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Preface 
 

In the last few years I have been amusing my children with stories and anecdotes 

from my life, especially from my youth. They love these tales and have urged me to write 

my memoirs so that these stories are not lost when I pass on. I helped put together my 

father’s memoirs after his death (published in 1998 in the book In the Service of My Lord 

by Vivian C. Sorensen) and came to realize what a worthwhile project that was. As long 

as that book exists, the memory of him and his accomplishments will not be forgotten, 

even after those who knew him personally have gone to their reward. He led a fascinating 

life and the book makes wonderful reading, as has been expressed to me many times. I 

have also led a very interesting and unusual life and have had many incredible 

experiences, so I decided in 2009, at the age of 58, while in good health and with most of 

my memories still intact, it would be a good time to start writing these memoirs. The first 

chapter I completed was on my experiences at Newcastle Boys High School 1964-1969. 

The first draft was sent out starting in December 2009 to many of my old schoolmates 

from NBHS for review and comment. They corrected some things I got wrong and 

reminded me of other events I had forgotten, and even supplied a few bits of information 

that I did not know about. On 6th January 2012, I attended the informal annual 69er 

reunion held at the Bar Beach Bowls Club. It was suggested that I contribute my memoirs 

to the archives of the NBHS Old Boys Association. I thought this was a good idea, 

especially if I reworked the chapter to remove some extraneous personal events and 

information (which will appear in my full memoirs) and this could become the basis for a 

personal history of our form, if my old schoolmates would contribute to it with their own 

experiences (which appear as sections in the appendix of this document). This would then 

provide future generations with a glimpse of what it was like to be a schoolboy at an 

Australian public selective all-boys high school in the 1960s. 

Please forgive any mistakes that I make in these memoirs. I am giving them my best 

effort. I will also point out that memories of certain events differ between different 

individuals. I have stated my memory of the events, and where there are discrepancies, I 

have tried to note them. However, the bottom line is that this is my personal recollection 

and not meant to be a definitive history. 

One advantage of writing memoirs these days versus years ago is the power of 

personal computers with word processors and the ability to easily add images from digital 

cameras or scanned from slides, photographs, or ephemera (such as newspapers and 

books). I have been able to conduct online searches that have uncovered some 

information and photographs. I insert the best ones to help illustrate the memoirs and to 

be a crux so that I don’t have to depend on my descriptions alone to portray what they 

represent.   

I especially want to thank my wonderful, beautiful wife, Lori, for all that she has done 

and continues to do for me (including copy editing these memoirs). 

 

Trevor Charles Sorensen 

NBHS Class of 1969 

sorensen@hsfl.hawaii.edu 
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NOTE to Readers 

Some background is needed to fully understand this document: 

 My father was a missionary for the Reorganized Church of Jesus Christ of Latter 

Day Saints (now named The Community of Christ). Although we had the same 

origins as the Mormon Church, it is not the Mormon Church and there are major 

doctrinal differences between the two. The church I attended was on Tudor Street 

(extended) in Hamilton, right on the border with Broadmeadow. It is now a 

private residence. 

 I have two older sisters – Beth, who is a retired nurse in Missouri (moved there 

from Australia in 1967), and Marvia, who is a retired lawyer in Newcastle (lives 

in Valentine, NSW). 

 My parents were Australian and I was born in Brisbane in 1951, but when I was 

five months old, we moved to Tahiti and then the USA, finally moving to 

Newcastle in 1960. In November 1969, after finishing high school in Newcastle, I 

moved with my parents to the United States (where I attended the University of 

Kansas) and eventually settled there, although I did try a couple of times 

unsuccessfully to move back to Australia. I have dual Australian and US 

citizenship. 

 

I welcome comments on these memoirs. Although I have a good memory, it is not 

infallible and so I may have some things incorrect. I tend to find that I am less accurate in 

things I observed as compared to things in which I participated.  

 

To my former classmates: Please send me any corrections or amusing stories that I 

missed. I especially welcome any remembrances you may have of me and our 

experiences together. Any relevant photos from that time that you can share would be 

amazing. I want these memoirs to be the basis for a more extensive memoir of our year. 

By contributing your experiences, you can help us achieve that goal. 

 

Editorial notes: 

 I have tried to use Australian spelling and expressions where possible (as opposed 

to American), although I’m sure some Americanisms have slipped through 

because I have lived in the US since I left high school over 45 years ago. To aid 

my American readers, I have included an Australian-American Glossary in the 

appendices. Some of the words in this list are from other chapters and may not 

appear in this document. 

 I have formatted this document in US letter size instead of the more common A4 

format used in Australia because I wanted hard copies of my memoirs and it is 

difficult to find A4 paper and copiers in America. I also did not want to have to 

reformat the document just for this standalone version, because that is more work 

(i.e., time) than I can afford. 

 All photos that have no attribution are from my own files or the NBHS 

Novocastrian. PD is Public Domain (mostly obtained from online searches). 
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NBHS and Life in General at the School (1964-1969) 

or six years, from January 1964 until November 1969, I 

attended Newcastle Boys’ High School (NBHS). The 

motto of NBHS was “Remis Velisque” which is Latin 

for “with oars and sails” or in other words, “full speed ahead” 

or “maximum effort.” The school colours were red and blue. 

NBHS was a selective school. That meant that boys from 

Primary Schools in the region had to apply to go there. Entry 

depended mostly on your I.Q. as measured during Primary 

School. You could also be accepted if an immediate relative 

(father or brother) had attended there. It was also a segregated school – in the Australian 

sense. Segregated meant that it was all boys and no girls. It was also racially very 

homogenous - I do not remember there being any non-Caucasian boys there. There were 

no blacks (including aborigines) and at least in my year there were no Asians or Indians 

either (I don’t remember any in the whole school). However, we did have boys of Eastern 

European and Mediterranean descent. For example, in my 6th Form of 148 boys, there 

were only 11 boys (including myself) who had surnames that were not British or Irish. 

Newcastle High School was originally co-ed and located on a hill in Newcastle1. In 

1930 the girls moved out to Newcastle Girls’ High School in Hamilton and in 1934 the 

boys moved to the new building on Turton Road in Waratah, where it stood until it was 

changed to Waratah High School (once again co-ed) in 1976/77. NGHS combined with 

Hunter Girls’ High to become the new co-ed Newcastle High School. The schools were 

no longer selective (by 2012 only Merewether High was selective). Waratah High School 

is also no more – it changed names again to Waratah Technology High School, and in 

2001 to Callaghan College, Waratah Technology Campus (years 7-10). What a shame! 

 

 

 

                                                 
1 This is why the school song has the line “…As they climbed up the hill in the morning.” 

F 

Newcastle Boys’ High School – Main Building 
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2008 Aerial View of the Former Boys’ High with Changes Noted 

The NBHS School Pledge was: 

I promise to be loyal to my Queen, my Country, and the wider Commonwealth of 

Mankind; to do all in my power to uphold the Good Name of my School; and to strive to 

be just and honourable in all that I do. 

 

The school system in NSW when my family arrived in 1960 up until 1965 consisted of 

Infants’ School (Kindergarten through 2nd Class), Primary School (3rd through 6th Class), 

and High School (1st through 5th Year). After three years of high school students sat for a 

state-wide examination called the Intermediate Certificate (which Marvia obtained at 

Hamilton Home Science School), and after five years for the Leaving Certificate (which 

is what Marvia obtained at Hunter Girls’ High School in 1963). Starting in 1966 an extra 

year of high school was added and they were renamed from “Year” to “Form”. The new 

system had four years of high school then we would sit for the state-wide School 

Certificate (SC) at the end of 4th Form. We would then have another two years of high 

school and sit for the state-wide examinations for the Higher School Certificate (HSC). 

The results of this latter exam determined whether or not you went to university, 

Teachers College, or into trade (apprenticeships, etc.). It was also possible to leave school 

after the School Certificate if you wished, but the jobs available were limited. Those who 

wanted to apprentice into a trade would often pick this option.  

There were two types of high schools – junior high schools and high schools. Junior 

high schools only had 1st through 4th Form and ended with the School Certificate. If 

students from a junior high school wanted to continue on to the HSC, they would transfer 

to a high school, which all had 1st through 6th Forms (Years 7 through 12).  
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Students in the first four years were called “Juniors” while students in 

the last two years were called “Seniors”. We also had slightly different 

uniforms. Juniors had to wear grey trousers or shorts (with which were 

worn grey long socks with the school colours around the top), a blue 

shirt (long or short-sleeve), a red and blue diagonal striped tie, a grey 

school jumper (with school colours around the V-neck) or a blue blazer 

with the school coat of arms on the chest pocket. Seniors wore the same 

basic uniform except that there was more leeway (any dark trousers and 

any grey jumper were okay) while they had a more modern solid blue 

tie with a red embroidered school emblem near the knot. Although it 

didn’t get cold enough to freeze, it could still be miserably cold (and 

damp) during winter, which was particularly noticeable when riding 

your bike to school. On those days I would normally wear long trousers 

and my jumper underneath the blazer, along with gloves while I was 

riding the bike. My ears and face were generally ice cold by the time I 

got to school (or home). We didn’t have a school cap as was common 

with British and a few Australian schools. When younger I wore black 

leather shoes, but as I grew older I started wearing brown suede leather 

shoes or high-sided shoes (called “desert boots”). We were not allowed 

to wear sneakers (aka “tennis shoes” or “sand shoes”), except for sports 

and P.E. 

When I lived in Hamilton (during the first half of my 1st Form) I 

would usually ride my bike or walk the couple miles to school. Bike 

riding was easy as the whole way was flat. When I moved to Lambton, 

where I lived for the rest of my high school days, I frequently rode my 

bicycle the 3.5 miles from home to school (some bike misadventures are 

related later). The way was hilly, and on my way home from school, I 

sometimes stopped at a little corner shop near the top of the hill next to 

the Lambton swimming pool. They had the best chocolate-marshmallow 

bars I have ever tasted –a marshmallow bar covered in milk chocolate 

with coconut in it. This was a good energy boost to help me get up the 

last hill to my house. 

On the rare days that I did not ride my bike I could catch the bus directly back to 

Lambton, or catch the school train into Newcastle with my friends. The school train 

usually had a steam locomotive and five to seven carriages, making stops at the train 

stations on the way to Newcastle Station at the end of the line. We would walk from the 

school to the nearby Waratah train station where the school train was waiting.  I had a 

school train pass for a while, even though by rights I should not have, because I lived in 

the opposite direction. When my pass expired, I was unable to renew it because the 

authorities had figured out that I didn’t need one. I altered the date on it so I could still 

use it (until they changed the design of the pass).  

Boys’ High had six forms with about 150 boys per form, resulting in a total school 

population of about 900. Each form had about four or five classes with 20-40 boys per 

class. The classes were selective in the early years, while in later years they were set by 

the subjects the boys were taking. In Forms 1 to 3 and Forms 5 and 6 I was always in the 

A class (1A, 2A, 3A, 5A, 6A). In Forms 1 to 3 they were based on overall performance 

 
Souvenir 

NBHS Letter 

Opener 
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and I was in the top class. In 4th Form classes were formed by subject and I was in 4H1, 

the top of two history classes. In 5th and 6th Forms they set the classes by the science 

classes the boys were in. I was in the top science (physics) class so was in 5A and 6A. 

Some of the smartest boys in the school (e.g., Russell Cheek, Philip Paterson, John 

Masters, Bruce Burke, and Colin Taylor), who were not interested in science, were in 6C, 

6AH (Ancient History), or 6Ec (Economics). 

NBHS was a series of connected buildings that formed an “E” shape (see figure on 

previous page) and some separate buildings. Most of the buildings were red brick and 

two-storey. The northern “arm” of the “E” contained the library and art rooms (in later  

years), while the southern “arm” contained the science and language laboratories. The 

centre “arm” of the “E” was the single storey Assembly Hall, which was used as an 

indoor gymnasium if required. The Assembly Hall was a separate building, but had a 

covered walkway joining it to the main building. The Google Image shows how it looked 

in 2008. Although the main buildings are pretty much the same, there have been several  

other changes since I was there, as I have indicated with the shaded figures on the image. 

Either side of the Assembly Hall was a large bitumen quadrangle with no trees.  

The school was not air conditioned, but during warm weather the brick buildings with 

windows open stayed fairly cool. For cold weather the rooms had gas heaters, although 

they were difficult to light and were only used when especially cold.  

 
School Train headed from Waratah Station (at overpass behind train) to Newcastle. In the 

background in the centre is the Waratah Oval and to the far left behind the grass fields can be seen the 

rear of Newcastle Boys’ High School. Note tall television antennas on houses at left.  
(Source: Old Newcastle Facebook Archives)  
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New Science Wing built in 1967. Science labs this 
side, then language labs and music room at far end. 

Bike shed was at far end of building.  

 

We did not have a cafeteria. Instead 

there was a “tuckshop” in the 

southern quadrangle, which also had a 

covered area with tables and benches. 

The tuckshop would sell sandwiches, 

drinks, ice cream (or ice blocks), meat 

pies, pasties, sausage rolls, and 

pastries such as cream buns, vanilla 

slices, cream horns, etc. Most boys 

would bring their lunches, but some 

would go to nearby shops and milk 

bars or buy/supplement their lunch at 

the tuckshop. The owners of the 

tuckshop had a dog which used to 

hang out with the boys. 

  
Assembly Area (North Quadrangle). The 

veranda at left is recent, there was no tree, and 

there was a high wooden platform with stairs in 

place of the blue platform. 2006 Photo 

 

Assembly Hall from South Quadrangle. There 

was no tree and the Tuckshop was located in the 

grass patch.  All 2006 Photos from Old Newcastle 

facebook archives 

  
Archway Between Main Building and 

Assembly Hall. Looking through to Northern 

Quadrangle. 2006 Photo 

Northern Quadrangle looking to Library 

Wing. Library was on ground floor; music and art 

rooms on top floor. 2006 Photo. 
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Other buildings that have since disappeared included the single storey brick building 

that held the P.E. offices, change rooms, showers, and toilets; two large portable 

buildings with verandas just north of the P.E. building that held the woodworking and 

metalworking rooms respectively; a couple of portable classrooms just to the northeast of 

the library; a portable classroom for art that was just outside our school fence and on the 

property of the Waratah Infants’ School (until about 1966 when Art moved above the 

new library wing); and a long bike shed that was to the southeast of the P.E. building. 

South of the labs’ wing were the outdoor basketball courts, which are now gone as well. 

