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Paul Forrester
This Is Your Life

“HE ALWAYS
CHOSE TO
TEACH THE

STRUGGLERS.

HE SAwW THAT

TASK AS THE

GLORY OF OUR

'{ PROFESSION.”

BR GRUNDY
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Pad Fowester

Bernadette Forrester

Paul Joseph Forrester was born to
John De Coursey and Norah Kathleen
Forrester on 25 September 1937 at
the hospital in Quigg Street,
Lakemba. Paul is a descendent of
Australian-born Peter and Gabena
Forrester (nee) Fennan and John and
Margaret Corlis (nee) Daley, an Irish
immigrant. Paul or “Joe” as he was
called by his family, was the second
son of 5 children. John was the eldest
followed by Paul, Mary, Bernadette
and Michael. The Forrester family
lived in Lakemba for fifty-three years
where Paul was baptised, attended
St Therese Primary School, made his
First Communion and Confirmation
and played CYO football for the
parish.

His secondary education was
gained at Christian Brothers’ High
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School Lewisham. He was Vice-
Captain of the school in 1954 and
School Captain in 1955.

Paul was not the most outstanding
student at Lewisham but he excelled
in athletics, being the 1955 New
South Wales School Boys 100 yards
champion with a time of 10.1 seconds
and he ran 220 yards in 22.3 seconds.
This was reported as a rare double
for the times. Paul was offered a
scholarship in athletics to the
University of Chicago in the USA.

Paul was twice senior school
champion whose MCC record for the
220 yards was not broken until 1990
by one tenth of a second. lronically,
running in this race for Lewisham was
Paul’s name-sake Paul Forrester
Junior, the son of Michael Forrester.

After school Paul took up a position
with the Customs Department and led
a very hectic social life. Paul the
handsome young man around town was
very popular with the ladies and
partnered several debutantes. Paul was
always rushing off to a dance

somewhere, so it was a surprise when
at the age of twenty he announced he
had decided to enter the Congregation
of the Christian Brothers. He trained at
Strathfield and Minto. He took his first
vows at Strathfield two years later. He
taught at Waverley College followed by
four years at Nudgee Junior College
where he was a much loved and
respected member of staff. Paul's final
few weeks in the Christian Brothers
were spent at St Dominic’s College,
Penrith. After seven years, Paul decided
to leave this life behind him and came
home to live again in Lakemba.

Paul was once more back in the
social swing. He worked as a fettler for

the railways and then as a
representative for Drug Houses of
Australia. It was during this time that
Paul met Moira McDonald who was in
Sydney doing her obstetrics.

Paul could hear the kids calling and
decided to return to teaching. He took
up a position with St Laurence’s College
where he taught for 31 years.

Paul and Moira were married in
Brisbane in April 1966 at the Sacred
Heart Church, Rosalie. Paul and Moira
had four beautiful daughters - Kathleen,
Mary, Anne and Elizabeth. Elizabeth
and Anne have given him a grand-
daughter Aifa and a grandson Clancy
(finally a boy for Paul to take to sport).

Paul has spent his final years

| teaching at Mary’s Mount in Yeppoon

in charge of the boarders where he has
been a teacher, leader and father to so
many boys, “his boys” as he has been
heard to say on many occasions.
“Joe”, your family wishes you a long
and happy retirement; you definitely
deserve it for your loyalty and
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dedication. You have always been
there for all of us — your wife and
children, John’s children, Michael’s
children and my children. The kids
always say it's not a proper party
unless Uncle Paul is present. You
really know how to party.

I am so sorry | can't be with you
to celebrate tonight. My own
granddaughter calls.

Thank you for being such a
wonderful husband, a loving son,
brother, son-in-law, brother-in-law and
uncle to your many, many nieces and
nephews. Mum and Dad were always
so proud of you. Thank you for being
such a good person. We all love you
heaps and always will.

94«4 %mm
Husband and Father

Moira Forrester

Paul Forrester married me on 29
April 1966. This was the year | was
introduced into the St Laurence’s
College community. Football, athletics,
swimming carnivals; one season
merging into the next. At an Ashgrove
football match on one occasion, Vicki
Mather, Pam Rea and | even dressed
in black and gold to support the teams.

Social barbecues at the end of each
term were usually attended by the great
majority of staff. Children played and
swam in the pool. Brother Murphy
played the piano and was a musician
extraordinaire. He would sit on the floor,
facing everyone, crossing his arms in
front of him, extending his hands over
his shoulders playing “Three Blind
Mice”, etc.

