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Her Majesty The Queen and His Royal Highness

The Duke of Edinburgh will be present

The Governor and Mrs McCaughey

Request the pleasure of the company of

MR AND MRS MCKAY

At a Garden Party

On Thursday 6th March 1986, at 10.00 a.m.

Dress:  Lounge Suit/Day Dress


AN ANSWER IS REQUESTED TO

GOVERNMENT HOUSE
THE AIDE-DE-CAMP ON THE

MELBOURNE, 3004
ENCLOSED CARD

PLEASE PRESENT THIS CARD ON ENTERING

Written by Mr McKay

In 1980

PART 1

INTRODUCTION
I wish to thank all those who have assisted me by supplying most valuable material, thus making my research not quite so difficult. Quite a deal of information has been obtained from very early rolls made available to me from the Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind.

Permission has been kindly given by all folk whose names are mentioned herein. Other information has been obtained from perusing Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind Annual Reports at the Melbourne Public Library.

The book is in no way meant to establish guidelines for the education of the blind. Whilst it is an autobiography, I have had to cover a very wide range of activities not only of my own, but also those of other people. I cherish the fond hope that I may be forgiven if I appear to stray from the original subject. Perhaps the book will serve as a record in years to come of the achievement of many blind folk whose names may perhaps be forgotten or conveniently placed in a not too active memory bank.

All throughout my life I have adopted the ancient maxim "To thine own self be true". Whilst I have been hurt by this golden rule, it has proved to be of great benefit to me in the long run.  Perhaps I have hurt others! If so, I would beg forgiveness. 

I hope that all who read this book obtain as much pleasure as I have had in it’s writing.

One day in May, to be more precise, May 10th, 1922, I somewhat gently inched my way into this big wide wonderful world. I do not remember much about the first few minutes but as soon as I became orientated with my habitat, many things began to happen. After a few months it became apparent to my mother and father that my eyes would become troublesome - problem cataracts - so some of the best doctors were consulted. I was born in Sale, a town in Gippsland in the State of Victoria, and in those days country hospitals did not keep accurate medical records. Father and I came to Melbourne for the proposed operation but we found that accommodation was very difficult to obtain and so the problem was solved by us both spending the night in a cell at the Bourke Street West Police Station. It could be truthfully said that I was one of the youngest guests of the State Government, if not the youngest. The operations were not successful and this proved to be a great disappointment to both my parents. However, there are compensations for most things, even for blindness, if one is lucky.

I am sure that father was able to accept the new situation much more easily than mother. Perhaps it is that mothers have quite some thought that they have not produced a perfectly normal child. Fortunately both my parents did not spoil me and I was forced to lead a normal child's life. My sisters, Beryl and Grace treated me as the average brother, roughing me up when they thought fit. My later sisters, Pat, Kath and Carmel just accepted the situation as though it were in the general course of events.

One of my earliest memories as a little boy is that of being lost. We had a dog called Boxer and one day he and I decided to go walkabout. It seemed to me that I had walked for such a long distance and when we arrived home my bottom was soundly smacked and I was put to bed. Both mother and father came to my bedroom with some supper, unknown to each other. I was assured later that there were many people looking for me but Boxer had done the trick and got me home safely

I well remember when the various tradesmen would deliver their wares. The Baker was my favourite. His name was Mr. Lawrence and he used to carry such delicious pies, tarts and other lovely cakes. I would always receive one or some as the case demanded. Such delicacies do not taste the same these days probably because of such mass production and need for preservatives. Our health authorities would undoubtedly frown on such baking but it does not alter the fact that the cakes and pies were ever so much better to eat and digest.

Then there was the grocer. Boiled sweets were the order of the day and of course, these were given free with each order. The Grocer's Shop always smelt so appetising and made one wish to stay there all day. The Italian ace-Cream man used to treat me well. I always waited to hear his bell and then I would run out on the roadway to receive whatever came my way. I think his name was Mr. Lazaro and he also had local fruit shop. The Fishmonger always had a goody for me and so all this general good will contributed greatly to my enjoyment of life.

Finally the time came for my parents to begin thinking seriously of my schooling. Of course this would pose problems as father and mother did not yet know of the Royal Victorian Institute for the blind in Melbourne. After discussion with some of the nuns at the local Convent it was decided that I should attend school to try and learn the basics of Arithmetic and so on. I can remember one nun was assigned to teach me but unfortunately I do not remember her name. However, I soon learned some simple tables i.e.; Twice two and so on. I remember coming; home to dad and mum and reciting such learning with great gusto. Dad used to trot me out to all our visitors and have me go through all the know-how I had learned and receive great commendation for my trouble. I also learned the usual prayers taught to Catholic children of the day and was quite a match for my older sisters in the recital of such childish requests to God. I never once asked the good God to restore my sight and I believe that it was not His will for me to be blind. Rather it was His will and design that I should use the talents and gifts that, in later years, would be my good fortune to obtain.

This form of schooling was not to last for long however.  I was rough with some little girls, not my sisters, and was duly spanked by the not so Reverent Mother and sent home, never to return. Oh well, I always had some sort of wild spirit within my body that just would not let me be cool and calm not to mention sedate. My mother was very friendly with a Miss Ebbling at this time. Miss Ebbling owned a motorcar and one day we all went for a ride. Even now I can picture myself sitting on a very high seat in the front of the car. The engine made a great noise and what is more, I was permitted to blow the horn as often as I liked. Most things happen for the best and I can remember Miss Ebbling giving me some lollies if would desist from this annoying past time. Of course, I was quite sick when we arrived home and was promptly sent to bed for my trouble. Miss Ebbling was the proud possessor of a wireless. It was what was then known as a Crystal Set and our family and some friends could go to her home to listen to the then wonder of the world.

For me life drifted along happily until the Depression years and of this situation I shall have more to say in a later chapter. Father worked with the Country Roads Board and had constant work until about the end of 1929. From then on things were pretty difficult. In the meantime, my sisters Beryl and Grace tried to help me with some elementary schooling, played with me, taught me most of the rough games that boys played and generally built up my self confidence. I am quite sure that they did not realise just what they were doing to assist me in my later life.  

My father was quite an accomplished fiddler and one of my delights was to try and play his violin. I could not get a tune out of the thing, but it sounded very good to me and also served to keep me out of mischief. Perhaps I should mention here that even though I enjoyed playing piano, the violin always has been my chief love and I daresay always will be.

I also had a love for animals - dogs and horses being my favourites. I can remember going to my grand father's stables and cuddling one of his horses’ hind legs. Grandfather was in quite a state but the horse did not harm me. Along with all this love for animals I always have had a great fear of snakes I hate the brutes and I'm sure they do not like me. Cats and I also do not agree. They are such independent creatures and usually will not come when called. I love the sounds and songs of birds. I used to sit outside on our doorstep listening to such music and thinking in my then childish way that this was the greatest pleasure on earth.

All this general living was utter bliss but suddenly it came to an end. One evening two visitors came to our house: A man whose name now escapes me and a teenage boy. The man was blind and the teenage boy his guide. They were both very nice folk and the man asked me if I would care to go to a very big school where there would be many other blind children just like me. I agreed with some trepidation. The School was in Melbourne. Where was Melbourne? I had not even heard of the place.  However, great preparations were made and on August 15th, 1928 I traveled on a train with my father for a very long time. We got out it a noisy station and eventually arrived at the Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind. I remember meeting the Matron, a charming woman of whom I shall have more to say later. My father left me at the school.  I shed many tears. There I was all-alone. No mother to comfort me, no sisters to love me. My father hid left me to fend for myself and all I had to do was cry. I am sure that I did not sleep that night. The bed was comparatively hard and I had to wear pyjamas, something I do not like even to this day. The next morning I can remember being smacked for wetting the bed. When I tried to explain to the Housemaster that I had forgotten where the toilet was he said to me that I should learn my around the place and never to forget where things and places were. He was a rough diamond but really a most kindly soul. His name was Bert Kelton. He gave me some fourpenny ones on my bottom on occasions but I deserved them.  At nine o' clock that same morning I went to school and duly met my first teacher, Miss Bryan. She was a lovely woman and she let me sit on her knee to cry for some considerable time during school hours.  

There followed interminable days and nights of sadness, loneliness and homesickness. Nothing the Institute authorities would or could do would ease the situation for me. A poor country boy with no one to care for him as far as I was concerned. bay school teacher, :Miss Bryan, tried her best to console me but all to no avail. At last she hit on the idea of taking me home with her and permission was given on this account. Miss Bryan talked to me telling me of all the things that blind children could do and just how they could lead normal lives like other little boys and girls and grad​ually I learned to accept the situation. I think that the event that helped me on the way to settling down at school was the arrival of a little girl named Merle Grenfell. When she came into the schoolroom she bellowed and roared like a bull if little girls can do such things, and from then on I was determined that I would not be such a cook.

I soon got to know other pupils and quickly learned to play with them. It was not long before I got myself into the usual boyish fight and received a blood nose for my trouble. When I came into school after the fight Miss Bryan petted me and generally made me feel as though I was the local hero. This suited me fine and made me feel that I was the teacher's pet, but this -was not to last for long. Soon I was taught to read and write Braille. This is the system of reading and writing as used by most blind people. It consists of a series of little dots arranged in different groups. The system of education is somewhat different today„ However I am not so sure that it is for the best. In this book, I shall only deal with my education and training and not compare it with modern methods.

Our school day began with a little prayer and then we told the news of our activities of the day and night before. Then perhaps there would be nature study. Miss Bryan would help each of us in the growing of flowers, wheat and other plants. She also used to make little felt animals, fish and reptiles for us to examine. Then the reading and writing of braille, spelling, simple arithmetic, story telling, and on two afternoons each week we would have school singing classes. I could not sing well but I used to enjoy these periods. I learned to thoroughly enjoy my schoolwork and also to appreciate the worth of my teachers. Then came the Christmas treat. Lots of goodies and presents and toys! Father Christmas would be welcome anywhere. The great day came to break up school and go home. I was so excited and delighted once more to see my beloved family.

I had not long been home when my sister Patricia came into the world. This gave me an added interest for the holidays. She certainly took some looking after and even as a wee babe, managed to keep us all on our toes. The Christmas holidays ended all too quickly and the day came for me to return to school. The usual tears ensued but were quickly gone as more and more new happenings occurred.

My roommates at school were Allan and Ken Cambell and Kevin Gardiner. Allan became a first class Clarinetist and Saxophonist and on his sudden passing had left his mark on the world of dance music both as a performer and as an all round musician. Ken was a fairly good singer and both he and I did a lot of work together. Kevin unfortunately did not reach the heights.

I cannot remember the stories we told each other at night, but I can assure you that as the years rolled on the stories got better and bigger and we developed most vivid imaginations and what is more, we used them to the best advantage.

Going to ass was always a big event. I vas a little boy and was always seated between much bigger fellows who were supposed to keep me in order. When the collection plate came around I nearly always managed to miss it and the money would scatter thither and yon and would have to be picked up by the unsuspecting steward whose chore it was to take round the plate. I could always drop the plate in all innocence as I was such a little fellow and would not do such a thing. However, the Parish Priest of the day, Father Molan soon woke up to what was going on and put a stop to such mischief in the place of worship.  He had one of the loudest speaking voices I have heard in my lifetime. He would put the fear of God into any one. His favourite topic was the proverbial fire and brimstone line and before I knew where I was I had been consumed by the holy heat and paid for my sins.

Mass would also have other attractions for me. There were the nice ladies who would always take us along - Kit Heartnetti, Patricia and Kathleen Hodgkinson, and there were gentlemen by the name of Plumstead. Their Christian names were Frank, George and Matthew. I later got to know the family very well and Frank in particular, assisted me through my university course. Then there was the most amusing problem of the Catholic blind girls who would always plaster a good supply of make up on their faces and before anyone could go to mass they had to be remade by the unfortunate guide. This was always a source of pleasure for me and I did not forget to let the girls know it. Sometimes after mass we were taken home to the Guide's home for lunch. This was always great fun and the meals were scrumptious. I, being the youngest and smallest, would be fortified with lollies, nursed and petted, and I loved it all.

It was about this time that I met a blind man by the name of George Findlay. He seemed to me to be a stern sort of person but rather likeable. He was a Piano teacher and I was slotted as one of his pupils. Woe is me. My piano efforts were pretty hopeless. In those days I blamed myself and not the teacher. I was soon told that I would never make a pianist and so retired from the music scene in disgrace. He told me I was lazy and foolish. I later found out that Findlay was heartless and would only bother with a pupil if he or she happened to be possessed of a certain natural aptitude.

I developed the habit of sitting on a particular seat in the school grounds dreaming of home, my family and all the nice things I had been used to. I would sit for hours just thinking and letting my imagination run riot. It was a most pleasurable occupation but one that the schoolteachers and other officials tended to discourage. Boys began to tease me and call me all sorts of names and generally make themselves unpleasant until one day I cut loose, lost my temper and hit one of them in the nose. I was duly spanked by the House Master but later told what a good punch I had delivered and said he was proud of me. He also told me that I should take part in all the sport that was available as this would help me to gain confidence in myself. He showed me how to kick a football and from then on I indulged myself in everything that was going in the sports line. I enjoyed football. It was rough and I could get into a fight without causing one. It also assisted me to let off steam and get rid of some of my surplus energy. I also enjoyed playing cricket. Of this game I shall have more to say in later pages.

Running was also a good sport. We had wire-running ropes with handles. One would hold the little handle and run along the wire strand so as to keep a straight line. The school oval was in fact an oblong lawn with a gravel path running round the edge. The oblong was one furlong and eight furlongs made a mile. This information is for those folk who have gone metric. Distance running was for the older boys but it soon attracted my attention. I should point out that the running ropes were placed across the lawn so that we could run shorter distances without much inconvenience. Pushball was another good fun sport. The pushball was a very large ball indeed, and was encased in a canvas cover. Three or four boys would be on either side of the ball and would try to out-push each other across the lawn. Usually the ball would go into the air and the boys would end up in a free-for-all fight.  Great stuff for the growing kids. What a life for a no-hoper musician. Not a care in the world and lots of fun.

Bert Kelton, the House Master used to take the boys for Saturday morning walks. We would go to such places as the Botanic Gardens, the Albert Park Lake, Fawkner Park and the city. We also went to Chapel Street, Windsor to go through the shops. Kelton had a very good idea to keep things on an even keel for all the boys. Some of us had more pocket money than others. I was one of the others. Kelton would never allow one boy to spend more than another on such things as lollies and other goodies. He always saw to it that we all of a little something. If a boy did not have any money he always put three pence in the boys hand and said nothing about t. Kelton's brother had a lolly shop and it was a strange thing that we always seemed to end up at his shop when on

, hose walks;
d got more for our money than we should have. The girls were not permitted to go with is and this seemed to me to be a great pity. In those dim dark the lays segregation of the sexes was 4i order of the times.

In many respects I was to regret this policy in later life, lore especially during my early university days, although I lid make up for lost time when I got used to the new life style.  It was on one of these Saturday walks that I met Mr. David Palmer. He was a kindly man and the Director of Music at the Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind. Of all things, he was a Piano teacher. He talked to me asking me why I was so lazy and why I would not work for Mr. Findlay. As usual, I began to cry at being so berated in front of the other boys and Palmer decided to take me as a pupil. This was a very happy day for me. It began a most pleasurable association that continued for many years between teacher and pupil.

Palmer was not only my teacher, but also my friend. He and I just seemed to be able to work together as one. No amount of work was ever too much trouble. He often used to fit extra piano lessons for me during the week and sometimes he would have me to his home of a Saturday morning for lessons.

Life was beginning to be very good for me. Mrs Palmer would appeal to my inner boy with biscuits and lemonade and when I arrived back at the Institute I could not eat my lunch. Palmer not only taught piano but also violin and many other orchestral instruments. This fired me up to greater efforts and when I expressed an interest in the fiddle he took me on as a pupil. I practiced piano for long spells as a little boy, often taking other boys allotted practice times if they happened to be away from school. One day however, I made the fatal mistake of playing some jazz music within hearing of Mr. Palmer. He gave me a great lecture and told me that I would spoil my piano technique, and many other falsehoods.

These wonderful things happened to me when I was about the age of eight years, and adding to my joy, in September of 1930 I sat for my first University Conservatories Examination. There was one great problem attached to this project. The exam was in September and so were my school holidays. Oh well, I should have to put up with some extra hassles I suppose and so I did not go home for the end of term. I was permitted to stay at the Institute in order to practice piano and have lessons.

The great day came. Mr. Palmer took me to the Melbourne University Conservatorium where the exam was to take place. My first examiner was a gentleman named Lindsay Biggins. He awarded me top marks in the State of Victoria and great glee was shared by all concerned. This cemented a friendship between Palmer and myself that continued until his death.  I remember the actual pieces of music I played for the exam: a little Czerny study, a Bach Minuet and a Mozart Minuet. To add to my further interest in Palmer he had a nephew by the name of Ambrose, who was then making his mark in the boxing world.

Ambrose later held many Australian and then Empire titles and I was always pleased to hear of his doing=s. In later life I met up with him and we became great friends.

By now my future as a Musician was assured in so much as David Palmer would see to it that I would have the best of training and tuition. Along with all the musical delights must go the terrors and concerns of formal education? I appeared to be doing quite well at school, usually coming first, second or third in my various grades. Soon the time came for night study. I was not over keen on this but realised that I must do all the things necessary to make my life worthwhile. I took my turn to study in the school library for an hour or so each night and thus shared the company of the greats of the school. Such pupils as Neil Westh, Hugh Jeffrey, Phyllis Lawson, Laurie Wilson and others. Laurie became a wonderful Jazz Pianist. He also learned from P--liner. He did not like playing classical music but he had one of the finest piano techniques of any blind pianist I know. I used to sit and listen to him play for hours. Laurie was also an excellent organist. I could say that perhaps he was my real inspiration. His uncanny ability to play all sorts of trick numbers absolutely intrigued me and I wanted to do the same.

I went home for the Christmas holidays but life was not the same. I began to hear the word "depression". I heard talk of "pulling belts in". Food became scarce and I also heard the word "economise". I soon began to realise that all this meant my family was on the breadline, along with so many others. Men began to call into our home carrying bags on their backs. Mother and father gave them food to help them along the way of the road. We later knew them as swaggies or bagmen. They were referred to as "humping the blues". Trouble began to arise between my mother and father. Violent quarrels were the order of the day. My sisters were placed in Convents and I went back to the Blind Institute to stay for some considerable time without going home. This saddened me as in my own boyish way I began to realise just what it all meant. The years of economic depression were to continue for some time.

In the meantime my education continued. I gained many Honours through music, winning piano competitions and doing all the things that budding young musicians do, and enjoyed the lot.

In 1931 the Depression hit the Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind to some considerable extent. An appeal for funds was launched and was most successful. Blind folk, both adult and child were asked to assist in many ways and one in particular I will always remember. The children were placed in convenient spots in Myer's departmental store in Bourke Street, Melbourne displaying Braille and all the other facets of the general education of the blind. There were many and varied reactions to this sort of thing but I must say that I enjoyed the whole set-up. It meant that I was able to meet people. I was always an extrovert and it suited my personality. The customers would come and talk to me and I would obtain great pleasure in the explanation of the work.  Braille reading and writing, arithmetic, handwork, craftwork and so on. The Institute's Orchestra, known in those days as the Blind Orchestra, played in the store and I was delighted. Palmer led and taught the band and they were extremely good. They played every pop number, or should I say hits of the day along with some classic overtures and other tit-bits.

Palmer would write all the various orchestral parts out in braille music and the members of the band would learn them by heart in time for the rehearsals. They played for many dances, balls, both country and city, as well as weddings and all kinds of functions - both vice-regal and otherwise. As far as I can remember the orchestra was an all male affair and perhaps it was just as well, for the men enjoyed themselves to the full. All this new music gave me an orchestral interest and I joined the band just as quickly as I could.

There was a very wide coverage of the type of work and general activity for the blind during the appeal for funds. The children were being taught Folk Dancing. The various troupes were somewhat extended because of the comprehensive coverage and so more children were taught in order to reach such a wide field. Guess what? Young Arthur was included in the dancing squad. Me - the rough nut. Well, I danced with the rest of them and acquitted myself admirably. I even danced at Government House, the Royal Show and at the Hotel Australia. We all played our part. The orchestra was going about the City of Melbourne on trucks with little displays of workmanship and other forms of advertising. In the meantime the generous public of Melbourne were financially supporting the Institute thus assisting the folk in control to provide education and employment for the blind of Victoria. I would point out here that even though times were hard and money difficult to come by, no blind adult was out of work through any fault of the Institute. If blind folk could not pay the various trades people they were paid by the Institute. At last the appeal came to a close with the climax of a Queen carnival. 

In all, some 950,000 were raised and we lived to fight another day. I must say that after it was all over I missed the hurly-burly of meeting people, and best of all being away from school. The man behind all this had a tremendous flair for organising things. His name was Stanus W. Hedger. He was the Institute Superintendent and Secretary and was always keen to place the talent and ability of the blind before the public. Stanus did not mind who was who.  So long as you could do the job required, you -ere his man or woman. It was his ambition to give the blind as much education and employment as possible and he certainly performed this task in no uncertain manner. He worked ceaselessly, very often into the early hours of the morning planning and organising and also attending functions to achieve his goal. His wife Molly was always with him; always ready to assist. Matron Charlotte Briggs was always there, speech making and looking after her chicks, as she fondly termed the children.  Even though I was a little boy I shall never forget those days as they meant so much to me in later years.

One may not have always liked Hedger's politics, but his undoubted organising ability and enthusiasm for the promotion of the blind and their cause is unquestionable. He was the one man who pulled the Institute out of the financial morass. Then came the work of consolidation after the appeal. Fund raising auxiliaries had been formed to operate before, during; and after the appeal. They run throughout the length and breadth of Victoria and did their work most efficiently. A scheme was proposed that as far as possible, each auxiliary would adopt a child at the Institute. The general idea was that the auxiliary would raise the cost of educating the child, and the Institute would provide employment for the adults. This plan worked admirably and nobody went hungry during the very difficult times.

Three people had a lot to do with the formation of the auxiliaries. Mr Harry Vanasshe, Mrs Emma Frost and Mr Ernest Conway were these people. Frost and Vanasshe were the actual conveners and as Vanasshe was blind, he had Conway as a guide and driver. The auxiliaries were mostly composed of enthusiastic women, but there was a sprinkling of men as well. Good earnest housewives-w did nothing else in their spare time but raise money for all sorts of charitable causes. I wonder what people would think today if they were asked to devote as much time as did folk in those early days of public fund raising? Then all the auxiliaries were established it meant that many blind men, women and children would be asked to go to the country and demonstrate their various talents in order to show just what they could do, and just how much the money raised was doing to help the blind. I used to enjoy these country trips until the Headmaster, Mr. Finlayson, decided to give us correspondence papers to do for school assignments. I rather think that some of the officials were not very keen on this work either, as it meant that they would have to supervise our work. I had a rather sneaking suspicion that some of them could not handle it.

Such trips were eventually cut out and given over entirely to the then formed country concert party. This group was composed of both blind and sighted folk who could play, sing and dance to some order. The advance-booking agent was a Mr. Reid. Some of the more well known members of the concert party would be Charles Bennett, Austin Anderson, Norman Reese, and Dick Sutcliffe who were all blind, and among the sighted folk was a fellow named Alf Broadway who managed the party for many years.  

All in all, we were in fact very good ambassadors for the Institute and assisted in no mean manner in the important task of fundraising.

In the meantime, we had a very interesting school project f Radio. There were several boys who were interested, including Laurie Wilson and Kenneth Swadesir. The young radio buffs built sets for the school and we others enjoyed the results. I can remember listening to the Agua Callienti Cup from America. This was a horse race and Phar Lap won it by the proverbial mile. It was a direct broadcast from America and was picked up on short wave, whatever that was. We heard Peter Pan win the Melbourne Cup and there were exciting football matches as well as an Air Race for the Melbourne Centenary with the progress results coming over the radio.

My first radio broadcast came in the very early 30's. The station concerned was 3DB, owned and operated by the Herald-Sun Newspaper Group. I do not know whether the following had anything to do with the broadcast, but David Palmer's son Geoff, was working at the station as an announcer and he actually compered the show. I played a "Hornpipe" by Waddington-Cook, an English composer. It seemed very strange to play to an unseen audience and have absolute silence when you finished playing. We were discouraged from such interruptions as coughing. In fact, we were given lollies to chew. I also remember a particularly interesting broadcast on another occasion. The Australian Broadcasting Commission arranged to conduct a broadcast tour of the Institute. This was all done in our large dining room. The technicians used a number of Faders, thus creating the impression to the listening audience that they were going from room to room.

In 1934 Mr. Palmer entered me for a piano competition conducted by the Victorian Music Teachers Association - the under twelve section. I played a piece of music called "Sir Knight" by George Findlay. Findlay was not satisfied with the playing of the composition but the adjudicator was and so I

won the comp. I well remember taking a bow when I had finished the performance on the night of the finals, and to my shame, fell off the platform. This somewhat amused my fellow competitors and I was reminded of the incident when I met up with them at the Conservatorium in our student days. My nose was hurt but my pride remained uninjured when the judge's decision was announced. His name was Alfred Hill, a well known New Zealand composer and conductor. Palmer and his good wife took me to have ice cream and whatever after the comps. were over and I can remember arriving back at school very late that night. I was about to be chastised but Palmer saved the day by telling the matron of our success and I once more fell into favour.

I began to play piano duets with a previously mentioned Merle Grenfell. On stage Merle was a very quiet, shy girl but, off stage she would tell me in no uncertain manner about my tricks and antics on stage. I used to enjoy crossing my hands over hers and generally tangling up her performance. This would amuse the audience but, not Palmer or Matron. I could not resist the temptation and after a while the duets were no longer included in the concert programmes. Merle later married and returned to her local country town, Coomialla in New South Wales, where she gave great service to the local Aborigine children through the Catholic Church. Playing duets on a piano is so rewarding and more so if you can manage a complete rapport with your partner.

During all this activity religious education was not neglected. Each denomination had its particular teachers and the person looking after the Catholic side of such training was Brother P.G. O'Neil.

P.G. or Peggy as we called him, came to the Institute in 1930. He had lost his sight completely and went to Lourdes, but all to no avail. He soon realised that he had a particular mission to fulfill and so devoted the rest of his life to the service of the blind through the then Catholic Braille Writers Association, later to become the Villa Maria Society. Catholic children were able to obtain their church prayer books, brailed by members of the' Catholic Braille Writers Association. Records were made of the Mass and other church rites. The good brother saw to it that the Catholic children attended the Eucharistic Congress, both in 1932 and 1934. We had special seats allotted to our group as indeed did all such groups as ours.

O'Neil was a man possessed of great charm and he so ingratiated himself with Matron Charlotte Briggs that he was soon able to organise concerts in St. Mary's Church hall, Dandenong Road, St. Kilda East. The concerts were given by the Catholic Children of the Institute and some of the Catholic workers in the Institute factory. The concerts were a type of Christmas treat for the members and workers connected with the Catholic Braille Writers Association. I must say that they were of a very high standard, mainly consisting of music, poetry and play reading. We had a particularly good school orchestra at that time and we used to perform for the concerts

at St. Mary's. P.G. also organised a picnic to be hold annually for all the school children of the Institute. We would go to Carrum, a lovely beachside resort and there we would swim and play cricket and other seaside games. Beat of all were the lunches we were given in packs: delicious sandwiches and cakes neatly wrapped, and later - ice cream. Yes, as much as our little tummies could contain. I do not know who enjoyed the outing more; the adults or the children.

Please forgive me dear reader if I become somewhat repetitious, but these were such happy days - always something to do and always somewhere to go and not a care in the world.  I must admit that sometimes I wished my dear sisters could accompany me on these delightful excursions. As well as the Catholic picnic, as we called it, the Institute had a very good aeries of such outings. We were given rides on horseback and on merry-go-rounds. Lots of good food and other pleasures were enjoyed by all and we always looked forward to the next one.

Parties were the order of the day at the Institute. These were usually given for the children and were financed and provided by the Marks Sisters. The Blind Orchestra supplied the music for the ballroom dancing We were all tagged up for the occasion and the womenfolk would ask the blind boys for a dance and the men folk would ask the blind girls for a dance. Nobody felt out of place in this direction and all enjoyed themselves. As a Christmas treat Miss Myra Marsh would provide a delightful dinner of turkey and plum pudding with all the trimmings were always on the menu. The orchestra would usually provide the music. In the dining room there was an old fashioned instrument called an orchestrian. It was a type of barrel organ but the music was usually good and served to entertain if the orchestra was not available. The Marks sisters would wait on tables and always see to it the children had party bon-bons, and that party hats were worn by all, even the adults.

If my memory serves me correctly it was about this time, 1934, we were taught to swim in the then City Baths. Our teacher was a Mr. Alex Sauter. He was an Olympic swimmer and coach of note. I was not a very good pupil, but on one occasion Sauter asked some of us if we would dive into the pool from the springboard. I was one of those who agreed to perform the feat I had a small life belt placed about my chest and I duly dived in. The belt slipped to my hips and I could not reach a horizontal position. My head was down and feet up and I bubbled and gurgled in the water. Most of us were totally blind and the kids thought this a great joke until things got serious. A little later on Sauter asked us to dive in again. I took up the challenge but at the last minute, cracked under the strain. I grabbed Sauter's dressing gown and pulled him into the water. Alas, that was the end of my swimming lessons and I left the class in disgrace. Not to mention the coach's dignity being totally crushed.

My folk dancing days also came to a rather sudden end. I used to play all sorts of pranks on my dancing partners. Matron Briggs decided that I was altogether too rough and so thought it best that I should play the piano for the classes. I was perched on the platform out of everyone's way, and played my piano. I could change the key of the tunes and this caused Mr. Palmer some concern in case I should wreck the melody line. He soon began to realise that I could handle the situation and I rather think that he obtained great delight with my boyish acumen.

A Cub Pack and Scout Troop were formed by Mr. and Mrs. Current and were very worthwhile groups, enjoyed by all Guides and Brownies were formed for the girls. I became a Pack leader for the Cuba and a Patrol leader for the Scouts.

The Institute had a boat shed built on the bank of the Albert Park Lake. The scouts would hold their meetings in the boat shed and I well remember one particular fellow in the troop who just would not see to it that his uniform buttons were all done up, or even that some of them were sewn on. This meant that my patrol would always lose points. To rectify matters, one very cold night the boys ducked him in the lake before our Scout Master could prevent it. When Current left the troop, it Harry was taken over by the then Headmaster, Mr Finlayson. This proved a very wise move as we were all pulled into line in no uncertain manner. No more horseplay, and order was the message at all times. Finlayson combined scouting with our general education activities. Brownies and Guides were always well behaved, or at least that is what I was told. I later learned that some of the older girls would lead the mistresses a merry dance and the ringleader was a certain Phyllis Lawson. Oh well, so much for the future academics.

Finlayson also formed a Hiker's Club called the Ramblers. It was a mixed group of boys and girls and was very successful.  School sports came into their own. Running, sprints, high and long jumping, wrestling and skipping were the main ones. later became a member of the Trojan Gymnasium Club. This club mainly consisted of blind men and. performed moat creditably against sighted folk. We had a junior gymnasium group at school and we would give some quite spectacular displays at the Institute's concerts held in Ormond Hall. One particular act consisting of forming human pyramids always created interest. Four of the bigger boys would go down on the floor on all fours. Three would climb on their backs, two, then one. That one was usually little me. I don't know to this day just how the following would happen, but I somehow managed to go crashing to the floor and can the reader imagine the fuss it caused in the audience. Of course, it was organised and I always knew just what to do. My seat was always spanked and the older fellows always howled with delight with my discomfort.

In the meantime my general education and piano continued but it suddenly came to a temporary halt around 1935. I was playing cricket and I decided to field a ball with one hand. The ball, made of cane, had a serrated edge and instead of collecting it in my hand, it hit my middle finger shattering the first joint. I had it splinted for about nine months and it was thought I would never play the piano again. However, I would practice with my left hand and nurse the right encased in a splint. One day, Mr. Hedger was showing some visitors through the school. When they came into the room where I was playing he told them, within my hearing, that I would never play again and the officials would permit me to tinker on the piano with one hand. My hurt pride made me all the more determined to be able to play. I did play again, and to great effect. Hedger ate his words and I saw to it that he did so to the full.

