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DeDicaTion

To the old boys of St. Mary’s,  
Gravesend, Kent, 

and especially to the child migrants  
shipped to Australia in 1953  

who never came back.

 
What lies behind us

and what lies before us
Are tiny matters compared to

what lies within us.

~ Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Special TribuTe To (Delvin) John Flynn

In July 1988, (Delvin) John Flynn came up with the plan to formulate 
a “network” of the old boys of St. Mary’s Orphanage, Gravesend, Kent, 
and to preserve for all time the history of its beginnings. His idea was to 
encourage past residents who had long left the orphanage, some to join 
the Armed Forces, others who were shipped to Australia and Canada 
under the Commonwealth Flag, and to those who migrated to live in 
another land far away as possible from the shores of England, its pastoral 
lands, and memories of childhood – encouraging them to merge together 
and one day to recall their memories and friendship as the old boys of 
St. Mary’s. 

Delvin was not to realize at this time how profoundly this would effect 
so many. Nor did he anticipate how much fortitude and perseverance 
would be required. Nevertheless, following his personal motto of KOKO 
(keep on keeping on), he contacted Irena Lyczkowska of Cabrini for 
details of any knowledge of the whereabouts of the old boys whose 
personal files were held in their archives [these file were later transferred 
to The Diagrama Foundation in 2015]. Irena’s response was positive. 
She said she was willing to help in every way. The names of some of the 
boys who were still in touch and kept on file at Cabrini, she handed over 
to Delvin. 

Delvin’s next move was to open up a dialogue on the Orpington 
Message Board to find if those old boys who were “shuffled” out of 
St. Mary’s to the care of Christian Brothers at St. Josephs, Orpington 
were still alive. His message resulted in my connection to him, as his 
message referred to the two orphanages of which I was most familiar at 
Orpington, Kent. Henceforth, a friendship developed and since, we have 
remained in touch.
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With the tenacity of the Irish blood flowing through his veins, Delvin 
was inspired to dig up whatever history he could find on the Blackheath 
Hostel, the Bletchingly Farm in Godstone, Surrey and to write letters to 
the various Catholic authorities, bishops and other clergy to extract this 
past history and to forward it to his steadily growing network of the old 
boys of St. Mary’s.

In 2015, the many years of emails from the KOKO members, with 
the exception of those of a personal nature for Delvin’s eyes only, 
were compiled in a book under the title The Boys of St. Mary’s: Keep 
On Keeping On. This brought many more of the old boys out of the 
woodwork, some from different parts of the world who now are frequent 
writers to the KOKO group; a few of whom have gradually “opened up” 
to tell their personal stories of childhood experiences.

This unique network now includes close to forty members from all 
walks of life, and many of the old boys who live far away as Australia, 
Canada, Germany and other parts of Europe regularly keep in touch. The 
camaraderie is second to none; each and every member (honorary, as 
myself) have over the past thirty years developed a tight-knit relationship 
to support, encourage and most of all, keep on keeping on. An astounding 
achievement. 

It is with pride to look back at (Delvin) John Flynn’s foresight in 
1988, to see a future ahead, and to forge together his network of old boys 
and inspire them to write about their personal memories with the courage 
to look back. 

IN THIS SPECIAL TRIBUTE TO OUR FOUNDER, WE WISH TO EXTEND 

OUR WARMEST AND APPRECIATIVE THANKS FOR HIS GENEROUS TIME, 

ENERGY AND LOVE THE PAST THIRTY YEARS. HE HAS SUCCESSFULLY 

ACHIEVED HIS GOAL TO BRING TOGETHER THE “NETWORK” OF THE 

MEMBERS OF KOKO.

FROM ALL OF US, WHO CELEBRATE OUR THIRTIETH ANNIVERSARY 

JULY 2018, WITH LOVE AND GREAT AFFECTION, THE KOKO GROUP OF ST. 

MARY’S, GRAVESEND, KENT.
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inTroDucTion

lost boys’ story
An orphanage was not too bad to live in for the little boys lost to society, 
without a trace, without a mother or father to guide them, and no one 
else to look up to or rely on. We had smiles, as little boys usually do. But 
then the Men in Black arrived on cue. They changed our lives completely 
around. 

Dreams, hopes and ambition now ran aground. We grew up as men 
in our new home out of town when we left. We went out on our own with 
a frown into the big wide world we knew nothing about. And life for us 
was one big clout.

As the years went by some of the boys failed to make it to their 
twenty-fifth birthday and had no joy. Why did it happen? Their lives were 
cut short. 

Why was there no-one to discuss their hurt? The beer and wine got 
to them and they had no home to go home to. They were without gems. 
I think the boys I knew ended up on the streets of a city called Perth, as 
homeless men some of us do meet. I know a lot of my friends have gone 
now and one day I think I will be with them again somehow. 

Many of them with a new life; I miss them all, as life cuts like a knife. 
I think I was a lucky one. I came through hard times and difficulties with 
the world askew. For them I will keep going on as long as I live, and trust 
in my heart I find a morsel of peace and forgive. 

— David Crisp – 1st December 1944 to 9th April 2015. R.I.P.
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abouT ThiS book

This sequel to The Boys of St. Mary’s is made possible through the 
generosity of the members of the old boys network worldwide who 
allowed their ongoing emails from 2015 to the early part of 2017 to 
be published by Agio Publishing House, Victoria, British Columbia, 
Canada.

It is also at a poignant time to pay a Special Tribute to (Delvin) John 
Flynn. His foresight to form a network in July 1988, nearly thirty years 
ago and with his motto to Keep On Keeping On, was to hope and to 
encourage the old boys of St. Mary’s, Gravesend, Kent to keep in touch.

Due to the publication in 2015 of the first book of past memoirs, 
many surprises for the network were yet to unfold. When they became 
known little did Flynn realize the magnitude of his motto KOKO and 
how it was to spread far afield to all corners of the globe.

Those who had long left St. Mary’s, perhaps with thoughts of untying 
the “umbilical cord” of life in an orphanage, were to astound Flynn when 
they became aware of the network and were to read the stories of past 
friends in The Boys of St. Mary’s. Their immediate response was to get in 
touch with the network, sending not only the history of their memories, 
but also old photographs held by them over the years.

Initially when contact was made with Flynn, he found that many 
of those who came out of the woodwork were reticent to speak of their 
childhood experiences for reasons known only to themselves. Some of 
them, today, are still unable to shake the demons of the past from their 
shoulders.

In time, and with encouragement and through its increased 
membership, more and more past residents of St. Mary’s have surfaced to 
tell their stories of childhood experiences through the channel of emails. 
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With fortitude and pride of the motto KOKO, they have connected with 
school friends who now have the courage to look back.

The included emails from a group of writers in England, Australia, 
Canada and other countries have been kept in their original form, except 
where this would have made them difficult to read.

Several honorary members of the group who were not connected 
to St. Mary’s include Ann Phyall of England, Caroline Whitehead of 
Canada, Mavis Heffernan of Australia and Christine Shrosbree of 
England, who are contributors to the old boys network by courtesy of the 
group and Mr. Flynn.
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The hiSTory oF ST. Mary’S

From thE rECords oF (dElvin) John Flynn 

In the publication of The Boys of St. Mary’s, little information was 
available as to the building of the orphanage and its original history 
and how it all began. Only recently, after hearing a sequel to Boys was 
contemplated, did the history of Mount Milton College come to light 
through the generosity of Antony Hayman who had held the document 
of its origin since 2011. 

When inquiring to Teresa Downey, late of Cabrini Children’s Society 
about his personal file, she sent him the following letter:

Dated: August 10, 2011.
Dear Antony,
I was pleased to have the opportunity of speaking with you today. I 
am sending a history of St. Mary’s and some photographs which I 
hope will be of some interest to you. 

I will let you know when the records are ready; should be in 
a couple of weeks, three at the most. Do let me know if you would 
like me to bring them down. It will be fine. It will also be fine if you 
wish to receive them through the post.

I have emailed your email address to John Flynn so you should 
be hearing from him.
Best wishes,
Teresa Downey
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Photo and mEssagE From thE PoPE

A photograph of Pope Pius Xl was bought by George May, a parishioner 
of St. Joseph’s Catholic Church in Bromley, at a local antique market in 
early 1999. He immediately recognised the significance of the photograph 
from the dedication to the Southwark Rescue Society and its new home 
at Gravesend.

Through the members of Medway Towns Circle of the Catenian 
Association, George was put in touch with Tony Larkin who is known as 
the local historian for Gravesend.

The photograph was described to Tony over the phone and he too 
immediately remembered it – originally it had been displayed at St. 
Mary’s School for Boys, Parrock Road, Gravesend and then passed on to 
the new houses. Tony was a resident of St. Mary’s School in the 1940s 
and kind enough to pass on the history.

Our grateful thanks go out to all who helped in producing this little 
booklet and we hope it will bring back happy and nostalgic memories.

The original of the photograph has been suitably framed and returned 
to the Catholic Children’s Society (formerly the Southwark Rescue 
Society) in Gravesend.

The Pope’s message reads: “We bless with all our heart the Southwark 
Rescue Society and its new home at Gravesend.” [Signature and date, 
ineligible]
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ST. Mary’S School For boyS 

parrock roaD, graveSenD

rEFlECtions (transcribed out of a historical booklet)

Milton Mount College, Milton, Kent 1873–1973

The idea of the college originated from Rev. William Guest, Minister of 
Princes’ Street Congregational Church, Gravesend. His inspiration came 
from Holylake Female Seminar in the USA. Rev. Guest contacted Dr. 
Kirkdale in Boston, the president of the seminar, who then took it upon 
himself to found the college for the daughters of congregational ministers, 
along the lines as Holylake Seminar. He was to find great support from 
all over the country for the proposed scheme, the final site to be chosen 
was at Milton, next to Gravesend. The location was considered ideal and 
the price was described as moderate.

The site for the new college was on a prominent hill, 200 feet above 
sea level with a spectacular view of the River Thames and across to 
Essex. Various suggestions were made for the naming of the college, the 
final choice being “Milton Mount”.

Mr. C.E. Robins from Southampton was selected to design the 
building at a cost of 9,750, Pounds. On the 5th October 1871 Samuel 
Morley, MP, a great supporter of the scheme, laid the foundation stone.

1873 The college was built to hold 150 girls and the first principal 
was Miss Selina Hadland, a great friend of Miss Buss, founder 
of North London Collegiate School for Girls and Miss Beale, 
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founder of Cheltenham Ladies’ College. These three ladies were 
genuine pioneers of women’s education and their influence, even 
today, cannot be fully appreciated.

  Miss Hadland, as if foreseeing the coming of the 20th Century, 
introduced into the college curriculum Chemistry, Science and 
Physiology, opening up new opportunities in women’s education 
and resulted in three students receiving London BA Degrees. Due 
to this success the first High School was introduced and later a 
Technical School for girls and produced excellent academic 
achievements even by today’s standards. Her pioneering work 
for women’s education took its toll and in 1889 Miss Hadland 
resigned her position with honour.

1889 Miss Ethel Mary Conder, the second Principal, or Headmistress 
as she preferred to be addressed, was educated under Miss Beale 
at Cheltenham College and at Girton. She introduced student 
teachers to help teach the younger girls music in return for free 
board and residence.

1891 Rev. William Guest died but the college never really honoured 
him as a founder of the college.

1893 Expansion to the college became necessary as admission was 
open to all the daughters from local business people and church 
families. The college purchased the adjoining house and land 
in Parlour Road, plus the property next door, expanding Milton 
Mount through to Leith Park Road. The land was to make the 
college self-sufficient in growing its own fruit and vegetables; 
it also had its own piggery, known on the map in those days as 
“Three Tree Hill”. The land was also used for botany and natural 
history lessons and remained as gardens with the piggery until 
1955. The playground area is still known, to this day, as “The New 
Family Units”. 

1895 It became necessary to establish a Junior School so that the new 
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entrants would be educated to a satisfactory standard. During 
this year additional entrants were admitted to the college. The 
High School moved to another site in the area close to Milton 
Mount College. The four annexes in the town, created in Miss 
Hadland’s days, were centralised by Miss Conder who considered 
it beneficial to all concerned. The wisdom of Miss Conder was 
again illustrated when she introduced fire escapes to the building. 
The college could be cleared of pupils in ten minutes when fire 
drills became a regular exercise.

1906 Miss Anne Askew Woodall MA, Cambridge, a mathematical tripos 
and excellent teacher, was appointed as a teacher. She would later 
become the third Headmistress on Miss Condor’s retirement.

1910 Miss Conder resigned partly due to stress, but also realizing that 
“new blood” (in the form of Miss Woodall) was needed to take the 
college into the 20th Century.

  Miss Woodall changed the uniform from red to white blouse 
under navy blue tunics. She also introduced gymnastics, which 
heralded the first lady gymnastics teacher. Miss Woodall retired in 
1926.

1911 The college required further expansion when a reading room and 
library were introduced.

1914 Although serious problems had arisen over the years, nothing 
compared with the outbreak of the war when Gravesend was one 
of the first places to be bombed by Zeppelins.

1915 Bombs dropped on Windmill Hill in June of that year; therefore, 
the College and other schools in the area were moved to safer 
areas of the country. The College building was rented by Vickers, 
Maxim & Co. to carry out their war work for the neighbouring 
town of Dartford. Milton Mounts pupils and staff settled at the 
Royal Agricultural College in Cirencester.
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1918 Milton Mount College was requisitioned by the Admiralty for use 
as a Naval Hospital. The future for Milton Mount ever returning 
to Gravesend was bleak but, on reflection, as far back as 1893 
the college had always been deemed too small for its needs and, 
although moving to larger premises was always on the agenda, 
finances would not permit. Although the area was no longer a 
pleasant rural location, local prominent dignitaries for years used 
the land for all their sporting activities.

1920 Milton Mount bought Worth Park, Crawley, from Sir Francis 
Montefoiore for 30,000 pounds and in this year the new college 
was established.

1921 The college made a claim for damages amounting to 73,000 
pounds, the Admiralty appealed and in 1924 the final settlement 
for compensation was assessed at 35,000 pounds plus costs and 
possession of the Gravesend building.

1925 St. Mary’s School, the Catholic Rescue Society in Milton, closed 
homes in the area around London as far down as Mottingham in 
Kent and went on to purchase Milton Mount College to be used as 
an orphanage.

1926 The orphanage was officially opened and this is when Pope Pius 
XI sent his portrait signed with his blessings to the new children’s 
home. With approximately 250 boys (300 if necessary) the 
orphanage/school settled down in their new home which was to 
be run by the Sisters of Charity (St. Vincent De Paul), a Priest and 
staff. The boys and school were made welcome to the town, and 
the Mayor, Mayoress and Councillors were among the guests at 
the official opening. From a generally quiet beginning the school 
was to become locally and nationally famous for its exploits in 
the world of sport, especially football. So great was St. Mary’s 
Boys in the 1930s, their football team, at one time, went three 
years without losing a match. Other years very rarely did they 
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lose. There were no local trophies but teams from all over came 
to challenge the boys with little or no success. Also, the same in 
the amateur boxing world, the boys were regularly in the finals for 
national championships. All this added to the genuine popularity 
and pride of their adopted home and town. The people took the 
school to their hearts with pride and the crowds supporting the 
Boys boasted a larger attendance than the local football teams 
(Northfleet – at this time nursery team for Tottenham Hotspur). 
The town was generally proud of their boys whose success 
continued through to 1938. It must be mentioned that to mark 
the Jubilee year of 1935 the local council discussed gifts to be 
given to all children but decided against it, with one exception: St. 
Mary’s Boys at the orphanage. This occasion was attended by the 
Mayor.

1939 World War II broke out and all Gravesend children were evacuated 
for their safety. Sister Bernard (Superior) with other Sisters and 
staff, like mother hens gathered the boys together where they 
sailed across to Essex and on through to Suffolk, Norfolk and 
Cambridge, literally passed from pillar to post trying to find 
accommodation but without real success as the Sisters would not 
allow their cares to be split up. Generally a traumatic time for all 
involved, yet, from this trauma, were a number of reports full of 
praise for the Sisters and more for the boys from people during 
their travels commending them on their behaviour and manners in 
general.

  Finally, the problem of a home for the boys and staff came to 
the notice of Lord and Lady Clifford, who generously offered St. 
Mary’s their home at Ugbrooke Park, Chuddleigh in Devon for 
the duration of the war. This was a very happy time away from the 
horrors of the war, plus living in a beautiful house and countryside, 
with so much space to run around in.

  This remained so through until December 1945, when school 
was returned to Gravesend and all were welcomed back to the 
home by the Mayor.
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  St. Mary’s building, during the war, was used by the Civil 
Defence and Home Guard, but sadly, neglect had caused serious 
and expensive damage and drainage problems. Yet the main thing 
to the school and the local people was “their Boys were home”. 
The kindness and support of friends and benefactors cannot ever 
be repaid and so remains just a happy memory.

1946 A memorial plate dedicated to the boys who gave their lives for 
their country, was erected and paid for by the Old Boys.

1947 Was a hard year for the school during a bitterly cold winter, 
followed by an outbreak of scarlet fever and then later a measles 
epidemic. One must mention Dr. Charles Outred who cared for all 
the school’s medical problems but was also a benefactor and true 
friend of the school.

  After the war, football again was to play a prominent role in the 
life of St. Mary’s. Again with guest appearances of Alex James, 
the team attracted many supporters. The boys played with great 
skill and enthusiasm and as before the war, was a most successful 
team. After the war, boxing was not encouraged by the Sisters as 
it was considered too aggressive and physical. 

  St. Mary’s Boys owe so much to Richard Aloysius Roche for 
their sporting achievements. Richard came from Ireland to St. 
Mary’s in the 1930s and remained with the school when evacuated 
to Ugbrooke Park. He stayed with the school until 1951, the year 
that St. Mary’s ceased to be a school. He became manager of 
Gravesend and Northfleet Football Club for a year, creating in 
that short time, a team for future success. His vocation was not 
in professional football and he finally worked with children in 
need in the Medway area. He was an unassuming man, a kind yet 
firm and fair schoolmaster, and brilliant at encouraging his boys, 
whether in education or sport. Many St. Mary’s boys again owe a 
great debt of honour to a wonderful gentleman. This, at the time 
of his death, was the compliment his many sporting friends from 
his Gravesend days said of him.
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1951 More dramatic changes occurred. St. Mary’s School closed and 
the pupils were transferred to the newly opened Catholic School 
of St. John’s at Denton. In doing so, they were to join the reality of 
the world. St. Mary’s had successful pupils attending St. Joseph’s 
Academy, Blackheath and others going to the Technical School at 
Gravesend.

  Other changes occurred in encouraging more adoption policies 
and after 1954 saw the ending of institutional life in an orphanage. 
The introduction of self-contained homes helped prevent young 
families being split and losing contact with each other. Sister 
Gerard must always be remembered for her hard and perhaps 
heart-breaking problems that occurred in introducing the more 
human liberal policies. She should always be remembered for her 
work for God and his Children, which all fell into place before she 
finally left St. Mary’s and Gravesend.

  The Orchard Gardens, Piggery and Playground, developed 
into new family-orientated homes; these rightly dedicated to Our 
Lady, Patroness of St. Mary’s School and Home.

