boots and they were
reduced.  Everyone loves a
bargain!   We all made our
own way down the slope,
inspecting galleries, checking
out a wine shop and treating
ourselves to lunch.
Thanks to Andrea’s
suggestion we found our way
to the Maleny Art Show, which
was held at the Anglican
Church.  We were surprised at
the number and high standard
of entries.   Part of the $5
entry cost paid by your
association, included wine,
cheese, tea, coffee and local
biscuits. We were all issued a
piece of paper to choose the
visitor’s choice.  Ron Mauch
took it so seriously that he
studied them all several times
before making a decision.  It
was great comparing notes
with our friends.  On the way
to Mary Cairncross Park, our
driver remarked that one
section of the road was noted
for always being very cold in
winter as it hardly ever saw
the sun.  Ron called out from
the back of the bus “Did you
all notice the painting of it at
the Church?”  Well done Ron.
At the park, we took lots of
group photos with a lovely
view in the background.  A
great day was had by all.

From Left: Bruce Stewart, Bruce Mauch, Bev Mauch, Ron Mauch,
Margaret Stewart, Joan Austin, Peter Ramsay, Madeline Blyth, Paul
Holland, Andrea Holland, Dawn Carseldine, Chelmer Roots, Graham
Carseldine (Photo by long suffering Bus Driver)
After an incredible day touring Montville and the surrounds, some
enjoyed a walk along the beach while our president did several laps
of the heated pool before gathering again for the final time on Sunday
night for dinner.  An extremely witty John Tomlinson and his delightful
wife were able to join us and once again stories were abundant.  The
night ended reluctantly, once more by request from the staff, with
everyone vowing to attend next year’s reunion in Warwick.

AGM REPORT
Present at the AGM 2009 were Paul Holland, Margaret Stewart, Peter
Ramsay, Helen Moloney, Nigel Faulkner, John Bayliss, Madeline
Blyth, Walter Robb, Wally Holcomb, Chelmer Roots, Geoff Orr, Ian
Baker, Joan Austin, Linnet Cox, Roy Tweedie, Lloyd Melton, Ross
Thompson and Dawn Carseldine.  Apologies were received from Ray
Dickson, Judy Sackson-Gray, Gloria Coombe, Gordon Bromley,
Brenda Hughes, Ted Ross, Joan and Bruce Campbell, Marg Merrell,
George Hannaford, Jon Nantes, Steve Roberts, Jocelyn MacKenzie,
Joc Hofland, Adrian Charles, Dee Bucknell, Ian Hillard, Jocelyn
Martin.  Elected to the committee unopposed were:  Patron – Adrian
Charles,
President – Margaret Stewart, Vice President – Kathie Clark, Hon.
Treas. – Nigel Faulkner
Hon. Sec. – Helen Moloney
Kinawah Ed. – Paul Holland, Web Site Ed. – Harry Haxton, Archivist
– Ted Ross,
Mus. Curator – Paul Holland, Fund Raising – Nigel Faulkner
Fellowship Stewards – Geoff Orr / Peter Ramsay
Pastoral Care – Bishops Adrian Charles, Bevan Meredith and Rob
Nolan
Regional Representatives
Northern Qld – Ray Dickson /Natalie Ferris
Sunshine Coast – John Bayliss
Gold Coast – Lin Cox, George Hannaford
Brisbane - Madeline Blyth
John Bayliss offered to look into finding representative for the unfilled
positions of the Darling Downs, Western Qld, NSW, Victoria,
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Tasmania, South Australia,
Western Australia and the
Northern Territory.
In General Business Peter
Ramsay moved that Clause 20
of the constitution ‘The
position of President shall not
be occupied by any one
person for more than two
consecutive year’ be changed
to ‘…..more than four
consecutive years’.  This was
seconded by John Bayliss.
After general discussion,
which indicated general
approval for the change the
motion was carried
unanimously.  This was a
good indication of the great
work, Margaret has been
doing as President as it was
felt that she should have the
opportunity to continue in her
present role for as long as she
should so desire.
Membership fees – After a
lengthy discussion Peter
Ramsay moved and Nigel
Faulkner seconded that the
fees remain the same as for
2008/2009 i.e. $40 annual fee
and Life Member $240.  This
was carried by a majority.
John Bayliss volunteered to
chase up members with
lapsed membership.
Reunions –Thanks to several
people e.g. Garnet Budge,
Ray Dickson, John Bayliss,
Margaret Stewart, year
specific reunions are being
held regularly and by all
reports are well attended and
most enjoyable. A discussion
of many ideas on the future
reunions ensued with Walter
Robb backing up the
discussion on the holding of
reunions by mentioning the
ideas from the social capital
model of the “bonding” and
“bridging” ideas when it comes
to groups and reunions.  This
model has been since sent to
all the committee and is
available to all members on
request to the secretary.
It was decided that the AGM
and reunion each year would
remain on the Queen’s
Birthday weekend for the time
being. Every second year this
will be held in Warwick and the

