Many people have asked me what I did and how I did it so I thought I would put down a brief story to show how anyone can find anyone else with a bit of basic information as a starting point.

My wife has often said that I am not a very curious person.  With my interest in this reunion and the virtual reunion that has preceded it I believe in my old age I am starting to change.

Many of the people that I have found were interested enough to give me their details and e-mail address so that they too could find out what has happened to us all over the last 40 years.  We might not have cared much at 20 or even 30 years but look at us at 40 years on, we are starting to reflect and look back on our lives.  With this in mind I started helping Ron find the “missing persons”.

I was after old boys for their e-mail addresses and I left it to Ron to make them the offer that many could not refuse, to come to one of the reunions.  I wasn’t chasing teachers although in the end I did find Jeanette Miner in the electoral roll at the State Library.  I am very glad I did and I’m sure we were all pleased to see her at the reunion.  I am also glad that she was not married to a Smith or a Jones or I may not have been so lucky.

As each person was crossed off the list of missing persons I came to believe that we could find the lot just as Rod Wise had come so close to doing in the 6 months after the last reunion.  I and I guess many others including Leo Radom tried to do it using the electronic white pages.  Rod Wise gave me his material from last time and told me I could not do it all via the Net.

Rod’s method of detective work has been set out in some of the early e-mails.  An example of how I used the method follows:

One of the lost was Robert D Wilson.  There are 14 Robert D Wilson’s in the electoral roll in New South Wales alone.  From an old photo copy of the school records I found his father’s initials and address and from an old electoral roll I found his father’s full name.  His middle name was Douglas so I took a punt that our Robert D was Robert Douglas.  Down to 3.  I noted the addresses and went to the electronic white pages and found one matching person and rang the number.  Not our man.  Our man used to live in Lane Cove and one of the addresses in the electoral roll was not that far away.  I found a phone number for an R D Wilson in Lane Cove and found an ex-wife who gave me an e-mail address for our man who is in Struthers OHIO.  Bingo, except I could not spell Ayers Rock the way he does in his e-mail address.  Eventually I got through and the first thing I got back was a nice e-mail referring to the RetireInvest in my e-mail name.  He said it was nice to see someone from North Sydney Boys taking an educated interest in retirement.   He had been doing it on and off for 30 years.  He sent a great story about his life which I had great fun reading and sharing with my colleagues at work.   He also sent a potted version to Ron for publication.  Based on this example I would imagine Ron has seen some extraordinary stuff which he has felt the need to censor.

Only recently I found Peter Morrison’s father.  He gave me an address and phone number in Stockholm and a message, “Please tell him to come home”.  Well with that urging I sent an e-mail to our man in Paris, Richard Sweet with a request for him to call Peter at home.  Straight away I got the answer back that he did not know Peter or remember me and that he had asked Ron to take him out of the loop.  Paris is a wonderful place.  I think I can understand why someone living there would not be interested in a North Sydney reunion.  Our Man on the West Coast of America, Tony Friend made the phone call and both Tony and Peter made it to the reunions.

So, curiousity is being satisfied.

After 40 years it is interesting to look back on our early years.  In these uncertain and unpredictable times, maybe 1961 wasn’t such a bad year to go out into the world.  I hope that getting together and sharing our stories leaves us with a good feeling as we go back on our way, and maybe a few old friendships are renewed and some new ones made.

Regards

Marc Thompson

