
Our Christmas meeting this year   
promises to be an entertaining 
night for all who attend. We will 

be dispensing with any ritual lodge work 
and putting our efforts into having a 
Merry Christmas Ceilidh (pronounced 
Kay-Lee) and at the same time honour 
the patron saint of Scotland, Saint 
Andrew by paying homage to all things 
with a Caledonion bent.
In the 7th century, Saint Wilfrid brought 

some of the saint's relics with him after a 
pilgrimage to Rome, and the Scots king Angus 
MacFergus, installed them at Saint Andrew's 
to enhance the prestige of the new diocese.
King Angus faced a large invading army, and 

as he prayed for guidance, a white cloud in 
the form of a Saltire (an x shaped 
cross) floated across the blue sky 
above him. 
Angus won a decisive victory, 

and decreed that Andrew would 
be the patron saint of his country. 
Following Robert Bruce's vic-

tory at the Battle of Bannockburn 
in 1314, the Declaration of 
Arbroath officially named Saint 
Andrew the patron saint of 
Scotland. 
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A St Andrew evening
at the Festive Board

The Saltire became the national flag of 
Scotland in 1385.
The word Ceilidh is Scottish Gaelic and 

means to gather together or to visit. 
It also describes an evening of traditional 

Scots Irish entertainment of dancing and 
singing, Ceilidh is informal, Ceilidh is letting 
the good times roll, Ceilidh is having a laugh 
with friends, Ceilidh is having a great time. 
When our present Master Ian Pieper was on 

a working holiday in Scotland, he witnessed 
such assemblages within the Masonic Festive 
Boards and was so impressed with them that 
he vowed that in his year, he would instigate 
such a gathering within his own Lodge.
Besides having a Festive Board table laden 

with Christmas cheer, there will be interesting  
short talks presented by members of the 

Caledonian Society, with the tal-
ents of Wor Bro Sam Hunter, a 
well known entertainer at 
Masonic Festive Boards, taking 
charge of the musical proceed-
ings. There will be pipers, sing-
ing, a few jokes and maybe a 
"Highland fling" or two.   
This is an evening that all 

members and visitors should try 
to attend. We promise that you 
will have a good time!           �
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A kindergarten pupil told his teacher he'd 
found a cat, but it was dead.
"How do you know that the cat was dead?" 

she asked her pupil. 
"Because I pi$$ed in its ear and it didn't 

move," answered the child innocently.
"You did WHAT ? ! ?" the teacher exclaimed 

in surprise. 
"You know,"explained the boy, "I leaned over 

and went 'Pssst!' and it didn't move." 

A small boy is sent to bed by his father. Five 
minutes later....."Da-ad...." "What?" 
"I'm thirsty. Can you bring drink of water?"
"No, You had your chance. Lights out." 
Five minutes later:"Da-aaaad....."
"WHAT?" 
"I'm THIRSTY. Can I have a drink of water?? 
" I told you NO! If you ask again, I'll have 

to spank you!!" 
Five minutes later......"Daaaa-aaaad....." 
"WHAT!" 
"When you come in to spank me, can you 

bring a drink of water?"
 
One summer evening during a violent thun-

derstorm a mother was tucking her son into bed. 
She was about to turn off the light when he 

asked with a tremor in his voice, "Mummy, 
will you sleep with me tonight?" 
The mother smiled and gave him a reassuring 

hug."I can't dear," she said. "I have to sleep in 
Daddy's room." 
A long silence was broken at last by his shaky 

little voice: "The big sissy."

When I was six months pregnant with my 
third child, my three year old came into the 
room when I was just getting ready to get into 
the shower. She said, "Mummy, you are getting 
fat!" 
I replied, "Yes, honey, remember Mummy has 

a baby growing in her tummy." 
"I know," she replied, but what's growing in 

your butt?"

A little boy was doing his math homework. 
He said to himself, "Two plus five, that son 
of a b!tch is seven. 
Three plus six, that son of a b!tch is nine...."
His mother heard what he was saying and 

gasped, "What are you doing?" 
The little boy answered, "I'm doing my math 

homework," 
"And this is how your teacher taught you to 

do it?" the mother asked.
"Yes," he answered. 
Infuriated, the mother asked the teacher the 

next day, "What are you teaching my son in 
maths?" 
The teacher replied, "Right now, we are 

learning addition." 
The mother asked, "And are you teaching 

them to say two plus two, that son of a b!tch 
is four?" 
After the teacher stopped laughing, she 

answered, "What I taught them was, two plus 
two, THE SUM OF WHICH, is four."