alternate years be moved around the state. A tentative roster was
drawn up for the next few years as follows – 2011 in North Qld, 2013
in South West (St George?), 2015 Toowoomba. (John Bayliss will be
chasing up other willing areas to host the AGMs)  It is hoped that a
‘theme’ be followed for each reunion – special years, tributes etc.
John Bayliss moved that the Brisbane 60’s Reunion would always be
held on the Saturday in the first week of November, seconded Peter
Ramsay and carried unanimously.
Paul Holland moved (after many unsuccessful attempts to make
contact with overseas students who were not members of the
association) that overseas students who are not members be
removed from the mailing list, as they don’t appear to be living at the
last known addresses.   This was seconded by Madeline Blyth and
carried.
John Bayliss thanked the committee members for their work over the
past year and looked forward to the 2009/2010 membership year.
This was affirmed by acclamation.

WHERE ARE THEY NOW?
Chelmer Roots (nee Campbell) St Catharine’s 1946.
I was born at Gladstone on the 26th July 1934.  Dad, then a teller in
the Commonwealth Bank, was transferred to Warwick in 1938.
My mother wouldn't hear of my attending a State School so St
Catharine’s was the choice.
Divinity was a big part of our education.  I remember the feast of the
circumcision being read and glossed over and, when I had my first
baby, I didn’t have a clue what the nursing staff was talking about!!
I used to visit Stidolph's milk bar and I also drooled over the little
bickies in the shop next door.  I never did get one.
School concerts were always well organized and enjoyed by
everyone.  There was plenty of talent shown.  We had a very good
grounding in choirs though those who couldn't sing in tune were,
unfortunately for them, left out.  Some of the teachers we had, left a
lot to be desired too.  They were hard to get during the war.
I remember Circles was a very popular game though I have never
seen it played since.  It was played with a white rubber ring tossed
over a net.  Games could be contested in doubles or singles - similar
to tennis really.
We had quite a scandal during the mid-forties.  A pornographic letter
with a condom included was thrown over the back fence of the
school!  Needless to say, it did the rounds.  I didn't actually see the
condom, but got a good description.
One of the boarders (best left unnamed) wrote to her cousin in
Redcliffe and told her about the letter.  She wrote back and asked to
see it, as you’d expect.  Yes, muggins me posted the damn thing -
much against school rules, particularly for a daygirl.  The girl's mother
found the letter and there was hell to pay.  I was found out of course
and was nearly expelled
A few months later, my little brother came home blowing up what he
thought was a balloon he found at the corner of our street.  You
should have seen the swift reaction of my mother!  She snatched it
away from him and washed his mouth out with Lifeboy soap.  Still
being very naïve, it was only then that I began to realise what it was.
Soldiers, of course, got the blame and were not popular at school
after that incident.  There were over thirty thousand troops in Warwick
during the war.
The day peace was declared in the Pacific, the whole town went mad.
Reverend J.A.G. Housden led a huge crocodile line all around
Palmerin Street beating a kerosene tin.  The Scots boys raided the
PGC toilets and threw the toilet paper over the power lines all the way
down Palmerin Street.
I left St Catharine’s when Dad was transferred to Monto.  I attended a
State School much to the horror of my mother, but later went to St



Journal of the Slade and St Catharine’s Past Students Association Volume 200 Issue 5

Hilda’s on the sea.  St
Catharine’s was a great school
and I am sorry to see it closed.
Girls from other Anglican
schools all have their stories of
the Sisters of the Society of
the Sacred Advent.  They
were known to most as
teachers.  I think everyone
knew Sister Moira.  I met a few
of my old friends from St
Catharine’s at St Hilda’s and
still keep in touch.
[Editor’s Note: Chelmer’s
husband passed away only
recently and she currently lives in
Biloela.  If you would like to
make contact, let the Editor know
and it will be arranged.]

NOSTALGIX
Some memories of fifty years
ago as told by Colin Savill.
Robert “Lambie” Clark, I
remember well.  He was one
who always maintained his
“bush” image, right down to
the penknife and pouch on an
old belt.  Imagine a student
with a knife today.  I’m sure it
would not be as well received!
A few others of the era who
promoted the same image of
the bush were Edward “Ned”
Winter (1949-50), Lloyd
“Scrubber” Hamlyn (1948-49),
the unfortunate Hector “Tom”
Wilson, who lost all at a young
age at the hooves of a horse –
all good people!  There were
others, of course.  I can but
recall these few. –C.S.
[Ed. Note:  In the November
2008 issue of Kinawah, I made
another slip as I am want to do
from time to time and, as
usual, it was picked up by that
intrepid Cromer
Correspondent, Niel Quirk.
Unfortunately, Niel’s letter was
filed along with my company’s
rental property’s lessor’s
contract. (I added this, as I
know Niel would appreciate all
those apostrophés given his
penchant for Sanskrit.)  I
would never have found it if it
wasn’t for the fact that the
contract was due for renewal.

