
The 8th March 1966 I was made a State Ward. Placed in to the custody of a boy’s home. 

The Salvation Army Gill Memorial Boy’s Home in Goulburn NSW.  The Gill we all called it, situated on a hill at the end of the main Street, southern end of  town. On arriving from the court house late in the afternoon, waiting in a quadrangle for the arrival of the boy’s as they came home from school. I had time to ponder over this new environment , but for the moment due to my turbulent past. A expectation of peace and harmony put my mind at ease. The future here just had to be better.

I was soon  to realise what a great misconception that was.


Coming from a Christian background strongly influenced by my Grandmother, her being an active member of her faith. This Salvation Army Boy’s Home presented to me a  place where the Love and Care that my grandmother showed me.

The burst of chatter announced thier arrival as the boy’s displayed their youthful vigour. Rushing passed me into the building . Changing into the play clothes, one by one coming out to a bench to clean the school shoes. 


With the assured Christian principles of love and kindness prominenly in my mind. 

These bunch of boy’s put me a little un at ease but in time I would feel assured and at home.

I was soon to realise that this was not a home. At least not a home of love and harmony. 

But one that presented it self as an Goverment Institution, a breeding ground and school for criminals run by individuals of an organisation who made sure that you reconized it as such. Most of the boy’s  here were placed by the court’s for committing  offences, we had not.


Within weeks of being there I was put on a home duty, cleaning the front entrance and porch.

One morning from the height of the hill looking north east , beyond the city in the distance the sky a glow, red from a bushfire burning out of control. This fire I was to learn later started just east of Tarlo on the Taralga road, near we had lived. It burnt for weeks, down through Marulan, Tallong then into the Wingello State Forest. It was this fire that burnt out the work place were Ron McCarthy had worked at Wood Davie’s Wrecking Yard. A person who fathered some of my brothers. To me it seemed that my past was getting wiped clean, destroying apart of what I was familiar with and was heralding in a better life for me ahead. 


This home had up to seventy boy’s at one stage in my time there, my youngest brother there Peter Number was 73, he was also the youngest boy the home had ever admitted. My other brother Frederick number was 35 and my number was  3. All the boy’s from my brother Peter age then just under 5years old to just over 15 years old received a number. A number system like that of the criminal system.

And like the Criminal system, Discipline was strict. All  outgoing  and incoming mail was opened before you got to read it by the officers in charge. All money obtained from family or friends brought in to the home, was confiscated. Money found in with personal mail taken with out knowing of it’s existance. And not returned.

A daily routine was methodically carried out, rigged rules you were expected quickly to adapt to, know and obey. A place that implemented methods of control adopted from the criminal system.


A typical school day started out and when as follows.

Monday to Friday.


5.45am
- Radio in Dormitory turned on, the addition of lights in winter.


6.00am   - Out of bed on the bip of the 6am news, made your bed, hospital style. 



   When finished waiting inspection for neatness. Stood at the end of your bed.


   If not to the satisfaction of the officer in charge. Stripped and made again.



   Down stairs to get dressed, in to play clothes then to allotted 


6.30        -  cleaning duties around the home.


7.30        -  The hooter sounded...Breakfast.


7.50-8.05   Playground for 15 mins.


8.05-8.30   Get ready for school, wash face and hands, scrub teeth, Change clothes, High 


   school  had long trousers all year round and Primary school boy’s had to wear 
    

   uniform shorts.

     
8.30-9.00    Walk to school. When is was raining hard, and only then, did we get to go to 


    school by a  Green Morris van. The addition of wooden seats on the sides of it, 

    converted into a bus. You got splinters in your rear end whenever it stopped in a 

    hurry.


9.00-9.30    At school. Packed lunch consisted of sandwiches that we called gibbers due to the     

    fact they were  hard as rocks made the day before wrapped in a rag. In addition 
                   there was hard home made biscuits. I sold these to other school children to buy 
                   other things from the school tuck shop. I aquired my only school year book this 
                   way too. 



    There was no other way of getting money legally. Some of the boy’s use to take 

    orders from other school children for goods. 


                   The GILL BOYS would steal for them. 