One day the first grade teacher was reading 
the story of Chicken Little to her class. 
She came to the part of the story where 

Chicken Little tried to warn the farmer. 
She read, ".... and so Chicken Little went up 

to the farmer and said, "The sky is falling, the 
sky is falling!" 
The teacher paused then asked the class, 

"And what do you think that farmer said?"
One little girl raised her hand and said, "I 

think he said: 'Holy $hit! A talking chicken!'" 
The teacher was unable to teach for the next 
10 minutes.

An exasperated mother, whose son was 
always getting into mischief, finally asked him 
"How do you expect to get into Heaven?" 
The boy thought it over and said,"Well, I'll 

run in and out and in and out and keep 
slamming the door until St. Peter says, 'For 
Heaven's sake, Dylan, come in or stay out!'"�  
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Several of our members are experiencing 
health problems, but we are happy to advise 
that at the present time, none are in serious 
difficulties.

In earlier times, once a medico pronounced the 
dreaded “C” word, it usually meant a positive 
diminishment of life standards, but due to 
advances in medical science and management, 
there have been dramatic improvements.

Both Tom and Margaret Blackwell have been 
in indifferent health for several years and 
pratically have a beaten track to their doctor.

Tom was finally diagnosed with an obscure 
form of cancer and his prospects at first were not 
very good.

Specialists have now painted a much better 
picture and he undertakes treatment at the Mater 
Hospital, sometimes several times each week. 

This affects his immune system and he must be 
very careful to avoid infections, so consequently 
will not be at Lodge or in any other public place, 
for at least the rest of the year.

He is his usual cheery self and would appreciate 
an occasional visit at his home from old friends, 
but phone first, (3398 8093) as he spends hours 
at the hospital.

Our Organist Keith Redman has also been an 
inmate at the South Brisbane Mater Hospital with 
a similar complaint, but is home again at 
Cleveland and advises his treatment has been 
successful. and hopes to be back in harness in a 
couple of months.

Keith officiates at a number of Lodges, 
including Tuscan and Lodge Stanley.

He even has an “overseas appointment” playing 
for Myora Lodge on Stradbroke Island.

Ted Lowe, as most know, is a heart patient. He 
recently suffered a minor setback, but the good 
news is that he is back on track again.

That is another medical field in which gigantic 
strides have been made.       �

When Bro Reg Fritz from Peninsula 
Daylight Lodge agreed to take part in 

an "emulation" of the Third Degree, it was 
the 100th time that he had acted as a 
candidate for a degree working.
Over the years, Reg has made himself 

available to many Lodges, particularly in the 
Sandgate-Redcliffe area and by so doing, has 
earned the praise of many Lodges for his 
unselfishness in offering his services.
To commemorate this momentous occasion 

Ashton worked a full and meaningful degree, 
which impressed Reg and all in attendance.
Twelve members of Peninsula Lodge and 

some residents of Queensland Masonic Care 
came along to lend support to the "candidate".
Special thanks must go to Masonic Care for 

supplying a bus to transport our visitors.    �

Was a record created at our 
November meeting ?

A big welcome to 
our new Initiate

At the October meeting,  it was Ashton's 
pleasure welcome into the Craft, Steven 
Rushton, son of our late member Wor Bro 
Pat Rushton.
 Unfortunately, Pat passed away after a long 
illness in May this year. 
He would have been very proud to know 
that his son has taken the first step in 
Freemasonry.
Witnessing the ceremony were many work-
mates from the Queensland Public Service, 
along with a few retired members who 
knew and worked with Steve's dad, includ-
ing one of our prominent members of a few 
years ago, Wor Bro Des Toye.
For many years both Des and Pat travelled 
together to attend Ashton Lodge practices 
and meetings.
Speeches made at the festive board ap-
plauded Steve's entry into the Craft and 
wished him well in his future progress.
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The name 'Waler' is derived from the 
term 'New South Waler', a horse 

bred in New South Wales, and 
Australia's first colony and was coined 
as a term for colonial bred horses used 
both in Australia and as remounts for 
the British Army in India.  
Rajahs also bought Walers for military and 

recreational use such as polo. 
Walers, through the flourishing remount 

trade, were sold to India from the 1840's to 
the 1940's and were supplied to the Australian 
Army for the Boer War and World War I, 
where their feats of endurance and courage 
became legendary. 
Although again supplied to the Army in 