In that letter, Niel pointed out that I had written past president and
now deceased Alan Dunstall as “David” Dunstall.  I knew Alan quite
well in fact, as I had even attended old boys’ meetings at his home so
my writing ‘David’ is one those unexplained brain explosions I have
from time to time as I edit our journal.  Niel, of course, knew Alan
better than I, as his history with SSOBA predates my birth and this is
what he noted.]
“Dunstall was Alan, regularly known as Jazz Beau.  How he got the
nickname, I don’t know, but he was a great guy.  He finished his
schooling at All Souls in Charters Towers, but was very much a Slade
Old Boy.  When at Slade, his parents were at Taroom – his father
being a police sergeant in charge of Taroom at the time.  You could
fill a book on stories about “Jazz Beau”
In this same letter was an explanation for the origin of our journal,
Kinawah.  Apparently, the idea originated from Graham “Amos”
Campbell (below).

The nickname, Amos, distinguished him from Bruce Campbell (right)
who attended Slade at the same time.
[Ed Note (contd): The name, Kinawah, came from Charlie Olsen who was
the newsletter’s original editor.”  What I had questioned in the December
issue was where Charlie got the name Kinawah.  I suggested that it came
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from the school war cry rather
than the mythical story that it has
a PNG origin.  “Kina” being the
word for money/dough and
“wah” meaning no.  As the
association was broke at the time,
it seemed appropriate to call the
paper “No Dough”
However, a quick look at the
school war cry seems to indicate
otherwise, though there is still the
issue of the spelling.]

Slade War Cry
Tarberetta, Tarberetta, Tarra,

Garra, Yah.
Slade School, Slade School,

Boys we are.
Kinewah, Kinubra, Kirra,

Kirra, Kah.
Chilewah, Chilubra, Farren,

Farren, Fah.
Blue Gold, Blue Gold, Wah!

Wah! Wah!
Slade School, Slade School,

Yah! Yah! Yah!
What a load of gobble-dee-
goop!! The unsolved issue still
remains.  Where did they get
the name, Kinawah?
Just out of interest, the next lot
of gobble-dee-goop is the

St Catharine’s War Cry.
Per Volar Sumata,

Zim bar zee,
Brown white navy girls are we.

Wangaratta, Wangaratta,
Canna canna sha,

St Catharine’s, St Catharine’s,
Ya! Ya! Ya!

SLADE-ST CATHS
CAPERS

From the Desk of Intrepid
Reporter, Geoff Orr.
ALTHOUGH banned by the
authorities, lethal "gings" or
shanghais were just about a
cottage industry for many
Slade boys in the late 1950s
and early 1960s.
Woe betides anyone caught
by masters or prefects with
one.  It was worth six of the
best on the backside in the
days of unrestrained corporal
punishment.
As I recall, Oleander shrubs
were favoured for forks as the
wood was easily workable and
dried out well, while rubber
came from either bike or
tractor tyres.  The leather
pouch came from shoes, with

cadet boots particularly
suitable.  Waxed twine or
rubber bands were used to
finish up the job.  (As a matter
of interest, you can buy very
accurate US made slingshots
in a number of Queensland
sporting outlets today despite
shanghais having long been
banned in Queensland).
Ball bearings or marbles were
favoured ging ammo but much
of the time we had to resort to
stones.  Shanghais were put
to a number of uses both on
and off the school grounds,
probably none of which the
community would find
acceptable today.   These
included "deterring'' the many
dive-bombing magpies,
butcherbirds and kookaburras;
lining up soft drink bottles for
target practice and – ahem -
taking out bird life while on
hikes outside the school.
Boys will be boys. - G.O.
Funny how one person's
reminiscence leads to another.
I remember Paul "Tank" Kundi
using a bandana as a sling to
throw stones.

He would roll the bandana up
and fold a stone in one end,
then drape it over a shoulder
so that he held the stone
behind his back.  With the
other hand he would then
"sling" the stone.  The
selection of ‘stone’ was critical,
as it had to leave the sling at
the right point to be effective.  I
saw him send a stone into the
Condamine River from the top
of the "rocks" outside Monty's

old classroom using this
method. – P.H.