  Gradually, St. Mary’s Home became more and more empty. 
With this in mind, it was arranged by word of mouth that in 1959 
the first and last reunion of old boys, both pre and post wars 
were to meet and swap their memories. But more to honour and 
thank the Sisters of Charity for their love and service of the boys, 
through hard time, yet protected their boys from all their worst 
evils. Honoured guest was Fr. Paul H. Baker, Priest and teacher for 
St. Mary’s from Ugbrooke Park days through to 1952/3, a good 
and kind man. Like Mr. Roche, a firm but fair man and loved by 
the boys and if there were a Priests’ roll of honours list it would 
include Fr. McCrea, Fr. Healey (later Bishop), Fr. Arbuthnott (later 
Canon) and Fr. Connelly (later Canon) all to have good and caring 
influences with the boys even after they left St. Mary’s. The boys 
were most grateful for the devotion of the Priests to their personal 
problems.

  The Sisters of Charity became Daughters of Charity, and 
gradually dwindled in numbers once new homes at Glen View 
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were built. More lay workers moved in to take over control of 
homes, still with six Sisters living in the homes at the time. A 
local “Heritage Society” recognised that the Sisters had been in 
Gravesend for 60 years (Diamond Jubilee) in 1986. The Society 
presented the Sisters and home with a financial gift and framed 
picture of the old St. Mary’s; none of the Sisters around in 1986 
had ever seen the orphanage/Milton Mount. This Society had a 
soft spot for St. Mary’s as they reprinted an old Gravesend Book 
on General Gordon for the anniversary of his death in 1985. This 
book was dedicated to the Sisters of St. Mary’s, Milton and with 
other local charities were to be presented with all royalties from 
the book. This Society’s final gesture was to be another donation, 
to mark the departure of the Sisters from Gravesend on 29th June 
1989. A thanksgiving Mass led by Bishop H. Tripp concelebrated 
with Canon E. Mundy and his curate from St. John’s, Gravesend, 
special guests being the Mayor and Mayoress of Gravesend 
(Gravesham), leading Borough Officers, Sisters of the Order, 
“Daughters of Charity” in England and many friends, benefactors, 
former staff and workers from the old St. Mary’s days.

  The Sisters came to the borough in 1925 very quietly and 
in 1989 left as they came, unnoticed, knowing that they had 
successfully completed God’s work in Gravesend, Kent and there 
were new and more needy pastures for them to continue God’s 
work. The last Sister to leave was Sister Patricia in September of 
1989.

Note: This reprint of the booklet, undated and unsigned by the author, 
has not been changed in content.
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eMailS FroM The koko group – 2015

Picture Query

Does anyone know where this  
picture was taken?

Tony kelly, Toronto, canada. 

tony,

i believe it was taken in the early 1970s in the large refectory when St. 
Mary’s was due to close. in the foreground Terry russell is on the left with 
Tony Sayers on the right. John Mckeown is far right. The Duttons are also 
there, as is John o’brien. 

koko.

John

Hi Gang

Tony kelly here. i think i was at St. Mary’s from 1950 but i know i left in 
1956. i worked in the refectory the last couple of years as i remember 
some time i had to leave the Tv show to get things set up. i think the 
Sister’s name was bernadette: tall, quiet, good to work for, i enjoyed it 
there.

i worked in Father baker’s gardens and can remember sitting in his rooms 
watching the Tv set for the quatermass experiment… washing his new 
Morris car, raking the gravel drive.

one evening one boy who disobeyed a Sister and took something from 
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the form room after he was told not to, fell down over the bannisters and 
cracked open his head. he was never the same even with a plate in his 
head. before he was quite normal and a bit of a clown.

i spent a little time sleeping in the kids’ dorm and working in the kids’ 
dining room which was managed by a lovely dark-haired young lady who 
had a room in the corner of the dorm. Did not like it and got moved out.

got caught smoking with some other boy one time. and i forget the 
punishment. used to date a lovely girl at the school but the caretaker 
found out and made me stop. i remember his words: “no St. Mary’s boy 
is going out with my daughter.”

it was a great life, better than home, for sure.

Thank you for all the hard work in koko’ing.

presently in rome; had to visit the vatican, you know my catholic 
upbringing… wanted to see where all my pennies went.

Tony kelly

tony,

good hearing from you. glad you are still enjoying life. i trust you did 
some soul-searching when visiting the vatican? hope you are well.

koko

caroline

Hi tony.

Terry Mck here. Thanks for sharing your recollections. it seems about 
the time i was there too. it’s highly likely that as an infant, a young one at 
that time; i may well have been in the dorm sleeping too! i think you are 
right about Sister bernadette; your description rings a bell in my memory. 
good to hear about you, Tony.

vatican city is an amazing place, Tony. hope the pope invited you in for a 
cuppa!

koko and enjoy rome too, Tony.

Terry Mckenna
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caroline,

i was speaking to Tony larkin this morning, and i think it relates to a 
gathering of the old boys of St. Mary’s when the school was closing down 
and it was a farewell to teaching in that magnificent building. i was not 
present on that day. The building was demolished in the early ’70s.

koko love,

John

ScHool reunion

hi John,

reading caroline’s email she has got the wrong date, so i wanted to let 
you know it is Sunday 23 august for the St. John’s school reunion. 

her book sounds interesting: i have read two of her books already.

christine Shrosbree

John,

Was this taken at the reunion? i ask because of the perceived ages of 
those pictures. The Sisters fill me with dread even though they’re not 
looking at you.

glen cawdeary

Glen, 

come to think of it you may be right – was it a reunion? you will probably 
be aware the nuns modernized after the vatican council, which ended 50 
years ago, and they divested themselves of that heavy raF blue Serge 
habit and took on a more up to date outfit; still not modern but at least 
not so strange. The white coronets were discarded for a veil. So that was 
probably the last picture taken. 

glen, you have to let go of those fears – it was all so long ago. i hope you 
don’t have bad dreams.

koko.

John
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Bindoon

John,

Surely not all of these boys went to bindoon? i read a book a couple of 
years ago about the boys at bindoon and saw a film about it. it sickened 
me to my very core….

ann

AuStrAliA

ann,

in answer to your last message the boys didn’t move over in one hit 
but by instalments. but that particular picture conjured up memories of 
my childhood when we would go en masse to the chapel each day for 
evening prayers. like the picture we were just twelve years of age and 
some from our number were shipped to australia. it was terrible for those 
who remained. it was like losing our brothers and we just knew there was 
no prospect of ever seeing them again.

now because of modern technology, like Skype and Facetime, it would 
not have applied. i found one of my mates forty years after believing he 
was dead. he turned up in queensland and we occasionally chat by 
phone. 

koko and keep smiling and well in spite of everything.

love,

John & Josie 

PAlm SPrinGS

hi John & Josie,

i am sat in Seattle airport en route to palm Springs to meet and stay with 
my brother Max and his wife Susan for a week. 10.05aM here and my 
connection is not until 12.20.

caroline and i have sorted the cover for the book which i have to say is 
looking good. i bought a rogers sim card in victoria during my first few 
days with caroline before joining the “Jet Set” on my way to california. 
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having worked for Tandy in the uk, owned then by uSa company radio 
Shack, i knew exactly what to buy. i rang caroline at home in canada 
and my brother in the uSa and got through to both with no problem at 
all. hurrah!

regards as ever to you and Josie.

koko.

Terry Mck...

terry,

really looking forward to hearing how things went on your holiday and 
hope everything goes well for the rest of your trip.

koko

J.

Fragments, Summer 1949

colin,

i was reading some old publication regarding the Farm when i saw – from 
Fragments, Summer 1949: ‘The boys will answer your questions about 
their training pay and interests.’ it might interest you to hear of Malcolm 
bedford’s tame squirrel which pops up his sleeve with real affection.

regards,

J & J

Pet AnimAlS

hi John & Josie,

Thank you for the email regarding my brother Malcolm down at the 
“Farm” at bletchingly. he was one of life’s characters and was often 
talked about by people who knew of his passion for animals.

Mr. cadogan was the superintendent at the Farm before being transferred 
to the home at blackheath. he told the story of the chicken who had no 
feathers and had never laid any eggs and was in a sorry state. Malcolm 
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adopted it and after giving it lots of Tlc it became the top layer, often 
laying eggs with double yolks.

Malcolm’s love of animals had started at school where he had a 
collection of frogs, lizards, mice and rats which he kept in his desk. We 
had an inspection one day of the gas masks kept in our desks before 
the wartime. it was discovered the residents of his desk had chewed 
through the visor window of his mask! he then suffered the appropriate 
punishment for his misdemeanours.

Malcolm sadly passed way several years ago buT his many anecdotes 
live on for all us old boys of St. Mary’s.

regards,

colin and eileen bedford

dear reader,

allow me to pause a while to convey my email to colin for his recollection 
of the time his brother Malcolm was held accountable for keeping pets in 
his school desk. Typing this episode and laughing uncontrollably, i almost 
fell off my chair. having recovered my equilibrium, i decided to respond to 
colin’s email and pass a copy to John. 

colin’s reply (February 2017)

Malcolm who sadly passed away, is no longer with us, and was one of 
life’s characters whose memories are always with us. he was a popular 
boy at St. Mary’s. after leaving the home at gravesend he went to the 
training farm at bletchingly in Surrey and the ex-manager told him one 
of the chickens at the farm was not laying any eggs and was losing its 
feathers so they called it gandhi, so was due for the chop! Malcolm 
came to hear of this and he requested to reprieve the chicken from the 
imminent execution as it was the chicken’s last chance to survive the 
inevitable to its life.

Malcolm took gandhi under his wing (excuse the pun) and within a few 
weeks of tender loving care the chicken had put on weight, regained all 
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its feathers, and became the pride of the run and was the top layer, laying 
eggs with double yokes.

Permission of the author.

caroline

colin

a marvellous story of a great character. hardly any stories emanated from 
the big house (the hostel) compared with the Farm. circulars and news 
sheets were regularly sent from the Farm to the boys doing their national 
Service round the World; encouraging them to maintain contact with one 
another and with the Farm. Sadly such good work was noT replicated 
from those in charge at blackheath.

colin, did i mention the boys of the hostel have been airbrushed out of 
history? The blackheath rc church produced a magazine some years 
go to celebrate its first hundred years and no mention was made of the 
hostel. one can glean information of the use of the hostel before and after 
the boys left but not a thing about the boys who lived there. a glaring 
omission, don’t you think?

regards to you and your long-serving wife eileen.

koko

J & J

Hi John & Josie,

Well, here in a lovely sunny afternoon in Sidney, bc, the temperature 
is about 20°c by the harbourside. The vista is so pretty and calming. 
Despite my “problems” walking, it isn’t a problem because the thoughtful 
canadians provide seating every twenty or thirty yards. i actually feel quite 
young! because this is obviously a haven for retired seniors and i have 
never seen so many zimmers/walkers on the move at once. caroline is 
with her daughter and husband today. of course i was invited but i said, 
‘not today’ because i believe she should have some family time with them 
and not to worry about me. So here i am sat in the beautiful weather 
chatting to the very friendly “natives”. When they hear an english accent 
(i gave up trying to tell them it is actually a british one) they love to come 
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over and chat; and you know how shy and reserved i am! off to Tim 
horton’s for some coffee shortly. 

koko for now.

Terry Mck.

BoyS HoStel, BlAckHeAtH

colin and eileen,

i propose sending the email below but before i do i shall be pleased if you 
would scan the details for accuracy. if all appears in order i will copy to 
the rest of the group.

best wishes to you and eileen.

(Delvin) John

dear monsignor nicholas rothon,

My purpose in writing is to acquaint you with an important part of your 
church’s history. i could have telephoned you but have decided to give 
you the opportunity to reflect on an event that happened some years ago. 
i had a request from what was then the catholic children’s Society at 
49 russell hill in purley, Surrey, to assist them in finding any information 
about a boys hostel in blackheath. The result: a gift from a Fr. Francis 
hartley of a booklet published to celebrate the centenary of our lady 
help of the christians church 1873–1973. When i examined this booklet 
i was very surprised no mention was made of the boys or the hostel. 
This hostel was used to accommodate boys who having reached the age 
of 25 years left St. Mary’s and St. Joseph’s orphanages to enter paid 
employment. They usually stayed until they entered the armed Forces 
to do their national Service. The hostel was in use during the years from 
the 1940s to the middle of the 1960s after which the premises were put 
to another use. The boys’ spiritual needs would have been served by the 
clergy of our lady help christian church and the priest caring for these 
boys was i believe Fr. Frank Davis.

another priest who participated in the history of the parish was Fr. 
howard Tripp who was later created an assistant bishop of the Diocese. 
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both served as assistant priests during this period but not at the same 
time. i can only assume the omission on this part of the church’s history 
was an oversight, since the work carried out at that time of caring for 
spiritual needs could have enhanced the reputation of your church. 

i tried from different directions to learn about the hostel, including 
contacting the lewisham borough council, but since the hostel was 
supported by charitable donations they had no remit to oversee the 
premises. They did however give me a little bit of information about the 
premises before it was used as a boys hostel. i even spoke to bishop 
henderson who was totally unaware of this part of your history and i 
believe was actually living in the former hostel building.

it will not be long before you celebrate 150 years of the church’s presence 
in the area and you may want to include this into the official history. For 
your information we have a number of boys who stayed at the hostel and 
who are members of our writing group and are interested to learn if this 
email evokes any response.

Sincerely.

(Delvin) John Flynn

Hi John & Josie, 

With reference to your email regarding the blackheath hostel, the church 
in question came under the greenwich council and not the lewisham 
council as did the hostel. at my time there the parish priest was Father 
loman whose only contact with the hostel was to complain about 
the boys, including myself, mainly for petty misdemeanours. My wife 
and i were married at this church not by Father loman but by canon 
arbuthnott. because i was getting married to a non-catholic my wife 
had to attend a religious course that was mandatory then. She never 
completed the course because Fr. loman dismissed her when she 
began asking awkward questions of the catholic Faith. i think he was 
instrumental in noT having the hostel in the church history; he very much 
gave the impression he did not want the hostel next to his church. canon 
arbuthnott as the head of the catholic rescue Society was the only 
priest in contact with the hostel, apart from Fr. Davis who was resident at 
the hostel.
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by the way, John, the hostel was called the St. agnes hostel and actually 
accommodated about forty boys from various catholic homes. i trust this 
information is of assistance in your investigations.

regards to you and Josie.

colin and eileen 

eileen and colin,

Thank you so much for your informative email. i do everything in a hurry! 
i like to get my letters done in the morning before i attend to Josie’s care. 
it’s a pity i didn’t get round to attempting the story of St. agnes hostel 
earlier, as it is too late to be included in the book.

eileen must have been ahead of her time asking pertinent questions 
about the church!

We didn’t do a lot in our younger days. i am guessing that you and 
eileen must have been married over 55 years ago and you are to be 
congratulated on staying the course. Josie and i have been married 49 
years. although i never actually stayed at the hostel i did visit fairly often 
to see the lads. i was “lodged” with a family in orpington.

best wishes to you and eileen.

koko

John & Josie

Hellooooo…

i just love the way you write, John! 

Some while back when inquiring about a home in essex i was transferred 
to the county council’s archives Department where i was assured that 
all parish records were now held as well as lists of homes of every kind. 
apparently all local authorities keep such records and some go back to 
when records first started. i was able to name the road which was full of 
homes of one kind or another but still got my answer.

Just saying!! i think of you all often but feel so bogged down by all the 
personal events in australia with regards to my family. i’m toying with the 
idea of going over for a while, so we’ll see!



The courage To look back     11

Much love to you & Josie, caroline and Terry and anyone else wot knows 
me !!

ann

Ann, 

What a nice thing to say! Thank you! as they say – i gave it my best shot!

as you see i was writing to a high churchman and was mindful that he 
is a well educated man. There is a saying. “it is better to be thought a 
fool rather than open your mouth and confirm it.” i think it applies even 
more to writing. your friends will make allowances but other will not. our 
writings have reached a natural pause. We all did so much in the early 
days when our group like Topsy was growing and now we are waiting 
for our book (first publication). We are waiting for the book but not 
impatiently. perhaps if we can keep on writing, albeit, not frenetically like 
before, caroline may gather enough material to write yet another volume. 
We still occasionally find new members who want to tell their story. We 
had one earlier this year.

Terry is enjoying himself in canada and the uSa for six weeks. caroline 
lives in british columbia and he is staying with her and sorting, hopefully, 
some of her computer problems. although his trip was unplanned to 
coincide with our book, he will be able to assist our friend caroline with 
the final proof reading and possibly get to meeting the publisher bruce 
batchelor.

he had some good news when he retired from the tax man and took 
caroline up on her long time invitation to stay and visit her, and also to 
spend a week with his older brother Max who winters in california for six 
months every year from his home in nova Scotia. caroline like most of us 
is not a whizz regarding under bonnet computing despite being a really 
good typist so hopefully Terry can give her a helping hand.

ann, it’s an awfully long way to australia. The hours and hours for the 
flight alone put me off buT of course it is different for you. perhaps if 
you do go you can resolve some problems that just can’t be done on 
Skype or Facetime. We have group members north, South, east and 
West of australia and just occasionally they come over, usually to carry 
out some research into why they were sent out there in the first place! 



12     caroline WhiTeheaD & koko

in the early fifties when a group of our boys were “shipped” out there 
we thought it was the end! We never dreamed years later that we would 
see or hear from some of them again but the world is a smaller place 
these days and even if you aren’t physically able to make the journey, 
modern technology opens the door to a different way to meet, see and 
chat to our distant friends. Whatever your decision to go or not, you 
know you can stay in touch and do please let us know how things are 
panning out.

love,

John & Josie

AdventureS in cAnAdA

hi John & Josie,

i am sending this from caroline’s computer which we think is now 
working! once i got past the sheer age of her pc (most of her instructions 
are in latin – shorthand) and fixed a host of her problems i hope it will 
make life so much easier for her. i am amazed with all its faults caroline 
achieves so much.

Think this confirms her tenacious appetite for getting things done; no 
matter the obstacles! 

bruce has sent caroline the final manuscript to ready for printing and 
editing. Today we have made a start to look at it. you can be sure 
caroline will not send her approval until she has checked everything! 
nothing gets past her eagle eye i can assure you.

caroline and her family are looking after me well as you can imagine and 
next Monday caroline and myself are taking the ferry on a tour of the 
many gulf islands, something i am particularly looking forward to because 
i love being on the water. as caroline does not have WiFi i can’t send 
messages from her home, so i take myself off to Tim horton’s coffee 
shop (a chain of cafes all over canada) where i can use their on-site WiFi 
that is available to all their customers. oh, the “sacrifices” i make for our 
book!

regards to you both from caroline and myself.

koko

Terry
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caroline and terry,

it sounds as though everything is fine in b.c. 

i accepted and voted in favour of drawing a line and getting on with the 
book, but just out of interest i have sent colin bedford an email telling him 
about a part of our history that has been overlooked. i refer to the boys 
hostel in blackheath. i had colin look over my writing for accuracy and 
this has been done and now i will send it to the group.

caroline, i hope you are making the most of Terry’s expertise in dealing 
with computers and i know you will be looking after him while he is with 
you.

koko and love,

John & Josie

Hi John,

good to hear from you. 

currently, i have a burst blood vessel in my right eye which happened 
when Terry and i were sailing through the gulf islands today. it is sore and 
prevents me from working on the proof reading for a few days; other than 
that all is well and good.

very interesting to read about the boys hostel at blackheath; too bad we 
didn’t have this earlier but we needed a cut off date. Still, you and Terry 
will no doubt save this and the future history connected to St. Mary’s for 
the next book!

love to you and Josie,

caroline

caroline,

We were sorry to hear about your eye. it must have blighted your trip 
through the gulf islands and taken something away from your enjoyment. 
it must be a setback because i know what keen eyesight you have and 
how you enjoy spotting the wildlife, especially the eagles.

about our book. it was always going to happen with people like me 
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coming up late with incidents in our life. but that’s life and it does not 
stop, even when our book in finished. but let us continue collecting this 
social history. and as Margaret Mitchell said in her famous book, it was a 
way of life that is “gone With The Wind”.

