To Kerrie, nieces, Felicity, Alicia, Georgia and nephew and godson Luke, their spouses and children And to Pete’s many friends in this area and former North Steyne/Manly Pacific surfers, all his mates from the army, his friends from all spheres of his life.

And of course to Mollie and Alex Hellmrich and brother in law Bill Hannan

My mother recalls Pete and I running around his parents house as one year olds but it was at the age of about 8 or 10 that I became aware of Pete, because our dads had the coolest jobs in Manly…there were two GU theatres in Manly, the Odeon on the Corso and the Embassy on Manly Cove, and our fathers were the managers so we got to see all the latest films. 

We used to go to each others’ dads theatre to watch the different movies so we saw them all and when they were really good westerns we would see them many times over. And we loved the music of Frankie Lane such as High Noon, 3 10 to Yuma and then later of course Rawhide.

Pete later recalled the days when his father Alec held the Saturday afternoon rock and roll sessions.

So we each knew each others parents before we really met…and as we went to different Primary Schools…our first meetings occurred on the footy field…and they weren’t always pretty.

Pete’s school Manly West was renowned for good sportsmen and other schools always used to dread playing against them because they’d flog us and the hardest player in their team was this wiry hooker with curly blond hair who tackled like a demon, won every scrum with the feed and almost every one against, because he was the sneakiest hooker with an uncanny ability to steal the ball off the opposition, plus he was the hardest to tackle as he was both agile and fast.

Alec and Mollie Hellmrich would each morning go for a swim in the surf at Manly so from an early age Pete was introduced to the surf at Manly..surf-o-planes,skid boards and blue bottles

We started surfing seriously during  the Xmas holidays of the year we both graduated Primary school (1960) and when we both turned up at Balgowlah High School to start first year in 1961 we  became friends.

At first we borrowed boards or bought old ones and eventually Peter, with the proceeds from being a golf caddie at Manly Golf Course, was able to order a custom board. Danny Keogh made a translucent blue board for Pete which was 7 foot long.

As we were small grommies we rode shorter boards rather than the 8’6” to 9’6” that the big blokes were riding and these short boards worked well and we begun to hang at North Steyne surfing and becoming mates with the local crew with whom Pete kept in contact. (He was stoked when recently visited by a delegation of his    mates from Brisbane, the north coast and Sydney. ) 

It was on the beach and in the water at  North Steyne where  we developed all the social skills necessary to get us through grommethood and into manhood…and there is still debate as to whether we ever made it but we had good mentors such as Snowy McCallister who would paddle out and advise us in big surf where to sit and when to paddle in etc. There was also a group of elders to inspire us in the surf such as Glen Ritchie and Warwick Smith who made us go out 15ft Bower, and really old guys like Henry Jones and Graham Bennett and of course Bill and Jeff Hannan, with Bill being particularly good to us groms as he fancied Pete’s sister.

When Manly Pacific Boardriders Club was formed in 1964 Pete and all his grom mates were among the first to join up and as such made up the junior team at all the local comps between Collaroy Wind’n Sea Maroubra and Narrabeen Boardriders and the many clubs that bloomed in the ‘60s

The good thing about being a grommet at North Steyne was that we got taken on surf trips first up the northern beaches and then up and down the NSW coast venturing to Noosa in the north and Phillip Island in the south. I guess we were included on these trips because we could chip in for petrol, collect wood for fires, catch crabs and oysters and make jaffles…apart from that we were probably all pretty useless.

The south coast was our favourite destination. We had no surf guides in those days so we developed two sure fire ways to find surf: The Gregorys Fishing Guide and the “turn left off the Princes Highway and you’ll eventually come to the surf  philosophy (or if north coast turn right)..

The Gregorys Fishing Guide  was the 1960s version of  “The Surfing Atlas of Australia” or the internet…but it took some studying to interpret the inner meanings…It was Petes Guide and we would study it for words such as …. Eg “at this spot there is a small lagoon entering the sea, protected by a long headland giving protection from nor’east winds…good for flathead mullet etc…which to us was interpreted as a spot that receives a south swell and is off shore in a nor’easter (the bane of surfing at North Steyne) and Pete would often call up estatic that the next spot was ‘the holy grail”.

This led us to many secret fishing spots on the south coast including Merimbula Bar which had been “discovered” by some of the old guys in 1963 heading to Phillip Island…………..we followed the next year and got The Bar on and camped in a fish spotters shed at the Main Beach overlooking the surf.

We also found and surfed a right hand point north of Batemans Bay and called it Zulus after Frenchy a South African surfer who stayed in Manly for a number of years creating havoc with local park rangers and giving us groms someone else to aspire too.

In that same area there was a sucky right hand reef that looked a bit hairy and we were a bit reluctant to surf this spot but Pete, who’d scaled the point to “discover” this break was keen so we let him surf it and as he soon was getting good waves we soon joined him….so we called this spot Pete’s reef……..I’ve dropped in there since to see a local crew surfing there and when its big the locals surf offshore on a bommie called Hammerheads with their jet skis………………we also discovered swamps, dead end roads, bogs and irate dairy farmers following the all left-handers must lead to the surf philosophy. 