The school year started in January and ended in early December – we had six weeks of 

summer holidays, and fortnight breaks in May and August/September. School started at 9 

a.m. and ended at 3:30 p.m.  There were eight class periods in a day, each lasting 40 

minutes (35 minutes instruction and five minutes for change of class). A bell rang when it 

was time to change classes. Some 

classes, like laboratories, were double 

length in time. We had a 20-minute 

recess after three periods, then another 

three periods before lunch (50 minutes), 

followed by two more periods before 

the end of day. Two periods a week in 

my senior years were Free Periods for 

personal study, which I usually spent in 

the library. 

The fifth period of Tuesday was 

Scripture, which is when ministers 

 
Approximate layout of NBHS during my school days there 

 
Basketball Court with Bike Shed in Background 
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from religions that were well represented by the student population came and gave 

religious instruction. I will talk more about this later. 

On Wednesday there were only two class periods before lunch instead of the usual 

three. That was due to Wednesday afternoon for Sports, when we played elective sports. I 

was never a good or enthusiastic sportsman and never represented the school in any sport, 

unlike several of my friends. We would pick one sport for the summer (warmer) months 

and another for the winter (colder) months, although many of the winter sports, such as 

tennis, were still played outdoors. One of the sports available was golf, which was played 

on the golf course contained within the racetrack of the Newcastle Race Course at 

Broadmeadow (I never played there). The sports I selected during my six years were 

tennis (I was reasonably good, but not great), cricket (I was not very good), soccer, 

swimming (basically just spending the afternoon at the Olympic Swimming Pool2 just 

down the hill from my house in Lambton or at the ocean baths at Merewether), and 

basketball. I enjoyed most of these sports, but was never good enough to represent the 

school and I wasn’t willing to put in the time and effort to become good enough. I 

actually never tried out for any of the school teams. Despite (or maybe because of) my 

lack of contribution, NBHS generally did really well in varsity sports, usually being one 

of the top schools in the state in rugby, soccer, cricket, and other sports as well. One of 

our cricket players, Gary “Gus” Gilmour went on to play for Australia in cricket in the 

1970s, and I believe one or two others represented the state. 

                                                 
2 My favourite activity was to get in the 16 ft. diving pool, curl up in a ball and exhale, causing me to sink 

to the bottom, where I would push myself back up to the surface. I was a coward when it came to the diving 

platforms. I once went off the middle platform, but never the highest.  

 
My Class Schedule for 5th Form (6th Form schedule is in the appendices) 
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Boys’ High was divided into four houses, and our assignment to a house was based on 

our surnames and their positions in the alphabet. The first house was Hunter (A-E/Gold), 

second was Shortland (F-K/Green), third was Hannell (L-Q/Red), and last was Smith (R-

Z/Blue). I was in the last alphabet group, so I was in Smith House. My mate Phillip 

Archer, at the other end of the alphabet, was in Hunter House. We all wore blue gym 

shorts with a red stripe down each side, but our T-shirts were the colour of our houses, so 

I wore a plain blue T-shirt. Being in houses made it easy to split us into teams for P.E. 

We also had competitions between the houses for the various sports for the boys who did 

not represent the school on teams. There were various cups won by the houses each year, 

but I didn’t pay much attention to that. I just picked my sports for fun. 

Each year there were special days for sports. One was the Athletic Carnival (field and 

track events) and the other was the Swimming Carnival. The School Athletic Carnival 

was held in Waratah Oval and the School Swimming Carnival was held at Lambton 

Swimming Pool. On those days the entire school would get the day off to go to the 

carnival. These were basically competitions between the four houses, but they also 

selected the athletes who would represent the school against other schools in later 

carnivals. We would also get the day off to attend the Zone Athletic Carnival, where our 

school competed against other schools in our district (including Newcastle Technical 

Boys’ High and Hamilton Marist Brothers High). The Zone Athletic Carnival was usually 

held at the Newcastle Sports Ground in Hamilton South. I don’t think we attended the 

area Swimming Carnival or the Area Athletic Carnival unless we were representing the 

school because there was less space for spectators. These days were basically a good 

opportunity for me to not have to go to classes and to get sunburnt while mucking around 

with my mates. I never represented our school in any of the sports because I was not the 

athletic type, as I already stated. 

Boys’ High did not have a gymnasium – most of our PE activities were held outdoors 

or in the Assembly Hall. We received instruction sometimes while sitting on the benches 

in the change room of the PE building. This is where we learned the words to the school 

war chant, which seemed to go out of style by the time I was a Senior. However, I still 

remember it after all these years (however, no guarantees on the spelling, just the sound): 

 
Boomalacka, boomalacka, 

Bow, wow, wow, 

Choomalacka, choomalacka, 

Chow, chow, chow. 

Ha, ha, ha, 

Here we are, 

Newcastle High School 

Yah, yah, yah. 

 

Ika wopagai, 

Tika tika popagai, 

Jigga, jigga, 

Wogga, wogga, 

Whiskers on his gobba, gobba, 

Egoyah, egoyah, 

Newcastle High School 

Best by far. 

N-E-W-C-A-S-T-L-E 

NEWCASTLE!!! 
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I met my closest friends throughout high school in my first class, 1A. Even when we 

went to different classes in later years, we stayed good friends. I’ve included my class 

photos in the appendices, where you can see our progression from boys to young men. 

My closest mates in school were Phillip Archer, Russell Cheek, Steven Dumpleton, 

John Farrell, John Groom, John Masters, Leo Pinczewski, Jeff Richards, and Colin 

Taylor. These are the boys to whose houses I would go and who came to my house. I 

know that Steven Dumpleton died in 1997, Jeff Richards (who was epileptic) died around 

1980, and Phillip Archer in 2013. My other close mates (although not as close as the first 

group) were Russell Cooper, David Cocking, John Wurth, John Lewis, Phillip A. Graham 

(PAG), Robert Wilkinson, Bruce Miller, Phil Loder, Bruce Burke, Glenn Holmes, Philip 

Paterson, Raymond Armstrong, Glenn Faulds, Tom Lawrie, and Jeff Hogg. These were 

boys that I sometimes did things with outside of the classroom, like during lunchtimes or 

sometimes even after school. One funny thing – I consider Ross Johnson to be my best 

friend from my youth in Australia, ever since we first met in August, 1960. Ross also 

attended Boys’ High, but I never spent time with him and hardly ever saw him there. 

That’s because he was a year ahead of me, and it just was not done for boys in different 

years to hang out together at school. Outside of school though, we were best mates and 

often did things together. 

In those days we did not have backpacks. Instead we carried small brown cases called 

“ports”. They were made of heavy cardboard with metal reinforcing, latches, rivets, and a 

plastic handle. Although they were not as convenient as backpacks in some ways, 

because one of your hands was occupied carrying it, they also came in handy. You could 

put it on its end and use it as a seat (handy at bus stops and also for eating lunch). You 

could also put one on its end and put another flat on top of it to use as a table for cards, 

etc. We did not have individual lockers like in American high schools, so we had to carry 

the books we needed each day in our ports, along with notebooks, pens & pencils, ruler, 

lunch, and possibly a raincoat. I normally carried my pens & pencils, etc., in a wooden 

pencil case in the port. If we had P.E. or Sports that day we also had to carry those 

clothes in our ports as well, although we could bring a supplemental bag if necessary. 

Naturally the ports had to be pretty rugged – being boys we sometimes had “port fights” 

in which we banged the ports into each other in an attempt to hit our mates or defend 

   
Ports: For Primary School & High School                   Typical School Port (images from PD) 
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Old Style Double Desk used in some 

classrooms [Source PD] 

from their hits. We also used them as “port torpedoes” where we would launch them 

along the polished floor so that they would slide and impact someone else’s port (or legs).  

They also came in handy as a shield against an unexpected rain shower or a thrown tennis 

ball. They were very rugged and extremely handy in so many ways, including one that 

was unique to boys and I personally found very useful. During puberty and after, teenage 

boys tend to have an embarrassing physical reaction to the sight of girls (although, it also 

sometimes happens spontaneously). If this happened to me out in public, it was very 

handy to carry the port in front of me, hiding an embarrassing bulging in the pants. 

In some classrooms we had single or double desks that were made of wood and iron 

and were fixed to the floor. In others we had single wooden or metal seats with built-in 

desktops. For the double desks I usually sat with Leo Pinczewski, Tom Lawrie, or 

Russell Cheek, but I also remember sitting with 

Raymond Armstrong during Maths classes.  

Groups of boys used to hang out together in their 

own spots around the school during recess and 

lunchtime. One was The Tuckshop Group” that 

included Gus Gilmour, Plummy Davis, Paul 

Oughton, Jimmy Garis, George Rafty, John Jenkins, 

Gary Norris, Steve Bland, Gary Jones, Jeff Bower, 

Adrian Rooney, Phil O’Hearn, Jamie Burt, Peter 

Hawkins, and Graeme Hurrell. They used to hang 

out at the northwest end of the tuckshop awning.  

My close group of friends and I would usually eat 

our lunches while sitting on the verandah of the 

Metalworking (Technical Drawing) Building. In our 

earlier years we used to play “tip” (called “tag” in 

America) and also handball on the bitumen 

 
Australian Schoolgirls with Ports (ca. 1960) [Source PD] 
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Sunnyboy, Razz, and Glug [Source PD] 

playground using a tennis ball. One of our favourite pastimes in later years was playing 

cards (the favourite ones were 500, Euchre, and Strip Jack Naked). We also sometimes 

planned rockets, war games, ruled Plavonia (see later section), etc.  

We were very territorial about our lunch area on the playground. One time a bully from 

the year ahead of us came and disrupted the game we were playing by taking our tennis 

ball. Jeff Richards gave him a hiding and some blood was spilled. Naturally the fight 

attracted teachers, but Jeff got off with just a warning, because the teachers knew this 

other boy was a bully and started it all. I assume later he got in more serious trouble. 

My mother usually made my lunch for me. I would have two sandwiches (cheddar 

cheese, egg salad, tuna salad, peanut butter with blackberry jam, corned beef with 

Australian pickle, and Vegemite were my favourites). I would also usually have an apple, 

orange, mandarin, or banana, and a biscuit (Anzac, chocolate chip, Scotch Fingers were 

my favourites). I would either just 

drink water or get a drink from the 

tuckshop. On the days I didn’t bring 

my lunch, I would buy something from 

the tuckshop. One of my favourite 

refreshments from the tuckshop that I 

used to like at recess or lunchtime was 

a Sunnyboy, which was an orange 

flavoured ice block in a tetrahedral-

shaped waxed paper container (called a 

“Tetrapak”). I would rip one corner off 

and suck orange liquid out and then 

break off and eat the exposed ice. I 

would then rip some more of the container off and repeat the procedure. It would last 

quite a long time and was cold and refreshing. You had to be careful when peeling it off, 

because some of them had some faint writing under the wrapper telling you that you had 

won a free Sunnyboy. Some boys would rip off the corner and suck out all the sweet 

syrup so that there was just a lump of ice left. They would then rip of the wrapping and 

have a ready-made weapon – a lump of ice, which usually was thrown at the brick walls, 

just missing a boy or two on the way. There were also some other flavours, like raspberry 

(Razz), lime (Zap), and cola (Glug), although I think the latter two might have come later, 

because I only remember Sunnyboy and Razz.  

We did not have refrigerated drinking fountains in the school like in America. Instead, 

strategically located outside were bubblers, which was our term for drinking fountains. 

Of course these were simple mechanical and not electrical devices. 

We would have periodic assemblies of the school on the northern quadrangle, where 

we would all assemble by class and form (if raining, we would assemble in the Assembly 

Hall although it was not large enough to hold all the students at once). The Headmaster or 

someone else would address the school, and/or make announcements. We then would 

enter the school by class, with 6th Form leading. At strategic points leading to the 

classrooms our Prefects were stationed to make sure that order was kept. 
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The 25 Prefects were 6th 

Form boys who were elected 

by the school and were 

responsible for helping the 

teachers monitor the school 

and keep order. They were 

given special school badges 

and blazer pockets. They had 

their own room on the top 

floor of the school on the 

southwest side of the main 

building (see the earlier figure 

of the school layout). 

The Music Room was above the Headmaster’s office at the front of the school (I 

wonder how much of the music from upstairs he heard) until the new science wing was 

completed in 1967, at which time the Music Room was moved there (probably at the 

Headmaster’s request). The music teacher, Mrs. Hindmarsh, did a lot of music 

appreciation with us and I particularly remember listening to the Peer Gynt Suite by 

Grieg (In the Hall of the Mountain King was always a favourite) and the Grand Canyon 

Suite. We had to close our eyes and imagine the scene as the music played. Mrs. 

Hindmarsh also taught us music theory, and history. Being in the choir or orchestra was 

strictly voluntary and we received no class credit for either. Rehearsals were held during 

lunchtime or after school. Because I was taking piano and music theory lessons privately, 

I excelled in Music class and was top of the year in Music a couple times. 

We did have occasional field trips, but they were not as common as in most schools 

today. I remember visiting the BHP and Commonwealth steel works, and on our choir 

trip to perform in Sydney in 1964 we visited 

Taronga Park Zoo and the GM Holden Car 

Assembly Plant. 

Starting in 1966 the school boys produced a 

school newspaper called OTIS (which stood for 

“On The InSide”) and it was still going strong 

when I left. Some of my friends participated on 

the OTIS staff. 

I enjoyed my periods in the library (where I 

usually spent my free periods). Besides books I 

needed for class assignments, I would usually 

borrow and read science fiction books, war 

books (mostly World War II), and Biggles 

(James Bigglesworth) books. Captain W. E. 

Johns wrote 96 Biggles books and during my 

school days I read 54 of them. It was by far the 

most popular series for boys in the UK and 

Australia at the time. 

 
Prefects for 1969 
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NBHS School Workbook 

We all took the same subjects in 1st Form: English, 

Mathematics, Science, Social Studies, Language, Art, 

Music, Woodworking or Metalworking (I chose 

Woodworking), and P.E. During the second half of the 

year we did French, Latin, and German instead of 

Language. These were the three foreign languages taught 

at the school and this half year gave us a taste of each so 

that we could pick which one(s) we might want to do in 

2nd Form to 4th Form. I selected German even though I 

did better in French and Latin in my final exams (French 

37½/40, Latin 36/40, German 35½/40). I did 

woodworking (carpentry) rather than metalworking for 

the first year. Some things I remember making in 

woodworking were a pencil box (long rectangular 

wooden box with sliding Formica lid which I actually 

used to hold my pencils and pens for a few years), bookends, and a teapot stand. In the 

following three years it was an elective which I didn’t take. 