YOUR URL

WWW.SSPSA.COM.AU

As told by Graham Smith

I was part of Monty’s 7stone
7lbs rugby team for one year
at least and remember spend-
ing any number of late autumn
/early winter afternoons in the
Barnes House boiler room in
an army trench coat (provided
by Monty) “running on the
spot” to lose enough weight to
pass the weigh in.  Usually, I
had to lose 7 to 8 lbs and his
boiler room routine was not
particularly pleasant.  I also
remember that the night after
the weigh in, I ate so much I
probably weighed 8st 7lbs
within a matter of hours!!!!
[Ed Note: Graham later went on
to break an unofficial bread-
eating contest, after a large
delivery of fresh bread arrived at
the school.  Generally, the dining
room had plenty of bread, just a
shortage of stuff to put on it!]

As told by Colin Savill.

WWW.SSPSA.COM.AU
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I recall Royce “Dick” McCowen
clearly.  I liked him and carried
letters for him [Editor’s Note:
no doubt to Dallas Porter, his
future wife.]  The authorities
were clearly aware of the illicit
mail I was carrying, but I was
never caught.  Their efforts at
entrapment failed to regard
how far I would ride my
pushbike to avoid their rather
crude attempts at capture.
They were too obvious!  But
then again, I doubt they had
their hearts in the chase.  After
all, it was a bit ridiculous.
A measure of  “Dick”
McGowen’s character can be
found in an event, which took
place in 1952.  He had a leg in
plaster, so the trip to the lab
was difficult.  One day Charlie
Olsen shut the doors before
Dick could get there.  It was
mean and unfair and Dick was
upset.  He made some noise
getting to his seat, which was
beside me.  Annoyed, Charlie
said, “McCowen, don’t bother
coming if you are going to be
so disruptive.”
Dick relied very clearly, “ Don’t
worry Charlie, I bloody well
won’t!”
This story is true and I feel
sure there will be others who
have the same or similar
recollections.
Years later, I learned that Dick
had become School Captain in
1953.  It was a surprise to me.
Edited from a recorded
conversation with Colin
Savill  I remember when the
Archbishop of Canterbury was
coming to open the War
Memorial Science Block, it
was agreed that there had to
be a parade and a Guard of
Honour.  The Guard of Honour
had to be run by the cadet
corps, of course, so we all
started to train.  Among other
things, the idea was that one
group would form the guard
while the rest of us would line
the drive standing to attention
during the ceremony.  From
the very first day of training,
Charlie Olsen, who didn’t like
me and I didn’t like him much
either, tore into me.  He really
tore into me.  You see the idea

was that all the best cadets
would be in the Honour Guard
and the all- so-rands would
line the drive.  So I thought,
“Here goes.  I’m going to line
the drive.”  From the whole
way through for about two
months while we practiced, he
tore into me again and again
to the extent that people said
to me things like, “What have
you done to Charlie?”  Well, I
know I hadn’t done anything to
Charlie.  He gave me hell all
the way through then put me
in the Honour Guard.  Do you
believe that?  I didn’t like him
and I couldn’t understand him.
Why he put me in that Honour
Guard, I have no idea, but I
liked it.  Yes, I was pleased I
got selected.  No gain without
pain?  Too bloody right!
[Editor’s Note:  Charlie Olsen left
Slade at the end of 1952 to go to
Ipswich Grammar, which
probably explains why Dick did
not pay the price for his retort.]

THE ‘GOSS’
Make The Goss more inter-
esting and informative by
contacting the Editor on 07
3206 2777 or by email:
windmillpro@bigpond.com to
let us know what’s doing
with our past students.
At a recent association event,
a St Catharine’s past student
revealed a long held secret of
unrequited love for a past
Slade student.  The power of
the Sisters of the Society of
the Sacred Advent in making
their charges timorous in the
face of prospective boyfriends
had stultifying and long-term
effect.  This handsome lad,
always popular with the girls,
also had strong feelings for
this vivacious lass, but never
pursued his love, perhaps due
to his own unsureness of her
well-hidden feelings.
Ultimately, they went their
separate ways, though while
young, they found themselves
in unsuitable marriages.  This
poignant story has all the ele-
ments of a best seller telling
how she coped after years of
being in an abusive relation-

ship and her own life-threaten-
ing challenges.
Unbeknown to his lost love, he
was also enduring his own
traumas involving infidelity,
ongoing ill health and disloc-
ation.
Finally, after her marriage
ended, she set out to find her
sweetheart from yesteryear.
She succeeds, not knowing he
is dying and he does not
reveal his predicament.  The
final act of the tragedy is
played out when our Slade old
boy, realizing he has not much
time left and, now knowing
where she could be found,
appears unexpectedly on her
doorstep to reconcile his
feelings and make his final
goodbyes.  However, he still
doesn’t reveal the inevitable.
During his final years he had
been blessed with a loving
relationship and he died with
his loved ones around him,
while she is left to wonder
what might have been.