    Mostly from down town shops. If they could obtain an early departure from school 
   
    though any yarn they could spin to the teachers. 


 
    A visit to the dentist was a favourite. 



   These GILL BOYS managed to find some excuse to get to the shops so as to be in 

    the home on or before the required time.  If the offices at the home found ,seen or 

    asked questions about  the origin of these new goods. Before they were able to sell 

    them at school, the boys just said that these goods are gifts from friends at school, 

   generally accepted without further questioning.


3.30-4pm    Half hour to walk home from school. Had to be in the home on the dot at 4pm.



     As you came in, with a glaring stare through thick rimmed glasses, Major Jerkins, 

     the manager would be waiting with his pocket watch in hand. Any excuses in 


     being late where followed up and checked. First thing you did after changing out 
                    of school uniform and into play clothes was to line up with the others' boys 

                    outside in the quadrangle and polish your school shoes on a bench. This was the 

    activity I observed when I first arrived in the home. When finished, down to the 



    playground which was gravel but due to many injuries this playground was later 

  

     tarred.


4.40
     Those on Kitchen Duties called from the playground to prepare Dinner.


5.00-5.30    Dinner.


5.30-6.30    Shower and into your PJ’s and dressing gown.


6.30-8.00    School home work.


8.00            Off to Bed.


8.30            Lights out. But this did not means sleep, a repetitive light flashed from a landmark 
    
    Rocky Hill though the windows of the dormitory. Most  boys would still be awake 

    yarning, cracking jokes, and involved in masturbating  sessions. 



    Awake till 10-11pm in summer. A boy pissed in my mouth one night while I was 

    endeavouring to sleep.


SATURDAY


6am
   -  Rise like every other day.


6.30-7.00      Cleaning Duties.


7.00-7.30      Breakfast.


7.30-11.30     Major cleaning of the home, checked for your week's effort.


11.30-12.pm Playground


12.pm-12.30 Lunch


12.30-3pm     A combined Big Clean up of the whole home, Dust and polish floors in dinning 

        room and dormitories. Clean everything in bathrooms and toilets. Kerosene used 



        clean the tiled floors and walls. Totally clean, everthing checked that you had 



        done it correct.

 
3pm-5pm       Playground very cold in winter, boys huddle together on the ground protected 

        by  fence. Like sheep sheltering from the wind chill. Some with no boots.


                       Bully Boys controlled the small brick shelter down the slope at the end of the 

        playground. Smaller boys including myself preferred the shelter of the fence 

       provided than to take the risk of being in their mist.


4.45                Boys on Kitchen Duties called.


5pm-5.30       Hooter...Dinner

               5.30-6.30        Showers

               6.30-8.30        TV NIGHT for all, sat on chairs. Programs on B/W TV with magnified lens to 

        enlarge the picture. Programs Lost in Space and Bonanza. 



        One form of punishment was to sit under the TV, one boy did not mind.



        He had a mirror in a book to watch TV with.


8.30                Bed.


9.pm              Lights Out.


SUNDAY


6.15
       Radio on.


6.30               Out of Bed.


6.30-7.30       Cleaning Duties even on Sunday.


7.30-8.00       Breakfast.


8.00-8.30       Playground


8.30-9.00       Called up from the playground to change into a special uniform, Sunday Clothes. 

       These where required as we marched down the main street from the home to The 

       Salvation  Army Church in Clifford Street. Now a part of Target Store behind the 

       present police station.


9.00-9.30       March to church, except when it rained.


9.30-12.00     Church for 2 hours plus


12.pm-12.30  Marched back up the hill again in dark suits, hot in summer.


12.30-1pm     Lunch, provided by local employed staff. 


1pm-5pm       Playground


5pm-5.30       Hooter..Dinner


5.30-6pm       Playground


6pm-6.30       Showers and into PJ’s and Dressing Gown.


6.30-8.30        Attended a chapel in the home, sing religious songs, quoting and reading a loud 



        bible scripture. Only the ones they approved of, else they stopped you.



        Brain washing sermons carried out in such away to arouse the spiritual element 

        become a christian in the way they expected.


8.30                Bed.


9pm               Lights Out.



