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INTRODUCTION

This is not the fi rst time Caroline Whitehead has published about life in 

an institution, but this time she has lent her efforts to the St. Mary’s Boys 

Orphanage, Gravesend, Kent.

This book is compiled and inspired by emails written by the members 

of a London group recalling life lived in an institution in a past era, times 

hopefully never to return.

Caroline writes with fl uidity marrying up the thoughts of the 

members of the St. Mary’s old boys. Each member has recorded his own 

unique experiences but the one question rarely answered is, WHY?

Did their mothers not want them? They felt they were to all intents 

and purposes like left luggage at a railway station and their mother failed 

to collect.

This is a book that explores the innate ties that binds a boy to a 

mother who did not necessarily reciprocate the longing to know and the 

bonds of blood that tie us all.

— Delvin John Flynn
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ABOUT THIS BOOK, 

THE WRITERS AND 

THE SETTING

ABOUT THIS BOOK

This is the story of young children who, due to unusual circumstances, 

found themselves in the care of St. Mary’s Home for Boys at Gravesend, 

Kent.

Their stories are characterized from the sublime to the ridiculous, 

relating to family history when parents in the twentieth century were 

either unable to care for their sons or so poverty-stricken, incapable of 

bringing them up.

It is when they reached manhood that the St. Mary’s boys found 

they were travelling incredible journeys that would take them to unheard 

destinations to different parts of the globe, in search of their birthright. 

Many were to leave the shores of England and settle in countries abroad, 

leaving memories of the old regime behind.

The question was ‘why me?’ by some of the old boys after they 

discovered other siblings were allowed to remain at home, when they 

were the chosen ones to be taken away and put in St. Mary’s, Gravesend.

ABOUT THE WRITERS

A “network” of old boys was inspired and founded in 1988 in North 

London, England by master-mind (Delvin) John Flynn, to give each a 

voice and provide them with the initiative to speak up and free ghosts of 
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past, long held in many closets. The group’s motto was KOKO (Keep on 

keeping on).

Memories, good and bad, were channelled across all continents. 

Some writers tell of happy times where they spent summer holidays 

at Dymchurch, Kent. Others remember their contribution and duty to 

the church as choir boys. Sports Day gave each boy the opportunity to 

extend his skill and energy on the football ground, to succeed to unheard 

of heights.

Mentioning Father Baker and his tuck shop brings back memories of 

sweet treats; albeit, not without payment.

Each writer tells his story in his own style, often with pathos, in 

the understanding we are who we are today. Throughout their many 

trials and tribulations from childhood to manhood, and through sheer 

perseverance, they are determined to keep on keeping on their motto, 

KOKO, alive.

HISTORY OF GRAVESEND, KENT, ENGLAND 

Gravesend is a town in northwest Kent, England on the south bank of 

the Thames, opposite Tilbury in Essex. It is the administrative town of 

the Borough of Gravesham and because of its geographical position, has 

always had an important role in the history and communications of this 

part of England. It still retains a strong link with the river. The opening 

of the international railway station immediately west of the town at 

Ebbsfl eet Valley, the arrival of high speed train services to and from 

Gravesend railway station itself, and the town’s position in the Thames 

Gateway, have all added to the town’s importance.

Notable personalities:

• Charles Dickens (1812-1870) is associated with Gravesend 

and the villages around the borough. Though he died over 140 

years ago, many of the links between him and Gravesend are 

still in evidence – Gravesend he visited, at Chalk he spent his 

honeymoon, at Higham he lived and died, and at Cobham he 

found inspiration for The Pickwick Papers.

• General Charles George Gordon (1833-1885) lived in the town 



iv     CAROLINE WHITEHEAD & KOKO

during the construction of the Thames forts. For six years he 

devoted himself to the welfare of the town’s “poor boys”, setting 

up a Sunday school and providing food and clothes for them 

from his Army wage.

• Composer Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov (1844-1908), offi cer in the 

Russian Navy, was posted to Gravesend in 1862, where he wrote 

part of his fi rst symphony.

Rowing Matches have been taking place on the River Thames at 

Gravesend since the year of 1689, and the fi rst organized Regatta was in 

1715. The Annual Borough Regatta goes back to 1882.

HISTORY OF ST. MARY’S, 
PARROCK ROAD, GRAVESEND, KENT

St. Mary’s was originally known as The Manor of Parrock, Gravesham. 

Abott and Convent of St. Mary Graces rented The Manor of Parrock to 

Sir Simon Burely (Lord Warden of Cinqueports).

The building which was later to become St. Mary’s was built in 1873 

and was originally a girls’ college – Milton Mount College. The college 

moved away from Gravesend in 1915 because of the bombing raids in 

the area.

The College was bought by the Southwark Catholic Rescue Society 

in 1925, and in 1926 it was opened as St. Mary’s orphanage and school, 

accommodating between 250 and 300 boys. St. Mary’s was run by the 

Sisters of Charity, a priest and staff. During the Second World War 

the boys were evacuated to East Anglia and to Devon but returned to 

Gravesend after the war.

In 1951 St. Mary’s ceased to be a school and the boys started to 

attend a newly opened Catholic School at Denton. During the 1950s 

there was a move away from the usage of large orphanages. A Family 

Group Home was established in Glen View in 1956 and further small 

homes were subsequently built in Glen View, Leith Park and Parrock 

Road. The original St. Mary’s became more and more empty.

During the 1960s many babies were placed for adoption and there 

was a shortage of foster families to care for them before they went to 
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their new families. Consequently in April 1965, a residential nursery 

was opened in a wing of the old main building. The nursery could 

accommodate 33 babies awaiting adoption. It was run by the Daughters 

of Charity (the new name of the Sisters of Charity) and the Matron was 

Rev. Sister Elizabeth.

During the second half of the 1960s a decision was made to sell the 

old building for demolition and a new St. Mary’s Nursery was opened in 

1971. This was designed to accommodate 24 pre-adoption babies. After 

1970, however, fewer babies were being placed for adoption and the new 

nursery was never fully used. St. Mary’s Nursery closed in October 1973.

St. Mary’s, Parrock Road, Gravesend, Kent was demolished in 

1971, and the land used for a new housing estate. St. John’s Roman 

Catholic Primary School moved to a temporary building on the Denton 

site in 1950. Boys were admitted to Denton School in 1951. Permanent 

buildings at Denton, Gravesend commenced in 1960.
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MEMORIES OF ST. MARY’S 

BEFORE AND AFTER

BY ANTONY HAYMAN

IT BEGAN IN ITALY

To understand this story I need to start at the beginning in Italy with 

something of my mother’s life before she came to England with my 

father. My mother had fallen pregnant following a liaison with an Italian 

army offi cer who was billeted in her parent’s farmhouse. This was, of 
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course, considered a scandal in those days, unlike today when it is used 

to get a council fl at and an easy life on benefi ts. My mother was hastily 

married off to my father and gratefully dispatched to England before my 

half-brother Giovanni (John) was born. Small wonder then that she later 

refused to go back to Italy!

I have no doubt that my father loved my mother who he named Giga 

(short for Luiga) but I think for my mother it was a matter of expediency 

and fl ight from her family whom she had disgraced. Then Thomas and 

Tina (Margerita Lambertina) were born before my parents moved to 

Ashford, Kent. Then followed Bernard. I came into this breathing world 

on April 24, 1926. (Followed by the General Strike!) I was named Antonio 

Domenico after some distant Italian uncle. Finally, Freda Raimonda my 

second sister arrived. There has always been a doubt about Freda’s father. 

Rumour had it be a Mr. Laker, my father’s friend, could have been her 

father. My father was desperately ill and in Lenham Sanatorium about 

this time.

My father died in 1928 when I was two and, with six children to 

look after, there is no doubt that my mother was in desperate straits. 

So, although she was not a practicing Catholic, my mother turned to the 

church for help. John had already gone to St. John’s in Dartford, and 

Thomas and Bernard went to St. Mary’s in 1930. Bernard in particular 

was bitterly resentful of this and, apart from one visit with his wife in 

1946, never communicated with his mother again. My sister Freda was 

adored by a childless couple who lived next door and spent most of her 

time with them. So that just left Antonio (me) to look after which should 

not have been beyond her means. I certainly never went hungry.

My mother had male friends during the thirties, several of whom I 

remember. We were the fi rst in our street to change from gas to electricity 

and had a mains radio thanks to John Masters. We also took in lodgers. 

This became complicated when Tina arrived home because we only had 

three bedrooms and so I had to be got rid of somehow. I could go into 

detail here about my so-called naughtiness but I was just a normal happy 

boy if a little mischievous from time to time.
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SO TO ST. MARY’S 

I arrived with my mother on a bleak December day. My fi rst memory 

was of the strong smell of furniture polish and the austere fi gure of 

Sister Augustine. I had never seen a Sister of Charity before. My mother 

departed and I was hustled up to the sewing room and Sister Josephine 

where I was stripped and given the regulation St. Mary’s clothes. This 

being Winter I was given shorts and shirt plus a blue jumper and long 

socks and boots. In Spring we changed to sandals (no socks), shirt and 

the same shorts. I did not know what underwear was until I was sixteen.

I was then given a long blue striped nightgown and so to bed. I missed 

my mother and cried myself to sleep. I wet the bed that night and was 

rewarded by being sent to St. Rocs dormitory where the boys who were 

regular bed-wetters slept. I was also rewarded with three whacks on each 

hand by the cruel Sister Augustine who obviously had had no training 

in child psychology. From St. Rocs to the toilets was through two other 

dormitories in the dark and, with no lights, it was quite frightening for a 

nine-year-old.

The worst thing about the school in those days was that it was, to all 

intents and purposes, a closed community. I do realise that it could not 

have been a free for all but I think that as we got older, we could have 

been gradually introduced to the outside world. 

I was in Sister Patricia’s class to start with and I wrote tearful letters 

to my mother to take me back home. I doubt that they were ever sent. I 

remember Sister Patricia well. She was a very large Irish lady and very 

kind.

She was also in charge of housekeeping and gave me my fi rst job of 

dusting the ledges in the long corridor that ran the whole length of the 

school. From that I progressed to my own length of the corridor fl oor 

which I had to wash and scrub every day.

I was not long in Sister Patricia’s class because I had already learnt 

to read, write and do simple arithmetic, so I progressed to Miss O’Neils 

and then to Miss Rumes. I think she was the best teacher in the school. I 

was always, with Michael Halliday, at the top of her class. Miss Rumes 

also left me with a lifelong friend in the Kenneth Graham’s book “The 
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Wind in the Willows”. Once a week Miss Rumes read us a chapter from 

the book and the magic has stayed with me to this day. I have a copy of 

this wonderful story which I read to my son when he was growing up. I 

have to say that the education standard was not high, and it would have 

been advantageous if some of the more intelligent boys had attended a 

better school in Gravesend.

