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By Ken Brooke

For any possible reader of this erudite? work I had better 
start with a couple of comments so that he/she will 
recognise the limitations under which it has been 

produced.

Firstly and most importantly it is now about 80 years since 
I became a pupil at the above establishment and it was 1938 
at about this time of the year (Christmas) when I reluctantly 
had to sever my connection with the College.

I have no documentary evidence that I was ever there. No 
reports, no results, and worse no contact with any of of my 
fellow pupils with whom I can reminisce, though some 
like me may have survived the intervening years in reasonable 
health and I would welcome such contacts.

Thus the following offering has been derived conjectured and 
drawn from this memory of mine which fails me on a day to 
day basis, let alone with respect to events which took place 
80 years ago. Further if any of it seems to be a fi gment of an 
old man’s imagination it probably is.

Before I joined CCC I had a rather disorganised and varied 
connection with schools.

I started at about six at a tiny Kindergarten, Netley College, 
which was situated in the acute angled corner formed by 
Mitford and Barkly streets St Kilda and connected with the 
small church at that location. 

After a short stint, I think about a year, my folks thought this 
was unsatisfactory and I passed briefl y through State schools, 
Brighton Road and St Kilda Park then went to Elwood 
Central school up to about grade fi ve until somebody, I can’t 
think who it might have been, thought I could sing fairly 
well and suggested to Mum and Dad that I should join 
the Choir at Christ Church at the top of Acland street hill 
and use the scholarship which went with that to attend CCC. 
The school was a lot nearer our home at fi ve Marine Parade 
and suited us all.

I did this and had a great time there.

Christ Church College:

My Alma Mater and  Me

Christ Church College,  
Acland Street,  St Kilda   Acland Street,  St Kilda   
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There were about 40 pupils at CCC and 
only three teachers, The headmaster Mr 
Hill a tall but stooping angular man 
with light grey hair and pince-nez 
glasses who took the higher grades up to 
the then MERIT standard, a lady 
teacher, the only female among us 
whose name I can’t recall who took the 
younger classes and “Paddy” Martin 
who was the organist at the church,  
our sports and Gym master  and very 
dedicated in this regard. He doubled as 
a teacher at times of need, if my memory 
serves me correctly.

We always behaved well for him as he 
was very accurate with his placement of 
a thin whippy cane if anyone got out of 
line. I must say this did us no harm then 
or in later years despite the current 
concerns about using corporal 
punishment as a means of disciplining 
recalcitrants. 

I was nine or 10 when I joined the 
school and left at age thirteen at the end 
of 1938 when my folks moved us from 
Marine Parade to Head Street Elwood 
at which point I went back to Elwood 
Central for the final preparatory year 
where I was fortunate to win a free place 
at Melbourne High School thanks to 
the excellent teaching CCC had 
provided. (I had covered much of form 
three MHS work at CCC and first year 
MHS was a breeze thanks to Mr Hill.)

Despite our small number we actually 
fielded a Cricket and Football team at 
CCC in season though with very limited 
success due to the spread of ages in the 
two teams.

The hall associated with the church and 
on a corner of the same property was 
used as our gymnasium during the week 
and for Church social and other 
functions as appropriate.

The captain of our school and our 
school sports teams was by comparison 
with the rest of us a strong large lad 
named Alec or Alex Lukey, not sure of 
the spelling. He was quite a good fast 
bowler and batsman and almost single-
handedly responsible for any successes 
we ever had. We all looked up to him of 
course.

As a choir we were very well regarded 
and sang at weddings and other 

functions for which we might be 
rewarded with five shillings or even 
seven and sixpence each on very 
special occasions. After one of these 
our wealthy position was much 
envied by our friends for quite some 
time. (Ice cream cones were a penny 
and liquorice blocks were four for a 
penny).

Of course we were in church twice 
each Sunday for the morning and 
evening services and at least once 
during the week in the evening, 
Thursdays I think, to rehearse the 
following Sundays hymns and 
anthems. 