In 2nd to 4th Forms the subjects I took were: 

English, Science (Physics, Chemistry, Biology, 

Geology), History, Geography, German, Art (2nd 

and 3rd Forms only), Music (2nd Form only), and 

P.E. (2nd and 3rd Forms only). For SC Science 

(Physics, Chemistry, Biology, and Geology) we 

used a single large blue-covered textbook, the 

name of which I forget.  

I especially loved History and Geography, and 

excelled in both, usually coming 1st or 2nd in my 

class each reporting period (half yearly). In 

History we studied British history in 2nd Form, 

Australian history in 3rd Form (where we learned 

about the Rum Rebellion and the mutiny by his 

troops against Governor Bligh, formerly Captain 

Bligh), and world history in 4th Form. 

In 1967 when I did a research paper on the 

history of the Royal Newcastle Hospital for my history class, I had to go in to the hospital 

(which was located right across from Newcastle Beach) after school several days a week 

and go through their archives, making handwritten notes. I wanted to illustrate the 

expansion of the RNH complex, but there was no way to make photocopies of the 

original drawings, so I copied each of them by hand (using tracing paper) to put into my 

paper. What would take a few minutes today, took me many hours to accomplish. I wish I 

still had that paper. It was quite a piece of work and I received an “A” for it by the 

teacher (Mr. Holliday). 

For the School Certificate we took classes at one of three levels: Advanced, Credit, or 

Ordinary. I took all my classes at Advanced Level and passed them all at that level for the 

School Certificate (1967). I came first 

in Geography in my year for the SC. 
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My School Diary for 6th Form. 

Notice the admonition to myself and 

the information vandalism by a friend 

The examinations and full newspaper results are contained in the appendices. I also took 

another exam in August of 1967 from which I earned a Commonwealth Scholarship for 

$500 they sent me to spend as I pleased. Some boys used their money to buy a used car 

(e.g., John Farrell bought his VW Beetle he named Putzi), while I used mine to buy a kit 

from Heathkit in America to build my own Vox Jaguar portable organ to use in our rock 

band (more about that later). 

In the senior years (5th and 6th Form) we specialized 

more and did not take as many subjects. Instead of the 

A, C, O levels of the School Certificate, for the HSC 

they had levels 1, 2, 3 with Level 1 being equivalent to 

Honours. For Maths and Science there was further 

division. There was Level 2S (Short) and Level 2F 

(Full). The 2F level had extra class periods and covered 

more topics. Also for Maths and Science there was 

Level 1F (Full) instead of just Level 1. Level 1F was 

equivalent to one and a half Level 1s (both for having 

extra class periods and the way it was counted in the 

HSC). It was almost impossible for anyone to take all 

Level 1s because there just were not enough class 

periods available in a week. Everyone had to do Maths 

and English at some level. 

I did Level 1F Maths, Level 1F Physics (the two 

together were equivalent to three Level 1s), Level 2F 

Chemistry, Level 2F Biology, Level 2 English, and 
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Main German Textbook by Russon – note Gothic text used for German 

Level 1 German. My four Level 1s were about the maximum possible.  

Actually I did Level 2 German in 5th Form, but my German teacher (Mr. Allen) 

thought I could handle Level 1, so I switched to Level 1 in 6th Form, which meant that I 

had some catching up to do. That was nothing compared to Russell Cheek, who did only 

German for Forms 2-4, then added French for his two senior years – and Level 1 French 

at that, meaning he had to catch up three years of French while doing the work in the 

Level 1 class. Not only was he successful, but he ended up coming second in the class in 

French while being top in German. Truly an amazing and brilliant student! 

   In 5th Form, the Level 1 German students (I was Level 2 then), translated several of 

Hitler’s speeches from recordings of them. Although I was involved in the translations, I 

did get a copy of them. In particular, I remember one that he made at the time of the 

Stalingrad disaster.  

For German Level 2, we used two main textbooks, the primary being Complete 

German Course by Russon, which was distinguished by having all the German as old 

German Gothic font (see image). The reason I have this book, which is shown as the 

property of NBHS, is that they decided to discontinue using it after 1969 and let us keep 

our copies. The other book used was German Translation and Composition by K.E. 

Sutcliffe. I do not have a copy of this one. For German Level 1 we used German for 

Advanced Students by E. P. Dickens. The copy I have is my private copy bought at Ell’s 

Bookstore. We also studied several novels and plays, such as Biedermann und die 

Brandstifter, Romulus der Grosse, and Die Verwandlung (The Metamorphosis by Franz 

Kafka). The teachers supplemented the textbooks, with Foolscap size mimeographed 

notes, that I enclosed in a two-ring binder. 
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Additional German Textbooks used for HSC 

Our senior 

German classes 

were held in the 

language lab in 

the new building 

block (also 

containing the 

new science labs). 

There was an 

acoustic system 

that allowed us to 

listen to 

recordings. This 

used air tubes 

connected to 

earphones rather 

than electrical 

wires. Besides the 

normal 

instruction and studying of various works of literature, the classes I enjoyed the most was 

when we learned and sang songs in German, such as Lili Marlene, O Tannenbaum, 

Seeman, Vive La Companie, Mein Hut der hat drei Ecken, etc. 

One of our primary textbooks for Maths was by Coroneos and was a special textbook 

written for HSC Maths with an orange cover. In the 1F Maths class, we learned a good 

variety of topics to a surprising level of depth. Ray Armstrong told me that he remembers 

the frustration of Mr. Maehl when he tried to teach us all about convergence and 

divergence of series and the tests that would help us decide which way the series would 

head. There were a few of us in the class that liked to get through the problems as quickly 

as we could and move onto the next topic. Ray remembers this group to include himself, 

Ross Dunstan, Michael Hannaford, David Cocking, Chris Dibley, and myself. Sitting 

next to Ray in Maths was definitely an inducement to me to excel, just to stay up with 

this group. I considered myself to be the least talented of them. However, I do remember 

one time when I derived the solution for a difficult series problem that had eluded the rest 

of them, and my delight when I showed them how to do it. This happened so rarely which 

is why I remember it.   

For HSC Physics, we mostly used the mimeographed notes provided by the teacher. 

Mr. Mudford, but we also used the textbooks they were based on, Physics (Vol. 1 & 2) by 

Halliday and Resnick. Our HSC Chemistry and Biology reference text was provided in 

mimeographed notes by the teachers.  

Although Biology was not my favourite subject, I took it through all six years. We 

killed live frogs and rats in the lab and dissected them, and I think that some of those 

practices are now forbidden. That was the part I liked least about Biology. 
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We took the HSC in our Assembly Hall. The HSC Exams were supplied by the state 

government, so we were competing with all the students in NSW. Each exam took two or 

three hours and all the exams were spread over three weeks in late October and early 

November. We were given the week off before the exams to study for them. There was 

also a voluntary General Studies exam, although it did not count for anything other than 

the honour of having passed it (which I did). I have included copies of my HSC 

examinations in the appendices. 

 

 
 

Level 1F Physics Binder – 6th Form 
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       My Science Lab Book for 5th & 6th Form                              Chemistry Experiment (5th Form) 

 

 

 
Physics Experiment (6th Form) 
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I did not find out the results of my HSC until January 1970 when I was in South 

Carolina, USA. I first received an envelope marked “On Her Majesty’s Service” sent by 

the NSW Department of Education and forwarded to me from the RLDS Auditorium in 

Independence Missouri. In it were the printed results of my HSC exam. Shortly after I 

received that letter, the results were published in the newspapers and Marvia sent me a 

telegraph with the results. I passed everything: Level 1F Maths, Level 1F Science (1F 

Physics, Level 2F Chemistry, Level 2F Biology), Level 1 German, Level 2 English, and a 

pass in General Studies. I also won a full four-year Commonwealth Scholarship to all the 

universities in NSW and the Australian National University in Canberra (this was quite 

an honour because only two or three hundred were accepted each year from NSW). 

However, I turned this scholarship down because I was enrolling at the University of 

Kansas. If I had stayed in Australia I was planning to study Aeronautical Engineering at 

the University of New South Wales in Sydney. 

One thing to remember about going to school in the 1960s - we did not have mobile 

phones, calculators, personal computers, cable television, video games, iPods, or even 

cassette tapes. Recorded songs were on vinyl records (albums or singles) instead of CDs. 

Although we were taught how to use a slide rule, most of us did not even have that during 

high school. For our maths and science classes we generally used mathematical/logarithm 

(log) tables and hand implements (graph paper, rulers, protractors, right angles, 

compasses, French curves, etc.) to do calculations and plot results. The paper copier 

 

HSC Results Received from NSW Department of Education, January 1970 
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(Xerox) was not available yet either. Copies were made either using carbon paper on the 

typewriter, or stencils were typed and used on a mimeograph machine (Gestetner) to 

make copies. That’s the way teachers made copies of their notes for us.  

Although personal computers and hand-held calculators did not yet exist, there were 

large computers made by IBM, Honeywell, GE, and others at universities and large 

companies. During the summer between 5th and 6th Form I attended a week-long 

computer class that was held at Newcastle University, where they taught us the basics of 

FORTRAN programming. Of course in those days you wrote the software out on paper, 

then punched each line of the code onto a computer card using a keypunch machine. The 

stack of cards was then submitted (in correct order) to the computer centre for processing 

and a few hours later (or the next day) you could go back to get a printout of the results. I 

designed and wrote a simple programme to calculate the 

flight profile of one of my rockets. It was a lot of fun 

and I continued doing programming once I attended 

university. However, it was back to the log tables for 

my last year of high school. 

The Australian equivalents of Junior Reserve Officers 

Training Corps (JROTC) in America are the Army 

Cadets and the Air Training Corps (some schools also 

had Navy Cadets, but ours didn’t). Once a week the 

cadets wore their uniforms to school and would have 

drill and instruction after classes. They would also go 

on bivouacs on some weekends and during the holidays. 

Although I really liked military history and wargaming, 

I never joined the cadets for two reasons – none of my 

close friends joined and I hated their uniforms, which 

were based on the Australian uniforms at that time (i.e., 

World War II British style). The latter is a petty reason, 

but still valid – I wanted to look cool. 

 
Prize Book I Selected for 1st in 

Geography, 1967 

  
My Maths Tables from NBHS 
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There were several extracurricular clubs at the school available for the boys to join. 

However, I never joined any of them – I was too busy with my own rocketry and 

wargaming clubs, which were not official school clubs. The ones I remember are the 

Chess Club (I was thrilled when I beat a member of the Chess Club at chess), Library 

Club, Interact Club, Film Club, Debate Club, and Aeromodelling Club. Several of my 

friends belonged to one or more of these clubs. 

Every year, I believe in March, we held a Speech Day. That is what we called the day 

that we went to the auditorium in the Newcastle City Hall and had speeches (of course) 

by the Headmaster and various illustrious dignitaries, such as the Lord Mayor of 

Newcastle, but more importantly, the school gave out prizes for the best students in each 

Form, generally for the top five overall scholars, and for first in each subject. I never 

placed in the top five, but I won prizes for first place in Geography and History during 

my early years in high school. Each prize was a book we got to select at Ell’s Bookstore 

on Hunter Street. We were given a coupon worth a certain value to select a book, which 

the bookstore sent to the school and was presented to us, with an appropriate inscription, 

on Speech Day. The event normally took a couple of hours and consisted of a full 

programme including the National Anthem (God Save the Queen in those days), the 

school song, and various musical numbers performed by the school orchestra and choir. 

We sometimes had television coverage of the event for the local news. 

 

 

 

 



22 

 

 

My Closest High School Friends (1964-1969) 

Previously I mentioned my closest friends in high school. Because they were such an 

important part of my life back then, I would like to tell you more about them. I’ll do it in 

alphabetical order and I’ll include photos of them from the high school years. After their 

name I have their nickname (or what we called them). My nickname was “Sorro(w)”.  

One thing I can say about my friends from Boys’ High is that they were all very smart 

and it helped stimulate my intellectual development. There was also keen competition to 

excel in each of my classes, which was always the top class of my year. One other thing – 

I am grateful than none of my close friends smoked or took drugs (as far as I know) 

during high school. Drugs were not a problem in the school, even though it was during 

the late ‘60s. Smoking was much more prevalent in those days.  I knew of a couple boys 

that had smoked weed at parties, and I also knew of a few boys in my year who smoked 

or drank, but it was fairly rare.3 I think I knew of more boys in my Primary School who 

had smoked. Drinking was also not a serious problem. I never saw any of my friends 

drink, although I know it was done at some parties, etc. Nearly (but not quite) all of us 

(myself included) ended high school as virgins as well. What do you expect from an all-

boys school? 

                                                 
3 I have recently found out that there were a few boys, I don’t know how many, who used to go sneak a fag 

(cigarette) during school at some hidden location. I had heard rumours, but was unaware of the details. 

      
Prize Book for 1st Place in History, 1965.  
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Phillip Archer in 1964 

 

Phillip Archer in 1969 

Phillip Archer (“Fred”) 

I will shortly describe how I first met Phillip, so will skip that here. Ever since we first 

met I was very close to Phil, because we hit it off right from the start. From very early on 

until the end of high school Phil had the nickname “Fred”. I 

don’t remember how he got that name, but it is obviously not 

related to his real name (no one still uses the nickname “Fred”). 

Phil also forgot or refused to tell me how he got that name.4 

Phil lived in a row house at 18 Parry St. in Cook’s Hill. His 

father was a stevedore (worked the docks) and was involved 

with the union. It’s sort of funny that Phil and I ended up such 

close friends because we used to argue about which cars were 

better (he liked Ford Falcons while I liked GM Holdens), and 

we were on opposite ends politically (he was a Labour Party 

supporter and I was a Liberal Party supporter). He had5 an older 

brother, Steve. I didn’t know his father very well, but I 

remember his mother well – she was a very kind and sweet 

person. 

Phil was a very talented model builder and built many tanks 

(including customizations) and buildings for our miniature 

wargaming. These were top notch models. His favourite models 

though were model cars. He got me interested in slot car racing, 

and although I did get a couple good slot cars, Phil’s were 

always better and he was a more experienced and better driver. 