We have all contributed stories and let’s hope they keep coming.

colin bedford’s email says so much about what life was like at the hostel 
and i will forward it to you.

all the best to you and Terry. koko.

John & Josie

more on tHe HoStel And FAtHer lomAn

hi once again, J. and J,

Further to my email regarding records of the home in cresswell park, they 
should be with the greenwich council. i can reveal further comments on 
Father loman, who was renowned for his church collections at mass, 
where if he thought there was noT enough money put in the collection 
tray he would send it round again anD ask for paper money only! The 
boys not having such riches would click the collection tray with their 
fingers to give the impression they had put money into the collection, 
and passed it on. When eileen once went to his place, the “palace”, 
she commented on his lavish trappings and lifestyle that prompted her 
questions and, along with her friend, she was told not to attend any more! 
he reported eileen and i to the head of the hostel for courting in the 
grounds of the church for which i was duly fined. you will gather from this 
he was not a popular man and was widely viewed as a bad ambassador 
of the catholic church. i am not usually in the business of doing character 
assassinations but i think it should have been brought to the attention of 
the catholic authorities at the time. his undoubted unpopularity and in 
general his poor relationship with the hostel anD the fact of its removal 
from the church history.

i trust this gives you a little more information to add to your investigation 
to why the hostel was not recognized in the church history.

regards as always to you and Josie.

colin and eileen
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colin and eileen,

it was a brilliant idea from the priest’s point of view, sending the collection 
round again. 

eileen showed some spirit tackling Father loman about his lifestyle. 
Some people find luxury barely adequate! about that fine though, 
perhaps you should have instructed your brief to put his wig on and let 
the court decide if the fine was legal. i was once rocked when in the 
1950s our parish priest Father Slocombe called out from the pulpit the 
maximum to be put in the plate by any working person should be 2/-. 
yes, Two Shillings!

a bit of my background. When i left St. Mary’s to live with the family 
in orpington the catholic rescue Society took the view, i believe, that 
families taking lads should not suffer any financial loss and the advantage 
to the “child” would be demonstrated in other ways. When i first arrived 
with the family they sorted out my pay. i earned Two pounds Ten Shillings 
a week from which i needed 7/6d for pocket money and 7/6d for fares. 
The crS paid to make up the shortfall in my keep and pay for any clothes 
needed. i did think at first i was financially independent. i was proud to 
be paying my way and even considered doling out pocket money to the 
other five children who were still at school but luckily was discouraged 
from doing this. as soon as i learned my meagre wages were not enough 
to stand on my own two feet, i then secured another job with more 
money buT, alas, still not enough. anyway, colin, i really wanted to tell 
you about my “church collection” in the 1950s; now i am late to pick up 
Josie from the “god Squad”.

always good to hear from you.

koko,

Josie and John

letter From monSiGnor nicHolAS

Dated May 5, 2015

Dear Mr. Flynn, Thank you for your message.

i am indeed aware of the link with the children’s Society. The parish was 
founded as an orphanage in 1872 when the first priest Father William 
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gowan Todd purchased what is now the presbytery for this work. 
gradually the work expanded and when the rescue Society was founded 
it took over the parish work. The parish hall was originally the chapel of 
the orphanage. it was severely damaged during the war and restored in 
a new form but it is possible to find traces of the old chapel. The school 
rooms were converted into a house and is now occupied by the area 
bishop. The hostel was built adjoining the presbytery and was extended 
in three phases. The children’s Society ceased to use the property in 
about 1960 and for a number of years The vincent de paul Society used 
it as a hostel. This use came to an end in 1968 and subsequently the 
shell of the building was adopted for offices. The church came later in 
1983 and the large stained glass window at the West end shows our 
lady queen of heaven surrounded by children; an obvious reference 
to the original foundation of the parish came from this; with complaints 
from the neighbouring parish priest at greenwich who resented the 
establishment of a new parish. So the two things fit together. The original 
establishment of the orphanage at blackheath by Father gowan Todd – 
later the foundation of the rescue Society and the transfer of this work. 
you mentioned a number of priests who served at blackheath and were 
involved in the work of the hostel. i understand a clash of personalities 
meant relationships between the parish priest at the time and the hostel 
was not always easy; particularly in the 1930s. i am very much aware 
of the foundation of the parish and make the care of children a special 
feature, not just theoretically. part of today was spent mending the 
trampoline in the garden and this afternoon a visit from seven pupils from 
the school for instruction on Sacraments and play in the garden.

With best wishes.

Monsignor nicholas rothon

John,

life at the blackheath boys hostel had certain restrictions for the 
“inmates”. every boy had to be in bed by 10pm and lights out in the 
dormitories was at 10.30pm, except for half an hour on Tuesdays when 
an extension was granted on what was picture night to allow the boys 
to go to the cinema. a fine would have to be paid for being late in as 
the outside doors would be locked at 10pm and the only way in was by 
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ringing the staff door bell. There were no restrictions on smoking, your 
rent for your keep was paid on Friday and what you paid was related to 
your earnings. physical punishment and religious instruction was carried 
out by Father Davis at 9.30pm every Thursday. The hierarchy at the hostel 
was Mr. cadogan, Superintendent; ex. guards Sergeant Major and at 
the Farm: Mrs. cadogan, Matron; Ms. carden, cook; Fr. Davis, resident 
priest. There were also various housemen and sometimes additional 
help. at the age of eighteen you could no longer stay at the hostel and 
you were either called up for national Service or had to find digs or 
somewhere else to live. i trust, John, this gives you some more insight 
into life at St. agnes’s hostel at blackheath.

as always to you, Josie and your family my fondest wishes.

colin and eileen

keeP on keePinG on

Terry,

it seems you were right about caroline’s “clapped out” computer. She 
works so hard she deserves to “treat” herself to what you and she were 
looking at the other day. Did you know today is v.e. Day and if we had 
not been given the tools to do the job we would probably be speaking in 
german today.

Terry, you have done a wonderful job lending your total support and 
encouragement with the book buT she deserves so much better than a 
clapped out computer, doesn’t she?

regards,

John

Hi John and Josie,

i did suggest to caroline that all “old” things should be replaced! With 
a glint of mischief in her eye she replied: ‘Does that include me too?’ For 
once i kept my mouth shut! (i know in itself how hard it may be hard for 
some to believe!) but do remember i bruise very easily. She is still having 
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problems with the burst blood vessel in her eye. needless to say this has 
not stopped the proof reading, just slowed it down a tad. 

as a pre-birthday treat caroline and her son-in-law Don (who is always 
helping caroline out with whatever she may need) and me are going to a 
pizza place noted for said pizzas and other things on Sunday. We shall be 
meeting publisher bruce and hopefully his wife too, i think in victoria. So i 
am still being well looked after. i could get used to this.

koko

Terry Mck...

Hi John,

it seems you too have an upcoming birthday very shortly as i do, so let 
me be the first to remind you how much older you are than me. hope you 
have a nice day and get the day off from the ironing, at least!

Wish Josie a happy Mother’s Day from caroline and yours truly.

koko

Terry Mck...

thanks terry and caroline,

Michael Monaghan strolled over yesterday and we had breakfast at the 
local “greasy Spoon”.

koko.

John

WorkinG Women And tHeir cHildren

hi John,

i think i messed up my last email; sorry i don’t know what happened, 
so here we go again! i hope you and your family are well. Did you notice 
during today’s W.W. Two celebrations there was no mention of those 
children born out of wedlock. Their mothers in many cases worked in the 
factories, helping to keep the heroes moral up; and the result, children!! 
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who often ended up in hardship or a children’s home. not whinging, just 
wondered.

regards, 

Tony ledger

tony,

My mother was a domestic servant and at the outbreak of war her 
employer rushed off to do war work, so mother had to make arrangements 
for me. She spent her time during the war working in the navy, army and 
air Force institute (naaF) where she met her husband. after the war she 
returned to work for her erstwhile employer, leaving Southwark catholic 
rescue Society to look after me. you take care. koko.

John

Hi John,

glad to see i am not the only one “messing” up emails then! had a 
lovely day yesterday with caroline, her daughter and Don and met bruce 
batchelor today in victoria. am sat sending this on a bench outside of 
caroline’s condo because i discovered i can connect to WiFi from there. 
She doesn’t have it!

because caroline is quite rightly fussy with the final proof reading and the 
trouble with her eye (which is recovering well i am pleased to say) i fear 
bruce may not get it back before i depart these shores for home, which is 
not what i was hoping, but i know caroline will do her hardest to make it 
happen. oh well, that’s life i suppose.

Say hi to Josie and have a really happy birthday next Sunday the 17th.

koko

Terry Mck... 
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Hi John, 

So true! My mother worked in a munitions factory. brother keith was born 
in 1943. his father was a canadian. We eventually made our way across 
the ocean to canada in 1949. My mother married to a canadian and life 
began again here. i was working at twelve and my younger brother went 
into the air Force as soon as he was able. he spent time with the u.S. 
Marines for a while in vietnam, then on to a guard at a penitentiary. at 
fifteen i started life as a printer, leaving the trade to retire aged seventy. as 
we all did. We kept on keeping on.

regards to all. 

Daniels

roy,

you have said a great deal using very few words. Working from the age 
of twelve! For goodness sake! i thought we had it tough. and then not 
retiring until aged seventy! you mention your younger brother – a hero. 
Was the whole thing to do with leaving your parents home. vietnam was 
a terrible war! Thankfully harold Wilson kept us out of that one. roy, i am 
reading a book by christopher hitchens “The Trial of henry kissinger” 
and one of the facts included in the book was that the war in vietnam 
could have ended in 1968, when at a peace conference in paris, nixon 
persuaded South vietnam politicians to hold out as they would get a 
better deal from a nixon administration. nixon was the new president and 
the war went on for another four years and an extra 20,000 american 
lives were lost. The final peace agreement was similar to what was on the 
table in 1968.

koko.

John
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FirST CONTACT neWS leTTer (DeceMber 1954)  

To The boyS FroM The bleTchingly Training FarM

Once the boys reached the age of fifteen, the work place beckoned. In the 
case of St. Mary’s, Gravesend, and St. Joseph’s, Orpington, unless they 
had parents, they were given the chance of working on a Training Farm 
in Bletchingly, Surrey or going to St. Agnes Hostel at Blackheath in 
London. Colin Bedford is the nearest we have to an expert on the Agnes 
Hostel. No official news or circulars were issued from this place which is 
/ was a shame, since in the fifties the lads had to do their National Service 
which involved at least two years in the military. Most of what we know 
about the hostel has been supplied from Colin.

I have passed information supplied by him to the members.
They (the boys from The Farm) seemed to have a great social life. 

The lads at Blackheath may have had a great time but there is no record 
of the activities. Now, contrast this with the farm! From December 1954 
news sheets grandly titled CONTACT were sent to the lads doing their 
National Service around the world. I have these sheets thanks to Joe 
Gannon, who had kept and sent them to me when he first became ill and 
shortly afterwards passed away.

Below is the first CONTACT – the next CONTACT is dated February 
1955 and I shall endeavour to type these newsletters word for word rather 
then vetting or editing it. I have made a mistake of assuming if I don’t 
know a name, neither will any of you. Please bear with me and ignore 
any information you consider boring. And, off we go!

— Delvin John Flynn



22     caroline WhiTeheaD & koko

CONTACT nEWs lEttEr

In the First Edition, mention is made of Jack Norman, Jimmy McGuinness, 
Terry Graham and Laurie Wyse; they are all on page one.

Page two. Pte. Alan Burgess who was with the RAMC at the Royal 
Herbert Hospital in Woolwich. Terry Graham, John O’Brien and Paddy 
Daly were shown working at Rowfold Estate, Billinghurst, Sussex. 
Tony (now known as Jim) was working at Old Swains Farm, Leigh 
near Reigate, and said by Mr. Dill to be doing well. Jimmy Florio has 
a good job at Southbourne Court, Southwester near Horsham. Pte. Jack 
Norman was stationed at Aldershot. John Dunlop is working and living 
in Caterham, Surrey, and was still living there when we saw him a few 
years ago. Pat Brody didn’t care for the country life and is living in 
Streatham, SW16. Mr. Loveman is busy sending his flowers to market. 
He is being helped or hindered by Ron Graham and Joe Powell (we are 
still in touch with Joe).

We played Dartford at football and got licked seven-zero. I do not 
think we should enter for the World Cup!

CoUnt oUr blEssings
We have nineteen boys here just now and I bet it is the first time they 
have been called a blessing!

no room at thE inn
Will those who want to stay over Christmas let us know very soon or you 
may find we are full up. And we should hate to disappoint you.

danCing timE
The boys had a great time at the Bligh’s Hotel with a warm welcome 
from Fr. O’Sullivan and the members of the Sevenoaks Catholic Club 
and they are returning the compliment by inviting them to an evening 
early in the New Year.
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WhooPs a daisy
A jolly good evening was had at the Streatham Ice Rink. Some sad news 
to follow re: Alan Burgess. 

NAMES UNFAMILIAR TO ME, also mentioned in The News Letter:
John Lynch Bob Bryant
Raymond Legge Frank Dennis
Bill Turner Michael Sheridan
George Brown Laurie Wyse
Fred Clayton (passed on) Bill Burns
Dan Dooley
Mr. Donald (the cowman) has left and Mr. Ketley has taken over in 
charge of the cows. Mr. Ketley takes the boys for games twice a week in 
the library.

going oFF With a bang
Friends came from Bermondsey and had lots of fun and dancing but alas 
a spark set off ALL the fireworks in one go. There is a request for a letter 
from Joe Gannon and Derek Aylett. This year the hope is that someone 
else will do it. We have marked the Marian Year by a grotto of Our Lady. 
This was built by Alan Burgess and is just outside the chapel.

End oF thE bEginning
This brings us to a close at the end of our first effort. We hope you like it 
and will help us to fill it by sending your news, which will enable us all 
to keep in CONTACT.

End

(Posted to the KOKO group by (Delvin) John Flynn on May 13, 2015)



24     caroline WhiTeheaD & koko

Hello John,

Thanks for posting this news letter on. i find it fascinating as it brings back 
so many memories, particularly the names of those i had long forgotten. 
We hope you and Josie are well.

best Wishes.

pat & Mavis 

auSTralia

mavis,

Thank you. ask paddy if he know what happened to Derek harwood. it 
was customary when we went to Dymchurch once a year for our holidays 
that the two eldest boys travelled with Father baker. in 1954 the role fell 
to D.h. and me. D.h. subsequently disappeared and i never heard from 
him again. 

keep looking on CONTACT. There will be other interesting names and 
places mentioned. it is time-consuming work but i believe others like p. 
will derive pleasure from reading CONTACT. We were so much younger 
then!

koko.

John & Josie 



   25  

The arMy anD you

by lEsliE hayEs 
datEd may 18, 2015

Every man at the age of eighteen has to serve two years in the Armed 
Forces unless he is an apprentice or studying at University. Some look 
on these two years as a waste of time but if you looked at it as a chance 
to prepare yourself for a return to civilian life it is not true. One has to 
think for yourself and not just follow the crowd. This applies in or out of 
the Army. The type of company is up to each individual. There are good 
companions and there are bad; it is your own choice. You can lie on your 
bed or go to the NAAFI. On the other hand you can take up the facilities 
offered in the way of Night Classes. If you use some of your spare time 
to learn while in the Forces there is less risk of unemployment when 
you come out. The majority of men do not think you odd if you practice 
religion. Be sincere about it and do not preach to the others and they will 
respect your principles. I find most Servicemen are good fellows and 
good friends. The idle and immoral ones are in the minority.
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CONTACT #2, February 1955

 
As transcribed and posted by John Flynn

homE nEWs by thE Editor

It seems strange to be talking of Christmas just as we are looking for 
signs of Spring but this is our first meeting before then. The holiday 
was well spent here in the usual way. The house was pretty full with the 
addition of our visitors who we are always pleased to welcome. It was 
quite a military affair. It seemed that one was forever meeting soldiers on 
the stairs or round the place.

On Boxing Day a party of us went to the Grand Theatre at Croydon 
for a pantomime. It was the usual thing. All pantomimes run to the same 
pattern. One wonders why they are given different names! This was 
“Babes in the Woods” and it was exactly the same as “Aladdin” any other 
year. Still, it is part of the Christmas routine and anyway who wants to be 
sensible at Christmas?

The snow came some weeks ago and I expect most of you can 
remember just how it looks here. Stats. Hill proved to be the downfall of 
all traffic. Fortunately we always have South Park to save us from being 
completely cut off. It was very cosy to sit round the log fire and see the 
snow falling. In spite of the snow and cold the longer evenings tell us 
Spring will not be long now. This is a busy time and especially this year 
as it hoped to have an Open Day in June and needs the gardens to be gay 
and colourful; you well know that means hard work.
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In the last issue Father told you about the Open Day and we hope to 
see many old friends for the occasion.

Mr. Loverman thinks we will never do it, what with the boilers 
flooding the fire and making it go out and the boys driving him up the 
wall. He reckons he will be up the creek before June and stone bonkers 
(in Cockney slang). Mr. Carr who assists in the house takes some of the 
boys for basket work. Some of these boys show quite a talent for flower 
pot holders and table mats. We are also making plaster casts and frames 
which we hope to flog to an unsuspecting public! We don’t intend to give 
them any mercy. 

We have a new boy called Michael Feeney. He will not be known to 
any of you as he comes from Kingston on Hull, Yorkshire. This month 
we lost Peter Hughes. He came to us from Sunderland and returned 
North, having finished his training. So you can see we are getting well 
known all over the country.

CONTACT – PagE 4
Here is one address you have not had: 23212341 Fus. Maher M., Royal 
Fusiliers H.M. Tower of London, EC3. We had a visit from this very 
smart soldier at Christmas but not since. We would still like to hear from 
Bill Burns. If any of you know his address you might let us have it. 
Father says he got a Christmas card from Ronald Beddice in Canada but 
gave no address.

Mr. McDonnell the tractor drive has left and we have a new one 
starting soon. 

oUr Portrait gallEry
We would like more pictures of the old boys to put around the house. 
We could make a competition of it with a prize of a bag of Palm toffees 
for the most handsome face. So we would very much appreciate your 
photograph, postcard size if you think your face is worth it! We can stand 
it.
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giving it a namE
Although we started off by calling this news circular CONTACT we were 
not quite sure whether it would be suitable. If any of you can suggest one 
which you consider more suitable we would be glad to have your idea. 
Michael Sheridan has arrived from his leave. He says he has about 
fourteen months to go before his demob and does not intend to make the 
Army his career.

gEtting togEthEr
We are keen to have a reunion day for all our old boys some time in the 
summer. The Open Day we hope to have had would hardly be suitable as 
we would have so many other people here (we hope). It is thought that 
July would be a good month. Could you help us by giving some ideas of 
a date you could manage? If we could get a line on this we could fix a 
date and go ahead with some preparations. We want to make it a really 
good affair and would love to have some clues as to the number expected. 
Do keep writing to us to give us a chance to make it a good “Do”.

