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Fredrick Töben and Christopher Steele doing what had to be done! 
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Christopher John Mayo Steele 

8 July 1937 – 21 July 2015 

*** 

Eulogy by Fredrick Töben: 27 July 2015   
 

Jane, Sarah, David and Friends of Christopher 

 

Where to begin – what to say?  

If you’re in doubt, go to history, go to literature – 

that was Christopher’s maxim. 

I’vbe gone to Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar where 

Mark Antony’s speaks about Ceasar’s death. It 

begins with the famous words: 

 

Friends, Romans Countrymen,  

lend me your ears; 

I’ve come to bury Caesar, not to praise him; 

The evil that men do, lives after them, 

The good is oft interred with their bones. 

So let it be with Caesar. 

 

But now I have a problem, if I’m going to use 

that as a guide because I’ve known Christopher  for 

25 years and in all those years I have not found 

any evil in him. And this is an amazing thing that 

this could be so – and that is why his goodness will 

be with us, now and forever. 

When Christopher and I met a quarter of a 

century ago, I recall spending a hot summer’s day 

at his beloved St Kilda Tramway Museum – he 

thrust a wire brush into my hand and said, ‘follow 

me’, and I did. We got extension ladders, took 

them up to the electric poles, and then began the 

work of cleaning them, ready for painting them 

silver. I was exhausted after two or three hours 

and I had to stop – Christopher continued. And this 

indicates that Christopher, whatever he did, led by 

example.  

Christopher led by example, a quality that made 

him exceptionally tolerant, which some regarded as 

a weakness. Not so! He would not demand of 

others that which he could not do himself. Another 

example, we cut down the gumtree at his Willaston 

home. After some hours the job was almost 

completed, except for a single branch, but we were 

both exhausted. He looked at me and smiled, then 

climbed the ladder again and sawed off the 

remaining branch.  

This physical resilience, of course, also 

expressed itself in his mental toughness. After 

such a day’s work he would continue to focus on 

his extensive correspondence – remember those 

yearly missives that detailed his exploratory 

exploits? Then working on some manuscript; 

pasting into exercise books any article detailing 

what was happening in SA’s transport industry – 

after all, he was a bus spotter from almost infancy! 

Then, there were his daily diary entries – all this 

gave him the necessary balance between the 

mental and physical world. This is how he turned 

his mother’s home at 23 Caloroga Street, Wattle 

Park, into a house of scribes. 

Habit and scapegoating and gossip are some 

elements of the flywheel that keeps society going. 

In all my years of having known Christopher, I 

cannot recall any incident where he scapegoated or 

gossiped, which still amazes me. This is, of course, 

quite befitting for a diarist who has a highly 

developed self-reflective intelligence. There were 

more important things to do than to be falling into 

such an idle state of mind.  

Christopher, a deep thinker, worried about 

more serious things – and when in 1967 he left 

Australia for an extended overseas trip he had to 

leave behind the notion that Adelaide was the 

centre of the world. Now he willingly embraced the 

maxim we all knew then: travelling broadens your 

mind. And he did what I also did – do the 
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obligatory Empire Circuit: New Zealand, Northern 

America, UK and Europe, the Middle East and 

Southern Africa. 

His army service stood him in good stead.  Never 

once was his bed not meticulously made. Like his 

father, Christopher was also a member of the 

Royal Geographic Society, SA, which again 

enabled him to explore perhaps in a more leisurely 

way his beloved country.   

Christopher was always travelling and 

exploring –  of course, ever thoughtful of others, 

while in Canada, he invited his mother to join him 

on a three month journey by car through the US 

and Mexico, which she did. 

Such tripping continued when in 1973 Christopher 

bought himself a brand new Kingswood Station 

Wagon, and even then he was far-sighted in that 

he decided, there and then, that this would be his 

one and only car – that he would die owning only 

one car, which came to pass. 

He saw the value of a station wagon because he 

was at that time also building his home at 

Willaston, which he had planned on turning into an 

office after he had established himself as a 

draftsman-surveyor. That plan came to nought 

because he realized that by becoming a bus driver 

full-time, and working the broken shifts, he would 

have all the time in the world to continue on his 

writing projects – after all, bus driving is better 

than working, he would say with one of his 

mischievous grins that rarely escaped his self-

control. 

 
In 1989, two years before his mother died, he 

used thre opportunity of taking the Kingswood and 

his mother on  a trip through northern Australia – 

the Kimberleys – and back home via Perth, as he 

did 13 years later with Janer’s family. 

In September 1996, together with five men, he 

ventured on a 10-week camel expedition that 

celebrated the centenary of explorer David 

Carnegie’s epic 13 month journey:  

 
Mission accomplished – not one camel 

escaped Christopher’s management.  

 
David Carnegie – much like Christopher! 

 

In 2006 it was another family trip but much closer 

to home – in quest of the source of the River 

Murray at the junction of the NSW-Victorian 

borders. Befitting that of someone who strives for 

exactitude, Christopher wished to see it in real life 

and not just a surveyor’s line drawn on a map.  
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Christophere at the Source of the River 

Murray in 2006 

 

Christopher gave his advice thoughtfully and 

freely – when the Anzac craze, as he would call it, 

hit silly season and thousands of young and old 

travelled to the highly structured event at Gallipoli, 

Christopher would again let that certain smile-

smirk escape his mouth. He had done this trip 

during the 1960s and then the authenticity of the 

event was still to be found while now it is a tourist 

attraction. So his pilgrimage to Anzac Cove was in 

the raw, so-to-speak, or in the Heideggerian sense, 

it was an authentic event and not one 

mediated and contaminated through tourism-

consumerism. 

So, Christopher, my dear friend, I salute you 

for having done a good job in whatever you 

tackled, and with truth, honour and justice being 

your guiding ideals. And when you believed you 

had these values on your side, as you did in 1983, 

you never bent to pressure to conform for the sake 

of creature comforts. But then you were in the 

Royal Australian Artillery, and you knew how to be 

a good bombardier!  

After all, we would both regularly meet with former 

diplomat and Leutenant-Governor of South 

Australia, Sir Walter Crocker, for guidance and a 

cup of tea. 

Christoher, I thank you for creating a new 

word. While at the Fullarton Lutheran Home – I 

recall the incident that gave rise to you uttering it 

so well. About a dozen residents were making their 

way to the chapel, we were the stragglers, and you 

stopped, looked ahead, looked around, then shook 

your head in bemusement and exclaimed: This is 

all booffery. I checked whether there was such a 

word – there is puffery; then there is boofhead, but 

the adjective booffery is your creation. 

We farewell you, Christopher, you, the loving, 

caring, thoughtful, disciplined brother, uncle, 

cousin, friend and mate. We farewell a scholar and 

a gentleman of whom there are a few to be found 

in today’s society. Christopher, your goodness will 

be with you AND your goodness will live on forever 

within all of us. May your soul rest in peace. 

************************************************  
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