Although Phil and I started out taking classes together, our 

academic interests differed somewhat and by my senior years I 

did not have any classes with him. He was not one of the best students academically, but 

still passed everything and gained his School Certificate and HSC. Despite our separation 

in classes, we still hung out together at recess, lunchtimes, and after hours. 

In about 1966-67 I discovered rock music and Phil was very much into hard rock, 

especially bands like Cream, Jimi Hendrix, Rolling Stones, Doors, etc. His favourite band 

was Cream. He and a couple friends decided to form a band and I ended up joining them 

(more on this later). We hung out together after school quite a lot. However, I was of two 

worlds and had two different sets of friends (with some overlap) by the time I was a 

senior. There were different classifications of young people then: Rockers (wore black 

leather jackets and rode motorcycles), Squares (called “nerds” today), Surfers (spent their 

time at the beach AND surfing), Surfies (spent their time at the beach pretending to be 

surfers by bleaching their hair blonde and having board racks on their cars, but didn’t go 

in the water – they got the girls on the beach that the surfers were ignoring to get the 

good waves), and Swingers or Groovers (really into rock music, bands, discotheques, 

etc.). I was part Swinger (along with Phil, John Groom, Jeff Richards, Russell Cheek), 

                                                 
4 In his Technical Drawing class he was known as “Saggy” (soft “g”s) after Sagittarius, the Archer. He was 

given this nickname by the TD teacher, Mr. Hunt. 
5 I’ll use past tense in cases like this even though they may still be alive. 
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part Surfer (along with Colin Taylor, John Farrell, Ross Johnson, Michael Wall), and part 

Square (along with all the members of my rocket club and my wargaming friends)6. 

One of the characteristics of Swingers was an aversion to sunlight and tans. I 

remember once in 6th Form I was planning to go surfing at Nobby’s Beach and Phil 

surprised me by asking to come along. I said sure, but was wondering why. He said that 

he just intended to sit in the car and watch the girls in bikinis. Ah, that made sense! 

We often went to each other’s houses, although it was more convenient for me to go to 

his rather than vice versa because I lived out in the suburbs. We would go to movies 

together, dances and discotheques (our favourite was “Bus Stop” on Hunter Street). Phil 

also joined in our church activities for young people, attending my church’s youth group 

(called “Zion’s League”) several times and even came to one or two youth camps (along 

with John Farrell and others). Although Phil attended my Farewell Party in November 

1969, he is missing from the group shot, because he had a new girlfriend and they were in 

my dad’s car at the time. Yes, Phil definitely liked girls. 

Phil was an active member of my rocketry club, AMRA, and participated in all the 

Newcastle launches, including the first one north of Raymond Terrace in 1964. He also 

was my ally in the miniature wargaming. He really liked the German military equipment 

and uniforms, as did I. 

After high school Phil worked in the building industry from 1970-1974. In 1974 Phil 

married Julie (whom he met at “Bus Stop”) and they adopted two children, Tim (1980) 

and Jennifer (1986). Phil and Julie were made for each other. In 1975 Phil did a computer 

engineer’s course in Sydney, which is where they were living when I returned to 

Australia in 1975/76 and I stayed with them. He worked in electronics retail 1976-78, 

then joined BHP where he worked at the computer centre in mainframe operations until 

1998 (when the BHP essentially closed down). He then switched over to the University 

of Newcastle where he did desktop computer support until his retirement in 2005. We 

stayed in touch and the Archers remained good friends of ours. They visited us at our 

home in Virginia in 1998 and again in Hawaii in 2008.  

Unfortunately, Phil had some problems with melanoma cancer and had a melanoma 

removed in 2002. His lymph nodes were removed in 2006. He appeared to be cured or 

the cancer was in remission for a number of years, but in September 2011, after suffering 

some symptoms (loss of balance, headaches, etc.), it was discovered that he had a large 

brain tumour. Surgeons operated and removed it immediately. Despite an adverse effect 

on his peripheral vision, it appeared that they had successfully removed the cancer. With 

melanoma though, the chance of the cancer spreading was high so he underwent 

experimental head radiation treatment, which caused baldness. Upon learning of his 

prognosis (10-20% chance of surviving 12 months) I used my American Airlines 

Frequent Flyer miles to fly to Australia arriving 26th Dec. 2011 and departing 13th 

January, 2012. Phil’s subsequent scans in early December and February were all clear, 

and apart from a pesky cold (which he called his “man cold”), was strong and healthy 

while I was there. His scans remained clear until March, 2013 when another brain tumour 

was detected. This was removed, but it resulted in a stroke that partially paralysed one 

side of his body. Over the next few months, three more brain tumours were discovered. 

He suffered a couple of heart attacks and two more strokes and his condition deteriorated. 

                                                 
6 There was some overlap with these other boys as well, for instance, Col Taylor was also a Swinger, and 

many of those listed were members of my rocketry or wargaming clubs, thus Squares. 
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Russell Cheek - 1964 

Russell Cheek - 1969 

He passed away peacefully in his sleep early on the morning of 27th November, 2013 at 

the age of 62 with his wife Julie at his side. My sister Marvia represented the Sorensens 

at his funeral at St. John’s Anglican Church on Parry St. (right across the street from 

where he grew up). 

 

Russell Cheek (“Chook”) 

Russell is a unique individual whom I really admire a lot and since 1st Form has been a 

very good friend of mine, although we did lose touch for several years. He has had the 

nickname of “Chook” as long as I remember and I suspect he had it in Primary School. 

The name “Chook” probably came from being similar to “Cheek”.  Again, the use of this 

nickname stopped after high school. We now call him “Russ”. He 

lived at 180 Lawson St., Hamilton South and attended Hamilton 

South Primary School. I went to his house a few times. I did not 

know his father very well, but I really liked his mother, who was a 

very nice woman and always kind to me. Unfortunately, she died 

shortly (far too soon) after high school. 

Russell was very gifted in the liberal arts, and was also top or 

close to top of the class in English, German, French, History, and 

Geography (and probably others I don’t know about). He also was 

sometimes in the top five of our Form. Although I was first in some 

subjects, I never did that well in the Form (I think the highest I got 

was 8th). We shared classes together all six years of high school. 

Russell had a great sense of humour, was very kind, and besides 

doing very well academically, he was a gifted musician. We played 

clarinet together in the School Orchestra for one year and in 6th 

Form he joined our rock band as the bass guitarist and did a great 

job. He was a big fan of The Who rock band. Russell did not join 

my rocketry club, but did show some interest in wargaming (he 

made an excellent miniature house for inclusion on our gaming 

board and was one of our referees).  

In 1967 the local TV station, Channel 3, started a quiz show that 

was sponsored by the BHP, and it was known as the “BHP High School Quiz.” Fifth 

Form students from various high schools in the area competed with each other in general 

knowledge quizzes. The reference for the quizzes was the World Book Encyclopaedia. 

The MC for the show was Murray Finlay, the TV News Anchor at Channel 3. Russell 

Cheek competed in this quiz in 1968 when we were in 5th Form (there were a few other 

students from NBHS also competing, including Colin Taylor). I admired Russell for how 

he prepared for this competition. During his free periods and some lunch times, Russell 

sat in the library and went through the World Book Encyclopaedia page by page. He took 

many, many pages of notes. He completed most of the volumes this way (he ended at 

“S”). He then read the notes onto a recording tape, which he then replayed at night as part 

of a sleep-learning system. This is meant to impress the information by repetition onto 

your subconscious while you are asleep. My dad also used this method to learn Spanish. 

Based on the evidence in these two cases it seems to work. Russell performed brilliantly 

during the competition, which I watched on television, and he easily won the competition 

for 1968. He won a trip to the Capitol cities of Australia with his dad for two days in each, 
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$600 cash, and a set of the World Book Encyclopaedia for NBHS. In 1993 Russell won 

the national television quiz show, Sale of the Century. 

    Russell was actually a good athlete as well, being a member of the school’s first XI 

cricket team (one of his teammates and a schoolmate of ours was a future member of the 

Australian national cricket team, Gary “Gus” Gilmour). Russell was also on the school 

golf team, and participated in several school groups including choir and orchestra. 

Russell was also elected a Prefect for 6th Form. He was very close friends with Jeff Hogg 

(who became the School Captain) and Bruce Burke. However, I think Russell was friends 

with everyone, which is probably one reason he was elected a Prefect. 

Russell (along with Jeff Hogg, Robert Pryde, Bruce Burke, John Lewis, and Chris 

Kinsella from Boys’ High) went to St. Andrew’s College (part of the University of 

Sydney) right after high school. But he could only stand one year, or in his own words 

from a recent e-mail “That was as much as I could stand – being ostracized for a full year 

by the right-wing neo-ultra-con sons of wealthy graziers wearing shorts and long socks – 

was not my idea of edifying or fun.” He left the college but graduated from the 

University of Sydney with Honours in German. During those wild years of the early 

1970s Russell had fun doing music and theatre, going to festivals, protesting the Vietnam 

War, experimenting with drugs and girls, getting heavily into yoga and meditation, and 

becoming a vegetarian (for five years). In 1971 he went to the Sydney Oval, where the 

South African rugby team was playing, in order to protest Apartheid. Colin Taylor also 

was at that protest. A football rowdy mugged Russell and badly broke his jaw, which 

took several months to heal. At the end of 1972 he also suffered the loss of his mother. 

What a tragedy for Russell at the age of 21. 

In 1975 Russell helped form Pipi Storm Children’s Circus, which toured Australia 

from 1976-1978. In his desire to become a better performer, he went in 1978 to live in 

Paris where he did a two-year course of the International Theatre School – Ecole Jacques 

Lecoq. He then did a show for three months in Frankfurt, and then formed a small theatre 

company, Double Take, which performed a humorous show in Paris and Holland, before 

returning to Australia in 1981. He spent some time in Newcastle, then moved to Sydney 

in 1986, where he has remained. 

 
The moment that Russell won the BHP High School Quiz - 1968 

The moment that Russell won the BHP High School Quiz – 1968 [Courtesy R. Cheek] 
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Steven Dumpleton - 1964 

 
Steven Dumpleton - 1969 

I saw Russell again when Lori and I were in Australia in 1989. He was living at Bondi 

Beach and we all went and ate at a wonderful Thai restaurant there in Bondi. Russell was 

friends with Yahoo Serious and had small roles in Young Einstein (he was dressed in drag 

as the nurse at the Insane Asylum), Reckless Kelly (bank teller), and Mr. Accident 

(photographer). He also directed shows, some of which were performed at the Sydney 

Opera House. In 2003 when my family visited Australia, he was a guest director of 

Circus Oz in Sydney and arranged for free tickets for us to see the show. 

Although Russell had some girlfriends, he never married and doesn’t have any children. 

I have remained in touch with him (with some gaps). He is one of those lucky guys who 

got better looking with age. He was tubby in high school, but thinned down afterwards 

(and kept his hair!). He and I are still good mates. 

 

Steven Dumpleton (“Stefan” or “Dumpy”) 

This friend is a difficult one to write about. Steven 

Dumpleton’s parents were English immigrants. However, I 

think he was born in Australia. He lived at 28 Clarence Rd., 

Waratah, which was on top of a hill. I visited his house many 

times. There we played one of our favourite board games, 

Dogfight. He also used to come over to my house frequently. 

Steven attended Waratah Primary School (starting in 4th 

Class) after his family moved to Newcastle from Mt. Isa. 

Steven was a gifted artist (he usually topped our year in art) 

and was an excellent scholar, especially in Liberal Arts. 

Steven was a loyal “Britisher” and for our wargaming and 

board games always took the British/Allied side, while I 

usually took the German (after all, I was descended from 

Prussians on my mother’s side). He contributed to the making 

of our wargaming board and modified one of the Soviet tanks 

into a tank destroyer. We used to have friendly arguments 

about the relative merit of the rival military forces. He was 

very smart and I considered him to be a very close friend. He 

liked rock music, but did not join our band. He was not 

interested in surfing, but he was an enthusiastic member of 

my rocketry club, AMRA. Steven was in my German classes. 

He also attended Zion’s League and attended at least one youth camp (Willow Bend in 

May, 1969). 

Steven was very close friends with John Masters, Leo Pinczewski, Colin Taylor, and 

John Farrell. Phillip Archer was especially tough on him and they did not get along 

particularly well at times, although it was more a case of Phil not liking Steven, while 

Steven was mostly upset that Phil did not like him (although Phil has told me in 2012 that 

he doesn’t remember not liking Steven, but would knock him sometimes as he did 

everyone else including me). However, most of the time they got along okay though, and 

it improved after high school. 
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Steven usually acted a bit skittish or nervous, which I know annoyed some of the boys7. 

One lunchtime (I think we were in 2nd or 3rd Form) some of the boys got hold of Steven 

and stuck him bum first into a metal garbage can in the playground. Unfortunately, he 

was in deep enough that he couldn’t get out. I am ashamed that although I did not put him 

in the can, it looked so funny that I stood there laughing like everyone else. Eventually 

we helped him get out. Naturally he was very angry with us all. 

I am also very ashamed and sad about one aspect of my relationship with Steven. He 

was one of my closest friends, and I made fun8 of him, as we all did to each other all the 

time. This was a game for most of us, trying to outdo each other with our “pay offs”. 

Unfortunately, in some cases it could be cruel and an occasional boy would take it to 

heart instead of brushing it off like most of us did. I didn’t realize it at the time, but 

Steven was one of those who started to take the pay offs to heart, and in fact told me later 

that he was seeing a psychiatrist towards the end of high school.  

Steven studied architecture at the University of Newcastle the first year after high 

school, but he described this as “a year of hell” and although he did well, it was easy for 

him to decide to quit. “My reason was that it was a very emotionally and intellectually 

restrictive career. I’d much rather be a human being than an architect.” He went on to 

major in English and History which he enjoyed immensely. It was while doing Arts that 

he discovered Philosophy. He went on to eventually earn a PhD in Philosophy from the 

University of Sydney. 

It appears that his strange behaviour in high school and later criminal behaviour 

(which I will not discuss) was due to a brain tumour that he had since he was a boy, and 

was located in the front part of the brain that affects behaviour and inhibitions. The last 

time I saw Steven was when I visited Australia in 1982. For some reason we were not 

able to meet with him when Lori and I were there in 1984 and 1989. Tragically he died of 

complications from his brain tumour in 1997. Steven did marry (and divorce), but had no 

children. His life ended tragically, but he was such a good mate in school. 

