Time to get to work.
Does anyone recognize the driver?
Photo courtesy of Ken Armstrong
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Three elderly gentlemen were talking about
what their grandchildren would be saying
about them fifty years from now.
"I would like my grandchildren to say, 'He
was successful in business'," declared the
first man.
"Fifty years from now," said the second, "I
want them to say, 'He was a loyal family
man'."
Turning to the third gent, the first gent
asked, "So what do you want them to say
about you in fifty years?"
"Me?" the third man replied. "I want them
all to say, "He certainly looks good for his
age'!"

Mr. Bulcock’s Grandchildren, 1949
Ken Armstrong photo
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Victoria BC, Canada V8T 3A3
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Membership Fees: HISTORY
It was approved at the August 24, 1991 General Meeting that the FCA membership be
raised from $10.00 to $20.00, with $10.00 for the FCA and $10.00 to the Fairbridge Chapel
Heritage Society for Chapel restoration and maintenance.
It was approved at the September, 2005 General Meeting that the FCA membership be
raised from $20.00 to $25.00, with $10.00 for the FCA, $10.00 will continue to go to the
Fairbridge Chapel Heritage Society (see the Chapel News on page 19 for more details on the
Chapel Society) and $5.00 will now go to the Fairbridge Alumni Bursary Society fund.
GET YOUR GAZETTE IN COLOUR—RECEIVE IT VIA EMAIL
Do you want to receive the Fairbridge Gazette via email? Send me your request. Want it both
ways—let me know.
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President’s Message

G

reetings to you all-I hope
you have all “Weathered
the Winter of your Discontent”. Spring is coming (almost) and “PP” (Pushy
Pat) is urging me regarding this
upcoming gazette, now ready for
the publisher. I asked her not to
start the summer issue yetplease! Anyway, I believe she’s doing a great job
- again, thank God for young blood! Keep sending in your stories.
Our new editor (with others) has requested that I
write a piece on our FCA Bursary Fund. It’s
been in existence for 20+ years, thanks to the
efforts of the Bursary Committees. It definitely
needs more funds. These must mainly come
from our Fairbridge Family-that means you! We
presented 11 bursaries in 2005, and requests are
already coming in for 2006. These were all given
to youngsters pursuing a higher education-or
training, at university and college etc. They are
mostly Fairbridge offspring, and education is
very expensive. We have a principle of only
about $55,000- the bursaries come from the interest on this. We must at least double our fund.
If we all donated $25-50 or more each, this
would be good start. Friends, including corporate
donors should be approached, and remember,
donations are tax deductible. I’m trying to get
someone to match our efforts, dollar for dollar,
for the next four months.
The main reason to build up the fund is obvious:
to help more young folk, mostly Fairbridge connected, to further their education and future lives.
However, I believe there is another reason: the
survival of the “Fairbridge” concept. Strangely
enough, I was reminded of this just yesterday,
when I received an email all the way from South
Africa. A lady was writing a paper on Kingsley
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Fairbridge and wanted to know if his legacy was
still alive. I told her it certainly was, in us and
our kids, and in the FCA. Then I thought- not
many of us became farmhands, which was one of
the main ideas that K.F had. Our occupations run
the gamut, from lawyers, accountants, teachers,
pilots, businessmen, to loggers and laborers and
even to the odd medical doctor (very “odd”) and
wealthy entrepreneurs. Yet, were he alive, I’m
sure K.F would be proud of us all. His dream
was to improve the environment of kids in the
U.K. He saw many children in crowded poor
conditions there, and miles of wide open spaces
in Canada, Australia, and South Africa, needing
people. I know some of us feel insulted that we
were ostensibly looked upon as “farm fodder”.
However, although K.F was a Rhodes Scholar,
he was first an agriculturalist. He saw the world
in those terms and perceived farms as a healthy
and useful place for kids to grow up. I believe
that he would have encouraged us to go into
other professions and occupations, as H.T. Logan
did. The important thing here I believe, was that
our founder gave us a better environment-a country where we could pursue our ambitions—
educationally and otherwise. This, I believe, was
K. F’s real dream, and he devoted his short life
entirely to it. Fairbridge is extensively woven
into our past. It was our ancestral home, and provided a stepping stone to a new life. It will also
always be part of our future—and part of our
children and grandchildren, forever.
The bursary fund reminds people of all this, and
should help perpetuate the Fairbridge phenomenon and prevent it from fading away forever. Let
us hear from you, pro and con, and please send
in your donations, large or small.
Stay Well,