SLADE CAMPUS

If you ever wish to visit Slade,
it’s is a worthwhile exercise.
The grounds look fantastic
under the care of the manager
Kel Williamson.  Contact Kel
first if you are visiting on 0410
773 122.  Also on campus are
many interesting sights.  Don’t
miss seeing the magnificent
stained glass windows in the
old classroom block.

And then there’s the Slade-St
Catharine’s Museum housed
in the War Memorial Room of

mailto:windmillpro@bigpond.com
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the Science Block. You can
even go on your own self-
conducted tour of the campus
and the surrounding area.
Before you go, download the
booklet and map that
accompanies the tour, which
begins at the Museum in the
Science War Memorial
Building and ends at the
library building next door.  Just
visit the Association website,
www.SSPSA.com.au and
follow the instructions.  If you
can’t access this information,
contact the editor (details on
the front page) for copies.
Remember, contact Kel
before you go to ensure you
have full access to all the
sights. - Curator

LETTERS
The integrity of a newspaper
is measured by its willing-
ness 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,
Your latest issue was of
particular interest to me.  In
1952 I did Sub-senior with all
those people motioned in Dick
Matthews letter and I recall
them all very clearly.  It is
great to see mention of them
all again after fifty-six years
without ever meeting any of
them again, which I regret.
Dayboys were clearly
regarded as a lower caste, so I
did not qualify for the inner
circle of the group, but I recall
them all with warm feelings.
Sometimes, I feel that my
value should have rated higher
in that group for my services
as an illicit mail carrier.  I
should have charged the
blighters!
My last year was a complete
waste of time.  I knew my life

was not to be academic. So I
was anxious to get started with
the physical and practical life,
which I have followed ever
since. It has been a roller
coaster ride, losing my wife
and eldest son to illness along
the way among other traumas.
However, I have now
remarried to a delightful
person.  We have between us
eight children and eighteen
grandchildren and my life’s
efforts have resulted in a
useful business situation, so I
suppose my cup is full!
I recall very clearly a day when
Mark Matthews received very
bad news.  I felt very much for
him at the time and have
remembered it all my life.  If I
may say so, Mark, I recall you
very well.  I know that it is a
little late, but thanks with the
help with the homework.  It
was all double-dutch to me.
For what it is worth, I always
knew him as Mark and have
remembered him as Mark, but
others, as I recall, referred to
him as Dick!  I believe his
name was and is, Richard!
I knew all those people and
am delighted to hear of them
again.
Yours sincerely, Colin P
Savill. [Slade 1948-51]
Dear Colin, Thank you for
your letter, it is very
informative, though you have
created some more confusion.
We have had enough trouble
with Dicks without you adding
to the confusion by suggesting
we had another Dick at Slade
at that time.
Needless to say, your letter is
very welcome indeed and
reminds me of how dayboys
and girls were so unfairly
referred to in my day.  A
casual observer might have
thought they were immigrant
Italians as they were often
referred to as “Daygoes”, a
derogatory term for those who
were then regarded, by our
usual contingent of backward
racists, referred to no better
than boat people or Middle-
Eastern immigrants of one

persuasion or another are
today.  Children can be so
cruel!
Of course, as soon as a daygo
shows he’s useful or, in
particular, a talented sports-
man, the attitude takes an
immediate reversal.   I remem-
ber my first mate at Slade was
Ian Lee, a “daygo” in the vern-
acular of the time.  As is often
the case, we became firm
mates after we had given each
other a biff over some petty
argument.  We were so
sophisticated then.
I’m sure you underestimated
your value as a mailman, Col.
Had you realised how desper-
ate those girl-starved lads
were to get their letters off to
their love interests, you could
have been the richest and
most popular boy in the school
- ahhh, missed opportunities.
I look forward to hearing from
you again.
Aunt Louie.
[Editor’s Note: See Colin’s
anecdotes in the Caper’s
section on Page 3 and
Nostalgix on Page 4)
From Niel Quirk our Cromer
Correspondent

