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REUNION

— CLASS OF 1981 -

by Lyn Lawson (nee Jones)

It was finally upon us, the 23rd
November 1991. Had it really been 10
years since most of us had set foot into
the grounds of Eltham College.
Sometimes it felt like 20 years, and
other times, only yesterday.

In the weeks preceding the event,
we had written and phoned all our old
class mates to ensure a successful
event. Some needed more
encouragement than others.

One by one, cars rolled into the
ECCA Centre car park (wasn’t it
bigger 10 years ago?). Tentatively,
those first few steps were taken. They
told us to meet at the L. E. Clarke
Building. Where?? The only buildings
we knew of were the mud-brick art
buildings and the ECCA Centre.

Anyway, we followed all the arrows
and ended up being met by old faithful
Ned. She looked us up and down and
started looking for our name tags on
the table in front of her. “Will she
remember us?” Of course not.

She did.

Once there was a group of about 20,
we were sent off on a tour of the
school. Our group was followed by
another, which was followed again.

After the tour, we all assembled
back at our meeting point for a natter
over champagne and nibblies. We must

* Benny (Mark Bayly) at the beginning of the night. Just imagine what he was like the next morning.

thank the ex-students who waited on
us hand and foot all night.

The hardest task of the night was for
the organisers to move us into the main
room for dinner. None of us wanted to

move . . . however the sound of a
succulent spit roast got us slowly
moving.

The dining room was decorated to
welcome us, and set up in tables of 10.
Nearly everyone got a seat (apparently
some people are unaware of the
meaning of RSVP) but everyone got
fed anyway.

After we’d finished our meals, the
room turned into a musical chairs
game.

Just about everyone sat down and
spoke with everyone else during some
stage of the night.

So many marriages, so many kids,
not too many divorces.

We all chattered and danced into the
early hours of Sunday. Slowly the
night was coming to an end (for some -
I seem to recall the sun rising in
Templestowe) and we bid our fond
farewells - promising to keep in touch.