Ron Hancock

Editor’s note: see page 18 for Bursary news
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I hope everyone managed to stay dry during our very
wet winter. I have had some good feedback from the
Christmas Gazette. Keep the ideas and stories coming.
It makes the Gazette interesting to put together and
interesting for the readers.
 My goal is to get the Gazette out three times a year.
I will try for April 1st, with a submission deadline of My Uncle Ken Arnison’s
Fairbridge Suitcase
March 1st, August 1st, with a submission deadline of July 1st and
Dec. 1st with a submission deadline of Nov. 1st. And on Reunion
years I will put out a Special Reunion Issue.
I would like to thank everyone for sending in their stories. And I would like to say a special
thanks to Ellen Duffy for responding to my “Want Ad” — not only did she have a suitcase
to show me, it turned out that she had my Uncle Ken’s (Arnison) name on it, so she hauled
it out of her attic and gave it to me! Thank you Ellen. — How did the kids ever carry these
big cases?
Ken Armstrong sent an entire album of photos all the way from Australia for me to scan in
and include in our photo collection. They are marvelous Ken, thank you.
I will add them to the wonderful group that Fred Harding and Dick Speed donated at the
last reunion. The Duncan Museum will be given a complete set as well. We will have Photo
CD’s for those who want them by the next reunion.
I think I have a complete list of the vessels now. I’ll put it together for the next Gazette.
Thanks to all who responded.
And a special thank you to Ken Bennett for his support and to Theresa Shelley for her editing help and great ideas.

A VERY IMPORTANT ISSUE
At the September 2005 Biennial General Meeting a motion was passed to delete from the
Gazette mailing list any members whose dues are in arrears. 13 votes in favour, 11 against.
Motion passed.
This motion has sparked quite a lot of controversy. (for the record—I voted against it—as I
believe that the Gazette is an important tool of communication and a means to keep the
Former Fairbridgians in touch with each other.) But, we need to decide where to go from
here. As your Editor, I will of course, listen to the group, but I am reluctant to exclude anyone from the Gazette mailing list unless they asked to be removed.
An increase in the Membership Dues to $25.00/year was also voted in and passed during
the meeting. See page 3 for details.
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This newspaper article is from the Vancouver Sun,
dated Tuesday, May 20, 1941. (page 8)
I would like to try to put together the history of the
Gazette. I know that the first issue was published in
February 1939.
The Provincial Archives of BC , (ADD. MSS 2045
BOX 4) has copies of the Fairbridge Gazette, beginning with the first edition – Vol. 1 No. 1, February
1939 and up until 1954. The Duncan Museum has
several editions, starting from the summer of 1996.
These Gazettes contain a wealth of information and
are very interesting to read.
Ken Bennett took over the editing of the Gazette from
Eunice Nickolls (Cockburn) in late 1989. It was just
one or two pages at the time and Ken expanded it to
its present book form.
Eunice sent me issues of the Gazette dating from
March 1986 to July 1989 when she was editor. Thank
you Eunice. My mother, Marjorie Arnison gave me
some back issues from 1983/1984.
Does anyone have any information to fill in the
gaps? Was the Gazette published between 1954
and 1983?

Hendry Horse Barn…

photo courtesy of Tich Harding
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was one of the boys on the day hike
when we got lost on the mountain.
There were twelve or fourteen of us
boys, but I cannot recall who they all
were.

Fred (Tich) Harding responds to
Erica Tassell’s article about the lost
Fairbridge Boys— He recalls

The Night on Baldy Mountain.

The group of boys, with lunch in hand, met
Mr. Garnett at the office, ready to go hiking to the top of Mt Baldy. We planned to be
back by suppertime. We started out at a good pace, full of vim and vigor, which lasted all
the way to Caven’s Farm. We stopped at the base of the mountain to eat our sandwiches
and have some water. After lunch, we started our climb. About half way up, the kids
ahead of us started to roll and dislodge rocks, sending them crashing down the hill. There
was a lot of shouting, hollering and dodging of rocks from boys who were still coming
up. Finally, we reached the top—all in one piece. Mr. Garnett suggested we walk around
the top and then head down the opposite side to where we came up.
We took the wrong trail and we found ourselves further into the bush. It was getting
dark. We were all tired by this time, so Mr. Garnett told us we were going to stay the
night. First thing we did was start a fire. Once settled, Mr. Garnett left us to see if he
could find the trail. He came back a little while later, soaking wet and sore all over. He
told us that while he was walking across a log, he fell into a patch of devil’s club growing in a pool of water. He took off his wet clothes to dry by the fire. Luckily, we still had
some sandwiches and candy bars so we quickly devoured them. Then, there was not
much to do but try to get a few winks. It was a chilly night, so no one had much sleep. I
recall that one boy, when he fell asleep, rolled too close to the fire and burnt a hole in his
sock.
We woke early the next day—tired and hungry, but eager to go. We hiked for a while in
the dense bush, which was full of devil’s club. Eventually, we came out into daylight.
We had to go down the hill single file. Mr. Garnett told us that we were walking on a
game trail. Later on, we came out to a lake called Deer Lake, but we named it Lizard
Lake, as those little animals were everywhere. If you grabbed them by the tail, that was
all you were left with between your fingers as they scurried away. While we were playing with the lizards, some planes flew over us. We started to wave and then they flew
away. We carried on down the mountain. Two of the boys got hurt somehow so they
needed help. I recall that in the bush by the lake, there was a big cedar log hewed out to
make a canoe. It seemed like a long way from water.
The aroma of fresh
Finally, we could see Caven’s Farm below us and we made a
beeline to it. As we neared, the aroma of fresh baked bread