Our Vicar at the time was one Canon 
Crotty a very nice man though I’m 
afraid his sermons regretfully brought 
me no closer to Godliness.

Apart from the adults in the choir, 
which had one or two very good male 
voices, we had few who could claim 
to be good in an operatic  sense but 
we did have one boy Barry Millane(sp) 
who had a pure and superb soprano 
voice who often sang solo items as 
part of special services such as those at 
Christmas and Easter which in our 
lovely church sounded really great. I 
often wondered whether singing 
became a career for him but of course 
at about thirteen our voices all broke 
and the choir/church no longer had 
any use for us.

My voice returned later as a fairly 
light tenor and I still enjoy a good old 
sing song around a piano or backyard 
barbecue when the opportunity 
presents. Otherwise I’m more or less 
confined to performances in my 
morning shower.

The Thursday night choir practices 
were welcome as it gave us the 
opportunity for some after hours 
anti-social activity. As several of us 
walked home together at about nine 
o’clock after choir practice we would 
sometimes indulge in a bit of door 
knocking then running away. Once 
we spent sixpence or so to buy 
potatoes which we stuffed in the 
exhaust pipes of some cars parked at 
the old Palais theatre. Unfortunately 
we could not stay to watch the result 

continued from page 1
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By Anna Griffi  ths

St Kilda resident Anne Judell returned to her childhood 
neighbourhood a few years ago, after spending 
most of her life interstate and overseas. We chatted 

recently about her memories of St Fintan’s Convent school, 
one of several schools in St Kilda’s one hundred and eighty 
year history, which were founded to fulfi ll a need, then 
faded away as demographics and education practices 
changed. 

St Fintan’s was established by the Presentation Sisters as a 
primary school at 73 and 75 Grey Street, St Kilda in 1925 
catering for boys up to Grade Two and girls to Grade 
Eight. It was one of several fee-charging schools established 
by the Sisters to support children in the parochial schools, 
which were virtually free. 

When Anne started at Prep in 1946, the house at number 
73 Grey Street accommodated three lower composite 
classes and an upstairs lunch room, and number 75 housed 
Grades Six, Seven and Eight in the large reception room, a 
chapel with a big bay window looking over extensive 
grounds, as well the sisters’ accommodation.

Like most children at that time, Anne walked to and from 
school, fi rstly from Mary Street, later from Eildon Road, 
entered through the gate in Grey Street past fl ower beds 
and lawns. 

The houses, built as a complementary pair in 1873, were 
separated by a path and facing entry porches, so movement 

between the two fl owed easily. Behind the buildings were 
cultivated terraces leading to tennis and basketball courts, 
then the big bush block known as The Paddock, now the 
site the St Kilda Adventure Playground. 

Mother Agatha was the head of a staff of about four 
teachers at St Fintan’s, and the convent also housed 
the teachers at Sacred Heart School a few doors down 
Grey Street.

Remembering 
st Fintan’s

but later learned that there was a 
watchman stationed in the car park so 
this was confi ned to a once only 
escapade.

We would use the shelter of the beach 
wall to peep on couples enjoying a bit 
of cuddling-up on the beach and 
when caught be forced to split and 
use maximum speed on different 
escape routes to avoid being caught 
by the angry lovers.

Lunch time at school was a time for 
competitive games like marbles, 
cigarette card fl inging, and cherry 
bobbing. Mentioning these latter two 
will confuse those under 75 but this is 
no place to enlighten them regarding 
the skills aims and results of these 
latter two pastimes. I was coached by 
my dad in marbles and developed 

continued on page 4

what was known as a very fast 
“Knuckle” and left CCC at the end of 
1938 with a substantially large bag of 
marbles.