In the early thirties we did not have a piano at home and so I could not practice during term holidays. My sister Beryl had come to Melbourne to find work and so decided to buy an instrument for me. It cost 935 and she paid for it at five shillings a week. I thought this a wonderful gesture and one that I have never forgotten. Later, Beryl would come with me to the various piano competitions and I am sure that she took great pride in her little brother's achievements.

David Palmer still had great faith in me and kept on teaching me to play little pieces of music with my left hand. When my right hand was finally taken out of the splint he promptly began to teach me the pieces for the next piano exam. I duly passed it and again received the highest marks in the State. What a triumph for Palmer and me! Hedger was amazed and told me so. I did not forget his remark for the rest of m> life and I suppose it has seen me through many problems.

The Institute provided me with some special coaching with my schoolwork. Such students as Neil VVesth and Phyllis Lawson assisted me greatly. I hope that I did not cause them too many headaches. Palmer asked George Findlay to teach me harmony. Findlay and I were not exactly friendly, but to his credit, I must say that as a theory of music teacher he had no peer. He was extremely thorough and taught me well. However, this rapprochement was not to last long.

Findlay was conducting Music Appreciation classes at the Institute school and would quite often ask me to play certain compositions to demonstrate various composers’ work. When I finished playing he would try to correct me in front of the other pupils and this I did not appreciate. To protect David Palmer’s interests, and mine I once took a braille copy of a particular piece of music into a class. Findlay did his usual correction job on me and so I produced the braille copy. Poor old George, he was wrong and he never forgave me. Needless to say I did not play for any more of his classes. I also did not forget to remind him that he could not teach me piano and so the war between senior and junior continued.

I could sense trouble and I knew I would have to watch my step with that gentleman. He was somewhat ruthless and there would come a time when I would be on the end of his wrath.  

A person by the name of Roberts was very interested in the school and thought it fit to finance or endows a prize at the end of the school year for the most outstanding achieve​ment in music. It was a gold medal and I managed to win it three times in consecutive years. By this time, Hedger and his band of folk had built around the school a very fine bunch of men and women. Not only their interest was astonishing, but they were always keen to press and advance the cause of the blind. Publicity was of a very high standard. We were always having outstanding visitors to see through the school and I can well remember one particular occasion when a famous pianist came to see our work. Unfortunately, his name escapes me but the following true story has never left my mind. Being one of the star performers on the instrument I was duly trotted out, along with my shoes, especially cleaned for the occasion. I played the piano, showed how I could read braille music and then the great moment came when the gentleman asked me to show him my hands. I showed him the backs and he said for me to turn my hands over. Lo and behold, the great daubs of black nugget on my fingers. I had cleaned my shoes but had not scrubbed the nugget from my hands. I retired from the scene in disgrace and poor old Bert Kelton got the blame.

Matron Briggs deserves much more than a passing mention. She could see that if her beloved chicks were to do any good for themselves in the public eye, they would have to be taught the social graces. She groomed us in just about every way possible. Dressing us as nicely as possible, without causing embarrassment to our parents, handling a knife and fork, speaking correctly, manners and everything that goes to make a successful boy or girl. To this end, Mrs. Rita Nightingall was appointed to the teaching staff in order to train us in elocution. She was a fine character and a person whom I shall never forget. I had developed a speech impediment, stuttering and generally losing try breath when speaking. Mrs. Nightingall has cured me of this trouble and I have been talking incessantly ever since. "Thank you Rita".

We were always taken to hear the great visiting musicians. The Australian Broadcasting Commission, or J.C. Williamsons, J. and N. Tate, or just whoever the promoters of such concerts happened to be, would send the Institute complementary tickets for the concerts and the pupils went along with such people as Hilda Jeffrey, Hugh Jeffrey's sisters Daphne Howard and others. In every way possible the blind, whether worker or child, was always placed to the fore and their cause advanced to the general public.

Perhaps this would be an appropriate spot to mention some of the artists who appeared on the Institute's concerts.  These nearly always began with an orchestral number, overture or the like. There was a splendid violinist named Bert Harris. He would play such things as the "Dance of the Goblins". Singers such as Jack Burne, Ethel Hall and Fred Sutcliffe performed. Ethel and Fred would also sing duets. There was a saxophone quintette lead by Dick Sutcliffe, poetry recited by Nina Ryan, and dancing group, both senior and junior. Seniors would include such people as Phyllis Lawson, Lowrey Wilson, Neil Westh, Emma and Edith West.

Juniors were Jack Butt, Merle Grenfell and Violet Demps, and there was also a little fellow by the name of Arthur McKay who just managed to last for a little while. Allan Campbell and Jack Murphy would play clarinet and flute solos respect​ively, and sometimes play duets. A sighted magician named David Bell decided that he would try Aid teach a blind person the trade. Jim Smith was the pupil chosen and he made a very good job of being Bell's stooge. I would play a piano solo aid and• sometimes duets with Grenfell until I blotted my copybook. I have named just a few of the artists concerned and if I have left out any of my older friends it is only because their names escape me for the present. I cannot forget to comment on our usual M.C.  He was a nice fellow but had a dreadful habit of mispronouncing the names of items. i.e.; Chopin was always called Shoppin. Sometimes it would cause a ripple of laughter among the audience.

At least once a year the Malvern Tramways Band would come to the Institute to give us a concert. This was a brass bans consisting entirely of tramway employees. They were a very fine group of musicians and gave us much pleasure. I loved this life: music, schoolwork, parties, picnics and not a care in the world. What else could a blind person wish for? I must not forget the circus. Yes, we visited Worth's Circus quite often. Elephant rides were great fun. The Boys would sit on one side of the elephant and the girls on the other. The boys would sometimes manage to tip the seat over and cause great havoc and concern. Visits to the Melbourne Museum, where the curator would tell us of all the wonderful specimens in his care. We would also go to the Botanic Gardens where a Mr.Jack Cox would teach us about the plants and flowers. Then, all this came to a rather dramatic end. Polio, the dreaded polio epidemic.

I sometimes wonder if at any time in their lives teachers stop to think just what an influence they can be on childrens' lives. I think that we all tend to take each other for granted and accept what comes our way just as a matter of course. If I can be honest I would say that David Palmer was an excellent teacher provided he had the material on which to work. In my case he could not teach me to apply braille music to whatever piece of music I happened to be studying. George Findlay was my saviour in this direction. He showed me just how to apply the rudiments of braille music that David Palmer had taught me but, he could not teach me to count in crotchets and quavers. This was through no fault of his, but it was because I was such a bad mathematician. Fred Sutcliffe was a very good teacher for beginners as far as music was concerned. He gave his students a good solid foundation, and if they were good enough, by the time they came to Palmer there was very little preliminary work to do. Fred was also a very good saxophonist. For the sake of the purist, he had a tone not unlike that of Freddy Gardiner and with a technique to match.

The school teachers at the Institute received a lot of assistance from staff members who worked in the factory. Many contour maps were made by the then carpenter, Mr Nichols. He would be riven a traced outline of the map and then he would apply himself to the task of producing the tracing in wood. Some of the maps were made from a very heavy cardboard and came from the Royal Institute for the Blind in London. Apart from the ordinary geographical maps we had maps of Greater Melbourne, our railway system, a type of globe showing the relationship of the various countries of the world and so on.

Text books as used by the Victorian Education Department were brailled and departmental inspectors came to the Institute school at regular intervals. I might add that they were very pleased with our general standard of Education.

Stanus Hedger was in his element. Blind students were acquitting themselves to some order in their various fields. Workers were achieving great things in their various trades; broom-making, brush-making, matting and basket-wear. All in all, the Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind was ticking over just as Stanus wanted it to tick, and the public were beginning to have a far different outlook on blindness and were fast coming to respect a blind persona worth as a more than capable citizen. This was my general background when I finally left school. What a foundation on which to build!

Around this time, 1937, Hedger decided to purchase a beautiful Steinway Grand Piano. It was a lovely instrument and I can well remember George Findlay, David Palmer, Hugh Jeffrey and myself trying out the instrument and delighting in its rich tone and beauty. This was the instrument that I practiced on during my university course. I think it was this that gave me a decided advantage over most of the other students. Oh yes, great days and so Palmer thought fit to teach me a movement of the Chopin B. Flat Minor Sonata, the Funeral March. I had been allotted a practice time that coincided with the staff lunch time. I practiced this thing for some considerable time until one day the assistant matron, a certain Miss Evelyn Holden, came into my practice room in great distress and informed me that the staff were not quite ready for retirement or coffins and asked me to resist from any further playing of the wretched music.

I then practiced the Rachmaninoff C. Sharp Minor Prelude most asciduously and this brought forth a rather similar result. Good stuff hey?

My parents accepted all this triumph and adulation for their son and thought. him to be a pretty good young fellow, but they began to wonder just how far it would go. Could they afford to pay his way through the University? Could they clothe him and provide him with the many other necessities of life that would have to come his way? The Depression had hit them hard. From being a very loving couple in the good days, they had become quarrelsome and sometimes most violent towards each other. Their ways were separate but not parted and I think that this was mainly due to their Catholic faith. My family life was becoming more and more difficult until in the end, I just could not cope with it. My sisters and I grew apart from each other and I missed them greatly. However, the Institute came to the rescue financially and the Superintendant told me that if I did not happen to win some scholarships my course would be financed by the Board of Management •f the day. This news spurred me on no end and gave me the necessary confidence to commence my new life in the big wide wonderful world of pleasure, learning and all the rest that goes with it., The next few short years were the happiest of my life and I thank God for the privilege of sharing in such joy.

In the Thirties it could be truly said that the world was a most violent place in which to live and survive. Violence prevailed not only on the local scene, but in any place one would care to look. There were wars, skirmishes, incidents, contra temps and so on. It may not have appeared to some of us that way, but, air travel had not reached the peak that it has today in the Eighties. 

In 1931 we had the Cino-Japanese Incident. Basically, Japan marched into Manchuria and the incident lasted until about 1937 culminating in the ripe of Nanking. Here we have the old story, the Haves and the have nots. Japan just had to expand for what reasons we were to discover in the Forties.

In 1975 Italy launched her cowardly attack on little Abyssinia.  Virtually a country of the bow and arrow age, when compared with Italy's then advanced technical know how. The Port of Jebuti and the plains of the Cgaden readily come to mind bringing back the disgusting horrors of one-sided massacre, if there is such a thing. Conditions apparently have not changed for Ahyssiniato any marked degree. Today famine and excessive blood shed still exist. Emperor Haillie Salassi not only been deposed within the last few years, but hid been left to weave his greedy way over a period of over forty years.

In 1937 General Franco thought that he would have a tilt in the lists and so came about the episode of the Spanish Civil War. This conflict was literally a try out of military hardware for the inevitable war of 1939. The true rights and wrongs of this war will probably never be known. It amounted to the fact that the Catholic Church and the Spanish Monarchy would not yield to communist pressure and so when an immovable objective is confronted by an irresistible force, then all hell is let loose. As we all know, Franco was the eventual victor and he ruled with a rod of iron until his death in 1979. Mercenaries came from many countries to help fight this war, but not to their credit. There was a special fighting group formed called the International Brigade and they fought with great distinction. They were ruthless and were provided with the best of military weaponry. The Reds saw to that. The fascist countries looked after Franco and eventually he triumphed.

The Nazis were rearing their ugly heads. Hitler was permitted to run riot and show the world just who was boss German youth were literally mass brainwashed into the Nazi cult and the super race. The Jewish liquidation had commenced. Britain played a very weak-kneed game of walkee-talkee diplomacy and missed the bus by miles. Chamberlain, the then British Prime Minister was having a diplomatic sleep when Hitler marched into Poland. He virtually caught all, or most other countries with their military pants down. In the meantime, Mr. Menzies, the Australian Prime Minister, was exporting pig-iron to Japan. This gave the Japs some very much needed raw material. Menzies earned the name of "Pig-Iron Bob." Of course the unions would not let him forget this monstrous error. If the comment will be pardoned, I think that Bob Menzies left out one of the most important times of his wonderful life when writing his memoirs, to leave out the period after leaving school until 1939. This period probably formed the whole of the basis of Menzies policy for the rest of his career, particularly his well known case of the oil companies that actually set him on the road to success.

The British were exacting their cut from India, paving the way for eventual Indian independence. It had to come, but perhaps India has in many ways paid the penalty of so called freedom. Besides all this, we Australians were bowing and cow-towing to the might and yoke of the British Raj.  We were mere colonials.  We had no culture, had no potential, except that we could fill the British coffers. It was Hail Glorious Empire!  May the Mother Country be nurtured on the broad breast and or bosom of the seven seas, and all that clap-trap. Every Monday morning we always dutifully saluted the flag. Whatever for? Did it do us any good? No sir. Even though we were in the midst of the greatest economic depression the world has ever known, we still had to contribute to the support and up-keep of all the royal hangers-on. Oh well, such was our lot and what things I had to read about and listen to when a boy.

The sorry saga continues. Woe, trouble and sorrow being the main ingredients of a most heart breaking and at times bloody story. In 1929 the world had reached its economic peak. Employment, business and all else was on the up and up and all people were happy and content.

However, on October 14 of that year, the famous Wall Street crash occurred and the whole world was plundged into fiscal chaos. Banks defaulted, world wide businesses failed, employers went bankrupt, employees became redundant and so starvation and at times excruciating hardship ensued. These conditions enabled the already insidious gangster warfare to some out in the open in America. Prohibition had contributed materially to all this terrorism. It was a long time before the States had recovered from this sort of turmoil. Perhaps it could be said that it was not until the World War of 1939 that the Yanks settled down to some sort of unity and purposefulness within their own ranks. If this had not happened, then their own lack of survival would have been a very real possibility.

And what of little old Australia? Well, we puddled along thinking that this could not happen to us until one day, it did, and to no mean order. Banks foreclosed and or defaulted withoutapology. Insurance companies did what they liked, welshing when it suited them. Eventually the Bruce-Page Government was toppled and Jimmy Scullin became the Labour Prime Minister and the usual Labour quarrels and in-fighting com​menced. What a sorry picture I am painting, but these were our times.

The Bruce-Page government was a United Australia Party affair, Liberal of course, and plenty of British Empire and pucka sahib about that lot. Stan Bruce got a peerage and eventually cleared out to England to live out the rest of his life with just the occasional visit back to Australia. Scullin tried to pull this country out of the financial-her as best he could, but unfortunately he failed. A fellow by the name of Theodore got into a fiscal tangle with a Mr. Jack Lang, who was then the Labour Premier of NSW, over the issuing of excessive notes. In essence it meant that when money was short, notes could be printed to suit the occasion. The Labour boys got tough with each other and the Federal government was tossed out and Joe Lyons came to power and was the Liberal Prime Minister until his death in 1937.

Well, this was the rough political situation as I could see it as a boy and I think that this would be a fairly proper assessment of our times.

When my family lived in Sale Jim Scullin was a fairly constant visitor to our home and my father took part in a lot of the debates of the day, usually with Scullin at his side. In later years dad would tell me of these events and this helped me to form the pattern of my political life, that of the Labour school of thought. Father was an active member of the Australian Workers Union and when he was employed at the Yalourne Open Cut Mining Project he had many and varied experiences that he related to me in later years, and these happenings fired my imagination.

Work was extremely hard to obtain. Men and women had to travel sometimes up to hundreds of miles to reach their allotted jobs. There was no talk of travelling too far to work in those days. People were very glad to obtain a good feed, for even food was hard to get. If you did not go to your allotted job then your name was placed on the bottom of the list and you did not receive the dole until your name came up for a job. State Relief Work, as it was called, was about the only way a man could obtain work. He could hawk soap or the like, or hump the bluey. Swaggies, or bagmen as they were sometimes called, very often came to our home and mother and father would give them food.  Sometimes they would stay the night and we would all sit around the fire and listen to their stories. I can remember that such tales always enthralled me and I would lie awake for hours just thinking of all that had been told me.

Rawleighs and Watkins were two firms that were a pretty good source of work if you were prepared to travel the state. Such items as soaps, curry, cosmetics, needles and many other things that were useful in the home were sold. If mother had the money she would buy some of the products. If not, she would give the traveller a feed and send him on his way. My sisters and I would sometimes go with our father into Sale or whereever we happened to live, to the local Police Station to collect our dole chits. Sometimes we were lucky and would get a bag of boiled lollies from the grocer. These were good tuck and we would make the most of them. We bought a house in a little town called Rosedale in Gippsland and were required to pay fifteen shillings a month. Eventually we could not afford these payments and so lost the house. This happened to many other folk of course. Food. Well, we made the best of what was going; Potatoes, milk, swans eggs, wild duck, pidgeon pie, eels and many other goodies that people would turn their noses up at these days. When we went visiting, the bread and butter was always better at Mrs. so and so's place compared with ours.

Raiding orchards was quite commonplace and I soon learned the technique in order to help my sisters. Once we had a mare called Blossy. She was a draught mare and a lovely old girl She would let us stand on her back so a w e could reach some of the fruit on the highest branches. This was usually left to me as I could not see what was happening down below, sometimes we and our friends would club together and have a good Sunday nights tea, sit around the piano and have a good sing​song. The cooking was delightful. Each mum would try to out do the other, in a friendly manner so to speak. Wean are seemed to possess a cow and there was always plenty of cream, so bread, jam and cream for Sunday breakfast. It had to be fig jam for some reason best known to dad.  

Perhaps the fig jam had some medicinal value, of this I am not sure, but I am sure that we and the old man always liked it and we were always glad to eat it. We had to wait until we came home from Mass to partake of this luxury. By then it was virtually dinner time and so lunch was usually cut out. Mother would bake on Sunday afternoon so that father would have food to take away when he went camping. I should explain for the uninitiated that when father went to work, he usually camped out in a tent and had to provide his own food.  He possessed a most elaborate tucker box and mother would see to it that the box was filled to capacity as we kids saw to it there was nothing left for afters.  

We were the proud owners of several good dogs during our early lifetime.  I have previously spoken of Boxer, Mack was a very good cattle dog whom dad would take away with to guard his camping and working gear during the week. She would come home with him and we would have all sorts of fun. I well remember one particular episode. Mother was giving father his breakfast before going to work. Mack was sitting on the doorstep and father was throwing her some toast crusts. Mother got a trifle tired of this so she tried to get Mack to run outside.  Mack the dog wouldn't and so mother told father that he had the dog as disobedient as he had trained the kids. There was another animal called Tip. I think he was a cattle dog, but a very good cricketer. p would get behind the stumps and fox ball. When he got tired he would run away until he was well rested and our game had to stop until he returned. My sisters also shared my love of cricket and we very often played the game.

I am no Historian. Enough has been written about the Economic Depression of the Thirties by better writers than me. However, two episodes stand out in my memory should be recounted. Conditions of work were so bad at the Rothbury Colliery in New South Wales that shooting broke out and one man was killed for ascerting the right of the worker to try to obtain a fair price for his labour. In the next incident names have been left out deliberately. There was a certain Norwegian fellow whom we befriended. He travelled for a particular firm and his area was the whole of the eastern coast​line of Victoria. When war was declared he was arrested and it was later found that he had mapped the whole of the coastline and the maps were to be sent to the Nazis. Well, the Government of the day also brought out Count Von Luckner, who was shown our facilities that would be worthwhile to him and his country, and we paid the penalty.

NOTE ** c.f. P.86 combine references to political action**

With all the Dillingers, Al Capone , Hitlers, Francos, Mussolinis, and the like, I most certainly should be possessed of a very volatile nature and this was surely so. All this hard battling background was quite a material assistance to me when I decided to join the Catholic Action Groups and align myself on the side of such ideals and ideas among the Trade Unions and any other groups concerned. Bob Santa-maria became my friend from our University days and we have been in pretty close contact ever since. He fought the good fight and showed me the way to help him with his cause of social justice. Often I would go down to the Yarra River bank and either speak or heckle to  in some way, try to upset the opposing speakers. Occasionally, I would receive something on the end of my nose, by way of a punch, but this was just to remind me that ∎e blindness would not get me out of every situation. Anyway, why Not? If you take part in anything, you must of necessity be prepared to take the consequences. Possible one of my most vivid memories is that of being ducked in the University lake for taking part in a demonstration during the Spanish Civil War. I came down on the of Franco. That lake literally stunk to high heaven and when I was going home on the tram, not one of my friends would either sit with me or own me. These situations were always taken in good part and one would always come up for more and probably enjoy the next function with much more gusto and enthusiasm.

The Yarra Bank was the mecca for all budding speakers, politicians and perhaps a certain percentage of scholars of human nature. All shades of opinion were to be heard in that particular area of the river. The Bible, politics and morality were all there for the taking.

I joined the Eurica League, a Communist Youth Organisation. I did this in order to try &d find out some of the characters who were members. I only lasted some three weeks. I was very soon found out and I really had to run for my life. The communists and myself are not good bed fellows at any time, and so it shall remain. Amid all this turmoil and rough house behaviour, I still found time to do some piano practice.

In 1937 I entered the Melbourne University Conservatorium in order to do the Introductory Course in music before embarking on the Music Diploma Course. It was indeed a great day for me when I went into Glenn's Music Shop to meet my next piano teacher, Waldemar Seidel.

David Palmer came along with me and we had some worthwhile discussions on just how I should commence lessons, how to improve my technique and other matters. By this time, blind pupils were no strangers to Seidel, as Hugh Jeffrey had been studying with him for about a year or so. He insisted that I should not play any more in public and that my whole style approach to the piano would have to be altered. I also had to complete certain aspects of my education and so I remained at school for some months. The polio epidemic caught up with us and this meant that I would have to stay at the Blind Institute until it had been established that the polio injections had done their work on me. I learned my own particular school work and also helped to braille some correspondence material for those blind children who could not come to school on account of the polio trouble. My family had moved to Yarram, in those days a comparatively small Gippsland town. We lived there for some years. The two most outstanding folk I met were a Dr. Rutta and Miss Brenda Moore. Dr. Rutta had a very fine Beckstein Grand Piano and Brenda had a very good record collection and this meant that I was well served for both practice and general music when on term holidays. Brenda later became a nun in the Order of the Sacred Heart, in the Catholic faith.

Rutty was a pretty good Cellist and when I became sufficiently advanced on piano, I learned to play some accompaniments for him. Father and mother were now taking an active interest in the local Auxiliary for the Institute and so I was asked to for many functions to help the Auxiliary to achieve its aims. The proprietor of the local picture theatre, Mr. Jack Sweeney, also used my abilities, both to his and my advantage. Sweeney was a good fellow and all this concert work was of great assistance to me and gained for me a confidence that would stand me in good stead in later life.

My sisters, Pat, Kath, Grace, Carmel and Beryl all sang in the local church choir and of course, attending the convent school. It was a very proud moment for me when I went to church and heard them singing, especially such things as Christmas carols and the Christmas mass. At home around the piano of a Sunday night was always enjoyable. We would all sing or play. My father would play the fiddle and sing and I would play for them Mother would bake the supper, scones, cakes and other goodies.
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PART 2

At my first meeting with Seidel, it was decided that he would have me as a pupil, but there were many restrictions as far as my piano playing was concerned. I was not to play in public for at least twelve months and I was to have some special assistance by way of learning what I would call pianistic mannerisms. I well remember the very first piece of music I learned for him; it was the C. Sharp Minor Prelude of Chopin and it was with some pride that I went along to my first lesson with this music prepared. It was only a short thing of some thirty two bars or so, but it was my first effort for the great man and if it did not please Seidel, it pleased me immensely to have something ready in such a short time. I must admit that I was not very accomplished in the matter of playing scales. Wally soon picked this up and made me work on the wretched things until I could turn them out like a machine gun. I had to reshape my hands and alter my style of peddling. I learned to sometimes incline my head and also to give the appearance of looking at notes at the piano extremities. This may sound strange to the uninitiated, but appearance can create some very good impressions to a listening audience.

Some of Wally Seidel's pupils were also a great help to me Very often when we were at the Conservatorium we would get ourselves a spare practice room and different pupils would show me just where I was going wrong. This unsolicited coaching made life so much easier for me. I suppose I could say that Seidel pupils banded together more in the nature of a club and we all took a great pride in each others' achievements. At one stage quite a number of us decided that we would enter for some piano competitions. We had it all worked out just what sections we would enter and what we would play and just who we thought would obtain the best results in these sections. Wally was most intrigued and asked us who was teaching who and who were the organisers. Of course the old boy was tickled pink to know that his pupils were so friendly and co-operative. Results? - Excellent. In that particular eistedford, I entered five sections and gained no less than five seconds. For a time I found a lot of difficulty in relaxing at the key​board. This was probably brought about through the strange surroundings, a new teacher, new friends and so on. The general idea is to completely relax from the shoulders through the arms, the wrists and fingers. Each must work as a separate entity. Slow practice was the key note. This was very difficult for me. I really had to learn to control myself and to play every note carefully. No wonder I couldn't play in public.

As well as the piano being my chief study, I also had to have a second instrument or singing. Of course, I chose the Fiddle and learned from a Mr. William Mallenson. He was also a most exacting teacher. Even though the violin was my second study, I had to learn an entirely new technique. I had to learn a new way of holding the instrument - more or less balancing it on my thumb in order to give my fingers greater play. The bow would have to be held differently using the fingers and wrist and only moving my arm from the elbow to the fingers. I used to move my upper arm and this was the main cause of crooked bowing. I also had to learn to create a vibrato with my fingers rather than with the wrist. I found this to be very difficult because I had not the muscular control necessary. However, all this new stuff soon came my way and I then began to settle down to some solid work with both instruments.

I attended harmony lectures at the Conservatorium. These were given by a Miss Allenson. Fortunately for me, George Findlay had given me a very good grounding in harmony and I also enjoyed the subject very much. Readers may wonder just how the homework was presented to a sighted lecturer by a blind person. I would work out the harmony exercises and write them out in braille music. I would then obtain the assistance of a student at the conservatorium who would copy the work out in hand writing at my dictation. It was quite a laborious affair, but a good trainer for the student, my mind and me in general. There were no tape recorders in those days. The nearest thing to a tape recorder was a wire recorder and these were too cumbersome. This method also applied when we were doing our written exams. Hugh Jeffrey would come to the conservatorium some forty minutes before the actual time for the exam, commence to braille the particular paper concerned at the dictation from a sighted person. I would commence the examin​ation at the appropriate time and at the completion of the paper I would then dictate it back to the sighted person to write in handwriting. If it was just a matter of writing essays and the like, I would use a typewriter and the only need for a sighted person to assist would be for the actual dictation of the paper and I would write it in braille. 

It was most important for a blind person who was doing advanced education to be a good typist and I think that also applies today. There were many students who assisted me in this direction, but perhaps I should mention such folk as Kathleen Campbell, John Cowan, Wilma Bergen and Gwen Douglas. They all took their turn with this chore and we all enjoyed the exercise and whatever fun went with it. One particular story would stand the telling. In my later years at the conservatorium my friend Cathleen Campbell had been snowed under with work and when she had copied mine out for me, I suggested to save time she should use my homework.

At that time we had a dear old chap lecturing named Arthur Ernest Harold Nickson. He was a marvellous academic and had a tremendous sense of humor. I duly presented my work first, Nicky thinking it was pretty good. The book was then passed to the back of the class to Cath and she duly presented it to old Nick. "Take it back" said he. "Give it to McKay for further examination". The joke was appreciated by all, particularly Mr. Nickson and we had many a laugh over the incident in years to come.

On another occasion John Cowan and I decided to have a little fun among ourselves. We had to write anthems for our harmony classes. We decided to see just who could write the most anthems to the words "I will lift up mine eyes to the hills". Well, after some dozen or so ghastly compositions each, the then lecturer, Dr. James Steel, who also had a very good sense of humor, remarked on the fact that McKay  had lifted up his eyes all to no avail.  When the lecture was over he came to me in high glee and asked me if I enjoyed the joke and of course I did and so did all the other students in the class.

Seidell thought it would be a good idea if I were to enter for the Entrants Exhibitions at the Conservatorium in February 1938. The programme was to be the Mozart Piano Concerto in D. Minor, First Movement, the Prelude and Fugue in F. Sharp, Bach and the Chopin A. Flat Impromptu. Hugh Jeffrey was to play the second piano part of the Concerto. For those readers who may not be acquainted with such performances, the second piano takes the part of the Orchestra. The work was duly learned and the great day arrived. I can remember that it was a particularly hot day and there was not much need for a technical warm-up at the keyboard. I know that I rose early that morning and annoyed the different boarders at the Institute's Hostel for Adult Blind. I boarded at the Hostel when I left school. They were a great bunch of chaps and fortunately for me, they all took a personal pride in my achievements.

Palmer, Jeffrey and I met at a convenient spot and we then went to the conservatorium. When we got there we met Seidel and he looked after us as though he were conducting a racing stable. The time came for the performance. Hugh was a fine accompanist with whom to work and we also enjoyed working together, which is more than half the battle. He gave me the confidence I needed and spurred me on to greater efforts. The Bach came first. I virtually had a mental blackout during this number. Then the Concerto. Mozart is still one of my favourite composers and the D.Minor, was enjoyed by both Hugh and I. We hoped that the audience also enjoyed it.

And then came the Chopin. When I began playing I distinctly heard Hugh draw in a sharp breath. I had commenced to play the thing at such a speed. However, the speed and accuracy did not desert me and the general overall performance was most satisfying. When I had finished playing I can remember Hugh saying "thank God for that". No matter what would be the outcome of the exhibitions, both Hugh and I enjoyed the playing tremendously. We seemed to have a certain rapport with and piano part of the Concerto. For those readers who may be acquainted with such performances, the second piano ekes the part of the Orchestra. The work was duly learned and the great day arrived. I can remember that it was a particularly hot day and there was not much need for a technical warm-up at the keyboard. I know that I rose early that morning and annoyed the different boarders at the Institute's Hostel for Adult Blind. I boarded at the Hostel when I left school. They were a great bunch of chaps and fortunately for me, they all took a personal pride in my achievements.

Palmer, Jeffrey and I met at a convenient spot and we then went to the conservatorium. When we got there we met Seidel and he looked after us as though he were conducting a racing stable. The time came for the performance. Hugh was a fine accompanist with whom to work and we also enjoyed working together, which is more than half the battle. He gave me the confidence I needed and spurred me on to greater efforts. The Bach came first. I virtually had a mental blackout during this number. Then the Concerto.  Mozart is still one of my favourite composers and the D.Minor, was enjoyed by both Hugh and I. We hoped that the audience also enjoyed it. 

And then came the Chopin. When I began playing I distinctly heard Hugh draw in a sharp breath. I had commenced to play the thing at such a speed. However, the speed and accuracy did not desert me and the general overall performance was most satisfying. When I had finished playing I can remember Hugh saying "thank God for that". No matter what would be the outcome of the exhibitions, both Hugh and I enjoyed the playing tremendously. We seemed to have a certain rapport with each other and our timing was excellent. I think that the most important thought would be that our general interpretation was something similar. I got home that night and had my tea and relaxed with the other chaps at the hostel. A phone call came for me and when I answered, a voice told me that it was Professor Bernard Heinze. He was the adjudicator for the Exhibitions. He told me that I had played very well and would I be available for an interview with him. Of course I would. At the end of the telephone conversation the voice told me it was of all people, Hugh Jeffrey figuratively pulling my leg. However, his words came true and I was successful in winning an Ormonde Exhibition to the value of twenty five pounds, and in those days that was a lot of money. "Thank you Hugh". This was the forerunner of many Exhibitions and Scholarships that enabled me to complete my Diploma of Music course. Fortunately for me, the position was that if I had not won such prizes, the Institute Board of Management would have paid for the course.

Well, from here the course began in earnest. The general competition among the various students of my year was very hot, to say the least. Even though this was so, there was no spite, jealousy or anything of the kind to spoil our work, or the enjoyment of each others' company. I worked very hard and it paid off. The only subject that I could not master was one called "Counterpoint". For those who are not aware of the mechanics of music, counterpoint is a type of composition basically with interwoven melodies, governed by very strict rules. And, these rules I just could not memorize. However, I was just always good enough to obtain a Pass in the wretched subject. I shall never forget a particular student with whom another student with an opportunity to change the names of the various cloakrooms around. Did this create havoc? Fortunately nobody found out who perpetrated this dastardly deed, otherwise there may have been hell to pay in more ways than one. I took part in most of the social life at the conservatorium, which included playing for many of the dances held in Melba Hall. I was greatly assisted by Neil Westh and he and I would take it in turns to play and also enjoy the dances. I well remember playing for one such dance and I had been asked to play a number called Gia Nina Mia. Well, it went on and on and on, mainly because I could not remember just how to finish it off. I had been playing the thing for some fifteen minutes and suddenly some wag called out to give Nina a rest and learn something new. Professor Heinze was always a mischievous and willing partner in any fun that was to be had. He had a great sense of humor and would go along with most of our pranks.