The social club arranged Santa
Claus to attend the Christmas barbque.
All staff children were given Christmas
presents, all individually selected and
named. Kath Bartlett, Chris Murphy,
Fay Mee, Kath Stoodley and Rita
McMenemy did an incredible job. On a

few occasions we adjourned to an old
demountable (now at Moogerah) where
we danced on a board floor —
progressive barn dances — everyone
danced, including the Brothers and
children.. The friendships made as a
part of this community remain an
extremely integral part of our family life
today.

Kathleen, Mary, Anne and Elizabeth
made many friends, not only with
children of other teachers, but with the
sisters of some of the students seen
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regularly at sporting fixtures. Students
also featured prominently. Anthony
Raiteri, manager of one of the football
teams, told them to call him “Uncle
Rat”, which they did, and the girls still
speak fondly of him. Whatever
happened to Peter Cunningham (Pete)?
He told Anne that he would wait for her
to grow up and marry her. Dan Crowley
taught Kathleen to swear then told her
to go and practise on Br Brady which
she did. This was really the only time
Paul attempted to discipline any of the
girls.
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All family events were worked around
the College calendar, except for the
birth of Mary (Paul had no control over
this event). | was to be discharged on
Holy Thursday, so Paul collected us
from the Mater Hospital, drove us over
to Milton to my parents where he
dropped us off for the day as he had to
go to the football trials. When these
were completed he returned from
Runcorn to Milton where he collected
us, then took us home to Manly.

Paul was refereeing a game one
Saturday afternoon and Tom Kruger
(Headmaster at that stage) arrived
home with Paul. Paul had torn his
Achilles tendon and had the leg in
plaster for 6 weeks. He was advised to
rest and not to work. He arranged for
two friends who worked at the Mater to
call at the house and pick him up. He
had made arrangements to teach in a
downstairs classroom to avoid
attempting to use crutches on the
stairs. He could only cope with
Monday, Wednesday and Friday
initially. So much for medical advice.

The camaraderie built up over the
years between the Old Boys and staff
was demonstrated by a phone call
about 10pm one Friday night. One of
the Old Boys was dining out with a

group of other Old Boys. He asked Paul
who had won such and such a fight in
a certain year. Yes, he knew. This Old
Boy won the bet.

When Paul married me he became
part of a much larger family, the
McDonald clan. Two of my brothers,
Michael and Gregory, attended St
Laurence’s College whilst Paul was on
staff. They introduced him to catering
for large numbers as each family
function was a large event.

in the early seventies Brother Brady
employed Moira’s brothers, Pat and
Michael, as electrical contractors for
the College. Much of the electrical work
and maintenance around the College
was performed by them. Pat and
Michael often helped Br Brady when
emergencies arrived both at school and
Camp Laurence. When Br Brady asked
them what the cost for their services
was, the answer invariably was,
“Nothing Brother”.

Paul attempted to instill into the
boys of the College a pride in their
appearance. He always told them to
pull their socks up and clean their
shoes when necessary. He also
attempted to encourage his daughters
to clean their shoes daily. Every
morning he inspected their shoes as
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they ran to get into the car. However,
Lizzy always seemed unable to find the
time, so eventually he gave up on her
and cleaned her shoes as well as his
own.

The girls travelled to school by train
and they had been told by St
Laurence’s students that Mr Forrester
was ferocious. They used to talk to the
boys without stating who they were.
However if they felt the boys were being
obnoxious, they asked, “You know Mr
Forrester at St Laurence's College
don’t you? Well he’s my Dad!”

Being part of the wider College
community has been a life living the
Christian ethos. During the 1974 floods
when the whole community helped
those flooded, Paul went out to Chelmer
to help clean the mud, silt, etc from
the Betts family home. We had a
similar experience when our unit at
Wilston had been flooded in 1967. He
felt an empathy with the Betts and
others during this time.

The loyalty given by Christian
Brothers to the lay staff in their schools
was reciprocated by the staff. St
Laurence’s College was no exception.
The Brothers always extended the hand
of friendship to its teachers and were
always there to support them. The St
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Laurence’s community has been a
large part of our family life. All those
present and absent have been
influenced in some way by Paul. My
children and | feel incredibly proud of
the life that Paul has led. Our two
grandchildren could not wait to meet
him. Aoifa travelled all the way from
Ireland before she was born to be with
her Poppy. Clancy was supposed to
be born on a Wednesday, but arrived
quite dramatically on a Tuesday.