Every week was the same methodical routine,  same meals. Even though it changed 



from day to day they were the same each day of the week.week. For example the 

meal for Saturday would be the same next Saturday and so on.

On weekends once a month, we were allowed out of the home if a family member visited.
 

Rare as some of the boys came from broken homes. Most were there though the courts as uncontrollable children  from Sydney. No Boy was allowed out with anybody else. 

Like for example, school friends even if they lived less than a block away from the home, or if known to the homes Manager.  Due to my age, it was only in the last year that I was allowed to visit my grandmother on weekends. A Grandmother I saw every Sunday in Church.

On our return, our fault or not, if late even five minutes missed out on the privilege next 

month. 

The Manager of the home was a Major Jenkins, but he really was not in control of the place. He left most of the daily routines to his second in command a Captain Hughes. Himself a person who was brought up in a boy’s home around Wallsend, Newcastle area.  Major Jerkins I was later to find out suffered from servere stomach ulcers and it was for this resound that he left most duties up to Captain Hughes. Major Jenkins stomach ulcers made his stomach large. 

This gained him the nickname FAT GUT.

My Brother s Peter and Frederick,  later after I had left the home and they were still there.

 My brother Frederick  acquired a hateful attitude towards him. On his death they were made my brothers
attend Major Jenkins funeral. As the coffin passed by them in church, Frederick my brother put a rock on his coffin as it was the nearest thing that he could obtain that resembled a grenade.

 This Major a sick man when he was a live, gave the Captain Hughes the ability to rule over the home. And did what ever he wished with little to no opposition. Discipline of the boys was beyond question by any of the junior offices there. If they objected ,they were transferred elsewhere.

Or left the Salvation Army all together. Which did happen.

For example, some of the boys had long winter socks, provided by their family to wear with leather boots supplied by the home. The winters of 66,67and 68 were very cold. Thick frost lay on the ground in the morning till 10am sometimes. Sheet of ice in the creek we smashed with rocks on the way to school. Water froze in water pipes. Pipes bursting if not protected by carpet underlay, hessian or car tyres. Bitter winters, I hate the cold. 

On morning duties Captain Hughes made other boys and myself  go with bare feet on frost harden ground to pick up pegs around the homes' clothe's line if we had no boots to use. 


He demanded it even knowing that the boys had no boots as they were waited repair by him in the homes boot shop. There was no exception. No Boots, No Socks just bare feet on frozen frost. 

His orders.

He would leave us down the playground on the coldest of winter days, while we cuddled up to each other beside the fence shivering from the wind chill. He watched us from a window inside the warm study room. Only in days of consistent rain did he attempt to bring us inside from the cold.

Inside to a large room, attached to the TV room, to do homework. If one of the other offices on duty objected and got his way then we get the chance to watch TV instead of  homework.

 Captain Hughes had his group of  Bully Boys that he used to maintain control. It was these boys 
that he would get information from. Informers to other boys' activities. 

While they them selves got away with any thing they liked. 

Example, he had for some weeks cancelled all privileges. Weekend TV which also included all family visits,  even if  family turned up for their children. Cancelled all privileges due to a missing toothbrush. A toothbrush supplied from the manufactures for the boys use.

Called from the playground by one of his boys up into the locker room on Captain Hughes request.He had two other bully boys present. A Stephen Harris ( nick name sticker ) and Barry Law.

These two had informed Captain Hughes that they had found the missing toothbrush in my locker.

After doing a so called search. What they presented was an old worn  bristle brush which Hughes identified as the one missing. I had never seen it before. Believing them totally, I was forced to tell a lie.While smashing my head around sideways back and forth trying to knock my head off shoulders with a open huge solid hand until he obtained the truth as he saw it. Surrendering to an omission of guilt to relieve the pain of my brain in side my skull. 


All over a worn out old toothbrush that today nobody would care a damn.

To me I believe Captain Hughes was a sadist by nature,other instances I recall was when he found 
a pumpkin in the store room with a mouse hole in it. As his bully boys watched, he put the 
pumpkin into a bucket of boiling water and allowed the mouse come out. Up to the surface swimming round and around in agony  until it  floated in the hot water, dead.