The food which we were given was best described as adequate. Meat 

was never served except on Sundays where it consisted of one sausage! 

Followed by an apple. Breakfast was always unsweetened porridge and 

tea, laced once a month with Epsom salts. Tea was a doorstep (bread) 

with margarine and jam. Speed was essential in getting your share of the 

jam! Easter brought the one egg of the year.

The boys did all the housework organised by Sister Patricia. I went 

from corridor duty to the Chapel, polishing the brass, etc., and then, 

because of some minor transgression, to the laundry, where I learnt to 

iron shirts My wife maintains that I iron and do housework better than 

her! The laundry was run by two Irish ladies and the boiler room by Mr. 

O’Connor. Sister Patricia rescued me from this and gave me the plum 

job of serving the teacher’s meals. This improved my diet considerably 

because there were always leftovers of dessert which I consumed with 

alacrity and gratitude. My fi nal task at the school was to do the housework 

at the teacher’s house.

BATH TIME – FRIDAY NIGHTS 

No tin bath in front of the copper as at home. Sister stood at the entrance 

of the washroom and deposited a dollop of soft soap on your head. Then 

into a footbath with everybody else, followed by the showers. All this 

wearing red shorts so as not to embarrass the Sister. We then struggled 

to dry ourselves with a towel while divesting ourselves of the red shorts. 

Then a further examination by Sister, of ears and nails. And so to bed.

The Sisters I remember most were: Sister Patricia, Sister Ann 

(Kitchen), Sister Josephine (Sewing Room), and Sister Clare (too lovely 

to be a nun). The infamous Sister Augustine, who actually cried when she 

had to leave, when we were in Wells-next-the-Sea. I felt like cheering! 
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Sister Vincent known to the boys as Vinnie who was the Superior for 

most of my time there.

Perhaps I should recount here the one escapade I had for which I 

would have been severely punished had I been caught. It was on Christmas 

Day and we were all in the Shed. Boys were all opening parcels sent in 

by their parents. But not me!

I had heard on the school grapevine that some good folk in Gravesend 

had sent in toys which were stored in the teacher’s old dining room. Envy 

got the better of me. I slipped out of the Shed, climbed over the seven-

foot gate quickly, and on to the front of the school. Pushing up the sash 

window, which was unlocked, I climbed inside and looked around. Then 

I heard footsteps coming along the passage – footsteps I knew only too 

well. It was the dreaded Sister Augustine! I hid behind a corner unit in 

the nick of time.

Key turned in the lock and Sister Augustine came into the room. 

I held my breath for what seemed an eternity. But after a few minutes 

she turned and left. All I had for my trouble was a toy cannon that fi red 

matchsticks. Where do you fi nd matchsticks in a Convent? Anyway the 

episode cured me of envy!

Bullying was not something that I experienced except for two 

incidents. Firstly I had only been at the school a few months when I 

was approached by a boy two or three years older than myself who 

teased me and began to slap me around. The boy’s name was Valentine 

Dorenbecher and he would have been in probably the same Class as my 

brother Bernard. I can only assume that he must have fallen out with 

my brother and decided to take it out on a small opponent. My brother 

intervened and that was that!

Or so I thought. When my brother left the school, he gave me his 

most precious possession, a cricket bat. Playing with the bat while on 

holiday in Dymchurch, V.D. asked if he could borrow it and when I 

refused he snatched the bat away and proceeded to smash it to pieces on 

a rock. A Nazi in the making! I never forgot this incident, and years later 

I received a letter from V.D. asking for money to pay for a Mass for Sister 

Patricia. Normally I would have been happy to oblige but not from him. 

I regretted this decision in later years. 
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RELIGION

We had plenty of that! Firstly, I was given a medal to wear around my 

neck on a blue cord. This was “Our Lady of the Immaculate Conception”. 

I should mention here that when I was taken into hospital in 1940 it was 

removed and I never saw it again. Many years later I was in the Cathedral 

in Kerry (Ireland) and I found one that someone had dropped. I still have 

it.

Mass and Benediction on Sundays and Mass on many other feast 

days as well. Not to mention numerous Rosaries which I disliked. All 

that gabbling of Hail Marys and all I had to show for it was sore knees. I 

loved the Mass in Latin and regretted the change to English. I felt that the 

Mass lost all of its mystery and magic. Benediction too was great. I will 

always remember “O Salutaris, Tantum Ergo and Adoremus”. And the 

great moment of raising the Monstrance and the Incense. Pure theatre.

There was so much talk of the SOUL that, in my childish imagination, 

I thought of it as fl eshy and shaped like a rugby ball!

EASTER 1937

The choir spent hours learning a sung Mass only for our efforts to be in 

vain when the Sister who had organised it and also played the organ, fell 

ill so it was all cancelled. Towards the end of 1939 the school was sent a 

young Irish Priest who fl ew through the Mass so fast that the Altar boys 

could scarcely keep up. He also had a vile temper. He struck me round 

the ear for supposedly talking at the wrong time (he got the wrong boy) 

and I have been deaf in that ear ever since.

I particularly liked our three day Retreats despite the enforced 

silence. We had a visiting Priest for the Retreats who gave brilliant and 

humorous talks which were very enjoyable. Strange that after all that 

religious instruction I should lose my faith.

Another memory, which has always stayed with me, was singing 

“Bless This House” in the school hall. It was a dark and dismal day and 

there were no lights on. When it came to the line “Bless these windows 

shining bright – letting in God’s heavenly light” a burst of sunlight came 
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through the windows, illuminating the whole room. The look on the 

Sister’s face and the smile was something I shall never forget! 

SPORTS 

Apart from drill in the bleak and inhospitable Shed which in winter was 

so cold most of us wound up with chilblains, we were marched down 

to the fi eld. We were divided into “Houses” in those days – Crusaders, 

Wasps, Ramblers, etc. So events were arranged with Houses playing 

against each other. From these Houses were picked the boys to play for 

“The School Team”. It was every boy’s ambition to play for the School 

and I did not make it until 1940. More of that later. St. Mary’s played 

against teams from other Schools on different pitches in the town, with 

proceeds going to local Charities. 

Grounds, I remember, were Imperial Paper Mills and the Barracks. 

I also remember that the School rallying cry was “Up St. Mary’s”. 

Some new boys tried to change this to “Two Four Six Eight, who do 

we appreciate” etc. Mr. Roche became very annoyed by this and made 

them stop and revert to the original Cry. We also had a Sports Day and I 

can vividly remember beating the great Billy Kiernan in the last leg of a 

relay. Mind you the other three boys had given me a good start!

Cricket, which I loved, was a non-starter at the School except for the 

games we played in the Shed. Being in the Shed or the upper playgrounds 

was known as being on Guard and to use Mr. Roche’s words, ‘woe betide 

you,’ if you were caught – “off guard”.

Football was played with a tennis ball or a “Tanner” ball obtained 

from the local shop in Echo Square. It was not unknown for boys, with 

money, to slide down the hill at the back of the Shed and buy things at 

the local shops.

One of Sister Augustine’s favourite games was, when a box of sweets 

was sent to the school, to stand at the top of the playground and throw the 

sweets into the throng of boys. Believe me one had to be tough to get a 

sweet! And avoid being trampled on. 

Excursions were few and far between but those I remember were: A 

visit to the local cinemas to see (naturally) “Boys Town” with Spencer 
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Tracey and Mickey Rooney, “A Tale of Two Cities” with Ronald Colman 

and rather surprisingly, Flanagan and Alan in “Underneath the Arches”. 

Also a visit to Bertram Mills Circus in London. I do NOT remember 

much of the Circus but I do recollect being reprimanded by a man in the 

audience for eating my sandwiches with both hands! He remarked that 

only Tramps eat like that!

There were lots of things that were started but did not last long. 

The print room was one where we were supposed to produce a School 

Magazine. A gym with a vaulting horse, etc. and a hobbies room. 

For some reason these were all dropped. On Sundays after Mass, we 

assembled into a long crocodile, three abreast and marched through the 

town. A Sister at either end, of course. 

HOLIDAYS 

The two weeks holiday at St. Mary’s Bay Holiday Camp was the 

highlight of our year. We had better food and greater freedom. We mixed 

freely with other schools and had great fun down on the beach, some 

of us learning to swim in the sea wearing of course, the ubiquitous red 

shorts. There were great water-pistol fi ghts around the washrooms and 

we concluded the holiday with an all-school singsong in the main Hall.

In the fi nal holiday there I was given a half-crown and put on a bus 

to visit my family in Ashford. I also had a half-day with my sister Tina 

who was working in nearby Folkestone. 

EVACUATION

So to the day when we were told to leave everything, including my prize 

stamp collection and other “Crodge”, school slang for little treasures that 

we had acquired. And we were marched down to Gravesend Pier. The 

date was September 2, 1939. On to the “Royal Daffodil” Steamer and we 

set sail for Lowestoft in Suffolk. We were told we were being evacuated 

because of the threat of War. The majority of the boys were seasick, but 

fortunately not me. That night we slept on straw in a dance hall only to 

be awoken at three in the morning by the Air Raid sirens. We had to put 
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on our gas masks and wait for the All Clear. War was declared the next 

day at 11a.m.

Then we were put on coaches and taken out into the Suffolk 

countryside. We all had bags containing chocolate bars, a tin of condensed 

milk, etc. We arrived at the Village Hall where we were selected by the 

local people. I was with a Mr. & Mrs. Barber who had three children 

of their own. They were lovely people and the food was great. Too 

good for my constitution after the meagre diet of St. Mary’s, because I 

developed very nasty boils on my neck. Sister Patricia, who was billeted 

locally, treated me with very hot poultices so they soon cleared up. Most 

importantly I was once again free to roam the countryside and I learned 

to ride a bicycle. Sister Clare, also billeted with Sister Patricia, bought 

me a fi shing rod to fi sh in the village pond. As I was the only boy capable 

of riding a bike, I was entrusted with a message to take to some of the 

other Sisters. This entailed a journey of fi ve miles there and back. We 

started our education again in the Village School and we also celebrated 

Mass there on Sundays. An idyllic life but alas it was not to last and all 

too soon we were gathered up and taken to Wells-next-the Sea.

There I was taken to “The Ostrich” guest house run by Mr. and Mrs. 

Barker, who had two young children of their own, and the event was to 

change my life completely. I enjoyed being by the sea. Apart from the 

guest house, they also had a Carriers business delivering parcels all over 

Norfolk and I was roped in to help at weekends and holidays. It was 

during one of these trips that while I was carrying a heavy package, that 

I slipped on a patch of ice and badly bruised my right knee. I thought 

nothing of it at the time. But on the day before I was due to make my 

fi rst team debut I was rushed to hospital for an emergency operation on 

my right leg. I had developed Osteomyelitis of the femur. The treatment 

in those days was to cut into the leg to drain the abscess, pack it with 

paraffi n gauze and put the leg in Plaster of Paris.