Pal Fowestev

The Christian Brother
1957 - 1963

Laurie Petrie

The tall, rangy, 12 stone, 20 year old
youth wielding a sledge hammer on a
strip of literally handmade road in the
then rural surroundings of Minto —
Campbelltown is one of my enduring
images of Paul Forrester.

The thirty-four other interns of the
Christian Brothers’ Novitiate from 10
January 1957 to 12 February 1958
called the tall man, Brother Damian.
He was First on Roads.

What a bridge was to Alec Guinness
in The Bridge over the River Kwai,
so was a road to Brother Damian. He
marshalled his resources - sledge
hammers, crow bars, picks, mattocks,

yard brooms and wheelbarrows in the
deconstruction of pot holes and the
subsequent reconstruction of a smooth
surfaced two kilometres carriageway
leading off Raby Road, Minto, to the

front door of Mt St
Joseph’s Christian
Brothers' Novitiate, a
two-storeyed red
brick building on the
hill which was our
place of residence at
that time. .

The material for
the construction of
the road was brought
from a quarry on the
property to the work
site by horse-drawn
dray. Two draft
horses, Emma and
Baldy, were kept
partly for this
purpose. The
recently deceased
member of our group, Jack Eales who
fathered one of the greatest rugby
captains Australia has seen, managed
them.

Rugby, that is rugby union, was not
a part of Paul’'s school experience. CBC
Lewisham was a member of The
Metropolitan Catholic Colleges and
Rugby League was the football code of
choice. Within that sporting
organization, Lewisham’s traditional
rival was the other Christian Bothers’
school in the competition, namely St
Patrick’s College, Strathfield (Nashy’s
alma mater). In our limited time for
conversations in the Novitiate year, Paul
recalled stories of that rivalry mostly in
the area of athletics. As the top sprinter
from Lewisham in his age group he had
a five-year struggle with Terry Gale. In
his final year this culminated in their
meeting in the final of The Cardinal’s
Cup, the Blue Ribbon event on the St
Patrick’'s Day Athletics Carnival. Just
maybe, some of you have heard this
story. If not, it'll cost you a beer
sometime soon.

Visiting Sundays, rare events in
those dark days, had more than one
flow-on effect. Deprived as we were of
all the happenings in the world outside
(no newspapers, no radio, no television),
it was left to the Sydney-siders to keep
us up to date with all that was going
on outside the front gate. The conduit
for this was those scarce family visits.
The updates we received through Paul
were nearly all sporting items.
Remember, we had come to this
strange place direct from the hype of
the Melbourne Olympic Games. The
Queenslanders amongst us had to fill
in all the detail in Paul’s recounting of
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events with nothing more than our
imagination.

Throughout 1958 little changed
insofar as the channels of sporting
news were concerned.

The Sunday visits provided the bulk
of the news but the nature of the
community at Mt St Mary’s, Albert
Road, Strathfield (there was a
community which included about thirty
full time students of Sydney University;
a group of brothers who taught in the
Juniorate [a secondary college for the
aspiring Christian Brothers]; about 100
students in the Juniorate; and thirty-
four of us. If this had been an
intelligence organisation, it would have
been a security nightmare. News leaks
were so much a part of everyday life;
we could get Queensland GPS first
fifteen football results almost before the
players had left the showers one
thousand kilometres away. One of the
major developments in this second year
of Spiritual Training was that many of
the insane practices of 1957 were left
behind. We were allowed to wear
football boots, shorts and jerseys
instead of army boots, long Karki
trousers and shirts. We didn’t have to
open the batting with the poorest
batsmen and open the bowling with
bowlers who were challenged landing
the ball on the field let alone the wicket.

Atthe end of 1958, or perhaps during
that year, there was a major
reorganisation in the training program

of the Christian Brothers in Australia.
What had been a two-year program was

extended to three years. For the whole
organisation this could have meant that
in 1959 there would be no recruits
taking the places of the deceased,
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those who had departed or those who
had succumbed to iliness. The
Provincial Council in their collective
wisdom decided to split our group of
35 into three groups. Six were sent to
full time study at The University of
Sydney; 16 were assigned to
complete the third year of training in
the Scholasticate (first teacher-
student experience) and six were sent
“on the mission”. That is, six were
sent as per custom to one of the
schools. Paul was amongst this last
group. On reflection, this was a
demonstration of the confidence the
Provincial and his team had in the
maturity of the six.