J. Dill says thank you very much for your letter, Paul. We are all very 
pleased that you have “passed out”. When we see you next we will be 
looking for your wings.

Come and see us soon.

To Alan Burgess of the Linseed Lancers. Thanks for your letter too. I 
trust you have not killed too many sick rookies with your nursing. What 
about a visit from you?

To Dennis Conway. Thank you for your letter. The raincoat you brought 
back from Kingston is apparently Tony Fowler’s and the one you left 
there is Ken Marchant’s.

Tony Sheasby is going into hospital for treatment for an ulcer.
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To Laurie Wyse. I hope you got your Pay Draft from the Exeter Pay 
Office. Although it is not much it will help to buy your cigs. for a few 
days.

To Mick Maher. When you telephone again try to make it before 11pm. 
After all us old people cannot burn the candle at both ends like you 
youngsters!
To you all – Matron and I send our best wishes for your future. We are 
always glad to see you and hear from you. God Bless.

More to come !!
Signed: Paul – Paul Norman
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koko group eMailS, cont’d

AnticiPAtinG tHe Book lAuncH

To: John Murray

hi John,

it was really good to speak to you and see you eventually! My fault, i 
think. as i said i had a lovely time in Sidney, b.c. and caroline looked 
after me regally.

i hope the pDF file of the book arrived in tact. really enjoyed your story 
along with all the rest of them and the photos too. as said i will contact 
those who will receive a copy from me when i finally get my hands on 
them. i’m thinking possibly end of July/august.

John i know will be delighted to meet both you and your wife whenever 
we can arrange it. i will be seeing him and Josie in a couple of weeks. 
always a warm welcome at chez Flynn. 

congratulations on winning Fa cup final tickets and i hope you have a 
great day or two. not jealous at all, me!! hope your son makes a good 
recovery. The enclosed photo is John Flynn and left to right Teresa Downy 
(of cabrini), caroline Whitehead and Josie. This was taken when caroline 
visited us in 2013 and was in orpington.

regards to you and all your family.

koko.

Terry Mck...
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caroline,

you really must take care of yourself. i know it is difficult working on a 
computer that you are not used to. i thought at first to congratulate you 
on getting a new machine but when i read on further i realised this was 
not the case. We are all waiting patiently for the book but again you must 
not worry about keeping us waiting. We want you to stay alive and well 
and not be “dead on time” with the book.

koko and best wishes

Josie and John

John,

Delighted to hear you are impressed with the cover of the book and hope 
when you read its contents and the emails going back and forth over the 
years from our members, it will tell the reader how tenacious we are to 
keep on keeping on our koko alive.

a message from the publisher to you: amazon’s database does not allow 
the paperback to have only an editor and not an author so i am listed as 
the author. With kindle this condition is not required. i have asked bruce 
for the name of the reporter of the gravesend newspaper and once i 
receive it i will forward to you.

it was great speaking to you and Josie. i never quite know when to ring 
you as i am not sure of the time when you have your evening meal. if my 
timing was inconvenient do please let me know. The books should arrive 
within two weeks at which time i will airmail you a copy. The rest will go 
to those members who generously contributed towards the cost of our 
publication. This was greatly appreciated. irena at cabrini will also have a 
copy. The belated birthday card with enclosure was given to Terry. i hope 
it won’t be long before it reaches you.

With chris’s news of emigrating to France does that mean you and Josie 
will visit soon? once again, John, it was my pleasure and an honour to 
ensure your years of hard work in keeping our group members updated 
of current and historical events, and for them to be able to tell their 
own stories in “The boys of St. Mary’s” to keep their history alive for 
generations to come.
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Take care.

love and hugs to you and Josie.

caroline

letter to Polly toynbee: Author, Journalist

Dated May 31, 2015

Dear polly Toynbee,

you called at my home over thirty years ago and my story was included in 
your book “lost children”. Since that time i formed a writing group. The 
members all had stayed or had associations with children’s home. our 
oldest member is almost 89 years old.

you may just cast your eye over the book which is available from amazon 
titled “The boys of St. Mary’s” and may be able to give it – i think you call 
it a plug. i know what a busy lady you are and i regularly read your daily 
newspaper column and you must be fed up with me contacting you every 
thirty years.

Signed: 

John Flynn or Tom o’Mara in your book…

caroline,

below is a note from the well known journalist polly Tonybee.

John

dear John,

Many thanks. i will read it with pleasure.

hope you are well.

polly

Ann,

let me write later!
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you are so funny!

koko,

love,

Josie and John

WoW… WoW… WoW!!

it’s happening then or rather has happened. Many congratulations to you 
all for achieving this book, John. i am so looking forward to reading 
it as will so many gravesenders. Some months ago i offered to put it 
on Facebook but didn’t want to “muscle” in on your project… or is it 
likely that caroline will do this when contact is made with the gravesend 
reporter? i’ll wait and see what you think. i haven’t written to caroline for 
months but do receive your news regularly which is so appreciated.

This little gang of yours has quite touched my heart and i feel i have 
known you all for ages.

Thank you for including me in your group!

Much love to you all,

ann… xx

“Announcement” on Facebook

a teeny bit of “crawling” but i really did have to tell them; because of that i 
gleaned myself about St. Mary’s as well as the group. 

Many of you were interested in the forthcoming book about St. Mary’s 
orphanage in gravesend. The gTn committee has given me permission 
to let you know on this site, the book has now been published and is 
available in paperback and on kindle. The details are as follows:

“The boys of St. Mary’s”… paperback iSbn 978-1-927755-23-5 and 
kindle 978-1927755-24-2.

Many of the photographs were seen on this site which meant so much to 
the past residents of St. Mary’s as they had of their own to share.

They have me to thank you all for your contributions.

ann   Dated June 5, 2015
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’morning, Ann,

What can i say? but excellent news of your behalf to give much-needed 
publicity to our group of members, whose stories and emails in the book 
of “The boys of St. Mary’s” need to be told to children in the schools and 
libraries about history of past events we hope never to return. your insight 
to put the book on Facebook and the feedback is encouraging. as John 
M. Murray once said: “it would make a good film”, not only to have the 
audience laughing at the antics of the young lads but also in tears.

Six books were sold instantly on ebooks within minutes of the release 
mid-Friday last. i am hoping that John’s connection with polly Tonybee, 
journalist, along with the gravesend newspaper, she may give us the 
exposure we need. i feel sure the book will be a success bearing in mind 
with today’s literature, none could match the dialogue of communication 
which continues within our writers group!

The final chapter in the book relating to our records was extensive and 
when reading its contents you will gather the communication between 
John, Terry and cabrini/Diagrama to obtain satisfaction (tongue in cheek) 
our files be protected. Will watch this space as advised by Terry!

i am sure John is so pleased now the book is published and with the 
encouraging reports of interest shown at this early stage of its release. 

Sincere thanks, ann. you always come through, even at critical times to 
yourself.

With love and koko

caroline

Good morning!

i think the day has started well. last night i sought permission from roger 
Simmons on Fb’s gravesend Then and now to announce the publication 
of “The boys of St. Mary’s”. advertising on these sites is no longer 
allowed. however i messaged roger first who discussed it with other 
committee members and they agreed i could “announce” its availability!! 
in the first five minutes of having mentioned it on Fb we had eleven 
“likes”. one purchase and an excellent comment. another has put an 
amazon feature of the book on the site. So… watch this space!
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on a different note i seem to have lost track somewhere along the way 
the outcome of John and Terry’s meeting with cabrini and Diagrama. 
have they assured you of the safety of all your personal records and 
access to them??

Much love to y’all and best wishes for every success with sales for the book.

koko

ann

John,

i have been silent for some time because i have been involved in other 
matters. all those matters have now come to an end and therefore i have 
ordered the book from amazon and am looking forward to reading it.

John o’Donnell

John,

i’m thoroughly enjoying the ebook. i have correspondence from John 
Michael Murray in the distant past lives (lives in cardiff, nicht whar?) and 
would love to contact him having read his piece (laundry boy) in the book 
– some amazing similarities. i have both a John Murray and a Michael 
Murray in my address book. if you feel it appropriate please forward this 
missive to the right Mr. M. for him to contact me if he feels so fit.

Many many thanks and to you caroline – a winner!

glen cawdeary

Glen,

it was a dare but as Del boy says, “he who dares wins”.

So glad you are enjoying caroline’s skillful art of managing so many 
stories and emails in one book. let’s hope for her sake the sales rocket.

look after yourself, glen.

koko

John Flynn
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Hello Glen,

i hope you do not mind me contacting you. i read with great interest 
your email your time at St. Mary’s. Much of what you say i can relate to, 
having spent ten years in the care of The Sisters of Mercy and The Sisters 
of charity. (both are so wrongly named!) like you i arrived at St. M’s 
aged seven in 1950 having spent four years in an orphanage in brighton 
called St. anne’s. The Mother Superior had me moved as it was a girls 
orphanage. She must have thought their “chastity” was under threat! 
So to St. M’s i went. i suffered the humiliation meted out to bed-wetters 
many times. i felt the full force of the hairbrush or a nun’s hand and 
occasionally Father baker’s boot. We must have passed in the doorway 
as i left in December 1956 to go home to live with my mother. i am retired 
living in cardiff. i am trying to put together my memories of those times, 
particularly working the laundry under Sister brendan. hope to send them 
to caroline for a joint publication.

Do keep sending in your memories.

John Michael Murray

John,

i managed to find your missive above in my archives. have just read your 
piece in the book – lots of parallel memories of names in common. Would 
love to meet up – we’re not that far from you over the border. other John 
(F) you can see that my digging through old emails (once a hoarder) 
obviates any action on your part which i’m sure you would have initiated 
your usual expediency. yeS, i do use expressions like that – i remember 
“The good old Days”.

glen

John (o’donnell)

caroline is encouraged by the response to the book as, along with great 
help from Terry, she has spent many hours bringing the whole project to 
fruition. i hope you enjoy the book, especially as you not only stayed at 
St. Mary’s but have taken an interest over many years in matters relating 
to children and of course written some emails too. i agree with your 
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sentiments regarding trying to support your local bookshop buT in this 
case outlets to sell the book, which we must remember was published 
at caroline’s personal expense, along with some donations from some of 
our members, as limited.

koko

Josie and John.

dear John,

i know of no kinder person than yourself, despite having travelled many 
journeys. your accolades are indeed appreciated but as you know with 
the book of St. Mary’s, it was an honour and privilege to be sent on this 
journey in the first place and given the opportunity of publishing stories 
of the “old boys” during the good and bad times of the 1920s plus era. 
That we are able to record our history for all time, without the consensus 
of being too judgmental to the then caregivers who to all intents and 
purposes, did what they could with the best material available to them, 
will remain.

Mavis heffernan in victoria, australia has promised to catalogue the book. 
also it is hoped to arrange delivery to Sue Stafford in Freemantle, Western 
australia and the “old boys” organization in perth.

To John o’D, i am delighted you continue to take an ongoing interest in 
the welfare of children and also with the history of St. Mary’s. had my late 
brother William (bill) been alive today he would have been “chuffed”. his 
photograph at bletchingly Farm is in the book.

koko. 

Take care.

caroline
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clare and Patrick,

a book has been published about St. Mary’s and can be obtained on 
amazon. The author is one of our members – caroline Whitehead.

regards.

(Delvin) John Flynn.

John,

Thank you for forwarding your message to alfred cooke. is he a member 
of the group?

koko

caroline

caroline,

alfred cooke aka patrick Slevin. patrick learned of his father and after 
many years decided to take his father’s name. he is a bit of a character 
but sadly does not put pen to paper very often.

he sent me a card for my birthday but apart from that has not been in 
touch for years. however emails regarding our writings were sent to him 
using his original name.

koko

Josie and John

Ann,

pretty amazing! caroline is justifiably pleased with the response after 
so much work on a clapped out computer. When Terry visited her he 
was astounded by her whole approach to writing with, in many many 
instances emails that were re-typed rather than copied, cut and pasted.

ann, you must take a bow too for making use of Facebook!

So let’s koko

love Josie and John
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From a person named michael (not sure which one) 

as a former resident of gravesend i found this book to be a thoroughly 
compelling read from a group of writers who were all institutionalized 
as children and continue to be under the church control and authorities 
throughout their life to this current day. Their stories as children and their 
emails with each other highlight the skulduggery, lies and deceit of the 
authorities which led to their pains! 

anguish and frustration that continue to exist are somewhat unbelievable.

Well done to all the writers concerned; it opened my eyes and i thank 
you.

Michael

(undated)
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CONTACT #3, June 1955

As I mentioned previously some of the boys at the age of 15 years went to 
the Hostel at Blackheath. Some went to the Training Farm at Bletchingly 
and others, like me, went to live with families.

Joe Gannon, an amazing chap who was liked by everyone, was a 
bit of a hoarder, and just before he died twenty-four years ago in the 
USA he sent me his bits and pieces which keep turning up in my crodge 
(personal effects). Among the bits and pieces were news sheets sent out 
from the Farm to the boys serving in the Armed Services in many parts 
of the world. These news sheets were lovingly tapped out on a very old 
fashioned typewriter which must have taken an inordinately long time 
to do. 

I know because I am not a super dooper typist like Caroline.
Hopefully many of our group will see their names included but 

unfortunately the Hostel at Blackheath didn’t have a similar scheme to 
help keep the boys in touch with one another.
— (Delvin) John F...

PagE 1
Being the odds and ends of interest to our old boys of St. Mary’s Farm, 
this Issue has been promised for some time and a few of you have been 
asking when it was coming. The days have been rather full here lately 
and that is the excuse for being late. It is not a very good excuse but is 
as good as any I heard from some of you lot when late for meals! Now I 
can get up off my knees.

thE morE WE arE togEthEr thE haPPiEr WE Will bE
So runs the words of a very old song. We thought we would try it out 
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and invited quite a few of the boys to a reunion at Easter. About twenty 
of them turned up and a happy time we all spent. Easter Sunday we sat 
down to a very nice lunch presided over by Father. Mike Sheridan made 
a speech on behalf of the visitors. It wasn’t the speech he had prepared, 
and he had to make one up. It was quite a success. Well done, Sherry! 
We shall see you as an MP and I don’t mean a Redcap (military police).

The football match was really something. It was Sheridan Swifts V 
Johnsons Juveniles. The enthusiasm was terrific! On another page you 
can read a professional report of the match by our Sports Reporter who 
we let off the chain for the occasion. We also had a sung High Mass for 
which some of the visitors lent us their voices in the loft. Most of them 
left us late on Easter Monday and it was agreed by all that it had been 
a happy occasion for everyone and it was grand to see so many of the 
“family” together.

asKing For morE
Like Oliver Twist, we wanted more! The Easter get together was so 
successful that we repeated the invitation for Whitsun. Of course we did 
not get quite as many but a very pleasant holiday was spent by us all. 
We have learned by these two efforts that a reunion is a good thing and 
is worth all the extra work involved. We are busy now trying to think up 
another reason to get the “family” together again.

Any suggestions?

bUlling UP
As most of you know by now the farm is celebrating its 21st birthday. 
The occasion being marked by an Open Day on the 18 June. Quite a few 
people are expected, subject to the Rail Strike being over. His Lordship 
the Bishop will be here and also The Earl of Munster to join this happy 
family day. Some of the boys are hoping to join in with us. You can be 
sure that our thoughts will be with so many of you on this day, as they are 
most evenings at family Rosary, when we say a dedication for ALL our 
old boys. The house has been repainted and also the boys sitting room. 
The place is more like Butlins every week!
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ComE into thE gardEn maUdE
This is the title of a very old ballad long before your time, but if you care 
to come into the garden you will be glad. Mr. Loverman has worked very 
hard, helped by his boys to get the flower beds planted.

Given enough time they should look a lovely sight. He has also had 
a very successful cucumber season.

PagE tWo 
WhErE is hE? 
Perhaps you will find some answers here. These are the addresses we 
have.
•	 23225365 Trpr. Hughes T.R. MT Troop. HQ Squadron. 8th TRT 

BOAR 16.
•	 22562151 Sig. M Sheridan. 4 Con Troop, 1 Sqdn.11 Air Formation. 

Sig. Regt. BOAR 15.
•	 23219266 Sig. Conway D. 1 Line Distribution Troop. 1 Sqdn. 18th 

Army Group. Sig. Regt. BOAR 4.
•	 23097570 Gnr. W. Officers Mess. 10th Field Regt. RA. BOAR 15.
•	 23237839 Sig. Daly. P.5 Regt. Sqdn. 1 Gallow Gate Camp. Richmond. 

Yorkshire.
•	 J. Floria P/J Mess H 162. HMS OCEAN. GPO, LONDON.
•	 22569120 Sig. Hayes. B Troop. B Sqdn. 1 Corps. Sig. Regt. BOAR 

15.
•	 4084782 Cpl. Johnson. J.W. GCT Section. No.11 S of RA. RAF 

Hedsnesford. Staffs.
•	 23212341 Fus. Maher. Royal Fusiliers. D Coy. Connaught Bks. 

Dover, Kent.
•	 22756241 Dvr. C. Neil. D. Pltn. 102 Coy. RASC. 6th Armoured Div. 

BOAR 12.
•	 23213670 Pte. Norman No 6 Platoon. B. Coy. Corruna Bks. Para. 

Regt. Waddon, East Croydon.
•	 D. Aylett. 9 Merebank Lane. Waddon, East Croydon.
•	 F. Dennis, 21 The Square, Leigh, Tonbridge, Kent.
•	 T. Mills, Brasted Place Farm, Brasted near Sevenoaks, Kent.
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•	 Terry and Ronnie Graham are both at Rowlands Estate, Billinghurst, 
Sussex.

•	 Chris Stewart, Heatherview Nurseries.
•	 Javis Brookj. Crowborough, Sussex.
•	 Malcolm Bedford, 4 Beaufort Road, Kingston on Thames, Surrey.

We hope there is at least one address you wanted from the above list. 
Jimmy McGuinness we think is in the Forces somewhere. He has not 
let us know. If anyone has his address we would be glad to have it. Paul 
Norman is now a paratrooper, having completed his jumps. He has paid 
us several visits and looks very smart. Mike Sheridan spent his very long 
leave with us and was a great help to Mr. Loverman. Pat Heffernan who 
went from here to Blackheath is now in the Royal Navy. We do not have 
his new address yet. All the boys listed have visited us in the last few 
weeks. In fact there is hardly a week when one of the boys is not visiting. 
John Coles is staying with us for a few weeks and hopes to go into the 
Navy shortly. Dennis Conway writes from Germany: ‘The cigarettes and 
beer are cheap’. Don’t spend too much on either, Con.

The addresses you asked for are here. 
To Bill Burns: It was a nice surprise to hear from you. Sorry I was 

long in writing back. I mislaid your address. 
To Terry Hughes: Another pleasant surprise to hear from you too. I 

really thought you had forgotten us. I like to remember and believe me 
we do NOT forget any of you.