After a short stay at Drayton Hospital, outside Norwich, I was 

unaccountably put on an Ambulance Train and taken to a hospital in 

Shotley Bridge, County Durham. The train was mainly full of soldiers 

returning from Dunkirk, so I had no idea why I was on it. Nobody asked 

me if I wanted to go and as far as I know, the School was not informed. I 
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awoke the following morning to fi nd myself in a long Hut/Ward mainly 

with very elderly, and in some cases Paraplegic patients. The Hut/Ward 

was one of several built on the side of a very steep hill. My ward was near 

the top of the hill of which, more later. Patients that I remember were an 

eighty-year-old former boatswain of the Cromer Lifeboat, a heavyweight 

Boxer, and others. The Boxer had been warned about his diet of steak 

and chips but had ignored the advice and was very ill. He was eventually 

taken to another hospital. The elderly boatswain died and I was asked 

if I had ever seen a dead person. They were amazed when I said no and 

persuaded me to have a viewing. Not the best thing for a young boy still 

on crutches.

With no previous experience, I found myself performing the 

services of a hairdresser for many of the elderly, and particularly the 

Paraplegics. I got on very well with the Ward Sister, Mrs. Ledger, and 

we did Crosswords together. I also became friends with a boy in Consett, 

the nearest town. It always seemed peculiar to me that the hospital was 

situated less than a mile away from Consett, which had a major Steel 

Works with an open furnace, which could be seen for miles, especially at 

night. The Luftwaffe made several attempts to bomb it, with one of the 

bombs falling on the golf course next to the hospital!

Where was the school while all this was going on? I saw nobody. 

The SCRS knew that I was at Shotley Bridge but made no attempt to 

contact me or the Authorities. This resulted in my being wheeled into 

the operating theatre (in an attempt to cure me) only to fi nd that they 

had not had permission to perform the operation. I should mention here 

that Penicillin which could have cured me was reserved for the Armed 

Forces. But I think that they were going to make an exception in my case. 

I think that this amounted to a failure by the SCRS in their duty of care 

of me. The result of all this was my being sent home to my mother who 

did not want me there. I also still had an open wound on my leg which 

had to be dressed twice a day and this I did until 1946.

My mother dispatched me to work in a hotel in Folkstone in 1943 

which at that time was being heavily shelled from across the Channel. 

When this fell through she then sent me to work in a friend’s restaurant 

in London, where I stayed until I received my Calling up papers. Not 
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that the government had no trouble fi nding me. This proved a major 

turning point in my life because having failed the medical, for obvious 

reasons, the examining doctor asked if my own doctor had ever heard of 

Penicillin. That resulted in my being sent to the Middlesex Hospital in 

London where after a couple of operations (the problem had broken out 

on my clavicle) and millions of units of Penicillin I was fi nally cured. 

This was in 1946.

The rest as they say is history. Apart from a couple of near misses 

my health has been good. I have been happily married for over 58 years 

to my dear wife Gwen and we had one son Paul. My mother eventually 

married a Russian ex-soldier she met in London and settled in Maidstone, 

Kent. She died at the age of eighty. She always complained that I did not 

visit her often enough!

As I have said before I do not regret my time at St. Mary’s. It taught 

me many things such as loyalty, always to tell the truth and discipline. 

Apart from three points on my Driving License when I was 83, I have 

never been in trouble with the Law. It is perhaps a sobering thought that 

had I not gone to St. Mary’s and had the accident in Norfolk, I would 

have had to join the forces in 1944, and therefore maybe not survived to 

tell the story!

I eventually went into the Printing trade, my father’s profession, 

retiring as a Director when I reached the age of 67.

BACKGROUND HISTORY

Here I would like to record my grateful thanks to Teresa Downey for her 

help and research, which gave me an insight into my early history….

Dear Antony, 

I am pleased to enclose the records we hold concerning 

you. I would be grateful if you could sign the attached receipt 

of records and return one copy to me. I am also enclosing 

an evaluation sheet, and would be pleased if you could take 
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the time to complete and return this in the SAE. We welcome 

feedback from our service users, as this helps shape the delivery 

of our services in the future.

You will see that there was contact between your mother 

and this Society (then called Southwark Catholic Rescue 

Society – SCRS) from 1930, when your mother made an 

application for assistance in connection with Walter, Bernard 

and yourself. John at this time was at St. Vincent’s Industrial 

School, Dartford; Margaret was at a Convent School in France; 

and Freda was living at home. Your mother was a widow. Your 

father’s name was given as Walter Leslie Hayman, age 35, and 

a convert to Catholicism. He was deceased. Your mother was 

in receipt of a widow’s pension.

The SCRS committee decided to accept her application 

on behalf of Walter and Bernard, and they were subsequently 

placed at St. Mary’s Gravesend on 13th September 1930. The 

committee decided not to accept you into Care as you were still 

quite young. You therefore remained at home with your mother 

and younger sister.

Your mother applied again in August 1931 and in May 1934 

asking the SCRS to admit you to Gravesend. The SCRS wrote 

back to her saying they were unable to help her at present.

A further request for assistance was made by your mother 

in August 1935. The SCRS accepted you into their Care and 

you were placed at St. Mary’s Gravesend on 11th December 

1935.

I’m afraid no records of your time at St. Mary’s were 
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made – it just wasn’t the practice in those days. The fi le records 

therefore became very brief after your admission to St. Mary’s.

The school was evacuated to Great Yarmouth in September 

1939 and boys dispersed to families in Suffolk and Norfolk. You 

were admitted to Norwich Hospital on May 4th 1940, and then 

on to the Drayton Emergency Hospital on 22nd July 1940. It 

seems there was a breakdown in communications at this time, 

probably due to the enormous upheaval of the War. The SCRS 

clearly thought you were still attached to the school, which 

by February 1941 had been transferred to Ugbrooke. We do 

not know the date when you transferred from Drayton to the 

Emergency Hospital at Shotley Bridge, Co. Durham, but you 

were clearly there by May 1941.

You were discharged to your mother at 4 West Street, 

Ashford, on 11th May 1941. It seems this discharge surprised 

the SCRS – there is no record on fi le of any discussions between 

the SCRS and hospital about your discharge.

Once you have had time to go through the records and 

absorb all the information I would be pleased to hear from you 

if you have any further questions or would like to discuss the 

records further. I look forward to reading your memoirs in due 

course! 

Sincerely,

Teresa Downy, Team Manager, Post Adoption & Care Service, 

Cabrini Children’s Society.

Dated: 31 August 2011
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POSTCARDS

Year: 1936 – 1d postage stamp. 

Addressed to the  Rev. Canon Crea, 

 59 Westminster Bridge Road, London, S.E.1

Dear Sir, I would be very pleased if you could let me have 
a permit to take my brothers Tony and Bernard Hayman out 
on Saturday, the seventh. Yours Obliged, J.L. Hayman. 101 
Highfi eld Road, Dartford, Kent. Dated: 4th November 1936. 

(There is a notation on this card – “If he has had this before, OK)

Permit requested, sent 5/11/36

Dear Sir, I would be very pleased if you would kindly send 
me a permit to see my brothers on the schools Reunion Day 
(Bernard and Tony Hayman). Thanking you and trusting that 
everything will be alright. Yours obliged, John Hayman. 101 
Highfi eld Road, Dartford, Kent. 

Dated: 28/12/1936 Permission approved 30/12/36 

RDS
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WELCOME TO YOUR NEW HOME

 

BY TERRY S. MCKENNA

“Welcome to your New Home.” It was most probably the fi rst sentence 

I ever heard uttered and it certainly was life-defi ning. After four months 

in hospital recovering from whooping cough, my “new home” was St. 

Mary’s Catholic Children’s Home in Gravesend, Kent. A giant step for a 

small frightened Catholic boy.

On arrival to this “home” I remember the very wide fl agstone steps 

to the huge, imposing building at the end of a long driveway, and being 
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“greeted” by nuns attired in black, whose faces you could not quite make 

out. Where is this place? Had I died and were these apparitions actually 

the “Grim Reapers”?

‘Come on, Terence,’ a voice within the nearest black shroud boomed.

With one swoop, I was engulfed in the shroud and whisked inside. 

Life was never going to be the same again.

‘My name is Sister Josephine and I am your new mother. Come with 

me and I will bathe you and give you some new clothes.’

At this point I cried out for my mum, but of course she couldn’t hear 

me. She never heard me again.

My new clothes were fl annel grey short trousers, a white shirt, a grey 

tank top jumper, grey socks and some ill-fi tting highly polished but worn 

boots, with leather laces a mile long. Grey seemed an appropriate colour. 

The smell of carbolic was powerful and ever-present – I can smell it in 

my mind even today.

All the other boys were dressed the same and we looked like a 

swarm of shiny-faced Mini-Me’s. The polished wooden fl oors echoed to 

the sound of nervous stuttering feet of little boys; yet not a sound came 

from these “lost souls”. No laughter, no talking, just vacant expressions 

of despair! Where is this place?

‘Right, children, follow me,’ a voice in the distance commanded and 

we followed like sheep.

The gloomy carbolic smelling inside was left behind and we were 

in a hard court area bathed in brightness. The whole of this area was 

protected by high wire fencing. Most of the time there would be people 

walking round, pointing and chatting with the Grim Reapers. Little did 

we know this was the “reviewing” area for prospective Mums and Dads; 

a sort of “Pick ‘n’ Mix” of kids!

Often kids would “disappear” on a Friday or Saturday and return on 

Sunday afternoons. I was “returned” many times. Some of the kids did 

not come back and as I was to fi nd out eventually, they had either been 

adopted or sent to Australia or Canada.

After the Second World War, Australia in particular was left bereft of 

fathers to “make children” and the UK became a source of supply with 

all the displaced children from the war, and the “unwanted” from the late 
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1940s and ’50s. At this time it was a huge stigma for unmarried mothers 

to bear children and for those women left by the child’s father to fend 

for themselves. Unless they came from a wealthy family, mothers were 

often forced to give up their children. Most women were traumatised by 

these events and never came to terms with what they were made to do. 

Nearly all of these children were told their parents were dead. This is a 

dreadful refl ection of society as a whole from this time and I am pleased 

attitudes have changed. 

Every new friend I made seemed to leave me behind and after a 

year or so I was still a lonely friendless little chap, lost in my strange 

“grey” world. On most of my returns I cried. Perhaps it was because the 

“magical” weekends were over too quickly or maybe it was the return to 

my “grey” world.