bread tantalized the
hungry boys.
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came out to meet us. Mr. Garnett told them that we had not eaten for quite a while, so they
would only let us eat one slice each. While we were eating, our rescuers arrived in army
trucks. The army fellows had chocolate bars and water for us. They would only let us eat
two chocolate bars each, but we could have lots of water. After our refreshments, we
thanked everyone and said our good-byes to the Caven’s. We
climbed into the army trucks and rode back to the school.
Everybody at the farm school was happy to see us even
though we were dirty, hungry and tired. Before heading back
to our cottages, Mr. Garnett invited us for supper up at his
cabin on the hill. He asked us what we would like. We chose
sausages and mash. We all enjoyed the good feed.
We found out later, that if we had gone a little further from
where we stopped for the night, we would have come to a
Line Camp cabin, which had food in it that we could have
used. We also heard that when the planes flew overhead they
only counted seven people as the rest were in the bush. They
must have thought for a while that some of us were really lost!
Submitted by

Fred Harding (Tichy)

Fred came out on November 24, 1938 on the
Duchess of Bedford, with a group of 13 boys.

What are the chances?
A story of two brothers: Ken & Norman
Arnison.
The 1930s in northern England was a difficult pre-war time with high unemployment
and few social systems in place.
On Thursday, June 21, 1934, the Prince of
Wales gave a speech that loosened the pocketbooks of many influential people. In it he
argued that: “It is no exaggeration to say that
the Fairbridge Farm School scheme is the
only completely successful form of migration
at the present time.” The Prince then put
forth a donation of £1,000.00 and it didn’t

Fred and June Harding 1943
Photo courtesy of Fred Harding

Like many at that time, the two
brothers were out and about,
traveling the high seas.
take long for the Fairbridge Society to gain
the support of other prominent people, both
in England and Canada.
Thus was the setting that parted two brothers
forcing them to grow up ½ way around the
world from each other. Then, by some kind of
chance, they met again years later in an Australian port.
In the mid 1930s, Norman Arnison was sent to
live and work on a farm school at Castle How-
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Norman (left) and Ken (right)
Taken in Australia. Photo courtesy of Norman Arnison

ard, in York, England. His younger brother
Kenny Arnison, and sister, Marjorie, were sent
to a Farm School in western Canada in
1937. Sister Audrey (Bunny) was sent out the
following year. (1938)
When Kenny turned 16, the Farm School
sent him to work on a farm in the Saanich or
Sidney area. Disillusioned with farming life,
and enamored by the stories of adventure on
the high seas during WW II, he ran away and
joined the Merchant Navy.
I assume he told his sisters where he was going, and they must have told their mother in
England, and she must have told her son Norman that his younger brother Kenny was on a
Merchant Navy Ship (I am not sure what it
was called). Considering this would have
been done by letter or telegram, it was an
amazing feat of communication for the times.
Norman had already left the farm school in
England and, also enamored with life at sea,
he joined the DEMS—which stood
for Defensibly Equipped Merchant Ship.
DEMS was in fact a division of the Royal
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Navy - Norman was trained to man the machine guns on the merchant ships. He wore
his Royal Navy uniform on board ship, but
had to wear his civvies whilst on shore leave.
At some point in the mid 1940s, shortly before the war ended, Norman’s ship pulled into
an Australian dock. It was crowded and their
ship had to tie alongside another. Once the
ship was secure, he began to make plans to go
ashore, and that was when the name of the
vessel beside him, flying a Canadian flag,
caught his attention. Well, it couldn’t be—but
it was! This was the ship that his younger
brother Kenny was supposed to be on. He
hadn’t seen his younger brother for years
(even though the brothers were probably not
much more than 16 and 20 at the time) and he
may be right on the ship they just tied up to.
What are the chances?
Would he still be on board? What if he was
transferred? Or - gone home on leave? Excitedly, Norman got permission to go aboard and
he quickly made enquiries as to whether Ken
Arnison was with the crew.
There was! The two brothers were given permission to go ashore and they spent the next
several hours catching up on each other’s
lives. They ended up sobering up in a jail cell
for the night—but they were no worse for
wear! To this day Norman wonders about the
odds of that happening and is thankful to this
day for the chance to have spent a memorable
evening in an Aussie pub with his younger
brother.
By Pat Skidmore

Ken Arnison arrived at the Farm School on
Sept 22, 1937, with his sister Marjorie.
He passed away on
April 9, 1983
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A Letter From an Australian
Fairbridgian: Peter Bennett
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Peter’s group traveled on the Duchess of Richmond arriving in
Canada on July 11, 1940. They stayed at the Prince of Wales
Fairbridge Farm School for one month then continued on their
journey to the Fairbridge Farm School in Molong, Australia.