PagE thrEE 
Painting thE CloUds With sUnshinE
We did not get as far as that! But having brought some Lloyd Loom 
chairs, Jimmy Florio set about painting them. He did them in three 
different colours, assisted by Joe Power. It has certainly brightened up 
the sitting room. Jimmy will be pleased to hear that his flower basket 
from the ceiling is doing just fine. Plenty of geraniums in bloom now. 
And the chairs are how you left them; no painting out. 

To Johnnie Johnson: many thanks for the report included in this 
issue. You appeared to be having a good time at the Whitsun dance. If I 
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had known you needed the stairs for a long period I could have provided 
cushions! After all we did provide soft lights and semi sweet music. Keep 
us informed of “developments”! We think it is ever such jolly hockey 
sticks. It must be simply wonderful for you. “Gertcha”! 

To Paddy Daly: don’t try to tell me you are still busy “bulling up”. 
Your letter was very welcome. But I hope your first is not your last. 

Tony Sayers has gone into the Armoured Corps. He has not written 
yet. 

Many thanks for your letter, Sherry. I will answer it in a day or two. 
Glad you like your new posting. 

John Lynch was down at Whitsun. He tell me he went to Rome 
and saw the Pope. We hope to include an article from him in this issue. 
Thanks John.

Chris Stewart was another visitor at Whitsun. It has been a long time 
since he came. I hope you will not wait so long for your next visit. 

Another to visit was Malcolm Bedford, roaring up the drive on his 
motorbike. Take it easy, Malcolm, or you may come off before you are 
ready. There was so much response for photographs. You see when you 
talk about the old boys, we can’t say ‘you know, the good looking one’, 
because you are all so good looking! We would like your picture to 
remind us. The prize bag of aniseed balls for the most handsome is still 
unclaimed. 

More painting: The firm of Burgess and McCarthy Unlimited are 
painting the chapel and a good job they are making of it. 

Tony Welsh and Joe Keegan are two who have left in recent weeks 
for outside jobs. 

Alan Burgess, having no further use for the Army, has returned here 
and hopes to be going to a job shortly. 

Vincent McCarthy came to us from Blackheath. He thinks he prefers 
life in the country

additions to thE Family
Among the recent arrivals we have Derek Harwood from Gravesend. 
Peter Collins from Orpington. Gerald Ellwand from Durham. Roy Carter 
from Canterbury and Joe Irvine from Edinburgh. We haven’t had one 
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from the West Indies yet! But knowing Father we cannot be too sure of 
that! 

To Les Hayes: it is about time we had a letter from you. We have not 
heard from you for months. I hope synonyms have not got to you!

gEtting all PUFFEd UP
Derek Aylett is undergoing training at Croydon for Glass Blowing. He 
likes is very much. I suppose it is better than froth blowing! To read the 
letters you send makes us at home to be very dull. Just listen to a few 
extracts… Dennis Conway is in Essen. He says he is going on a scheme 
in which they will cover 300 miles across Germany up to the frontier of 
Belgium. Sherry says he has travelled across Germany to Holland and 
Belgium. Jimmy Florio sails to Bristol, Liverpool and on to Hamburg and 
probably Denmark, then on to Norway. When we all get together again 
we will be sitting up all night listening to your yarns and experiences. 
I think some of you could spend an hour writing an interesting article 
for “CONTACT”. Life here is dull in comparison. What goes on here. 
Well you know it all. We have a daybreak and nightfall. This is a pretty 
regular thing here and does not excite us any more. A boy lifts some of 
Mr. Loverman’s tomatoes. The cows get loose and waltz all over the 
Chrysanths and the “cow blokes” are late getting to the sheds every other 
morning. So on your travels; just give your eyes a chance and try to 
remember to write to us stay-at-home folks.

PagE FoUr
What a game of football! There was bags of enthusiasm for this match; 
I must say until the day of the match itself, when four characters found 
excuses not to play. And so with nine a side the battle commenced. My 
team were all over our opponents for the first few minutes, then we simply 
collapsed. Sheridan’s Swifts took advantage of our disorganized side and 
sent many a fatal ball past Goalie Georgie Brown just as he slipped down 
to the village to get an ice cream. The score at half time was 4-0 down. 
Although my team fought against overwhelming odds, we just could not 
get the ball into the net. It was due to Jimmy Florio’s defence tactics of 
bull-like-charges to scare the living daylights out of my team. 
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Joe Power and Johnny O’Brien did some fine work for Johnson’s 
Wanderers and between them scored our one and only goal. Star of the 
match was without doubt Jackie Norman. He must have been in every 
place all at once. So much physical training back at camp. Mike Sheridan 
proved his qualities as captain and kept his team together. He had to do 
a bit of shouting to achieve this. His long legs helped him score many 
a goal. In the second half my team were just about all in; so were the 
others come to that only ours was far more noticeable. Knocker showed 
off his laziness saying, ‘I don’t want to play. I am fed up.’ What a man! 
So three more goals were scored against us. The referee, Alan Burgess, 
must have blown his heart out having so many centres. The game ended 
9-1 to Sheridan’s Swifts and so came an exchange of cheers. Three in all. 

Many thanks to the referee for his handling of the game. His decision 
was final and thanks again to all who played for being such good sports. 
By the way where Jimmy Florio’s name was mentioned insert Dennis 
Conway. Jimmy was in our team. I would like through the medium of 
“CONTACT” to send out to all the old boys of St. Mary’s farm whether 
known or unknown, sincere best wishes and good luck in all they do. 
And thanks to those who stayed over for Easter for helping to make the 
holiday a howling success. I really enjoyed every moment of it. 

John goes on to mention all the staff and on behalf of them I accept 
your thanks and good wishes. As I have said elsewhere in this issue 
the extra work is really worthwhile when we see you all together and 
enjoying yourselves.

From FathEr
John Kelly, 6 Evington Road, Leicester. 
I am near the end of my course of motor engineering and hope to be in a 
job soon after Whitsun. I have every faith that I shall always remember 
you and the staff at the Farm. Please remember me to them and all the 
boys.

John McNeil writes: I am very pleased indeed to receive your letter. 
It makes Army life more cheerful. We have fish four times a day. It’s 
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cooked differently each time. We have fish cakes, fried fish, boiled fish 
and burnt fish. I have grown two fins and a tail.

Best wishes to the lads.

Bill Burns writes: Sorry I will not be able to come to the Reunion. I 
have been in the Army since January. I am doing driving and Batman 
for my Commanding Officer. How is the Farm? I did well at my job at 
Elm Farm. My boss wants me to come back when I have finished with 
the Army.

22847358 Sig. Lynch J. Barrack Room, 100 Block. No.1 Wireless Regt. 
R. Signals BOAR 12 , writes: Early next year I hope to take P.H.S. in 
Botany. Every spare moment I am delving into books. I hear you heard 
from my old friend Ronald Beddice. I would appreciate his address: 41 
West Lake Crescent, Toronto, Ontario, Canada. 

Munster is quite an historical place and is the Catholic capital of 
Germany. Although heavily bombed it has been restored to its former 
beauty. You would admire the Prince Bishop Palace. Magnificent in its 
structure with botanical gardens. I am a member of one or two societies 
run by the students. 

The Anglo German Dramatic Group put on “Hay Fever” and “The 
Man With A Load of Mischief”.

Kind regards to all the staff and boys. With an eye for the future 
make the most of your life at the Farm. If you let trifles bother you then 
you will be grumbling through life. 

[Since this was written John has been to Rome and hopes to go to 
Spain.]
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CONTACT #4, auguST 1955

alan bUrgEss – r.i.P.
It is with deep sorrow to report the sudden and most unexpected death of 
Alan by drowning on 1st August when bathing in Balcombe Lake with a 
party of our boys. Alan swam out of his depth and when seized by cramp 
James Florio and Jack Norman swam to his rescue but were unable to 
save him despite their desperate and brave attempts. The Requiem Mass 
took place on Friday after Alan’s body laid in repose through the night. 
At the inquest the Coroner returned a verdict of death by misadventure 
and paid tribute to those who had gone to his rescue and to the scouts who 
gave artificial respiration for over two and a half hours. Naturally Alan’s 
death caused great sorrow in the house. Alan was loved and admired by 
us all for his fearless and straightforward character. He was proud of 
his faith and would not hesitate to say where he stood if anything were 
proposed against faith or decency.

I am sure all the old boys will remember him in their prayers and to 
his Aunt Miss Berkley, present, with a large concourse at his funeral, we 
extend our deepest sympathy.

R.I.P.

From oUr mail bag
779 Sigm. McGinty R. C1 Troop Sqdrn. 1 Corps. R.Signals Regt. BOAR 
15 – writes:

I think it is about time I dropped you a line to let you know how I 
am. Well, I’m doing fine, I am now enjoying the sun in Germany. It’s a 
lot different from Malta and I think I prefer this country because it looks 
more like Blighty.
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Sigm. Sheridan. M. Con Troop 1 Sqdrn. 11 Air Formation. Sig. Regt. 
BOAR 15 – writes:
We have finished NATO exercise and are collecting cable stores left 
behind. I am writing this before I start a course for promotion. If I pass 
this and another course before Christmas I will become a full Corporal. 
I have met a very nice fellow who lives near Redhill Hospital. I went 
to Mass on Sunday at the local village. It was very long. There was a 
procession in the evening.

I read about the Farm’s coming of age in The Sunday Mirror.

odds and Ends oF intErEst to thE mEmbErs oF oUr 
Family at homE and aWay FROM FATHER ARBUTHNOTT
I am sure you are all shocked as we were by the sad loss of Alan Burgess. 
We were quite heart broken that terrible night. I suppose it wakes us all 
up to the fact of death and brings it suddenly nearer to us all. The prayers 
said at the graveside remind us to think we will surely follow. There is 
no sense in trying to ignore this. Alan with all his faults never forgot the 
purpose of his life to serve God. He will do much for us in Heaven and 
we cannot think we have separated from him really.

The lovely warm weather has made the Farm a beautiful place and 
I can hear the sound of the reaper as I write this. Yesterday we went to a 
party in Brighton. Enjoy the good weather and I hope you are happy at 
the moment, boys.

God Bless you.
Father

Father Young, whom many of you know, has made a film of the Farm in 
colour. It was taken in the early Spring and is really lovely. Some of the 
boys we discovered had real film star profiles. We have not told them this 
or we should have had to had it done in Cinemascope to fit their heads in! 
We hope to show it to some of you when you come home. 

groWing UP
As we told you in our last edition, we celebrated the 21st Birthday at the 
Farm on 18th June. We had over 600 visitors. The Bishop welcomed all 



The courage To look back     51

the visitors and made a very happy speech as did the Earl of Munster. 
You would have blushed to hear the nice things said about our boys past 
and present.

lEt’s havE a Party
On Sunday 15th August we invited our friends from Bermondsey. During 
the afternoon we played progressive cricket. After Benediction we all 
gathered in the library for dancing and some solo turns on the mike. We 
broke up about 10.30pm. Everybody must have had a good time because 
the question on leaving was ‘When is the next one?’ Among the visitors 
we have welcomed since June were Derek Aylett, Jimmy Florio, Frank 
Dennis, Tony Sayers, Jack Norman, John Howard, Johnnie Johnson, Pat 
Heffernan, Joe Gannon, Pat Brody, Kneale Oxton and John O’Brien. 
Christopher Stewart, more usually known as Jock, has since joined the 
Brothers of St. John of God. We assure him of our very sincere wishes 
and prayers for his perseverance. This is an order of Nursing Brothers; 
a very old one. They run hospitals for the chronically sick, Mental 
Hospitals and Homes for Boys. It is wonderful work. By the way, no 
amateurs these Brothers, who are qualified nurses etc. 

Derek Aylett during his visit showed us some of the results of his 
Glass Blowing. Keep blowing, Derek. Mike Sheridan hopes to come on 
leave on the 12th Sept. and has his first stripe. Tony Sayers is transferring 
to the Military Police. The last time we saw him he must have been 
6ft. 2”. Frank Dennis has moved from Blanford and is now at Harwich 
attached to HQ Movement Cl. John Howard is being discharged from the 
RASC within a few weeks.

PlayErs PlEasE by JonniE Johnson
If you had stayed at St. Mary’s farm over the August Holiday you would 
have undoubtedly been asked to play or take part in a Cricket Match, 
which would have lingered in your memory for a long time. It surely 
must have been the most dramatic played at Underhills. You may have 
called it a Test Match Underhills style. Whether as a player or a spectator, 
you would have enjoyed every minute of it. The teams were composed 
of staff and Boys, sometimes called students, among many other things. 
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Although the match was only a suggestion by Father, the response was 
staggering. I might add that Father put his heart and soul into preparing 
for the pitch for what he knew was to be the event of the year. I only hope 
his gallant rolling of the concrete-like turf, was not too back breaking a 
job. Representing the staff was Father, Our Superintendent Mr. Dill, Mr. 
Loverman, the Tomato Basher, Mr. Tractor Driver and Mr. Reilly, several 
old boys and yours truly to bring the total up to eight. The students team 
was led by Joe Power. The day was Sunday and perfect weather for 
cricket. And with the staff batting first, the battle commenced. Almost at 
once two wickets had gone for a “Burton” and two batsmen for four runs. 
The boys thought they had the game in the bag. Little did they know the 
staff were no “mugs” and were not standing for that Lark! Three, then 
four wickets down. I was dismissed for three well-earned runs. Father 
showed fine style in the first innings only to be dismissed with a fine 
ball from Joe Power. He excelled himself however in the next innings. 
Seventh man in was J. Dill who provided some first class entertainment 
by missing the ball time and time again. It struck a comedy note with 
both sides doubled up with laughing. Eventually he did hit it and cheers 
echoed round the field. During the first innings he stayed in the longest 
and achieved nothing! Our remaining wickets soon fell with a total score 
of 24 runs. They exclaimed they had us veterans beaten. We made them 
eat their words. Batting went well for the boys in their first innings due to 
the superb batting of Jack Norman and Joe Power. Even Richard Knowler 
showed us to use both sides of the bat. Our bowling was slow but it got 
them in the end. Jimmy Florio’s nut crackers made us keep our heads 
down. He must have thought he was on H.M.S. Glory playing basketball. 
Being wicket keeper for the staff my life was in some jeopardy and I 
found it was necessary to make a couple ejaculations as he sent fast 
“yorkers” down. And so 20 runs down we went into our second innings. 
By this time the pangs of hunger were upon us, yet those runs had to be 
got! John O’Brien did much better this time, assisted by slogger Jimmy 
Florio. Already our runs were mounting and their bowling was less 
menacing. Mr. Loverman and Mr. Lawrence showed the young “guns” 
what men of their age could do. Mr. Dill showed his hidden talent by 
knocking up a couple of fours. With twenty runs past our target our final 
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batsmen went on to make sixty. A point about the last two. Father and 
Mr. Reilly between them put up a fine show of batsmanship, achieving 
the highest score. At least Father did! He was the Dennis Compton of the 
day, scoring over 20 runs. Well done, Father! 

After tea and Benediction the boys had their second innings. Their 
wickets fell fast. Between Father and Mr. Lawrence these two took 
75% of the wickets. The innings took about half an hour. The staff 
being victorious. Indeed it was a grand game and immensely enjoyed 
by everyone. It was a great pity that some of the lads at home and in 
Germany could not be here. I hope my simple report will bring your 
thoughts nearer to all who keep you in their thoughts at St. Mary’s Farm. 
On behalf of all the boys who played I say thank you to Father, Mr. 
Dill and Mr. Loverman and all who helped to make it such an enjoyable 
afternoon. And so as your Sports Reporter I sign off and send best wishes 
to all our old boys wherever they are. 

Be good.
J. W. Johnson

thanKs JohnniE For thE abovE
I know how long it must have taken you to write it. JOHN is our most 
loyal contributor. He has never failed to write a report when I have asked 
him. The last one was over six pages of notepaper. It probably took him 
the best part of an evening. The report is not done for me but for all the 
old boys to bring us closer together, although we are scattered round the 
world.

Here are two addresses I think you may not have:
J/SP. Heffernan P. / SS951121. J538 Mess. HMS Ocean. c/o GPO 
London.
23225365. Trpr. Hughes. MT Troop. HQ Sqdrn. 8RTR. BOAR 16

We are getting a collection of photographs of the family, but there are 
some more to come. What about it, you slow ones? Father is away at the 
moment at Dymchurch with St. Anne’s and they are having wonderful 
weather. Many of you must have memories of Dymchurch. The boys 
from St. Joseph’s are on the Isle of Wight. Father Davis is down with 
them for a week.





   55  

koko eMailS, cont’d

corrine and Bernie,

i can just imagine the pope bragging to the cardinals that he had a good 
sight of you both! Saw Tony larkin yesterday and Michael Monaghan on 
Thursday. alfred cooke jr aka patrick Slevin has also been in touch after 
an absence of a few years. 

look after yourselves.

Josie and John

Hi John,

The pope sends his blessings to you both via me and corrine.

bernie

caroline,

i don’t think i thanked you for my lovely birthday card and the cash – coin 
(Two pounds), so ‘Thank you.’

Josie is very impressed with your work which is indistinguishable from the 
“professional” authors. in fact she considers many books to be inferior 
with hardly any effort made to appeal to the customers when it comes 
to presentation. Josie has been away for a few days for a well needed 
respite. She returns tomorrow and i am rushing around rearranging the 
dust and hanging out the dirty washing.

i miss her but it has given me a chance to catch up with my emails. The 
job i have been working on “Down at the Farm” is taken from a tatty old 
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1950s gestetner rolled off on to rotten copies! Which i had to retype to 
make them anyway respectable for our readers. if i didn’t know what hard 
work you do with all that typing i certainly do now!

Take care of yourself.

John

caroline, 

Far as i am aware irena’s donation was from her own resources and 
has no connection with John o’D or anyone else. yes, of course, i do 
remember Susan Tananbaum and her writings. i do recall stopping at a 
restaurant to join her for coffee.

So pleased that everything has gone so well for you. had a good day with 
Terry yesterday on another of his flying visits. he is always welcome here.

koko as always, caroline.

Josie and John

re: Police enQuiry – St. Anne’S convent, July 2015

reply to emma k hill, Met. police, uk.

hi emma,

although most unexpected it was very nice to chat on the phone 
regarding the above matter. you should have by now received both the 
pDF files we talked about. i do hope you find time to read them (in your 
own time, of course) and would be delighted to know what you think of 
my little story and also “The boys of St. Mary’s”, which i helped with in a 
little way, collating emails roughly over a two year period.

Many thanks.

Terry Mckenna…
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tASmAniA – dAted: 12 AuGuSt, 2015

Michael Monaghan was over here from Tasmania. everything is fine with 
him. although he is over seventy years of age he is still working and tells 
me he loves it. he sees our emails occasionally via his son as he does 
not have a computer. Michael is one of the few who has no regrets about 
being shipped to australia. he has made a success of his life and has 
a lovely wife and family. he has researched and met up with family over 
here and comes over at frequent intervals. i wouldn’t be surprised if he 
were to place an order for a couple of “St. Mary’s boys” books.

The other Michael Monaghan is popping over to see us on Thursday and 
to collect two of “The boys of St. Mary’s” books which i mentioned to 
caroline, previously.

We went to a wedding on Saturday. The family i stayed with in the fifties; 
their son was getting married, and another member of the family has 
bought one of our books.

if John Michael Murray or any of our number were to write a sequel to 
their stories, i feel they will have a “hit” on their hands. each writer has 
their own inimitable style but all have what it takes to hold the reader’s 
interest.

koko.