Contact with Paul over the next four
years was very limited. Towards the
close of 1963 most of the 1957 Novitiate
Group were called together from all over
Queensland and New South Wales in
order to complete a period of
preparation for Final Vows. | would say
that many in the group eagerly awaited
being reunited. | know that | was
personally disappointed when we were
told that Paul Damian Forrester had
chosen to take another road.

“Where did | get my material?” you
might ask. Well, as well as being First
on Mail and First on Exterior
Cobwebs, | was also Second on
Roads.

Woady

Noel Mather

In the more than 50 years since |
began teaching, | have had ample
opportunity to observe and classify
teachers in a number of schools and
systems - State, Federal and
Independent.

Some are in the game because they
thought it was an easy cop -
reasonable money, lots of holidays,
knock off at 3 o'clock and off! They are
easy to spot and unfortunately, there
are quite a few around.

Some are in it because they want to
be administrators or executives, out of
the classroom, often with no real
commitment to teaching but plenty of
commitment to paperwork and
politically correct educational mumbo-
jumbo.

Some become administrators with
total dedication to their school, staff and
students — they are also easy to spot.

The last group, the ones | have total
admiration for, are those whose whole

professional life is committed to their
students — their education, their
development, their welfare and their
discipline.

Such a teacher is Paul ‘Woody’
Forrester. For confirmation, ask any of
the Lauries 10D class of the 70s and
80s! In the more than thirty years that |
have known Woody and watched his
work with students, not once has he
deviated from the principle that the
teacher is there for the students — not
for himself.

Now, having said all that, | would hate
you to get the impression that Paul
Forrester is a candidate for
beatification. He does have some
common human traits that you and |
can relate to — human frailties | guess
you would call them.

To give you some idea and bring
Woody down to earth, did you know
that he is probably the worst traveller
since Burke and Wills? | have watched
his knuckles whiten, sweat form on his
brow and the cigarettes come out on
aircraft, buses and trains. The current
No Smoking edicts on public transport
were specifically brought in to frustrate
Forrester. He’s OK in cars, though, but
only if he’s driving.

Woody has been known to enjoy the
odd cold pot or two if the occasion or
circumstances are right and the No
Smoking signs are off.

Some years ago during the Christian
Brothers’ Cricket Week (a huge event
devised and organised by Woody and
Br White), Woody, Gordon Balharry
and | decided we had earned a couple
of coldies after a day transporting
players from the irport to Nudgee
College. The Homestead Hotel
beckoned! It had been a hot and thirsty
day, temperature around 38 to 40
degrees, and the first ones didn’t touch
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the sides! Woody had just lit his second
Craven Awhen the heavens opened, and
I mean opened! Within half an hour, all
the low ground around the hotel was 3
feet under water. We were totally
surrounded, marooned, condemned to
hours in the Bar of a Pub with Plenty
of Beer, with no means of escape or
hope of rescue. Talk about prayers
being answered — the perfect excuse
and all legitimate! Woody had a look
around, lit another fag and said, “You
blokes ready for another?”

Woody, as you all know, was
Sportsmaster at Lauries for many
years, a job he attacked with his
customary zeal and efficiency. His
organisation and administration were
second to none and as usual the
beneficiaries were the kids.

He did, however, really appreciate the
great work done by the staff, Old Boys
and parents, and showed his apprecia-
tion in a tangible way. Most of us will
remember the after match hospitality
he organised, particularly at Runcorn
after Rugby matches.

Not only at Runcorn, though! |
remember him being particularly
hospitable after a rugby tournament we
went to in Grafton. The hospitality was
such that most of us had extreme
difficulty getting out of bed on the
Sunday moming. Not Woody, however!
It was Sunday morning and he had to
go to Mass, which he did.

It wasn’t until halfway through the
service that he realised something was
different. He was in the Anglican
Church, not the Catholic! Grafton was
a strange town, and after all, most
churches look much alike, especially
after a night of hospitality!

As you go through life, you meet
some special people, people you may
not see for months or years. But when
you do see them again, it is as though
you were never away; such is the
genuine, fair dinkum character of that
person. Woody Forrester is one of
them.