 

John Farrell (“JR”) 

John Farrell was unique because he did not go to Primary School in Newcastle. His 

family lived in Scone, which was nearly 100 miles away along the New England 

Highway in the Hunter Valley. His parents wanted him to attend a better high school than 

was available in Scone, so he lived with his grandparents at 52 Valencia St., Mayfield, 

within walking distance of Boys’ High. It’s only since I’ve been a parent that I appreciate 

the sacrifice his parents made so that John could get the best education. He was only 12 

when he left home for six years of high school. He had a younger sister (Kerry), who did 

stay in Scone for school. I met his parents a few times, including at least once at their 

home in Scone. 

John was very nice, well-mannered, with a good sense of humour, and like all my 

friends at Boys’ High, was very smart. He took many classes with me, including German 

all the way through 6th Form. His areas of strength were in languages and humanities, 

rather than maths and science. He was a good speaker and was on the school debate team 

                                                 
7In letters years later almost every one of my friends who had seen Steven recently remarked about his 

being skittish or high-strung or talked fast when nervous. 
8 The term we used for making fun of or insulting someone in a joking way was “to pay off” someone. 



29 

 

 
Putzi parked in front of my house 

 
John Farrell - 1964 

 
John Farrell - 1969 

while a Junior. I remember watching one of his debates that was held in the Assembly 

Hall. I believe he won awards for speaking and/or debating. 

John was a crossover type like I was – he was a Swinger 

(liked rock music and went to dances with us), Square (was a 

member of AMRA), and Surfer. He had a surfboard and used 

to go on surfing safaris with us. John was also a wargamer and 

was one of those who would go to Steven’s house to play 

Dogfight and other games. We rode our bikes together a lot 

and he participated in the bike dogfights in Lambton Park with 

John Masters, Steven Dumpleton, and others. 

John earned a $500 Commonwealth Scholarship in 1967, 

and in 1968 used the money to buy a red VW beetle he named 

“Putzi”. He was one of the few boys in my year who had his 

own car, even at the end of 6th Form. For him I’m sure it was 

very handy, because he was able to drive home to visit his 

parents. 

John was very good-looking and was popular with the girls 

at church and youth camps. He went with a girl named Frances 

Lewis at one youth camp and I think went out with others in 

Newcastle, but he developed an attraction to one of the girls at 

church, Cathy Masterson. They were dating steadily by the 

time we finished high school and married in August, 1972. 

Many of my close friends attended the wedding. Br. Ken 

Hardwick married them in the Hamilton Church. I saw them 

when I visited Australia next in 1975/76, but their marriage did not last (they did not have 

children). He eventually married a German woman by the name of Ingrid van der Kaag, 

with whom he had two sons, Michael and Shannon. 

After high school John entered a traineeship in mechanical engineering at Lysaght’s 

and spent three years working at the steelworks. However, he decided that was not for 

him. He switched over from engineering to the Education Department where he earned a 

BSc and Dip Ed. He taught Primary School for three years. In 1980 he joined Qantas as a 

flight attendant. He was a Customer Service Manager and an investigator for Qantas at 

the time of his retirement at the end of 2011. My family and I met with him in 2004 for 

dinner when I was spending the summer in LA working at JPL and he was in town 

between flights. My family was staying with me at that time. I would also try to see him 

whenever I/we were in Australia. During my 

visit in January 2012, Phillip Archer, Colin 

Taylor and I drove down and surprised John 

at his house on Lake Macquarie. A couple 

days later he attended the BBQ at Phillip’s 

house. Retirement lasted about a month and 

then he started doing work digging ditches 

(with equipment) for the National Broadcast 

Network (NBN) installation. He finally 

“really” retired in 2017. 
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John Masters - 1964 

 
John Masters - 1969 

 
John Groom - 1964 

 
John Groom - 1969 

John Groom (“Groomy”) 

John Groom lived at 15 Winchester St., in Mayfield, on the 

other side of the Pacific Highway from the school and my other 

mates. He was very close friends with Phil Archer, Jeff Richards, 

and Phil Loder. He was a good friend, but not as close as most of 

the others in my inner circle of friends. Although we started out 

in Class 1A together, I don’t remember if I had any classes with 

him past 1st Form. He was not one of the better students 

scholastically. However, he was very nice and had a good sense 

of humour. He joined with me in many activities, such as being 

lead guitarist in our rock band, racing slot-cars, going to dances, 

and wargaming (he was on the German side). He was also a 

member of my rocket club (AMRA) and participated in all the 

Newcastle launches. He attended Zion’s League at Hamilton 

Church during 1968 and 1969, but I don’t remember him 

attending any youth camps. He was definitely of the Swinger 

type (as well as Square because of his interest in rockets and 

wargaming), but was not interested at all in surfing. He was a big 

Cream fan like Phillip, and also really liked Jimi Hendrix. Notice 

that his photo from 1969 shows him with his eyes closed. 

Unfortunately, that is the best photo I have of him from that time. 

After high school John entered a traineeship in engineering 

and became a steel engineer in the Maitland area. He was still 

working there when I met him again at the 2012 BBQ reunion at Phillip Archer’s house 

in Maryland, NSW. John was married and had grown children at the time. 

 

John Masters (None) 

John Masters lived at 13 Villiers Street in Mayfield and went 

to Waratah Primary School. John was another very bright and 

very nice friend of mine. We used to go to each other’s houses 

sometimes and did a lot of things together. He was a member of 

AMRA, and was on the British side with Steven for our 

wargaming. He was very much pro-British in our wargaming 

and was very knowledgeable concerning units, equipment, etc. 

His interest in wargaming continued after high school, but he 

couldn’t find the time to participate actively with the many 

wargaming clubs that sprang up. John excelled in Economics 

and did very well in school, topping some subjects. He had a 

younger brother, Peter, who was a year behind us at school. His 

closest friends were Colin Taylor, Leo Pinczewski, Steven 

Dumpleton, and Bruce Burke. 

John was one of the boys I used to have fun with riding bikes 

in Lambton Park, which was at the bottom of the hill I lived on 

(and where the Olympic Swimming Pool was located).  The 

other boys that used to join us in these bike-riding escapades 

included John Farrell, Colin Taylor, Steven Dumpleton, and Leo 
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Leo Pinczewski - 1964 

Leo Pinczewski - 1969 

Pinczewski. One of our favourite games was to do World War I dogfighting on our bikes. 

We pretended to be fighter aces from the Great War. Lambton Park was ideal for this 

because it was spacious and had some good paths with small bridges and a few slopes. 

We spent many hours riding our bikes like this – it was good fun and good exercise.  

John attended University of Newcastle after high school and earned an honours degree 

in commerce. He then earned a Law Degree from the University of Sydney via 

correspondence. After earning his degrees and leaving Newcastle, John started work at 

Price Waterhouse Coopers in Sydney and eventually became a Senior Partner. He 

specialized in international finance and also joined the Board of Directors for several 

companies and universities. He is a lover of art. 

John loved Rugby Union and while in college was on the team representing Newcastle, 

with which he did quite a bit of travelling, including to New Zealand. He married Tze, a 

girl originally from Malaysia, who became a banker, and they had at a son and a daughter. 

I have stayed in touch with him and tried to see him whenever I visited Australia. He took 

Lori and me out to the rotating restaurant at Australia Square on one of our visits. He had 

a large corner office in the AMP Building overlooking Circular Quay in Sydney and from 

his office he had a view of the Sydney Harbour Bridge and the Opera House. John retired 

from Price Waterhouse Coopers at the end of 2009, but is still active on the Board of 

Directors of several companies and universities and the Art Gallery Society of NSW. I 

failed to see him during my trip in 2011/12. 

 

Leo Pinczewski (“Pinz”) 

Leo Pinczewski lived at 69 Hanbury St. in Mayfield. His 

family was Jewish and his father was from Poland and mother 

from Russia (where his father fled to escape from the Germans). 

In 1948 his parents and older brother (Val) moved to Israel, 

where Leo was born (which is why he has dual Australian & 

Israeli citizenship). In 1956 after the war with the Arabs, his 

father discovered that one of his brothers survived World War 

II and was alive and living in Newcastle, so they moved there 

that same year. Leo attended Waratah Primary School with my 

high school classmates Colin Taylor, John Masters, Steven 

Dumpleton, Bruce Burke, John Beach, and Raymond 

Armstrong. 

Leo was brilliant, especially in Maths and Science, and we 

were in many of the same classes for all six years of high 

school. He was very close friends with John Masters, Steven 

Dumpleton, Colin Taylor, Russell Cheek, Frans Henskens, and 

Bruce Burke. He was a very active member (and treasurer) of 

AMRA. Leo was active in school extra-curricular activities and 

was in the Chess Club and the Interact Club. 

Leo was one of my wargamer friends and played on the 

Allied side in the final battle, for which he made some of the 

Allied tanks. He was also my main opponent in the “biro wars” 

that I describe later. I sat next to Pinz in several classes. I 

especially remember Maths classes. 
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Jeff Richards - 1964 

 

Jeff Richards - 1969 

Leo resembled Russell Cheek and Phillip Archer, in that when I first met him in 1st 

Form, he was chubby with a round face, but his looks improved with age. By the time we 

finished high school, he had slimmed down and looked good. He has stayed trim even 

into middle age. In contrast, while I was skinny in high school and college, once I hit 

middle age my weight increased significantly. I am continually having to fight the “Battle 

of the Bulge.” To top it off, I have lost most of my hair, while all of my closest friends 

listed here that I have seen in recent years have kept theirs – it’s not fair! 

After high school Leo attended the University of Sydney where he earned his medical 

degree (MBBS). He did a Fellowship in Edinburgh in 1982 and completed his 

Orthopaedic training in 1983. Leo was a co-founder of the North Sydney Orthopaedic 

and Sports Medicine Centre and has enjoyed a long career as one of the top orthopaedic 

surgeons not only in Australia, but in the world. I saw him during some of my trips, 

including the 1975/76 trip where he showed me the cream-coloured MG sports car he 

was refurbishing. When I took my family to Australia in 2002-2003, we spent some time 

with his family and ate a meal of fish & chips at their beach house at Pearl Beach. The 

evening after I arrived in Sydney on 26th Dec. 2011 I spent time with Leo in his beach 

house. He provided me with some of his professional expertise by examining my left 

knee, which I had twisted and popped while in Los Angeles a few days previously. His 

advice: don’t let an orthopaedic surgeon near it as they would want to operate. Although 

it would help in the short term, in the long term it would cause more problems. He 

recommended strengthening exercises with anti-inflammatory drugs when needed while 

letting it heal naturally. My family doctor later confirmed Leo’s diagnosis that I had a 

sprained knee and it wasn’t worth the cost of getting an MRI. He also recommended that 

I should let it heal naturally. 

 

Jeff Richards (None) 

Jeff9 Richards lived on The Terrace overlooking King Edwards Park, on the ridge 

between the ocean and Newcastle. Jeff was very close friends with Phillip Archer and 

John Groom. He liked rock music (especially The Beatles and Jimi Hendrix) and also 

participated in AMRA (he was a founding member) and our wargaming, although not as 

much as some of the others. He was one of those who hung out at Tyrell’s Records with 

us. I think for a brief time he was part of our rock group, but later dropped out. During 

the last couple of years he also attended 

Zion’s League. He was not a surfer. Jeff was 

adept in Maths and Science (although never 

topped any subject) and although he doesn’t 

appear in my 3A Class photo, I think he was 

in my home class for all six years, including 

the history class 4H1. I know I sat next to 

him in one class, but forget which one. 

Jeff was epileptic, although I am not aware 

of him ever having a seizure during school. 

                                                 
9 The common English spelling is “Geoff(rey)” while the American spelling is “Jeff(rey)”. Australia seems 

to have used a mixture. Geoff Spencer was an Australian appointee in our Church from my parent’s 

generation and I knew of other Geoffs (e.g., Geoff Meers). However, two boys in my year of that name 

used the American spelling – Jeff Richards and Jeff Hogg - while another was Geoff Davis. 
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Colin Taylor - 1965 

Colin Taylor - 1970 

 

 

However, one day when we were catching the school train into Newcastle after the end of 

school, he did have a seizure and was writhing on the floor of the carriage. Fortunately, it 

was a fairly brief and mild seizure and he had recovered by the time we got to the station. 

Although Jeff was a good friend and one of my close circle of friends, he was not a 

natural leader (like Phil Archer) and I don’t have a lot of memories of things that he did 

that were exceptional. I don’t think he had a girlfriend during high school, although I 

seem to remember he did date. An incident of Jeff fighting a bully was related earlier. 

There was also another incident that occurred one day in 1969 when I was taking him 

home, but that is related later. 

I’m not sure what Jeff did after high school, and the people who wrote me regularly 

after I went to America did not know what he did either. I have found out that Jeff died 

when he was in his late 20s (apparently related to his epilepsy).  

 

Colin Taylor (“Bub”) 

Colin Taylor lived at 12 David St., Georgetown, which was only a few blocks from 

Boys’ High. David Street, which was quite short, was famous throughout the Newcastle 

area for the annual Christmas decorations and lights on its houses. For the month before 

Christmas people would come from miles away to cruise slowly along the street at night 

to look at the pretty Christmas lights and lighted displays. 

Colin attended Waratah Primary School (where he was Dux) with Leo Pinczewski, 

Bruce Burke, John Masters, and Steven Dumpleton. His closest friends in high school 

included Phillip Archer and Russell Cheek. He got the nickname “Bub” from his uncle 

when he was a toddler and it stuck through high school. Since high school he has gone by 

“Col.” 

Colin was in Class 1A with me (although he must have been 

out sick the day we had our class photo taken) and was in several 

of my classes, including German classes for all six years. His 

favourite subjects were Ancient History, French, and German. 

He was a very bright student and came 4th in our Form in the 

School Certificate in 1967. 

Colin was one of the German commanders in our wargaming, 

and also was an active member of AMRA. He was an active 

member of the Zion’s League and attended a couple of youth 

camps at Tiona. 

Colin grew his hair long as a Senior (probably the longest in 

the school) and was a bit of a rebel against authority, especially 

concerning his long hair. There is more about this later. 

After high school Colin started at the University of Newcastle 

working towards a teaching degree. He did well the first year, 

but started to lose interest the second year, which he failed. 

About this time he experimented with drugs, briefly smoked, and 

drank (all of which probably contributed to his failure in Uni). 