(Delvin) John Flynn

caroline,

Just a thought! Sex is like a rottweiler. They are fine if kept under control 
but havoc can prevail if control fails. The same with an army. Discipline is 
“key”, but again when they are allowed to run amok it’s all very different. 
For example: in the seventies, the paratroopers, who are a great body 
of men, rioted, and what was to be forever known as “bloody Sunday” 
when they killed thirteen unarmed protesters.

Think on, and koko.

John.
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Hi John and caroline,

Just thought you might like to be updated with regard to our “friends” 
at Diagrama Foundation. as an exercise i thought i’d take a look at 
their “home page”. My first result was: Diagrama’s children’s Services. 
anchorage house, 45-47 high Street, chatham, kent. Me4 4qg. Tel. 
01582 583354.

Diagrama is now listed as the vital record Search though there is no 
additional Tel. number for this service at all. also listed at the same 
address is: Diagrama hassockfield ltd: Diagrama rainsbrook ltd. 
Telephone area code listed for this site is 01582 and is actually for 
Dunstable in bedford despite a Medway Town address under Diagrama 
Foundation. 5th Floor, anchorage house, high Street, chatham, Medway, 
Me4 4le. Tel. 01634 545000. (01634 is a Medway Town area code). on 
site there are lots of photos. even the elusive nathan Ward! Though none 
of the former staff we knew for many years including ian Forbes, who 
John and i met at our meeting at chez Flynn. This site also states that 
Diagrama have moved all their operations to the address above.

John, not sure if you wish to send these updated details to the rest of our 
group, though you will note i have sent this also to caroline.

caroline, i met with your friend Marion last week and she is doing 
remarkably well; albeit, using two walking sticks. She is scheduled to 
move into her new home by the end of the month and as soon as i 
know her address details i will pass them on to you, including her new 
telephone number and email address. really hope your vertigo has gone! 
and things are back to normal. (This could never be said of me, could it!). 
Send my regards to your family. My brother Shaun is making a rare visit to 
the West country and my home, for a brief stop on his way to exeter for 
some work, so that will be nice.

he’s hoping to arrive about 15.30 on Sunday.

cheers for now.

koko.

Terry Mck…



The courage To look back     59

Hi terry,

Many thanks for your email. it is, as you and the rest of the group know, 
very important to keep on top of the activities of Diagrama, including 
nathan Ward. it was our understanding from ian Forbes (cabrini) that 
our records were to be moved to anchorage house in chatham in 2016. 
What prompted this sudden rush? now we need to know the person to 
contact if any member with their families wish to inspect their files. i take it 
John was not consulted as well as yourself by Diagrama of this move?

coram, an unheard of organization, according to elaine brewster, is 
being asked by Diagrama for their advice how they store their records. 
i wonder if this has been carried out or is deemed unimportant enough 
for them to dwindle with results and thus has been dropped since our 
last communication with them ceased. perhaps, John, it might be 
worth trying to contact David Mcguire to find out the contact person for 
accessibility to our records? Where are they now actually stored, if at all.

glad to hear Marion is making progress with her walking sticks. i did write 
a while ago but as yet, no response.

antony hayman emailed and he thoroughly enjoyed the book, now on 
loan to his neighbour.

Take care.

koko.

caroline

Hi caroline,

i will chat to John later to see if he wants to find out who our contact will 
be. if not, i will check. not too bothered about ian Forbes whereabouts 
because i really didn’t trust him anyway, as you know.

Will let you know what i find.

Marion did say she had received your letter and i think as soon as she 
has moved in she will write to you. i now have “The boys of St. Mary’s” 
on ebook. younger brother Shaun did pay me the promised visit on his 
way to exeter yesterday (Sunday), his first visit here in a decade. he was 
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very interested in the size of the flat and the two bedrooms. So that was 
nice!

koko

Terry Mck…

terry,

it sounds as though ian Forbes may have disappeared from the scene at 
Diagrama; perhaps due to the distance to travel from purley to chatham. 
if he was the link to accessibility of our records, who then do we contact 
if there is no phone number? it appears no-one from cabrini has joined 
Diagrama at this new address.

John emailed pictures of some of the group at a reunion yesterday at 
gravesend. everyone looked good and well dressed. Wish i had been 
able to attend.

koko.

Take care.

caroline

Hi John & Josie,

hope your stay in Wales was a pleasant one. Just to let you know i 
recently purchased the book “The boys of St. Mary’s” and hope to 
receive it in time for christmas. i am not expecting my name to be 
mentioned but no doubt there will be much else of interest to read from 
former pupils.

Merry Xmas and a happy new year to you both.

love.

patrick and Dawn

response: 

i hope you enjoy the book. caroline has accomplished a difficult task of 
marrying up stories and emails of our time at St. Mary’s, gravesend.
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We wish you and Dawn a happy christmas.

koko.

Josie and John

John,

hmmm… a thought came to me. Does anyone remember a boy called 
Michael Spragg? at some time in the 1950s he left St. Mary’s and went to 
canada. i think he was adopted by a family there. i have no idea if he was 
an incomer from another residential home or if he began schooling at St. 
John’s.

apologies, John, i haven’t yet made that call to you. it may be an age 
thing? i must write myself a note.

koko.

regards to you and Josie.

Michael Monaghan

michael,

The name sounds familiar but i can’t remember about him leaving for 
canada. Does anyone remember Douglas carol? his mother turned 
up and took him to the uSa. i remember Sister anthony when we were 
about nine years of age reading a letter to all the class (all letters were 
opened and censored) from Douglas’s mother. She asked in the letter 
what food he liked. Did he want one or two pillows. This left us all with 
our jaws dropping. What was this thing called “choice”? We got what we 
were given and as they used to say “like it or lump it.”

(Delvin) John Flynn

Hi All!

hope you will forgive me for sending a joint email to you all but i just 
wanted to wish you (and anyone who knows me in the koko group) a 
very happy christmas and all the best – especially good health – in the 
new year.
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koko.

Take care and keep up the good work.

irena lyczkowski

irena,

lovely to receive your christmas greetings and much acceptable to our 
group who, through John, also sent the same message to wish everyone 
a happy christmas, good health and happiness in the new year. To 
keep in touch with us means a great deal to those who have met you and 
who know you fully understand how important it is for us to “protect our 
own family” and support each other in every way. The camaraderie with 
the group is second to none. We are lucky with John still at the helm. 
Terry continues to upgrade his files, should we decided to do a sequel to 
“boys”. although i have not yet put the idea to John i would like to hear 
stories of when the boys left St. Mary’s to begin a new life of their own. 
They must have some unique experiences to share.

i hope you are keeping well and enjoying your new environment in 
london.

My best to you and your family at christmas and the new year, 2016.

god bless.

caroline, canada

Hi delvin,

Wishing your group a happy christmas and a good new year.

i read all the emails, with interest.

koko.

regards.

Tony ledger

tony,

Thanks, and a very happy christmas to you!
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koko.

See you soon.

John

John,

your comment re: choice epitomizes our situation chez St. Mary’s. Do 
you remember Mrs crundle? (have probably misspelled it?) With the 
benefit of hindsight she resembled the grandma character in the giles 
cartoons. She was responsible for general sweeping stairs and corridors. 
a somewhat foreboding person.

have a super christmas. My thoughts go to those unfortunates in 
cumbria.

glen

Glen,

it was Miss cromwell and she travelled to the school each day from her 
home in Singwell road, gravesend. you have got it right about her being 
in charge of the cleaning.

have a happy christmas, glen.

(Delvin) John Flynn

Greetings From John

happy christmas To St. Mary’s boys group.

Josie and John

dear John and Josie,

here’s a snapshot of roger Simmons and Tony larkin.

Speak later.

ann
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Ann,

That’s our Tony! Tony was a tad older than me and when we left St. 
Mary’s he used to return and treat me to the cinema. he doesn’t 
remember his kindness or was he being just modest.

historians generally retain information.

koko

love,

J.

GreetinGS From AuStrAliA

We wish you and Josie and your family a happy christmas. 

greetings to all the St. Mary’s boys group.

best Wishes for the new year.

pat and Mavis heffernan

Hello John and Josie,

lovely greetings from pat and Mavis. 

canada too sends all the very best for the new year and wishes them 
and all our group of writers, health and happiness in the coming year.

The shore fires in australia i trust, are now under control. The news here 
did not quote which part of australia was experiencing these dreadful 
fires.

hope everyone is well.

caroline

Hello caroline,

The recent bush fires on christmas Day were along the coast in victoria, 
about 30 miles from us. The fires are in dense bush land and will probably 
burn for weeks as they are hard to access. luckily no lives were lost but 
116 homes were destroyed.
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best wishes to everyone.

pat and Mavis

Pat and mavis,

i take it whilst you are concerned for those who lost their homes in the 
fire, you and yours are safe?

i haven’t heard from Tony blanchfield for some time but since he is 
hundreds of miles away from you and victoria State, living in queensland, 
he is not only safe but i hope had a very happy christmas.

Tony, as you know, enjoys the simple life, fixing his boats and toughing 
it with his like-minded friends. Michael vaughan visited this country a 
couple of years ago, calling on Tony larkin but he has not made contact 
since. i wonder if he gets our emails?

rob and Sue Tyrrell contact us on Skype from Western australia. rob 
went over there as a mere 10-year-old so can’t have too many memories 
of St. Mary’s. Then there are the Monaghans living in Tasmania, so you 
might say we are reasonably well represented in australia land!

koko

John F

John,

Firstly, this message is priceless! i believe the writer’s description of the 
lady in black who worked at St. Mary’s was the same person who gave a 
young John Michael Murray the job of cleaning the stairs, and was always 
regarded as a grumpy old soul.

actually, going back a few eras, i remember my husband’s grandmother 
always wore a long black dress over which was a pristine starched 
white apron. This lady held me in awe throughout the time i knew her 
and despite being a miner’s wife, was the ultimate in stretching a pound 
or two on a pittance of a wage. not many of her breed today know the 
meaning of maintaining a good home or how to feed a family. Somehow, 
worldwide, we have all gone “to pot”.

as a child i remember being up at the crack of dawn, to attend mass. 
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often the St. anne’s girls nodded off during the service, only to be 
sharply poked in the back and told ‘pay attention’, by a nun. if we coyly 
stretched our necks to look at the St. Joseph’s boys sitting on the other 
side of the aisle in the church, also bleary eyed, we noticed the hand of 
one of the brothers come smack-down on their heads. Such were the 
past joys of attending mid-night mass.

i know Terry is filing all emails from the group. 

Take care as always.

koko

l & h’s to you and Josie.

caroline

John,

your message was compelling with regard to Tony larkin. in the analysis, 
it is each to his own; although many of us often fail in religious events 
we do still care deeply about what our childhood upbringing taught us. 
To survive the many hurdles we needed to cross in our adult years had 
we not been given this advantage i cannot begin to imagine where or to 
whom we would turn, in time of need, without our religious training. it is 
a subject of thought for all time. personally, without the guiding hand, i 
firmly believe i could not have achieved all i aimed for, to ensure a better 
life.

With l & h’s.

caroline

Hi John & Josie,

interesting to read your email re: photo and Tony larkin. Do you know the 
history behind it? The only recollection i have of a photo and Tony larkin 
is the one of pious Xi. are we on the same track?

love to you both and a happy new year.

pat Slevin
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Pat and clare,

There was a picture i think that was discovered on a market stall of a 
pope (pious the Xii, i think) and inscribed on the picture was a blessing 
to the children and cares of St. Mary’s. Tony knows all the details but as 
i have mentioned previously he isn’t on the internet so communication is 
slow. They don’t call the post “snail mail” for nothing! actually, the post 
isn’t too bad, but it can’t compete with email.

happy new year to you and yours.

koko.

Josie and John

John,

This one is totally priceless! have not had breakfast yet. i think i should 
stop writing to restore laughter and energy.

i do hope Terry is keeping a record of this one for the book?

koko

l & h’s.

caroline

December 31, 2015
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MeMorieS oF ST. Mary’S, graveSenD

by PatriCK hEFFErnan

When I think back to the Nuns, the Sisters of Charity at Gravesend, I 
always remember the saying we used to have: The Sisters of Charity 
had no mercy and the Sisters of Mercy had no charity. It wasn’t true of 
all the Sisters. However, I do very much recall that Sister Gerard had 
a straight right and left Muhammed Ali would have been proud of. I 
know this as they were aimed at me once or twice. Sister Gerard was the 
only Nun I could never get along with. It may be just a coincidence that 
her dislike of me started a few years before she was appointed as Sister 
Superior of St. Mary’s, Gravesend. It was at the time when a previous 
Sister Superior Catherine (or Vincent, I am not too sure of the name) 
was moved to the head office of the Sisters of Charity in London. Sister 

A very proud Pat Heffernan (centre) January 2016.
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Catherine (or Vincent), along with (I believe) Father Baker came into the 
junior refectory when we were having a meal. They were accompanied 
by our beloved Sister Patricia and Sister Gerard. We had never seen Sister 
Gerard before that day. It was put to us by Father Baker we were to have 
a new Reverend Mother and were asked who we wanted in that position, 
Sister Patricia or Sister Gerard. All of the boys in unison screamed out 
Sister Patricia. I along with some of the other boys started to bang on the 
table with our mugs and spoons chanting, we want Sister Patricia. It built 
up quite a crescendo. I recall most vividly seeing Sister Gerard glaring 
at me as she left the room. She never took her eyes off me. Never in my 
wildest dreams did I realize that in two years Sister Gerard would end up 
as the Reverend Mother. Just my luck!

One really horrible experience I can still remember quite clearly, is 
when I was about eight or nine. I was sent for from the playing yard at 
St. Mary’s and told to go up to the dormitory and change into my Sunday 
best clothes. I was escorted by one of the Nuns to the reception room 
because, as I was told, my mother had come to visit me. I always had 
a good memory of what my mother looked like from a couple of visits 
to me at Liphook and in Baldock. As I entered the reception room the 
Reverend Mother was standing with a woman who I immediately said 
was not my mother. It was realized there was another Patrick Heffernan 
at the school and it turned out to be his mother. I was sent back to change 
and to return to the yard with the other boys. It was very disappointing 
and that moment has remained with me even today. This type of event 
was not unusual at St. Mary’s, with a number of parents turning up 
occasionally out of the blue to see their sons.

aFtEr st. mary’s

My exist from St. Mary’s turned out to be a very big disappointment for 
Reverend Mother Sister Gerard. Long before my departure another boy 
William Gillespie, for reason unknown to me, was expelled for crimes 
he was supposed to have committed and was sent to St. Joseph’s in 
Orpington, run by the Irish Brothers. We were reminded time after time 
by Sister Gerard and one or two of the other Nuns that Gillespie cried 
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and begged not to be taken from St. Mary’s to St. Joseph’s, Orpington. 
(There was a strong possibility there were no witnesses to the “crime” 
alleged by Father Baker and Sister Gerard.) It was used as an attempt 
to strike fear into us boys, or me in particular. There was no love lost 
between Sister Gerard and myself, as I explained earlier.

I have obtained copies of letters written between Sister Gerard, 
Canon Arbuthnott and Brother Euseblus as well as of all people, Mr. S.A. 
Bray. At the time Mr. Bray was headmaster of St. John’s, Denton (until 
he did a midnight bunk to Australia with his family). It was alleged he 
helped himself to a large amount of school funds. These letters showed 
that plans were well in advance for me to go to Orpington. 

On the day of my departure I was instructed to go up to the dormitory 
and to collect any personal things I possessed. Nothing, but my Sunday 
clothes and boots! Then I was to join Sister Madeline and David Jordan 
in the back of Father Baker’s jeep (CAN 161). The main reason for this 
was so they could witness me doing a Gillespie – begging, crying and 
pleading not to be removed from St. Mary’s and taken to Orpington. I 
was never told I was being transferred to Orpington. I just guessed! I 
had even worked out the presence of Sister Madeline and David Jordan 
had been included. History was repeating itself regarding Gillespie. I 
fully remember when it came to the time to leave for me and the escort 
party. If looks could kill Sister Gerard would have had me hung drawn 
and quartered there and then. Not once did I give them the satisfaction of 
crying, begging or any other emotions. In fact on arrival at Orpington, I 
recognized a couple of the boys from a previous trip to Dymchurch and 
gave them a cheery hello. 

Like Queen Victoria, Sister Gerard was not amused. Dear old Father 
Baker put his arm round my shoulder, shook my hand and told me 
to look after myself. The two years I spent at Orpington were a good 
experience. I, like all the other lads, got into trouble. Sometimes I was 
caught, but the Brothers were always fair and firm. In 1954 I left to go to 
Bletchingly to try farming at Underhills Farm in Surrey. I loved the farm 
and Bletchingly but right from the start I had reservations concerning 
spending my life being a farmer. I had for many years a desire to go to 
sea. I wasn’t overly keen on farm work in the middle of winter with snow 
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and frost about. Getting up at 4am. to round up the cows and taking them 
for milking and cleaning up after they had been turned back into the fields 
or yards. After breakfast there were all the other chores which needed 
to be done. Depending on the season, it could be ploughing the fields, 
sowing seeds, digging up potatoes and bagging them, or loading bales 
of hay or straw and stacking them. Also there was the market garden to 
learn and attend to, mostly in the large greenhouse controlled by Mr. Jim 
Loverman. A very good friend of Canon Arbuthnott, Mr. Jerry Dill was 
the house manager and superintendent. He and his wife looked after the 
house and controlled us lads. There was also a large pig sty which took 
a lot of looking after.

After several months of training in all facets of basic farming, Jerry 
Dill and Canon Arbuthnott arranged for the boys to be sent out to various 
farms in the country for full time employment. I was sent out to a farm 
in Mayfield, Sussex. It was owned by a former Colonial civil servant 
who had spent a considerable number of years in India. His name was 
Alistair Cecil Roy Cuncliffe-Mitchard. The big problem with this man 
was, I think, he considered he was still living in India and the farm staff 
were his sepoys, to follow his orders. As a 15-year-old I found it very 
difficult to accept working 14 hours a day, six and a half days a week, 
for a few shillings. In the end I visited Canon Arbuthnott at Underhills 
Farm, informing him I had no interest or desire to be a farmer and wished 
to join the Navy. Canon Arbuthnott arranged for me to go and live at 
the hostel in Blackheath, from where I signed on for the Navy in the 
recruiting office, just up the road from the hostel, in December 1954.

On the 17 February 1955 I became a sailor in Her Majesty’s Royal 
Navy. Hello, Sailor!

morE mEmoriEs oF st. mary’s, gravEsEnd

One of the enduring memories I have is the number of times I climbed 
the wire fence around the play yard alongside Glen View. Some of us 
would sneak into the section nearby, which was an orchard and where 
Father Baker kept his bees. We called it “scrumping” and used to place 
any apples and pears down the front of our shirts. One time after having 
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a good “scrump” I was caught by a fairly new, very tall Nun, whose 
name was Sister Catherine (we previously had another Sister Catherine) 
who was on guard duty. She took me by the ear and marched me down 
to the school to Sister Gerard’s office and reported me. I was then made 
to kneel down on the concrete floor outside the office. I ended up there 
for about three hours. Every now and then Sister Gerard would check on 
me. If she caught me sitting on the floor and not kneeling I got a whack 
on the ears.