Speaking of dancing reminds me that at this time, the Blind Institute had a particularly active social club. club conducted all kinds of social events for the blind and was controlled by blind folk, financed partly by the blind workers and partly through the Institute Board of Management. Dances known as the Workers Dances were held each alternate Friday night at Ormond Hall. The blind orchestra provided the music and the patrons enjoyed themselves thoroughly. Ormond Hall events provided a good meeting spot for the blind and the workers dances were no exception. I used to attend these dances learned ballroom dancing from a very good friend in Mrs. Kitty Rayner. This good lady taught many blind folk to dance and she also conducted other forms of dancing classes for sighted folk during the week. Her son, Jim, and I were very good pals and he was doing Medicine when I was doing Music at the university. Jim had a very fine record collection - you name it and he had it. Chamber music, instrumental, vocal and so on. He also had a very good piano and used to conduct musical evenings once a month on a Sunday. I used to go to the home of Mr. and Mrs. Rayner very often. Other blind folk, Neil Westh, Phyllis Lawson and Hugh Jeffrey would also visit and enjoy the fare provided. Kitty Rayner gave of her time and effort most generously in order to help the general cause of the blind and she will be remembered by many of the older folk in the blind community. Her son Bryan, still helps me to get into mischief and keeps up the good work.

The Institute Social Club had, and still has, a very good system for the blind when attending dances. Sighted ladies ask blind men for dances, and sighted men ask blind ladies for dances. This enables nobody to go without.

The music heard at the Rayner Soirées proved of great benefit to me. I had some records, but my collection was limited by finance, or rather the lack of it. All kinds of special needles for records were tried out. Steel, fibre and the like. We had special filters to cut the surface noise, and baffle boards to improve the tone of the radiogram. The cabinets for the radiograms were always made of wood and this provided a beautiful tone that is virtually nonexistent today. The plastic material used is inclined to give rather a shallow tone to the record. We all took our turn to help provide the music. Neil Westh was a more than capable pianist.

Jeffrey and myself would perform, but not to the exclusion of others. Jim Rayner was a very good Oboe player. However, best of all, were Mrs. Rayner's concerts. I was usually asked to play for her dancing displays and so used to go away with her little company to some country towns.

Like all good amateur shows something would always go wrong. The pianist would have to fill in and prove his or her worth. At one concert I played some improvised variations on Three Blind Mice. This was for a wager, and I collected with great gusto and enthusiasm.

The home of Mr. and Mrs. McNamara was also a great meeting spot for musicians. Mr. McNamara was the then Secretary of the State Labour Party and also held a seat in the Legislative Council. The McNamara sons, John and Lawrence were doing Law and daughter Pat used to take me to the races on her father's membership ticket. One day I was losing a reasonable amount of money and whilst on the course Pat found a five pound note. Instead of sharing it with me, she approached a lady happened to be about ten yards in front of us and asked her if she had dropped the note. Of course the lady said yes and I lost further money.

Mrs. McNamara was then on the Committee of the Villa Maria Society for the Blind. She was a great worker for the organisation and would arrange concerts to raise funds. It will be seen that I had plenty of social life whilst at the university. It was wholesome and beneficial. It gave me that necessary relaxation and enabled me to take in and appreciate all that I was learning at the tame. McKay, and an those days he had just I have a cousin, Hugh joined the Victoria Police Force. I was boarding and Hugh would take me out to Constable McKay would delight at the tea at hostel for Adult Bland has fiance's home. an calling for me an full uniform, grab me by the collar, walk me along Raleigh Street where the hostel was situated and the nosey neighbours would report to the superintendent of the Bland Institute that they dad not lake the conduct of a certain young blind chap whom they knew to be attending the Melbourne University. I later heard some of those reports and they were fantastic. Hugh and Nell are now married and that particular constable has now retired from the force and as living happily. What a fine family, uncle Tom and Lilly McKay, their sons - Hugh, Tom, Lawrence, and daughters Pat and Eileen. Another fine family from my mother's side were the Seymours. Uncle Perce, aunty Rose, Reg, Eddy, Norrice, Keith, Allan, Noel and the one daughter, Joyce. They looked after me an great style and would take me fishing. I loved to pack mussels and other delectable sea foods. We also had good poker schools of a Saturday night. So, all an all, my social life was complete.

By 1938 Brother O'Neal had built and opened a Hostel for the adult bland called Villa Maria. The transition from the Catholic Braille Writers Association to the Villa Maria Society had been made and at was through the latter named group that the hostel was being conducted.

It was a very compact, but not so small building. Rooms were almost self contained and had as few steps as possible. I had met up with a student named Murray Parker at the conservatorium. Murray was a very good clarinetist, french horn player and pianist. The remarkable thing about him was that he had only one lung. This was brought about by some form of paralysis when he was a little fellow. Just how he performed on the wind instruments I will never know. Along with many other artists, Murray and I gave many concerts to raise funds for the Villa Maria Society. I remember that there were two troops of singers, the Cavaliers and the Racketeers. The reader will gather from the names given to the groups that they were an all male affair. So even in those days it could be said that it was a chauvinist world. I used on to go to Murray's home very often e' a Sunday and we would have High Tea and lots of scones and much music. Murray's sister, Grace, was not only a very fine teacher, but more than a handy pianist. Murray blew and Grace thumped. I was never permitted to play the fiddle. I wonder why? Grace later married Frank Plumstead, who in later years became the President of the Villa Maria Society. Murray later went on

to win himself a Bachelor of Music Degree and besides teaching, he played horn with the Melbourne Symphony Orchestra and also had a job with the Australian Broadcasting Commission as a balance officer. This meant that he would have to balance the tone of all the instruments for an orchestral broadcast and such a task would be very exacting. Murray's other sisters, Rosalee and Isobel became a school teacher and nursing sister respectively. All were very good cooks, including mother and Grace.

All this concert work gave me the confidence I needed and I shall be ever grateful for the experience both at Institute and Villa Maria. Of course there were many funny experiences at these concerts. One time Murray placed some music on the piano music stand for me. I did not know the audience fell for the joke. The music had been placed up​side down and the people wanted to know just how a blind man could read music when it was in that position. Just what would musicians do without an audience. Anyway, they all clapped and cheered and raised money for the organisation and this was the object of the exercise.

Whilst all this frivolity was going on, great rumblings were coming out of Europe telling of the German atrocities toward the Jewish community of that country. There was quite a sprinkling of refugees arriving in Australia. Just how fortunate such people were to get out of Germany before battle bubble burst! Only they will ever know. Dr. Beneath, the President of Czechoslovakia was doing a remarkable stalling off of the German war machine, but he later fell to their might. And I fell for the trap and shall forever be ashamed for doing so. I had had certain Catholic magazines read to me and had also listened to some more than doubtful propaganda coming out of Newman College during that time. I went into a violin lesson on one particular morning and somehow or other discussion came up concerning a potential war. I lashed out at the Jewish population and my fiddle teacher, Bill Mallenson, promptly proceeded to tell me just what he thought of both me and the propaganda that I had spoken of. I have regretted such utterances from that day to this. I have many Jewish friends and acquaintances who rave assisted me over a period of many years and through them I have learned the trials and sufferings of the Jewish race and just how brave and courageous they were in such troublesome times. Well, they along with many other nationalities, have brought their talents and skills to this country and we have more than benefited, both in the workforce and culturally.

From then on I did not have anything to do with either the Newman Society or Newman College and I do believe that this was the cause of a transition in my religious life in later years.

By this time my sister Beryl was taking more than an active interest in both me and my music. She would take me around to all the various competitions, always seeing to it that my tie was straight, my suit brushed and generally making a nuisance of herself. She was just like a mother hen but, I soon learned to put up with it and later to appreciate her attentions. Through Seidel's exhortations and urgings, I managed to make more than steady progress for my first year of the Diploma of Music Course and at the end of the year passed the examinations with Second Class Honours. Seidel was pleased, I was pleased and my student friends promptly informed me that I must, of necessity, been favoured by having friends among the examiners. I can truthfully say that perhaps I have been the most fortunately situated of blind students in having such good friends in class. Students can either make or break another student. To have friends on whom to call for assistance at almost anytime is quite a lucky situation in any man's language. Whenever I needed some reading, they were always there and willing to help. Apart from students, Frank Plumstead did a tremendous amount of reading for me.

Although I had this part of the book the Golden Years, my domestic life was anything but golden. Mother and I gradually drifting apart and at times this lea to perhaps having to decide as to where one's allegiance lay. I managed to avoid this as long as possible, but I knew that my sisters were under great difficulty and this worried me. We tried to keep the home together for as long as possible but, when war was finally declared, dad solved the problem by enlisting in the army. It rather makes one think as to whether they in fact should have married. I wouldn't be here to tell the tale if they had changed their minds at the altar. Perhaps their troubles have made better men and women of us and given us some necessary character to be used in our later troubles and woes. Father and mother were each good people in themselves, but together they were more than a doubtful proposition.

I always had this at the back of my mind and I often wondered just how selfish in accepting all this success and adulation I had been in my early life. Could I have helped them by staying closer to home? Could I have helped them by obtaining a job in the Institute's factory and bringing in a little money to help in a situation that at times was more than desperate? Perhaps so, but perhaps I gave them something to hang on to and at least try and keep together for as long as possible. I sometimes would think that it was not quite father, probably through the strain of the Depression, were fair to my sisters that I should have all the benefits and they have none. I am almost sure that this situation caused us to begin to drift apart somewhat and perhaps aggravate the position in later years. In 1975 or thereabouts, I had a letter read to me that I should have received some thirty-five years earlier, written by my father and addressed to one of my sisters. This letter proven to me that the above comment on both my parents was a pretty true assessment of the facts as they existed in those days, and that my father had been literally driven to despair. I had unwittingly caused this to happen although I did what I thought was correct at the time. I had handled the situation in a less than mature manner. I only wish that I could have known what was troubling father and perhaps I could have made his troubles less, or at least eased the situation, I shall not comment further on this occurrence as my sisters are still living and it is a situation of which I shall ever be ashamed

And so began the year 1939 with all its success for me and fury for the rest of the world. I won a further Ormonde Scholar​ship and a Fairhall Scholarship from the Institute. My music studies were made much easier by the fact that a tremendous amount of braille music had arrived from England and only just in time, for if it had been much later the war would have prevented us from receiving it.

The Academic year commenced with great enthusiasm. Ideas and ideals were of the highest and promises were made within ourselves to do bigger and better things. Very soon our competition schedules were arranged. Competitions were to be conducted by the Victorian Music Teachers Association and were to be a forerunner to the Ballarat South Street eistedford.

Besides other sections that applied to our various age groups, we all decided to enter for the open championship. After much preparation the great day came. I played as perhaps I had never played before and by some miracle, I managed to win the Open Championship. Another of Wally's pupils came second, Bernice Lehmann. So, Wally's crew were very jubilant. We were always proud of each others' achievements. We were not only proud of each other, but mainly of our beloved teacher. He had very little say in what we were doing, perhaps now and again he would offer a word of advice as to whether we should or should not play a particular number. I can well remember coming into a piano lesson the next morning - it was a class lesson. Seidel said just how pleased he was with his brood and then of all things, asked me to play C. scale on the piano. For sure you all know what happened. I was never very good at playing scales and much less C. scale It was hopeless. Seidel's only play​ful comment was "Well, there goes a champion". 0 well, to the victor go the spoils and sometimes other things that are not best remembered.

The famous pianist and teacher, Arthur Schnabel, came to visit our shores. Mr. Seidel took his pupils along to the rehearsal of Schnabel's three concerto concert in the Melbourne Town Hall. He played the Mozart D. Minor, the Beethoven C. Major the Schumann A. Minor. I was particularly pleased as I had already learned the Mozart and the Beethoven. The conductor was George Zel and a very fine concert it was. The orchestra was in good form and after the concert we all had a damn good supper.

I was fortunate to be chosen to play the First Movement of the Beethoven C. Major Concerto with the conservatorium orchestra at the end of the year concert. Professor Heinze was the conductor and whilst rehearsing, we had rather a funny incident with the band. There came a time during the performance when I had something like an eight bar rest and the french horns would play the fill in. There was absolute silence and so I leant back in my chair. Heinze said "when the pianist awakes from his slumber we all will be delighted to continue".  My reply was "when the french horns awake so shall I". Heinze was delighted that I at least was well acquainted with the orchestral score. But, inevitably the war came end shattered all our dreams and hopes. Aspirations went by the board and we performers had to change all our priorities.

Patriotism has some quite peculiar effects on different people. I was rather amused at one suggestion that was so very nearly carried out at the Conservatorium when war was actually declared. It was suggested by some of the brain power of the conservatorium that we do not play any more German music, or music by composers whose countries were collaborating with the Nazis. This would be to the exclusion of Beethoven, Bach, Brahms, Schumann, Chopin (he was part French) and so on. Grieg would be out of the question as the Norwegians had been taken over by the Germans, and to a certain extent, collaborating with them. I can remember et one of the concert practice hours at the conservatorium there were only two of us who performed because the rest of the students would not play any German music. In any case, that little episode was soon dealt with and the matter corrected to the satisfaction of all concerned.

I began to enlist and it was not long before I was pretty well a lone wolf left to the tender mercies of all those young girls. What a time I would have if I did not have to do some practice. One of the last groups of visiting artists to reach our shores were the Comedy Harmonists. They were a marvellous vocal quintet with piano accompaniment. They had the happy Knack of being able to adapt all manner of music to their particular style. Alas, they were never heard of again. Perhaps all or some were liquidated during the course of the war, just like many others.

A vocalist, Lotte Lehmann came out to Australia in 939 and on completion of her concerts here went directly to America The pianist, Ignaz Friedmann, also came out and spent some time at the Conservatorium, both playing and lecturing on various aspects of music beside that of pianistics. The singer, Heddal Nash, spent quite teaching at the Conservatorium He was a marvellous tenor. Clive Carey also visited us and later went to the then Albert Street Conservatorium. The French violinist, Jean Gotie also taught at the University Conservatorium, Rest assured things happened very hurriedly. Changes were made in teaching and student complements as both men and women enlisted for the various services and civilian work for the services. Eventually, thought was given to the end of the year examinations. Again I managed to win an Ormonde exhibition. Along with another scholarship from the Institute, this money would see me through my course. Concerts for the Red Cross were organised as well as competitions to raise money for various patriotic funds. I played the Bach double violin concerto with a lass, Dorothy Waite, and we came second.  Perhaps that was my fault for Dorothy was a very good fiddler. Oh well, she said that she did not mind as she played with the only fellow in the whole of the competitions.

In another of such competitions I upheld the male honour by playing the Bach E. Major fiddle concerto. In all serious​ness I did enjoy the fiddle. I know that I have mentioned earlier that the fiddle was my first love and it still remains.  At the beginning of 1940 I changed fiddle teachers and commenced learning from Ernest Llewellyn. Llewellyn had arrived from Sydney to take up an appointment for a time with the University Conservatorium. He later joined the services and worked with the Army Education Service. He travelled the length breadth of the land giving concerts and administrating general music correspondence courses for Service Personnel.

He also worked with the Queensland String Quartet. It didn't take Ernest Llewellyn long to put me in my place. I was having a fiddle lesson along with a lass who was a particular friend of mine. She was attempting to play a Glissando on the G. String. She tried and tried but couldn't perform this compar​atively simple feat and out of devilment, I picked up my fiddle and rattled off this Glissando with great aplomb. Llewellyn put down his violin, asked the lass to be seated and promptly proceeded to castigate me in no uncertain terms. This taught me a pretty good lesson and I have never ridiculed other peoples errors since.

Permit me to digress for a moment to recount a little brush I had with Sir Thomas Beecham when he came here in 1939. Accompanied by two young ladies, student friends, I arrived at the Melbourne Town Hall where the concert was to take place.

It was a trifle after the commencement of the performance and the A.B.C. concert manager kindly permitted us to go into the hall to our seats. We were about halfway across the hall when a particularly stentorian voice berated us and said "Will the three latecomers who are now clambering across the hall kindly return to the box office and pay for their complimentary tickets. I shall hold up the performance until they return and take their seats." Ch well, Beecham was never known for his tact. Some two or three hours later we three enjoyed the joke. Conductors are funny creatures at times. If they manage to get their way the unfortunate person on the wrong end of the abuse will be the target for some time to come.

About this time, Professor Heinze either went on tour or took up an appointment at the Sydney Conservatorium. I am not quite sure, but his place was taken in Melbourne by a gentle​man named James Sutton Crowe and a finer fellow would not be met. Crowe knew every student by name at sight and was indeed a kindly soul. You could go to him with your troubles and he would have them solved in a trice.

I used to take a delight in playing jazz on the Common Room piano. This would upset Mr. Crowe no end and he quickly gave orders that no further jazz was to be played. I went to lunch with some friends and when we came back to the Common Room to await a lecture, one of them dared me to play some more jazz. I did so and Crowe care down from his office in a towering rage as he had already had a notice placed on the piano issuing the edict. After he had lashed me up for some time, I stood up and said "Sorry Mr. Crowe. I just did not see the notice." Oh well, you can't win them all.

However, Mr. Crowe did a fine job of work in the place of the Great Man and is a man that I shall never forget. He was of great assistance to me and many other students of the day. Besides our studies the general pattern of competitions, recitals and examinations continued for the remainder of that year and I managed to finish up with Second Class Honours. We also had many functions to raise funds for the various war efforts; i.e., Red Cross, Comforts Fund, Patriotic Fund and so on.

My very good friend, John Cowan, had enlisted but fortunately he came out of the fracas unscathed. Cowan is now one of Melbourne's leading Church organists and is a High School Principal as well. During this final year of the Diploma course we had to attend what was known as an Ensemble class. For the uninitiated, this class is where one plays piano and fiddle sonatas, string trios and quartets and any other form of music that requires an ensemble of players. I had the good fortune of playing several sonata accompaniments with Robert Cooper, who is now leader of the Adelaide Symphony Orchestra. He is indeed a very fine violinist and all round musician. Paul O'Bryan who is now first viola in the Melbourne Symphony Orchestra and I were constant performers together. At the time Paul mainly played the fiddle and one of the most satisfying performances I can remember was when I played the piano for him in the Brahms G. Major violin sonata.  I also performed the Beethoven Spring Sonata the Schumann Piano Quintet for Cooper and many accompaniments for singers performing Lieder and English Art Song. I always remember one particular episode concerning a certain well known contralto who shall remain nameless. She was singing the Brahms "Love Eternal", in German. I asked her for a translation and she told me that she could not translate the words but that she always sang the thing as her teacher instructed her. I was disgusted and told her so and asked her how she could sing about love if she did not know what she was talking about.

I tried my best to take part in all the student activity, fun and frivolity as possible.  I did not want to play the role of a blind man.  Of course such a one can never disguise the fact of his difficulty, but he can make it a lot easier for his sighted companions if he does his best to alleviate the situation. Even when I am playing piano, I hope not to look blind. I feel that if this happens one has automatically destroyed one's cause, and also the general performance.

I found that my student days were most rewarding and I still cherish many valuable a friendships over all those passing years. I frequently contact Wally Seidel and tell him my troubles and he nearly always manages to come up with some solution or other. I am not the only one of his pupils to do this. Seidel has always been my friend and I shall always remember him with much fondness.

I have said lots about Waldemar Seidel as a teacher, but let us discuss him as a man and try and discover just what makes him tick as a teacher.  It would be more than fair to say that he is kind, gentle, honest, firm and persuasive. He knows just what he wants and will achieve it by encouraging a pupil to use his or her own talents, and if these do not quite match up to Seidel's requirements, then he will insist on his own particular interpretations or technical facility. He never drives a pupil. He will always lead. He has a hearty sense of humour and one of those quiet laughs that come right from very foundations. He can discuss almost any subject and he likes sport, particularly golf, and if I remember rightly, he plays bowls. He could discuss a race horse with the beat of pundits and obtain as much enjoyment out of such discussion as though he were talking on some matter of import. And, if this assessment seems exaggerated, then Seidel deserves it all.

He is a modest, unassuming fellow, but will project his thoughts with firmness and conviction. If a pupil has a good reason to be interpreting a certain composer in a particular way then the pupil is permitted to continue that way of playing. If there is no reason, or very little reason for playing in a certain manner then Seidel will see to it that interpretation prevails. He nearly always insists on the individuality of the pupil. He plays a fair hand of cards, I am not quite sure just what he is like at Bridge.  Perhaps I should ask Mrs. Seidell!  He is also good at Solo.  He likes good food with all the trimmings and Mrs. Seidel is an excellent cook. But, he is not afraid to tell you just he thinks, if you deserve it. I know from experience. Apart from all this, he is my friend and perhaps I am prejudiced. I managed to talk him into giving me some material from his scrap books and so I am inserting the following for the record.

Waldemar Carl Seidal was born on March 11, 1893 at St. Kilda. He commenced piano lessons with his father, known in the early days as Herr Alfred Seidel. His father graduated in piano and composition at Leipzig Conservatorium which directed at the time by Dr. Carl Reinecke. The late Alfred Hill was a fellow student and lived with Waldemar's grand​parents.

Alfred Seidel came to Australia as pianist with a concert company and married a girl from Camperdown, Victoria. They settled in Melbourne where Alfred worked as a piano teacher and did some conducting with choral societies. When Waldemar was about 15 years old he was enrolled as a piano student with Mr. J. Alfred Johnstone, well known as one of Melbourne's leading piano teachers and the author of many books dealing with piano technique and interpretation. The Johnstone piano tutor was well known in Australia as a leading piano method. Saldemar had been with Johnstone for a number of years when he graduated in L.T.C.L. with gold medal for the highest marks in the state. The following year he attained his Licenciate the Associated Board of the Royal School of Music in London, known later as L.R.S.M. He commenced his piano teaching career as an assistant to Mr. Johnstone who later, on returning to England, handed over his Melbourne teaching practice to him, He had a studio at the old Athenaeum Hall in Collins Street, but later taught at Glen's Music Warehouse in the same street Waldemar Seidel was not really affiliated with the University Conservatorium in those days, but he proposed a great number of students for the Trinity College of Music exams and the Royal School of Music, London. He had outstanding Doug Gamley, who developed as a composer and conductor, and who eventually went to London, did some brilliant piano work under Seidel's direction at the University Conservatorium. Mr. Gamley then became associated with the B.B.C. as a conductor and composer. Valda Johnstone, another well known conductor and pianist, and Verdun Williams of A.B.C. note were also Seidel's pupils.

Wally Seidel was also respected as en accompanist in Melbourne and toured Australia as soloist and accompanist with Miss Amy Castles. He was a close friend of Stella Power, sometimes known as "The Little Melba" and played for all her Melbourne recitals. One period of his teaching career was closely associated with a number of blind students sent to him by David Palmer, Director of Music at the Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind. He was very proud of his blind students, nine of whom graduated as Bachelors of Music. A number of these later became well known in Melbourne's musical circles. Dorothy Nuske, one of the earliest, found success as piano teacher at one of Melbourne's most prestigious girls' schools. Others joined the Education Department.

In supplying names and events for this book, Mr. Seidel apologised for the forgotten memories, but stated that he felt that his life had had three significant periods - from early childhood up till 1925, then the thirties and forties, and then from the early fifties until the seventies. Each period had its hopes, its successes and its great memories.  Success with students in these examining bodies which sent examiners yearly to conduct exams in Australia. He continued his own studies under Mr. Edward Goll and Benno Shereck.

Some time later he was appointed as Chief Study Piano Tutor to the Melba Conservatorium of Music in Albert Street, East Melbourne where he shared the piano teaching duties with Mr. Harold Elvins. He became very friendly with Mr. Fritz Hart, the Director, a noted Australian composer who came from London to settle in Melbourne. Although not very active in adjudicating, he did take the post as musical adjudicator at the Ballarat South Street Competitions for two successive years.

When he was firmly established in Melbourne as a piano teacher, he accepted a post as Chief Study Piano Teacher and Music Examiner for the A.M.E.B. at the invitation of Professor Bernard Heinze at the Melbourne University Conservatorium of Music. During his stay at the Conservatorium he served under Professors W.A. Laver and George Loughlin as well as under Heinze. He trained a great number of young pianists and was once alluded to in the Bulletin as "prolific producer of star performers". Some of those included Noel Newton Wood who made his debut with the London Symphony Orchestra under Sir Thomas Beecham at the age of 16 after only eighteen months study under the great Arthur Schnabel; Miss Peggy Glanville Hicks, an eminent composer and music reviewer in America; Misses Margaret Schofield and May Clifford; Eunice Garland, Elanor Clapham, Alan Thompson, Valda Johnstone, Angela Stott, Bernice Lehman who went to Queensland I and Don Banks noted Australian composer and musicologist who graduated with Seidel before proceeding to London to develop his talents as a composer.

The A.B.C. Concerts began in 1936 with a season of three months.  In the following years longer seasons were built up. Overseas artists to appear included:

1936
Elizabeth Rethburg, lyrical soprano, and Ezio Pinza, tenor.

1937
Vladimir Horowitz (piano), Essie Ackland (contralto), Budapest String Quartet, Lotte Lehman (Soprano), 'Bronislaw Huberman (violin), Georg Schneevoigt (conductor), and Edmund Kurtz (cello).

1938
welcomed Dino Borgioli (tenor), Alexander Kipnis (bass baritone), George Szell (conductor), Sigurd Rascher (saxophone), Richard Tauber (tenor), Malcolm Sargent (conductor), Guilo Bustabo (violin) Renee Nizan (organ) and Mancell Kirby (harpsichord).

1939
saw Grisha Goluboff (violin), Lotte Lehman (soprano), Arthur Schnabel (piano), George Szell (conductor), Marcel Dupre (organ), Malcolm Sargent (conductor), Edmund Kurtz (cello), Lord Lurgan (baritone), Comedy Harmonists (vocal quintet), Tossy Spivakovsky (violin) and Jeanne Gautier (violin).

Although all these were listed as overseas artists, there is some question as to Renee Nizan's status as at some stage she became an Australian resident. Jeanne Gautier was French born and toured from her homeland, but as the war began in 1939 and she was here then, she became stranded during the war years so it is uncertain as to whether that does sound as an "overseas" artist.

I suppose that one could say that the 30's were a sort of "Golden Years" for music and musicians in general throughout Australia. There were some very gallant entrepreneurs, such as J.C. Williamsons, J. and N. Tait, London and of course the Australian Broadcasting Commission. Perhaps our concert venues were not exactly of the best, but the then Auditorium, the Comedy and Princess Theatres and the Melbourne Town Hall more than served their purpose. I can remember going to hear some of the pianists who came out very early in the piece and I think they were Mark Hamburg and Wilhelma Backhouse. My first real memory of an artist was when the Italian Opera Star, Amalita Gallacurci arrived in Melbourne to perform "Madame Butterfly" and "Aida". For starters I am not exactly keen on grand opera as a whole, but I like individual areas. 

However, Mozart opera is great stuff and I am sure can be enjoyed by all. Readers will do well to remember that we all have our likes and dislikes and that all are entitled to their own at any time. Music is such a broad art form and many individual tastes can be satisfied. When the music pundits at the Institute asked me just how I enjoyed the performances, I said that I had grown very sleepy, but that Gallacurci could not sing in tune. I was immediately laughed at and ridiculed, but at the time, better authorities than myself have proved me to be correct.  It only went to show me that people are not always sincere in their criticism and they will only say something if they know it is the right thing to say.

We were fortunate enough to have as performing artists such notables as Percy Grainger, Rubenstein, Mosaiwich, Schnabel who were pianists; Ezio Pinza, Tito Scipa, Elizabeth Rethberg, Lotte Lehman, Easy Ackland, Florence Austral, Clara Butt, Elizabeth Brunskill, Peter Dawson, Richard Tauber, Richard Crooks, Alexander Kipness among the singers; and Bronislau Huberman, Yehudi Menuhin, Grisha Gollaboff, were the violinists. The Budapest String Quartet" were also world class.  There is one young pianist that for the moment I have deliberately left out, his name being Phillip Hargraves Phillip was a little boy of some eleven or twelve tender years when he played the piano at the Auditorium. He was shy and even when he grew up, he tended to be so inclined. I worked for a time with him in the Army Education Service during the war, but later lost track of him. I wish I knew just what has become of him now.

This was not all. Chamber music groups began to form themselves into fine ensembles and provided us with a much needed stimulous for such music. Kelvin Hall, in the then Collins Place, was an ideal setting for their performances.

One particular group I can remember was that of the Victorian L String Quartet composed of Heiman Lenza, first fiddle, Harry Hutchins, second fiddle; Mischa Kogan, viola and Medric Fraillon, cello. Also included was Edward and Raymond Lambert, father and son violin and piano combination. One could buy a season ticket for something like twelve concerts a pound. They usually played on a Sunday night.

The lighter music requirements were not forgotten. Musical comedy had come into its own with such people as Viola Wilson, now Lady Tait, leading the van. Gilbert and Sullivan was always well patronised and such performers as Ivan Menzies provided audiences with many a good laugh. All this music was played, performed and provided on a mere shoe string. I wonder just how some of those promoters would have succeeded today with the large amounts of money available 

All the promoters saw to it that the Institute was supplied with complimentary tickets to have the various blind pupils, both children and adult, attend the concerts. We also went to many Live Theatre performances. Light plays and the like were my cup of tea. Let's not forget the Viennese Boys Choir. Those lads came out to :,:Melbourne not very long before the war commenced. Some of them stayed here and the others went home. The boys gave us more than our share of entertainment and it spurred many choral conductors on to greater efforts. Later, several very good choirs, both boys and girls, were formed and reached a particularly high standard of performance. I have very fond memories of such shows as "Billy", "Whitehorse Inn", "Desert Song", "Rio Rita", "Student Prince" and others that do not quite come readily to mind. I suppose it would be true to say that our entertainment was rather more selective, and not so off beat in those days. However, one should try to be somewhat catholic in taste and learn to appreciate all kinds of music and theatre and so obtain pleasure from all that is on offer. By courtesy of the A.B.C. I am inserting a list of their early celebrity concerts showing their growth in the 30's.

There was a great danger in those days that our own Australian music would be neglected to the benefit of overseas artists. Only for such people and organisations as Professor Sir Bernard Heinze, Dr. Edgar Bainton, Joseph Post, Lindley Evans and Harry Hutchinson, the Australian Performing Rights Association, the Composers Guild of Australia and the Bread and Cheese Club, Australian music would have been pushed under the carpet. There were probably many more helpers in this

direction and so if I have inadvertently missed some of the names and organisations, I am sorry for the omission. Heinze, along with all or most of the other names mentioned would always try to insist that as many Australian compositions as possible should be included in their particular programmes. In those days many songs were filched from composers, merely altered and then anyone would say it was his song. Indeed, such things go on today as far as songs, books, articles and so on are concerned.

Then there was the development of the Melbourne Symphony Orchestra. Professor Heinze had more than his fair share in this work. He had a great battle with the Australian Broad​casting Commission and the various government bodies concerned. The usual excuse was put up that there was "just not enough money". How often do we hear that cry today? But, put a few overseas trips up to the beaurocrats and see them jump for joy. Heinze and his helpers won the day and the Melbourne Symphony was established.

School concerts were established by the Commission. Groups of children would be brought into the Melbourne Town Hall and the M.S.O. would play, along with various soloists and vocalists. These concerts have continued uninterrupted over the years and are still being well supported. The Melbourne Philharmonic Society contributed greatly to our musical sustenance. Oratoria, i.e., the Messiah, Elijah, Bach Masses, Bach Passions, Dream of Gerontius, Elgar. You name it and it was performed. Margaret Sutherland was one, who as a composer/pianist, supported the music scene greatly. George Findlay was

a very active member of the Composer's Guild and always propounded the idea of Australian music as much as possible So, all in all, for an uncultured state, we were doing very well despite the ideas of the foreigners of the day.