Meal times were good. There was plenty to eat and drink, though 

I was “special” because I had lots of orange juice. Oranges were 

apparently good for me and my bones! There were tables of different 

colours, seating eight. Mine was red. We also had lots of thick broth with 

barley in the winter months to keep us warm when we played in the hard 

court area. It was important that we looked well-fed, as we played for our 

very existence though, of course, none of this was known to us. Maybe 

this might explain my abhorrence to “caged” animals and I never felt 

comfortable at the circus or the zoo.

The nuns were never allowed to smack you, so if you misbehaved 

you were sat in a tiny room (I think it was an old style confessional box) 

which had very deep black velvet curtains, drawn together. You were 

left in total darkness and isolation for as long as the nun felt fi t. I was a 

naughty boy a lot and as a result I am still frightened of total darkness. 

Although I was very young I do remember my early education and 

could read and write (after a fashion) when I was just four years old, so 

there must have been a good seat of learning. When I went to “proper” 

school aged fi ve, my teachers were pleasantly surprised at my advance 

skills. I have to say that the 3Rs today’s children learn is way behind the 

levels that in my days were expected to attain, even with classes for fi fty 

children.

At my primary school (a Catholic one) discipline was “fi erce” 
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and the teachers stood no nonsense, nor took any “prisoners”. Friday 

afternoons were the day I enjoyed most. We used to do country dancing 

to the radio for about an hour and then end up with spelling. The kids 

used to all stand up and were given a word to spell. If we got it right we 

would remain standing; if not we sat down. I used to nearly always be 

one of the last to sit down.

THEN ONE DAY IT HAPPENED! A lady, a man, and a boy three years 

older than me, and a priest announced that I was leaving my “grey” 

world for good. The “Pick ‘n’ Mix” had fi nally worked for me too! As 

a four-and-a-half-year-old boy I didn’t know what to do or say. The 

clinical carbolic smell suddenly hit me as never before, as I was given 

my worldly goods – a change of clothes. All I wanted to do was to take 

my three toys with me – a large Teddy Bear, a fi re engine and a football.

The “Grim Reapers” said I couldn’t take them with me, so I screamed 

the place down and they relented, and said I could take one of them with 

me and made me choose. My parents must have wondered what they had 

let themselves in for. Although very unhappy I chose the football and the 

other toys were left behind for the next wave of “Lost Souls”.

I never saw the “Grim Reapers” again.

Life was never going to be the same again for me.
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EMAILS FROM THE KOKO WRITING GROUP

Editor’s Note: The following emails from a group of writers in England, 

Australia and Canada have been kept in their original form, except 

where this would have made them diffi cult to read. This gives the reader 

a picture of events then and now and how the old boys of St. Mary’s 

viewed their childhood memories. Several honorary members of the 

London Group who were not brought up at St. Mary’s include Ann Phyall 

(Buckinghamshire, England), Caroline Whitehead (British Columbia, 

Canada), Mavis Heffernan (Australia) and Christine Shrosbree (England) 

who are contributors to the old boys “network”.

FANTASY WORLD OF FOOTBALL 

Delvin. Hope you and your family and the rest of the group are in the best 

of form. Your member I think new member John (Michael) Murray brought 

back some very happy memories about Dymchurch and some of the 

boys who were good at football. Football was the fantasy world I lived 

in when I was at St. Mary’s and when we went to camp at Dymchurch 

I was in another fantasy world. I used to love the miniature railway at 

Dymchurch. I think I remember the names of two of the engines: one was 

called Hercules and one was called Samson.

About not ever getting fried eggs, I used to dream about them. I 

remember there was a café just outside the Dymchurch camp. It was 

1956 and you could get fried egg and chips, and the café had a jukebox. 

We would sit there hoping someone would put a thruppenny bit in it. It 

was the fi rst time I heard Rock & Roll. That was the last time I went to 

Dymchurch. I left St. Mary’s March 1957. What beautiful memories.
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I remember Bill Kiernan the Charlton Athletic Player came to visit St. 

Mary’s and he was looking for some boys to help him clear some waste 

ground at a new house he had bought; it was back-breaking work on a 

very hot day; taught me a lesson about hero worshiping I never forgot. I 

don’t remember St. Mary’s football team there. Myself and Alan Johnson 

who brilliantly got reunited with his family last year, used to be pulled out 

of the class one afternoon a week, when we were in the year below the 

rest of the team.

A Mr. Rawlings who came from up north; he should have stayed up north. 

(Claimed he trained Albert Quixall to play football). He used to get one of 

them old leather footballs, soak in a bucket of water and make us kick it 

against the wind all afternoon. Thank God he left and Mr. Staunton came 

and took over. I remember him to be a lovely man. I remember going for 

a trial for area school boys’ team; Thames-side I think it was with Alan 

Johnson. We had to take our kit and walk all the way there as we had no 

money for bus fares. I remember we were knackered when we arrived.

Here are some of the boys I seem to remember: Colin Dobson I think 

he came from the town, had a very nice sister who went to St. John’s. 

There was another boy from the town called Casey, he had ginger hair 

and went on to play for Gravesend & Northfl eet. The boys from St. Mary’s 

I remember were Micky Lenahan, they said he went to Arsenal. Wally 

Hanson, Roy Brown, Chris Kelly he played wearing glasses – wouldn’t 

be allowed nowadays but he was very good. Jock Thomson, Gordon 

Gauntlet.

On a Saturday afternoon when we were allowed out I used to enjoy going 

to Windmill Hill from where you could look down the high street towards 

the ferry and go into the under cover market. All this I think I remember. 

I could be wrong. I say this because in some of your emails I remember 

different. Lots I remember the same, and some awoke memory I never 

knew I had. Pardon the bad grammar I have never been very good at 

it. Since I have been receiving the emails it’s been a brilliant trip down 

memory lane.

Thank you very much.

Tony Ledger 
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MR. RAWLINGS

Tony, Thank you for your kind words about the emails. Your latest email 

has been so informative I haven’t thought about Mr. Rawlings for years. 

I recall his quality hair – the colour somewhere between bronze and 

what we used to call ginger which was enhanced by Brylcream. Here is 

a memory for the younger members of the group. Mr. Hawket, another 

teacher, who hasn’t been mentioned recently is still alive and living 

with his daughter in the Gravesend area. Surely he must be the oldest 

surviving teacher. I have received a couple of letters from him and like 

many of his generation his handwriting has to be admired. What a fi ne 

list of boys names you have conjured up. Our memories are dormant 

until someone like yourself revives them and they say it’s not worth giving 

artifi cial respiration to a headless corpse.

Just as I was thinking our writings have gone as far as they can go, you 

Tony and our new entrant John, have totally reinvigorated our group 

with fresh memories. I have been very wary about how things have been 

going. I mean we can only continue so long as the membership show 

enthusiasm and there seems to be a lot of it out there. Sure, some of us 

do most of the writing yet the interested like an iceberg is mostly below 

the surface. I “cut and pasted” a section of John Murray’s email on the 

Gravesend facebook site and was amazed at the early response. I have 

had a mature lady asking about how we were treated at St. Mary’s. 

Another lady remembers, she thinks, taking John Murray into the family 

home and feeding him up and again there was another enquiry asking 

about a boy who may have gone to Australia in the early fi fties. I was able 

to look at the passenger list of the “SS New Australia” on which some 

of the boys travelled to Australia but did not see the name of the boy to 

whom it referred. By the way the name of the boy was Clive Church and 

perhaps one of you out there may remember him.

Tony, I remember Windmill Hill. Some of us voyeurs used to go there in 

the late evenings to watch the courting couples. Because of the shady 

shadowy outlines we used to call them logs. Of course we didn’t see 

anything and besides who ever heard of the word voyeurism in those 

days?

We had four cinemas in the town: Regal, Plaza, Super and Majestic. 

The week’s programme would start on a Monday and change midweek 
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and then again on Sunday. There was the main fi lm and a supporting 

fi lm. Imagine the total number of fi lms that one could possibly see. And 

if that wasn’t enough one could enjoy the monopoly advertising by Peal 

and Dean. We all loved the Cowboy and Indian fi lms in those days. Who 

remembers Hopalong Cassidy?

The under cover market in the town was fascinating. I used to enjoy 

the spiel of the market traders and their humour. I remember one chap 

pleading with the ladies to come closer to his stall. ‘Close up. Close up, 

ladies,’ he would say then follow it up with a smart arse remark like. ‘Put 

your dress down. I said close up, not clothes up.’ They were so funny. 

‘Don’t say you bought it, say you stole it at these prices.’ 

I could go on about their chat but I haven’t the gift to convey it as it was. 

Does anyone recall the little monkey in the cage in the market? We were 

horrible children. We used to poke the monkey with a stick and watch it 

lose its temper. The look it gave us was a tad frightening but remember it 

was safely in its cage. Kids, eh! Don’t ever let them be in charge. We had 

the potential to supersede the fi lm “Lord of the Files”.

KOKO

Delvin 

KID NAMED DOBSON

Hi John and the rest of the gang.

You all seem to be talking in your emails about someone named 

DOBSON? I think you may be mistaking him for an OUTSIDE kid named 

DAVID DOBSON all-round athlete from St. John’s who was brilliant at 

football, cricket, running, swimming and just about everything else and 

was a great favourite of Copper Knob, Mr. Rawlison or Rollinson.

I hope you are all keeping well out there. Keep smiling and maybe the 

sun will shine through. John, I can’t remember if I sent you an email of the 

CD I made, arranged for me to make a couple of years ago by my son 

Stephen?

KOKO

Bernie Francis
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MR. R’S HAIR

Bernie, as usual you are demonstrating your good memory. I like your 

refi ned description of Mr. R’s hair. A fi ne head of hair by any standards. 

I never heard of Dobson again after I left St. M but being as you said an 

“outsider” kid that is understandable. We didn’t need to get close to other 

kinds as we had plenty of “brothers” at St. M to play with.

Now about the CD. We would love to obtain a copy as you have already 

demonstrated that you have a fi ne voice even though you were booted 

out of the singing class when we were infants.

KOKO

J&J (Josie & John)

FRAME CANVAS BEDS

Hello again, 

Can anybody remember the two weeks summer holiday in August each 

year to St. Mary’s Bay Holiday Camp at Dymchurch? 

I remember climbing aboard the blue and white coaches of AC Ltd and 

being ferried down to the coast.

We slept in long wooden huts which were unheated and could be quite 

cold at night. We slept on very low wooden frame canvas beds. If you 

were unlucky you had a bed where the canvas had stretched so you 

rested on the fl oor. All meals were taken in a huge shed with hundreds of 

other children from a variety of schools.

