
Schoolboy's · howler 
conj uses Princess 

By JOHN JOST 
The voice, excited and strained 
and very loud, rang out through 
the Geelong Grammarian ranks: 
"HEY MARGARET!" 

And Princess Anne turned pink. 
She swung around and looked at the 
source of the voice. The source was 
a terrified-looking 14-year·old chap 
with reddening face. 

Imperiously, the Princess paused 
- and then, with a subdued laugh, 
she said: "I beg your pardon!" 

lt was just as the young Royal 
party left Timbertop. And as they, 
moved away from the ranks of boys, 
the fellow guilty of the gaffe ran 
helter skelter up the hill - hotly 
pursued by the derisive shouts of 
his school mates. 

Of course, his friends were quick 
to reveal his name to the curious 
press. But this reporter will not 
divulge any more than the young 
gentleman's christian name - Tony 
- because poor Tony has just 

earned himself a chapter in Timber· 
top's history. 

Earlier, that distinguished old 
Geelong Grammarian, P r i n c e 
Charles, with Princess Anne, a 
phalanx of aides, a dozen police and 
62 members of the press, had arriv· 
ed at Timbertop on a sentimental 
journey. 

They were met by the House· 
Master at Timbertop (Mr. Arthur 
Mitchell) and the Geelong Grammar 
Headmaster (Mr. T. R. Garnett), 
then taken to a large pond - where 
boys braved chilly conditions lo 
swim in a relay race for the Royal 
pleasure. 

The sentimental Journey was not 
a long and lingering one. 

Prince Charles showed no inclina· 
tion to resume a skill - wood· 
chopping - which he had cultivated 
during his two terms at Timbertop 
four years ago. 

Passing a pile or timber, he no· 
liced a clean handled axe and a 

Princess Anne was shown a Prince's oool at Timbcrrop yesteraay. 