I even still smile when the memory comes to me. All because Sister 
Catherine had not observed on the way down from the school yard, I had 
managed to lob some of the apples and pears into the shrubbery near the 
path; she was always unaware that I had any fruit at all. I had broken the 
rules by climbing out of the yard and had to be punished. When I was 
handed over to Sister Gerard I still had a number of apples and pears 
down the front of my shirt, which neither of the Nuns noticed. 

I spent most of the three hours enjoying eating my ill-gotten gains.

othEr mEmoriEs

Another big coincidence in my life was in 1969. I met and got engaged 
to a young lady who was travelling back to Australia after visiting 
relatives in England. When she was a young girl, her family had moved 
to Australia. I wonder if any of the lads can recall a Nun with the name 
of Sister Genevieve, some time after 1953. I believe she did two spells 
of duty at St. Mary’s. I first met Sister Genevieve in late 1969. I drove all 
the way from Gravesend (where I had a flat) to Liverpool, to meet her in 
the Convent the Nuns owned. Also, there was Sister Madeline. The big 
coincidence was that Sister Genevieve was the aunt of the girl to whom 
I became engaged. Her father was one of Sister Genevieve’s brothers. 
The two other brothers also lived in Melbourne. Both were lawyers. One, 
Percy, was a solicitor and the other, Peter, was a Queen’s Counselor.

Seven years later, we divorced, and had major legal battles in the 
Family Court over custody and access to our daughter.

I remarried to a good one!
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The Skylark on WinDMill hill

by John miChaEl mUrray

Old legs, tired legs, legs that had known better times took me slowly 
along the red dusty path to the foot of a small hill where the cemetery 
lay. The Australian sun was doing its best to dissuade me from making 
the climb, but I had come this far and I could not and I would not be 
beaten. I had made a promise to Chris over sixty years ago on a cold 
day in January 1953 we would meet again one day, and today was that 
day. Clutching a bottle of water in one hand, gripping my walking stick 
with the other, I inched slowly up the hill. The heat, the climb, and the 
old age conspired to exhaust the remains of what energy I had left. The 
cemetery was small, just a few crosses and headstones, most uncared for, 
no flowers, only weeds and red dust. Here Chris was buried.
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It had been a long journey, one that I had made many times in my 
mind and now it was over. I left a cold England in February, a long 
uncomfortable flight. Chris had come by ship, with hundreds more 
orphans to be settled in the schools, the orphanages and the homesteads 
of this vast country. I wanted to go, but for reasons unknown to me at the 
time I was left behind. Finding Chris’s grave was not easy, but find it I 
did. A simple wooden cross with a faded epitaph was all that was left of 
his life. “Chris Chapel, August 1943 – 19 July l964”. I tidied the grave 
the best my arthritic hands would allow, then rested on a convenient old 
log. 

‘Hello, Chris, I kept my promise. I got here as soon as I could, please 
forgive me for taking so long. I had difficulty finding you. I asked the 
Nuns in the orphanage at Gravesend but they would not tell me. As I 
grew older I contacted the Church, the Salvation Army and Social 
Services. I’ve lost count of the number of people to whom I wrote; they 
were unwilling to give me any information regarding what happened to 
you. I know now it was a shame that kept them silent. I eventually found 
you, thanks to the Internet, and here I am. Over the years I often thought 
of you, wondering what you were doing, whether you liked Australia. I 
read that a lot of you were badly treated. I hoped you were not one of 
them, you had enough bad treatment in Gravesend. When I learned of 
your death I was so sad. I lit a candle and said a prayer for you in the 
local church just in case nobody else had.’

I took a sip from what remained of the water; the heat and the dust 
were drying my throat.

‘Can you remember the time we sneaked out of the playground and 
went to Windmill Hill to find bird nests? It was a lovely sunny day, we 
ran up the hill through the long grass making as much noise as eight-
year-old boys were capable of. The tall grass stinging our bare legs. We 
wore grey shorts, long trousers were forbidden, and we were a long way 
off that. We rolled in the grass, having pretend fights, then we would 
chase each other. I could never catch you, you were a better runner than 
me. When we were tired, we sat and ate our jam sandwiches we pinched 
from the kitchen and drank lemonade made with sherbert powder in an 
old Tizer bottle.
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‘We counted the ships on the Thames where there used to be dozens, 
lots of Navy boats, but there’s none now. The hospital ship is still there. 
We were told when it was flying a yellow flag somebody had “yellow 
jack” whatever that was. We searched in the bushes for bird’s nests. I 
know now it was wrong but it was good fun at the time and we did 
learn a lot about birds. Can you remember watching the soldier with his 
girlfriend lying under a blanket?

‘You said they were ‘doing it,’ though we did not know what ‘doing 
it’ was.

‘He heard us giggling and chased us. When he caught up with us he 
offered a sixpence each if we would go away and not bother him. We felt 
rich! We could see the Orphanage from the top of the hill. It’s not there 
now; it was knocked down and they have built houses. When we heard 
the Angelus bell ringing we knew we had to go back. We walked through 
the tall grass, slowly, then we saw it, the Skylark, our first Skylark. It 
rose from the ground and started singing, getting higher and higher, all 
the time singing. 

The higher it went, the louder it seemed to sing, even when it was 
just a little black dot high in the sky it was still singing. We lay on our 
backs, shielded our eyes from the sun and watched it until we could not 
see or hear it anymore.

‘You said, ‘It was like a soul going up to heaven.’
‘Years later, when I took my grandchildren into the countryside, 

every time we heard a Skylark I would tell them it was Chris going to 
heaven.

‘We were late back and got caught by Sister Louise who gave us 
the cane for sneaking out. We didn’t care; we had seen the Skylark and 
we each had sixpence. Soon you went away. In January 1953, they took 
you to Australia. We both cried and promised to see each other again. 
The Nuns put you on a coach with the other boys and the last I saw of 
you was through the coach window. That night I looked at your empty 
bed and cried myself to sleep. The next morning we were taken to the 
upstairs dormitory and told to look out of the window and wave. There 
was a ship, moving slowly down the Thames and out to sea. We watched 
until it got smaller and smaller and just like the Skylark, it was gone.’
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I sat, head bowed, along with my thoughts, saying long forgotten 
prayers from my Catholic past. 

The peace was ended, replaced by the sound of a strong Aussie 
voice. ‘You OK, mate?’

I looked up before answering. ‘Yes, thanks, I’m fine.’
‘What yer doing up here? I heard yer talking and by the sound of yer, 

you’re a long way from home.’
I looked at him, unsure whether to answer, but I did.
‘I’m fulfilling a promise to a friend. That’s his grave.’
‘You sure, mate? That’s my granddad.’
He took off his hat and wiped his brow, revealing a head of fine 

blond hair, his eyes were a striking blue, the image of Chris.
‘You look like him,’ I said.
‘Did you know my granddad?’
‘Yes, many years ago, in a different time and a different place.’
’Look, mate, it’s getting late. I’ve got my truck at the bottom of the 

hill, let me give you a ride back to town.’
‘Thank you, that would be most kind,’ I replied.
I took one last look at the grave and after a whispered ‘Goodbye, 

Chris, see you soon,’ we left the cemetery.
‘Fancy a beer, mate, you look done in? I know somebody who would 

like to meet you.’
It had been a long day and I was tired but I felt I could not refuse the 

offer. I’ll never pass this way again. 
‘Good on yer, mate, it’s not far.’
A twenty-minute drive took us to a homestead. Compared to others 

I had seen on the way, this one looked substantial, stone built and 
surrounded by a well-tended garden.

‘Come in, mate, have yourself a seat.’
I was thankful for the coolness of the room and the comfort of the 

leather armchair he offered me.
‘Let me get you a beer.’
I heard him shout, ‘Dad come here, I’ve got someone I’d like you to 

meet.’
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He returned with three beers and a man, judging from his blond hair 
and blue eyes, who was his father.

‘Dad, I met this gentleman up at Granddad’s grave, says he knew 
him.’

He moved towards me, hand out ready to shake mine.
‘Hello, mate, you knew my dad?’
‘Yes,’ I said, feeling the firmness of his handshake. I could tell he 

was suspicious; perhaps not trusting me.
‘I’m George, this is my son Chris, named after his granddad.’
‘What’s your name, mate?’
‘Just call me Mike,’ I said.
The two of them looked at each other, surprise clearly showing on 

their faces.
‘Drink your beer, Mike, and let’s talk.’
I began to tell them all I knew of my friend Chris, how we had spent 

six years together in an orphanage in Gravesend. The atmosphere became 
more relaxed as I spoke. I declined another beer and carried on talking, 
answering their many questions.

‘Do you know when Chris was born ’cause we don’t?’ George asked.
‘The third of August 1943, two days before me; he used to tease me 

because he was the older. We went to the orphanage at the same time 
when we were about three-years-old. I came from a Home in Brighton; 
nobody knew where Chris came from. The Nuns told Chris he was found 
in a chapel with a note attached to him saying his name was Chris so they 
called him “Chapel”.’

Their interest never waned, finding more questions to ask, wanting to 
know everything. I had to remind them I was an old man now and some 
memories fade.

‘Tell me about Chris here in Australia,’ I asked.
George began by saying he knows nothing of his father other than 

he worked at this cattle station. ‘He was taken on for the annual round 
up as they were short of hands. He was young, fit and a good worker. He 
had a young wife who was pregnant at the time. They kept themselves 
to themselves, living in one of the shacks. The other hands liked him 
and thought he was a ten pounds Pom looking to make a new life over 
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here. They know nothing of what you have told us. Anne – his wife and 
my mother – died in childbirth. Chris was killed some days later when 
the truck he was driving hit a tree. I was four weeks old at the time.’ He 
paused before continuing. ‘The station owner and his wife adopted me. 
They couldn’t have children of their own so I grew up here. When they 
died I inherited the station. They told me what little they knew of Chris, 
but until now he had always been a mystery. I thank you for what you 
have told us.’

Chris spoke, looking directly at me. ‘When I found you at the 
cemetery you were talking to your friend. What were you saying?’

‘Steady on, Chris,’ said his father. ‘What sort of question is that to 
ask?’

‘That’s all right,’ I said. ‘I was reminiscing of our time together, the 
fun we had and the sadness of our parting.’

They listened in silence as I told them about our time on Windmill 
Hill. George motioned with his head to his son, who left the room. On 
his return, he was holding a folded piece of paper. It was well-thumbed 
and carried the signs of age. He handed it to me. 

I looked at them both. ‘What’s this?’ I asked.
‘You might like to have it,’ said George.
Slowly I unfolded the paper, my hands were shaking, my eyes 

watered, as I looked at the simple child-like drawing. There we were 
together. Chris had drawn a picture in pencil, a hill marked “Windmill 
Hill”, two matchsticks figures, one marked “Mick”, the other marked 
“Me”. Above them was a bird with the word “Skylark”.

“Drawn by Chris Chapel” was written across the bottom. 
He had not forgotten. I could rest now!



80  

liFe aFTer ST. Mary’S

by antony hayman

rEtUrning From thE hosPital

My mother and sister Freda whom I had not seen for six years, met me at 
Ashford Station. At that time I was on crutches which I soon abandoned. 
My first job was at a cycle warehouse but due to shortages this soon 
closed. Next job was in a factory making ploughshares. Being brought up 
by the good Sisters of St. Mary’s, I was totally unfamiliar to the industrial 
language used. When I told my mother she took me away from there and 
instead sent me to work in an hotel on the seafront of Folkestone. Shortly 
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after I left the agricultural factory it was bombed and most of the men I 
had worked with were killed.

Fate works in mysterious ways, doesn’t it?
Folkestone was being heavily shelled by the big guns across the 

Channel so we were constantly having to retreat to the cellars. I was 
front-of-house porter and part of my job was to wait on customers, taking 
drinks orders and hoping for tips. This, despite my Italian heritage, proved 
much too servile for me and I looked for a change. One happening which 
hastened my departure was concerning an Army Officer. Remember 
my Catholic upbringing had taught me nothing about sex so when the 
Captain said there was something wrong with the toilet, unthinkingly, I 
followed him in. Well, he then patted my bottom!

What instinct took over I have no idea but I shot out of there like a 
bullet out of a gun. I went down to the basement and refused to come 
back up, much to the amusement of the staff and customers.

I wrote to my brother Tom and he answered to come and live with 
him in Surrey. There he managed to get me in a factory making part of 
a mortar bomb. This was night work so I bed swapped with my brother 
who was a Head Dairyman. 

This I did for about six months until I fell out with the Foreman. This 
rascal was having an affair in work time with a married woman whose 
husband was abroad in the Army. There was a caravan in the grounds 
where these two would go off to for their assignations. Part of my work 
was to get a long steel tube from the far end of the factory to cut up 
to form part of the mortar bomb. Putting this tube on my shoulder like 
Laurel and Hardy, I swung round and put one end right through the Time 
Clock glass.

The married woman was passing at the time and I said to her ‘now 
I’m in trouble.’ Whether she misheard what I said I don’t know but she 
reported me to the Foreman who then threatened to beat me up. Being 
a Hayman I took up a heavy spanner to defend myself and he hurriedly 
backed off. The upshot of that was a meeting in the office and I resigned. 
More of this later.
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london

Now where was I? Oh, yes, I was in London, wasn’t I?
I have to admit I was happy. I was treated like one of the large Italian 

family and Uncle Johnny, my employer, even gave me Birthday and 
Christmas gifts. Towards the end of my time there, when the War in 
Europe ended and Opera had resumed at Covent Garden, I was treated to 
a box all to myself to see and experience my first opera, Tosca.

I was in my seventh heaven.
Unfortunately, a good deed from Johnny resulted in my London 

episode being over. He knew about my osteomyelitis and arranged for 
me to see an Italian Doctor in Soho. This came about because I had 
had my call up papers. I went to my Physical and was given grade four 
because of my leg. The examining doctor asked if my own doctor had 
heard of Penicillin. I relayed this to Uncle Johnny and he arranged the 
aforementioned visit to the doctor. Result: I was sent to the Middlesex 
Hospital in Mortimer street where I was operated on by the brilliant Mr. 
White-Hudson. After two weeks and millions of Penicillin units I was 
cured of a disease I had had since 1940, which also had broken out on my 
left clavicle. However, the Consultant said working in an underground 
kitchen was unwise, so that finished my dead-end job.

I went to stay with my half brother in Newcross. John, who was a 
full Italian, had a vile temper so after a couple of months I went to stay, 
yet again, with my brother Tom in Surrey. I had a couple of jobs there 
before I was sent by the Agricultural board to work in a Garden Nursery 
in Gravesend. So I was back where I started.

I soon went to St. Mary’s and found it radically changed.
I will continue with this story soon.

anothEr movE

I had left the bomb factory so I worked for a month on a farm doing all 
sorts of jobs. Unfortunately my old enemy osteomyelitis reared its ugly 
head and a large piece of dead bone (called sequestrum) decided to try 
and exit out of the side of my right leg. This resulted in a stay in the 
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Redhill hospital and an operation to remove said bone. So it was home 
to my dear mother who promptly dispatched me to London to work in an 
Italian friend’s restaurant in Southampton Row. London was still being 
bombed at this time. 

Perhaps Mother was trying to get rid of me.
Wartime was a very poor time for the catering trade because of food 

rationing so there was the occasional joint of beef or lamb and some 
sort of meat which looked suspiciously like horse meat and was heavily 
disguised as goulash. So I learned very little cooking.

yoUthFUl Passion

On a holiday from work I spent two weeks at home in Maidstone. 
My mother had separated from her second husband and become 
housekeeper(?) to an old farmer. The less said about that, the better.

I was nineteen and she was fifteen. For me it was love at first sight. I 
had gone to see some old friends and when I knocked on the door it was 
opened by this slip of a girl who looked at me with these amazingly clear 
grey eyes. I was lost!

We became friends and went to the cinema a couple of times and 
“snogged” a little, which I found somewhat disconcerting. However, 
things were about to change. 

‘Let me introduce you to my cousin Hazel.’ This innocent remark 
was to have a profound effect on my life for the next six years. Off we 
went to an address in Maidstone, myself being somewhat reluctant. Well, 
I met this cousin and fell immediately in love. It felt like being hit on the 
head with a large piece of timber. I believe the French call it the coup de 
foudre. I remember it so well. Slim as a reed, with lovely honey blonde 
hair down to her waist, Hazel had the most beautiful clear grey eyes. 
Doesn’t sound much does it, but I was smitten.

I was working in London at the time and Hazel lived in South 
Woodford. We went out for about nine months before I was 
unceremoniously dumped for the first time. I discovered by accident she 
had another boyfriend who was in the Army. I recall it vividly; the misty 
London streets and the lamplight glistening on the wet pavement. Many 
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a night I missed the last bus and had to walk home, a distance of some 
five miles. Sometimes in the snow. At one time when crossing back over 
the river to Gravesend, I contemplated suicide but the water looked too 
cold. The madness of first love. 

I will continue this later because it was not by far the end of the story.

liFE in london 

Firstly I was billeted with the family at a house in Mount Pleasant, not far 
from the big Post Office. The air raid sirens were always a noisy presence 
and one evening they sounded about nine o’clock. I tried to persuade the 
family to go into a surface shelter which was right outside the house but 
they said no, so we walked to a large office block opposite the main Post 
Office.

Loud explosions followed which shook the building. When the all 
clear sounded we went back to what little was left of the house and the 
shelter. So I was off to stay with another branch of the family in King’s 
Cross road. There I met Luigi, a boy of my own age, and we became firm 
friends.

After this settled down Uncle Johnny Servini purchased a house in 
Calthorpe Street not far from Mount Pleasant and I lived in there with 
my new landlady who was Auntie Delina, Johnny’s sister. I was very 
comfortable living in the house and I got on well with Delina who was 
a mature lady about fifty-years. While I was there Delina’s brother 
and his family came down from Liverpool for two weeks holiday. His 
two children were Rene and Peter and we soon became good friends. 
Following their return to Liverpool, Rene and I corresponded for two 
years. Rene stayed at Delina’s and we went the cinema a couple of 
times and we were getting on well. Alas, once again disaster struck. 
I remember the scene well. Rene and I were sitting on a settee in the 
basement lounge reading the newspaper. It was all about the first Atom 
Bomb on Hiroshima. It felt like the end of the world had come and then 
for some reason we came together for a kiss. Just at that moment Delina 
walked in and all hell broke loose. You would think we were on the floor, 
naked. Rene was immediately dispatched to stay with another sister in 



The courage To look back     85

Earl’s Court. I only saw her once before the family returned to Liverpool. 
I never saw her again. I have never forgotten that kiss.

London in wartime was still a magical place to me. I visited 
Westminster Abbey, St. Paul’s, Tower of London, Petticoat Lane and 
other historical places. The fact we could have been blown to pieces at 
any time did not worry us. We were willing and care-free.

I left London shortly after V.E. Day. 
I was one of the huge crowd pressed up against the rails of Buckingham 

Palace and there when the Royal Family and Churchill appeared on the 
balcony. Never enough of it, bit like McArthur; I will return.

thE ChErry trEEs

Returning home to Maidstone following my year in Gravesend, my 
mother informed me that she had bought the cherries of two orchards 
in Charing. This was quite a common practice in Kent. There had to be 
someone on guard in the orchards in case of thieves and also to scare 
the birds away. I was elected to do this for a supposed share of the 
profits. I was given a tent, a two-bore shotgun, some cartridges and some 
provisions to keep me going. I had never slept in a tent before, much less 
handled a shotgun. But I was a St. Mary’s boy so I got stuck in. I shot 
and killed rabbits, skinned them and cooked them over a fire. My mother 
appeared at weekends with more supplies.