He then dropped down to Teachers’ College on a Teacher 

Training Scholarship and moved into a flat with some former 

Boys’ High mates. He continued to let his hair grow to waist 

length and became an active anti-war protester. He was also at the anti-Apartheid protest 
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Philip Paterson - 1966 

 
Glenn Holmes – 1965 

 
Glenn circa 2010 

 

at the rugby game between South Africa and Australia in which Russell Cheek was badly 

bashed up. Near the end of Teachers’ College he did 2-3 weeks trainee teaching at Hunter 

Girls’ High School, which he found a bit daunting for a hippy with waist-length hair, 

probably longer than any of the girls he was teaching. This experience convinced him 

that teaching was not for him and he dropped out. He then took up nurse’s training, first 

at Stockton Hospital. Then he moved down to Sydney to work at Callan Park Hospital, 

where he almost qualified as a psychiatric nurse after three years. 

In the period from 1970-1973 Colin was probably my most faithful letter writer, 

writing at least 25 letters in that period. After that it became more infrequent (on both our 

parts), but we have always stayed in touch (even with a gap of a few years). Anyway, 

after training as a nurse, he quit and became a Civil Servant, working for the Australian 

Public Service from 1977 until 2004 when he retired. He held several different positions, 

including looking for medical fraud, and was the coordinator for the department of 

Occupational Health and Safety (OHS), but ended up in the financial branch. Lori & I 

stayed with him in his Bondi Beach flat in 1989. 

In 2004 Colin retired back in Newcastle (New Lambton) where he enjoys gardening 

and bush walking. He had a few long-term girlfriends, but never married. I saw him 

during my trips back to Australia in 2003 and 2012, and since. 

 

Other Boys of Note (1964-1969) 

There were some other boys of interest and although good friends, 

were not part of my very closest group of friends by the end of 

high school that I listed earlier. 

One of these friends was Philip Paterson. He was another 

brilliant boy who excelled in the Arts. He and I usually traded 

places in the first couple of years to be top in Music, although I 

was usually top at the half year, while he was top at the end of the 

year (which was the one that counted to get a prize at Speech 

Day). He was also excellent in French, English, German, and 

Social Studies (coming first in our Form in each of those subjects, 

at least once). In fact, he was Dux of 2nd Form. He tied with Russell 

Cheek for 14th place in the state in German in the HSC. 

I first saw Philip in 1963 when I was in 6th Class, before I met 

him the following year at Boys’ High. That’s because he was in the 

cast of the play “The Sound of Music” which I saw in May, 1963 at 

the Civic Theatre (before the movie came out). He was one of the 

Von Trapp children. He had a good voice and musical talent as well. 

In 2nd Form Phillip decided to start up a newsletter and was the 

editor. I wanted to contribute to it, but I think he only ever got one 

or two issues out (with only a few copies of each). He had a good 

idea, but it went into oblivion the following year (1966) upon the 

launching of the school newspaper (newsletter), the Otis (stood for 

“On The In Side”). 

One day I decided to play a trick on him. In 3rd Form he sat in 

front of me in English. I put a small dot from my Biro (ball point 

pen) on the back of the collar of his blue school shirt. The next day 
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Bruce Burke - 1965 
 

 
“Fish” Keats - 1968 

 
Jeff Hogg - 1966 

that dot was still there, so we teased him for wearing the same shirt two days in a row. 

OK, it wasn’t a very good joke. Despite this, Philip remained my friend, because this 

wasn’t an unusual incident. We all did stuff like this (looking for every opportunity to 

tease or knock each other) all the time. I just happen to remember this one particular 

incident clearly and use it as an example. BTW, I think nearly all of us wore the same 

shirt a second day during colder weather when we didn’t get sweaty. 

One of my good friends, especially in the early years, was (Neville) Glenn Holmes. 

His hobby was bird watching and I must admit, he was an expert on the subject. He even 

wrote an article on the sea birds of the Newcastle area for the 1969 edition of the 

Novocastrian, our school magazine (yearbook). He almost got me interested in the 

subject, but when I realized how boring it really was, I decided I would rather do 

wargaming, blowing up rockets, and other more interesting pursuits. Glenn had a 

pronounced stutter, especially in the early years, but curiously, I  don’t remember anyone 

making fun of him (which was atypical). By the time we finished high school it wasn’t as 

pronounced. He was especially close friends with John Farrell and Philip Paterson. He 

studied Zoology at the University of New England in Armidale. Glenn became a 

published expert on Australian birds and authored books on the subject. He was a guide 

for bird-watching tours in the Australian outback (Northern Territory and Queensland), 

but died in December, 2016 of cancer. 

In 1965 a new boy started at Boys’ High by the name of 

William (Bill) Keats. He soon got the nickname “Fish” because 

he tended to open and close his mouth like a fish even when he 

wasn’t talking. He was tall, gawky, and somewhat strange. He 

was quite unkempt, with his shirt almost always partially 

untucked. He was also difficult to hold a conversation with, 

because he tended to also have a strange way of talking. My first 

impression was that he was retarded, but he actually was very 

intelligent and was in my 5A and 6A classes (meaning he was 

taking first level Physics), as well as in my Geography and 

History classes in 2rd through 4th Forms. His father was a professor of psychology at the 

University of Newcastle and we used to kid that Bill was an experiment gone wrong. He 

stayed in the choir all the way through 6th Form. I wonder what he ended up doing. He 

probably got into computers or science. In 2017 at the 69er reunion I was told that he had 

died, but have not confirmed it. 

Another boy who was a very good friend was Jeff Hogg. He 

was very likeable and also very smart. He was in my 1st through 

3rd Form classes, and although he went for 1st Level in English 

and we didn’t have any classes together as Seniors, we still 

remained good friends. At one point I think he showed some 

interest in my rockets, although he never joined AMRA. I think 

he enjoyed sports and girls too much. He was a good sportsman, 

representing the school in cricket (First XI) and rugby in 6th Form. 

I mentioned he was well liked – in fact, he was elected School 

Captain in 1969. After high school, Jeff also briefly attended St. 

Andrew’s College in Sydney and became a lawyer in 1978. I 

visited him in 1982 at his home in northern Sydney and got in contact with him again in 
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2009. He is currently the Chief Magistrate for the Children’s Court of NSW and is 

married with a young daughter. I first saw him again at the 69ers reunion in 2012. 

My next friend of note is Bruce Burke. We were in several 

classes together as Juniors, although his interests tended more to 

commerce, while mine were in mathematics and science as 

Seniors. Bruce was first in Social Studies and Commerce in 

various years. He was also a good sportsman and a Prefect. 

Bruce was a cheerful fellow with a good sense of humour and we 

got along well. After high school he moved to Sydney, attended 

St. Andrew’s College (with Russell Cheek, Jeff Hogg and 

others) and eventually became a lawyer. I managed to get in 

touch with him after many years and saw him in Hawaii in 2008 

and at the 69ers reunion in 2012 and subsequent trips to Australia. 

David Cocking was another boy who was in classes with me 

in all six years of high school. He was brilliant in Maths and 

Science (doing 1F Maths and 1F Physics as did I), although I 

believe he took Level 1 English while I took Level 1 German. He 

was a good friend, participated more than I did in sports and 

school activities (e.g., the Library Club), and also was a Prefect. 

Although he did not join in any of the wargaming or surfing with 

me, he did join my rocketry club, AMRA, when we were Seniors. 

Because of his love for maths and computing, he was made the 

Director of Data Reduction and Computation (DDRC), so he was 

responsible for analytical predictions of rocket stability 

characteristics and trajectory; analysis of actual flight data; and 

mathematical support for all departments. I believe he attended 

one of the B-series launches with us, but I am uncertain of that. 

He went on to university and I believe that he was at the 

Australian National University in Canberra for a while, and then 

joined the Bureau of Standards (?) in Canberra, but I have lost 

track of him. 

Another boy who was a good friend for a long time was 

Glenn Faulds. He was one of the seven boys who came to 

Boys’ High from Hamilton Primary School. Although very close 

friends in Primary School, Glenn and I were never really super 

close in high school because we had different interests and hung out with different groups 

of friends, but we got along well and were in many classes 

together (he was a good scholar, especially in maths and science). 

He was a good soccer player and was on the school team in the 

Tasman Cup competition in 6th Form (1969). He became a high 

school Industrial Arts teacher. I recontacted him in 2010 and saw 

him at the 69ers reunion in 2012. Like me, he was mostly bald. 

We had two Phillip Grahams in my year, at least as a junior. 

Phillip W. Graham came with me from Hamilton Primary School. 

However, I don’t think I had any classes with him in high school 

and he left NBHS after 4th Form. The other Phillip Graham, 
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Ray Armstrong - 1965 

Phillip A. Graham (called “PAG”) was in many of my classes, because he was excellent 

in maths and science. As a Senior he joined my rocketry club, AMRA, where he was the 

Director of Electronics and Telemetry (DET) and was responsible for design, 

construction, and testing of telemetry systems (which we never built), and the design and 

construction of the firing panel and launching system. He did not participate in our 

wargaming or other activities. I am uncertain what he did after high school. 

Another good friend of mine from Hamilton Primary School who came over to Boys’ 

High was Tom Lawrie. I related some information about him in my Primary School 

section, but it is appropriate to mention him here in high school as well. Tom and I 

played soccer together in Primary School and also rode bikes and played together. When 

I moved to Lambton during 1st Form, it became harder for us to do things together after 

school. He was also not in my class for the first two years at Boys’ High. Finally, we got 

back together in 3A. I believe he did the Social Studies option while I did History and 

Geography, but we were together for our common Maths, English, and Science classes. 

In fact, we sat next to each other in some of the classes. He was an avid surfer, even more 

so than I. His parents gave him his first surfboard (a Ron brand) after doing well at the 

end of 1st Form, while I didn’t get mine until I was in 4th Form. He 

went on to be an accomplished surfer, traveling all around the world 

looking for the best waves. He became a Maths teacher and taught at 

Jesmond High School for seven years, before going back to 

university to earn a law degree. He then became a solicitor of the 

Supreme Court of NSW. He never married and as of 2012 was 

living in Merewether, Newcastle. I recontacted him for the first time 

after high school in 2010. He is retired and spends most of his time 

surfing. I attempted to meet up with him when I was over in 2012, 

but he is somewhat of a recluse and I was unable to arrange a 

meeting. He does not have a computer and we have corresponded by letter, through 

which he provided me with quite a bit of material concerning his memories of Primary 

School and High School and even photocopies of some photos (mostly from Primary 

School days). He had two younger brothers who also attended NBHS. One. Chris, was in 

the year behind us). 

Raymond Armstrong (“Tank”) was in at least one class with 

me for all six years. I do not remember how he got the nickname 

“Tank” because he was small and slight of build. He was 

excellent in mathematics. From my class photos, he was in my 

1A to 3A classes, but was not in 4H1 (he took Social Studies 

instead of History) or 5A and 6A. He took Level 1 Maths and 

not Level 1 Physics on which 5A and 6A were based. Ray was 

mostly serious, although I do remember some lighter moments 

with him. He was a good tennis player and told me in 2013 that 

he probably spent too much time with sports. I sat with him for 

several maths classes. He helped me to better understand the 

material and solve some problems with which I was having 

difficulty. Occasionally it would work the other way. I remember once (I think it was in 

5th Form), I was able to solve a problem that he couldn’t and he was grateful for my help, 

which gave me a real feeling of accomplishment. That was also a problem with which 

Ray Armstrong 
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Leo had difficulty, and I was able to help him as well. It must have been a rare 

occurrence if I remember one time it happened, but I assume there were others. Ray did 

not join in with our rocket activities or other interests (wargaming, etc.), although he also 

told me in 2013 that he applied unsuccessfully to join the rocket club in the early days (I 

don’t remember that) and his father, who ran Simsmetal, donated some aluminium tubing 

that we used to make our early rockets. He was an avid chess player and member of the 

NBHS Chess Club. I lost track of Ray after high school, but during my trip to Australia in 

2012, I received his e-mail from a former classmate, Bruce Burke, who had stayed in 

touch with him. I contacted Ray and found out what he had been doing since high school. 

He studied Mathematics at Newcastle University, then tutored at there for three years, 

completed a Diploma of Education and had been teaching at secondary level in Victoria 

since then. For the previous 30 years he had been at Melbourne Grammar school where 

he said they have some outstanding students and staff and an excellent work environment. 

Ray married another Newcastle University Maths graduate, Christine, and they have two 

sons, David (1982) and Stuart (1990).  

Russell Cooper (“Coop”) was also in many of my classes, 

including all of my class photos. He took most of the same 

subjects I did, except I don’t think he took German. He was 

very bright and did well in school, especially Maths and 

Science. Although he was not one of my closest group of 

friends, he was still a close friend and we occasionally did 

things together after school. I remember going to his house 

once with Ross Johnson – he lived in New Lambton close to 

where Ross lived. Russell had a good sense of humour and 

was usually cheerful, as you can tell from his class photos, 

especially the earlier ones (see 1A Class photo on p.38). I lost 

track of Russell after high school as well, although I know he 

lives in the Newcastle area and attended the 2011 69er 

reunion. 

There was one close friend of Phil Archer’s who also became my friend, although I 

never had any classes with him. He was Phillip Loder, and I believe that he did not start 

at NBHS with us in 1964, but came later. Loder was the guitarist in a rock band in high 

school and after (but not ours) and continued to play music publically for years. He was 

one of the first, if not the first boy in my year to get married (I believe before we finished 

school) and had his first child soon after, In fact, he was a grandfather before I was a 

father. I met Phil and his wife at the BBQ reunion party we had at the Archer’s on 3rd 

January, 2012. He and Phil Archer had stayed in contact over the years. Later in 2012 the 

Loders moved to Tasmania, where Phil complained about the cold according to Phil 

Archer. Unfortunately, Phil Loder was not in any of my classes and I do not have any 

photos of him from high school days. 

Another friend of Phil Archer’s who started at Boys’ High in 5th Form was John Lewis. 

He was really into rock music and had no problem getting girlfriends (see photo). Like 

Phil Loder, I did not have any classes with John. I lost track of him after high school. 