Pail Fovvestev

Br Steve Grundy

It is customary, in these
ceremonies, to call up voices from the
past as harbingers of lost loves.

| can call neither Brother Bappy
Healy nor Jack Forrester to the stage;
but | can recall some of their wisdom
- wisdom that fired and motivated Paul.
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His father (the Bankstown worker)
was witness to the shameful on-field
failures of the local Catholic rugby
League football team. Jack Forrester
undertook a rescue mission by
coaching the culpably inept.

Just prior to the first run-on under
new management, a precocious
captain reminded his practical mentor
that it was a long tradition for GYMS
sides to pray before play.

“Look son,” came the reality check,
“there’s no point praying
until you've learnt how to
play football.”

Vicariously | had the
same wise Jack
Forrester as my mentor
when Paul advised me
of another of his life
principles: “Never resign!
Make them sack you.”

Bap Healy’s legacy is
no less direct - perhaps
a little harder to
crystallise in short
quotations. He taught an
extremely gifted sprinter
(Paul ran 9.6 for the 100
yards) and perhaps
reluctant scholar that
the glory of temporal
personal triumphs could
not compare with the
lasting satisfaction of
sharing learning’s wisdom won
through enduring hard work.

From influences like these
developed the hardworking, wise Paul
Forrester. Imposed brevity allows me
to cite only random examples from
the theatres of Forrester campaigns
mounted in the 1980s.

Meet Paul the
Sportsmaster.
He organised
Saturday rugby
at Runcorn. The
ubiquitous
troubieshooter
.was himself
organised by 12
year old Kate who
never left his
side. She
appeared to
prompt him -
secretary wise -
as to the next

duty needing
attention.
Recall TAS

swimming
carnivals at Chandler when row upon
row of disciplined SLC boys, very
correctly accoutered, cheered their
successful competing representatives.
Meanwhile, a frustrated
sportsmastering Villanova counterpart
whose charges ran amok in places out
the back, pleaded to know how the
impressive Lauro’s display was
achieved. He was told we used
violence!

There was an athletics premiership

won on the new QEIl synthetic track.
At the height of the results broadcast,
and with tacit approval of a triumphant
principal, the Black and Gold
supporters invaded the pitch. Paul was
singularly unimpressed by this gauche
display of school spirit. His post-
mortem remarks were mortifyingly clear
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to this leader, now too timid to admit
his complicity.

Annually, Sportsmasters and
Principals sat down together to plan
and evaluate. A particularly pucker
gentleman from St Peters, too polite
to be direct, made oblique disparaging
references to an alleged example of
poor sportsmanship from a school he
would prefer to leave anonymous.
Paul’s response put a quick end to
such nonsense: “Are you referring to
St. Laurence’s U14Cs from last
Saturday?”

This disarming, upfront, integrity
was variously displayed. One Chris
Pritchard (newly arrived from
Zimbabwe) living by a motto that
victory was the right of the godly
coached an Under 15 rugby side
against Villanova. He didn’'t need the
two over-aged players who joined the
game to press home the 60-0 win.
When Paul discovered the
indiscretion he informed the worthy
TAS secretary whose acute sense of
legal rectitude ruled a “loss by forfeit”.
Chris has not yet recovered.

One wonders why the same sense
of integrity never applied to Barry
Winter's Sixths — a team totally in
the control of its captain known

affectionally to all as “Schrecky”. They
enjoyed an unexpected resounding
win over Ashgrove. Schrecky may
have been well known to all; but not
all of Schrecky’s players were well
known even to their bemused coach.
While all were kitted out perfectly for
the clash not all could prove their bona
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fides on the official school rolls. It was
Ashgrove. There was not a whisper
about forfeiting here.

Has a weakness been exposed? If
not, consider:

SLC rugby embarked on a few
Sydney tours. Duty and interest made
Paul a tourist. | served as Coach
Captain. Picture a late night winding
descent of the Bulahdelah Range. Paul
alone among all the passengers was
awake and very alert. As the headlights
spanned wide arcs of dark, Paul, white
knuckled in his vantage point seated
behind the driver, leant forward and with
trembling fear, asked for a lighter foot
on the accelerator. It is my conviction
that the uncontrolled emotion was not
generated by my poor mechanical
skills; | can only assume that he was
not ready to meet his maker.

Meet Paul the Teacher. He always
chose to teach the strugglers. He saw
that task as the glory of our profession.
Only once did he express reservations
about his chosen sphere of influence.