On our way to Australia in 1940, we stayed a
few weeks at the Prince of Wales Fairbridge
Farm School in Cowichan. We journeyed on farmer, all the cottages, large dining hall,
the Aorangi, after leaving Canada. We sailed kitchen and all other buildings were filled with
to Honolulu, but we were unable to land. The cages and chickens. Most buildings are now
American Consul was apparently amazed derelict, it is a very sad situation when we rewhen he realized that we had only one passport member what a magnificent village it once
for 28 children. He had to get in touch with was. The Pinjarra Farm School in Western
Washington to check on what to do, but we left Australia and the Northcote Farm School in
before the reply had arrived. I don’t know if Victoria, have State Government and Sponsorthey thought we were drug dealers or terror- ship support, holding community and business
ists! Our stop in Suva was better, we motored functions, thus they are able to retain their
round the Island in an old bus, saw fields of heritage.
coconuts, sugar cane, bananas, paw paws and
We visited and viewed the Chapel from the
pineapples, the likes of which we had never
outside but were unable to enter. We were
seen in England. Then, on to Auckland, where
able to enter one of the unoccupied duplex
we were taken to the pictures, and were given
cottages. They are much different from ours.
ice creams all round. The next stop—Sydney,
Instead of furnaces to keep out the cold, we
this was Australia. No hedges or beech woods,
needed ventilation to keep out the heat. I didno black towns or clustered villages, just miles
n’t find any anybody to talk to about the
and miles of open country and scattered gum
school as it was getting late we had to get
trees with cloudless blue sky overhead. Life at
back to Vancouver, however, I did get a
Fairbridge had begun.
phone # of Pat Hood, I rang him from my
Then, in 1979, while on holidays in Canada hotel, but, unfortunately could not meet him.
with my son and daughter, I hired a car in
Vancouver, and made a day’s trip to Victoria. Regards, Peter Bennett
I asked a tour guide if he had any knowledge
of a Prince Wales Fairbridge Farm School, he
hadn’t, but he suggested I inquire at the archives. They gave me a folder of papers, and I
obtained an address and directions and then
headed for the Cowichan Valley. When we
arrived a building was being dismantled, I
think it was the hospital, in preparation for a
housing development. It is great that some of
the cottages and other buildings have been
saved. Our Molong Fairbridge Farm School
July 1940 group-only 3 boys stayed,
was sold to a fast growing table chicken
the rest went off to Australia...

Photo courtesy of Peter Bennett — 2nd boy — bottom right.
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A story from Mike and
Clare McIver.
Dear Fairbridge Gazette…
Ever think of adoption!
Well most people reading this will be of an
age when this is not an option, but you will
have children and grand children who may
well consider it.
We have four children, a son and three
daughters-all married. We have 6 natural
grandchildren, four lovely girls, and two boys,
our oldest grandson has downs syndrome.
We have a seventh grandchild, a grand
daughter a beautiful girl called Francesca, Our
oldest daughter Christine and her husband
Paul have been unable to have children so
decided to adopt. The child comes from North
Yorkshire and we live in East Yorkshire two
separate counties, so the paper work between
the two was enormous.
The second problem was when Francesca gets
tired she gets grumpy and naughty otherwise
she has a wonderful nature and is very pretty.
It is amazing how she looks like her new dad blond hair and blue eyes.
Our Chris and Paul come across Francesca
when she was nearly sixteen months; she was
legally adopted six months later. She is three
and a half now.
It has been good to see her go from toddling
to walking, learning to talk -She loves red
shoes, She eats out in hotels and cafe's
regularly and is very well behaved. She as
even had her first flight to Malta and loved it.
To do matters properly we had to go to court,
Francesca was first of the day -Judge
complete with wig and gown doing the

paperwork, when he
had done he gave them
to Francesca -saying
properly these are yours
young lady -she then
went and crawled
through his cupboards no damage done!
The judge asked are you
taking photo's -yes May I join in? Of Francesca, the McIver’s
course! So he kept the adopted granddaughter
next people waiting
while we took photos in the judge's chambers.
Courts can be stressful places but this one
turned out nice.
We had an adoption, a christening and a
birthday party all over the weekend. These
events will stay with us until we pass over.
So don't forget—your influence could make
another human life a bit happier.
Hope a couple of readers will make the effort.

Mike and Clare McIver
Mike McIver was in the group of 28 children
who came to the Farm School on May 31,
1947. Mike and Clare, live in York, England.

