CBILDHOOD LOST AT CLONTARF

A VICTTIM OF THE CHRTSTIAN BROTHERS

I was born in the West Australian town of Noodlakine in the

vear 1925 on the 28th July and started school dn July 1931,

T am the youngest boy in a family of six - four boys and two
girls. By the time I started school, the big depression had
started and my father, who was a wheat and sheep farmer, was
forced off his farm. He took up rabbit-trapping but it became
almost impossible to support a family of six. ! Relationships
deteriorated between my parents and they separated, My mother
took us children to my grandparents until the situation became
roo difficult, So in the year 1934, ny elder brother Ron and

T were placed in Clontarf. We caught the early merning train
from Doodlakine arriving in Perth before middday, where we then
caught the tram 22 to Fitzgerald Street, North Perth. Initially
we went to mether's aunty and uncle, who lived in Randle Street,
fincle had a T-model Ford van. Late in the afternocon, together
with my uncle and mother, we headed off to Clontarf. It was

the summer in-sarliy 10343 T was dressed in a white shirt, white
shorts and white sandshoes - after arriving at Clontarf, I never
saw these clothes again. We were met by Brother Dalev. who

was the principal of Clontarf. T stood and watched my mother
walk away from Ror and myself. :

Glontarf for me became a place of hell. T was a young small

4 vyear old boy who had been brought up in the country with a
lot of freedom and now I was locked up in Clontarf with no love
or compassion, treated Iike hell by men of neoiunderstanding.

Toe us it was a tragedy — no-one to tuck us in at nights, Jjust
pulled and bullied like little prisoners.

it Doodlakine we never went hungry, with plenty of rabbits to
catch and home—grown vegetables from our own garden, My nanna
had plenty of poultry and there was always plenty of home—made
hread. At Clontarf we were always hungry; eafing conditions

were disgraceful. Our evening meal consisted of one and a half
slices of bread and jam and a dreadful cup of cocoa. Just imagine.
putting up with that for 24 years. Mid-day meals usually
consisted of seup; just siushy water with pearl barley and few
potatoes =~ no solid meat at all. Morning meals was just porridge
and a mug of very poor gquality cocoa, and perhaps some bread.

I recall Saturday very well. 4 sheep was killed each Saturday
marning but the only part of the sheep I can ‘ever remember eating
was the head. This was placed whole in a steam—boiling vessel,
wool s£i11 hanging eon the jaws, together with some potatoes,
onions and pearl barlev. That "bardey soup"” was our Saturday
pid-=day meal. n P T s

On weekdavs at about 10 am, we would be lined up to receive

a handful of broken biscuits. These were the sweepings from
the flear of Mills & Wares Fremantle factery and included dust
and mouse dung. We received this twice daily.

On Sundays we received a real treat — a piece af cake about
5" square.




Returning to my mother — I am sure she was broken—hearted at
that point of time. At this date, 27/1/1996, T am seventy years
of age and believe me, I am crying again. | I love my mother,
who passed away at ninety years of age.

I was a very good little Catholic boy when I first went to
Clontarf. It did not take me long to change my attitude. T
learnt to hate the Brothers and the Catholic church in general.
My 2% years at Clontarf was so terrible it broke my heart and
my soul. I have so much hatred for the Brethers.

T felt that I would not see my mother again. For the first

year and a half I did not see her as she had shifted to the

town of Northam where she washed and scrubbed floors for other
peopie to exist. After ogur first 14 years at Clontarf, we were
sent home to Northam for Easter holidays - then back to Clentarf
snce again to suffer the shit the Brothers dished out - bDack

to bed bugs and shit-~house meals - if youw can cali them meals.

Saturday morning was another nightmare — we had to drink a big
pmug of Epsom Salts - never had very much in our guts at any
time. The clothes we were given to wear made us look like Tiptl
tramps; nothing fitted, we had no shoes or boots and our feet
vere always cracked and chipped. Our hair was cut like prisoner
- just a very small fringe in front. Winter was misery - no
pullovers. Rag hats all the year arcound.. In summer we caught
crabs and fish in the Canning River = that was good,., Winter
started again - morTe misery.

I can remember my first day at school at Ciontarf. 0ld Brother
0'Connor was my first teacher — a lot bettler than mest, althougi
he could be cruel at times, especially when vou made a mistake
in speliing or got a sum WIrong and he never showed where you
went wrong. Next year I had to face up tO Joe Jackson — a litt!
bastard he was. T remember leaving the classroom to go Lo the
roilets and hecause I was a little slow returning, Jackson met
me in the guadrangle and thrashed me until I could not stand

up.

T am going te talk about Keaney - such a bastard. The principa
Brother Daley left Clentarf and Keaney vas his replacewment.

He could never proncunce my surname properly and called me "vou
Matrtson™. T hated Keaney. His habit was to lie under a tree
and make me scratch dandruff from his hair - which happened
quite often. '

We had to work hard at Cloatarf, We had to saw up really Dbig
trees with a crosscut saw, eight or nine boys on esach end of
the ropes. In summertime it was bloody hot in the bhlack sand
with black flies by the thousands in your eyes, ears and nose
—~ no insect repellant and nething to drink. 1 hatved the
Brothers, bastarvds. :

T was at (lontarf at the same time as Katfl Davies. Lucky for
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me I never got to Bindoon, 1 left Clontarf in 1937.

I would now like to talk about evening prayvers held on the top
floor of the chapel. Usually you would go to the toilets before
going to evening praver but on one cccasion I did not have tinme
and needed to go during prayver. I was Loo frightened to go

as I knew I would get a thrashiag so I Jjust sat on the bench

and wet my pants. As a result, I got thrashed anyway.

" We were always made to go to confession, otherwise another
thrashing. No confession, no holy communion.

The Brothers' brutality at Clontarf was like branding you with
a branding iron — it never leaves you. As I virite that I cry,
it is so very true. They never taught the love of God; it was
always the fear of God. We were never told that God loves us

hut were ruled by fear - and the strap.

Now I would like to talk about the boys who wet the bed. Those
poer little hovys received very bad treatment.: They were made
fun of by Brothers in front of all the other boys. They had

to place the wet sheet over their head.. :

New bovs came and went, No meother to say goodnight, just
brothers walking arcund with their bloody straps.

T would like to talk about letters. When I wrete to my mother,
T was not allowed to seal the letter and when we received a
letter from her, the Brothers had opened it before it was given
ro us. What were they so frightened of? '

T can tell you that the Brothers dining table;was always laden
with plenty of good food, plenty of meat, bread and butter.

T was not sexually abused but I was physicall? abused many times
by the Brother bastards - that is how I feel about then.

Tt is sizxty one vears since I first went the Clontarf, The
memory has never faded. I know that I an not a good writer

- T was never taught my letters by the Brothers — rather taught
to pray all the time — hail Mary's and the Lord's praver. They
bullied and strapped us - that's how they got their pleasures,
the bastards. ;

T remember kicking my big toe nail off on my right foct but
got no treatment for it; as a resylt it is crooked to this
davy. T never cried at Clontarf - only when T was thrashed.

T didn't even cry the day I was left there — but I have since
for the great injustice of it all. '

i would like to talk about a boy called Mick:Ccurtney. The
Brothers treated him very badly. Mick ran auway from Contarf
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