Child Welfare made contact. They
had a 16 year old school reject whose
life road was very inclined - downhill. A
disciplined SLC, after several failures
at other schools, was their last hope.
The lad’s mathematical achievement
level was below Grade 4. Wisdom
suggested that, socially, he couldn’t sit
with children, so we lit on Year 10
Ordinary Maths as his appropriate re-
entry. Without clear specificity, Paul
was briefed about his new student. |
said: “He’s a bit behind!”

Paul burst into my office after his first
encounter: “Behind! Behind! | opened
page 1 of the Ordinary Maths Text and
asked the aspirant if he recognised
anything on the page.” The reply: “|
think I've seen those x’s before.” (The
x's were multiplication signs.)

Meet Paul the Worker. He was
industrially active. As an employer, |
feared his activity. My fear was
unfounded. The same integrity,
professionalism and dedication applied
when he took on a fight for right as it
did in all aspects of his working life.
But he was a bonny fighter. His
arguments were steeled with cold
indisputable reason.

Teachers don’t always get the
classes they would prefer. | was
regularly taken aback by his forthright
generosity in the face of an unpleasant
assignment. Even when | was
embarrassed about asking him to
shoulder a difficult load his approach

always was, “If you want me to do it,
just tell me! It’s your right as the one in
charge.” What a man!

And now he exits our profession still
enjoying a drink with friends, a yam and
alively discussion into which he enters
with definite and strongly worded
opinions. | have heard much strong
wisdom filtered through a regularly
replenished smokescreen. As he now
enters this “old age” phase of post
professional life, | am inclined to note
that, by again resorting to callingup a
past ghost.

Picture the centenarian and
comedian George Burns standing on
stage delivering his lines through
clouds of cigar smoke.

He had an argument in favour of
smoking — it was useful in curing old
meat - and he was particularly at odds
with trendy dieticians campaigning
against preservative added to our food.
Paul could well relate to the George
Burns protest, “At my age | need all
the preservatives | can get”.

Puwl Fowester

Bob Rea

At my first day at St Laurence’s
College in January 1968, we had a brief
staff meeting, found out what we were
teaching, and then the lay staff
adjourned to the Gloucester Hotel in
Stanley Street. This was my first
glimpse of Woody, the committed right
wing Labor Party supporter and
unionist. After a few pots of XXXX, Reg
Baker had his shirt off and was sitting
up on a stool. When | enquired why, he
said the boys were starting to talk
politics. | thought to myself that these
fellows are pretty serious about the
subject. | later leamed that Paul was a
union organiser before joining the
Christian Brothers. At this time he was
also doing his athletic training; he ran
in at least one final of the 100m at the
Australian Athletics Championships.
Woody delighted in giving some rather
interesting inside information about the
bribery and corruption in the

Bankstown City Council. This political
and union background was about to
have an enormous effect.

In the early to mid 1970s, two
situations would create the environment
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for a fairly dramatic change in teacher
working conditions. Firstly, in the 70s
teachers in non-government schools
(and particularly in Catholic schools)
were considerably behind their state
school counterparts in working
conditions and benefits. Principals and
parish priests hired and fired at will.
Secondly, the non-govemment teachers
union was named the Queensland
Association of Teachers in Independent
Schools (QATIS). This name was
suitable for a group of people who
mainly furthered their careers in
education by being office bearers in
QATIS. They did not want to be seen
as an industrial union. Things were
about to change.

In the mid 70s, Woody Forrester was
not happy with the treatment of
employees; especially a particular
incident involving his good mate Adrian
Hose. Hence Woody, along with Terry
Edwards and others at St Laurence’s,
started contacting trusted and
interested people in other non-
government schools. Naturally, most of
these people were in Catholic schools.
A small organising group led by Woody
and Terry coaxed candidates to run for
the next union Council elections. We
won the majority of positions, much to
the surprise of the encumbents.
Woody, Terry Edwards, John Nash,
Peter Kilfoyle, Jim McMillan and others
formed their first council in 1977. They
employed Tim Quinn, later to become
a deputy Lord Mayor, as the first
organiser to help run QATIS with about
500 members on a budget of $49,000
in premises renied from the
Queensland Teachers’ Credit Union.
Many vigorous discussions took place
next door in the Jubilee Hotel in those
early days of reorganising QATIS into
an effective industrial union. Some
tough decisions had to be made.
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