 
What a great example of a Christian act for the boys to copy.

On another occasion where Captain Hughes actions were regarded by me to be also of a sadistic nature.



Cold showers were the order of the day, as Captain Hughes regarded them necessary after a 

hot shower prevented a person getting the common cold. I was in a nude line up with the other boys waiting to get my turn to have a shower . A boy named Tony Long  had  just left the cold 
shower and was proceeding to get a his numbered towel from the racks. When Captain Hughes noticed this boy had a erect penis. On grabbing a near by toothbrush  Captain Hughes hit this young primary school boy on the tip of his penis to end his condition. 


Another boy named Brian Gibb came home from High School on a regular basis with shit in his undies, Captian Hughes on ocausions pushed his face in to it. Before he made the boy wash his undies in the sink. Boys who wet their beds got the same treatment.

There was finally a internal investigation into his conduct, this was reported jointly by his junior officers and all that happened was that he would never be promoted passed that rank of a Captain while ever he remained with the Salvation Army Service. A rank he recently obtained and proudly showed off, by pointing to the pips on his shoulder.

The Playground was area where the boys had no planned activities , boys found their own fun.

The Bully Boys found it too, in the torment of others. Too many times it was me. The only toilets in the Playground was in the shelter  where the Bully Boys hang out. These boys found though their various bastardised acts on others that hitting boys on the arse the cricket bats produced some laughs. When they hit me, it immediately made my nose bleed. This they found so amusing that I coped that cricket bat on the arse when ever I was forced to go near them.

Getting your head shoved into the toilet and having the chain pulled was also a part of their past time activities on others. Another was called the tunnel of love, a nightmare, you had to run 

between bully boys in a line on each side of you, much like a rugby scrum as they kicked and thumped you. The faster you ran passed them , the less time that you had the endure this punishment. 

I suffered from hives, they would show up quickly, within a matter of minutes and within the same time disappear with no apparent resond. Mostly in the mornings, never had them since I leaving the home. Did not find out what caused them.

But their quick arrival and departure presented me to them as some kind of freak.

I was their favourite victim, on weekends we were sometimes able to go into adjacent paddock to 
play cricket in summer, soccer in winter. It was here that the same bully boys thought of other 
sadistic activities when a officer was not in attendance. They pulled my pants down, gabbing each a arm and a leg dragged me at knee height over the highest and thickest Scottish thistles to wipe my arse on.

Another unforgettable memory of the place involved a Sunday lunch. I noticed that while eating from my Dinner plate small yellow maggots   mixed in with the cabbage. 

I yelled aloud “ maggots “ and all the boys noticed them too. 

The sound of  knife and forks broke the silence as they hit the tables. No one was allowed to talk while eating. The Officer in charge explained that they where weevils and it did not matter if they were there or not, it not make any difference in bringing them to his attention, as we were all made to eat them anyway.

Though one of my brothers I was to learn much later when we had all left that place, other  instances of a more sinister nature occurred. A officer forced the boys to eat thier own vomit with a spoon  if they threw up while eating in the dining room. Captain Hughes had forced some or all of the boys to clean and sweep the playground with toothbrushes. Salvation Army Social Worker named Allan Moss hung himself in the boiler room of the home in the school holidays, another Salvation Army officer .

The Gill Memorial Boys Home Goulburn opened in about 1936 and closed as a boys home in about 1980. My Brother Peter became not only the youngest boy to be admitted the home’s history but all so the boy who spent the longest period of time there. 11 years. The second longest term was held by another boy I knew there named David Lansdowne. 10 years. When later after been released  in to the big wide world, he was unable to cope knowing only the life the home provided for him. 


Getting out of that place was the best experience one can possibly imagine, and for many years even where my brothers were still in there I could not go near the place. As I recall the horror events again I face the possibility of being in a similar place again.

The first draft of this letter I wrote in 1992.


I believe, the events in this place have had a profound psychological impact on my life. 

A  similar place I now endure, 8th of March 1996, 30 years later to the day I entered periotic detention in Campbelltown on weekends. Even the bed spreads are the same.

Ps. My brother Peter is a active member of the Salvation Army and holds the title of Justice of the Peace.