There used to be a souvenir/gift shop where we could spend our pocket 

money (those who had any). Playing on the beach was fun, particularly 

when the tide was really far out. We had to walk for what seemed miles to 

get to the water past our waist. Remember the Jellyfi sh? One poor boy I 

recall got stung and came up in a horrible rash. When the tide was in we 

just sat on the wall and shivered. 

I used to love our annual trip to the Romney Hythe and Dymchurch 

Railway – the miniature trains, one was called The Green Goddess and 

another Dr. Syn. We went to the fair at Hythe. I loved it. Some days we 

were taken on long walks round the country lanes. I recall a few of us 
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pooling our money to buy a tin of Golden Syrup and taking turns to dip 

our fi ngers in it without the nuns seeing. In the evening we used to play 

out in the huge fi eld in front of huts. One year we were plagued with 

swarms of fl ying ants. 

There used to be a football match arranged with other schools and if my 

memory serves me right we often used to win. Our senior boys were quite 

good. I remember two of the senior boys called Dobson and Lenahan. I 

think they had a trial for England Schoolboys. When they left Gravesend I 

heard Dobson went to Arsenal and Lenahan to Charlton Athletic. Talking 

of old boys who made it good there was a boy at St. Mary’s with me 

called David Starbrook. We were always told he had to have an operation 

to remove his Adams apple because he used to eat ants – it may have 

only been boys exaggerating. He did have a scar where his Adams apple 

would be. A few years ago I saw a picture of him on the internet (scar 

and all) as having represented GB in the Olympics at Judo, he was also 

a world champion. The last I heard he lives in France and is still involved 

with Judo. I have never managed to make contact. 

When it rained, and it often did, if we were lucky we had a fi lm. An old 

black and white one while we sat on the cold hard fl oor. I loved going 

to Dymchurch, playing in the rock pools, gathering crabs and other 

creatures and being scared to death of the “quick sand” as we were told 

we would get stuck and vanish forever. It wasn’t all bad. 

More later. 

John (Michael) Murray

BRASS MONKEYS

John, 

This was my fi rst introduction to the seaside. I don’t want to sound like 

a miseryguts, but I was so disappointed I didn’t anticipate how salty the 

sea was nor how brass monkeys it would be. From that time on, I always 

associated the British coast with khaki porridge until in the early 80s when 

we spent a few hours in Looe before getting on the ferry from Plymouth 

to Roscoff. I was amazed at the clarity and beautiful colour of the sea.
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God was on my side as my company transferred me to Truro for two 

years. 

A propos Dymchurch, do you remember the turkey farm with its 

pungency next to the camp? 

Via iPad 

Glen Cawdeary

Glen,

It could be cold and often was. Father Baker insisted that we duck into 

the freezing brine and could not retreat until there was evidence that one 

was soaked from head to toe. But there were more good warm days than 

cold ones. 

St. Mary’s Bay to me is fi lled with happy memories and it was always a 

sad day when we had to leave. 

Like you, it was really only when other resorts were seen that it was 

discovered that the sea could be other than opaque grey. 

My posting to Cyprus spoilt me for the chill of the south coast and my 

swimming was kept to the hygienic swimming pools from then on. 

I have no memories of the turkey farm and it must have come along after 

my time. 

KOKO 

John F.

A RARE TREAT

John (Michael) Murray,

You refreshed my memory when talking about the miniature railway. 

The train named Doctor Syn was reputed to be named after a famous 

smuggler and clergyman. This contraband was supposed to be hidden in 

a local country church which we would visit on our country walks. 

In those days the powers that be had an absolute aversion to giving us 

fried eggs for breakfast consequently we never got any, but on holiday we 
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would travel to Hythe and call at our special café and enjoy fried egg and 

chips – a rare treat. 

Dymchurch was about a mile along the beach from St. Mary’s Bay and 

they had a small fun fair and a skating rink. I just loved the skating rink 

and we strapped on our chunky steel skates for a fun time. The bumping 

cars were a bit expensive but what the hell we were on holiday. 

St. Mary’s had over the years good football teams. Crowds would turn 

out to watch and sometimes Billy Kiernan an ex St. M boy and Charlton 

FC player would referee. I actually have a couple of old programs which if 

you remind me I could send. 

You mentioned Dobson he was an outstanding player in a later era 

when we went out to school at Denton. I didn’t hear of him again until 

you mentioned him. I recall him as having blond curly hair and he was of 

course an all round sportsman. I can’t recall Lenahan. 

KOKO 

(Delvin) John Flynn 

ST. MARY’S BAY

John M. 

St. Mary’s Bay, ah! They were great holidays or were we just simple folk? 

I believe we only used AC Limited coaches on one occasion but I recall 

Timpson’s coaches. I always fancied being a coach driver and would 

practice in the playgrounds with the bicycle hoops and a stick or used 

old rubber tyres. Sometimes we would crouch inside a tyre and would 

be rolled along by some other lad. We kidded ourselves that riding inside 

the tyre was fun whereas in reality we staggered about afterwards feeling 

quite green. The really large tyres were great fun when we would push 

them along and then clamber onto them, brought to the top and over by 

the momentum.

I have sent you a picture of St. Mary’s Bay Holiday Camp. “The largest 

camp for boys and girls in England” which I feel sure will bring back 

memories for you. 

Father Baker used to carry a load of stuff in a trailer behind his vehicle 

and he would invite the two oldest boys to travel down with him to 
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Dymchurch. In 1954 Harwood and me were the oldest so had the honour 

of travelling down in his new Morris car. Before taking ownership of the 

new car he used to have a pickup truck registration CAN 161. I had 

mixed feelings about this as although I felt privileged I had a feeling of 

nausea brought on by the smell of new leather. We took a break halfway 

down to the camp and Fr B treated the both of us to a fi sh and chips 

lunch (it being Friday) with a glass of woodpecker cider. He then went on 

to tease us that this harmless drink was making us drunk. 

The meals in the huge shed for us and other schools was better than 

what was dished up at St. Mary’s. And there was plenty of it for us hungry 

lads exposed to the fresh sea air. Swimming was good so long as the 

weather was warm but Father B insisted that we get right in irrespective 

of whether it was warm or cold. Do you remember he held our savings for 

us and I never knew him to make a mistake? Had he not been a priest he 

would surely have been an accountant. 

KOKO 

(Delvin) John F. 

AWFUL BEANS

Hello, 

I remember the beans, they were awful. We used to say ‘beans, beans 

good for your heart, the more you eat the more you f......t.’ 

We used to be given a big plate of them. I recall the change. We used 

to have food delivered by Kearly & Tonge and from them we got better 

quality beans, more reddy brown rather than grey in a thick goo. 

When I fi rst went to St. Mary’s I think we were just coming to the end 

of having schooling there. We then went to what I think was called St. 

John’s Infants School run by Sisters of Mercy. I can recall being in a 

classroom when a nun came in and told us the King was dead. We had 

to immediately say a prayer. That was in 1952, and I was nine/ten. The 

next year I took the 11+ exam. Two boys in the class passed and went to 

St. Mary’s in Sidcup. They were Patrick Nye and David Stoddard. I was 

told I passed to go to a Technical School but as there was not a Catholic 
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one I had to go to St. John’s in Denton. In later life my mother showed me 

a letter from the Kent County Council, confi rming it. 

When I think back we were given a lot of freedom. After breakfast and we 

had washed our hands and faces again, we were sent off to school. We 

went off on our own accord, no supervision, just walking down the street 

in little groups. Can you imagine that today? A long snake of children 

wearing Hi-Viz vests and two or three nuns as escort. I don’t recall any 

harm coming to any boy. We used to walk back from there at lunch time 

for school dinners in St. Mary’s, a long chain of girls and boys. As Terry 

Mc says, this is where we came into contact with girls. 

We had a separate playground and I remember getting the cane off one 

of the nuns for kissing a girl through the railings. I did it for a dare but 

got caught. The girl’s name was Anne Hibben, a very pretty blonde girl. 

She had an equally pretty friend called Marilyn (not Monroe), also blonde. 

Anne was my fi rst love at nine/ten. I recall buying her a box of Licorice 

Allsorts for her birthday which I think was in September. They cost me 7d. 

I knew how to give a girl a good time. 

At some stage whilst at the junior school, I was selected to go and get 

the nuns’ dinner. This entailed coming out of the class a bit early, going to 

the offi ce collecting my bus fare, and the containers that the food was to 

be carried in. This consisted of a series of round cans with lids on which 

fi tted into a carrying frame. Off I trotted! 

I had to catch the 495 or 496 bus to Echo Square which was where St. 

Mary’s was. I then had to walk down the road toward Denton, past a 

big church and the convent was up a long lane. I was given dinner there 

while a nun fi lled the container and off I would trot back to the infants’ 

school, catching the bus at Echo Square. I used to sit at the back of 

the bus near the door as the smell of the food was so strong, and I felt 

embarrassed. On one occasion whilst waiting for the bus some boys 

started to pick on me, punching and pinching me and trying to get the 

container off me. Luckily, the bus came along just in time. They carried 

on, so in desperation, I swung the container at one of the boys, catching 

him on the side of the head. He fi nished up with gravy on his head. 

The bus conductor saw what was happening and helped me on the bus. 

He would not let the other boys on. By this time the container was leaking 

custard and gravy, as well as the usual smell of cooked food. He told me 
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not to worry and would not take my bus fare off me. Again “the kindness 

of strangers”. 

When I arrived back to the school, the Mother Superior was pretty upset. 

I do not think she believed me when I told her what happened. I think I 

was relieved of the job shortly afterwards. 

More later. 

John (Michael) Murray

THE ANGELUS

John, 

Thank you for your email. I did have a brother who was not a resident 

at St. Mary’s. He lived at home in Bromley with my mother and came to 

“holiday” in St. Mary’s during the summer months. In my later years at St. 

Mary’s, I did go home to Bromley on the Greenline bus for weekends. 

I remember, when I was very young, a nun called Sister Alphonsus who 

was teaching me to play the piano and sing. It was in a downstairs 

playroom next to the “bootroom”. She was very strict, whacking me 

across the knuckles if I played a wrong note. She used to make me sing 

the scales out loud saying, ‘you must be able to hit the back of the room 

with your voice.’ Unfortunately, she died as I recall. I never did learn the 

piano but I did sing in the choir in the chapel at St. John’s School in 

Denton and in the Kent School Choir Competition. I was taken to, I think, 

the Festival Hall and had to sing Greensleeves, a tune I still hate to this 

day. 

Can anyone remember the chapel? The choir was at the back and 

had a pump organ. Are there any former altar boys out there who were 

woken early in the morning to serve at Mass? I liked Benediction best, 

particularly if I was able to get the thurible (incense burner) and managed 

a good head of smoke. I was told off a few times by Father Baker for 

doing it. When we said Mass in those days the responses were in Latin. 