The following are a few of the names 
I can remember as students:

Gerald Donaghy 
from Shakespeare Grove

Keith Harbord one of our better 
sportsman 

Brian (or Barry) Harrison

Len Carrick

Keith Davenport (or Devonport)

Wally Monkhouse

Murray Dove

Alec Lukey (sp) School captain.

Though in later years my social life 
has  been pretty much an extension of 

my MHS, University and sporting 
activities and still involves the few 
who are still breathing amongst my 
old MHS school friends and sporting 
associates and of course our girl 
friends now wives this was not the 
case with my CCC fellow students so 
I have no long time friends from 
there. Week end  and after school 
activities in CCC days were through 
other unassociated activities so that 
long term friendships and associations 
with my fellow students at CCC 
unfortunately have not resulted. 

As a P.S. our Excellent Choir master 
and church organist “Paddy” Martin 
was so well regarded that he was poached 
by St Patricks Cathedral in Melbourne 
City to become their organist and was 
lost to Christ Church St Kilda.  

Advocate 29 January 1925
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 Advertising, 13 September 1928. Source Trove

Argus 12 March 1928. Source Trove

NEw MEMBERs
We welcome eight new members to the St Kilda Historical Society and 
hope we shall see them at our meetings. 

Andrew Flitman Alice Flitman Yvonne Neerhut
Andrew Mellios Anne Cobham Alessia Crosti
Erica Cervini Michael Kluge

MEMBERsHIP
The committee of the Society is working towards setting up  more effi cient 
processes for paying for membership to the Society which will include 
changes to membership categories and fees. Further information will 
follow when the system is fi nalised.

Anne’s fi rst memory of school was her 
refusal to go in the door because she 
was convinced that the nuns were 
witches, in their long black habits and 
stiff head dresses. Her fears soon 
dissolved, and she describes her seven 
years at St Fintan’s as very happy.  Her 
favourite places were The Paddock 
and the chapel. Both places 
represented freedom, one for active 
and imaginative play, the other for 
peace and serenity. 

The Sisters shared their home with 
the students and exposed their lives to 
a certain extent to their young charges 
in a model of education, which seems 
strange from a contemporary 
viewpoint; Anne recalls their kitchen, 
the laundry and lots of large white 
garments billowing on the clothesline.

Sacred Heart church, as in other 
parishes at the time, maintained close 
contact with the two neighbouring 
schools; students all attended 
Benediction regularly and important 
events were celebrated with joy by the 
whole parish – First Communion 
days in particular.

Teaching methodology was probably 
the same in all schools, the only 
difference being a component of 
religious education at religious 
schools. Anne enjoyed a learning 
environment that was orderly, 
regimented and safe.

I asked Anne about transgressions, 
“getting into trouble”, as we used to 
say.  Just one day, she said, when she 
was so lost in her game up in a tree at 
the end of the Paddock that she did 
not hear the bell, and when 
she eventually returned to her class 
room, she was severely admonished. 
To a small girl, this seemed unjust, 
but to the several responsible adults it 
may have been a strong expression of 

relief after contemplating what 
could have happened to one of their 
charges on the streets of St Kilda, just 
beyond the fl ower beds and the big 
front gate.

St Fintan’s closed in 1974. The 
Presentation Sisters made a valuable 
contribution to life in St Kilda from 
1873, when they arrived at East 
St Kilda from Ireland, until fi nally 
leaving their convent in Grey Street a 
few years ago. 

73 Grey Street remains the 
administrative centre of the 
Presentation Congregation of Victoria 
and 75 is now a private family home.

Thanks to Anne Judell for her 
recollections. 



A decade later saw me 
renting a house in  
St Kilda, with my little 
family. Unlike other 
properties I had rented, 
I was still in this house 
15 years later. When 
I got the notice that it 
was being sold, I was 
devastated. We would 
have to move. It was 
the only home my girls 
remembered. And the 
cat thought it was his house, along with the tree in the 
backyard. What would I do? 