Dear Aunt Louie,
As I’m sailing down the Nile,
I’ll endeavour to write in my
best Sanskrit to make it easier
to be deciphered!!!
Let’s discuss the Stablers:  If
my memory serves me right.
Remember I have an OBE
(Over Bloody Eighty).  This is

www.SSPSA.com.au
mailto:windmillpro@bigpond.com
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how I knew the family.  Harold
was the eldest.  Les was a
pupil when I first went to Slade
in 1942 - Senior Grades for
Les then.  He came back as a
teacher.  I think Tom was in
between Harold and Les.
Time flies.  We are talking
over sixty years ago.
Please, Aunt Louie, keep your
mind above your navel – “I
remember a Janet Stabler
well, a rather petite lady.”
Ned Gow brings back some
memories.  I think your “Slade
1947” is incorrect as more
likely 1942 when a number of
Churchie boys came to Slade
due to WWII.  Ned, for his age
(less than 13 years), was a
very large boy and I remember
him winning his age group at
the “All Schools” Athletics by
the proverbial mile.  The
“foreign” spectators (Parents
of CBC, WHS and TSC pupils)
said Slade was cheating
because Ned was older than
his age.  Big as he was, he
could certainly sprint.  I think,
with the other expats, he
returned to Churchie as the
peril of war decreased.
When I was departing the
airport last Saturday, I noticed
the name our front –Eric L
Robinson Airport had
disappeared.  The airport
facilities –Arrivals and
Departures is being done up
and the name above has
disappeared.  Whether it is to
be replaced later is unknown.
Eric Robinson was at Slade in
my time- 42-46 and was from
Brisbane, his family being in
the sports store business in
Queen Street.  He entered
politics as the Member for the
Gold Coast as a Liberal and
eventually became Treasurer
in the Federal Government in
Canberra.  His entry into Fed-
eral Parliament would have
been after 1965, but he pass-
ed away at quite a young age.
Alex Kidd would have some
details on his passing.
You may be able to find out at
your end whether his name is
to be replaces on the front of
the Airport Terminal.

Keep up the good work. Niel
Quirk
Dear Niel,
Thank you for writing in such
perfect script, or is that ‘skrit’?
Also, thanks for pointing out
how impolitic I was. . I did not
realise that “petite” was risqué
or is that ‘frisqué’? Perhaps in
the yesteryear days of gentle
sobriety, petite had a different
connotation.  Let me assure
you I have no trouble keeping
my thoughts elevated these
days, as, after many years of
rectifying the deprivation
suffered at the hands of the
Slade dining room staff’s
culinary expertise, my navel is
now distinctly lower than
where it previously was.
Enough already!
You were quite right about that
incorrect date.  Ned Gow was
at Slade for 1942 only.  I
confess a typo.  It was 1942
that most of the ‘expats’ came
to Slade and St Catharine’s
out of a fear of a Japanese
Invasion.  It was all over by
1947. – Aunt Louie

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

STORY
Boys will be boys and boys
who don’t get up to nonsense
are pretty rare, particularly
those who are in training to be
practical jokers.  Topping the
list of Slade boys would have
to be Peter Enright, not that
Peter was naughty, but he had
an ability to perpetuate harm-
less conspiracies much to the
embarrassment of his target
victims namely people in

authority such as prefects and
staff.
Two of his victims were the
officious and devout prefect,
Oswald “Oscar” Johnstone
and the affable and
compassionate Canon
Edwards, School Chaplain.
Canon Edwards or “Shotty “ as
he was nicknamed for obvious
reasons, was an enthusiastic
hymn singer while the devout
“Oscar” was the organist of the
time.
One day during prep, after
finding himself with little to
keep himself occupied, one
Peter Enright decided on a
daring, if not dangerous,
initiative.  He wrote on a page
from his exercise book, “Don’t
sing tonight at Chapel.  Let
Shotty do it all on his own” ,
then passed the note on so
that it went from student to
student until the message
passed through the hands of
the entire school.  This idea
certainly had all the appeal for
boys who will be boys and
come evensong when Shotty
announced the hymn to be
sung, Oscar played the
introduction with his usual flare
and Shotty set off with
stentorian enthusiasm, and
yes, you’ve guessed it, without
the accompaniment of the
schoolboys.  Not one student
joined in though some of the
youngest students who
normally sat at the front of the
congregation cast nervous
backward looks to the older
students for guidance.  These,
needless to say, surreptitious-
ly shook their heads and so
the prank continued.  A couple
of the cheekier students, one
of whom was Jeff Todd,
started to laughingly sing
towards the end of the hymn.
However, even they desisted,
but not before their actions
were noted by a teacher,
Kingston-Conanstein, a
Jewish refugee from Austria
whose ability to identify a
culprit was about as good as
his ability to teach.  Despite
the passive resistance of the
congregation, Shotty and
Oscar ploughed on regardless
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until the hymn was completed,
but there was retribution in the
air.  Kingston or “Flatfoot” as
he was nicknamed due to his
penchant for running flip-flop
around the oval in oversize
sandshoes, was quick to
accuse Toddy for the prank.
Overhearing the accusation,
Peter the prankster was quick
to set him right, but Flatfoot
was not to be put off, replying,
“Is ver’ nice you vant to protect
your fren, but vy you bother,
eh?  I know ‘e is za culprit,
yes.”  Despite Peter’s
protestations, Flatfoot would
not be deterred.  The next day
though nothing was said,
Peter nervously awaited the
fallout.  It came after dinner
when the headmaster. “Boss”
Roberts announced he wished
to see all those involved in the
prank outside his office.  Given
his penchant for swinging the
cane repeatedly and with
sadistic intent with minimum
provocation, it must have sent
a chill down every spine in the
school population.  Neverthe-
less, Peter and his mates
headed up to take their
medicine, but when they
arrived - lo and behold! - the
entire student population was
also there.  A totally perplexed
Boss was taken aback, but
once he recovered from this
show of student solidarity, he
requested that the ringleaders
step forward making particular
mention of Toddy who had
been dobbed in by the
tutorially challenged Flatfoot.
Peter immediately stepped
forward and protested that it
was entirely his idea and that
Jeff had nothing to do with the
prank.
The atmosphere must have
been charged with electric
expectation.
Perhaps it was due to the fact
that Boss Roberts had little
time for the compassionate
Edwards who made it obvious
he disapproved of the use of
the cane.  Perhaps Boss saw
Shotty’s embarrassment in the
face of the prank justly
deserved.  Perhaps he was
unsure of the veracity of