We said them but did not understand what we were saying. 

Without wishing to be disrespectful, I really hated the Stations of the 

Cross where we had to keep moving round in our pew to look at the 

various stations. How many times did we have to say them during Lent? 
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Can anyone remember having to stop everything for the Angelus? I think 

it was rung in the afternoon, though I could be wrong. We seemed to 

spend a lot of time on our knees in chapel, those days. I remember being 

sent to the chapel with another boy and made to sit apart because we 

were fi ghting in the Shed. We seemed to be in there a long time before 

we were made to shake hands.

Talking of fi ghting, can anyone remember Mr. Smith? He was, I think, a 

games master and lived in a house up by the Squares. He had a nice 

daughter and I was invited to her birthday party one year. I digress! I think 

he was ex-navy, a small man with a fl at nose. One day, he was taking us 

for PT in the Shed and we were having to do handstands, something I 

could not do. While I was making a bad attempt at standing on my hands 

he hit me on the bare legs with a plimsole. I stood up and punched him 

in the face; a bad mistake. He got some boxing gloves and we had a 

fi ght. Rather he hit me! I don’t think I touched him. Happy days! Today, he 

would be in court. 

When I look back at my time at St. Mary’s, it was not all bad. We had 

some good times and lots of fun.

People often ask me if I regret being sent there. I always answer, no. I 

knew no different. To me, it was life. I am glad I have at last found fellow 

“residents” to swap memories with. I have often thought of writing a book 

or even a play. What a fantastic West End musical it would make! We 

would have the audience splitting their sides with laughter and crying in 

their hankies. Just a thought!

I have lots more memories. So I will be in touch very soon. 

John (Michael) Murray

PUPPY LOVE 

John, 

Beans or peas were always served as a lump, matted together – horrible, 

but you had to eat something. 

Kearly & Tonge. I remember that company. Do you remember Echo 

margarine? As we grew older we were moved up to the big refectory and 

Jackie Howard just that bit older, went before me. I knew that they were 
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permitted to spread their own “butter” so I begged him to do me a slice 

lavished with thick butter. Oh! The disappointment! It was marge! I should 

have known better as in those days a little square pat of butter was only 

for Sunday morning with a hard boiled egg – we never had fried eggs until 

years later when they were available to celebrate birthdays. The boys who 

had their birthday in any particular month were gathered together and 

enjoyed a fried egg.

Not many boys passed the examination to go to Grammar or Technical 

School. We thought people like you were geniuses. Nobody in our year 

passed. Terry Russell, a couple of years younger than me, was the next 

boy to pass and went to Sidcup Grammar. We still meet up with Terry 

and his family at infrequent intervals.

I recall going out to school for the fi rst time and chasing the girls. One 

of the girls passed on a message that her friend liked me. I was smitten. 

I hugged my pillow at bedtime and my thoughts were fi lled with puppy 

love. Patsy Hayes was the name of the girl, then another boy told her 

to clear off and that I was not interested. The damage was done and 

we parted. That was not the fi rst time that my lack of courage lost me a 

girlfriend. 

Talking about school, did you know that Mr. Hawkett is still alive?

I returned from my fi nal holiday from St. Mary’s Bay in 1954. It took me 

the whole two weeks of the holiday to summon up the courage to fi nally 

kiss the girl of my dreams. She was from St. Anne’s, an orphanage 

at Orpington. I left St. Mary’s almost immediately after the holiday 

and stayed with a family in Orpington. This was a great opportunity 

to continue with my holiday girlfriend but I thought the better of it as I 

believed the family I was staying with, would tease me. Even this year 

(2013) while attending the Orpington Orphanages’ Reunion her name 

came up and I asked for further information. Sadly, the chap who 

mentioned her name, said his sister had only just lost contact with this 

girl. I am happily married, and all I wanted to do was to explain my 

actions of all those years ago.

I also experienced an occasion when I was picked on by a few boys. I 

was staying with a bodge-up auntie (“the kindness of strangers”) when 

these boys started to interrogate me. You know the sort of thing. ‘How 

old are you?’ ‘Where do you live?’ 
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The impertinence! I was having none of it. I was a very slight boy for 

my age. This mini-mob would not have known that although we were 

matched physically, I was so much older than them. I tore into them with 

mixed results, with nobody landing a knockout blow. In my own habitat 

at St. M’s I had found my own level and although very small for my age I 

was a respected, popular boy and never needed to fi ght.

One of the nice little earners was to be picked to go to the Sisters of 

Mercy convent, which you mentioned, to do an afternoon gardening. This 

was a double win. We were paid a silver sixpence and given afternoon 

tea. My grandson expects at least twenty pounds to leave a mess in my 

garden. 

We were horrible kids on occasions. Once at the convent we were 

tucking in to our afternoon fare when a tramp joined us. We teased him 

rotten but he took it in good humour. Years later, Tommy Cooper (the 

comedian) came up with a laugh about similar circumstances.

A tramp knocked on the farmhouse door. ‘What do you want?’ said the 

farmer. 

‘I want some cake,’ said the ambitious tramp. 

‘You’re a cheeky tramp,’ said the farmer. ‘Most tramps settle for a piece 

of bread and water. Why are you asking for cake?’ 

‘It’s my birthday,’ said the tramp.

The tramp wandered off mournfully down the road and the farmer felt a 

momentary pang of guilt at the way he had treated the unfortunate. So he 

called after him. ‘Do you like cold rice pudding?’ he said. 

‘Love it,’ said the tramp. 

‘Well,’ said the farmer, ‘come back tomorrow because it’s hot at the 

moment.’ 

(Delvin) John

THE BOYS THAT SAILED AWAY

To: Edward Butler

The boys left Southampton, England and sailed on the S.S. “New 
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Australia” landing at Freemantle, according to the records on 22 February 

1953.

Some names: Michael Monoghan, J Murphy, L O’Connor, M Vaughan, J 

Sullivan, J Garrington, T O’Leary.

This is not a complete list, which would suggest the boys possibly sailed 

on separate dates. 

Edward, we have a writing club called St. Mary’s and I have taken the 

liberty of adding your name to the list. There is no obligation to contribute 

to writings. Some members write, some just read the emails and some no 

doubt, just delete them. 

Good health and good fortunate in your undertakings. 

KOKO (Keep On Keeping On) 

(Delvin) John Flynn

FREEMANTLE, W. AUSTRALIA

Hi John, 

The list of the SS “New Australia” to Freemantle, Western Australia 

stating Peter Wood and Peter Robinson are not included. Perhaps your 

suggestion to contact the National Archives of Australia, giving the exact 

address, might possibly have a few answers. 

I have been reading the messages from John Michael Murray which I fi nd 

interesting. If anything further comes out of the inquiry I would appreciate 

the details for KOKO, which is part of the ongoing social history of St. 

Mary’s. 

Information to JMM to contact St. John’s Comprehensive School in 

Gravesend might also prove successful. 

I fi nd the memories of the group going back so many years, remarkable. 

It proves a point many things that happened in childhood are not easily 

forgotten, even in the intervening years. The yen to continue to know our 

history will always remain. 

KOKO 

Caroline
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THE WAY WE WERE

To: Colin Bedford,

Tony Larkin also handed me details of those who worked at St. Mary’s 

over the years. 

Richard A Roche 1935/36 fi rst mentioned. 

Miss Kathleen Downing 1933/34 fi rst mentioned. 

Father Paul Baker fi rst mentioned in 1945 but he was the chaplain before 

this date as I remember him at Lord and Lady Clifford’s stately home at 

Ugbrook near Exeter, Devon where we were evacuated during the war. 

Sydney Peacock fi rst mentioned 1950/51 

Richard Smith replaced Dicky Roche 1952

This information is not guaranteed to be correct. Sometimes there were 

gaps in the records. 

KOKO 

(Delvin) John 

WE WILL REMEMBER THEM

Ann Phyall (honorary member),

The plaque (erected by St. Mary’s old boys in memory of their 

companions who lost their lives in the war 1939-1945) is to be found at 

St. John’s RC Church at Parrock Street, Gravesend. 

Tony Larkin lovingly cares for it by polishing it on each Remembrance Day 

and it is his poppy and another added by someone else that can be seen 

in the photo. 

It would be interesting to learn if any on the Graversham facebook 

remember the St. Mary’s School football matches. 

Ann, I hope all is well with you and yours. 

KOKO 

Delvin
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ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL – SENIOR DEPARTMENT

(Headmaster: Mr S. S. C. Bray)

PROGRAMME OF ATHLETIC SPORTS

Denton Paddock, Gravesend

Thursday, 16th July, 1953, commencing at 2 p.m.

Our Sincere Thanks are due to generous friends who have presented Cups 

and Trophies to be competed for by the four houses of the School.

THE ST. EDMUND CUP

For Boys Games

Presented by Rev. Fr. Eamonn Mundy

THE ST. JOHN’S SILVER CHALLENGE CUP

For Scholastic Achievement 

Presented by Dr. and Mrs. Charles Outred

THE ST. COLUMBA SHIELD

For Athletics and Swimming 

Presented by The Knights of St. Columba.

THE CONDON BOWL

For Girls Games 

Presented by Mr. and Mrs. Leo Ring

OFFICIALS

Referee: Mr. R. R.Smith          Starter: Mr. D. J. Crines

Judges: Mr. J. D. Rowlinson, Mr. L.G. Lingham and Mr. L. Ring

Recorder: Mr. V. C. Hawkett

The arrangements for Refreshments have been made by 

Sister M. Aidan and Mrs. A. M. Howell.

Tea for the Pupils of the School has been provided by 

Mother M. Aloysius and Sister M. Patrick.
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PROGRAMME OF EVENTS

Events 1-28: Girls and Boys under and over 13yrs. 

Skipping: 100 yds: Discus: 120 yds: Shot: 80 yds: High Jump: 220 yds: 

Long Jump: 440 yds. Javelin: Inter Relay Races. 

BOYS WHO PARTICIPATED IN THESE EVENTS: Moore, Richie, 

McCarthy, Brody, Freebody, Brennan, Standen, Hughes, Cox, 

Chapman, Connolly, Gaffney, Finn, J. Brown, R. Dodson, Gilliam, 

Baker, Jordan, Hughes, R. Beadle, Cientanni, Foulger, Jordan, 

McFarlane, Bishop, Casey, Kavanagh, Harris, Hembrow. 

HOUSE POINTS OBTAINED IN QUALIFYING HEATS 

ARE AS FOLLOWS:

RANSOME: 954   CARMEL: 837   STELLA MARIS: 1018   LOURDES: 842

The above points include those gained for swimming, as under:

124    51    45    64

In addition to a Medal for the Winner of each Event, four Victor 

Medals will be awarded to the two Girls and two Boys in each age 

group scoring most points, in both Athletics and Swimming. Inter 

House Races do not score for these Medals.