Tess would be an old lady by now, but I could see her 
face and her words were as strong as ever. 

“You’ll know when you belong to a place.” 

Was Tess’s wisdom and knowledge behind the miracle 
that resulted in me buying the house? The miracle of 
good friends and neighbours who helped me scrape a 
deposit together and encouraged me to go for it. 

Over the years, the house was good to us and to 
the many people who passed through. Some were 
homeless, others sad, and some just sharing our lives. 
But it wasn’t just the house. It was the wider area. 

A regular jaunt was to walk along the pier. Sometimes 
we stopped for a drink or an ice cream at Kerby’s Kiosk. 
Often we timed the walk to watch the sunset. Always we 
collected the rubbish that was occasionally left by people 
who did not understand about respecting the land.

One little boy with a physical difficulty that made walking 
an adventure in itself, would regularly ask to ‘go down 
the pier.’ When we reached the part where the path gave 
way to a jumble of rocks, Rick would clutch tightly to my 
hand and clamber valiantly to the end. The rough rocks 
were his Everest. Finally reaching the tip, we would sit 
quietly looking at the city just across the water, listening 
to the clink of anchored boats in the warm evening air. 
Then we would make the epic journey back. Rick would 
glow with the achievement.  

A small boy intuitively knew what Tess had told me years 
ago. He was at one with the rocks and the rocks also 
knew. His legs gradually became stronger. Eventually he 
would walk unaided. 
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By Brenda Richards 

Tess was a Murri. I was a teenager when I met her. We 
worked at the same guest house in Queensland and 

shared a room. Tess was the sweets’ cook and I was the 
new housemaid/waitress. Tess was always immaculate. 
Her skin glowed against her spotless white chef’s coat, 
and her dark curls were always neatly brushed. I was 
skinny and untidy, with my straight hair suffering from the 
ubiquitous perm that left it a frizzy mess.

Tess never complained when I arrived in late at night, 
sometimes a bit the worse for it. Tess herself rarely went 
out. She seemed content with her life. Tess was not 
usually the talkative type, but sometimes after working 
late, she would start to chat. 

She told me about her husband and how important he 
was to her. He had ‘gone walkabout,’ she said. He came 
back every now and then and did some yard work for the 
guest house. 

I told her of my dreams. I would have a husband, children 
and my own house on my own piece of land. I was still 
under the influence of the egocentricity of youth. I never 
thought of what Tess’s dreams might be.

“You think the land will belong to you,” Tess told me, “But 
you should remember, you belong to the land.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she was getting at. Did she 
mean the land owns you? How can that be? And what’s 
that got to do with my having a house?

“You’ll know when you belong to a place. You can feel it. 
A new building doesn’t belong to anyone. It hasn’t grown 
onto the land. After it becomes a home, people and 
animals live in it. Their feelings grow in the house. They 
belong to it. You can feel if a place has had people who 
belong living in it. It’s different when people don’t have a 
feeling for a place. The place knows.” 

This was going over my head, but it seemed important to 
Tess, so I didn’t argue. Tess must have seen that I was 
not taking it in.

“You’ll know. One day, you’ll know. People and land, and 
the things they build on land, are all related, sometimes 
good, sometimes bad. You have to be good to the land 
and to your house and to the people in it. You’re part  
of it.”

I went to sleep, not giving it another thought. My dreams 
were focused on a James Dean look-alike who had just 
checked in.

I wandered the country for the next few years, never 
realizing that I was just inhabiting places, never really 
belonging.

Brenda Richards is an 
award winning short story 

author.  Her stories are 
about St Kilda and its 
characters, from years 
gone by. (See our May 

2016 newsletter for more 
information about Brenda)

The Spirit of The Land

continued on page 6
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Years went by and another small boy regularly walked 
the pier with me. We admired the penguins and the rakali 
and spent a dollar or two at the Kiosk. Like Rick before 
him, the pier became his playground.