The jazz scene was also very interesting from many points of view. Jim Davidson had several dance bands including one at the Palais, and eventually, the Australian Broadcasting Commission Dance Band. Davidson worked with several of the broadcasting stations and for a time he was with 3.D.B. Ernest Petifor was a very talented band leader and later conductor of the A.B.C. light orchestra. An American fellow, J. Widden, came out here to conduct at the Palais for some time. His band used to rehearse at the Ormonde Hall. This gave blind folk, who were interested, a great opportunity to listen to his work, and all the chaps in the blind orchestra would attend as many of the rehearsals as possible and learned much from him. Without prejudice however, the blind orchestra was one of the best bands of its day. They played much music both light classic and jazz. I have mentioned earlier, a Mr. Dick Sutcliffe. He was a first class arranger, Saxophone player and leader. Sometimes, before David Palmer retired, Dick would lead one of the groups, and his ability and knack of teaching others to follow his example proved to be a financial godsend to many members of the blind orchestra. 

He organised and trained a saxophone quintet and these fellows more than held their own with sighted competitors in their field. The nearest I ever got to anything worthwhile in the jazz world was to arrange and orchestrate numbers for university reviews. The orchestra played in many of Melbourne's dance halls such as the Royal Ballroom.  There were also many invitations to perform at Government House and the orchestra literally became a household word among the public. Then there were some Dixie-land groups springing up.  Graham Bell was beginning to attract attention and later reached the top of the tree in no uncertain manner. The whole spectrum of music was here in Melbourne just for the taking. However, the war ruined a lot of situations for many people in the music field, but perhaps it helped others because they got the chance to entertain Service Personnel and go on many wide ranging tours spreading their musical abilities near and far.

Well, it was all happening in 1940 and I was very fortunate to be part of it. To what purpose we shall see later!

I have always regarded lodgings one of the most important investments that a man can make in his lifetime, and at this stage of my young life, I had acquired some of the best accomm​odation that I have experienced: I refer to the hostel for blind men, conducted by the Institute. It was situated in Raleigh Street, Windsor and was close to tram, bus, train, shopping centre and pub. You name it and it was handy for all.

There was only one thing wrong with the hostel and that was a matter of sharing rooms. However, I was most fortunate and this did not happen to me very often. The rooms were good, the beds likewise and the cupboard space was more than ample. Linen was plentiful.

Food was excellent and the cooking wonderful.  The cook was Miss Myrtle Middleton, one of the finest women that I have had the good fortune to meet was also the matron of the hostel and treated us fellows as though we were her sons. If we went out anywhere we had to be the best dressed. If we went to sport, we had to be the beat, or almost the best, and so on. We had to tell her at what time we would be home at night. Sometimes I found this rather difficult but she did not mind as long as I did not cause her any worry. If she did worry she would soon let me know and in no mean terms.  Keep in mind however, those were very dangerous days and any​thing could happen to anyone at any time, and more particularly late at night.

Miss Middleton cared for us when we were sick. Woe betide the fellow who did not clean his shoes and so on. You daren't a spot on your shirt or suit. I have Myrtle to thank competition she would see to it that I had meals in time to leave early for the comps. In those days my fellow boarders were a tremendous bunch. They didn't mind how long and how much I practised. I used to try to do most of my piano practice during the day so that I could play sport with the fellows at night when they came home from work. If we were not playing sport, cricket in particular, we were listening to records or playing cards, cribbage, solo, poker and others.

Some of my fellow boarders were Walter Clemson, Roy Sharp, George Molde, Bill Jones and David Jones. When we played cricket we would be joined by Charles Bradley and Neil Westh. I can always remember a funny story involving Wally Clemson. I happened to be learning the black key study of Chopin and was finding it very difficult indeed. I practised it slowly, at a medium pace and quickly for many hours. One day I d been doing this for some considerable time when Wally came in to the music room and said to me, "Arthur, that study is written for the black keys isn't it?". I answered affirmatively, and his reply was "Well, try playing it on the white keys, you might stand a better chance of playing it".

Herbert James Watson was a sort of handyman, caretaker, important help and anything else required. He was a most important personage in our lives. To me he was the father that I had at home. He looked after me, told me all I should know about young ladies and other interesting aspects friend. In other words he was my guide, philosopher and friend.

Between Myrtle Middleton and Jim Watson, I was a very lucky boy indeed and I have never forgotten them throughout my life. Myrtle has now passed on and Jim is enjoying retirement with his wife, Purge and family. Whilst working at the hostel, Jim studied Accountancy at night, by correspondence. He later held a very good position with the Victorian State Electricity Commission. He passed his Accountancy examinations with very good marks and in later life, Neil Westh, Jim and I would thank each other for mutual help and inspiration.

Another good and true story that comes out of my hostel days is the following; Phyllis Lawson, who later married Harold Gration, was doing a course of hostessing at the Ladies Academy, or some such college. It was her night to provide the entertainment and supper. I was asked to play the piano and the dress ,,.as Dinner Suit. Sure, I would go.  Came the great night. I had tea, showered and proceeded to dress. At that time I shared a room with my late friend, Bill Jones. Incidentally, Bill worked in the brush shop at the Institute and was indeed a most competent brushmaker. In order to make a certainty of the bristles sticking to the wooden frame of the brush the makers would insert pitch into the little cavities for the bristles. When Jones came home he duly washed his hands, came into tea and later proceeded to assist me with my dinner shirt. He made sure that the front of the shirt was nicely smoothed and flattened. Myrtle Middleton and Jim had both absented themselves from the hostel for a short while and so I went into the Ladies Academy all tissied up.

When I came into breakfast the next morning I was duly greeted by Myrtle as follows. "Arthur, did you wear that dinner shirt last night.  I said I did and paid the penalty. It so happened that Bill Jones had not washed the pitch from his hands and so had left his black trademark on the front of my dinner shirt. Myrtle gave me a tremendous payout in front of all the other chaps and they all obtained a great laugh at my expense. Jim thought it a great joke and has never let me forget it.

There was plenty of room for sport at the hostel. We had a spacious courtyard, very well concreted and a large lawn with a cricket pitch. Cricket for the blind is played with the conventional bat and stumps, but with a cane ball that has a serrated edge. The ball must be bowled with an underarm action and must land before the halfway mark on the pitch.  It has a rattle inside the cane and of course, the rattle is composed of beer bottle tops. I had a good style of batting. If I managed to hit the ball it usually went for four. If I missed, I usually went out. I was a fairly useful fast bowler. Jim had an Alsatian dog called Rita. She would delight in chasing the ball for us. Usually the fellows playing cricket at night would be totally blind and when Rita became tired or lazy she would run away and hide with the ball so that we'd have to wait until she came back for the game to proceed.

There were some very good skippers amongst us. Bradley, Westh and I were a good skipping trio and we won many competitions for the Institute Trojan Gymnasium.  Between us we held many records and skipping enabled us to compete with our sighted fellows without difficulty. In fact, we more than held our own. We had a very fine gymnasium at the Institute. Among the blind chaps we had wrestlers, weightlifters, skippers, roller bike riders, high and long jumpers, shot putters and so on. Of course, the fellows putting the shot did not do so at the gym. They had ample lawn space in other parts of the Institute. When they came back to the gym for showering purposes, they also had to do their fair share of exercises. Edward Hanlon was a very good weightlifter. He held an Australian championship and later managed the Weightlifting team at the Rome Olympics. there were two very good lifters among the sighted members of the Trojan Club., namely Vernon Barborus and Ian McBain. Both these men earned olympic fame at one time or another.

One more than interesting sport for the blind, or should I say available to the blind, was pidgeon racing.  Norman Reese, who was a well known blind musician, was also a very successful pidgeon racer. He not only raced the birds, but was a most successful owner and breeder. Norm is a member of the Victorian Homing Association and has joint registration with his son, john. In 1961 he won the Launceston to Melbourne Pidgeon race and two years later, won the same event for the second time. The race is much in excess of 250 miles and is the longest pidgeon race in the world.

Part 3

In 1941 things were looking pretty grim, both on the war and home fronts. The services were calling for more and more personnel and it would appear that unless people were employed in essential industry, there was not much left to do. The strain was already beginning to tell on older folk and we were all commencing to realise just how serious the war was and that very soon we would all have to pull in the belt and see just what we could do to prevent more of Hitler's mischief.

My father had joined the Army and of course there was talk of him going overseas, and whether we'd ever see him again, and all that sort of thing. We were a comparatively large family and with very little money, and I must admit to my shame, it made me realise just how much responsibility would be on my shoulders. I completed my Diploma course by the end of 1940 and had decided to have another year with Seidel as well as finding teaching positions. The usual round of music competitions came up and I enjoyed a pretty good run of success, which included South Street, Ballarat, Heidelberg, Victorian Music Teachers Association, come conducted by the University Conservatorium and other smaller Eistedfords around Melbourne. I entered for the Australian Broadcasting Commission Concerto and Instrumental competitions, and managed to reach the semi​finals, but could go no further. The powers that be told me that as I could not see the conductor it would be a waste of time continuing.

My student friends tried to cheer me up on to greater efforts but the realisation soon came to me that probably I was not exactly wanted among the higher music bods and so I became somewhat depressed. In the meantime I played piano in coffee lounges, hotels, nightclubs, dances, socials and indeed almost any place that sported a piano.

I had applied for a teaching post at the Royal Victorian Institute for the Blind School. Stan Hedger saw to it that the position was created and I began work at the school in April, 1941.  To matter what our thoughts concerning Hedger were, always put the cause of the blind to the fore and he would often say that he wanted his blind academic friends around him and that he would make his school one of the best in the world. Indeed, I think that he very nearly achieved his goal. The teaching staff in those days consisted of the following blind teachers: George Findlay, Mus.Bac.; Hugh Jeffrey, Mus.Bac.; Neil Westh, '.A., Dip.Ed.; Don Forbes, B.A.; David Palmer, Music Director; Fred Sutcliffe, Assistant Music Director; Arthur McKay, Dip.Mus., and of course, there were some sighted teachers of great ability, Miss Brian, Harry Finlayson, Principal, and others whose names escape me for the moment. I picked my way very carefully with Findlay and we both agreed to disagree and to respect our various positions on staff. Interesting to note, Don Forbes was the only blind teacher employed by the Victorian Education Department and this seems to have been the practice over all years to the present day. The Department now employs another blind teacher, but in a sighted school or college. Half way through 1941 Finlayson left and was replaced by a fellow named Dent.

Harry Finlayson was a great loss to us all. Both teachers and pupils appreciated his worth and to say the least, missed him greatly. He not only took a marvellous interest in his teaching, but he also participated in many outside activities for the pupils such as scouting, first aid and so on. Dent was not exactly a howling success.  His methods were not appreciated and some of his so dubious approaches to the blind were not held in the highest esteem. He would creep around wearing rubber soled shoes, thinking that the blind wouldn't hear him coming, but how mistaken he was. Although this was his second time back at the school, he didn't last long.

In all fairness I think that the least said about this man and his methods the better. He lasted out the year and he was with us for a little while when the school was evacuated to a country type village in the Dandenong ranges called Olinda.

We made the move in April 1942, 1d Dent lasted for a few months after that and was replaced by a Mr. Geoffrey Green. He was a man of great ability and foresight, had the typical public school approach to his work and to people, and we all enjoyed his work and company. He soon mastered braille and would present us with our timetables written in that medium by his own hand.

But, to revert to 1941. I gave a joint recital at the Conservatorium during the year.  My associate artists were Murray Parker, Clarinet; and Maimie Clifford, his accompanist. Both Maimie and Murray were fine executants and gave me much needed support in the presentation of the programme. The proceeds from the recital were to benefit the Red Cross and the programme consisted of the following: I played two Bach Preludes and Fugues, Brahma G. Minor and E. Flat Rhapsodies, Schuman Scenes from Childhood, Mozart A.Major Sonata with the Alla Turca Rondo, a Chopin group including the B.Flat Minor Scherzo, some of the Valses and the A.Flat and C.Sharp Minor Impromptus. Murray played the Schumann Fantasy Schtucke and a Sonata by Herbert Murral.  Unfortunately the rest of his programme escapes my memory.

Interesting to relate is the fact that none of the then existing blind organisations assisted me in the selling of tickets or attendance at the actual concert.  However, some of my blind friends of the day helped me out giving me much needed moral support. However, the show was a great success and we all enjoyed it.  My family also gave me great assistance and saw to it that it went off with as little trouble as possible. What else could a struggling muse wish for?

Whilst all this was going on, rather an interesting, but tragic happening occurred. To this day I do not know who was responsible, but someone had told my father that I was to receive my Diploma of Music at the next presentation or conferring, and so he came to Melbourne) all arrayed in his best Army uniform to see his son so honoured. I had previously told him to wait until he heard from me as to the procedure for the event. In the meantime, I was learning the technique of Fire Fighting and First Aid and Air Raid Drill at the Conservatorium.  On a particular Saturday in March or April, I had been attending one of those drill sessions and was to in my dirty overalls, covered with dust and rubbish from head to foot. After the drill was over I was standing with a group of students outside the Conservatorium when my father came looking for me. He was expecting to find me over at Wilson Hall where the degrees and diplomas were to be presented. One of the students told him that I was standing in the row outside the Cons. but he did not believe this informant. Perhaps he couldn't imagine that his son could get himself into such a filthy state and so left in a towering rage. He just could not believe that he would be so fooled by his family or just whom ever was responsible.  I saw him later at my sister’s home and from then on, he did not believe my story. I, being young and rather intolerant, didn't take into account my father's concern for me and so did not help the situation one little bit by losing my temper and telling him off. Our relationship began to take the strain from then on. As a matter of general interest, I was shown all around the manholes, ceilings etc of the Conservatorium and would explore such places in an appropriate harness just so as I would not fall and hurt myself in case of emergency. I suppose that I could add to this episode the question - Why do people interfere with matters with which they are not properly acquainted and cause trouble?

This episode seemed to break all the trust that there ever was between my father and myself. He was more of a big brother to me rather than a father. From here on we just seemed to grow apart, further and further, as the time of his untimely death approached. It did not help the family situation either. The strain was beginning to tell on all of us. My sisters, Beryl and Grace were by now working in Melbourne and not going quite so often.  Father was in the army and mother was still living in Yarram with Patricia, Kathleen and Carmel, who were much younger than the rest of us. Money was scarce and credit with the various traders in Yarram was becoming more and more difficult. However, we managed somehow and eventually came through all our tribulations.

Now that I was no longer doing a full time course at the University I had some time on my hands and became more and more interested in politics. I had made a very good friend in Bob Santamaria, then a student at the University and he in turn was interested in Catholic Action and all its ramifications. He also spurred my interest and so I began to take my turn speaking and generally heckling on the Yarra Bank. Religion was a pretty fiery subject in those days and gave great scope for our activities. It was quite a dangerous caper. I was never quite sure just who was friend or foe. I managed to collect a few eggs for my trouble but nothing that would do me any harm. Of course, the war came into calculation and until the 'Ruskys came in on the side of the allies, the general situation on the Yarra Bank was to say the least, pretty tough. But, hail glorious Russia Just why the Nazi war machine attacked the Russian bear, one will never know.  However, it saved our bacon and we lived to fight another day.

All this political activity stood me in good stead when, some years later, I became a delegate to the Victorian Trades Hall Council for the Blind Workers Union. I met up with many of the men and women who were my backstops on the Yarra Bank and indeed proved to be just that in the Trades Hall Council discussions and debates in which I took part. Whilst all this was going on, I still found time to practice piano and indeed I played the Beethoven C.Major Concerto with the Conservatorium Orchestra at the end of the year students' concert.

Just as previously, no blind organisation or group came to my assistance with the actual concert, and apart from my immediate blind friends, no other blind folk came to listen to my performance. Oh well, I might have expected this sort of treatment. It is, or was a well known fact, that if an artist was any good he or she would have to go overseas to 

make a name and then come back to earn his or her livelihood, resting on overseas laurels. It is a tremendous experience playing with an orchestra. All that instrumental power, light and shade, texture and anything else one may think of. The soloist had all this at his or her command and with the assistance of the conductor, the performer could rise to a seventh heaven without very much difficulty.

I also used to enjoy playing in small groups in night clubs and indeed, this pleasure has remained with me for most of my life. Small groups are much easier to handle and of course, more intimate. I usually managed to play with lass and Guitar, my favourite group. Coffee lounge work was also very soothing to the soul. Such places as the Little Red lien, Gibbeys and the Galleon, were very good sources of livelihood for me. I also played in such large restaurants as the Russell Collins, the Wentworth and the Empire. After the job was over we would adjourn to the Musicians Club situated in those days in Little Collins Street in the heart of Melbourne.

I shall never forget the first two weddings at which I played. The first one was for a friend of mine on the teaching staff at the Institute, Don Forbes. I arrived at the Reception House and was shown to the piano. Don married a lass named Rose Smith.  Rose was a nurse at the Institute Nursery at the time, and had a brother who was a Baptist Minister and who was also Master of Ceromonies. He came to me and asked me if I could play some of the well known Baptist hymns. I, being a very good Catholic in those days would not play such music and so the brother in desperation said, "Oh well, play one of those Catholic hymns and we will have to put up with that".

My second wedding was that of a Mr. Jack MacPherson, who was marrying Miss Maureen Clancy, a very good friend of mine. The first number I thought of to play was the Merry Widow and the first person to appreciate it was Jack MacPherson. I later became very good friends with Jack’s brother, Desmond, a friendship which has lasted all these years. I made the fatal error of trying to earn a living in playing in various peoples' homes, thereby hoping to attract attention as a pianist. These jobs were for gratis and I must confess that I fell for the oldest trap for which any musician could fall, and so the exercise profited me nothing. Indeed, I could go to some homes as long as I played the piano and it reached the stage when the people concerned would tell me so. Oh yes, the attitude was "fill the pianist with grog and he will play forever and for nothing". One must learn all these tricks of life early or otherwise it will be curtains for both you and your livelihood. However, I still play for nothing today, but only for the people I like.

I could say that by now life was coasting along as well as conditions would allow and would continue to do so until one or other of our military opponents would deem otherwise. Politicians, both on a Federal and State level were becoming dissatisfied with each other and the electorate was feeling likewise towards them.  Indeed this was revealed when the Menzies government was topped and the onus of authority was put on the labour party. Mr Curtin took over the reigns of government and was shrewd enough to have a war time Cabinet consisting of members of all politicals parties.  They’d all more or less got settled down to the job in hand when on the 7th December came the bombing of Pearl Harbour by the Japanese Airforce.  This event settled the American Hash and so the States came into the conflict and-with great effect.

I remember that I went home for my Christmas holidays in 1941 with a very heavy heart and a soul full of foreboding. It was to be our last Christmas together as a complete family unit. Father came home and also my sisters Beryl and Grace. What memories: I can well remember, even to this day, sitting in the little Catholic Church in Yarram listening to the chair singing all my favourite Christmas carols. My sisters were singing in the choir and it made me very proud and humble to know that they could give me such musical pleasure and be the means of lifting my soul to God in the faith I knew best. Midnight Mass We were all there, mother and children dressed in our beat bib and tuck and father in his uniform. We were proud of the old man" as we fondly called him, behind his back of course.

My memory tells me that it was a very hot Christmas Day and mother, Beryl and Grace slaved over the hot stove preparing the chooks and other goodies, not forgetting the Christmas pudding as only my mother could make it. Do not ask me where all the ingredients came from, for if I knew, I would not tell you as we were all bound to secrecy. No presents, but plenty of love and warmth. Oh well, I daresay that I should not dwell too much on this line of thought for the reader will have had enough of his or her troubles let alone worry about mine. However, this is the sort of situation that effects one in later years if you care to look back and wonder just how things would have been dealt with in a similar situation in times as the present. I visited the Yarram Convent that holiday and played the fiddle for Sister Aloyisius and she accompanied me on the piano. She must have been a fine pianist in her day as she handled the accompaniments beautifully. She was always my favourite nun and a person who always had a sympathetic understanding for our family. That would be about the last time I saw her although I discovered that she later went to the Sale Convent and from thence I have heard no more of the dear lady.

Holidays over and work began again. I arrived back in Melbourne only to find that the Institute school was to be moved to Olinda, in the Dandenong Ranges. I loved the Dandenongs but didn't exactly look forward to travelling to and fro twice a week. It meant that I had to catch a train at six thirty in the morning and then a bus to Olinda. A lot of travelling, but it was worth it in order to collect a salary at the end of the week. If my memory serves me well, my timetable was later changed so that I would go up to Olinda on the Monday, stay the night and come home on the Tuesday afternoon and of course, this certainly eased my problems somewhat. Monday night at the Georgian Guest House, Olinda, was always most pleasant. There were several good solo players on the staff and it did not take long for us to set up a card school and drink some home brew to help pass the evenings. The reader may gather that the Georgian Guest House was taken over by the Government for the Institute for School purposes. David Palmer did not come with us to Olinda and so he relinquished the post of Music Director at the school. Fred Sutcliffe was also a notable absentee.

The Directorship was taken by George Findlay and his Assistant was Hugh Jeffrey. After the move to the country the school staff did not have much actual freedom of movement. They virtually lived in each others pockets and in very close proximity to each other. I suppose, as a travelling teacher, I was rather fortunate as I could live my own private life. But for those people living at the Georgian, things must have been very trying to say the least.

Children became restless and somewhat rebellious and the teachers were rather short tempered and at times somewhat intolerant. The domestics were not only hard to come by, but also difficult to get on with even at the best of times. I had an episode with my teaching that caused me much anguish to say the least. I was teaching a certain lass one day and I had cause to hold her hand to show her the particular shape of hand I wanted for the piano. I heard a rustling in my teaching room and to my disgust, there was the Assistant Matron actually spying on my methods. She did not want to learn my teaching technique, but she wanted to use any excuse to report to my superiors so as to discredit me.

Of course the matter was reported and I was duly called to a Board meeting, accused of taking advantage of a young pupil and told to watch myself and my methods. I was also told that if I persisted in using such methods I would be summarily dismissed. This told me that my services were in fact not wanted and so I began to look around for further employment. I was very much saddened to think that people could stoop to such low tactics and this did not improve my faith in human nature. How else could a blind man show a blind pupil the correct way to hold his or her hands at the keyboard. I also had another reason for feeling sad.

My pupils were mostly subnormals. I did not mind this because it gave me an opportunity to show the youngsters how to acquire muscular co-ordination and perhaps to improve their lot even just a little. The kids were very trusting souls and between us we developed a tremendous rapport. To add to my troubles, in 1941 I had bought myself a Baby Grand Piano. The Board of Management of the Institute had given me all the money I had won through scholarships at the Conservatorium. In all, £1C0 and I had put this as a deposit on the piano and was paying off the rest.

Perhaps a few comments concerning Olinda would be in order and also would present the staff, both teaching and domestic in a different light. Generally speaking, the staff were a good bunch of people to work with. I have stated that some of them were very difficult to get on with, but this did not apply to all. The nursing staff were excellent people and always most co-operative. Some of the domestics were very good, but the rest were always prepared to crawl to who ever would be a good listener. I can remember that at one time I was set up to give certain information to Stan Hedger regarding Bert Kelton. I knew that whilst some of this information was to a degree true, in fact it was slanted to create the wrong impression, and so it would have put Kelton in rather a bad light. If the reader will remember Kelton was the House Master at the Institute School when it was situated in St. Kilda Road in Melbourne. I went to see Hedger as requested but gave the information in its true light and so the position was reversed.

In 1942 a pupil named Kiat So came to the school. He was from Malaya and was one of the earliest of the war refugees to come to the Institute. He was indeed a very bright young fellow and quickly learned English, braille and other subjects. He very soon established himself among the leading student of the school and I was most fortunate to have him as one of my pupils. One very interesting character on the teaching staff was a Miss Norma Allen. She was a craft teacher and a person who was held in the highest respect by both pupils and staff. We had a pre-school mistress, a Miss Dehugard. As Miss Bryan did not come to Olinda, Dehugard took her place and was a worthy successor. During the period of evacuation, religious instruction rather went by the board, but I do not think that it particularly worried the pupils except that they had to do more schoolwork rather than have a comparatively free period or two. Rita Nightingall was one of the visiting teachers and she gave continuous service from 1937 till 1974. There is no doubt that one of the main troubles as far as the school at Olinda was concerned was the distance from home as far as both pupils and staff were effected. Children began to run away from the school and this caused many problems.

One of my last performances with rare distinction at the University was to represent the Conservatorium in the pub crawl along Swanston Street, Melbourne. I think that it created quite an impression and not only did I start off blind, but managed to end up the same way. I called into some fourteen pubs and drank fifteen pots and then decided to leave proceedings to better men than myself. For my efforts I received Hon. Membership of Drinkers Anonymous and made an Hon. Fellow of the Pub Crawlers Association. In a class lesson Seidel expressed his profound disgust, but on the quiet he said that he was proud of me for he had performed a somewhat similar feat as a student. 

One day in July 1942, I was practicing the piano at the Yens' Hostel for the Blind when I received a visitor. His name, Captain Isador Goodman. Goodman was a very fine pianist having just arrived from South Africa and England. He was working with the Army Education Service and after hearing me play some music he asked me if I could care to work with the same Service in his particular group. I readily accepted and in September 1942, I commenced duties with the army and in the meantime was still working with the Institute. I must make it plain that I was not in the army, I only worked with the army. I found the work very interesting. I thought that I knew all about music but, there were so many folk in the services who knew more than I did, that I found that I would have to do more than brush up to keep up with the situation. Some of the folk had very considerable record collections, and so knew more about both classic and jazz music than the teacher. However, some of my blind friends assisted me in this direction. Fellows such as Keith Davis and Roy Sharp, both now passed on, had the ideal record collection and gave me the use of their facilities.

By now, braille music was hard to obtain, in fact, it was impossible to do so. It came from England and as we all know, shipping was out of the question and air postage not to be had at any cost. I would go to Mass at St. Francis Xavier's 95 Church, Donald Street, Prahran and I met Margo Sheridan whilst attending my religious duties.

Margo was an excellent accompanist and general musician. She offered to assist me in writing out some braille music and this solved many problems.  Braille music is adapted from the signs, letters and contractions as used in the braille system of reading and is quite simple to use if one is a fluent braille reader.

The following will show the complications of the braille music system. The notes c d e f g a b in quavers would be shown by the letters d e f g h i j and those same notes in minims would be shown as n o p q r s t.  The pitch of any note is indicated by octave signs, i.e. Middle C on the piano keyboard would be shown as a little dot to indicate fourth octave C. Chords are indicated by the use of interval signs, i.e. C with the third interval means that a chord of C and E is played on the keyboard. Perhaps this is an oversimplification of the system, but it is only meant to be a general idea of braille music. Even so fraught with difficulty, it has proved to be a great boon to blind musicians throughout the world and a system that could probably never be replaced. It is quite a tedious business dictating music to a blind person to copy into braille although it is probably very rewarding to the person doing the dictating. Such folk as Margo Sherridan are people of tremendous value. Margo and I also played some duets but not professionally. And speaking of duets, reminds me of a very funny incident that occurred about this time.

Margo Sherridan was the accompanist for a Melbourne Broadcasting station, 3KZ which was then conducting a show called the Professional and Amateur Parade. Sherridan kidded Hugh Jeffrey and myself to enter and we played our only piano duet. We managed to play ourselves into the semi finals of the competition but trouble occurred as we did not bother to learn another duet. At the time, there was a radio paper in Melbourne called the Radio Times and the critic of the time gave his soul and brain some exercise and wrote to the effect that Messrs. McKay and Jeffrey played their piano duet reasonably well but, by playing the same duet in the semi finals they indicated that the Raff Tarantella was the only duet they knew. How true and bully for him too. Sherridan also assisted me greatly by reading for me and playing over new music. She also had a very fine record collection.

Christmas soon came and went. I did not go home for the holidays. Father was in the Army and was in camp and mother had gone to visit some friends taking with her my younger sisters, Pat, Kath and Carmel, and Beryl and Grace were in Melbourne. I decided to stay in the big city and see if I could obtain some relieving work on the piano. I approached some of my friends who were working in coffee lounges and night clubs and so I was successful in this direction. This gave me some much needed money. I was still paying for my Grand Piano along with other commitments.  My work with the Army Education Service gradually built up and so it did not take long for me to be fully occupied day and night.

From September 1942 to August 1945 I played in some eight hundred concerts and general army shows. I played in every major service camp in Australia and also in two service establishments in Port Moresby. I worked with some very fine and interesting musicians during this time. Some names that come readily to mind were Ernest Llewellyn, Phillip Hargraves, Arthur Bruster-Jones, Eileen Seyers. One of Australia's leading orchestral conductors, Joseph Post was the commandant at the Terrowee army staging camp in South Australia and it was always a great pleasure to go to his establishment to work and also have a lot of fun. I later gave some recitals in association with Douglas Parnell, who was a very capable baritone. I well remember playing at a somewhat out of the way army camp where the borders of Victoria, New South Wales and South Australia meet. The little timber cutting camp was called Woolanook and was situated miles from any where. It was a beautiful spot for a quiet think.

Woolanook was a camp for Italian internees and I think some prisoners of war. Whilst giving some concerts there rather a strange thing impressed me. When an artist plays or sings there is usually some applause. When the applause broke out at the camp all the people started clapping at the same time and kept up the same volume of sound. They all stopped clapping together as though the whole thing had been organised. Usually applause commences and becomes louder and louder and then dies away. Not so in this case and this had me intrigued. I have not found an explanation for this sort of thing since. I found that my travelling companions treated me just as an ordinary person and if I needed assistance, I only had to ask for it and it was given readily. We all ragged each other and played jokes. When we were touring we were more or less a complete unit. I grow tired of hearing blind folk talk about being treated as second class citizens these days. I find that if you permit others to treat you as a second class citizen, then ,you must beer the consequences and take all or most of the blame for your misfortune. I have found over the years that sighted people will only accept a blind person at that person's own valuation of his or her capabilities. I suppose that it's rather difficult f some blind folk to handle such situations but the problem does not come about because they are sightless.  They would have more or less the same personality if they could see. There must be some give and take from both sides of the fence. Blind folk must try to help the sighted person to iron out the rough spots and the sighted person must accept the blind peon at face value and help him along the road of life. I have a certain philosophy that goes something like this: I like to know that there is someone out there who depends on me. I also like to know that there is someone out there on whom I can depend. This line of thought seems to give me a great sense of security and I suppose gives me a certain amount of confidence and assurance that under different circumstances would not come my way.

I remembered that when the Rev. Dr. Daniel Kannix, the then Catholic Archbishop, had been attending the concerts given at St. Mary's Hall by the children of the Institute for the Villa Maria Society, had said that there would be a position available to me in the Catholic schools as a teacher of music on completion of my studies. I duly went to the great man and explained my case.  Before my visit I had given him the outline and purpose for seeing him and so he had his answer all prepared. I can remember to this day that we sat down to some biscuits and some most delectable sweet sherry and at long last he came to the point. He told me that it would be difficult for me to teach in convent schools on account of the sex problem and as far as the boys schools and colleges were concerned, he was quite sure that I would not be able to keep the necessary discipline required. I quickly pointed out to him that as a celibate, he had quite a quick mind for sex and as far as discipline was concerned, he had absolutely no idea of teaching at all. I told him that if I could not obtain the respect of the children I would give teaching up altogether.

This statement of principal did not endear me to the fellow and we parted on most unfriendly terms. Not long after this episode I obtained a teaching position in one of the leading Church of England Girls schools. Rather strange to say, within three days I lost the post with absolutely no reason given at all. I still have my ideas as to why I lost the job, but I cannot say in this book as I could not prove my thoughts on the matter. To say the least, work was dicey other than the army. I had a pretty fair idea that I would have to leave the Institute before the inevitable happened and so I began to apply for positions interstate. Eventually a post came up at the Adelaide Institute for the Blind. I applied for the job and was successful.

By now my father had been discharged from the army and was rather aimlessly looking around for work. Before he had any success in this direction he fell very ill and was hospitalised. It was not long before he passed away and this led to more or less the general break up of our family.