An Exhibition of Needlework and Woodwork will be on show during 

and after the Sports. There will be no Interval but Tea and other 

Refreshments will be on sale.

SPORTS DAY

DENTON PADDOCK, GRAVESEND, FRIDAY 16TH JULY 1954 

EVENTS: The St. Edmund Cup - For Scholastic Achievement.

The St. George’s Shield - For Boxing 

The St. Columba Shield - For Athletics and Swimming 

The Condon Bowl - For Girls’ Games

The arrangements for refreshments have been made by Sr. M 

Patrick, Sr. M. Aidan and Mrs. A.M. Howell. 
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SCHOOLBOY FOOTBALL

Terry McKenna,

I saw Tony Larkin today. What an amazing guy. He is the local amateur 

historian of all things Gravesend. Tony passed me on some “interesting” 

papers about St. Mary’s Boys. I have tried sending a couple of photos but 

what if anything you can make of them remains to be determined. To help 

I will relay some of the stuff: 

Schoolboy Football 

Saturday, 7 January 1950 

St. Mary’s v St. Joseph’s Rotherhithe 

Our team: Goalkeeper A. Fisher; Full Backs B. Baker and G. Gillin; 

Half Back(s) J Duffy, J. Desmond and M. Desmond; Forward line B. 

Woolridge, R. Beddice, C. McGillicuddy, T. Shaw and M. Lewis.

And there was then the opposition.

And the local paper included an article which is far too long for this old 

banger to type in full so I will select some information which I hope you 

will fi nd of some interest. 

When at a quarter to seven tomorrow night, eleven young lads troop from 

the green painted wooden pavilion on the Imperial Paper Mills Sports 

Ground at Milton, Gravesend, on the football ground a roar will go up 

from upward to two thousand throats: ‘Come on, St. Mary’s.’ 

‘Who are these lads who so capture the hearts of the local football 

public?’ a stranger may ask. He would not be long in getting a reply. ‘The 

best boys’ team for their ages in the county.’ 

The reporter goes on to describe the magnifi cent bravery of our boys 

serving in the various theatres of war. There are too many for me to 

name here but I hope I will be excused for mentioning one little wizard on 

the fi eld – Billy Kiernan who went on to play for Charlton Athletic in the 

1947 or was it 1948 FA cup fi nal, which was a good result for Charlton. 

As the years passed Billy would often volunteer his services to referee 

the St. Mary’s games. How did they achieve what they did? Behind this 

remarkable side was a slight bespectacled sports master Mr. R. Roche 

(Dicky) a most unassuming man you could wish to meet. Can you 
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imagine a manager today say ‘I would much rather see them lose playing 

good football than win by any means fair or foul or kick and rush.’ 

Tomorrow there will be other boys showing their paces for the fi rst time: 

C. Hayes, C. Bedford (age 11 and the youngest player), N. Hearne, P. 

Rose, R. Hedges, C. Stewart, D. Dutton, R. Walsh, C. McGillicuddy. 

Proceeds of the match go towards fi nancing a holiday for the boys at 

the largest holiday camp for boys and girls in England at St. Mary’s Bay, 

Dymchurch, Kent. 

And so the article comes to an end. Now I have had a stab of typing this 

but I can’t vouch for my accuracy in either being faithful in every respect 

to the article or the typing and spelling. 

KOKO 

(Delvin) John

MR. ROCHE

Hi John, 

In response to your email requesting the history of Mr. Roche, he was 

born in Eireland in 1900 and played football for a top team in the Irish 

football league prior to arriving at St. Mary’s at Gravesend before the 

war. He went with the school to Ugbrooke in Devon where his main 

job was to teach the older boys in Standard 7 and was in the ARP as 

his contribution to the war effort. He was paranoid about football and 

produced a team that could draw a crowd of four to fi ve thousand when 

he returned to Gravesend after the war; if you were no good at football, 

you were not on his radar. One of his prodigies was a boy named Billy 

Kiernan who played for Charlton Athletic when they were in the fi rst 

division of the football league. When he left Gravesend he became 

manager of Gravesend and Northfl eet (now Ebbsfl eet United) after taking 

a timekeeper’s job at a local factory. His life at the end became a little 

obscure but I think he must have fi nally returned to Eireland. He was a 

man with a vile temper and I think most boys respected him out of fear 

and he certainly knew how to use the cane, but I think to his credit he 

was a very good teacher. I don’t think he took to Bernard very well, as 
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Bernard spent most of his time in the workroom and never played any 

games or sport. I think he made up for this when he left school.

Another story that went around was that Dennis threw the school trophy 

cup at Mr. Roche in a temper and this was confi rmed by Malcolm. I did 

not witness this incident as I was too young but perhaps John you could 

throw some light on this, being the next in line age-wise, tell me about it! 

Well, John, I hope this information prompts your memory of this rather 

unusual man who became one of the legends of the school in our time. 

Regard to all and sundry. 

Colin G. Bedford. 

Senior Genealogist and Family Historian, EDIA. 

GODDINGTON PARK

Hi John, 

When I read the on-going emails from the group members, I am amazed 

at their clarity of mind to remember so far back their childhood memories. 

Like St. Mary’s, when the St. Jos. boys played various sport probably the 

most enjoyable – football, I remember the St. Anne’s girls watched them 

two fi elds away play with such gusto you could hear the shouts from 

across the fi elds. 

The netball, fi eld hockey and the annual sports day at Goddington Park 

where we did high jump, long jump and relay racing, are truly enjoyable 

memories. 

I often wonder if I had been brought up in the “spoils” of London, would 

the opportunity have availed itself of the advantage to play sport. 

KOKO 

Caroline (honorary member)

THE WAY WE WERE

Sadly, Caroline, much of the competitive spirit has gone out of school 

sport and many attribute this to politicians of the main parties selling the 

school’s playing fi elds. Also teachers are told to tell the children that there 
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is no such thing as failure – we are all winners. Sadly, that is rubbish. I 

was no good at sport but would give it a go, but had to come to terms 

that among our lot some show more prowess. I recall as a very small 

child racing the hundred yards and coming a poor last, but that was 

not fair competition. I should have competed against boys my own size 

irrespective of the age. 

You wouldn’t pit a heavy weight boxer with a featherweight. Competition 

is good so long as the competitors are evenly or almost evenly matched, 

then the result is not easy to guess.

Competition among schools can generate enormous pride in the 

achievements of the school. We were proud of the achievements of St. 

Mary’s boys’ football team. The spur to be good at sport was evident 

but it has been said, by some of our number, that if you were not good 

at sport you were considered useless. But there were exceptions. One 

of our number, Leslie Hayes was inept at sport. He was tormented 

and called “Hatter Hayes” but after leaving St. Mary’s without any 

qualifi cations he secured, in due course, a scholarship to Oxford 

University. Perhaps if the academic subjects had received the same 

attention as sport maybe, just maybe, Hayes would not have been the 

only one to get to university in those days. Things did improve as the 

years passed. John O’D, one of our group, managed to go to university 

and no doubt there were others. 

Keep On Keeping On. 

(Delvin) John

RE: STORY

Dear John, 

Excuse me for writing out of the blue. It is possible that we may have 

spoken/corresponded in the past because I worked for over thirty years 

for Cabrini (Formerly Catholic Children’s Society). 

I had lunch recently with Teresa, a colleague at Cabrini over many years 

and I also worked with Irena who is also known to you. 

I am retired now and doing a Masters in Creative Writing at Exeter 

University. Teresa and I were discussing this the other week and she 
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mentioned that you and your friends, who had been in a children’s home 

during the war, were still in touch. She suggested there was a really good 

story to tell about your evacuation from the home during the war and that 

I might like to meet you to fi nd out more. 

If this is something in which you may be interested in exploring, I would 

be really pleased to meet. Teresa says she is happy to join us for such a 

meeting. Teresa and myself could both make the afternoon of Thursday 

12th December if that was convenient for you. If not, we could look at 

other dates. 

I look forward to hearing from you. 

Terry Connor

Terry, 

I remember a youthful Terry being appointed to The Children’s Society 

but we never met. I think it would be great to have a meeting. I have 

been keeping copies of emails to and from the group for quite some time 

but have neither the skill nor the time to collate them into an interesting 

account covering the year from the 1920s. 

In our group there is a wide span of ages from two or three in their 

eighties and some like Terry McKenna who is a mere stripling – a callow 

youth. I have mentioned to the group on more than one occasion to 

indicate if they have any objection to their emails being included in a book 

or article and none have objected. It would be like unscrambling the eggs. 

Not all of the members contribute on a regular basis but the mood music 

is very good when occasionally I speak with any of them by phone. They 

say things like ‘I don’t write but love reading the emails.’ So there you are! 

Caroline Whitehead who is an enthusiastic contributor has published her 

account of the days when she stayed at St. Anne’s Orpington and left in 

the 1940s. 

Speaking personally, I would love to meet you. I have met Teresa and 

Irena on a couple of occasions and the feedback has been benefi cial to 

both them and us. 
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I am going away until Tuesday but you can pencil in the 12th December. 

Kind regards, 

(Delvin) John 

ORPHANAGES

Hello Ann, 

There were two orphanages at Orpington opposite the hospital. The 

St. Anne’s was the orphanage for girls, then there was the church, and 

then St. Joseph’s for boys. I can’t recall anyone mentioning Doddington. 

Again, I can’t recall knowing the names of the boys mentioned but there 

are some older members of the group who may remember those names.

Pat’s mother was one of the kind ladies from the town who treated boys 

from St. Mary’s. I was not lucky to be picked by anyone at Gravesend but 

was selected to stay with a family at Whitefoot Lane, Catford. But more 

on the subject of people treating boys for outings. There was a very kind 

man. I believe his name was Jack Harris. He was good to bunchs of us 

kids using his own money to treat them. 

I remember an incident when were talking in the usual crocodile mode 

when a kind lady gave the nun 10/- to buy the thirty of us an ice cream. 

This just conceivably could have been Pat’s mum. I think the Ice Cream 

shop was called Papa’s. In those days ice cream was 3d a cornet. There 

were thirty of us kids and I often wonder what happened to the change.

Talking about names and places: when I occasionally look at the 

Gravesend Facebook, I always hoped that St. John’s Secondary Modern 

School, Denton may get an airing for the period covering 1950’s. I have 

mentioned it but had no takers. Just a tiny few of our lot went to the 

Technical School in the ’50s but I suspect they are older than Roger 

Simmons who has mentioned the Tech School. 