Then one night, the kiosk burnt down. Early next morning 
we sat on the sea wall and stared at the smoking ruins. 

A friend had gone.

“I feel so sad,” he said.

I shared his grief. A television crew came passed and 
asked us how we felt.  

“I never thought I’d grieve for a building,” I said.

It was splashed all over the news that night. Did people 
understand? Did we even understand? 

Tess would. Tess always knew. The pier, and the kiosk on 
it was part of our land and we were part of it. I could hear 
her clearly.

“You’ll know when you belong to a place.” 

continued from page 5

‘Murri’ – an indigenous australian from south 
Queensland. there were about 250 different groups 
in australia in the 18th century, each with their own 
language or dialect. now there are less than 150 
languages remaining, many of which are endangered.

‘the worse for it‘– had a few beers.

’gone walkabout’ – an indigenous person who has left 
the city for a while and gone back to the bush. (country)

‘rakali’ – sometimes called a water rat, only it is not a rat. 
it has a bushy tail.

When we first started walking the pier there was no fence 
to keep the people away from the penguins. You could 
walk right to the end. there was no path on the latter 
half, just a pile of rocks.

FEBRUARY 2017 MEETING:  “Play On”
The speaker at our 26 February 2017 meeting  was Robert 
Hess who spoke  about his book ‘Play On” which is about 
women’s league of Australian Rules Football. Robert spoke 
about the earliest roots of women’s football and some of 
the more interesting attire they wore – which must have 
been very cumbersome.  Thankfully, today there are much 
more suitable clothing. He also showed many slides of the 
changes in clothing and many other aspects of the women’s 
game, which is now being enjoyed and will continue to do 
so for many years to come.

MAY BOOK LAUNCH
by SKHS member Maureen Walker 
Sunday 21 May, 12.00pm Uniting Church  
(Corner Chapel and Carlisle Streets)

To celebrate its 140 years the local Uniting Church is 
publishing its history, Campaigns Causes and Commitments:  
The continuing story of the St. Kilda Uniting Church in 
Balaclava and its functioning in its local environment.  
Written by St Kilda Historical Society member, Maureen 
Walker, it will be launched at the Church on Sunday,  
21 May. Historical Society members are most welcome to 
attend the launch, and the earlier anniversary service 
commencing at 10.30am.  The Church’s heritage listed 
organ will be played during both the service and the 
launch.  For catering purposes please reply to Desleigh 
Kent (desleighk@ozemail.com.au, 0413 158 855) or 
Maureen Walker (maureenawalker5@bigpond.com,  
9534 1966).

MAY MEETING: “Glen Eira” 
Sunday 28 May at 3pm, Community Room

Carol Stals, a life member of St Kilda Historical Society, 
and now involved with Glen Eira Historical Society, will 
speak to us about Glen Eira. Do come along and join us to 
hear a very interesting talk.

FILM + TALK + EXHIBITION:  
“Brookes Jetty”
Sunday 18 June at 3pm, Community Room

Historian, actor and playwright, Dr Bill Garner, will show 
a filmed interview with Ken Brooke (b. 1926), whose 
family owned the Boathouse that gives the jetty its name.  
In the film Ken reminisces about the jetty and St Kilda 
when he was growing up. Dr Garner will then talk about 
the role a local history plays in the community campaign 
to rebuild the jetty. 

During the month of June we will auspice a display in  
the St Kilda Library foyer cabinet about Brookes  
Jetty, which was demolished in October 2015 as it was 
considered dangerous after it had been badly damaged  
in a storm earlier that year. However, there are still many  
‘St Kildaites’ who miss the jetty and would like it replaced. 
The photographic exhibition is mounted in association 
with the campaign Bring Back Brookes Jetty.

2017 AGM:  Coming up in August
Our Annual General Meeting will be on Sunday  
13 August 2017 at 2.30pm in the Community Room at 
St Kilda Library.  

wHAT’s ON…