World War II, the horses were not sent 
overseas, mechanization having transcended 
their use.
In 1788, the First Fleet, of eleven ships 

brought out two stallions and four mares and 
foals from the Cape of Good Hope, English 
horses having perished on the perilous sea 
journey. 
Subsequent ships also brought out Cape 

horses, such as the Britannia which landed in 
1795 with thirty-three horses. 
English horses also began arriving safely, the 

influential thoroughbred stallion, Rocking-
ham, was brought out in 1799. About this 
time, the Governor of New South Wales asked 
for more heavy horses, specifying Scottish 
Clydesdales. 
Timor ponies were shipped over from north-

ern Islands.
Increasing demand for saddle and work 

horses led to the migration of the best of old 

English breeds, which combined with the Cape 
horses and the Timor pony, went into the 
melting pot that produced a unique Australian 
horse, the Waler. 
The notable English breeds were 

Thoroughbred, Clydesdale, Suffolk Punch, 
Cleveland Bay, Lincolshire Trotter, Norfolk 
Roadster, Yorkshire Coacher, Hackney, Arab 
and Percheron, which although a French breed, 
had its own English studbook, including Shire, 
and native British ponies.
An important progenitor of the Waler was the 

Timor Pony. 
Brought to Australia early and used with 

great success, due to its hardiness, stamina and 
agility, by explorers such as George Grey, in 
the 1830's, the later Governor of South 
Australia. 
The Territorian gentlemen - outlaw 'Diamond' 

Jim Campbell broke in a hundred Timor ponies 
in 1908. 
These ponies were from wild herds on the 

Coburg Peninsula, where they had been estab-
lished in the early the nineteenth century, and 
to this day remnant herds still survive. 
The Cape horse, another Waler ancestor, 

consisted largely of Basuto Pony, with influ-
ences of Java Pony Arab and Barb.
Owners of large properties bred horses by the 

thousands for the lucrative remount trade, now 
and then releasing a Thoroughbred sire to 
maintain standards and because squatters were 
fond of bush racing. 
However, the Waler was an established type, 

throwing true to type as standards of endur-
ance, weight carrying capabilities, conforma-
tion and temperament were strictly monitored 
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With their renowned toughness and endurance, Walers were 
shipped off to World War One in huge numbers, with an 
estimated 135 000 horses sent to British and Australian units.
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by breeders for the fastidious horses-buyers 
and out crossing was rarely necessary. 
No studbook was ever formed although 

station records were carefully kept, so the 
Waler was originally known as a type rather 
than a breed.
Mounted on their strong robust Walers, the 

Australians established an enviable reputation 
for their horses and horsemanship, with their 
exploits in south Africa during the Boer War. 
There it was realized that a horse with fast 

walk, that went into an easy canter, was the 
best type for the military as equipment was not 
shaken off, and distances were covered more 
rapidly. 
Waler horses were not 

prone to sore backs, whereas 
the English troops moved 
about at the trot and suffered 
from sore-backed horses. 
The Waler is known for its 

long striding walk and for its 
wonderful jumping ability, 
proven over obstacles in 
South Africa and World War 
I. 
World War I saw an esti-

mated 135,000 horses sent 
overseas and the Light Horse 
again proved themselves with feats of endur-
ance and bravery in the sands of the Middle 
East, establishing the Waler as perhaps the 
finest mount on the history of cavalry. 
One of the most courageous charges was that 

of the 4th and 12th Regiments at Beersheba, 
where after a full night march and a day's 
fighting with no water, they galloped across a 
burning plain at the entrenched and heavily 
armed Turks, winning the day and the water 
of the wells of Beersheba. 
A monument in Sydney was erected by 

returned soldiers, who, due to quarantine and 
army economies, had to leave their horses 
behind… "by members of the Desert Mounted 
Corps and friends, to the gallant horses who 
carried them over the Sinai Desert into 
Palestine, 1915 - 1919. 
They suffered wounds, thirst, hunger and 

weariness almost beyond endurance, but they 
never failed. They did not come Home". 