Peter’s claim to be the ring-
leader.  Whatever it was,
nothing happened.  The
headmaster dished out no
punishment, neither caning
nor detention, but merely
finished off the event with a
“now run along and behave
yourself”.
The entire school was
astounded while Peter was
amazed and elated.  Not only
had he escaped punishment,
but all the students had turned
out to share in the respons-
ibility for the prank.  Perhaps
they too felt that this might
knobble the headmaster’s
penchant for thrashing his
charges.  Regardless it was an
resounding show of support
for their master prankster.
Whatever the instigation,
Byram “Boss” Roberts backed
down in the face of Canon
“Shotty” Edwards’ disapproval
for corporal punishment and
the loyalty of the schoolboys
for one of their mates. –
Compiled from the
reminiscences of Peter “The
Prankster” Enright

VALE
As promised last issue, Adam
Clark, brother of Robert
Anthony Carr Clark who
passed away on the 30th

March, has sent the eulogy
given at his memorial service
held at Clermont.  The
following are edited excerpts
from that Eulogy.

“Imagine a lad of just 21,
receiving the news that you

had been successful in a land
ballot, and now own 6000
acres of prime grazing land at
Kilcummin, some 700km from
your family home.
It’s a two-day drive to get
there, over roads you know
very little about.  You have
never seen this new land and
you know no one in the
district.
The adventurous among us
can only dream of such an
opportunity, but to call it a ‘life
changing experience’ would
be an understatement!  He
arrived at his new block on
December 14, 1957 with a
saddle, one horse called Tom,
a new axe, a pair of pliers and
a fly tarpaulin for shelter.
He was in his prime and ready
to accept any challenge the
land could throw at him.  He
named his block “Mutation” in
recognition of the changes that
were now part of his new life.
A short time later, early one
wet Sunday morning, a lone
horseman appeared at the
gate of “Bendemeer”.  It was
too wet to work so Bobby
decided it was time to meet
the neighbours.  He stayed for
breakfast, of course, and, as
happened so many times
since, at the end of the meal
pushed back his chair and
exclaimed, “Well, that was a
dashed good feed!”
Bob was born at Cunnamulla
on June 3, 1936prior to his
family moving to Nunbank, in
the Taroum district.  His
genetics must have given him
some of his pioneering spirit,
as his father, Barney, and
Nunbank were synonymous
with much of the early work in
scrub development and the
introduction of new pasture
species, particularly Nunbank
Buffel.
He completed his formal
education at Slade School in
Warwick; spent a short time at
Fitzroyvale walking cattle up
the river to Lakes Creek and
then returned home to
Nunbank until his arrival at
Mutation where he built his
first shed with the help of the
ringers from Bendemeer just in
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time for the big cyclone in
1958.   Like anything Bob built
it was meant to last, and is still
standing today although no
longer the main homestead.
All the visitors to Mutation in
those early years will still
remember the large open
fireplace with a Gidgee log
pushed in from across the
room, the wash tub on the
bench for the dishes and a 10
pound block of cheese and a
box of dried apricots on the
table.
Bobby was never a big one for
“fancy living”.  He was,
however, big on fancy cattle
and devoted much of his life
on the development and
improvement of his Mutation
Brahman Stud which was
registered in 1964.  Even
during his recent illness, Bob’s
highly respected Mutation
Brahmans were on sale in
Charters Towers.  Mutation
Brahmans, Home of the Big
Greys, have a strong influence
on northern cattle herds for
many years.
Ten years to the day after Bob
arrived at Mutation he married
Margot.  They have two
children, Michael and Anne.
Although personal comforts
were not critical to Bob, they
completed their new home in
2000.  Like all things Bobby
did, it had to be done right and
his improvements around
Mutation are a testament to
this.  The bright red paint on
all structures will remain his
enduring trademark.
He was a strong community
man who held the “good of the
group” a high priority.  Those
who have the book,
“Kilcummin – The First 50
Years” will have read Bob’s
detailed contribution to this
outlook.”
Bob’s family is keeping his
tradition and Brahman Stud
going.
As Adam said in his
accompanying note, “He is
sadly missed by all of his
extended family.”