 

 

Russell Cooper - 1969 
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Other close friends of mine in high school included John Wurth (who is discussed 

later with regard to our imaginary kingdom of Plavonia); Bruce Miller (who became a 

doctor in the Newcastle area); Chris Dibley (who was great at Maths and a good tennis 

player); Cliff Wright (another fanatical surfer who was excellent in Maths and Science 

and became a Professor of Mathematics at the Australian National University); Peter 

Swiney (another Maths and Science whiz who was in my classes for all six years – in 

later years he changed the spelling of his surname to Sweney, which matches the way it 

was pronounced); Michael Hannaford (another excellent scholar and in all my Maths 

and Science classes – he later became the Chair of the Computer Science Department at 

Newcastle University); Ross Dunstan (brilliant student, dux of 6th Form, whom I believe 

became a professor of mathematics); Robert Wilkinson, and Stewart Bruyn (both of 

whom were in my Maths and Science classes). Of these boys just mentioned, during my 

trips back to Australia in 2012, 2015, and 2017 I again met Chris Dibley, Peter Sweney, 

Michael Hannaford, Robert Wilkinson, and Stewart Bruyn. 

 

 
John Lewis and friends at party in 1969. Notice fashionable tie and necklace. 
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Mr. L. T. Richardson, B.Sc. 

NBHS Principal 

Teachers (1964-1969) 

Overall I think that the quality of the teachers at 

Boys’ High was excellent, although some stood out 

more than others. The Headmaster (officially called 

“Principal”) was Mr. Richardson for the entire six 

years I was there. Mr. Richardson was bald, so he 

had the nickname of “Bald Eagle” which was 

sometimes shortened to “Eagle”. He was also called 

“Richo,” “The Boss,” and sometimes “Uncle Tom” 

because Thomas was his middle name, and he went 

by Tom Richardson. He seemed to be competent and 

overall was very fair. The school did well under his 

administration. He left punishments to be 

administered by his deputy (Mr. O’Conner in 1964-

66 and Mr. Maiden in 1967-69). He acted the role of 

the “good cop” to the deputy’s “bad cop”. I only 

remember visiting his office on a couple of 

occasions, at least one of which was because I was in 

trouble. 

Unlike at traditional English schools, our teachers did not wear robes. They wore shirts 

and ties, and sports coats or jumpers in cold weather.  

There are a few other members of the staff who were not teachers of mine, but they 

still had interesting nicknames, such as Mr. Gardner, who was in the Commerce 

Department. He had the nickname “Pink Panther” because he had fair skin that flushed or 

burned easily and gained a pink hue. Our second Sports Master was “Kev” Laffey. The 

P.E. teacher in our later years was Jack “Fat Jack” Perkins (he was slightly chubby). 

There was another Maths teacher, whom I never had, with the nickname of “Harry 

Hippo” (I can’t remember his real name). He was famous because he was in the 

newspaper after being in a car accident where a surfboard crashed through his windscreen. 

Others were “Speedy” Abraham, “Pinhead” Judd, “Spot” Burrows, Jim “Head” Imrie, 

“Mumbles” Hadfield, “Jockey” Ross, “Bugs” Bennett, Stan “Mary” Allen, and “Frau 

Grau” Gray (German teacher). 

Here are most of my teachers from Boys’ High:  

Mr. Jackson – Nickname: Fanny 

He was my English teacher in 1st Form and German teacher in 2nd 

Form. He left NBHS after 2nd Form (1965) and went to teach at Girls’ 

High (NGHS). Russell Cheek told me that he received rough treatment 

by the girls, even though they liked him. They teased him for being a 

nerd with no life.  He was an excellent teacher and I liked him a lot. 
 

Mr. Willmot – Nickname: Willy? 

He was my Science teacher in 1st Form. He left NBHS after 1st or 2nd 

Form (1964-1965). He usually wore a rust-coloured jumper. He was 

also a good teacher and well liked. Note: his name may be spelled 

“Wilmott” 
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Mr. Ashton – Nickname: ? 

He was my Social Studies teacher in 1st Form. He left NBHS after 1st 

or 2nd Form (1964-1965).  

 
Miss Stokes – Nickname: Wilga 

She was my Art teacher in 1st Form. She left NBHS after 1st Form 

(1964). She was quiet and very nice, which left her susceptible to 

mucking up by some boys (especially Ian Goodenough). 

 
Mr. Goffet – Nickname: Goofy or Charlie 

He was my French teacher in 1A. He actually attended Newcastle 

High School (when it was co-ed and on a hill). He was a popular 

teacher, but had a unique ability to punish disruptive students. If a boy 

was talking behind his back while he was writing on the blackboard, 

he would twirl around and with deadly aim throw the chalk and hit the 

boy on the head with it. He died of a heart attack while speaking at a 

NBHS Old Boys Association reunion dinner in 1991. 
 

Mr. McRae – Nickname: Keg 

He was my Latin teacher in 1A. He was a member of the Australian 

Communist Party and used to spout communist propaganda to us at 

times. He tried to make Latin interesting. One phrase we learned was 

“nautae amo puellae” which means “sailors love girls” and “puellae 

non diligamus nautae” meaning “girls do not love sailors”. He once 

asked if anyone wanted something translated into Latin, and Tom 

Lawrie, a surfer, asked him to translate “Surf’s up!” which he did as 

“Fluctus magni” or “The waves are big.”  

 

Mr. Schmierer – Nickname: ? 

He was the Assistant Sports Master under Mr. Laffey and was my P.E. 

teacher in 1st through 3rd Forms. He left NBHS after 3rd Form (1966).  

 
Mr. Whalen – Nickname: Wacky 

He was my Geography teacher during 2nd through 4th Forms. He was a 

gentle man and good teacher. He was also the teacher who provided 

First Aid when needed (which he did to me when I sprained my ankle 

on the way to school). I liked him a lot. He retired after 5th Form 

(1968). 
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Mr. Mudford – Nickname: Slops 

He was the Science Master and taught me Level 1F Physics in 5th and 

6th Form. He was very smart and a good teacher, but somewhat scary. 

He expected top performance and showed his displeasure with you 

when he didn’t get it. His face cracked when he smiled, which he 

didn’t do very often. 
 

Mr. Stevens – Nickname: Lightning 

He taught me mathematics in my senior years. He was competent, but 

very soft spoken, and tended to be rather slow and plodding (especially 

with his writing on the board), thus his nickname, which was just the 

opposite of how he really was. 

 
Mr. Allen – Nickname: Mouse or Der Führer 

He was the Languages Master and taught me German as a Senior (5th 

& 6th Forms). He was short and stocky, had similar hair to Hitler and 

spoke German, so he was sometimes called “Der Führer”. He was an 

excellent and interesting teacher and I liked him a lot. He made 

learning German a lot of fun. 

 
Mr. Holliday – Nickname: Doc 

He taught me History in 4th Form and English in 6th Form. He was a 

competent but fairly dull teacher. 

 

 
Mr. Maehl – Nickname: Preb 

He was the Mathematics Master and taught me mathematics in 1st 

Form and also the senior Level 1F classes. He was an excellent 

teacher, but some boys found him to be intimidating. He passed away 

in Oct. 2014. 

 
Mr. Southern – Nickname: Suzy 

He taught me mathematics as a Junior (2nd through 4th Forms). I 

thought he was stern, but basically a very good teacher, although not 

for all students. He didn’t smile very often. He left NBHS after I sat 

for the School Certificate at the end of 1967 to become Maths Master 

at Jesmond High. I corresponded with him in 1997. He passed away in 

2015 
 

Mr. McLelland – Nickname: ? 

He taught me Biology in 5th Form. He was a good teacher, but I don’t 

remember much about him, although I do remember that he was fairly 

short and liked wearing jumpers. 
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Mr. Dobinson – Nickname: Dobbo 

He taught me science as a Junior (2nd through 4th Forms). He was very 

nice and encouraged my interest in rocketry. 

 
Mr. Rooney – Nickname: Vic 

He taught me History in 2nd Form and English in 4th and 6th Forms. 

After leaving Boys’ High he became a successful actor and playwright. 

He was a star on the Australian television drama “E Street” which 

aired 404 episodes through 1992. He died in 2002 of cancer. He was 

one of my favourite teachers – he was enthusiastic, very funny, and 

made even dull literature and poetry come to life. 
 

Mrs. Shield – Nickname: ? 

She was my Art teacher in 2nd and 3rd Forms and was very nice. 

 
Mr. Westbrooke – Nickname: ? 

He was my Biology teacher in 6th Form. He had just arrived from 

England and so “spoke funny”. He and his wife were on a working trip 

around the world that was expected to take several years. I don’t know 

how long he stayed at Boys’ High or if they ever completed their 

world trip. 

 
Mr. Guy – Nickname: ? 

He taught me History in 3rd Form. I don’t remember much about him. 

 
Mr. Cruickshank – Nickname: ? 

He taught me German in 3rd and 4th Forms and was a good teacher. 
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Mr. Caldwell – Nickname: Jack 

He taught me German in 1st Form. More about this later. He was an 

“Old Boy” of NBHS (1958) and I met him again at the OBA dinner 

when I was the guest speaker in August, 2015. 

 
Mr. Paterson – Nickname: Casper 

He taught me Chemistry as a Senior (5th and 6th Forms). We was very 

competent. His mother was a member of the Wallsend Branch of our 

RLDS Church. He got his nickname because of his large round head, 

pale skin, and almost white hair. He looked a lot like Casper the Ghost. 

 
Mr. Van Der Veen – Nickname: Lippy 

He taught me English in 2nd and 3rd Forms. In 2nd Form he was fresh 

out of Teachers College. He had an arrogant air (especially when he 

first arrived) and although he was OK, he was not one of my favourite 

teachers. I thought he looked a lot like the actor, George Peppard. 

 
Mr. O’Donoghue – Nickname: Sniffs 

He was one of two teachers who taught me English in 5th Form. 

 
Mr. Kerr – Nickname: Cat’s Eyes (shortened to “Cat”) 

He was the other of two teachers who taught me English in 5th Form. 

 
Mr. Rigby – Nickname: Raz 

He was the Library Master and we did some library classes in 1st Form 

with him. 

 
Mr. Hunter – Nickname: Plug 

He was one of two teachers I had for woodworking in 1st Form. He 

was usually grumpy and very critical of our work. The mean Mr. 

Hunter. However, other boys (who had him beyond 1st Form) 

remember him as a great teacher and very funny (especially sarcasm) 
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Trevor in 1964 

Starting High School – First Form (1964) 

On 29th January 1964 when I started 1st Form at Newcastle Boys’ High School we 

were still living in Hamilton. Even though I was dux of my primary school, I still wasn’t 

sure that I would be accepted for NBHS, which was a selective school and the best in the 

Newcastle region. It was with great trepidation that I took the sealed envelope home that 

stated to which high school I would be going. My mother opened the envelope and told 

me to my great joy that I had been accepted to NBHS. Out of my class of about 40 boys 

at Hamilton Public School, only seven of us were accepted at NBHS: Glenn Faulds, Tom 

Lawrie, Brian McCarthy, Phillip W. Graham, Terry Smith, Karl Toohey, and myself. Of 

these seven, only four of us finished all six years at NBHS. Karl Toohey left first, moving 

to Canberra in May, 1964. Phillip Graham left after the SC in 1967 and Terry Smith in 

Feb., 1968, shortly after starting 5th Form. They both started apprenticeships. Probably 

about another ten or so boys, including my good friend John Hodgson, were accepted by 

Tech High. The rest were destined to go to Central (Broadmeadow Junior Boys’ High), 

which was not a very good school. A few months after starting high school I moved from 

Hamilton to Lambton and lost touch with the boys who did not go to Boys’ High. It was 

time to move on and make some new friends. 

The day before I officially started high school my mother went with me to the school 

to get information. I looked very smart in my uniform, consisting of grey shorts and long 

socks, blue shirt, and school tie (red and blue stripes). The next day I caught the bus to 

Waratah, where the school was located, from Broadmeadow, which was just a few blocks 

from where I lived. I think Tom Lawrie may have caught the bus with me because he 

lived close by. 

NSW did not have special school buses like in America. We just used public 

transportation, which in this case was a double-decker bus. However, sometimes special 

public buses or trains were made available for school kids.  

Anyway, back to my first day of school. Naturally I was very apprehensive. I 

remember going into the large Assembly Hall, but don’t 

remember much else about the first day. I was assigned to the top 

class of 1st Form, 1A. In those days they arranged the classes by 

academic achievement, so 1A was the top class, 1B the second, 

and so on to 1E, which I believe was the lowest. Those were boys 

who were rated as the lowest intellectually coming into the school, 

although from 2nd Form on was based on performance.  

On the first day of school we were with our teacher Mr. 

“Fanny” Jackson and he had each of us introduce ourselves and 

tell the class about ourselves and our interests. There was one boy 

with glasses who stood up and told us a great deal about current 

Australian cars, which was something in which he was very interested. He was quite 

knowledgeable on the subject and I remember thinking to myself, he is obviously very 

smart and I will have to watch out for him as being one of my main academic competitors 

in the class. His name was Phillip Archer, and although he was indeed very smart and 

became one of my closest friends to this day, he turned out to not be the academic threat I 

imagined. He was one of those boys who was very smart about things he was interested 

in, but did not work hard to learn things that were not of interest (reminds me of my son, 

Eric, at least through high school). 
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Mr. Thomas O’Conner 

aka TOC 

In 1st Form before we moved from Hamilton to Lambton I usually rode my bike the 

few miles to school. My friend Glenn Faulds rode to my house from his house the other 

side of the Nine Way in Broadmeadow and then we rode together to Waratah. He said 

that his mother only allowed him to do that was because he was riding with someone 

responsible. A little later we would instead meet at the railway crossing at Broadmeadow 

Station and ride from there.  

 

How I Survived the Dreaded TOC (1964) 

This might be a good time to briefly describe caning, which 

I described in detail in the Primary School chapter. In the 

1960s, corporal punishment was not only still allowed, but 

expected in cases of severe infringements of the rules. Most 

teachers owned a rattan cane that they used to hit the guilty 

boy across the outstretched and upturned hand. The maximum 

number of “cuts” (hits) of the cane allowed was six with no 

more than three per hand. They were not supposed to draw 

blood, but it was supposed to hurt like hell (which it did).  

The Deputy Headmaster when I started at Boys’ High was 

an elderly gentleman with a white crewcut by the name of 

Thomas O’Conner, whom we called TOC.10 He was the terror 

of the boys, especially in the lower forms. We all feared the dreaded TOC. Mr. 

Richardson, the Headmaster (Principal) let TOC handle punishment of the boys for their 

various transgressions. TOC loved to keep discipline with his implement of terror – the 

cane. I knew several boys who were the recipient of this punishment. TOC also had the 

reputation of being mean and grouchy, although I’m sure that most of it was in our 

imaginations - or not. 