When my father died my sister Grace and myself went to discuss the matter with the local Catholic undertaker in Yarram. He told us that he would need a g50 deposit for the funeral. We explained to him that we did not have so much ready cash on hand and he told us to try elsewhere. We then went to the Anglican mortician, who by the way, was a very good friend of my fathers. We explained the position and he readily agreed to assist us to the utmost. A simple, but sincere funeral service was carried out and father duly buried in the Greenmount Cemetery at Yarram.

I sold my Baby Grand Piano and sent the proceeds home to mother. With the sale of some of father's goods and effects we were then able to clear all our debts in the town and more or less begin a new way of life in the city.

All these events greatly assisted my swing away from the Catholic Church, although not exactly from its teachings. I suppose I could say that I have been a free thinker throughout most of my life, but deep down I have never really left the Catholic faith. I have always been prepared to shop around the various religious denominations to see if I could find something to my taste and peace of mind. I think that the nearest I ever got to achieving this situation would be the Methodist way of thought. Perhaps not so much the actual teachings but rather the people comprising the Church Membership influenced me to a great extent. I would be one of the comparatively few Catholics who joined the Masonic Lodge and found it to be most interesting indeed. If I expected to find satisfaction in Masonry, well I was wrong The backstabbing, lobbying, jockeying and so on were amazing to behold and they were all experts in these matters. It was always a good stimulant to my keen sense of humour to imagine some of my acquaintances in the lodge, strutting around like over-fed turkeys in their various regalia and other brass buttons being so pious and dignified during lodge functions.

It was not until the end of 1943 that I finally left the Institute and transferred to Adelaide. I could see that I would have to more or less spread my wings and find employ​ment outside Victoria. Oh well, there is nothing like green pastures and wider horizons and some new faces to improve the outlook and disposition of a somewhat frustrated musician. And so, I left Melbourne in late January 1944, aboard the Adelaide Express. I was possessed of a light heart, two heavy suitcases and a reasonable purse. I always found travelling a pleasure and soon got into conversation with the folk in the rail compartment. As it turned out the occupants were service men and women and I was able to discover more and more about the type of work I would be doing with the army in South Australia.

I can remember that we all seemed to have plenty of food and some grog to help us on the way and so a pleasant evening was had by all. I did not talk myself into any card schools or the like, mainly because my money was too precious at that time. I can also remember that I did not go to sleep for fear of losing my hard earned cash. When I arrived in Adelaide at approximately 9.00 a.m. the following day, I was so very tired and would have given anything for a bed. I was met at the train by one of the welfare officers from the Adelaide School for the Blind and driven to a Hostel for the Blind in Archer Street, North Adelaide. I was shown my room and guess what? I just threw myself on the bed and slept all day and for most of the night. I was awakened the next morning by one of the elderly blind folk who was quite worried about me. He thought that I was dead and that the Matron of the hostel would have some problems on her hands. I should point out that most of the boarders at this hostel were elderly.  They always worried about me. To them I was young and impetuous and likely to land myself in trouble at any time. Goodness only knew just who would rescue me and bring me back to the fold safe and sound. I had arranged to meet a young lass that day at the Red Lion Hotel in Rundle Street, in the city of Adelaide. She was the only person I actually knew in Adelaide and so the reader will be quick to realise any plight when I say that on my arrival at the pub, there was no young lady to meet and greet me. However, she had left a message that she would contact me later. For the interest of all concerned, I as still waiting for the contact. Perhaps she had run short of cash and is still trying to raise the money for the phone call.  Well, I decided to stay a while and have a drink or two, and in the meantime meet some of the locals and see what I could organise for myself.

I started off with a tremendous stroke of luck. The licensee of the hotel was a fellow named Eddy McCarren, a well known Sheffield Shield Cricket umpire of the times.

My favourite sport was cricket and so we began on the right foot as it were. Eddy introduced me to many of the cricketers of the day and they gave me much pleasure and comradeship for the rest of the time I stayed in South Australia. I then tried my hand at exploring Adelaide on my own and I found the exercise most rewarding. I took my time, asking many people in many places just where I was and they were very glad to assist me in my efforts to get to know their fair city. I found the police to be most helpful and some of them even offered to assist me during the weekends with my project of exploration. One must keep in mind that the traffic was not nearly so heavy in those days and in any case, Adelaide was a very quiet, easy going city. I would add that I do not think that I would do the same thing today.

As is said by many "Luck's a Fortune". The job in Adelaide proved to be a complete and utter fizzer. I duly arrived at the school for the blind and had a good look over the place. The upshot was that I was expected to have all piano tuning done at my own expense, even though it was for the blind school. I was also expected to provide all music, both printed and braille. I soon found that I was expected to be the "be all and end all" of the perfect dream for the officials of the Adelaide school for the Blind. I gave the position away there and then and I have never been back to the place. Just as well I still had my army work and so did not have to rely on coming back to the blind institute in Melbourne. The thought arises “Would my pride permit me to do such a thing?"  Of course it would not and so I would have gone the way of many and became just one of the “also rans” of the day.

I did not even contact Stan Hedger to tell him of my situation. I was determined to extricate myself as best I could and show all and sundry just who was master. To add to my troubles, homesickness soon set in. There is nothing worse than to lie in bed at night thinking or dreaming of home knowing full well that you may not reach there for many a long day. Oh well, such is fate and the luck of the gods if that is what they are.

Within a day or so of all this upset, I went into Allens’ Music Warehouse as it was then known and was introduced to a Mr. Cyril Houndslow.  He was manager of the Radio Department and we soon became very good friends. I was anxious to leave the hostel for the Elderly Blind in Archer Street, North Adelaide as Boon as possible and Cyril Houndslow procured board and lodging for me at his mother's home in Torrensville, which is very close to the city and very convenient for travellers such as myself. A great place to board was Number 12 Baggot Avenue and an extremely nice family with whom to live.  Besides Mother, there were daughters, Lisa Gladys Houndslow, Mrs. Verna Harrington her husband Archibald, and their son Robert.  As well as the Houndslows there was an Airforce Sergeant, Edgar Olds and his wife, and a bus driver, Gordon Sharad. They all made my life very happy and I soon grew out of my depression and began to enjoy life once again.

I had been in Adelaide for about a week and had settled in nicely at the Houndslows. I can remember going to the city about lunch time and having a drink with some friends at the Red Lion Pub. Ed McCarren came to me and introduced me to a chap by the name of Eric Wallcrist, manager of the Regent Theatre. That afternoon I went to the theatre with Eric and when he heard me play, he engaged me for a month.

What a break! The sort of thing that any musician appreciates and longs for, particularly when he is on his uppers. I still remember the numbers I played. My own arrangement of Schubert's Serenade, the Chopin Waltze in G.Flat, Opus 70 and the First Movement of the Mozart Sonata in C. Major. I think that the most impressive incident I can recall concerning the performances was the appearance of the tax-man. In those days an artist had to pay tax before he actually performed, just in case he or she skipped the country, thus depriving the government of much needed cash. Yes, he was there on the dot, on each pay day and I duly handed over approximately one quarter of my salary and thought myself damn lucky that it was not more. I soon made friends with various members of the theatre staff and they were all of great help to me in the years I spent in the city of hotels and churches. It would be no exaggeration to say that for each hotel in Adelaide, there would be a church on the opposite or diagonal corner. 0h well, it was good to play in one place and pray in another.

Adelaide was a most interesting place, with many interesting people. An easy going city, but usually a most dependable place in which to live and work. A grand spot with hospitality not to be excelled anywhere else in Australia. People would invite you home at the drop of a hat and would be quite offended if you refused the invitation. Ah yes, this was true living and could always think of others even though they had their own worries with the war and so on.  I wonder just what the place is like now. I suppose that it has livened up considerably.  It was always a great disappointment to me if I did not meet some friend during my travels through the streets of Adelaide.  It was more like a glorified country town than a city.  I don't mean this remark unkindly but merely to give an idea of the tempo of the place.

Miss Gladys Houndslow was always a very considerate person as far as I was concerned. Even though the family were of the Methodist way of thought, Gladys would always offer to take me to Mass on Sunday and generally see to it that I met some Catholic folk at the local church. Rather strange to say, the Catholic wouldn’t offer to take me to Mass or any functions associated with the Church.  Oh well, it is just as well that there are some good Protestants around to show the Catholics a thing or two.

It may seem peculiar to the average person, but I think that all this shoddy treatment from the Catholic Church was good for me. It taught me to have a much broader outlook on life and to appreciate the efforts of others on my behalf. Once I knew my way to and from the church I wouldn't have to rely on people to assist me in this direction. When I knew my way to church I decided it was not worthwhile going and so I suppose the exercise was wasted.

My immediate superior in the army was a fellow named Arthur Bruster-Jones. He was a very fine cellist and generally speaking, a moat accomplished musician. Arthur had an aunt, Miss Edith Cousins. E 4 h was a charity worker having the highest ideals and zeal for her mission in life. She was later decorated by the Crown for her good work in the community. I would often have lunch with her at a little haunt known as the Teapot Inn. Iced coffee was the order of the day as tea was rationed. Lovely ham and tomato sandwiches and a particular kind of cake called Jubilee cake were enjoyed also. Cousins introduced me to many people and generally speaking, she made my life very easy in South Australia. I played for many of her  pet charities and always enjoyed the experience. I knew that I was doing something for someone who was genuine in her attitude and outlook to those less fortunate than herself.

On one of my army education assignments I met a fellow named Douglas Parnell. He was a most accomplished baritone and his wife a very fine accompanist.  Later they went to live in Sydney, but have remained friends ever all the years and whenever I happen to go to Sydney, or when they come to Melbourne, we always meet and reminisce.  I gave many recitals along with Douglas and Mavis as his accompanist.  Mavis came from Perth and so we were indeed a representative trio. Parnell was a very good Australian Rules footballer and played for one of the Adelaide League teams.  He was a school teacher by profession until he turned to singing full time. We used to enjoy each others company when on tour and I well remember one particular occasion where a little camp called Loveday. This was an internment camp I think, but its main attraction was a very fine orchard and vegetable garden. Parnell and I were determined to have some of the good things of life and so a raid was proposed.

All went well. The raid was duly executed and the goods well hidden. Plenty of beer consumed after the concert. We were to leave to come home early next morning, but can the reader guess what happened. Of course you can. We forgot where the goodies were hidden. Oh well, we lived to raid another day, but not with the same kind of success as the first effort. There were many incidents such as the one just recounted and they each contributed to my success and happiness in the army work I had been forced to choose as part of my career. In many respects, I was glad to have chosen such work. I met many good people and was able to prove to myself that a blind man could more than hold his own with his sighted fellows. I am sure that my returned service friends would forgive me for passing the next comment. I was always upset when performing at military hospitals. Not out of a sense of pity, but more because of a sense of inadequacy. I knew that most of the men I met would carry their wounds for the rest of their lives and would have to make new lives for themselves and adjust to many and varied new circumstances and jobs. How would they manage when they were demobbed and all that sort of thing? In fact, although they did not know it at the time, those men helped me in my later life. They helped me to handle events later to be described.

When playing at army hospitals, I always tried to meet as many patients as possible. It was always a good laughing point if I put out my right hand to shake with a fellow who was minus an arm.  We both joked about each other's particular misfortune, thus making the meeting much easier.

I did not meet up with any blinded service personnel until I came back to Melbourne to live. This is probably due to the fact that there weren't so many blinded soldiers from the 1939 war as from the first war. The nurses and sisters always helped to make the concerts enjoyable. After the show they would serve a light supper and generally contribute to the enjoyment of the evening. If we were lucky, the mess would be opened and a little of the good stuff imbibed, and enjoyed to the full.

The best mess of all was the Sergeants Mess. Get sweet with the R.S.M. and you controlled the whole army establishment. I don't know to this day just why, but this is a fact of life that the R.S.M. was always the best fellow to

know. If you were in his bad books you had no hope in hell. He could procure almost anything and he could deprive you of everything. Transport was mostly by military truck, sometimes by plane and occasionally by staff car, with a pretty little service girl to drive. Oh well, no such luck these days. And speaking of transport, reminds me that towards the close of the war in the Pacific, I was to go to Milne Bay, New Guinea to give some concerts. Plane was the form of transport and at the last minute, some Airforce top brass wanted some of the seats aboard and so, I being a civvy was offloaded. Whenever I went to a camp, the particular military area had to be declared a safe zone. When the plane was over Milne Bay it was shot down and so, I am still here to tell the tale. I have always been a fatalist and always will be, and I daresay with good reason. But, to return to matters in hand.

I also did some teaching for the services, Some of my pupils were indeed of a high standard, but could not always do the necessary practice, but always seemed to enjoy their work. By now, I had settled down into a fairly consistent pattern of life and work and all in all, Adelaide was a pretty good place to live, eat and drink.

I happened to mention to Mrs. Houndslow that I always enjoyed a sleep-out. She told me that she had been thinking about having some alterations made to her house and so she planned to have a sleep-out built on to the front room of the house. When it was complete some blackboy roses were planted around the outside wall and it was mine. I would wake in the earl-- morning during Spring, Summer and early Autumn with such a lovely perfume wafting into my little kennel and it was such a pleasure to just lie in bed thinking of all my good fortune.  The Houndslows were so kind to me.  In fact, they were like fond parents.  

What a place for good digs.  There were oranges, figs and other fruits, such as lady finger, muscatel and blackcurrent grapes in the backyard.  Meals were always good and on time. If one arrived home late for meals, you just had to look in the ice chest and get your own. There was always plenty of hot water as at any time. I think that we must have had one of the earliest of the electric heaters and it certainly was a good one. I cannot remember any electricity or gas rationing or strikes in South Australia, although these upsets probably occurred.

I think that I have mentioned nearly everything that happens in the average mans life with the exception of love. Love didn't pass me by. I would not disclose names of the women I have loved, the women who have loved me and those of us who have loved us both. I respect such persons very greatly and their love will remain my secret forever.

However, I think that I should say that perhaps the key to my love life was that I was not prepared to ask any person to share such insecurity as I could offer and so things did not work out as perhaps they should have crone. What could I offer anyone: When the war would be over, so would my work and I would have to start all over again trying, to better myself and my prospects. Religion had nothing to do with my thoughts on marriage. No priest could out the fear of God into me. God is not be be feared. He is to be loved, respected and revered. I would make my own decisions in my own good time no matter how they affected my religion or outlook. In all fairness, I should say that all religious denominations have changed their outlooks very considerably in the last few years and they are much more approachable on such matters these days.

Apropos of love, it was about this time in my life that I managed to get myself involved in a most peculiar, but interesting controversy. Many of my blind friends, particularly in Victoria, were marrying and for some reason this seemed to upset Stan Hedger. He did not appear to mind if a blind person married a sighted person, but if two blind people married, all hell would let loose.  He even had the impertinence to have a letter put in the Victorian Blind Institute's Annual Report and he promptly drew the wrath of all blind folk on his head.  Of course I would come to the defence of my friends and in no mean manner.

Hedger was a very sorry fellow when we had finished with his little game. However, there were a few problems attached to all this argument. If a blind person happened to be on the wrong side of Hedger, he or she usually paid for such indiscretion. Jobs were hard to come by in those days and the beat thing I can say is that many jobs were lost for varied reasons as far as blind folk were concerned.

I would hasten to add that those times have gone forever.  Now blind people need have no fear of such reprisals for having opinions of their own. In retrospect, perhaps I could say that my outspokenness did not assist me when, in later years, I tried to obtain work at the Institute.

Ah, let us return to more tranquil waters. I mentioned earlier that Douglas Parnell, his wife Mavis and myself all gave some recitals in Adelaide and indeed, other states of Australia. These recitals caused me to come into contact with some of the South Australian social set. A certain well known Australian overseas celebrity pianist introduced me to company and the proposition was put to me that if I would lower my dignity and/or self esteem and accommodate the wishes of certain ladies in the society, I would be set for life. Such offers did not suit my taste and I was soon an outcast. That sort of thing was not for me and I soon let them know.

Douglas and Mavis were very amused about the whole show and we often used to laugh about the proposition. One particular recital was a most memorable affair. The concert was given in the Adelaide Town Hall and the ambassadors and consuls of twelve different countries were invited. By the way dear reader, they all had complimentary tickets and some even had Rolls Royce cars to bring then to the Town Hall.

As for the performers, they too could get to the show the best way they knew how. And so we decided in our wisdom that we should book ourselves a hire car and take the consequences.  concert was a sell out. The audience could not have been better, but the profit was nil.  By the time transport was provided for the VIP’s; flowers given to the various ladies; and the Red Cross had demanded that supper be provided, the profits were literally eaten up.  Was it worthwhile?  Of course it was. Parnell and I became known and we were set to go places we had never been before, or at least, we thought so.

As far as I was concerned there was one interesting sidelight. A certain lady who shall be nameless, came to me after the concert and began discussing the various items on the programme. Eventually the conversation came round to the Schumann scenes from Childhood and the good lady of the realm mentioned that a certain little section of the suite was called Slumber Song. She then said "It certainly put me to sleep and I remained so for the rest of the concert". She further elicited the information that her daughter had to awaken her and that I should go to her home when she could not sleep at night and play the same little number, just to see if it would have the desired effect.

I can remember that we received very good crits from the press of the day and that Douglas, satisfied with the whole show. As far as money was concerned, the Red Cross group of the day did so long as the concert did not run at a loss, what the hell!  I have not given a concert for the Red Cross since that episode and I don’t intend to in the future.  Oh the futility of it all!  What a waste of time and talent!  I don’t believe in "Art for Arts sake”, but rather “Art for what I can put into it and for what I can get out of it”.  I am not a hypocrite by nature and I do not intend to be that way now.  Not long after this concert we decided to give a recital in Melbourne.  I proceeded to make the initial arrangements as I was the person who had the contacts.  I wrote to as many organisations and individual people as I could and duly received promises of support. I made a special trip to Melbourne merely to consolidate such assurances and it was most worthwhile. 

The day arrived. We were staying at the Federal Hotel in Collins Street for the occasion and the staff looked after us in great style. We arrived at the Melbourne Town Hall, the venue for the concert, around 7.00 p.m. from the Town Hall and Allen's Music House. They did not turn up because they thought we could not pay them enough. The tax man was there for his cop. My sisters and some friends took over the various staff positions and saved the day. Parnell had to explain to the gentleman from the Taxation Department that we did not have the cash on hand to pay him and by some freak luck, he agreed to stay the execution of the transaction. No organisation, either for or of the blind, bought tickets, yet I had played the piano for many of

Very, very few sightless individuals came to the concert but my friends Phyllis Lawson and Harold Gration, who were then married, came along. 

Two very good friends, Mrs. McAulof and Miss Holden, who worked at the Blind Institute were there as well as my family.  Some people attended, who remembered me when I was a little boy just making my presence felt in the world of music. But above all, Wally Seidel was present to give me much needed support. Yes, you have guessed it, the concert was a fizzer. A complete and utter flop.  In all, sixty people were there in a Town Hall that could hold an audience of three thousand.  I broke down and just managed to continue the programme, God knows now. I just could not think that people could be so insincere. After all their promises and good wishes. My father warned me it would happen. Making a good fellow of yourself does not pay. I know just why the concert was not a success.  I was blind and had no money nor the right social background. Hedger later rang me and more or less laughed and said that I would have great difficulty in obtaining a position teaching in the future. Ah yes, I was to pay very dearly for my indiscretions.

And what about all those good Catholics for whom I laid my precious person on the chopping block on the Yarra Bank? What about all those good Catholic folk for whom I played the piano at convent dances and other school functions? Of course they were all notable for their absence. As the great Shakespeare, or was it Lord Francis Bacon said "Blow, blow thou winter wind, thou art not so unkind as man's ingratitude".

We returned to Adelaide - Parnell to his school teaching, Mavis to her piano teaching and me to my sorrow. I gave a few concerts in the country towns of South Australia and took part in some broadcasts with the Australian Broadcasting Commission in order to rake in a few much needed sheckels.  In the meantime, The Melbourne Recital had its funny aftermath, if that be possible.  My mother, who was more than aware of my depression, decided that she would like to go to Adelaide to see her number one son. In those days transport was very difficult on account of the war time restrictions. Rail permits had to be obtained. When you had your permit an endorsement for transport had to be procured to make sure that a seat on the train was available.  Mrs. McKay duly arrived at Spencer Street railway station to book her seat and fronted the ticket clerk. She asked him if her travel could be endorsed for the following day and he said "no madam, some military officers have priority".  Mother had been accompanied to the station by some of my sisters and to their horror, in the best obscene invective she could muster, she said "…………………”.  

All that the well meaning rail clerk could say in reply was "oo, la, la, lady McKay".  My sisters just walked away as though they did not own mother and thus ended the proposed trip to Adelaide to comfort her son. I soon learned the harshness of the class music scene and very quickly decided that my purpose would be better served by playing jazz for a crust. I love the classics, but only for pleasure and what a pleasure! Fortunately, I had quite a number of useful contacts in jazz bands and it was not long before I began to find my way into the good circle of entertainment.

I must mention a very fine theatre organist in Adelaide, Tom King. It was my good fortune to meet him and he put much work my way. In my third stint at the Regent Theatre, Tom and I played piano and organ duets. I am sure that the audience enjoyed our performance. We were asked to do another three weeks series of short recitals together.

Tom was a very quiet fellow being possessed of a wide musical knowledge. He had a wonderful ear for music and so at the drop of a hat, we could play numbers as requested from the audience on the spot. This new life soon raised my spirits and greatly assisted me to forming new associations and contacts that would be of great help to me in future years. Another gentleman who orchestral conductor named William Cade. Bill, as he was known, organised many broadcasts for me, both solo and with the orchestra. If he did nothing else, he disproved the previously stated difficulty that my not seeing the conductor was a handicap. I played the Beethoven C.Major piano concerto and the Caesar Franck Variations Symphonique with the Adelaide Studio Orchestra, with Cade conducting. I also did quite a deal of broadcasting with the Adelaide Chorus. This was rather an elite group of singers and still exists today.

Time went by and the war was over in the Pacific in August 1945. On the day of the announcement of the ceasing of hostilities, many entertainers travelled up and down the streets of Adelaide in motor trucks, playing and singing and some of them dancing. I am afraid that all the merriment and frivolity soon had taken its toll on the performers and our numbers soon had to be reinforced.

I awoke on the morning after, feeling very sick and sorry for myself, but glad that the war was over and that perhaps one day we all could settle down to some peace and progress. We were all filled with the high hopes and high ideals that such a situation would engender within our hearts, but we were soon to be disappointed and rudely awakened to the utter greed of the world in general. However, that story is well known to us all and I shall not waste the readers' time with such unnecessary explanations.

After the conclusion of the war it remained for the allies to consolidate and I suppose, clean up. A force of personnel was required to be in the occupied territories of Japan and this was known as the British Commonwealth Occupation Force. 'There were many, many Americans stationed in the area, but I did not have anything to do with that group. Very soon, the thought of entertainment for the troops came to the fore. Many artists went overseas on tour for this purpose but I was not one of the lucky ones. However, numerous radio shows were recorded in both Adelaide and Melbourne and I took part in many of these.

I still carried on with a certain amount of general entertainment for the various service establishments, but this work gradually dwindled as the men and women were demobbed. By the end of 946 it was very clear that there would be very little work in Adelaide for me and so I returned to Melbourne to live and find employment. I will always have the happiest of memories of South Australia and its people. Such hospitality and friendship is not to be experienced in the larger cities of Australia, i.e. Melbourne and Sydney. In states such as South and Western Australia, folk are more sincere, more genuine. In ether words, they can what they say. 

If they cannot help a person, that individual will not be taken down or led up the garden path. Ah well, I daresay that this is what life is all about. Not to be taken for a ride, or led up the garden path! It is the responsibility place d on the shoulders of each and every one of us to see that those unfortunate set of circumstances which led to World War 2 do not occur again.  We only have ourselves to blame if we fall by the wayside and it is no use blaming other nations for our misfortunes. But mine were of no consequence as compared to those of other people and I have a lot for which to be most thankful. If nothing else, my stint in South Australia developed my initiative and self reliance and made me realise that I just could not sit in a corner and be sorry for myself. I must always keep my head above water and at least float. Even floating can be restful and relaxing.

In the latter half of 1946 the opportunity came for me to have another crack at the classic scene. Such A.B.C. celebrities as Malcolm Sargent, Solomon and others came to our shores to give us of their talents.

Through the good offices of my friend, Mrs. Cousins, I was fortunate enough to meet the then Dr. Malcolm Sargent. He heard me play and seemed to be impressed. I also auditioned with the great pianist, Solomon. I played two Beethoven Sonatas for him; the Patnetique, which he had just re-recorded and the Waldstein. Solomon, along with Sargent, would recommend me to one of the higher colleges of music in London, if I could raise the cash. I did not have the money, nor could I raise the amount which would be required. I contacted Stan Hedger on the matter and suggested to him that when I had completed my course overseas, I would go on tour for the R.V. Institute for the Blind and raise funds for scholarships and the like. 

However, he was not keen on the idea and promptly said no. I felt rather bitter about this, but just recently I read the story of Joan Hammond and all the trials and tribulations she had when in England until she actually got herself established. Did Hedger know something as to the conditions in England at the time? Perhaps he did and so after reading Hammond's book, I took comfort in the fact that perhaps a wiser head than mine had prevailed.

For my audition with Sargent, I played the well known Sonata in F, Mozart, and the Variations Symphonique of Caesar Franck. In the audition reports, both Sargent and Solomon remarked on my daring approach to the keyboard for a blind person. I was not afraid to lift my hands from the keys and made it appear that I really meant business. I must have been quite a dasher in those days but all to no avail.

Part 4
Melbourne 1947 was not good for me. No matter what I tried it was not successful.  Many people promised me a variety of jobs, but nothing came of the promises.  In all fairness, work was quite hard to obtain for anyone in the years immediately after the war. It was not long before my small store of money disappeared into the wide blue yonder and so I tried hawking soap and the like in the northern suburbs of Melbourne. I would go to a house, knock on the door and ask the tennant if he or she ould care to buy. The usual answer was a firm "no". I would immediately think of the days when I was doing something worth​while and then my courage would waver and so would the rest of It was not long before I gave up the job of flogging soap. By this time I had learned all about human nature. I knew what it was like to go without a feed. I did not tell my sisters of my plight, although I somehow think that Beryl knew, but would not embarrass her little brother by stating the obvious.

I would usually try and work the conversation so that she would invite me for tea. Well, this would at least give me something to eat, until the next time anyway. I had to be rather circumspect as to the number of times per week I got the invitation. At the time, my other sisters were all living in a house in Albert Park and on occasions, I managed to have a meal with them. At long last, in true Macawber style, something did turn up. Through an acquaintance managed to obtain a job playing the piano at rather an out of the way hotel. Transport to the pub was difficult. It was quite a distance from tram or train and having no money whatsoever, I went to a Catholic priest in South Melbourne to ask him for some assistance. I asked him if he could lend me a pound and told him the purpose of the loan. He duly told me to go out to work and obtain money as any other man does. What a kindly christian gentleman I knew that the good Lord would reward him for his fine christian spirit, if not in this life, most certainly in the next. Of course I did not get the job. I just did not turn up for it and so paid the price. Just what I would've done without the blind person's pension I do not know. It paid the rent and a few beers to ease my troubles, if that were possible.

The position was now very desperate. I got tired of trying to dodge the landlord. I would have to do something about it and pretty quickly. I eventually lowered my pride and went to see Hedger at the Institute. He had previously told me that I would have much difficulty in obtaining work there, but I had to take the risk of a refusal. Well, after much eating of humble pie and promises that I would not indulge in open criticism and so on, he agreed to employ me in the Millet Shop at the Institute's factory. I duly became a millet sorter for the broom makers. It was a comparatively easy job and as long as money was coming in, I just didn't care where I worked.

Some of the men in the millet shop decided to take the mickey out on me. Ah, this is the little University genius, and now he has to work with the actual workers. I took all this without a word. However, there was one man there, Joe Morton by name and he came to my rescue in no uncertain manner. Morton was a battler and quite a rough diamond. He soon put me at my ease and I was accepted by all those who were working in the shop. I am quite sure that the main thing which helped me accept my new situation was the fact that I had worked with so many service personnel during the war.  Yes, I had some good pals in the factory in those days.

To name just a few; Charles Bradley, Ernest Simms, Lindsay MacDonald, Joe Morton, Harry Parsons and others. I joined the Blind Workers Union and forgot my promises to Stan Hedger. He informed me that I was only employed in the factory on a temporary basis and this was the fuel for a good union contra​temps. I just knew that I could not keep quiet for long and the bubble burst in no uncertain terms. A strike was proposed, but I decided that I would rather go to the press. This course of action would ensure that all the men would not lose pay.

Hedger relented however, and so I did not have to make the newspaper headlines. If nothing else, my position in the factory was assured and I could save some money for the next onslaught on the Arts.

By now word was filtering through from America as to the conditions of the blind workers and indeed, some of these conditions applied in England. If a worker became too vocal and said just what he or she thought concerning prevailing conditions of employment, the Agencies or Institutions for the Blind would crack down and display their control over the more fearful blind worker. It can be read in braille magazines of the day just how the few struggled to help the many and at times their efforts were not greatly appreciated to say the least. I strongly suspect that Stan Hedger was becoming power drunk and was beginning to undo all his good work of the past years. 

One of the leading blind unionists of the day was a fellow named Jack Murphy. He was a most forthright fellow and most unfort​unately for him, twenty or thirty years before his time as far as ideas were concerned. Murphy even had to suffer indignity at the hands of the blind, but he was man enough to take it all and come out on top. It would be very difficult to pin point one particular man and say that he and he along was the guiding force for the destiny of the blind worker of Victoria. Such men as Edward Hanlon, now President of the Board of Management of the Institute, Jack Murphy, Syd Daly, Ernie Simms, Ralph Lightfoot, Harold Gration and Charles Bradley all took part in the union executive discussions that laid the foundations for the good working conditions existing at the Institute today. In the thirties, Hanlon, Murphy and Knott established a placement for the blind worker in outside industry, unsurpassed by any standards even today. 

There was no science attached to the task. It was a matter as to whether a particular person could do a particular job of work and be content with his or her let. Probably the most notable of these mews' achievements would be the obtaining of a Means Test Free Pension for all blind persons throughout Australia. This came about in the early fifties. Jim Smith was another blind man to have his name connected with all of this activity.

It is very dangerous to mention names in case one is omitted. If I am guilty of such omission, then I am truly sorry.  

As from a year or two ago, I think that the Blind Workers' Union has lost of its muscle.  Happily, there is now frequent discussion between Management and workers and the conditions existing should satisfy all or most of the membership. I realise that it is the duty of all good unionists never to be satisfied, but the blind worker receives many benefits that the "seeing" counterpart does not receive. Rheuben Ryan and Ken Swadesir would be about the last of the strong men to retire from active union affairs. I think that even the status of the blind worker has altered very considerably over the last twenty years or so.

The concentration these days seems to be more on general assembly work, rather than a particular trade.  I do not know whether this is a wise shift or not, but it is up to the worker to make the best of good conditions.

I had no further thought of teaching in 1947. If you do not own your house and have to travel, teaching is practically out of the question and more se for a blind person.  One day I was having a beer in the College Lawn Pub just near the Institute.  Who should come up to me and suggest that I buy him a drink or else - Stan Hedger.

Over more than one beer, we solved our differences. Why couldn't we de this before? He was a person that I just could net fathom. His moods were many and changed very often. Perhaps such characteristics were brought about through constant worry. The Institute had come from one bad time into another and heaven only knew just how the situation could be eased. By this time, services to the blind were becoming mere and more complex and numerous. Such problems did net only apply to Australia. As far as the local scene was concerned, perhaps the answer lay in that a different type of business man would have to be appointed to the Beard. 'The pace of life was quickening. Business was beating with a much faster pulse rate and so would the Institute's general approach to services and employment. However, the old man saw to it that the blind worker would always have money and a job.

The year 1948 dawned with much hope and light around the proverbial corner. So much so, that the R.V. Institute for the Blind, known or unknown to management, could run to six starting price bookmakers. One was a sighted man and the rest were blind.

We were doing well in those days. The competition was so good that the bookies would come around to the worker on the job to ask if he would care to have a bet.  Of course we would and we took the time off to listen to the race to know the result.