The McIver’s have extended an invitation to
anyone who might be visiting Northern
England this year. They live 2 hours from
London Kings X and 1 hour from Newcastle.
They offer to pick you up from the airport or
train station, and put you up at no charge
and wine and dine you show you around
York and Yorkshire. Write: St Cuthbert’s
House, South End, Seaton Ross, York, E.
York, YO42 4LT. OR Tel/fax 01759-318799
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COMING TO CANADA

It
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Barry spent time at Middlemore
Homes in Birmingham before coming
to the Fairbridge Farm School

was suggested, at the last annual
meeting that some of us write our
memories of coming to Canada. been selected to go to the colonies. You
From a time lag of 60 years, some have until tomorrow morning to decide if
memories stick out and others are muddled. you want to go to Australia, New Zealand,
The peculiar thing is that the basic attitude Rhodesia or Canada.”—“But Sir”—“You
of the child to the adult undergoes very lit- have until tomorrow morning”.
tle change. This is startling in that, even I chose Canada, because it had the RCMP,
today, we tend to write off children as im- lumberjacks, and I always thought my
mature and convince ourselves that they name should have been Jack (lumber?).
will change as they grow into an adult. The
Some of my cohorts thought it would be
children may have important and even usea good idea to run away from
ful ideas about our present
all this but, since I was among
Middlemore Homes
condition—if only we would
Building may have been demolished the chosen few, I decided not to
listen.
Pat Skidmore photo
prejudice opportunity, and besides which a trip half way
My early upbringing was at
around the world was a more
Middlemore House in Birexciting prospect than living
mingham, England. It was
in the bush for a few days.
not a happy place, with offiWe left in the spring of 1947.
cious, overbearing matrons
I
think there were six of us in
who all seemed to have a
“woe is me” complex. I remember collec- the party, and we were transferred to antive punishments and the routine use of the other school in the south of England to
cane on the back of the leg. A sad way to await boarding a ship to Canada. While at
treat children who, for one reason or an- this school, for a day or so, we were
other, had no life other than the institution treated like special people with everyone
and had no control over their own circum- being polite and deferring to us as if we
stances. We had better relationships with had some royal commission. I always
the POW’s, who worked on the streets, than knew I was special, and I rather like this
approach to life.
with our “nannies”.
However, I was somewhat of a rebel, and I We then joined the SS Aquitania, sister ship
must admit being quite adept at conning of the Lusitania, recently returned to paspeople. Imagine my surprise, at eight senger service after being a troop ship. My
years of age, when I was taken to the Prin- greatest concern, on joining the ship, was
cipal. Rather than being condemned for that it would fall over on us as we walked
my latest action, I was told, “You have beside it towards the gangway. The hull

Look for the 2006 Bursary Forms with this Spring Gazette
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and superstructure towered over us, and I
had to learn about ship stability.
The initial part of the voyage was very
physically confining. The bunks, somewhere down below in this vast cavern,
were triple—deckers, and everywhere we
went we were in the company of adults
whose relatively very large size obscured
our view and limited our movements.
Nature, being able to rectify all inequities,
came to our aid. We woke up one morning and everything was a shambles and
reeked of vomit. A storm at sea has a way
of separating the sheep and goats! A couple of my chums and I took advantage of
the situation and escaped to the dining salon. The large area and tables with linen
table cloths and silver was empty! We
thought we had missed breakfast. The
steward beckoned us over and each of us
had our own personal steward. I remember
asking about the goldfish on the menu. I
was presented with this fish and after eating it, I said it was mild compared to kippers. The steward smiled, and it was the
last goldfish I have ever eaten. Lack of
opportunity I think.
That same day we got to meet the Polish
solders. They were given the option of settling anywhere in the Commonwealth
rather than returning to Poland under Russian control. This group of soldiers, hundreds, was still in uniform having no other
possessions. They treated us like their
own, and we had a tremendous time. This
was the first time most of us had been exposed to normal affection.
I remember being disappointed when the
weather began to abate. At one stage, an
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Does anyone
recall the
Church at
Middlemore?
Pat Skidmore photo

announcement was made that the ship
would be heaving-to over the last position
of the SS Titanic, and a wreath would be
cast into the sea. It was at this time that I
met the ship’s Captain on deck. There
were only the two of us. The ship was
slowing down and turning to create a lee,
and we were approaching each other. I
guess he saw the little blond boy in short
pants, probably with hands in pockets,
walking along the deck as if it were the
most natural thing. I, on the other hand,
saw this senior officer approaching. He
was trimmed with gold and wearing a
greatcoat, almost reaching to his ankles. I
thought he was the oldest, wisest man I’d
ever seen. He was probably about 50
years old but, in retrospect, if he had survived the war as a Commanding Officer at
sea, he undoubtedly was old before his
time. We smiled, talked and moved on.
The ship tried to go up the St. Lawrence
River, but the ice forced a diversion to
Halifax. During this time a children’s
choir was formed and it had these pesky,
bossy girls (this was before I reached puberty). Even though I could sing, I wouldn’t join. They gave concerts here, there
and everywhere and made, what I considered, a regular nuisance of themselves.