So Pete’s high school years were spent surfing ,playing rugby league and also golf where he caddied for money at Manly golf course, basically his backyard, or made money from finding lost balls…he was a well sought after caddie and made good $$$ from tips. 

At school we soon discovered that Pete had an excellent handwriting style so we made him the official note writer for absences due to good surf. We got away with it until myself and “Flop”Mal Greenop got called in for the same identical handwritten notes on the same day. We both said we each wrote our own notes which they didn’t swallow so as well as six for surfing we also got wacked for lying but we didn’t dob him in.

Pete left school the year after completing the Intermediate Certificate (Y3) and begun work with the public service in the city catching the Manly ferry to work. In 1966 when I left school and begun working in the city we would travel on the same ferry to and from work. Then in February 1967 we headed south, taking every left- hander off the highway, surfing every break we could on the south coast, our ultimate destination -Phillip Island. Pete had a green VW and had “Maca” Michael McCormack as passenger and I had a blue VW and had with me with Chris Goodmanson “Goomo”). We scored good waves from Green Island to  Phillip Island and Wilsons Promontory. the southern tip of the continent.

It was on this trip that we first surfed the Pambula River Mouth…and according to a diary I kept it was….  “glassy,6ft and 200 yard rides…locked in all the way” …”line after line…something like Noosa in perfection, Cape St Francis in hollowness, and heaven….pity there aren’t more surfers to share the waves with (Hoo Ha)…what with four of us out at times it seems to get crowded.” There is a photo of that day.

The Rivermouth was the holy Grail and in time was to become Pete’s favourite wave and recently it was described to me by Fraser Buchanan (then himself a local grommet) how he saw Pete get the best barrel he’d ever seen….it was a solid six foot plus fanned back by the recent wind change and as Fraser climbed to the lookout point Pete was paddling into the line up…all alone. A set soon came and he paddled into it and pulled straight into the barrel occasionally emerging before getting covered again…all the way to the beach…he describes it as one of the best barrels he’d ever seen.

In 1968 when Peter turned 20 his marble was picked meaning then that he was called up for National Service which in those times meant you were soon bound for Vietnam.

Enlisted 24-7-‘68

Discharged 23.7.’70

Posted as a rifleman in the 5th Royal Australian Regiment

Pete spent most of his two years in Vietnam returning for a brief R & R in March 1969. We took off down south again, filling up the car with mud oysters at Moruya and heading to the river mouth again. .

He didn’t begrudge being in the Army and seemed to take Vietnam in his stride and did manage to get some surfing in over there. Like everywhere he made good friends with whom he stayed in touch and in June 2009 attended the 40th anniversary of The Battle of Binh Ba.

After Vietnam he went to Sydney Tech to learn bricklaying….and just why he wanted to be a bricklayer…neither of us could fathom…maybe because it would allow him to work on the coast in growing areas……but later we reckon it must have been an hereditary calling because, in the eighteen hundreds, Ben Boyd the whaler and  founder of Boyd Town south of Eden commissioned a bricklayer from old Sydney town, a John Hellmrich, to build the light house at south Head Eden now referred to as Boyd’s Tower.

So it was with his trowel, a green holden ute and Bo the black Labrador that he arrived on the south coast in 1975 and moved into a farm we were renting out the back of Pambula.

These were times of big floods on the south coast and many a memorable day was enjoyed surfing inside chocolate barrels at The Holy Grail.

He also enjoyed a beer which seemed harmless at first especially after a hot day on the bricks… but for Pete it was to bring him unstuck yet in time he realized this attending AA and making several attempts to give up when…at a birthday party for my 30ish birthday…he had one drink and declared his drinking days were over and to this day never had a drink again …yet he would still enjoy the afternoon camaraderie at the local, replacing beer with coke.

He worked and surfed mainly in Merimbula area for the following years searching for his perfect ‘soul mate” setting high targets for such a pursuit…he had an eye for beauty and set high goals that never came to fruition but never gave up the want for a wife and family…because he loved children especially Kerrie and Bills Felicity Alicia Georgia and Luke and in time their children.

He remembered my own daughters birthdays and was always generous at Xmas time.

He had a memory like an elephant remembering minute details of a surf session 10 or 20 or even 40 years back with clarity, recalling who was out and who got what waves etc….

As a former grom he became a mentor to many  local groms commending them on their surfing and always offering encouragement.

Peter was generous donating to charities that supported or sponsored children.

If he was to earn above that allowed on his Army pension he’d donate that to Salvation Army.

As a brick layer he would often help out on community projects like this BBQ area at Jiguma Beach.

Pete, above all else, showed respect and love for his mum and dad Mollie and Alex, his sister Kerrie and brother in law Bill and never forgot friends far and wide.

Vale my good mate to-day we’ll all join you surfing your holy grail.