One day while I was in 1st Form we were without a teacher for the few minutes during 

change of period. This instance the class was staying in the room and the teachers were 

changing. I stood up and was yelling to my friend, Phillip Archer, across the room when I 

saw a look of alarm come over his face. I stopped in mid-sentence and turned around in 

the direction he was looking. To my horror, there was TOC standing in the doorway 

looking directly at me with those eyes of ice. “You,” he said pointing at me, “Come see 

me at recess.” He then walked off. At that moment I knew how the inmates on death row 

felt when they only had minutes or hours to live. My friends told me “You’re in for it 

now.” 

During the next class all I could think about was my upcoming fate at the hands of 

TOC. I would be lucky to come out of it alive. At recess I duly reported to the office of 

TOC, which was next to that of Mr. Richardson. I told him that I was reporting to him as 

ordered. He looked at me and said, “Don’t yell like that again in the classroom. You’re 

dismissed.” He was probably amused by the look of shock on my face. I quickly walked 

out of his office before he changed his mind. When I went back to my friends, they were 

all looking at me with sympathy and asked how many “cuts” of the cane I got (the 

maximum allowed by law was six). They didn’t believe me when I told them what 

                                                 
10 Thomas O’Connor (BSc, Dip.Ed) taught at NBHS from 1935 until 1944, back for one year in 1950, then 

back again in 1956 to become the Deputy Headmaster. He retired at the end of 1966. 
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happened. After all, nobody survived a punishment encounter with the Dreaded TOC 

unscathed. Fortunately for us all, Mr. O’Conner retired at the end of my 2nd Form. 

Although I was never caned at Boys’ High, I have it directly from one of those who 

was caned by TOC, after those infamous words “"See me in my office," it usually 

happened outside the upstairs staffroom - in that kind of no-man's land. It was always 

dark there. 

 

The Comb Incident (1964) 

In 1964 I was in class 1A. During the second half of the 

year we all took French, Latin, and German to give us a taste 

of each language so we would know which one to choose for 

2nd  Form (if any). My German teacher was Mr. “Jack” 

Caldwell. I sat at the very back of the class. Mr. Caldwell 

looked at me and called out, “Herr Sorensen, stehen Sie auf!” 

which means “Stand up” so I did. He then said, “Kommen Sie 

her!” I understood that to mean “Come here!” and so I started 

to move forward. However, right at that moment the boy who 

sat in front of me, Frans Henskens looked back at me and said 

in a loud whisper, “Comb your hair! Comb your hair!” 

Because he seemed so adamant about it, I thought he must 

know something that I didn’t, so I reached into my back 

pocket, grabbed my comb, and started to comb my hair (I still 

had hair back then). Immediately all the boys (and Mr. 

Caldwell) burst out laughing and I knew that I had been “had”. 

I blush easily and at that moment I must’ve been as red as a 

beetroot. I especially remember the sight of my “friend” who 

was nearly rolling on the floor in laughter. I think he was 

probably surprised that it actually worked. Anyway, I 

sheepishly put away my comb and walked out front to the 

teacher. BTW, Frans Henskens had a nickname for the six 

years of high school – “Hairy”. That’s because he had a small 

bald patch on his head (which was usually covered over by 

hair) as the result of a car accident when he was young, I 

believe. 

Of course this incident did not endear him to me. I used to make fun of him and try to 

get even, which I never did successfully. Henskens was not very popular with some of 

the boys in our year, at least initially, and was often teased. He seemed to take it all pretty 

well, though. I’m sure he did not like me that much either because I was one to make fun 

of him (for which I am now ashamed). However, he was close friends with Leo 

Pinczewski and others. He was in many of my classes during the six years, and although I 

never considered him a close friend, our relationship did improve as we got older, as we 

became friendly to each other. He was very bright and is currently a professor in 

computer engineering at the University of Newcastle. 
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The Copper Sulphate Incident (1964) 

In my 1st Form Science class we were studying crystallization and during a lab had 

made some copper sulphate crystals from a super-saturated solution. By the next class 

period, the solvent had evaporated and left the crystals. Our 

science teacher, Mr. Willmot, had us pass a watch glass around 

containing the crystals so that we could observe them. A classmate 

(whom I shall call “Harry” to avoid embarrassing him) sampled 

the crystals. Mr. Willmot said that whatever we do, we should not 

taste them. Harry raised his hand and said, “Sir, I just ate a 

crystal!” Mr. Willmot initially just said, “Oh, Harry,” but he was 

soon distraught, fearing that one of his boys had been poisoned. 

When Mr. Willmot showed such concern, Harry turned very pale. 

Mr. Willmot asked him how he felt. Harry said he felt fine. When 

Mr. Willmot asked why he ate the crystal, Harry answered, 

“Because I wanted to see what it tasted like.” Harry was taken to the tuckshop to drink 

some milk. Fortunately for all concerned, there were no ill effects to Harry. I think he only 

tasted one small crystal. Incidentally, he afterwards said it tasted salty. In 2009 I received 

an e-mail from “Harry” in which he stated he was “set-up” and did not actually eat it. 

Several eye witnesses contradict his version and agree with mine – Harry ate the crystal 

and admitted it to the teacher in front of us. However, it is only fair to state his version as 

well. 

 

The Bike Crash I (1965) 

When we lived in Hamilton during Primary School I received a used bicycle I rode to 

visit my friends and go to the local corner shop, etc. It was an old pedal brake bicycle (no 

hand brakes) with no gears as well. We took it with us when we moved to Lambton 

during my first year of high school. I used to ride the bike fairly frequently to school, 

which was 3.5 miles away. Our house on Turner Street was on top of a hill, so naturally 

in the morning I would coast down the hill towards the Lambton Olympic Swimming 

Pool.  

One day when I was at the top of the hill and heading down on Durham Road my chain 

slipped off. This meant that I had no brakes. At the bottom of the hill Durham Road 

crosses Howe Street, which is one of the main streets in the area and very busy that time 

of morning. I could not run against the gutter, because on one side it was very high and 

on the other there was no gutter. It just went down into a gully on the edge of an 

abandoned coal mine. I knew that I had to slow the bike down, so I put my leather shoe 

against the front tyre, hoping to slow the wheel down. Instead, the tip of my shoe got 

caught in the spokes and it ripped the shoe right off my foot, but fortunately did not hurt 

my foot. I was gaining speed as I headed down. The only hope I saw was that just before 

Howe Street there was a frontage road that led to a dead end. Between that road and 

Howe Street was a grassy area with a width of about 20-25 feet. I turned my bike onto 

that frontage road and then onto the grassy area where it rapidly came to a stop and I 

tumbled onto the grass, badly shaken but unhurt. I then had to walk back up the hill to 

retrieve my shoe, which had a nice spoke imprint on the toe, causing it to be upturned 

like an elf shoe. When I got back to my bike I put the chain back on and rode home so 

that I could tighten it, and then rode to school without further incident, at least on that 
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occasion. Shortly after that, on my 14th birthday, I received a new bicycle, one with dual 

hand brakes. Of course that brought no guarantee of my safety, as you will soon find out. 

 

German Prose (1965) 

I had Mr. “Fanny” Jackson for German during 2nd Form. In our German textbook I still 

remember the second lesson, which started with a short story in German that we had to 

translate. I don’t remember any of the other lessons, but this one caught my fancy 

because it was humorous, especially when spoken aloud. Because it is brief, I will quote 

it here in its entirety. 

At the Local Store 

A conversation between a woman and the shopkeeper. Translation in [ ]. 

 

 Morgen! [‘Morning!] 

 Morgen! [‘Morning!] 

 Haben Sie Butter? [Do you have any butter?] 

 Nein, morgen.[No, tomorrow.] 

 Morgen? [Tomorrow?] 
 Ja, morgen.[Yes, tomorrow.] 

 Morgen! [‘Morning!] 

 Morgen! [‘Morning!] 

 

Trevor the Goon (1966) 

When I was in 3A our English teacher was Mr. Van Der Veen, 

who had also taught me in 2nd Form, when he was fresh out of 

teachers’ college. We gave him the nickname “Lippy” because he 

tended to stick his nose up in the air, raise his upper lip, and look 

like he was talking down to us. The raised lip gave him his 

nickname. He decided that we should write and perform a radio 

play of the book we were studying, “Day of the Triffids” by John 

Wyndham. It was a science fiction story about alien creatures 

called Triffids who invaded the Earth. It was set in England and 

told about the breakdown of society. It was also made into a 

movie during the 1960s. I was a big fan of the British TV show, Dr. Who, and recorded 

the theme song from the show. I brought the tape in and we used it as the theme for our 

radio drama. Mr. Van Der Veen held auditions to fill the roles in the play. My good 

friend, John Farrell, who was on the debate team and a good speaker, won the lead role. I 

thought I did a good job when I auditioned, but Mr. Van Der Veen cast me as “The 

Goon.” I had one line – “Let’s get ‘em!” As a side note, I sat next to my good friend from 

Primary School, Tom Lawrie, in this class. He recently confirmed my memories of 

performing the radio play and providing the theme of Dr. Who for it. He also wrote me: 

“If I remember correctly, you also had a fascination for the ABC TV series The Avengers, 

in particular Mrs. Emma Peel.” Ah, who could not be fascinated with her, especially 

when she did the dance of the seven veils (she shed five of them)! 
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Life Saving Certificate, 1964 

Lippy and the Failed Poem (1965) 

Since I just shared about my English class with Mr. Van Der Veen, this would be a 

good place to relate another event that occurred with him the previous year when I was in 

2A English. At that time I was already very interested in rockets and followed closely the 

American and Soviet space programs. We had a class assignment to write a poem and the 

best ones would be included in the Novocastrian. I wrote my poem about a space flight, 

which is contained in Appendix B. I thought it was a pretty good poem for a 14-year old 

and it was quite humorous. All my friends seemed to like it. However, Mr. Van Der Veen 

did not like it and it was not chosen to appear in the school magazine.  

 

Lifesaving Lessons (1964-7) 

High schools in NSW required that all 

students learn how to swim. For one week in 

February, the boys of the school would be 

taken by bus to either the Merewether Ocean 

Baths or the Lambton Swimming Pool. Those 

who did not know how to swim would be 

taught, while those who did know how to 

swim would be given lifesaving lessons to earn 

certification at various levels starting with the 

Water Safety Certificate, followed by the 

Elementary Certificate, then the Intermediate 

Star, all of which I earned (although I never 

received the certificate for the Intermediate 

Star). This required learning resuscitation 

techniques, swimming ability (using different 

strokes for minimum lengths), and rescue 

techniques. The next level up was the Bronze 

Medallion, the minimum level required to be 

hired as a lifeguard. I did the training for the 

Bronze Medallion, but never did the tests and 

so never received it. 

 

The Biro Incident (~1966) 

In my 3rd Form Maths class there was a boy who sat in front of me. While we were 

supposed to be doing some problems in class I was mucking around at his expense, which 

finally drove him to the boiling point. To my great surprise he turned around and jabbed 

his pencil into my right leg near the knee. The lead of the pencil penetrated the skin and 

drew a small drop of blood. The lead of the pencil left a dark spot in my leg even after it 

healed and I had that reminder of his provoked attack for many years afterwards. Despite 

that incident, we stayed friends (after all, I had provoked him). 
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 Top Row: David Cocking, Jeff Bower, me, Russell Cooper, Bruce Miller, Jeff Richards, Peter Swiney, Ian Goodenough, Russell Cheek 
3rd Row: Stewart Bruyn, Steve Hatherall, Paul Percy, John Beach, Frans Henskens, Doug Davies, Rob Wilkinson, Steven Dumpleton, 

Bruce Burke, Phillip Hicks 
2nd Row: Ray Armstrong, Ross Dunstan, Jeff Hogg, John Groom, Glenn Holmes, Chris Dibley, Brian Powell, John Masters, Ken Hull, 

Tony Meech 

Front Row: Michael Hannaford, Phillip Hough, Peter Hawkins, John Farrell, Phillip Archer, Leo Pinczewski, Philip Paterson, Clive 
Watkins, John Peady 

Top Row: David Williamson, Stewart Bruyn, William Keats, Frans Henskens, Ross Staines, Russell Cooper, Phillip Graham, 

Bruce Miller, Kevin Sweeney 
Middle Row: Rodger Torpey, Steven Mackie, James Burt, Trevor Sorensen, Graeme Hurrell, Clive Watkins, David Cocking, 

Glenn Faulds, Ross Dunstan, Mark Daly 

Front Row: Chris Dibley, Michael Hannaford, Cliff Wright, Robert Wilkinson, Leo Pinczewski, Peter Swiney, Ian Goodenough, 
Jeff Richards 
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Music Badge 

Music, Choir and Orchestra (~1964-6) 

During 1st Form I joined the school choir, naturally as a soprano. 

The choir director was Mrs. Hindmarsh, the music teacher. Her 

nickname was “Molly” because she had a “molly” leg and limped. 

She was very nice, but a very demanding lady. The most 

memorable thing about my year in the choir was our trip down to 

Sydney to perform at the Eisteddfod held at the Conservatorium 

of Music in the Botanical Gardens (close to where the Sydney 

Opera House now stands, but of course it was not there then). 

During the trip we visited Taronga Park Zoo on the banks of 

Sydney Harbour, and also visited a Holden car assembly plant. I 

remember that when it was our turn to perform at the 

Conservatorium, we walked down one of the aisles of the 

auditorium towards the stage. A boy from Sydney Boys’ High 

School sitting in an aisle seat got my attention as we were walking 

down, he asked us which school we were from. I answered, 

“Newcastle Boys’ High School.” Then, with a disdainful look on 

his face, he replied, “Oh.” He considered us to be basically 

peasants because we were not from Sydney. They have a saying, 

“Sydney or the bush.” We were obviously from the bush and thus 

second-class citizens or plebs. 

I did not like the choir and quit after 1st Form. In 1st Form I also 

took up the clarinet and played in a woodwind group and the 

school orchestra for nearly three years. I really enjoyed playing 

the clarinet and one of my best friends, Russell Cheek, was also a 

clarinet player in the orchestra. The only performances I 

remember were for the NBHS Speech Day. We played the 

national anthem, school song, and other selections. However, I do 

also remember playing Christmas carols, but do not remember the venue. The conductor 

of the orchestra was also Mrs. Hindmarsh.  

 
NBHS 1965 School Orchestra in which I played clarinet. I am missing from photo. 