Ice in the St Lawrence forced them to
dock in Halifax, Nova Scotia
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After landing in Halifax, we took a train to
Montreal. Some of us went to the Notre
Dame Cathedral. We were told by our
“nanny” to be quiet or we would not be allowed back. I thought it quite amusing, as I
had no intention of returning to this out of
date, restrictive, foreign place.
From there, I suppose, I was suffering
through sensory overload, as I remember
only little bits, as we spent five days transiting Canada. The greatest thing I do remember is that the world seemed to always
be in motion. It was hardly worth the effort
of concentrating on the view because it
would soon be gone.
When we arrived in Vancouver, I think we
passed through Stanley Park and over the
Lion’s Gate Bridge. Somehow we got to
yet another ship with Vancouver Island as
the destination – complete blank – arrived
at Fairbridge and were met by the residents
by the cottage near the south door of the
dining hall. Spring had arrived and all was
in bloom. Our obnoxious choir sang “Land
of Hope and Glory” and this time I joined
in. Now every time I hear that piece of music, I’m transported back to the very location—people, blooms and a feeling of collective experiences but, unfortunately, no

Spring was in full bloom at the Prince of Wales Fairbridge Farm School as the weary travelers arrived.
faces.
My time at Fairbridge was generally a
happy one and any violence was associated with my peer group rather than the
staff who, I found, to be quite supportive.
Material possessions were close to nil and
wealth, or the lack of it, have always been
incidental to my existence.
If you are curious about the nautical terminology—yes, I served as a naval officer for
15 year and, later in life, I also was an officer in the merchant marine.
My wife, Doreen, and I have lived in
Nanaimo, BC for the past 35 years. We
have a son and daughter and five grandchildren. Doreen has just retired, but, at 66, I
am still working as a Commissionaire at the
Naval base in Nanoose.
Barry V. (Sutton) Hagen
December, 2005

Barry came over with the group of 28 children who
arrived at the Farm School on May 31, 1947

Fairbridge Kids,
Photo courtesy of Dick Speed

Blacky
Ken Armstrong photo

A Fairbridge ‘Cottages” today.
Photo sent in by Mollie Preece, taken at the 2005 reunion
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don’t know how I received the name Huck (Huckleberry Finn) especially in view of the fact that there are many just as mischievous (too tame a word?) and more wayward than I.

The days of
Huck Finn.

Perhaps it came about because of one of my adventures. One day, Cluny Wallace and I
decided to go camping . ( no permission ) We sneaked some oatmeal and set off down to the Koksilah River. Upon arrival we set up camp: a few branches for a lean-to. We lit a fire, found an old
tin can, filled it with water and proceeded to cook our lunch. Needless to say, it was the worst
mush I ever tasted. And we actually ate some, ugh!
We walked to the river’s edge to throw rocks and it was there we spotted an abandoned canoe on
the other side of the river. The thought of riding downriver in the canoe was just too tempting.
Cluny and I stripped down to our shorts and waded into the water.
It was November, the river was in peak flood condition, it was swift and the rocks were slippery.
The water was quickly above our waists; we had passed the point of no return. Suddenly, without
warning, Cluny disappeared from sight, sucked under by the current. He surfaced only to be
sucked under again. Luckily, he was upstream from me, and as he came by, I reached down and
caught hold of the only thing he had
on—his shorts. He was safe, but the
thought of what might have been had
both of us thoroughly panicked. We had no
choice but to continue across.
We finally reached the other side only to
find the canoe full of holes. We had no
means to get back. We were freezing,
and we had no clothes, but, our guardian
angels were present that day, for, as luck would have it, the neighbouring farmer was inspecting
his lower fields. We shouted loud enough for him to hear us. Seeing us two, almost naked boys, he
realized the predicament we were in. He walked away, only to return, much later. We of course
figured we were abandoned. He had a huge Clydesdale horse who waded across the river as if it
was a still pool.
Once safely across, we quickly headed for our cottages. We were greeted by the Duties Master
(Rodgers). Obviously the neighbour had phoned ahead. We were then taken
directly to Mr. Logan. He decided that we deserved a punishment for being out Norman Richards
came over on the
of bounds. I was delivered 10 whacks with a leather slipper on a bare bottom.
Before you draw conclusions, I would like to say that I have never resented Duchess of Atholl,
what happened at Fairbridge and to this day I thank God for my good fortune. with the group of
My life has been blessed. I am married almost 60 yrs, 5 children, 12 grandchildren, 2 great grandchildren.
I, of course, have no way of knowing what fate lay ahead had I
stayed in England. I do know however that what relatives I have
left in England are envious of what we have in Canada. It does
give an inkling of what might have been.