I wish I could mention all the names of the bookies, but perhaps it would be the wrong thing to do. They were all very interesting fellows and always paid on the dot. I might say that this did not always apply to the customer. I am quite sure that Hedger knew of all the goings on, for he actually spotted me collecting a wager in the hotel on one particular day. Of course I was obliged to buy him a drink and indeed, I was glad to. We had successfully patched up our differences and that satisfied me greatly.

Life was beginning to be much more pleasant for me and I was getting back to my normal self once more. I could take my rightful place anywhere once again and hold my head up with all the others. I lean to the view that even though Hedger at times was pretty tough on me, he respected me for my attitude and perhaps I was all the better for it.

Of this I am certain, my friends would not be among the music elite.  They would be among the proletariat - Good, honest down to earth individuals who would support their mate under nearly any circumstances and help him out if ever the need arose. I am not a particularly religious man, but I never have ceased to pray. The power of prayer is amazing and it most certainly saw me through a very difficult period.

Blind women seemed to have played not too great a part in the affairs of the Blind Workers' Union. For many years they were not encouraged to join. This lack of encouragement came so much from the membership, but from the supervisors and even from the then superintendent. Whilst the actual victimisation was not openly said, it was quite clearly under​stood by the women that they would run the gauntlet or the wrath of management if they associated themselves with the common proletariat. At last, some brave souls such as Mrs Simms, Hilda Tennant and Launa Cole joined the union over a period of fears and indeed, Launa Cole became Vice-President and on the death of the President of the day, took control of the union

the rest of the year, and for a little while during the next term. Many women joined up later, but the actual names escape me at the moment. The fact is that since the advent of women into the union they have more than contributed to the success of their cause.

In those days things were pretty tough and the blind had to battle for all their worth to obtain reasonable conditions in the industrial section. It is to be hoped that the newly blinded folk of today realise the important part that older blind people have played in the comfortable conditions now existing.

For the life of me I cannot understand the policy of the union as far as the Trades Hall Council is concerned. The policy is to always vote with the Executive. I was at one time a delegate for the union at the council , but I am afraid that I did not always carry out this instruction.  At one time there was a vote taken in connection with certain sheltered workshop employment and employees. I realised that if the vote was successful things would not work out too well for the blind and so I assisted to overturn the desired result. For this, the then Secretary of the Council very severely reprimanded me and I duly told him to go mind his own business. He asked me to resign but I refused. On occasions I took part in several debates of the council, but I suppose the most notable one would be on the amalgamation of many of the smaller unions into larger groups. I did not like the idea although I knew that there were too many unions in Australia. I was rather fearful that the smaller unions would lose their identity and political representation. We won the day and the the idea of amalgamation was held up for many years.   

On the night the decision was made the Trades Hall Council Secretary provided me with a police escort to my home in Malvern. This scared me somewhat and so I decided to leave well alone and resigned as a delegate.

I do not like the party system of government. Labour is not always right. The Libs are not always right. Any sensible person should realise that there must be some sort of compromise. In any case, committees or groups cannot be certain of my position. I will think for myself and determine my own stand. I am prepared to talk about matters, but I am always very wary of automatic decisions.

My approach did not go down too well with the union and it was just as well that I did resign. I think that the most interesting fact to come out of my stint on the council was that the more extreme or militant side of the council membership always did their homework. However, this could not always be said of the moderates. I had made some good friends and had some good backstops when serving on the Council and generally speaking, I found it to be a most interesting exercise. I used to sit among the militants. In those days I had good ears and had trained myself to listen to more than one conversation at a time. I remember a particular incident that would bear the telling. An anti-hanging committee had been formed and at a particular meeting of the Council, all the anti-hanging crowd walked out. 

That is, all except me. I was not a member of the group and so was left sitting alone. The President of the Council called out "What's the matter Mack, have all your little friends left you?". 

Everyone laughed and enjoyed the joke, but I would not change seats. I found that members of all shades of opinion came and spoke to me. It did not matter on which side of the fence we were, we all respected each others' thoughts and positions.

The next titbit is for Labour Party members only. Other readers may take note for their own purposes of course. I would be one of the very few members of council who was not a member of the Labour Party. Not because I did not wish to join. I had asked for membership details so many times, over so many years, but the various Secretaries of the party would not send them to me and so I got tired of asking and did not join. Perhaps it was just as well as I would not have made a good Party member. I like to be a free thinker and will not be bound by any machine. I used the same approach as far as management was concerned. If I thought that an idea was good then I would be with it. If I thought otherwise then I would do my utmost to see that the matter was defeated.

In the middle sixties I was appointed to the Executive of the then Australian Federation of Organisations of the Blind.

I was appointed as one of the delegates from the Blind Workers Union. I considered this one of the highest honours accorded me by my fellow blind and I have always been grateful for having had the opportunity of perhaps helping to shape the destinies of blind folk throughout Australia. I never made it as a delegate to conference, however. Nobody could be certain just how I would vote and so I paid the price. This was to be expected and I held no grudge for so being overlooked. Indeed, one union secretary said "Put McKay on the committee and we can keep an eye on him. He's a good bloke if you can knew what he is doing". How wrong he was. I was on the union committee on several occasions, but at all times I thought for myself. Oh well, this was all very interesting, exciting and worthwhile, but very far from the piano keyboard. It gave me lots to think about. It made me realise just how the other fellow lived and the amount of responsibility we all had toward each other. If there is one fault to be levelled at unions, it is the lack of rank and file attendance at general meetings. Decisions are made by the few and when it is too late, the can is kicked by the many.

I suppose the main problem that concerns me as far as the blind unionist is concerned is the fact that when one is working in outside industry, e or she is not encouraged to join the appropriate union, but only to continue the membership of the Blind Workers Union. As it’s subscriptions are much less than the average outside union the blind are in fact obtaining unionism on the cheap. If they will continue to do this sort of thing, then they cannot rightfully insist on being treated as first class citizens. It also means they do not get to know their fellow worker and his or her troubles. When I was a full time Musician I also was a member of the Blind Workers Union until I saw the benefits that could be obtained by joining the Musicians Union. Your buddies think more of you and do not treat you as an inferior because in fact, you are one of them. I think that the Executive of the Blind Workers Union should take note of this observation and think more of the worker and not so much of its own fiscal coffers. The worker will benefit in the long run.

Blindness is more of a bond than a fact of life that can be manipulated. Some of the agencies and organisations rather tend to lose eight of the fact that each blind person has a different entity and is a person in his or her own right. In these so called enlightened years the situation is that each person, if handicapped, is just one of the game of numbers. So, in fact, each blind person can be manipulated to suit the purpose of both union and management.

In many, many cases, visually handicapped person does not realise that he is being manipulated and so goes along with the situation without much or any protest, and before realising just what is happening, is involved up to the hilt in a cleft situation as it were. If preferred, the blind person is on the horns of a dilemma from which there is no escape.

It may be of interest that the Australian Federation of Organisations of the Blind changed its name in 1968 to the Australian Federation of Blind Citizens and has its Executive in Sydney. Through the Federation the blind were always calling for such things as free telephones and complete exemption from sales tax. In fact, through all this hullaballoo they ruined a particularly good lurk for themselves. There was a paragraph in the then existing Sales Tax Act that in essence said "This article is for use and not for sale by the purchaser" This gave such organisations as the R.V. Institute for the Blind a very good loophole to use for discounts and so on. The Institute would purchase an article minus sales tax, hire it to a particular blind person and after some two years paying rental, he or she would have completed the payments for it.  

The Institute would then give the article to the person concerned and that was that. However, through constant shouting for exemption from sales tax the blind attracted the Federal Government to the loophole and it was promptly closed, never to be reopened. Both the union and the Australian Federation of Blind Citizens obtained many concessions for the membership. The blind would buy the article concerned, or use the concession and allow the wrong people the use of the supposed benefit. i.e.; the blind person would buy a car minus sales tax and if short of cash, would sell the car at full price to a sighted individual. He would then obtain the cash, but lose the benefit of the concession. This sort of thing occurred with such items as tape recorders and the like.

Money was always a severe problem when I was serving on the Executive of the Federation. All kinds of lurks were used and abused for the purpose of fund raising. I don't know the situation as of today as I am no longer connected with the general activity of the blind. But, we all survived and lived to fight again for our rights and whatever else would come our way.  Many friendships were made and many were broken. The strain on the individual, both mentally and physically, was tremendous. Some could take it and others couldn't.

When assessing the true value of the average union member at the Institute, we must remember that most of the men and women concerned did not have the advantage of a higher education as did the members of the Blind Professional Guild. The union fellows had to run the gauntlet of suspension. Their incomes on the average were very limited and mainly consisted of what remuneration they-were receiving from the Institute. Those with families really had a tough struggle. The Pension was a necessity and much appreciated by all. Chaps such as Daly, Murphy, Hanlon, Knott, just to quote a few from different eras, dipped into their own pockets very deeply for the benefit of the blind worker in general, and very often left themselves in comparatively poor circumstances to gain the desired results. 

Sims was another who made great sacrifices for his fellow blind. I only hope that each and everyone of these members will be remembered for their devotion to the cause. Perhaps one day some bright spark will write a history of the union.  It would be better for it to use it’s surplus funds in that way rather than spending up on a social at the end of the year. One of the members of the union, a Mr. Alec Johnston, willed all or most of his money for the use of the union. It was decided to award a medal to selected people who had served the cause of the blind without pay. I am not sure as to whether I go along with this idea. There are many folk who serve the cause of the blind who are paid, and in fact their work is not recognised because of this fact. Usually, the most worthwhile service they render is given over and above the line of duty but usually goes unnoticed by the many. Johnston was a piano tuner by trade and a very fine one indeed. Oh well, such were my blind friends. My friendships did not exist among the arty blind. I must confess that I preferred the company of the worker, enjoying their uninhibited conversation and pleasures. The snobbery of the arts did not attract me.  Rather it incurred my disdain.

I well remember a particular episode in late 1956. There was a great discussion as to whether the blind should have another representative on the Board of Management of the Institute. Both the Blind Workers Union and the Guild of Professional Blind got together and decided to form a delegation to approach the Board of Management on this matter. When the final meeting of the Union and Guild was held in order to settle on the final policy, the Guild members said they could not form a delegation because they did not have the numbers present. There were seven Guild members present at the meeting and I had spoken to each and everyone of them. This display of weakness roused my indignation. It was obvious that the Guild had backed down at the last minute and decided to let the Union fight the good fight and incur the wrath of management. Well, I broke into the order of speeches and duly told George Findlay, who was spokesman for the Guild, just what I thought of both him and the Guild of Professional Blind. The meeting broke up in fantastic disarray and the Union carried on with the management. Another blind representative was gained and the Union won the day. The Guild people were at University level and would not risk their reputations in such discussions. Fortune favours the brave I suppose, but the union membership came out of the affair with flying colours and a very high respect for their efforts.

Part 5

Nearly all the worthwhile benefits have been obtained through the efforts of the Blind Workers Union. Very little, if any, have come from the Guild of Professional Blind. Sims was instrumental in the obtaining of a very healthy air concession.  In the first place the Blinded Soldiers Association and the Guild of Professional Blind had a limited concession in this direction and later on, the Lady Nell Seeing Eye Dog School, through Mrs. Phyllis Gration, had obtained a limited concession. Sims managed to obtain the general concession and it has been greatly appreciated by us all.  

In this chapter I thought I would tell of some of my associates, my much changed social life and some other trivia that perhaps may be of interest to folk in general.

In 1947-48 I more or less drifted with the general tide of human toilers for a crust. The recent world war had indeed left its mark on nearly everyone of us. Some had got themselves rich through devious and doubtful means during the war, while others made affluent through S.P. Bookmaking, conducting two-up schools and the like, and quite a deal of black market. Goods were still pretty hard to obtain, but if you knew a chap who knew a chap whose uncle was in then you were almost certain to click on the particular item desired. The pub was the general meeting place and I was no exception to the rule. In any case I was more likely to obtain some work going out to such places than staying at home feeling sorry for myself. Two very interesting hotels were the Metropole and the Saracen's Head, both in Bourke Street, Melbourne and very close together.

Now, both these hotels are non-existent, but still are remembered by many patrons.

I had an uncle, Fred Jones by name. He was a limbless soldier from the First World War and he was a lift' driver in the then firm of John Danks and Co. I would meet Fred for a counter lunch or after work, and we'd pot one or two together. Fred helped to make my life more worthwhile than it had been for some considerable time. The Metropole pub was quite respectable as far as $ go. There were thieves, crooks, con. men and the like, along with bank workers general office employees, public servants and jig business men. Fred intro​duced me to most of this company and we all got on very well. Yes, they were rough diamonds, but sincere. 

In other words they would not do you a bad turn if they could not do you a good one. It gave one a good feeling to be able to go up to the S.P. Bookmaker and have five bob each way on something and know that you would be paid after the race. However, if the police decided to raid the pub, then you just took your chances with the rest, but you always got your money eventually. The bookie had to get rid of his betting slips as best he could. Generally speaking, the S.P. bookie was a very trustworthy fellow and usually had a good memory for faces.

I can remember the police making a raid one day.  I had my gladstone bag with me in order to take home some of the good stuff. When I reached home I opened the bag in order to put the beer away and there, to my astonishment, I found all these slips of paper. The next day I went to the Metropole and the bookie came up to me and asked me for his jetting slips. Fred had put them in my bag unknown to me. The police would not look in my bag for the contraband. The bookie did not forget me for this episode and we often would laugh over it in years to come. Fred always was very proud of his immediate family and relatives. He never ceased to talk of our achievements to others and this often gave me quite a sense of importance that perhaps I had lost through the rigors of hardship previously mentioned.

He introduced me to a fellow named Allan Waldon.  He was the Paymaster in John Danks and he also organised a concert party named the Boomerangs. :I joined the group and had lots of fun as well as making much good music. Many of the artists and dancers in the Boomerangs became television stars and generally made their marks in the entertainment field.   We would go to different Army camps, civilian hospitals and homes for the elderly. Yes, there were some even in those days. The acts were many and varied. We had a more than competent ballet, good singers, ventriloquists, sketch artists, music hall revue and so on. I would not only play piano solos, but the accom​paniments for the singers.

We all played in a voluntary capacity and I stayed with the party for two years or so. However, one night I overheard a conversation between Waldon and a now prominent television star who shall be nameless. It ran something like this. "Give me fifty pound per performance or else", said the star. Waldon agreed and I opted out immediately. I was so disappointed.

In all fairness to 'Waldon I did not tell the other members of the concert party of this conversation for fear of breaking up the whole show. I might say that I have not seen Waldon since that episode.

In 1948 I joined the Buffalo Lodge.  This particular branch was part of the Grand Australian Banner. I knew there were many openings for pianists, known as Minstrels in the lodges, and so I was prepared to take my chances. The pay for such playing quite low, but very acceptable.  

I think that the following observation is applicable to all lodges and clubs, but it is worth noting. Such organisations are good for men who do not abuse them. By that I mean going, to a lodge meeting every night of the week and even over the weekends and so neglecting their home responsibilities. I am rather afraid that this sort of thing is quite common and gives organisations concerned rather a bad image. If I obtained little else from the Buffalo Lodge, I most certainly obtained excellent comradeship. I made many lifelong friends from lodges for this I am most grateful. The Lodge does great work by raising funds for many and varied charities, but perhaps it could be fairly said that the methods used for such fund raising to say the least, questionable.

One little anecdote concerning the Buffalo Lodge will bear the telling.  There was a primo, or chairman of a particular lodge, Cecil Johnston.  As part of an initiation ceremony the motto of the Lodge is explained. It is in Latin and a free translation runs something like this: "Mortals are not wise at all hours". How true. Johnston however would always say: "Morals are not wise at all hours". Again I say how true. During this part of the ceremony, all members are silent and solemn, but McKay could not resist a hushed laugh at dear old Johnston's error. He once asked me the cause of my mirth and I explained it to him. He could not see the joke and was quite offended. Oh well, to quote the well known television series, "Some mothers do ‘ave ‘em.

Contrary to belief, it is a much more costly exercise to belong to the Buffalo Lodge than to the Masonic. I have belonged to both and so know through practical experience. There is much more levity in the Buffalo group than that of the masons and so more fun can be had.

When attending Masonic meetings I used to enjoy telling jokes on the masons themselves and if it were possible, I would try and involve local lodge members in the humour. This did not go down with the average member. He took things very seriously. Perhaps his lodge regalia was too heavy for him, or did he always enjoy strutting around like an overfed turkey, as referred to in a previous section of this book. I managed to make one friend from the Masonic Lodge, Ross McKintosh by name. Ross more or less tree thinker and so we were well suited and had the same spirits. At the time of writing this book, I have retired from the Masonic Lodge, but Ross still continues his assistance by giving certain financial advice and in other ways.

Through my patronage of the Saracen's Head Hotel I got to know the licensee very well.  Harold Stevens was his name, along with his wife, Ellen, and two daughters Maureen and Valerie.  They were very kind people.

Nothing was a trouble to them. As long as they could help people in need, that gave them much pleasure and satisfaction. At this period in my life, I had to obtain some optical prosthesis and Harold came along with me to the craftsman concerned. We entered the surgery and the consultant opened up his little box of tricks. Harold was stunned. He couldn't make out how all these eyes could stare at him, so was glad to get us both back to the pub to have a beer and clear his own vision. Valerie is a pianist and in those days often played in the Boomerang concert party standing in for me if I had to be at some other engagement. I still see her today and she has a delightful family. Maureen, I have not seen for many years, but I know she is doing well for herself as a nursing sister. I was engaged to play the piano at the Saracen's Head pub for a short while and it was always most enjoyable as it boasted a very nice grand piano.

The Stevens family sold the hotel and it was not long after that I also left in order to take up a position as pianist at the Hotel Hollyford in Elizabeth Street, Melbourne.  Women seemed to have played a most important part in my life and Mrs. Vera O'Doherty, the licensee of the Hotel Hollyford, was not to prove this statement incorrect.  I was employed at the Hollyford from 1949 until 1956 when Vera sold the hotel. I now felt that I was working myself back into the entertainment field. This is what I had longed for, but never again would I have a tilt at the classic side of the fence. As far as the classic scene was concerned, there was so much insincerity and bitchiness. I don't particularly care for that word, but I Just cannot think of another to describe it.  They were my friends. Yes, perhaps they did drink to excess on occasions, but they were sincere and honest and would always be on hand if ever I needed some assistance. Security was now beginning to come my way and I was once more enjoying life. As I was working at the Hollyford, I decided to leave the Institute and concentrate on the enter​tainment field. I left on good terms with Stan Hedger and this was to be about the last time I saw him. He resigned his position at the Institute in 1952 for reasons that are not quite clear to me even now. Suffice to say, that perhaps it was a wise decision by both parties and that the way was made clear for further progress.

I have been most fortunate as far as employers were concerned. I wonder if I am overstating the case if I were to say that the O'Doherty family adopted me as more or less one of their own. They were good, honest, genuine people whose hearts and thoughts were in the right place at the right time. Well, as far as I was concerned, this was the case. If at any time I happened to be away' sick Vera would always see to it that I had all I needed, and never at any time d I lose pay through illness. It could be truly said that she had restored my faith in human nature.

Through my membership of the Buffalo Lodge I met up with two most interesting characters, Jack Levy and Leo Denistien. They were both pianists in the Lodge and very Food ones at that. We all liked both classic and jazz music and so we decided to learn duets, more for our own pleasure than anything else. We played such pieces as the Dvorak Slavonic Dances, the Brahms Hungarian Dances, two Schubert Rondosin A.Major, some of the Military Marches of Schubert and others that at the moment, I cannot call to mind. I derived much satisfaction from this exercise and eventually, all three of us gave lodge members lots of pleasure. Well, at least they said so. Both Leo and Jack have now passed on and I have no more companions for the purpose of piano duetry, if I can coin the term.

Whilst at the Hollyford Hotel I met a lady named Adeline Aarons. She had a brother named Emanuel and he was indeed a very fine musician.  He was the the organist in one of the Sydney Theatres and whenever we met in Sydney or Melbourne we would make music together, either through organ and piano, or piano duet. Once again my music was complete and worthwhile.

Ken Swadesir, my friend from my Institute days, also joined the Buffalo Lodge at approximately the same time as myself and so we would go to many meetings together, and as a consequence, we had lots of fun and games. On one particular occasion Ken and I decided to o out on the town together. It was a Saturday and we met in the morning about 11.00 a.m.

After we had played around, betting and having several enjoyable beers, Ken thought he should Come home to his good wife, Alice. I saw him to the train at about 3.30 and from then on, I don't know what happened. Later, I heard the sequel to the story.  I saw Alice during the week and she said Ken arrived home at about 9:30pm that night.  She had been asking for some time for a train timetable to be brought home, and so it wasn’t done. Ken told Alice that when he boarded the train for home he didn't realise it was an express. Then he came to breakfast on the Sunday morning Alice told him that he had put over a good story, but unfortunately for him, there was no express on a Saturday afternoon. Alice has since passed on and Ken remarried. His second wife's name is Kathleen.

On Ken’s death his sister-in-law paid him one of the nicest possible compliments.  She said "Ken had two marriages and both his wives gave him much pleasure and happiness. They save his family as a whole much joy and for this we shall be ever thankful".

In the early days of radio Ken was a very brilliant radio technician. Unfortunately he didn’t have access to the technology of today and perhaps he was deprived of a very outstanding career in his then chosen profession.

Ken made lots of early commercial recordings and later on a recording booth in Melbourne's Luna Park. During the Second World 'Jar he recorded many messages for service personnel from many nations to be sent home to wives and sweethearts. Both he and I shared many pleasurable moments and I shall never forget him.

And so the years went by, till 1956. Much the same pattern of life was the order of the day and Vera O'Doherty sold the Hollyford Hotel in that year. I had to look around for another job and strange to say, a position came up at the Institute as a part time teacher of piano. I applied for it and was the successful applicant. However, in order to obtain the position, I had to obtain character references. I wonder if the powers were at the Institute thought this to be impossible. The references were given by my friends Phyllis and Harold Gration, a Police Superintendent, two members of Parliament, one state and the other federal, and Monsignor John Carr, Catholic prelate.  I duly took up the post in 1957. I discussed the matter with George Findlay and we both decided to "cry pax" and we got on together for some time.  Hugh Jeffrey had vacated his teaching position at the Institute and I took his place.

His departure left me mystified.  I could not make out just why Jeffrey would leave such a lucrative post for me to walk into without somewhere else to go. Then the secret was out.   He had, in fact, been offered the post of Director of Music at St Paul’s School for the Blind.

On November 25, 1955 David Lesley Palmer passed away.  Next to the death of my father this was the saddest day of my life. Without fear of repetition, Palmer was my first real teacher and friend since 1931.   Often during my rather tempestuous life I had recourse to his advice and friendship.  Many times he pulled me out of the more and turned me onto the right track.  He gave me the opportunity of having all I possess and for this, I shall be forever grateful to a man who has been comparatively unsung. He was a marvellous musician in his own right and brought the Blind Orchestra to a peak of ability unequalled since his passing.  He trained many blind pupils who more than hold their own in the world of music. He was a "guide philosopher and friend" to all who came under his influence and shall remain so for the rest of all our lives.  After all the passing years since his demise, may God give him the rest, comfort and peace that he deserves and may he look down on the results of has labours with pride and satisfaction.  Thank you David Lesley Palmer!

In 1956 came the Melbourne Olympics and of these I shall say no more. It as well known to all, that the games are polluted by politics and dark overtones and that the idea of good sportsmanship has gone.  By the time this book is being written the 1980 Olympics have been and gone and the politics have ruled the day.  Television has come to Melbourne to stay and was used to cover the Melbourne Olympics. Has television improved since 1956? I doubt it. Still the same general load of rubbish: crime, sex, violence and general domestic upset. It makes one wonder if it is worth watching at all. Oh well, if there is nothing else, there is always the box, as we call it today.

I took up my post at the Institute at the beginning of the school year in 1957. Findlay and I had agreed to disagree and we were content to teach our way out of trouble. By the way, "."What was the big secret I mentioned earlier?"  Now, do not be too anxious as I must finish this page so as not to spoil the effect.

Brother P.G. O'Neil had been for some time pressured by the Rev. Dr. Mannix, the then Roman Catholic Archbishop of Melbourne, to open a Catholic School for the Blind. Some time before this O’Neil was on the committee of the Association for the Blind.  He resigned for somewhat suspicious reasons.  Not that he had committed any wrong, but the reasons for his resignation left us all thinking that something was afoot.  Sure it was.  He opened his School for the Blind in March or April 1957.

He rang me one day offering me the Directorship of Music at the School, to be known as St. Paul's School for the Blind.  He advised me to apply and I did, if for no other reason than my curiosity had got the better of me. I had already accepted a position at the Blind Institute. O'Neil rang me again and told me that the Directorship was mine on the condition that I would return to the Catholic church, go to confession and be a good boy from there on. I told him that I would not be a hypocrite and would not accept his terms, and that I would go to church and the sacraments when I so desired and not before.  He then told me that I had missed out as far as the application was concerned. Would the reader care to guess who got the position? Hugh Jeffrey, a Methodist lay preacher at the time. Ch well, you can't win them all and I was prepared to take it on the chin as I had done over all the years of being a good Catholic.

O’Neil should have known that if he had given me the position in the first place he had given me the position in the first place it would have led me back to the church and everyone would have ended up, being very good friends. I consoled myself with the knowledge that I much preferred to teach at the Institute.  We had the facilities, the music and the money behind us to do a good job of work. It is hard to imagine that a person of O'Neil's intelligence could lower his colors to such an extent that he would make me such an offer. He had left himself wide open for the most severe criticism and scorn from the blind in general, as if I had decided to let the cat out of the bag; but I refrained. I didn't wish to put myself in such a bad light and so I have kept this information to myself for all the ensuing years.

The then Principal of the Institute School, a Mr Alfred Dovey, was a good fellow, efficient and yet exciting. He knew just what he wanted and also mow-just how to get it. He was very knowledgeable and quickly grasped the essentials of being a good teacher of the blind.  Generally, he was a quiet man, but not lacking in temper. In the Second World War he was a bomber pilot and I am led to believe he was highly decorated for his services.

The teaching staff consisted of the usual blind people and those I can remember on the sighted staff were a Mrs. Merry, Mrs. Bolman, sass Suiter and Miss Haig. Haig and Suiter became my friends and it was not long before it was pretty evident as to how the parties would line up.

I took stock of the situation and quickly decided to obtain as much money out of the job as possible before the axe lowered again. Of course Findlay would have his revenge and for sure, he did just that. I was not going to be had for a sucker and I managed to last out until 1961. As before, most of my pupils were either mentally retarded or slow learners and very likely to do very much with the little talent that they have possessed. I know that this will be very hard to comprehend, but Findlay had by now reached the stage where he would put his ear to the door of my teaching room to listen to what I was saying, to the children while teaching them. I would not have known this except for the fact that one of the sighted teaching staff told me so and also demanded an apology from Findlay in front of all the other teachers during the morning tea break on the particular morning concerned. Sometimes during lessons I would take time off to chat to the pupils about favourite football teams and so on. It all helped to make the piano lessons all the more interesting.

Just what was wrong with the man I will never know. must have been so eaten up with Jealousy that he couldn't contain his innermost feelings as far as I was concerned.

Back to the drawing board and to tell something of my class of pupils. They were a great lot of kids. Not blessed with much musical talent, but possessed with a high sense of loyalty. I don't know how, but they seemed to know of the struggle going on between Findlay and myself. Children have a great facility to pick up this sort of thing and this also exists where parents are concerned.  The kids would do almost anything for me. They knew that I would put them before all else and would back them to the hilt. School concerts were one big joke in those days. They were a virtual piano recital of Findlay's pupils. My pupils were not considered to be worthwhile putting on the show and so I insisted that some of them should appear. There was absolutely no opportunity for the children to use their imaginations or hidden talents what​soever. In my day at school, the pupils arranged their own concerts. They provided the material for their own plays, songs, instrumental solos, orchestral numbers and so on. They had their own stage managers, while the teachers just sat back and allowed the children to run the concerts as they thought fit. When I was teaching in 1957 until I finished my stint at the School, the teachers did the lot.

No wonder the Blind Orchestra faded out. No jazz was permitted and the pupils didn't have any opportunity of learning another instrument besides the piano. I protested against this most highhanded regime and earned the displeasure of most of the staff except for Dovey and some others previously named.

At last the big move came to the new school building at Burwood. In March 1961 the School was opened and the buildings vacated at the Institute site in St. Kilda Road were then used for a rehabilitation centre for adult blind.

It wasn't long before the axe fell.  Indeed it was toward the end of the school year of 1961 that ominous rumblings were discernible. I had decided to join the Guild of Professional Blind and it was at one of these meetings that I was told by Don Forbes that I had said that I was not interested in teaching. In fact, I had said at a staff meeting during general conversation that I preferred playing the piano to teaching the piano.  What in ignorant, narrow-minded little lot the blind teachers at the Institute had become.

Please do not think me too hard on such a group. I wonder just what you the reader would think if you were placed in the same position.  I imagine that you would not turn the other cheek.  Indeed I am sure that you would kick with both feet to the best advantage, I was duly called to the Superintendent's office along with the rest of the blind teaching staff for "a please explain".  I knew that the meeting would be loaded against one and so I didn't attend. However, I took the trouble to contact the Superintendent in order to advise him of my decision. He agreed with me and he further agreed not to tell the other blind teachers of my decision.  They arrived at the meeting, fully prepared to deal with me in the manner they all knew best, but the victim did not arrive.  On the Friday of that week I received my dismissal notice from Dovey shook hands with him and explained to him that I was fully aware of his position and that I did not consider that it was his fault that I was dismissed. He said that he thought that I was a Christian and indeed, I thought that I detected a tear in his eye.  

Well, I weakened and there were most certainly some tears in mine. Why shouldn't there have been`: A man with my ability being treated is though I was a mere nothing. Of course Findlay had his revenge, and in no small way. I don't wish to discuss Findlay any further, except to say that in later years he became very ill with a terminal condition, and I went to his home to shake hands in order to make our peace between us and with God. We were two entirely different men.  Ever since I was a child he was anti McKay and for what reason? Oh well, we will never know, but such was the case, I felt that I had to do what I thought was right. I didn't attend any of the functions organised for him on his retirement. I didn't wish to appear a hypocrite, and so we actually parted in peace.

I shall always have very happy memories of the children I had the good fortune to teach. Most of them have done well various for themselves in various fields, and just for the record, I wish them well. When I was dismissed the staff gave me a classic music record, which I have back to be donated to the school library. I knew the gift was not well meant.

Freedom of mobility is of tremendous importance to anyone, but probably more so to a blind person. I do not think that the blind achieve complete mobility, but they go pretty close to the maximum in this direction. Whether the person has a complete loss of sight or has partial vision matters not. Both are fraught with ever-present danger. The partially sighted person must always be concerned with the fact that perhaps his or her sight is gradually deteriorating and to what extent. The person with no sight at all must be absolutely certain that his or her ears are completely attuned to the immediate surroundings.

All the science in the world does not make up for the loss of a person's sight. I think that at times science can hinder the blind person's progress if it is overdone. It is my personal opinion that the early advice given by some of the blind to some of the agencies the Ultrasonic Guidance and its efficiency was completely false. I give all credit to those people who try to help their fellows, but I know for a fact that some of the field trials in the early days were not of the best. At least two blind persons who were supposed to use the device did not do so.   When they arrived at a Sydney conference to state their results, the device was a huge success. I tried it myself and found it to be not very satisfactory. 

The instrument took in too much detail and its range was not great enough. I have inquired from the various agencies but I cannot obtain a definite figure as to the number of blind persons actually using this gadgetry. As to the binaural spectacles, I have not used them. However, would say that from my own point of view they would be a hindrance, as I always like my head to be clear of all gadgetry when I am walking the streets. Undoubtedly the best of the mobility aids for the blind is the guide dog and the white cane. It all depends which aid the person finds to be most suitable. However, all the mobility aids in the world are of no use unless the operator has a modicum of common sense and really knows where he is at all times.

The argument will come from some of those who are blind "You do not have to feed a white cane, but it costs money to feed a dog". Just how those people miss out. The love and affection of the guide dog is something to be wondered at. They love their work, they always want to be with their master or mistress and are more than willing workers. I also hear the argument "I do not need a dog" Well, if you wait until you need a guide dog, then it will probably be too late for you to operate it successfully. I have had two or three dog guides in recent ears and have found them to be most rewarding;. I don't have one these days as my health will not permit this luxury.