Keep smiling 

(Delvin) John
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OUR NEW TOY 

Giday there, John, 

I though I’d send you a few pics of new boat Tony and myself have 

bought. Why you may ask? Well, all I can bloody say is the bloody price 

was right, and it’ll give us buggers some thing else to do. It’s a bit over 

30 ft long and a bit over 3 mtrs wide. Has a 4cyl Ford diesel motor, steel 

hull which is very sound, a freezer that I can stand up in, and as you can 

see it needs a bit of cleaning up and a good paint job. Now that’ll keep us 

occupied for a bit, a, were looking forward to getting it all done and going 

out to fi sh the reef. I guess our pockets will have to get a lot deeper.

Hope all is well with you and your family. Tony is well. Take care. Regards. 

Paul Orszanski (Australia)

Paul,

The boat looks great. I can remember a kind soul taking us scruffs on 

the Thames. The beauty of it was that it was a very small boat not much 

bigger than a tow boat and the feel of the water running through my 

fi ngers as I dangled my arm over the side, is something I will never forget. 

Maybe, just maybe, I will cadge a lift off an owner of a similar boat in the 

future. Great pictures, Paul, and Tony looks good. 

KOKO

(Delvin) John 

‘morning John, 

Colourful dialogue with Paul and his super new boat. Just hopes he 

hangs on tight to his beer mug when sailing to avoid the inevitable slip 

and man overboard! 

KOKO 

Caroline
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RON’S GAZETTE

Dear All, 

Please fi nd attached the current issue of Ron’s Gazette which is compiled 

by Tuart Place, participant Ron Love. 

Wishing everyone a wonderful Christmas & New Year. 

Kind regards, 

Sue Stafford, Administration Offi cer,

Tuart Place, 24 High St, Fremantle, W. Australia 6160

INMATES LATE ’50S 

John, 

Your contact details were given to me sometime ago by Terry McKenna 

who said that you may be able to help with information about the above 

when I was an inmate in the late-ish ’50s. It was when Sister Monica was 

the head. 

Regards,

Glen Cawdeary

Glen, 

Nice to hear from you. Rather than adopt a scatter-gun approach I would 

suggest you ask any questions you have in mind and I will do my best to 

answer them.

Some of our number give a potted history of their time at St. Mary’s such 

as when they arrived and other relevant information. 

Regards, 

(Delvin) John 
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John, 

Many thanks for your prompt response. I arrived at St. Mary’s aged seven 

in 1957 with my older brother, Alan. I went into Standard 2 which was 

“managed” (for want of a better word) by Sister Mary. I can remember 

some of the other boys – Michael and Eddy Toal, John and Joseph 

Kasporitch, Roland and Paul Tchikovsky, Robin Kerr and Stephen Mortan. 

I know that I was fortunate in that fate led me out of the institution into a 

prep school followed by a secondary education at a public school.

Without that change of fortune I don’t know how things would have 

turned out. I would love to know how life ensued for any of my 

contemporaries at St. M’s. Perhaps I’m laying a ghost - I have a few 

happy memories of my time there but I would be overjoyed to hear of 

others who came thro’ relatively “unscathed”.

Should you require any more information, please let me know. 

Your help is much appreciated. 

Glen Cawdeary

BOOT ROOM

John (Michael) Murray, 

You had a brother who was separated from you and joined you for a 

holiday in St. Mary’s. How very strange. Some might say that St. Mary’s 

was a strange place to have a holiday. 

Bromley is just a short bus ride from where we lived.

You must have had real potential for the nun to take the trouble to teach 

you to play the piano. We had a piano in our hobby room and many of 

the lads could play with the right hand and vamp with the left (I think that 

is what it is called). These lads could play any tune they knew by ear 

which makes me believe that there was so much talent which was never 

developed. We also had a fi ne snooker table and again imagine the talent 

that could have come to the fore with some coaching.

When you think we were captive 24 hrs a day seven days a week it was 

a lost opportunity for many of our lot. Eton and Harrow get results when 
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they hold their boarders captive for that length of time. And of course the 

parents pay in excess of $30,000 for each child per year. Perhaps it is 

the teachers they employ which makes the difference or by not returning 

home each evening it prevents the parents undoing the good work that 

was done during the day.

I’m sure we all remember the “boot room” and how you regret your 

misguided attempt to knock Mr. Smith out. You were not the fi rst to 

attempt this. When Mr. S. fi rst arrived, his physique didn’t command the 

respect due to his status and he had diffi culty in managing the boys. 

Perhaps had we known he was previously a Physical Trainer in the navy 

during the war, we might have been a bit chary in confronting him.

One particular surly boy would shrug his shoulders in contempt when 

ordered to do something. It all came to a head when Mr. S. ordered this 

trainee thug to leave the “boot room” and instead of obeying the order 

a fi st came from between the coats and smacked Mr. S. in the face. Mr. 

S. invited the lad to continue the disagreement elsewhere in the building. 

Some time later we saw the result. The boy was paraded in front of us in 

the big refectory and was a sorry sight. In deference to his daughter who 

is a member of our group and whose birthday party you once attended, 

I will not expand on what I have already said except to say Mr. S. had 

a very easy job from that date and we all knew he was not a man to 

be messed with. On a personal level I always had the greatest respect 

for him and considered him an ideal role model. As for the boy, he was 

always diffi cult and didn’t completely fi t in with the rest of us. Years before 

the incident, just described, I was the victim of being struck by a lump of 

boiler house clinker that he threw and someone had to mop up the blood 

from my injury.

I liked serving Mass. It was theatre; especially on a Sunday in front of the 

whole school. As for Benediction another name for the thurible was “stink 

bomb” and Tony Sayers, like you, would enjoy abusing the privilege and 

overloading it with incense and then try to swing the thing in full circle. All 

these antics were carried out at your own risk as Father Baker was not 

called Backie Booter for nothing. Backie was to do with his pipe smoking 

and booter was the part that connected with our backside if you couldn’t 

get out of the way fast enough. About the Stations of the Cross. Yes, it 

was a real drag but the language was beautiful. On one of the stations the 

words went something like, “The blows were struck, the blood gushes 
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forth and He the Holiest of Holy stood exposed to the rude and scoffi ng 

multitude”. I’m not a master of English like someone who is educated 

but there is a kind of poetry in that language. As kids we had to stifl e our 

laughter when Fr B. read that out. That was our lavatorial humour. And 

again “weep not for me but for yourselves and for your children”. 

As you say, John, that was the only way of life that some of us knew. I 

was signed up at the age of two years of age after being in the care of a 

baby minder. We were clean, we were warm and we were clothed. But 

were we loved?

John, keep up the good work or as I say – keep on keeping on. 

KOKO 

(Delvin) John 

MY OWN RULES 

To Everyone: 

I may have overstepped my SELF IMPOSED RULES on which I write and 

I send to the members. I try to avoid: Religion Politics Sex. It is not my 

intention to offend any of our members and if I have done so by any of my 

writing by breaking my own rules, I apologise. 

Remember KOKO 

(Delvin) John 

POLITICALLY-MINDED

Hi (Delvin) John, 

I’m sure everyone agrees with your three stringent policies. Likewise, I 

might add! It brings to mind a situation at a writer’s group meeting which 

became so political I decided it was not for me. It is one thing being 

politically-minded, which I am and have been since the age of 17, but to 

have another member’s ideals thrust down my throat did not bode well. I 

actually had the courage to tell the co-ordinator of the group the reason 

for quitting. 

Sex, well! Can’t elaborate on that subject. Society being what it is today, 
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anything goes with the younger generation so protocol is thrown out of 

the window. To each his own, I guess, would sum it up. 

Hope you and Josie are keeping well. Lovely thought with all the house 

painting done last year you are not looking at either the expense or 

upheaval this year. 

Caroline (honorary member)

Caroline, 

Good for you. Mind you – you were the wrong person to leave the group 

as you were the victim. So you have been politically-minded from a young 

age – me too. I often wonder what makes us the people we are.

Everybody likes to look down on somebody. It reminds me of a story of a 

patient who went to the psychologist saying he had an inferiority complex 

and wanted a cure. The psychologist reached his conclusion and relayed 

this to the patient. He said, ‘it’s not complex, you really are inferior but 

don’t worry, when it come to an election vote the same as the rich. You 

will still be inferior but you will feel superior.’

The rich often blame the poor for being poor. It helps to assuage their 

guilt as to why they are paid so much while the poor have so little. They 

often claim they got on by their own efforts. Nobody threw them a rope. 

But sometimes to blame the poor is like to blame a person with no legs 

for not joining the race. 

Thankfully we all have different talents and as you said in a previous email 

our group seems to have done all right for themselves. 

We have two Michael Monaghan’s in our group. One lives in the UK and 

the other lives in Tasmania, Australia. The London Michael popped in to 

see us yesterday. He has a very good memory about his childhood at St. 

Mary’s. The other Michael visited us when he was over from Australia a 

few months ago. 

The Australian Michael joked about how when they were looking for 

volunteers to go to Australia, the London Michael lifted up his arm. It 

could have happened since nobody seems to know how they picked who 

was to go. Perhaps they put all the names in a hat. 

Anyway Michael joined us for lunch at the local Wetherspoons, which I 
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believe was founded by an Australian. Ok, so it’s not haute cuisine but 

it was either that or the greasy spoon. The greasy spoon sells on drinks 

that refreshes but does not inebriate so they lost out. It was a good day in 

Michael’s company. 

KOKO 

(Delvin) John

Hi (Delvin) John 

You’re dead right in thinking I was the victim when I left the local writer’s 

group. Actually, I never looked at it this way until you mentioned it. 

Your question what makes us the people we are is not hard to 

comprehend when you understand the path most of us have taken in our 

lives to determine the best route to go to shape us into the people we are 

today. 

I think we live by our own principles that come from early training; albeit, 

realising some of our (and I use the word loosely) compatriots have 

strayed the narrow path. Narrow meaning we did not have parents to 

guide us and it was up to the individual to fi nd his or her own way, which 

often led to compromised situations.

With the Michael Monaghans, each living in different parts of the world. 

Are they related in any way? 

Good that Michael (London) was able to pop in and see you. I am 

interested in his memories of St. Mary’s and wondered if he would like to 

join the author’s page of the book by contributing anything he remembers 

of his childhood. Dates of events are always a good start. 

I recently heard from a John Michael Murray who emailed me with the 

news he has written fi ve/six chapters of his life at St. Mary’s under the title 

“Laundry Boy” and is willing for me to incorporate his story in the book. 

He is also sending me a photograph of himself eight or nine years old. 

Would he be a group member? 

As you know, John, the more material I can gather prior to setting up the 

manuscript would be most helpful. Also, I am putting it to the group to 

come up with a title of the book. Something appropriate, eye-catching, 