28 children who
arrived at the
Farm School on
Sept. 22, 1937

Page 16

Betty's Bible

In

the 1930’s Betty Palser’s family
could no longer care for her, so
they put her in the Middlemore
Emigration Home in Birmingham. This
orphanage specialized in preparing children for emigration to Canada and Australia.
In early September 1938, Betty was sent
out with a party of sixteen children on the
Duchess of Atholl. She was given a bible
before she left. The group arrived at the
Prince of Wales Fairbridge Farm School
in the Cowichan Valley on the west coast
of Canada on September 21, 1938.
The Farm School, opened in 1935, was
designed after the original Fairbridge
Farm School opened by Kingsley Fairbridge at Pinjarra in 1912. Kingsley Fairbridge’s Splendid Vision was to take Britain’s poorer children and train them as
farm hands and domestic servants thus
populating the vast lands of the colonies
with ‘good British stock.’ Fairbridge died
in 1924, leaving behind a dedicated following, determined to carry on his work
of establishing farm schools in the British
colonies. In the 1930’s the Prince of
Wales suggested that the Fairbridge Farm
Schools scheme was the only completely
successful form of migration at that time.
He described the Fairbridge Farm School
scheme as an imperial investment.
Betty’s stay at the Cowichan Farm School
was not an easy one. In 1946 she became
pregnant. Her family in England heard of
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I cannot believe you have
mum's Bible. To have something of mum's that she
held in her hands, no words
can say how I feel.
her plight and offered to have her and the
baby back. However, this was not to be,
and Betty’s baby girl was born in Victoria and given out for adoption. Betty,
quite distraught over losing her baby,
was kept at Essondale, on the outskirts of
Vancouver, BC—an institution for people suffering from mental illnesses, for a
while before being deported back to England.
Betty returned to England, and sometime
afterwards became pregnant with her second daughter. This baby was also taken
from Betty and given up for adoption.
The two half sisters grew up in their
homes half way around the world from
each other, unaware of each other’s existence until they were well into their adult
years. The two sisters never met their
mother.
When they got older, they started to question who their birth mother was, where
she was and why they were given up for
adoption. Their search led them to each
other and together they are trying to find
the pieces of this puzzle of their mother.
They found that Betty eventually married
and had two other children, but she had
died sometime in the 1960’s.
The sisters then heard of the Fairbridge
Farm School and wanted to know what it
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was all about.
Betty’s daughter, Patricia Palser, contacted me via email about a year ago
now, and I have been trying to put together little snippets of information for
her about her mother. Mollie Preece,
who came out in the same party as Betty,
very kindly sent me some photos and a
photocopy page from the Fairbridge
Glimpses which mentions Betty Palser to
send to Patricia.
Then, as luck would have it, while I was
at the September 2005 reunion, I noticed
Betty Palser’s Bible in the display in the
foyer of the Fairbridge Chapel. The display was put up by Ron Smith of the
Chapel Society. I took a photograph of it
and emailed it to Patricia Palser when I
arrived home. Her response was immediate and I could hear the excitement in her
voice when she left me a voice message
I quickly contacted Ron Smith to see if
there was any chance of getting the Bible
so that I could send it to Patricia. Ron
readily agreed.

Pat replied: I cannot believe you have
mum's Bible. To have something of mum's
that she held in her hands, no words can
say how I feel.
If anyone else has any other bits and
pieces—little memories or photos, that
they would like to share, you can send it
to me and I will make sure that it is forwarded to her daughter.
...by Pat Skidmore, in collaboration with
Betty’s daughters, Carole, her first daughter, who was born Nancy Ann Palser and
her second daughter, Pat Palser.

It has been reported that Bill Cockburn is all ready to dance up a storm—
he is sporting some new knees… we will have a hard time keeping up with you, Bill.
And our fearless President has gone in for some adjustments and should now be hiking
around the golf course, and happily swinging his clubs. It must have been a little bit of
table turning for you, Dr. Hancock!
Marjorie and Bunny Arnison are expecting visitors this spring: their big brother and sister from England are coming for a month.
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FABS Corner: Bursary
FABS
extends a special

Thank You
to all those who
contributed to
the
Bursary Fund:

Shirley Conlon
Mr & Mrs Hagen
David James
J. Martin-Emanuels
M. Grace Solly
T.E. Speed
Erica Tassel

Pat Skidmore President
Theresa Shelley Treasurer
Joan Skidmore Director
Doreen Hagen Director
Fairbridge Alumni Bursary Society
Registered Charity Number 0884593-21
Incorporated October 17, 1989

A motion was passed
at the FCA September
2005 meeting to increase membership
fees to $25.00—thus
giving $5.00 towards
the bursary fund.

Tax deductible donations can
be sent to:
Theresa Shelly, FABS Treasurer, 306 Roland Road,
Ladysmith BC, Canada V9G 1X8
250-245-3070
snugcove@shaw.ca

Here’s PROOF that the Fairbridge Bursaries make a difference: (I have edited the letters for space–
they are from two 2005 bursary recipients )

Dear Fairbridge Alumni Bursary Society, Thank you again for the bursary I received from you this past fall. With it I
was able to occasionally turn down work during already-hectic end of term so I could concentrate on school. This
improved my quality of life, and my grades as well... It meant spending less time worrying about money and more
time focusing on school tasks. And...
Thank you very much … in offering me the award of a bursary from your organization...I feel honoured to be recognized by your society. With the help of your bursary, I am in the middle of my first two courses in my Business Administration program... Even after only having two courses half-way completed, I was offered a promotion at my
current job. I am now one of the managers, and am taking on several office-type tasks that will be very good experience for me, especially because what I am doing is just like what I am reading about in my textbooks.