Most blind folk, if they are honest, will tell of some rather embarrassing experiences at the hands of a well meaning public when travelling. I must be quick to add that the vast majority of the public are very good in this direction and are always quick to offer assistance when required. However, there is always the odd one. Boarding and alighting from trams would be perhaps the best one to offer for digestion. The blind person steps up into the tram and before he knows just what is happening, he is taken by the coat sleeve and some kind person is trying to guide him to a seat. There is no hope in the world that this can be achieved successfully in this manner. I have found that the best way ~irpntiri"is to allow him to take the sighted person's arm and blind person by the elbow.  then the blind person will automatically go with the sighted  sen with as little fuss as possible. Sometimes when

alighting from a tram a well meaning sighted person will take the the better of him and he will in fact lift the blind person up to such an extent that he, the blind person will not be able to put his or her foot on the bottom step of the tram, and so is left in state of suspension. I have a very real fear of train travelling.  I am an absolute coward with this form

of travel. I am always afraid that I will mistake the station and possibly alight on the wrong side of the carriage or at the wrong station.

Air transport is marvellous. All is comfort and luxury and this appeals to my sense of well being. I have not made any overseas air trips, but as far as the domestic airlines are concerned, the crews, whether air or ground, attend to the needs of the handicapped person without fuse or bother. I must say that even though I do not like train travel, I have always found the crews to be most helpful. Tram conductors are good men and women and always do their best to look after the handicapped.

The cardinal sin is committed by the blind person who refuses help when travelling. The worst feature usually is that he or she refuses the offered help rudely.  The sighted person thus rebuffed, will not be inclined to offer assistance again in similar circumstances.  Whether help is needed or not, the blind person should always accept it and do so with a good grace. In any case, it is usually a good public relations exercise to accept such assistance.  It could be the beginning of a firm friendship through conversation. I always remember the old quote "It is nice to be important, but it is more important to be nice".  I love travel. I like meeting people. I am an insatiable talker. When I'm traveling, I look for any opening to commence a conversation and this always seems to make the journey ' more pleasant. I feel that most people are interested in others, a and sometimes a word in the right direction and perhaps at the appropriate time will help someone 

whether we realise it or not. The blind, if they only realised it, have a golden opportunity to make friends and there is no harm in taking these chances, always provided that such friendships are not mistaken or abused. Some of us are introverts and find great difficulty in making such approaches to other people. This does not only apply to blind folk. Sighted people have difficulty in this direction also, and we should try our best to make life a little easier for each other.

Perhaps the greatest hazard of all is the sighted person who fondly imagines that all blind people are deaf.  Oh dear, do the ears get a pounding until the luckless blind person can get a word in and try to relieve the unfortunate situation. No matter what happens, we must always be prepared to laugh at ourselves and truly appreciate the humour of a given situation. I find that the telling of such predicaments is good fun always provided you have the right subject for the telling.

Mobility always makes me think of one of my pet aversions, unpunctuality. Hugh Jeffrey was in his early days, and perhaps more particularly as a student, quite notorious for committing this unpardonable sin. I well remember on one occasion having to meet Hugh and saying to myself "Oh well, I have plenty of time, he will be at least thirty minutes late".  I wandered off course, probably for some purpose or other, and duly arrived at the appointed spot some thirty minutes late. Hugh had arrived on time, but I think he had learned a lesson. He had very little sight and whenever we had to meet in the city, we'd always arrange to be humming or whistling some Brahms symphonic theme or other. It was always a most successful ploy.

PART 6

In the sixties I was Secretary of one of the Guide Dog establishments in Melbourne. I had renewed a friendship, that of Monsignor John Carr, a Catholic prelate. Carr was very fond of labrador dogs.

Jasper passed on and Carr asked me if I could obtain one of our reject dogs from the school. I did so and I also explained to him that he should train his new dog long and carefully to sit outside the church. 

John soon took the dog  to mass and it sat in Jasper's accustomed spot. In the middle of the taking of Communion, the new dog got tired of waiting and came galloping down the aisle and generally disrupted the service by leaping onto the altar with great gusto, upsetting the serenity of everyone.  Carr would say in later years that I did this deliberately, for no better reason than to upset the work of the Lord. Oh well, John Carr was a grand person and a most capable shepherd. I met him during my army days and we remained the best of friends until his death, I think in the very late sixties.

Carr was largely responsible for my gradual return to the Catholic Church.  Whilst I never at any time renounced the teachings of the faith, I was very disillusioned by many of its adherents.

The blind pianist must always have some daring in his or her make up. He or she cannot afford to look blind - appearance must be good.  The impression that can be created among an audience by the movement of a hand or the head is incredible.  Turning the head in order to look at the audience helps a lot.

For goodness sake do not look in the wrong direction or you will be sunk.  Be prepared to lift the hands off the keyboard to a suitable height to fit in with your own personality. I have always been most amused by these visiting overseas pianists who play the instrument with a cloth over the keys.  This trick always goes down well with a nightclub or hotel audience.

I always used to say to my friends "Why go to club to hear so and so play with a cover over the keys when you can come and hear me play without a cover?".  I always had much difficulty with double octaves, owing to the smallness of my hand. I developed the expedient of crossing my fourth finer over my fifth in either hand. This is not accepted in the average book of piano technique. I did not have much weight in my hands and arms and so I had always to be careful not to develop a brittle, harsh tone.  I could always boast a good tone quality in my kit of of piano technique and what is more, it always stood me in good stead in general performance.

I always played a great deal of Chopin.  Lots of his compositions are "under the hands".  However, such works as the B.Flat Minor and the E.Major Scherzos are in fact difficult, but I managed them most efficiently.  I learned all the preludes and valses and twelve of the Etudes, but not in sequence.  I played some from the Opus 10 group and some from Opus 25.  I used to enjoy playing the Scherzo movement from the B.Minor Chopin Sonata, for a little "lolly pop", to quote Tommy Beecham.  Included among the Etudes were the Black Key, the Butterfly, the Aeolean Harp and the Revolutionary.  I also played the Four Impromptus.  Liszt did not figure to any marked degree in my Repertoire.  However, I played two of his studies, the Dance of the Gnomes and Forest Murmurs. I used to enjoy playing his setting of the Schubert song "Hark Hark the Lark".

Probably the most brutish work I ever played was the Staccato Etude of Anton Rubenstein. It was written in Ternary Form, the first section, a middle section and the first section repeated to complete the composition. The first section was written in very large and well-extended chords embracing both hands. The middle portion consisted of a lilting, smooth, relaxing melodic flow and then he had the gall to as the performer to play the first section again.  I only ever played relaxing melodic flow and then he had the former to play the first section again.  I only ever played it once for a recital. It did not go down very well at all and of this, the audience was well aware, and so was I. I had quite a Kit of Beethoven Sonatas. The main ones were the moonlight, the Waldstein, the F.Sharp Major, Opus 73, the E.Minor, Opus 90 complete. Bach included several Preludes and Fugues and the French Suite in E. Brahms - the Rhapsodies in G.Minor and B.Flat Major. Several of the Intermezzi, the G.Minor Ballade. Albeniz "Guitar" Seguidillas and Tango. Schumann – Scenes from Childhood. Let me not forget one of my favourite Chopin composition:, the G.Minor Ballade. This number always gave me a great deal of pleasure and satisfaction. Debussy, the Children's Corner Suite.  Some of the Preludes including the Girl with the Flaxen Hair, Reflections in the Water and two arabesques.

George Findlay - Sir Knight, Her Ladyship and Minuetto in A.Minor. Hugh Jeffrey - Idyll, Delius, Three Preludes. I arranged several of the Schubert songs including Dedication. Also the Richard Strauss Serenade.  Grainger - Mock Morris, Country Gardens, Molly on the Shore, Londonderry Air and Shepherd's Hay.

As far as the concertos were concerned, I played the ,Mozart D.Minor and A.Major; Beethoven C.Major; Chopin E.Minor; Ccesar Franck Symphonic Variations and a little Mozart Rondo for piano and orchestra in A. I also played some Mozart Sonatas, C. Major; F.Major and D.Major and A.Major. My repertoire did not include much in the way of the Moderns, mainly because I am not particularly fond of them. I go no further than to, say, Debussy, Delius and Ravel. As mentioned previously, I played many piano duets and lots of two piano works with several partners, but none better than my old friend, Hugh Jeffrey.

My fiddle repertoire included the Handel Sonatas in D, E and F. Major. Bach in E.Major Concerto. Mozart - Sonatas in C and A.Major. Kreisler - Rondino on a Beethoven theme. Schon Rosmarin - Love's Sorrow. Love's Joy. His arrangement of a Mozart Serenade in G.Major. Caprice and Menuetto in D.Major.

I had one particular ambition in life and it was to record on tape my playing of the Brahms violin Sonata in G.Major. I would play both piano and fiddle, superimposed on tape. I could play all three movements of the Sonata on piano, but could only manage two movements, first and second, on the fiddle. It would have been a most unique experience if I had been good enough, but it was not to be.

It is amazing to look back over a lifetime and tally up the songs, tunes and other musical impediment, that can be stored within the precincts of the human brain. I do not play most of these numbers today but there are a few that still stored in the mind.  Perhaps there is another reason and that would be that at this time in my life, my fingers will not quite do as they are told. Oh, I must not forget one more little piano tidbit and that was the Liszt arrangement of the Mozart Don Juan Serenade from Don Giovani. This one was quite under the hand and quite playable and enjoyable for me.

I also did quite a deal of accompanying in my time. This is a wonderful art if we like to call it that. To be transported into the realms of someone else's mind through the lovely voice, Piano and Composition is an experience not to be bettered anywhere in the realm of music. i%,-..y accompanying included Lieder; English Art Song, Ballads and some of the operatic arias. So it is very plain that I was never daunted by my unfortunate experiences in life. Music itself was my life, my backstop as it were. It gave me much solace and satisfaction when all else had failed.

I have more or less been converted to an appreciation of Opera by my stepdaughter, Helen. She is a most competent Mezzosoprano and and is in the chorus of the Australian Opera Company.  She is a very good soloist, has an excellent tone quality has very good diction.  She also has a most interesting sense-of-humour.  I have been trying for a considerable time to have some of my Masonic acquaintances go along to see the Mozart opera, The Magic Flute. It is a most delightful "send up" of the Masonic Lodge. I am quite sure that some of these fellows would see themselves, if when they go to this Opera, they would take the trouble to look carefully.

During the late forties and early fifties, I used to frequent a pub called the Royal Derby in the Melbourne suburb of Fitzroy. The name of the Licensee was Lillian Beauville and a fine hostess she was.  Every Sunday night she would have “open house” at the hotel and many well-known musicians and singers would come along. All the guests were invited if you were a performer and prepared to do your bit, you wined and dined on the free list. This is where I played a lot of accompaniments for singers. Classics, jazz, all good music and performed at a very high standard. Lillian had a very charming daughter, Brenda, and she often would attend my need for beer in the under-stairs cupboard. Those were happy times for me, even though there were some very dark spots in the world spectrum as well.

My jazz taste runs from Dixieland, Traditional Jazz, the Swing Era to the early fifties. I like Fats Waller in large doses. Frankie Karl, Earl Heinze and nearly all the jazz pianists of those times. I don't like Rock. However, each to his own taste so I always appreciate the likes and dislikes of other people. Nostalgia plays a most important part in all our lives and when I hear records of such performers as mentioned above, perhaps there is a little tear in the eye when I realise that those times have gone. We must keep on going; and progress is the name of the game.

The following observation is made without malice, and only to express my likes and dislikes as far as the particular subject is concerned. I just simply cannot understand the change in musical attitude as far as the Catholic Church is concerned. Let us have the more or less modern music by all means. In fact, some of this music is far more adaptable for the usual church choir and it is much better for the average congregation to listen to and appreciate. However, to dispense with the lovely masses of say Bach, Schubert, Mozart and many others who have contributed to a wealth of religious music, is in my book, taking a very shortsighted approach to something that affects the very soul of the individual. With all due respects to the clerics, there are very few priests who will or can stir my soul to the heights of the joy of the Lord. :Music - yes. What better than some Bach, Palestrina, Gouno, Arkadelt and the like. Where could you obtain better than the Strasbourg Cathedral Choir performing the Bach Chorale, "Out of the depths I cry to thee". Or perhaps you may wish to hear that same choir intoning the Mozart "Ave Verum". The vast majority of sacred music is a glorious experience. :Music stirs my soul to praise the Lord, to be in a suitable attitude to best convey to Him my most sincere thanes for having bestowed on me the wonderful gift of musicianship. The composers of sacred music do not have to be Catholics to pour out their God given talent. I wonder if such decisions were taken by the true musicians among the priests of the church. Perhaps the ones who actually decided the fate of the unfortunate parishioners were tone deaf and utterly devoid of an aesthetic appreciation of the arts. There is also the wonderful work of Dr. Percy Jones and the St. Patrick's Cathedral Choir of Melbourne. They used to perform lots of such masses and other sacred musical church liturgy.  The Church should make special provision for such as me so I can have the opportunity of appreciating such wonderful gifts of inheritance.

Of all the handicapped groups in Australia, the blind would probably be the best served, both by Government and community. The cause of the blind seems to have the greatest attraction for the general public. I don't wish to minimise the handicap, but I think that at times the so celled handicap of blindness is inclined to be overrated. Of course, there are blind folk who have difficulties, just as there are sighted folk who have difficulties and these are the ones who should receive the maximum assistance. It used to be said that the blind cannot earn a living wage. We, both blind end sighted, know this to be absolute rubbish. However, in my time as e young min, this was the catch cry for bringing in money. Such organisations as the Blind Institute, the Villa Maria Society, the Braille Library, the two blind dog Centres, the Blind Association provide many and varied services for blind folk in the State of Victoria. The Braille Library provides a talking book service, braille books and taped magazines. The villa Maria conducts homes for the aged blind, a school for the young blind library of braille, tapes and talking books. The Blind Association has homes for the aged blind, craft centres and other welfare service facilities. The Institute provides industrial workshops, a school and general welfare requirements training, craftwork and other services. Doubtless, there are others that I have inadvertently missed in connection with all these organisations, but in fact, the blind are well provided for. I sometimes wonder if we have too much welfare. Perhaps the true position is that those who do not need welfare get too much. When one looks around at say, paraplegics, quadriplegics, M.S. cases and many others, we realise just how fortunate the blind really are in having such facilities at their command. Do we obtain too much? Is it too easily obtained and just how long will it last? What will we do when the well runs dry? These ire very interesting questions and only our self-control will eventually give us the answer.

Speaking of welfare, reminds me that the Blind Institute has some delightfully youngish ladies on the staff of that particular section. I was asked to attend the funeral of a certain blind worker one day to represent the blind workers, and so was provided with a welfare car for the trip. The welfare officer driver was a certain Susan Matthews. She asked me if I would mind if she asked a newly appointed welfare officer, Victoria Dorkins, to accompany us. Susan put up the story that it would be good for Dorkins to chat with a blind person and to gradually become acquainted with the blind in general. To make the trip all the more interesting, Matthews thought it a good idea if Dorkins were to drive. Away we went into the wide blue yonder. We were to go to the Footscray Cemetery. Well, we all got very chatty and conversation was of a very high standard. Suddenly Matthews said "Ch hell, who knows where the cemetery is?" Dorkins didn't know. I didn't know. We saw one cemetery, but weren't sure as to whether it was the right one or not. We drove up one side of the Geelong Road and down the other side of the road and we just could not find an opening to approach the cemetery. After driving around for the required time for attending funerals, all three of us thought we'd call it a day. I don't know what the girls told the boss of the section, but I got back to work, very thirsty and hot. Two delightful women, Vicky Dorkins and Susan Matthews. The good ladies remained ever faithful to the cause and have not driven me to a funeral since that disastrous effort. They both have a good sense of humour and we often laugh over the situation.  On another occasion, Susan had to read me the details of a certain insurance policy. The insurance company wished to know whether I wore a truss or not. I have often tried to discuss my truss, or the lack of it with Susan, but she will not countenance such small talk.

When Stan Hedger came to the Institute in 1920, he soon saw treat as Superintendent, he would have to improve the lot of the blind worker and his or her family, if the place was going to make its mark on the public at large. Among the improvements would be that of welfare.

It took Hedger some time to extract the Institute from a very difficult financial situation, but eventually he achieved his goal. Gradually he introduced various small welfare measures and about the middle thirties, he was able to put the welfare section on a fairly firm basis. he had the assistance of some very dedicated welfare workers, both among the blind and sighted employees at the Institute.  Miss Mabel Smart, a blind worker, looked after the interests of the female blind worker. Fred Cann, Ernest Andrews, Bill Casey, -Phillip McKinley and Alec Stewart were prominent among the blind for their welfare work. In fact at the time of writing this book, 1980, Stewart is one of the full-time welfare officers at the Institute. Mr. David Hundley, a sighted man, is the present Director of Welfare.  The services provided cover a very wide field and the blind are particularly well served in this direction.

I always found that the average staff of sighted employees in the Institute factory were a pretty good bunch. Harold Faull is the present Factory Manager. The boss is usually wrong, according to the worker, but occasionally he is right. I might add that the good unionist would never agree with the last statement. Faull is a man who knows what he wants and he usually gets it. However, he is also a very sympathetic character and helped many blind employees without them knowing of such assistance. Joyce Newman is at present Second in Command at factory and a good scout. Gloria (Biddy) White has now retired, but when I worked in the factory, she was production manageress. I found these three folk to be most helpful to me it made my position as a worker much more tenable. I did mention earlier that blindness is perhaps overrated as a handicap. I often wonder just how I would take being handicapped by deafness, lack of speech, crippled or the like.

I am not a very tolerant person and I don't think that I would cope with such difficulties very well at all. Of course, I would probably learn to manage, thus making a virtue of necessity. I sometimes wish that some blind folk would pay visits to such places as pediatric wards in children's hospitals or polio wards and many other such establishments. They would then see that their position in life is not quite so bad, as sometimes fondly imagine.

I don't feel sorry for these groups of handicapped folk in a maudlin fashion. What they need is understanding and a tolerant attitude from the general public. They have the will to overcome all or most of their difficulties and usually do so. However, we must give their time and opportunity. Australia is a most backward country as far as the provision of ramps at entrances for the handicapped is concerned. This country does not cater to any marked degree for the handicapped as far as the elimination of steps is concerned. It would be much nicer for the person in a wheel chair to be able to enter arty building without having to ask the assistance of some passer by to help with going up the steps.

Speaking of handicaps, I am a roost handicapped person as far as the distinguishing of currency notes is concerned. I that there are certain note measures available, but I do like this sort of thing. I note with interest that when the Australian government discovered that there was too much silver content in certain coinage, they seen altered the content and shape of the coin concerned. However, when requested to change length of the note, the officials concerned said that it would be too much trouble to re-organize prints and so en. It isn't se bad if the legally blind person has some sight and can see the colour of the note, but why should a totally blind person have to take a metal object from his or her pocket or purse, measure notes in front of the general public and make an exhibition of themselves? This is the thing that I consider places me at the greatest disadvantage among my sighted fellows. :ouch representation has been made to the Federal government en this matter, but it all seems to fall on deaf ears.

What satisfaction one derives after having achieved something worthwhile. Surely it is worth it to do something for one's fellows, rather than attain the heights of selfish insincerity. Whet is mere, the achievement of a worthwhile goal is much better than all the childish prattle of the arts. Co along to a concert and just see how many of the audience are actually awake to hear your performance of a Splendiferous Concerto er dainty Mozart snippet. The press critics hand out the damaging crit. merely because it is the fashion to do so. Listen to music and enjoy it. Play it for pleasure, but not for cash and you will obtain the true beauty of the art. Go out among the oftquoted highways and byways in order to make yourself known to all men and women with the one object in view, to serve a worthwhile cause and to help your fellows. That is the ultimate as far as I am concerned. I would never make a top pianist. I am a softy at heart and do not have the killer instinct. I derive great pleasure from knowing that other musicians, particularly my friends, are doing well. 

If ever I asked someone to relieve me on a particular job, I would never ask an inferior player. I always saw to it that my deputy was as good, or better than myself. Good luck to all those who are teaching the fundamentals of piano. However, I found that if you were to be successful, you would have to be most insincere. If you were to tell bars. Jones that her little Tommy would not make the grade and that you thought it more advisable for her to spend her hard earned cash on some other facet of his education, why she would most assuredly take her little brat to the teacher around the corner. This was not for me. I preferred the people with the hearts of gold to those whose hearts were full of insincerity and. false promises. The muses, the gods, the arty sprites have all played their unkind tricks on me, but I have not wilted. I know that I was a very good musician, but my mission in life was meant to be directed toward other more important activity. Indeed, that is just how it turned out to be. So long as I am satisfied that is all that matters. I loved every note that I have pressed or bowed and will never regret any one of them.

Why should I regret ever having made such glorious sounds? They were part of me. Part of my soul. They were the expression of all the talent that the good God save me. I hope that I have given as much of this talent as I have received. Seidel once said to me in my later life that he was sure that I would eventually find a niche for myself in the scheme of things and a he was right to think that way. It may not have been the spot that he would have preferred for me, but it was a good spot and one that I shall treasure for the rest of my days.

Fate has played a prominent part in my life style and thus the title of the book. Are we governed by destiny, the stars the gods or just what? Do we follow the dictates of conscience or of things to come, or do we just wander on aimlessly and take up whatever comes our way? Oh well, I shall soon discover for myself just what has been planned for me. When I finally settle in a convenient resting place I shall know whether I am to have a dream home in the An fields or a humble cottage among the proletariat.

Success or failure in life are more or less determined by the achieving of a worthwhile goal, or otherwise. I would ask my backers to extend to me the "gentle quality of mercy" as expressed by Shakespeare, Bacon and others. Be not too disappointed in this lonely performer. I have never shirked an issue. Perhaps I did knock my head against a few brick walls in my time, but what of that. I have always remembered some of the philosophy as expressed in some of our university lectures, all that stuff about the good, the beautiful and the true. It has stood we in good stead over the years and will do until the end. I shall go on to complete my stint of service on this planet, ready to deal with whatever I may find in a convenient slot somewhere else. Chances are, I may encounter some of my buddies up there. Ah, we could continue the rood flight in better circumstances and then we shall see who will be the winner. Fortune favours the Drove, out to the victor go the soils and the fringe benefits.

I spent some time at home trying to make some sort of health recovery. When I felt reasonably fit I decided to look for a job in outside industry. Eventually after some discussion with one of the employees of an oil company named Ampol, he told me of a vacancy on their telephone switchboard. At this stage, blind people were being trained to. Operate telephone switchboards and with a great deal of success. I went to the Institute training centre and later worked in the factory for a little while and trained to use an Errikson Switchboard. I soon learned to use the board and was more than proficient in its operation. I duly passed my tests with the then Postmaster General's Department technical supervisor and waited for the job to come up. One rather strange happening came to my notice whilst training. 

All other pupils were paid for training time, but not me. In fact, the factory manager, Harold Faull, tried to tell me that no one was ever paid for training time. I soon told him that it was a load of poppycock. Some of the other trainees had told me that they had all been paid. What was going on? I soon found out. I did not get the position. The Institute obviously knew that I would not get the job and so there was no need to pay me for wasted time training. I do know that no blind person got the job. Did the Blind Workers Union come to my assistance? Of course not. Why should they? So even they had used me, just like the rest of the villains of the piece.

In disgust I gave that situation away and went back to work in the Institute factory doing general assembly work. The money was good and in any case, it was all I had coming in, so I stuck it out for a time.  Yes, I had enough cash to buy a few beers and dine pretty well for the week. Generally speaking, I treated myself reasonably well and was quite content to coast along and await the next battle. Some time later I received an offer from the Lady Nell Seeing Eye Dog School to go to Queensland as a Public Relations Officer. I accepted and stayed with the school for a little while, but could not continue on account of my health. I came back and returned to the Blind Institute factory to finish my working life as best I could.

In 1972 I happened to meet a very charming lady by the name of Mrs Jean O'Rourke. he were married and now live a quiet life. We have both retired from work at the Institute factory, enjoying our retirement to the utmost. I have a stepson and daughter and we all get on very well together. Peter, my stepson, is a Metallurgist at Commonwealth Industrial Gasses and Helen, my stepdaughter is in the chorus of the Australian Opera Company. She has a lovely voice and I am very proud of her.  She is doing just what I would liked to have done.  Jean puts up with us all but l do not know how she manages to do so.

We have a very nice comfortable little home with nearly all we need. We live in an industrial suburb named Broadmeadows and the people are the salt of the earth.

Before we retired from work, Jean and I became members of the Royal Victorian Institute Rifle Club. All the shooting is done by sound. When the barrel of the gun is levelled at the target, the sound is that of a very high frequency. As the barrel is sited toward the centre of the target, the frequency becomes lower until there is no sound at all. Then one must find the bull and shoot. Jean was a very good shot and I could handle the gun pretty well. We both managed to win the top shooting prizes in the club and shooting is a sport that nearly all blind folk can enjoy if they happen to be suffic​iently interested in pitting their skill in this direction.

Eventually my health broke again and the Institute permitted me to retire and rave me a retiring allowance. The allowance was given five years early and Jean also retired as she was eligible. And so we live in contentment and enjoy the pleasures of life, records, reading, gardening, household chores, visiting and general entertaining.

Before she retired, and whilst working ^t the Institute, Jean had been trained with a guide dog at the Guide Dog School at Kew. Then we married, Jean's guide dog, Faith, would take us both to work and she did a wonderful job. There are many episodes I could tell about Faith, but the following will do to serve our purpose. Faith did not have any training taking the two of us around and it was indeed an interesting exercise. One night Helen came home late from. singing in the Opera and thought that she would play with Faith before going to bed. In doing so, she accidentally hurt Faith's paw. When Jean and I were going to work the next morning, Faith made great play on this showing us her injured paw and so on. When we left to go to work, we had to pass Helen's car. Being a good guide dog, she walked down the street a little, but suddenly stopped and for some reason best known to herself, could not or would not continue the journey. We decided that she would have to go to the Vet., and so we returned to the house. Helen had by this time got out of bed and was preparing some breakfast for herself and so we explained the situation to her. She agreed to drive us to work. Faith went out for a run and duly galloped around the yard and enjoyed herself. The joke was on us and she obtained her drive to work.

Faith would dearly love to ride in trams and trains if for no other reason than to rest her head on the feet of some accommodating person who would cross them for a dog's head rest. We used to visit the hotel in a little country town called Erica and Faith would come into the Bar, sit behind some empty barrels and control her situation from there. She knew her way around the pub for sure and would always rise early of a morning, go over to the kitchen and receive some extras from Mrs. Macklin, or whole ever happened to be cooking. I know that guide dogs should not receive such good things of life, but so what Faith did her job of work and enjoyed doing it. Unfortunately, F
passed away in 1974 so she did not live to enjoy retirement. I am inserting a poem written by Mr. Bill Bennett from Erica on her death. Permission is granted by the Author and the poem is subject to copyright.

FAITH THE GUIDE DOG

The faithful lab that leads the blind,

a faith beyond the Human kind.

Everywhere they guide these folk,

and it matters not for girl or bloke.

It's bad enough when you cannot see,

but without your dog you've lost the key.

The bond and love that must exist, 

between dog and blind and lead in fist.

Communication through this lead, 

we who see cannot heed.

Something tells them stop, and steps,

red, and green, stop and go, turning right and left. 

The news of Faith I heard last night,

my heart went out to Jeanies plight. 

With all my thoughts and all my prayers,

never match that love of their's. 

I can't find words to fit your sorrow,

another guide dog may cheer tomorrow. 

I have a feeling that in the end,

that when your life on earth does end. 

And though your life has been all night,

at the pearly gates you'll have sight. 

And beside St. Peter admitting you in,

with a wagging tail and a doggie's grin, 

Faith will be waiting to guide as before,

and there'll never be darkness not any more. 

Your eyes, your friend, your mate, your all,

united forever at this final call.

Old Bill

1976

I dedicate this poem to Jeanie and Faith and to all Guide Dogs

Many strange and virtually unaccountable incidents occurred to me both directly and indirectly when I was working at the Institute, but the two following ones were possibly the most sad and the most pathetic ones that remain with me. Around 1974 a Mr. David Blythe was a member of the Board of Management. Blythe was a blind person and more interested perhaps, in the industrial side of things. He decided in his wisdom or otherwise, that instead of the workers being employed at the actual Institute on St. Kilda Road, that a system of localised sheltered workshops should be set up and that the blind folk should go to these to work. This complex would be established in a series of areas and that by this method, travel would be cut to a minimum. This sounded good, but in fact would have been disastrous. The workers were so used to going to work at the Institute and it was a place they knew. To their credit the remaining Board members would not touch the scheme and left Blythe to his own devices. I was doing to be one of those involved and so I decided that I would champion the cause the other blind folk concerned. We won the day, but Blythe was very much put out and went away in quite a huff at receiving a healthy snub.

Perhaps the crowning blow came at a particular Christmas dinner given by the management of the Institute for the workers. I think this also occurred around 1974. I was asked if I would propose a Toast to the Board and voluntary helpers during the year. I did so and during the course of the speech, I mentioned that the workers should try and improve their production and that the management should also try and improve the lot of the worker generally. As I said this, many of the workers, including some of those who had retired, thought fit to boo me off the platform. I concluded my speech, but never again. I was told privately that union members and the Board were disgusted with the performance, but I note that they did not say so in public at the dinner I know why the booing occurred. The workers did not think much of my mentioning the improvement of production. It is the same old story, as long as I get any money I am O.K.

I have promised my wife and myself that I would not take up the cudgels again. I have seen too much of this business of people running themselves into the ground, and for what Such people as Syd Daly, Ernie Sims, Jack Murphy, Phyl and Harold Gration and others, have devoted so much time and money toward the cause of the blind and within a few minutes of relinquishing office, they are forgotten. The blind worker is well cared for. It is just his greed that gets the better of him.

However, I cannot complain. The Institute has come to the party and they are looking after me very well indeed. Retirement is a wonderful institution and it has enabled me to write this book.

Until recently, i.e.; September 1980, we had some friends in Erica which is a little timber town in Gippsland. It has a population of some three hundred people and as I said about those in Broadmeadows, the Erica people are also the salt of the earth. Cur friends, Jim and Mary Macklin, were the licensees of the hotel and we used to visit them quite regularly. We would stay at the hotel and would mix with these burly timber cutters and many other different forestry workers. As well as these good folk, there were the electricity workers and all those from the various associated industries. Then there were the employees of the Melbourne and Metropolitan Board of Works. For the benefit of those who are strangers to the area, the Board of Works are in the process of building the Thompson Dam and it is expected to take a further five years or so as from 1980. This dam is reputed to be one of the biggest in the southern hemis​phere and will eventually serve much of Victoria. At the moment some two thousand men are employed on this project and they are provided with housing and camping quarters that would be the envy of some city dwellers. The Forest consists largely of gum, nearly every variety: Ash, pine, fiddle-back wattle and other types of trees that I cannot remember with certainty. The trees are anything from two to three hundred feet high. These are interspersed with ferns, mosses, beautiful wild flowers and other forest attractions. One of the main troubles is bush fire. Erica and the general area is subject to this dreadful hazard.

Bi11 Bennett is Mary Macklin's father. He is a self educated man and has been in the bush all his life. He has gained his knowledge mainly from the school of hard knocks and other sides of human nature. He is most perceptive, sensitive, definite and generally speaking, has a most genuine approach toward the subject in hand. Tell him these things and he just would not know what you were talking about. He is a typical Banjo Patterson. If he had someone to flog his wares in the right quarter, perhaps he would make a deal of money with his poetry. When he wrote the poem concerning Faith he had only met Jean once, although he spent quite a deal of time in both Jean's and Faith's company during that particular evening. vary is a good, hardworking housewife type of country person. She kept a splendiferous pub and one would always consider such a place well worthwhile a second, third, fourth or more visits.  Meals were excellent and the hospitality great. 

Mary's husband, Jim, was a good fellow and also a Justice of the Peace. Any licensee of a hotel is a good bloke if he can get you out of trouble when necessary. Yes, we had lots of fun at the Erica Hotel and we are looking forward to the time when the Macklins take ever the establishment once more.