The foolish part of this venture was that the two orchards were half 
a mile apart, so no sooner had I scared the birds from one site I had to 
run to the other orchard to do the same. A month of this I was worn out, 
but I did sleep well. To add to my woes it was the worst summer weather 
for years so at the end of the day when we picked the cherries, we made 
very little profit; in fact, taking in the cost of cartridges and food we were 
probably out of pocket.

Back home I had to find some employment. I had no qualifications 
and only a sketchy education. My mother prompted me to apply for a 
position with the local Bus Company, which I did. I heard nothing for a 
couple of weeks so I applied for a job at a Stationers and Printers in King 
Street, Maidstone. It was only to pack and dispatch finished print jobs. 



86     caroline WhiTeheaD & koko

I was always a hard and fast worker so I had time on my hands. On the 
same floor where I worked were an old fashioned ruling machine and 
the white paper guillotine. I soon learned all the different types of paper 
used and how to cut them into sizes for the printing machines. So much 
so that Mr. Baker the boss decided to purchase a small hand guillotine 
for me to work on.

I got on very well with the Manager, Mr. Coleman, who more or less 
took me under his wing, as did Mr. Posee, who was the main printers 
cutter. This went on for two or three months until one day the totally 
unexpected happened. Mr. Coleman had an almighty row with Mr. 
Posee which resulted in the latter walking off the job. Utter panic ensued 
because with no guillotine operator, the work would come to a standstill.

Step forward young Hayman, who said, ‘I can do that job.’
My offer was accepted, and I was away. I made a success of the job 

and paid same rate as all the other printers. This included Compositers, 
Machine Operators and Binders. This occasioned a certain amount of 
jealousy because they had served seven years apprenticeships and I had 
not. However, I kept my head down and just got on with the work. So the 
years went on and I eventually became the Paper Buyer, as well.

I will have to leave this story there because I am getting ahead of 
myself.

About eighteen months into the job I had a further problem with 
my leg and was sent back to the Middlesex for a minor operation. I was 
lying in my hospital bed recovering from my operation, feeling sorry 
for myself, when down the ward walked Hazel’s mother. After a brief 
exchange of pleasantries, she asked me if I would mind if Hazel came in. 

Intrigued, I said, ‘Okay.’
Hazel walked down the ward looking absolutely gorgeous and 

my heart somersaulted. To this day I have no idea how they knew I 
was in hospital. I came out of the hospital and stayed with them for 
a brief convalescence and my romance was rekindled. However I soon 
discovered Hazel was still engaged to her soldier boy but wanted to get 
back with me. Why didn’t I think then if she was prepared to cheat on 
one man she would do the same with me. I felt I was in a somewhat 
invidious position. I did not want to give up on the chance of continuing 
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my relationship, particularly as Hazel said she was trying to break off her 
engagement. My head was in such a whirl it never occurred to me I was 
being used for just that reason. I returned to Maidstone and work but I 
continued to go to London every weekend.

Some weeks Hazel came to Maidstone and stayed with her uncle 
and aunt. Our relationship became more physical especially when she 
broke off her engagement. I really thought this is it! What fools we are 
when we are in love. We eventually became engaged much too soon after 
her previous liaison, but I was afraid of losing her again. I will never 
forget the last weekend I spent in London. Everything seemed normal. 
We had been visiting another of her aunts in Wanstead. We stopped for 
a cigarette, and then she told me that she thought it had been a mistake 
to get engaged and we ought to have a break. I was so enraged I simply 
walked away from her. 

She trailed behind me and I heard her say, ‘Nobody will ever say the 
nice things you say to me.’

But I was too upset to listen. I collected my case from her house and 
caught a train back to Maidstone. Three months later my sister Freda 
came to see me at work, bringing with her a work colleague, Gwendoline 
White. Gwen looked very nice and had the cheek to ask for a date. I will 
be honest and say this was not the coupe de foudre of my previous liaison 
but over the next few months our love for each other grew. We have 
been happily married for nearly sixty-four-years, although the shadow 
of Hazel has never gone away. Not long after I had met Gwen I had a 
request from Hazel for a meet. What her intention was I don’t know but 
during the meeting she asked if I had a girlfriend.

I replied, ‘Yes,’ and that was that!
Over the next fifty-years my anger towards her cooled, and certain 

meetings were unavoidable. Her uncle and aunt lived in Maidstone and 
when they died we met in passing at their respective funerals. When 
Hazel’s sister Audrey died at just fifty-two, Hazel phoned to inform me. 
We kept in touch by phone after that and we visited them at their house 
in the Wickford area. I had no intention of visiting Hazel at home but 
feeling “pecked”, I popped into a local pub for a beer and sandwich. Who 
should be laying the table, but Hazel.
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You would have thought she would have said, ‘Hello, Tony, what 
are you doing in the area?’ but no, she looked across the room and said, 
‘Mum’s had to go into a Home.’

She then walked across the room straight into my arms and we 
kissed. I hasten to add this was not the embrace of passion it once was 
but a kiss of deep understanding and sympathy. 

We kept in touch until many years later when she was seventy-four 
and she told me she had terminal cancer. On the day before she died I 
phoned to see how she was. Her voice was low and hoarse and the last 
thing she asked, ‘Do you still love me?’

What does one say to a dying woman who had once been dear to me? 
I replied a little vaguely with a favourite bit of Shakespeare’s Sonnet: 
“Love is not love which alters when it(s) alteration finds, nor bends with 
The Remover to remove”.

Not the best reply in the world, but to reply ‘Yes, of course I do,’ 
would have felt disloyal to my dear wife.

Hazel died the next day.

ChangE nEEdEd

Having worked at Vivish and Baker Printers for nearly sixteen years I 
felt I needed a change. I applied for the position of Shop Manager, when 
it became vacant, but was turned down on the basis I was so good at 
my job I would be hard to replace. Not good. I felt hard done by but I 
soldiered on. During this time the Print Union called a strike so I was 
out of work. I did all sorts of odd jobs to keep the wolf from the door but 
a perverse fate was waiting for me just around the corner. I was taken 
ill with peritonitis and came very close to the “Grim Reaper”. No bed 
available at the Maidstone hospital so I was rushed to the Tunbridge 
Wells Hospital, a very bumpy ride. I survived but was off work for some 
weeks of recovery.

Then one day I was dealing with a paper merchant who advised me 
that an office position had become available with a neighbouring firm. 
I applied and got the job. Not the best move I have made because Mr. 
Smith, the owner, was a very mean man. No overtime pay in the office. 
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Sometimes because I had been “saddled” with the wages, I worked 
eleven hours a day. 

A year after I moved there my son Paul was born. Great joy, but no 
pay rise! We were struggling a bit so when I got home from work about 
six, Gwen would go off to work in a local Pub until eleven. It was a real 
team effort to keep going.

Another thing that happened was the boss’s idea to go into Litho. 
This is a different form of printing which involved plate-making. Litho 
was eventually to take over from the letterpress which had been the 
way since Caxton’s time. So the boss hired a man to join the firm as 
plate maker and machinist. The new machine was installed but the new 
operator reneged on the deal and left us in a fine mess.

Result: I got lumbered with the plate-making as well as my own 
work. Did I get a pay rise because of this? Did I hell! So I devised my 
own method of getting a pay rise. 

Every year the Unions, who were very strong in those days, 
engineered a percentage deal. If they got five percent pay rise so did I, 
because I did the wages. If he noticed it Mr. Smith said nothing. If he had 
I would have said I was still a member of the Union.

Luck then played a part in my life and the Firm, Modern Press, was 
taken over by London Newspaper, South London Press. Mr. Smith left 
and I was in sole charge. My salary doubled and I was given a car and 
five gallons of petrol a week. 

So life went on until the worst tragedy that can happen occurred: we 
lost our son, Paul, to a stupid car accident. Driving too fast into a bend 
Paul lost control and careered into a post. Not wearing a safety belt he 
was flung from the car which turned and ran over him, crushing his chest. 
His girlfriend who was wearing a belt survived, without a scratch.

Lots of couples would have broken up after this tragedy but Gwen 
and I clung together and managed to ride out the sadness.

Several years later the Firm went into liquidation and was no more. 
I eventually retired at sixty-seven; with any luck I will be ninety-one in 
April. Hallelujah!!
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soPhiE

Sleek and glossy as a seal, she was about ten months old. Sophie was a 
cross Labrador/Collie, black as the Ace of Spades. Sophie was not meant 
to be our dog but came to us anyway, and this is how it happened.

Paul had long wanted a dog but with Gwen and I both working, it 
was not a good idea. Paul however was not to be denied. He was then 
about ten-years-old and could read. Not that well but good enough to 
scan the local newspaper.

So I arrived home from work, dead beat as usual. Had my tea and 
settled down to have a look at the paper. The phone rang. Gwen answered 
it. Turning to me she said, ‘There’s some woman on here who wants to 
know when we are going to collect the dog.’

‘Dog, dog,’ I said, ‘what dog?’
Paul, looking somewhat sheepish said, ‘It was me, Dad.’ Not good 

English, but I knew what he meant.
Well, Paul had picked up an ad in the local “rag”, asking if anyone 

could give a good home to an unwanted dog. 
‘Better go and see what it’s all about,’ says Gwen as usual, devolving 

the responsibility to me.
Off Paul and I went to a house on the local Council Estate. Ten 

minutes later we arrived home complete with Sophie, a bowl, tin of dog 
food and the lead. I let the dog loose as soon as we were indoors and she 
flew into the sitting room, ran round, peed on the carpet and jumped into 
Gwen’s lap. That was that!

We had a dog, or to be more correct, a bitch.
‘You don’t want a dog,’ said Mother-in-law, but we kept her anyhow. 

Turned out to be probably the best non-investment we ever made.
First thing to do was to have Sophie spayed, for obvious reasons. 

Sophie was not impressed and when we brought her home she retreated 
to a corner of the lounge and sulked for days. However, she soon settled 
into family life and although Paul insisted she was his pet, inevitably 
she gravitated to the hand that fed her and walked her most of the time, 
Gwen.

Sophie soon established the pecking order. I was the boss and after 
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a bit of training, she obeyed me instantly. Gwen was number two, giving 
due respect, because you don’t bite the hand that feeds you. Not enough 
respect to obey her, however. Paul was treated as an equal, a sort of 
brother. Only Gwen and I were allowed to go near Sophie when she was 
feeding; Paul was warned off in no uncertain manner. Paul played with 
Sophie quite a lot when she was young, succeeding in breaking her tail. 
So for the rest of her life Sophie had a bent tail.

Between our bungalow and next door was a low wall and Sophie 
never attempted to jump over it. But things were about to change. New 
people, Rita and Mick, moved in and Sophie immediately went over the 
wall to make their acquaintance. This was the start of a lifelong friendship 
with Rita which earned Sophie the title “disloyal dog”. We were able to 
go on holiday and leave Sophie with them. Once we did take her on 
holiday to the Norfolk Broads but it proved a disaster. In a hurry to get 
onto dry land she landed in the water and had to be rescued by a passing 
boatman, using a boat hook. Sophie spent the rest of the holiday curled 
on a bunk feeling very sorry for herself.

Sophie’s one fault was that she was greedy and a thief as well. Not to 
mention crafty. Rita would sometimes give Sophie her dinner but when 
she came home she would bark at Gwen to tell her it was her dinner time. 
I have seen her take a sausage roll from the coffee table without breaking 
a stride.

We have many happy memories of Sophie, such as trampling through 
the woods, when Paul was young.

Age of course crept up on her and she suffered badly with arthritis 
and other ailments, so in the end the vet said it would be kinder to let her 
go. When the time came, as it does with all dogs and I had to take her to 
the Veterinary Surgery to be put down, it was a very sad day indeed. Paul 
who had left home by then was in tears, as was Gwen. But as I said we 
have so many happy memories of Sophie and we will never forget her.
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chilD MigranT

by miChaEl gormlEy 

I am a former child migrant, abandoned by my mother and placed in 
a convent at St. Anne’s, Brighton at the age of two. From Brighton, 
probably at about age six, I was whizzed off to an orphanage called St. 
Mary’s in Gravesend, Kent. My memories of England are mixed, some 
frightening and some quite pleasant. One day a Father Stinson visited 
the orphanage and asked me and the other boys if we would like to go to 
Australia. He said there was plenty of sunshine and we would ride ponies 
to school.

Of course I said, ‘Yes.’ Riding ponies to school!
I arrived in Freemantle, Western Australia, on the SS New Australia 

on 22nd February 1953. From Freemantle we were driven on the back 
of a truck to Clontarf Boys Town. On arrival the boys were split up into 



The courage To look back     93

groups; one group went to Bindoon Orphanage and another group to 
Tardun Orphanage. It was a terribly sad and lonely experience; splitting 
us all up. I loved some of those boys and I would never see them again. 

About the third day a group of us boys decided to flee our 
surroundings. We were walking along Manning Road and a truck pulled 
up beside us containing a Christian Brother who remarked, ‘Where are 
you going, boys?’

I think we all responded, ‘Perth, Brother.’
He drove us back to the orphanage without reprimanding us. I know 

one of the boys in the group was Colin Alexander. I don’t know who the 
Brother was.

I spent eight-years in Clontarf and suffered terribly. My brain 
structure was altered as a result of the abuse – sexual, psychological 
and physical. Brother O’Shea was the Principal at the time and Brother 
Doyle, who was my primary caregiver, took the reins from 1953–1959. 
He taught me in my Junior Class; he was also the football coach. He was 
a hard taskmaster but I hold no animosity towards him or any of the other 
Brothers.

One day I was throwing rocks down the piggery. I was about nine and 
my elbow clicked. I imagined I badly bruised it, but felt too much fear 
and shame to report the incident. A couple of days later I was confronted 
by Brother Doyle. He noticed that I couldn’t bend my arm. I was taken 
to the hospital and told I had chipped a bone in my elbow, but nothing 
would be done until I was older. A few years later on when I visited the 
hospital, they informed it could make the arm worse if they operated. 
So since the age of nine I have had an arm which I cannot straighten 
fully, with a bone sticking out of it. I was able to function alright with it; 
football, etc., albeit, at about seventy-percent capacity.

On another occasion I was up in the old vegetable tower looking at 
the graffiti on the wall. I heard footsteps on the stairwell below me and 
this dark figure appears before me; I froze with fear.

It was a Christian Brother.
‘What are you doing up here (tower), Mick? Don’t you know it’s out 

of bounds?’
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‘Just looking at the writing on the wall, Brother,’ I said fearfully.
His response was that I wait outside his room so he could come and 

deal with me. He dealt with me all right, by raping me. Later that night 
he came to my bed in the dormitory and asked me to go to confession. 
The sexual abuse affected me quite profoundly, following in the initial 
shock of the assault. I denied to myself that I had been assaulted.

I also made a promise to my abuser not to mention it to anyone. 
I imagine I tried to suppress the memory of what had happened in 
an attempt to regain my previous stability. I imagine I had shut down 
emotionally, which may have been a shock response to what happened 
to me.

Before the assault started the Christian Brother told me, he was 
going to show me ‘what it was like.’

I imagined it was some sort of association with the graffiti I was 
perusing in the old vegetable tower. Part of me enjoyed the attention I 
received during the assault. Many years later I confronted my abuser and 
was able to express how I felt about the abuse he perpetrated upon me. 
He explained the hell he went through and the fear that one day I would 
confront him.

Later on I felt quite sad. He was a sad man who had his own demons 
to process. I have since forgiven him.

Apart from the abuse, I enjoyed the activities at Clontarf, namely, 
football, cricket and handball. We built the handball courts and every 
opportunity I had, I would play. There was one boy, Julian Gill, with 
whom I played quite a lot, but I could never beat him.

Every morning we would parade on the main quadrangle before 
scrambling off to school. In the winter months we played football on the 
quadrangle; a bunch of socks tied in a ball, which I really enjoyed. In the 
summer it would be cricket. Many of the boys used to keep pigeons – 
Wally Kerkoff comes to mind – and bantams.

Clontarf is situated on the Canning River and some of the boys used 
to go kyleing – a piece of metal shaped like a boomerang, which entailed 
throwing the kylie toward the front of the school of fish, hoping one 
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would meet its maker. I tried it once, unsuccessfully. I know Hughie 
McConnell was quite adept.

Every year we would have a sports carnival – mini-Olympics. 
The boys were split up into four teams named after former Christian 
Brothers. Hefferans, Bodkins, Daleys and O’Connors, and after it was 
all over, most of us would be suffering from horrific sunburns. There was 
no awareness in those days of the dangers of the sun, and skin cancer.

I remember on the weekends, especially in the summer, kicking 
footballs, playing handball, sneaking out of the orphanage to buy 
cigarettes. I also remember the pain, the shame, the loneliness and not 
feeling I belonged. In retrospect, I had split off quite early; a defence 
mechanism against the terror that was locked in my body.

There were lots of other happenings at Clontarf which I don’t think 
appropriate to list here. If anyone was brought up in a Boys Home, 
Orphanages, they would comprehend what I mean. A child needs to feel 
loved; a child needs to be cuddled.

I was kicked out of Clontarf late 1960 and spent the next forty 
years in another dimension, wandering aimlessly around Australia. I 
discovered alcohol, the magic elixir, which gave me temporary relief 
from the pain and fear which permeated my whole being. I couldn’t stay 
in a job for very long. I’ve had over one hundred until I settled down and 
got married. I managed to stay in a government job for nine years. In the 
interim I discovered AA (Alcoholics Anonymous) where I met my ex 
wife, which curbed my drinking but wasn’t effective in dealing with my 
demons.

Thirteen years ago I dropped into a black hole; four months of 
absolute terror. I wanted to end my life, but somehow I reached out to a 
friend who took me to hospital. I had three visits to the hospital in four 
months. I imagined I was in hell.

I imagine I was going through some sort of metamorphosis – mental, 
physical and spiritual. I had been in therapy since 1994, processing the 
terror, anxiety, annihilation from my childhood. My therapy consisted of 
one-to-one with a therapist, group work FOO (Family of Origin Therapy) 
and EMDR (Eye Movement Desensitization and Reprocessing).
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I had a fear I would be locked away but the hospital nurses were 
very supportive. I didn’t seem to have any control over my process. I 
was released from hospital 16th September 2004, but my anxiety had 
only subsided a little. One morning, waking up with my demons, I went 
down on my knees and asked Jesus Christ to have mercy on me and 
forgive me my sins. Over time my anxiety has dissipated and I believe 
(because I was prepared to face my demons) Jesus delivered me from my 
“psychological hell”.
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Unbeaten 1937-38.

Group of St. Mary’s boys.
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John Flynn and Josie’s 
wedding 1966.

Dave Millins’ brother 
Harry on left, John 
Flynn centre foreground, 
and Ronnie Graham.

Irena Lyczkowska, 
John Flynn, Josie and 
Caroline 2013.

John Flynn’s birthday 
with family.
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Terry McKenna with Martha 
Glancy, birth mother.

Terry McKenna 2009 in Kent.

Terry McKenna with adoptive 
mother Kathleen 1985.