Photo Appeal
The photos in Ken Armstrong’s album contain many images of the
Fairbridge Farm School and the children who were there in the later 1940s.
I have been looking for a photo of the old Dining Hall bell — Ken had a
partial one.
Names included in Ken’s album are: Brian Atkinson, J Ayer, Ray Chopin,
Derek Clarke, Tony Cousins, Gordon Dewhirst, D Dobson, Leon Field,
Peter Frankish, Ian Hall, K Hamblett, John Hardy, Roy Hughes, Trevor
Jones, Tom Lisle, Andre Lowen, Roddy MacKay, A McGee, D Nichelson,
E Redshaw, John Scarlett, Hugh Taylor, D Timbrell, P Timbrell, and James
Winthrop. There are many farm scenes as well as boys and girls basketball
team photos and a Cowichan High School photo for the year 1950. Please
contact me if you wish to view any of these.

Ken
Armstrong
photo
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Chapel Society News by Ron Smith
The Chapel Society has not yet set a date for the Annual General Meeting but it usually takes
place either at the end of May or June. We want to let all the members of the Fairbridge Canada Association know that everyone is a member of the Society through their 'group' membership each year. Needless to say we sincerely appreciate everyone’s membership.
We did not put in an application to the Heritage Legacy Fund for the new roof last fall but evidently it didn't matter anyway as no applications were reviewed. Now there are new application
forms and we are going to try and get them plus quotes to replace the roof. The next review will
be in April and then again in June.
Talking about things needing repairs: by the time everyone comes back for the Fairbridge Tea during the
reunion in 2007 you will see a brand new barbeque
area out in the centre commons. In the early morning
of February 27th we had one of those wild 'Cowichan'
wind storms blow through Fairbridge and one of the
giant Douglas fir trees crashed down cattching the
back end of the barbeque shelter and the entire structure was demolished. The strata is going to have it
rebuilt it in few weeks and may make some changes. It took a
crew of 5 people three days to remove all the material.

Photo sent in by Ron Smith

There was no damage done to the Chapel although a few weeks ago the gutters on the school
house were damaged. There are going to be a number of other 'repairs' made to the two buildings this spring—both inside and out. This includes a thorough cleaning, painting the trim, and
likely most of the school house, along with landscape work. Most of this will be accomplished
before the first wedding in June. There are five weddings planned so far this year.
In closing, I have been doing some research into the people or societies that the cottages and
other buildings were named after at Fairbridge. I have drawn a blank on Edith Attwood one of
the first four built in 1935 and also am not sure about Molyneus. If anyone knows who these
individuals were, it would complete the information. The Pinjarra farm school has an excellent
listing of their buildings as well at the school's "Time Line" an this can be seen at :
www.fairbridgekids.com/level2-pages/buildings.hmt and at: /level2-pages/time-line.htm

Fairbridgians and friends who passed away:
Molly Harris wrote this notice of the passing of Percy Wilkinson. He
worked in the Fairbridge Office and was always a very kind and generous man. Percy maintained membership in the FCA and also in
FCHS over the years as well as making annual donations. He will be
sadly missed by us all. Our deepest sympathy goes out to his friends and family.
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Look for more on Baldy Mountain in the
Summer Issue. Who was really there and
which 2 boys got too close to the fire?

Pat Skidmore, Editor
2707 Fernwood Road
Victoria BC V8T 3A3
Phone: 250-595-7603
Fax: 250-595-7603
Email: patskidmore@shaw.ca

First Published in 1939
Top — Barry Brown, Victor Smith, Mr Garnett,
Bob Bennett, Henry Robinson.
Bottom — Raymond Phillips, Bobby Duncan,
Fred Harding, Brian Strawbridge,
Black House, 1943
Photo courtesy of Tich Harding

Fairbridge Boys with Mr. Garnett, 1943
Photo courtesy of Tich Harding

Next Gazette: Summer Issue — August 2006
Here’s your chance to get your stories published in the Fairbridge Gazette. Send in
your jokes, poems, adventures, Fairbridge
tales, what you are doing now or whatever
you would like to see in your Gazette.
The submission deadline for the Summer
issue is July 1, 2006.
Send them via snail mail:

WANTED COLUMN
Are you looking for a long lost friend?
Confirmation of a Fairbridge Memory?
An old photograph? Or?
Send in your requests to our
WANTED COLUMN.

Pat Skidmore, Editor
2707 Fernwood Road
Victoria BC Canada V8T 3A3
Or email:
patskidmore@shaw.ca
THE GAZETTE NEEDS YOUR STORIES

Wooly
Ken Armstrong photo