Geoff Wilson
Remembered

In our November 2008 issue of
Kinawah we noted the passing
of Geoff Wilson earlier that
month.  What Kinawah failed
to do was recognize that Geoff
remained in contact with some
of those he knew from Slade
and it was pleasing to note
that Brian Self, Niel Quirk and
wife, Margaret, attended the
funeral service.  Coincidently,
Margaret and Geoff’s wife,
Noela, were airhostesses
together in the days of
Ansette’s ANA.  Geoff also
had a flying background, being
navigator on the Canberra
Bomber, which made a non-
stop flight from the UK to
Australia in the early fifties in
record-breaking time.  This
was quite a feat.  In the fifties
a commercial flight from
Australia to the UK was a
three or four day event with
overnight stopovers, so a
direct non-stop flight was
really something.
The following is the Eulogy
included in the Order of
Service at his funeral:
“From humble rural beginnings
in Roma Queensland came a
man that would one day soar
like the eagles.  Educated at
Slade Boarding School in
Warwick, Geoff learnt the true
meaning of mate ship and
being part of a tight knit family.
Upon graduating he joined the
RAAF in 1944 and at the end
of the war his discharge
landed him at Qantas,
however his love for the Air
Force drew him back in 1948.
A long and distinguished
career that spanned the globe
followed with active duty,
atomic blasts, air speed
records that all ended in 1971
when he left to give his family
stability.
With loving wife, Nola, Geoff
switched gears focusing on his
paternal role as a caring
husband and father.  Ever the
educator, he passed on his
weathered lessons and taught
his three sons the virtues of
life that reflected his own; his

DNA passed on now to his
grandchildren.
Always the mate ready for a
beer and a chat, the husband
that couldn’t love enough and
the father whose tap of love,
support and guidance was
always full bore.

Queenie Cossart (nee Warby
– St Catharine’s Stanthorpe
1931-34) passed away after a
short illness on Saturday 18th

July last aged 92 years.  Her
private funeral was held at the
Garden of Remembrance in
Toowoomba the following
Tuesday.  In her final years
she lived at the Brodribb
Retirement Village in
Toowoomba.  She is survived
by three children, son James
Allen from her first marriage to
Captain James Allen (KIA
WWII), son Donald and
daughter Ruth to her second
husband, William Alex Cossart
(deceased) who she married
in 1945.  Between her three
children she had seven
grandchildren.  Queenie was
sister to William Warby
(deceased) who attended
Slade 1931-2.  Queenie may
be remembered by those who
attended the CEGS 1991
Reunion, an event her son,
Donald, remembers well.
Queenie lived and worked on
the Cossart family station,
Dillbong, from 1945 to 1980
even after the passing of her
second husband, Bill, in 1971.
The station, now running
black pole cattle, lies between
Tara and Moonie where
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Donald and his wife, Liz still
live.  Queenie was always
community minded being very
active as a member of various
associations such as the CWA
and Geranium Society and
helped raise money for the
Tara Hospital Fund,
ambulance and church before
she left the district to live in
Toowoomba.  Not only was
she well respected for her

community work; she was well
loved by all who knew her,
particularly her children and
grandchildren.  Until her
passing, Queenie was one of
our last surviving past
students from the earliest of
our school origins.  She will
always be part of the history of
our schools and therefore a
valued member of our family
of past students.

ALTIORA IN VOTIS
(St Catharine’s CEHS
Stanthorpe motto - Seek for
that which is Higher)

PER VOLAR SONATA –
PATRIBUS DIGNI ESTOTE

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

MUG SHOTS
Identify all the past students in the following photograph and win one year’s free membership of the
SSPSA.
Instructions: Fill in the missing names; copy/cut & 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 Boys:
1948 INTERHOUSE ATHLETICS

From Left:  ………..………, ……….……….., ……………....., …….……..…, ……………...., …………..……

Hint:   Photo supplied by Joan Austin
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