At home, Walers proved the ideal stockhorse, 
but with the phasing out of the remount trade 
in the 1940's, ceased to be commercially bred. 
Many breeders destroyed their stock, how-

ever a few simply abandoned them to run wild 
in the great unfenced back country. Within a 
seemingly short space of time, by the 1960's 
and on, the Waler, incredibly, had virtually 
disappeared on the domestic scene. 
Mechanization had led to the decline in use 

of horses on the land and there was a time 
when they were not sought for recreational 
purposes. 
By the time horses regained popularity, riders 

wanted purebreds, such as the 
Thoroughbreds, Arabs, 
Quarterhorses and so on, 
abandoning the old fashioned, 
heavy colonial bred with stud-
book papers. 
The Waler, once lauded with 

praise, became an anachro-
nism and had almost become 
extinct.
Walers running wild, those 

descendants of remounts be-
came the chief source of re-
taining and re-establishing 
Australian horses, not as a 

type, but as a breed with over two hundred 
years of breeding. 
The crusade to save them became the work 

of The Waler Horse Society of Australia Inc., 
which has since 1986, saved enough Walers 
to begin the Studbook. 
This happened at a crucial time, for the 

eradication of all feral animals was well under 
way (Government decreed) and another five 
years would indeed have seen the extinction 
of the Waler as they have probably all gone 
from the bush.
The horse that opened up Australia with 

explorers, surveyors and settlers, carried our 
loads, worked our stock and bravely carried 
our ancestor into battle, now finally has a just 
and secure future, backed up by a Studbook. 
They are not many in number, but have 

dedicated guardians who all know the worth 
and preciousness of "the great-hearted ones."�  
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A report of proceedings by
V Wor Bro EDN Lowe, PDGDC

The Directors of the Co-Operative 
called a General Meeting held at the 

Stones Corner Centre on Thursday 30th 
September of the Shareholders of the 
Co-Operative. 
The Shareholders are each of the 13 Lodges, 

Chapters and Masonic bodies which formerly 
met at the Vulture Street Temple at the time 
of its closure.
Most bodies have one representative who 

speaks for and votes according to the direc-
tions he received from his body, but there are 
two representatives of Ashton Lodge at such 
meetings (Allan Kingston and Ted Lowe) but 
if both are present only one represents Ashton 
Lodge. At an earlier AGM of the Co-
Operative, a seventh Director was appointed 
to the Board of Directors, which is not strictly 
correct, as the Rules of the Co-Operative 
provide for only six.
The meeting in September was primarily for 

the purpose of correcting this anomaly.
Directors Keith Watts and Thomas 

Colinshaw retired by rotation and offered 
themselves for re-election.
Our Lodge member, Jim Robertson retired in 

accordance with the Rules (having been ap-
pointed since the 2003 AGM) and also offered 
himself for re-election. 
In addition, a further nomination had been 

received from South Brisbane Royal Arch 
Chapter, nominating Jeff Flayton (also a 
member of Ashton Lodge) to the Board.
Nomination of the three first mentioned was 

in perfect order and the meeting accepted them 
re-elected to the Board of Directors.
The meeting then appointed Jeff Flayton as 

a  “Auxiliary Director”, meaning he may take 
an active position on the Board in the absence 
of any one of the six regular Directors.

South Brisbane Masonic Hall 
September 

Robert Dawson is a Director and will be 
absent from Brisbane for two years and has 
been granted leave by the Board so Jeff 
Flayton will take his place for at least the 
immediate future.
Although all those involved are Freemasons, 

we should never lose sight of the fact that this 
is a business undertaking which has to pay its 
way, or preferably make small profits towards 
ultimate modest expansion.
That being so, it is governed by strict 

Co-Operative Company Laws of the 
Queensland Government.
Discussion ensued in relation to an alterna-

tive meeting place,
A church and its adjacent hall building at 

Camp Hill, under consideration as a likely 
premises, would have only transferred the 
problems at Vulture Street a little further into 
the suburbs.
An ideal situation would be premises with 

associated tenants to offset some of the costs 
such has been established at Beenleigh.
An offer had been made for the premises in 