Timber cutters are a race apart. They knew all about the world in general. They can chop wood for competition of course. According to their wives, they do not chop wood for domestic purposes. I wonder why? They had a lovely piano in the hotel and we had many goo: nights with music and all the conviviality that goes with it. Helen used to delight in going to Erica and singing for the folk present at the hotel gather​ings. There were quite a number of the opera singers and personalities used to visit the hotel and they all miss the Macklins. I well remember one day going to a cricket match between Erica and one of the ether local towns. Erica were the underdogs and se I thought it best that I dish out my cricket knowledge and barrack for the local team. The visitors did net like the performance particularly, but Erica won the match. I was banned by the visitors, but encouraged by the locals.

The migrant population is most interesting in that area. Italians, Dutch, Germans, Ecuadorians, English and acme Australians. Of course, they are all Australians. I only wish that a population could integrate and enjoy each others company in Melbourne as well as populations do in the country. In the country town people are accepted for themselves rather than for their worth or nationality.

The card game of Cribbage always figured prominently on the entertainment list in Erica. Our friends, Bill and Mary Mica, always arranged tournaments for us when we visited the little town. One night we were playing with a new pack of cards which were a plastic pack and had been imported from America. The local Constable, Thomas Milne by name, had been invited to join the party and had just arranged his hand when he made a most alarming discovery. For those readers who are not aware, the braille marking on the cards goes as follows: the Ace of Hearts is represented by the braille letters A. and H. and for the Ace of Diamonds, the letters A.D. We did not realise that the Ace of Diamonds was missing and when the local policeman found out he duly let us know. We had two cards in the pack designated Ace of Hearts.

We love the people of Erica. They have given us much pleasure and hospitality and the sincerity that is very often lacking in the big city. I would like to live in Erica, but I must admit to preferring the mod. cons. of the city to the lack of them in the country. People miss much if they are unfortunate enough to lack a good memory bank. There were parts of this book that were very difficult to write, but there were others that I have written that even the memory of those happenings has transported me into a seventh heaven as it were. surely we must all have a conscience. However, we should all be prepared to admit to our failures and successes. I feel a much better man for having put all my memories to paper. If the book is never published and some luckless person happens to pick up a particular stack of paper and read these observations, I can say "at least they have been recorded".  Just before I retired I received a rather mysterious phone call from a ::'rs Molly Davies. She told me that she had a pub and that she was looking for a pianist and that she believed I might possibly fill the bill, could we meet and talk turkey. She also told me that this was the first hotel she and her husband had a licence to conduct and she was rather wondering just how a blind man could help by playing the piano. The hotel was the Town Hall Hotel in South Melbourne. It was a very old pub, but one with plenty of potential. I have always been most fortunate as far as the families of hotel proprietors are concerned. We all got on very well together and I am quite sure that this was the main ingredient of our joint success. As far as the Davies' were concerned, the pub was a very good one and we all spent many happy hours in a most harmonious association.

This was the last of my playing jobs and I have not worked since leaving the Town Hall Hotel. It was too far to travel from my home in Broadmeadows , so I decided to end our professional association.

The Davies family along with Jean and myself are still very good friends. I find such people the best that could be met. They are sincere, mean what they say and they love life and people.

In 1964, to be more precise, in the month of April, my dear mother passed sway and thus ended the unity of our family. By this time my sisters had moved away from Melbourne and had spread their wings throughout Australia. I know where some of them are living, but the others do not wish to contact me and this is their inherent right. At this present time, 1980, Beryl is in Melbourne, Pat is in Perth and the others, I know not.

I daresay they feel the need t their privacy and independence They have their own lives to lead and will do so according to the dictates of their various lifestyles. Ah, we did have some great times together as kids and I hope that they have as many happy memories as I have.

I would not have anything changed. Variety is what we all need in order to keep us on an even keel. Being a good entertainer, variety was my forte and I had plenty of it.

I am so glad that I don't have to be brought up and educated as a blind child in this modern day and age. In some of the schools for the blind at the moment, it seems to take one sighted person for each blind child. All the sighted folk employed in the work of training blind children are possessed of special scientific knowledge, qualifications and degrees and other rubbish. Surely it only takes a teacher possessed of a good knowledge of teaching and human relationships to educate the average blind child. The money that is absolutely squandered among the handicapped these days is disgraceful. There is nothing special about a blind child or adult. All they need is a little kindly consideration and care. All the scientific gadgetry in the world will not improve the lot of the blind child unless he or she has the will and enthusiasm to carry on through the world at large and contribute to the community in such a manner that they can be assured of a worth​while place among their fellows. They should not be treated as something special, rather the opposite. They should be treated as ordinary, normal people who have something to say and some​thing to give.

In conclusion, I here wish to record the passing of Waldemar Carl Seidel on September 24, 19801 'thus ending a brilliant career of both playing as a soloist and accompanist, and teacher. He not only taught his pupils well, but befriended them and on many occasions, assisted them in matters outside music. Waldemar Seidel, much thanks from all your pupils for your most generous dispensing of knowledge, and may you watch over us from the heights you have now attained and deserve.

Arthur James Lindsay McKay where do you go from here? On and on and on and on into infinity. And from there?

THE END

The following are additional pages at the back.

Part 5.

Chap.1.

1. Mobility and its problems.

To move from Point A, to Point B., without hassle is the ultimate of any blind person with a modicum of initiative. This, He or She will do with or without the help of other people. The only thing to remember however is that the blind person if he tries it by himself and without a mobility ad is running a dreadful risk. I did this sort of thing for years and eventually paid the penalty, for my nerves were literally shot to pieces. Not only that, but the actual strain of lone travel has many other side effects that come into the medical field and for this reason, I am not prepared to discuss them here. Needless to say, the blind person is fine until the Crunch comes and then he may as well pack his traps for the rest of his life, whether he likes it or not. If this occurs, then where is the blind person, Ho may be satisfied to be helped across roads, on and off trams, Trains, Buses and so on.

If you have a good sense of humour, then things go right for a time but eventually, the story wears thin and tempers are lost. I know, because I have had the experience. You could be sitting on a Tram and people sitting beside you will not ask you as to whore you wish to alight, but they will discuss, with learned discourse and determination, the matter of "Where ho wants to get off." Usually, I cannot resist the temptation and usually, “O, for goodness sake, why not ask the follow" Perhaps the experience may be that a sighted person will grab the luckless blind one by the Sleeve and try to guide him to a seat. This produces quite a humorous situation as the blind person goes To and Fro as it were and actually gets no where. Then there is the other prospect; Some well moaning person will take the Blind person by the Elbow and where ho comes to the step down from-the particular transport, then he is left in. mid air to find the ground level with his Foot as best ho can.  "Hey Ho, Woe is Me." But there are other sides to this question.

Fellow travellers may ask the blind person if he or she cares for assistance.  This should be accepted or refused courtesly and graciously.  I know of many instances where blind folk have refused help and when the sighted person concerned encounters similar circumstances in future, does not offer assistance.  But, it also has its good side.  It is a very fine way of opening a conversation with fellow travellers and this is the sort of thing that I like. No matter what our thoughts on these matters happen to be, it is essential that we as representatives of other blind travellers, must always remember that good public relations is a must.

During the Second World War, I came in contact with quite a number of American Service Personnel who told me of the wonderful work being done by animals called "Seeing Eye" or Guide Dogs. The problem of mobility has always worried me, even though I was a pretty competent blind man as far as comparative “free movement” is concerned.  I was always confident but I also knew that one day, I would meet my Waterloo and meet up with some hazard from which it would be most difficult to escape. I often used to wonder just how long it would be for the Guide Dog movement to become established is Australia. Knowing my own country reasonably well, I guessed that it would be some time before such a show would get off the ground. I did not say anything of my private thoughts. I did not wish to appear foolish among my blind fellows and so just waited until such a development might come to fruition. The thought uppermost in my mind was that many blind folk had made such an exhibition of themselves through the abuse of the Stick, as it was then known.  I think I am right in saying that in those days, most of the unsighted people of my acquaintance would not countenance a Dog. That would be too much and may perhaps only lead to further exhibitionism.  But, my patience was rewarded.

In 1956, I had moved into a Flat at the home of Phyllis and Harold Gration.  In 1957, I had commenced work at the Institute as a Teacher and also had a night job at an Hotel.  I arrived home from playing at the Pub one night ad found a braille note on my table.  It said to come over to see Phyll and Harold urgently.

My first thought was that perhaps I had not paid the rent.  I could not think think of any other reason, but I was so sure that it had been paid. 0 well, I should have to go and face the music. I went ever to the Gratione•a flat and sat down to table, to have Tea, or some nicely laced Coffee. Phyllis then told me of a telephone conversation between herself and a Mr. Gordon Duxbury that day. Duxbury was the foundation Hon. Secretary of a Guide Dog organisation that was going to be set up for the purpose of establishing the Guide Dog movement throughout Australia. Phyll had been asked to join the proposed committee but it was not necessary far her to come to the meetings. Her job was only to ask the Blind if they would c ; Guide Dog and then to submit the list of potential clients to the established committee. The final decision a to just who would be the successful applicants would lie with a fellow in Perth, Western Australia. Of course, I accepted with alacrity and immediately submitted my name. I should mention that the idea of Mrs. Gration not attending meetings was not to her liking. She straight away bucked the system and duly went to all the meetings. On many occasions, the were held in different homes and offices.  It cannot be proved, but. we strongly suspected that this was done so that Phyllis could not attend.  Oh well, we combated this little obstacle and Phyll duly made her presence felt.

It maybe proper at this stage to give a thumbnail sketch as-to the establishment of the Guide Dog movement in Australia.  In about 1939, a Mr. Kennedy, an accountant, and same friends, had heard of the movement from overseas and had tried to raise some funds for the establishment of a suitable Training Centre in Melbourne. The War came and That was That. In 1951, a Miss Betty Bridge came to Perth from England and set up a small school. She obtained her rat Guide Dog from the Dog Pound in Perth and his name was Beau.  A blind lady named Elsie Mead was trained with Beau and they were a happy couple for many years.  Mrs Mead's Husband Cecil also trained with a Guide Dog, whose name I cannot remember but, between both Cecil and Elsie, they did a wonderful job of work for the Guide Dog School in Perth and also assisted Betty Bridge tremendously.

She experienced much difficulty in obtaining the co-operation of both the Blind and several of the Agencies for the Blind in Western Australia, and it was not long before she was under great pressure to relinquish her attempt to provide this much needed service.  Betty eventually gave in, not because she wanted to, but the pressure of living was too great and she left Perth. In 1957, the local committee in Perth obtained the services of a Mr. Keith Holdsworth from England. He duly arrived in, n Australia straight from the Guide Dog School in Limington Spa.  Rightly, or wrongly, he was more acceptable to the W. A. Committee and tried his best to establish a worthwhile training centre. He also found many difficulties but, his experience encouraged him to be more persistent and his efforts were fairly well rewarded. However, he found that he would have to be Builder, Carpenter, Fundraiser, Cook and what have you, even Father Confessor at times.

The Melbourne committee was duly set up. The following members are still giving most valuable service and they are, Gordon Duxbury, who was then the foundation Hon. Secretary, Ken Rechter, then Auditor, Dick Samson, Hon. Treasurer and Lady Coles. I do mot know her position on the original committee. There were others of course, One that comes to mind was Sir Norman Martin, he has since passed on.  Unfortunately, I do not remember the names of the other members but suffice it to say, they all gave valuable service to the Blind. So, the set-up then existing was that all blind persons would have to fly to Perth to train with their Guide dogs and then return to their various home states. This was quite an expensive venture and indeed proved to be somewhat cumbersome as the Service grew bigger. Something would have to be done shortly but money was the hold up. It was mot long before Phyllis Gration and another blind lass, Barbara Gillott went to Perth to train with their Guide dogs. Barbara was also a Victorian. She later married and is now Mrs Hinchcliff.  Phyll’s Guide Dog was named Lady Nell and Barbara's Dog was called Nina.  They both came back from Perth, but to face and any and varied problems.  Some months later, I also went over to Perth, trained with a Guide Dog and returned to Melbourne, just to face the same problems.

It would be wrong of me to discuss the training of other people and so any mention in this direction will only serve to concern my own experiences.  I flew to Perth in company with a blind lady named Mrs. Nothling. She also trained with a Guide Dog and it could be said that whilst at the School, we had a most pleasurable time. My Guide dog's name was Odette, affectionately known as Detty. If anyone cares to look up a War history, they will soon be roused by the deeds of Odette. One funny incident I can recall from the Training Centre in Perth concerned the housekeeper. In a moment of enthusiasm and weakness, I happened to mention that I liked Salmon Pie.  From then on, I got Salmon Pie for at least a Week. Keith Holdsworth came to the rescue and told the good lady that whilst I liked the stuff, I would not care to have it all the week and I had a change of menu. Unfortunately, the School in Perth did not have the facilities for training adequately for the Eastern States. This meant that when we returned, we had to retrain our dogs on Transport and for many other requirements.

When Phyllis Gration came back from her training, she had to take Nell on Transport and this lead to some rather humorous situations.  The Guide Dog Committee members of the Day had decided that it would be sufficient for the Blind to use the dogs on transport muzzled. This did not suit us and so we made a concerted effort to have the rules and regulations-changed to enable us to go on transport with our dogs not muzzled. During all this political parley,

we came across a fellow by the name of Thomas Walter Mitchell. This was indeed a fateful meeting as the Hon. T. W. Mitchell, M. L. A., was to play a most important m part in our lives for many years to come. Tom and Phyllis got together and they framed a section of the Dog Act that would, if passed, enable us to have our Guide Dogs on all forms of Transport without muzzles.  Mitchell talked, he cajoled, he cebated but never did he bargain with his political colleagues on this, subject. Towards the end of 1958, the particular section was passed and inserted within the framework of the Dog Act and everyone was satisfied. It meant that a tremendous responsibility was placed on the shoulders of the person operating the Guide Dog.

The Guide Doug would always have to be clean, it would have to be always acceptable to the general public, it would have to be quiet and generally speaking, it would have to be possessed of a demeanour in keeping with such. work. During the debate in the State House, one of the members, a Mr. Doube, suggested that eventually, this group of blind people would be asking for the dogs to be permitted to enter Food shops, hotels, public buildings and so on. And the Blind did just that. Permission was granted' and the necessary legislation passed,,- Thomas Walter Mitchell leading the van A and enjoying every minute of the fray.

At the time, the then Premier of Victoria, Henry Bolte, did not quite know what to do about this comparatively new situation. Mitchell had organised a parliamentary dinner and had invited Phyllis Gration along as his guest. There were also some politicians present, including the Premier. When the dinner was nearly over, Thomas Walter was proudly talking of the Guide Dogs and he happened to mention to Mr. Bolte that Lady Nell was under the Table. Henry looked under the table and there, to his amazement, Nell wasp sleeping her head off and he did not know. Dogs had never before been in the parliamentary dining hall and so precedent had been broken. He was very pleased to see it happening. Whilst Bolte was a Liberal party fellow, he came from the country and was always a country type person.

That Holy of Holier, That Sanctum Sanctorum, that bastion of manhood, yes, you have guessed it, the Melbourne Club was also invaded by Phyllis Gration and Tom Mitchell. Of course, Nell was also present at the gathering.  What next; dogs in the Melbourne Club. 0 well, "Times is changing." I have always been amused by a remark made by one of the committee members of the day, a Mr. Joe Lynch. We had been using our Dog Guides for a few months and were asked to write letters to the committee suggesting ways in which the training could be improved.  I wrote quite a lengthy one and Lynch commented that perhaps I had a few loose notes rolling around my head. 0h well good for him. Joe Lynch was at that time President of the Blinded Soldiers Association.

I can well remember one funny incident during all the fuss concerning the dogs being permitted on Public Transport. Phyll Gration and Lady Nell had not long come back from Perth and were attempting to go on to some transport.

They got down to the -'ram Stop and the well meaning conductor tried to assist them aboard. The trouble was,  that we did not want this. We wanted to create the impression that the public would not like the dogs on transport. We had the Press already lined up for the fray and we tried to get the Conductor not to allow us on board. He would not have a bar of this. He was indeed a good Unionist and would not treat the working man or woman so shamefully. He would not  be seen to be treating blind folk in such a manner. At last, we convinced him that he would be doing the Right Thing and so he co-operated with the Photographer. The next morning, right across the front page of one of the Melbourne Dailies, the picture of the hapless Conductor refusing a Lady with a Guide Dog to board a Tram.  "What a Beast." said a dear old lady, in a letter to the Press.  All kinds of abuse was poured on the heads of all and tramway ay personnel and their railway counterparts. and so we won the day.  However, we soon found out that operating a Guide Dog Centre from afar certainly presented some problems. Dogs needed certain Tar operations,, General health of the dogs was a big problem, unfortunately, there were many members of the existing committee who just would not try to understand the Indeed,, some of us were told that we were very lucky to have a Guide Dog at all. I might say, that I told one of the members that e was lucky to lave -Sight but, One day, his turn may come when he would require a Dog. Phyllis and Harold Gration and-it got together and decided to call a meeting of interested parties. Present at the meeting were, Charles Bennett, President of the Institute Board of Management, Alex Maire, member of the Institute Board, Sir Norman Martin, President of the Victorian. Guide Dogs Committee, Gordon Duxbury, Hon. Secretary Dick Samson, names do not readily come to my mind. I was there, along with Phyllis and Harold Gration.

After much lively discussion, Charles Bennett, on behalf of the Institute for the Blind, suggested that it would be a good thing if the Guide Dog movement was to be taken under the wing of the Institute and to this, Harold and Phyllis Gration and I agreed, adding that if there was any money left over after the provision of Guide dogs, then it should be used for the purpose of Blind Welfare. However, the Guide Dog people did not agree with this proposal and they were joined by Alex wire, from the Institute Board of Management. They decided to carry on as before. The Institute Board of Management gave a donation of Five Hundred Pounds and Alex Maire obtained a Seat on the Guide Dog Committee. This left the Gration, and myself out in the cold and so we decided to do something about it, but what could we do?  Keith Holdsworth was not to blame for all this trouble; the local committee members were dealing with something of which they knew very little.  The whole fault of the matter lay in the fact of distance and time. And, if these problems were not enough, the Guide Dog people had very little money.

It would seem that it would be quite a long time before the Training Centre in Perth would move to either Melbourne or Sydney.  Apart from the fact that there was a distinct lack of money, they did not have land on which to build. Such work should have been taken over by the Institute. They had the money and the facilities. They had plenty of land available and the contacts necessary for fundraising.  Holdsworth and his assistant, Eric Hatchley, could have been absorbed by the Institute for the purpose of training Dog Guides and so the service would have been provided with as little fuss as possible. Such is fate! Phyllis, Harold and I, decided on a move hat at times even frightened ourselves. We decided to go ahead with our plans without delay and get the job done. We felt that we should help our fellow Blind at all costs and the following events will prove us to have been correct in our judgment.

I arrived home from playing one night and went across to the Gration Flat for a Coffee. Harold and Phyllis out of the blue, suggested that we three found a Guide Dog school for the Blind. I readily agreed and we decided to call it the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School. We used the term "Seeing Eye" Dog to distinguish it from the Guide Dog School.  As a matter of interest, In America, they have Guide dogs, Pilot dogs,- Leader dogs and "Seeing Eye" dogs.

The Grations had some money and I had little. We pooled our resources and looked around for others to assist us.  On a Sunday in earl 0ctober,1959, we held our inaugural meeting at the Gration home, 49 Thanet St., Malvern.  We formed a working Committee and named the original group the "Guide Dog Owners and Friends Association." This was to be the actual Fundraising body and the School was to be known as the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School. Phyllis Gration was the foundation President and Miss Joyce Pinny was the Hon. Secretary. However, it was not long before Joyce was married to a Mr. John Caldwell, one of the members of the Committee and she relinquished the post. They had moved from our general area and so I took over the secretaryship. I held the position for a number of years until my health told me that I should quit.  Through members of our committee, we got to know a couple who conducted the General Store at a little out of the way place called Wonga Park. Their name was Davis and they had some land to sell. We bought Four blocks of land, Phyll and Harold buying One each and I bought Two. When the committee would be sufficiently financial, it would buy the land and own it in its own right. It was decided to pay a Builder to erect the House for the School to "Lock-Up" stage and we would build the rest through working bees and the like. Mr. and Mrs. Davis were a great help to us.  They used to breed Australian Terriers and were well known in the Dog World. They introduced us to many of their friends and we made very rapid progress. What a fearsome three we were, Phyll, Harold and I. We had got the school off the ground in a very short while and were by now beginning to show something for our efforts.

The Working Bees were very popular. We were assisted by Service Clubs and many other men's groups. Women also took their places in the Lady Nell work force and together, both find and sighted, we established the school.

Members of working bees were always well supplied with Beer. We had to have something to keep us going and so it was deemed necessary that we should be motivated by power alcohol. I can well remember one particular day. The roof was only half on the actual House and it was raining. We were all sitting in the covered room on the floor, very cold and thirsty. Someone had forgotten to bring the Beer and what was probably worse, we could not obtain meat pies from the store. We would have to go hungry but, Mrs. Davis came to the rescue and managed to provide us with much needed grub. It was amazing the number of blind folk who assisted us with t'-:e building of the House.  Yes, even I drove in a few nails and sandpapered for the painters and generally created havoc around the place. But, I enjoyed every minute of it.- I was at last establishing something of which, one day I would be proud. It did not need any training in the Arts to found a School such as this one. all it needed a was a little common sense and plenty of hard work. All the tools imaginable came our way: post hole diggers, and the like. I do not know a o from whence they came but suffice it to say that they were ours for the using. Harold was quite a competent House Builder and so he was largely responsible for the Building.

He would have all the working bees organised and so we always knew just what we were doing.  Whilst all this activity was proceeding, we had the difficult task of registering with the then Hospitals and Charities Commission. We had to prepare a very substantial case for the setting up of the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School. We had to document an almost foolproof case for the Commission; we had to present facts and figures that could not be disputed. It would have been very difficult to raise money without the blessing of the Hospitals and Charities Commission and I doubt if this blessing would have been obtained without the help of Tom Mitchell. He was always on hand to guide us and see to it that we had the most influential members of parliament on our various deputations to the Commission.

We also had to frame a suitable Constitution. In many respects, the Hospitals and Charities Commission used a standard Constitution which also permits the particular body concerned to add certain provisos to suit a particular situation.  Even so, all this material had to be typed out, if for no other reason than that we did not have the money to either buy a copying machine or to have someone come in and type it for us. I typed the material at the dictation from some of our members who gave wonderful service by reading and the like. I should not mention names, but, as the Secretary of the day, I just cannot forget the wonderful service given by my assistant Secretary, Miss Jessie Coutts.

When the house was completed, we had to furnish it as best we could. We looked around all sorts of Opportunity shops and auctions to see what we could buy and at the cheapest price. Phyllis, Harold and I, would go shopping in various directions and in search of different articles. Arriving home pretty tired and perhaps a little out of sorts, we would proceed to compare notes as to who got this and so on. Some of our Committee were of great help in this direction but, like the usual charitable cause, there were some members who just wanted to be members and do nothing. I am rather afraid that All Charities have to put up with this sort of member. As well as doing all this preparatory work, Harold Gration had the job of seeing that the other blocks of land were cleared and that equipment such as Kennels, tanks and general out-houses were built. I think that perhaps I was the lucky one of the trio at that time. My work was mainly in our little office. I like punching a Typewriter and this inside work was right down my street. We had several willing helpers from Wonga Park.  We were also fortunate that folk with very good hearts and kindly dispositions gave us the use of their cars and driving skills. Transport was in very short supply in those days and we had to take what we could get, and when we could get it. There was- no water laid on to the property and so we had to have a dam built. This was expense that we just had to find.

When all the usual formalities were complete with the Hospitals and Charities Commission, among others, Tom Mitchell was appointed a Trustee of the organisation and remained with us both as a Trustee and later a Committee person for many years. Some time after he had retired from the State Parliament, he had some health problems and was forced to give up most of his- active life in the City. No person connected with the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School or indeed, with the Guide Dog movement in general will ever forget the work of the Hon. Thomas Walter Mitchell to advance the cause of the Blind and their wonderful "Seeing Eye" dogs.

It soon came time for discussing the opening of the School. Invitation lists to be prepared and sent out. Suffice it to say that there would have to be much preparation made in order to make sure that our project would go off successfully.  At last, everything was “Go” for Sunday April 10th, 1960.

The Sunday dawned, full of rain, wind and general rough weather. We were all so dissappointed but were prepared to take our chances. We travelled up to Wonga Park and put the final touches to our preparations.  We settled down to wait for the people to arrive'.  2:00pm and the weather was still rough but, by some chance, somewhere around 2:30pm it cleared ups the Sun came out) the people arrived and we were at long last surrounded by well wishers. We just could not believe our good fortune and we were prepared to accept the omens as good pointers for our future success. There were over Four Hundred people present and the afternoon was indeed most successful.

The guests at the opening included the following:  Sir Ewen Cameron, Minister for Health, Group Captain Raymond Garrett, the Hon. T. W. Mitchell, M. L. A., and Councillor Eddy Hill from the Shire of Lilydale, the Hon. Sir George Reid, State Attorney General, all with their wives.  There were many others, but I can no longer remember their names. The usual speeches were made and everyone got into the swing of things with gay abandon. I think that the best item of all came from a trained Police Dog. One of the fellows attending the opening was a Mr. Dug-J' Doug Mummery., a Trainer of police dogs. He offered to put one of hid animals rough its paces for the public and one of our committee folk thought it a good idea to take an eight millimetre picture of the stunt. Mummery tried in vain to get the Dog to do its job but all to no avail. At. last, he turned his back in shame and disgust and what happened, the Dog did all he should and more and Mummery did not see a thing. He assured me that it was not part of the act for the Dog to misbehave but we were able to obtain a very good picture of the event. Afternoon Tea,, a general inspection of the School and grounds and then home.  We were all tired, but well satisfied with the day's proceedings.

Later, Mr. Raymond Garrett became President of the Victorian Upperhouse and was knighted for his services to politics and the community at large.. Tom Mitchell, Ewen Cameron and Ray Garrett were to play a most vital part in the future progress of the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School. If ever we needed advice as far as the political world was concerned, it was always forthcoming. George Reid also played a prominent part in our development. He at one time was a Trustee of the organisation. We had many people to thank for very much. In his opening speech, Tom Mitchell said something like this, that we were worth helping because we were prepared to help ourselves. Now, we must settle down to consolidate our gains. There would be many obstacles and much with which to contend. In fact, at times, the going was very tough indeed.

Please note:  School opened by Tom Mitchel April 10 1960

The School had not been established very long and Harold Gration had formed some Craft classes for the Blind Association. One day., a Mr. John Wilson, who is now Executive Director of that association, came to Gration and told him that he was making representations on behalf of the Committee of the Blind Association.  He had been asked to giv him the following ultimatum.  "Either Mr. Gration worked for the Blind Association, or worked for the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School." He chose the latter and so lost his job with the Blind Association. In those days, the Agencies were trying to do the same things in Australia that were being done in America.  In other words, the Beneficiary of the Charity had to be kept under the Thumb as it were.  It was not good to let such people loose. They were dangerous and disruptive. We were all most upset but we decided to press on regardless and show the Blind Association and anybody else for that matter that we could, and would help our fellow Blind. Rather than discredit us in the eyes of other people, in fact it raised our standing. We did not hold back on the story. We informed as many folk as possible of the disgraceful occurrence. I am quite sure that present day blind people would not have a clue as to the difficulties that beset older blind folk who committed the crime of fighting for the rights of the Blind Citizen. This next observation does not only apply to the Blind.  But today, “the Blind get too much too often”. They do not go into the history of say the development of the Union and other organisations. I sometimes think that they do not want to just in case it stirs their consciences too much. The agencies have changed over the years and today, they are much more outgoing and clear thinking. They are there for the real benefit of those they serve. I am sure that the amount of attention that is focussed on all organisations for the handicapped these days would not permit such behaviour.

From now on, the most important business of the day would be to have a "Seeing Eye" Dog trained. We must show the public at large that we would be able to the job that we had set out to do. We must begin the work of providing the Blind with the Service Public were now donating cold hard cash. Phyllis Gration had the know-how but we must have a Sighted Dog Trainer to set the dogs on the correct path for guiding the blind. The final part of the Training his carried out by blind handlers. Should I say, that this is the case in many schools. In some of the Guide Dog training schools, the sighted trainers are blindfolded and they have to trust their charges to take them across busy roads and so on. It i best that blind folk do this work as it is the have to be satisfied the dogs can do the work. Phyllis was the work-horse. Indeed, she does this work today. When each dog has completed its training, she takes it out and puts it though its paces to see if it I has learned correctly.

We tried many sighted trainers. Some were very good, but would not stick at the job. Others were just bad and we were glad to get rid of them... Some applied for the position because of a genuine interest in the work. Others applied because they wanted a job and were perhaps glad to be paid. At last, we heard of a Dutchman who had already trained a "Seeing Eye" Dog. He lived in Queensland and so Phyllis and Harold went up to see him and to try his dog. He turned out to be worthwhile and so he came to Melbourne with his Dog, an Alsatian named Saki. It was decided that I should be the first successful applicant and so I became the proud owner of Saki and the first blind person to receive a dog from the School. I think that we had by now reached the turning point. I should mention here that my Guide Dog Odette, who came from Perth, had by this time been so subject to Ear and other general health problems that she had to be retired by me. She just could no longer be used as an operative Guide Dog.  My Sister Beryl looked after her for the rest of her life.

As far as fundraising was concerned, Phyllis and I had decided on a plan whereby I would go to all the women's meetings and other functions and she would go to entertain the menfolk. What would be the use of my going to entertain a mob of crusty Gentlemen. It took some building up. We knew that the Victorian public were most generous but we were not sure to what extent.  I think that it would be a very grave error to insist that all charities be solely financed by the State and, or Federal governments. Nearly all people wish to give to some cause or other and Victoria is a very clear example of such diving.  However, I would add that all charities must not exploit this generosity. We gradually built up a team of voluntary drivers. We also formed some women's auxiliaries. 

Probably one of the most important branches of our work was the Puppy Boarder. If we were to train dogs then we would have to obtain puppies. We would not have room for all of them and so we would have to cultivate Puppy Boarders. We guessed that there would be the difficulty of returning the pups when they were old enough to train. however, the Children handled this situation much better than the parents. An enthusiastic parent would say, "I am expecting to have a problem with little Johny when Puppy is old enough to train." We knew just where the problem lay. It did' not take us long to build up a constant supply of dogs from enthusiastic owners and breeders. They were all keen to show the world that they could breed a "Seeing Eye" Dog. In. the early days, there was also the kind of breeder who would give us a dog in order to create the selling of his own puppies.  0h well, we had to put up with all of that nonsense and we very quickly learned to sort the wheat from the chaff.

Saki went with me to my piano playing jobs and he would lie under a grand piano enjoying himself. I am quite sure that he had many steaks of which I was unaware. He thoroughly enjoyed plane travel,, probably scoring some biscuits from the hostesses. When I was teaching Piano at the Blind Institute School he would come out with me and be in my teaching room lessons.  The children would delight in patting him and I am quite certain that this roused their interest in obtaining "Seeing Eye" dogs when they were older.

Now, the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School became the success for which we had hoped and dreamed. It provides a very worthwhile service to the Blind. Besides the training of "Seeing Eye" dogs, some of the extra services available from the school are those such as Flats, a Craft Centre, a Hostel and all kinds of sporting facilities.  It is staffed by very competent workers and people who have a genuine interest in the blind community.

When I look back over the many trials and tribulations that it was my lot to incur, I often wonder just how I managed to cope with it all. I very much doubt if I could go through the ordeal again. I suppose that a person only needs an incentive and the rest of the road is open.

I am no longer working at the Lady Nell "Seeing Eye" Dog School.  Some few years ago, my health thought fit to be somewhat capricious and so I considered it best that I resign my position. I am still more than interested in the work of the school and always keep in touch with its progress.

Phyllis Gration is still President of the school committee, which is a most sympathetic body and they see to it that at all times, the best of facilities are available to the Blind.

After all, it was established by the Blind, for the Blind. However, our efforts must not be wasted, or in vain.  I am very proud of the School and will always be grateful to both Phyll and Harold Gration for giving me the opportunity of being part of the founding of such a worthwhile organisation.
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