Cleveland Street, adjacent to the Stones 
Corner Centre towards Old Cleveland Road, 
but has been rejected.
Rather than owning premises, the possibility 

of renting or leasing an existing building to 
accommodate meetings of the “shareholders” 
was canvassed and also the possibility of 
combining the funds of the Co-Operative with 
a Civil Developer for that purpose.
Unanimity in this regard will be difficult to 

reach.           �
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Aitchison’s Haven, a Masonic Lodge in 
Musselburgh, Scotland, has the oldest writ-
ten records - they date back to January 9, 
1599. It ceased to exist in 1856. 
Mary's Chapel Lodge in Ednburgh is the 
oldest Masonic Lodge still in existence - 
its records date back to July 31, 1599.
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The fortnight from Christmas Eve to 
Twelfth Day (Epiphany, January 6) 

was the longest holiday of the year, when, 
as in a description of twelfth-century 
London, "every man's house, as also 
their parish churches, was decked with 
holly, ivy, bay, and whatsoever the season 
of the year afforded to be green." 
Villagers owed extra rents, in the form of 

bread, eggs, and hens for the lord's table, but 
were excused from work obligations for the 
fortnight and on some manors were treated to 
a Christmas dinner in the hall.
This Christmas bonus often reflected status. 

A manor of Wells Cathedral had the tradition 
of of extending invitations to two peasants, one 
a large landholder, the other a small one. 
The first was treated to dinner for himself 

and two friends and served "as much beer as 
they will drink in the day," beef and bacon with 
mustard, a chicken stew, and a cheese, and 
provided with two candles to burn one after 
the other "while they sit and drink." 
The poorer peasant had to bring his own 

cloth, cup, and trencher, but could take away 
"all that is left on his own cloth, and he shall 
have for himself and his neighbors one wastel 
[loaf] cut in three for the ancient Christmas 
game to be played with the said wastel." 

The game was evidently a version of "king 
of the bean," in which a bean was hidden in 
a cake or loaf, and the person who found it 
became king of the feast. 
On some Glastonbury Abbey manors, tenants 

brought firewood and their own dishes, mugs, 
and napkins; received bread, soup, beer and 
two kinds of meat; and could sit drinking in 
the manor house after dinner. 
In the village of Elton the manorial servants 

had special rations, which in 1311 amounted 
to four geese and three hens.In some villages, 
the first Monday after Epiphany was cele-
brated by the women as Rock or Distaff  
Monday (work by women) and by the men as Plow 
Monday, sometimes featuring a plow race. 
In 1291 in the Nottingham village of Carlton, 

a jury testified that it was an ancient custom 
for the lord and the rector and every free man 
of the village to report with his plow to a 
certain field that was common to "the whole 
community of the said village" after sunrise 
on "the morrow after Epiphany" and "as many 
ridges as he can cut with one furrow in each 
ridge, so many may he sow in the year, if he 
please, without asking for license." 
Excerpts from: Life in a Medieval Castle by 
Joseph and Francis Gies. New York: Harper & 
Row Publishers, Inc., 1974.                                  �
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The love of field and coppice, 
Of green and shaded lanes, 
Of ordered woods and gardens 
Is running in your veins. 
Strong love of grey-blue distance, 
Brown streams and soft, dim skies - 
I know but cannot share it, 
My love is otherwise. 

I love a sunburnt country, 
A land of sweeping plains, 
Of ragged mountain ranges, 
Of droughts and flooding rains. 
I love her far horizons, 
I love her jewel-sea, 
Her beauty and her terror –  
The wide brown land for me! 

The stark white ring-barked forests, 
All tragic to the moon, 
The sapphire-misted mountains, 
The hot gold hush of noon, 
Green tangle of the brushes 
Where lithe lianas coil, 
And orchids deck the tree-tops, 
And ferns the warm dark soil. 

Core of my heart, my country! 
Her pitiless blue sky, 
When, sick at heart, around us 
We see the cattle die – 
But then the grey clouds gather, 
And we can bless again 
The drumming of an army, 
The steady soaking rain. 

Core of my heart, my country! 
Land of the rainbow gold, 
For flood and fire and famine 
She pays us back threefold.
Over the thirsty paddocks, 
Watch, after many days, 
The filmy veil of greenness 
That thickens as we gaze.
 
An opal-hearted country, 
A wilful, lavish land – 
All you who have not loved her, 
You will not understand – 
Though earth holds many splendours, 
Wherever I may die, 
I know to what brown country 
My homing thoughts will fly.                     �

A P O E M  A B O U T  A U S T R A L I A  

My Country ���� by
Dorothea McKellar .


