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Able Australia
is a leading provider of Disability Services for adults and Community Supports for
seniors. Our vision is to enable the people we support to live the life they choose. Our
mission is to build on our heritage and empower the individuals we support to reach
their potential by living our values of trust, kindness, respect and excellence every day.
Our values underpin everything we do.

ABLE’S VALUES
•

Trust - For more than 50 years we have been trusted to deliver high quality, reliable
services safely to those we support.

•

Respect - We are respectful, upholding the human rights of everyone we support
and work with.

•

Excellence - We strive for excellence in everything we do – from the services we
provide, to the outcomes we support clients to achieve.

•

Kindness - We are kind and compassionate to all.

Thank you
Able Australia extends a heartfelt thank you and congratulations to all those
who submitted their stories and were chosen to have their stories published
in this edition. 2020 has marked a very challenging and unpredictable year for
Australia and the world experiencing a global pandemic - the most severe in
100 years.
Despite the struggles, many of us have found ways to (partly) fulfil our human
need for social and emotional connection. We have found innovative ways to
communicate with other people at distance, and witnessed an encouraging
sense of community and a new emphasis on the collective need. In our
attempts to cope with a new way of living, perhaps we are unknowingly
changing the blueprint for how we live our lives in the future.
These stories were written during COVID-19 by seniors isolated across the state
and we hope you enjoy reading them as much as we did!
Seniors Week is a special time to acknowledge seniors and show our
appreciation for their valuable contribution to our community. Able Australia
extends our love and support to the Senior Community and wish you all a very
happy Seniors Week.
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Able’s Services in West Moreton Region
Supported Independent Living
Whether in your own home or one managed by Able, we support you to live as
independently as possible. By getting to know you and understanding your interests,
likes/dislikes and goals for the future, we can map out the best possible programs to
support you at home.
Our flexible, highly skilled staff support you to reach your full potential and enjoy a
fulfilling home life.
We assist you to:
•

Develop individual program plans that outline goals, aspirations and desires for
independent living.

•

Develop and maintain friendships and community connections.

•

Access social and recreational activities.

•

Manage and attend appointments.

•

Complete forms and other forms of communication.

•

Maintain a household.

•

Manage accommodation and tenancy obligations.

We will also work with you to develop increased independence through skill
development in areas such as:
•

Financial and money management.

•

Shopping and household tasks, including cooking and domestic duties.

•

Social skills.

•

Using public transport.

Community Services for Seniors
Able Australia offers My Aged Care funded community supports for seniors in SE
Queensland if you are over 65, or over 50 if you identify as Aboriginal or Torres Strait
Islander.
We are dedicated to supporting the members of our local community in a multitude of
ways, including:
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•

Our low-cost or free Food Pantry (Jimboomba location).

•

Meals on Wheels (Jimboomba area).

•

Personal Safety Alarm installation.

•

Emergency Relief programs if you are experiencing financial distress.

•

Active Living Program for Seniors.

•

Community Visitors Scheme.
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Active Living Program for Seniors
Active Living Program for Seniors (ALPS) facilitates a number of free interactive
workshops, activities and events for seniors across the Ipswich, Somerset, Lockyer Valley
and Scenic Rim Regions.The program provides a great opportunity to meet new friends,
try new activities and get active in your local community. There is also the opportunity to
engage with a wide range of organisations who offer services in the community.
By seeking feedback and suggestions from those participating in the program, we aim to
offer activities that everyone will enjoy and encourage you to be involved too.

Community Visitors Scheme
The Community Visitors Scheme is Government funded to provide friendship and
companionship between residents and their visitor. We coordinate volunteers to make
visits to Aged Care facilities and ensure eligible residents are given the opportunity to
have a companion. Whether as a volunteer or a recipient of the service, we help to get
involved and provide the opportunity to make a difference to someone else.

Transport Services
Able Australia is an accredited My Aged Care provider, offering a vital link between you
and your local community.
We will support you to access medical and specialist appointments, go shopping, attend
social groups and maintain a valuable connection with your community.
Our transport services which run in Jimboomba, Lowood and Ipswich allow you to
maintain your independence by supporting you to access programs, services and
activities in your local community. You tell us where you want to go, and our modern
fleet of cars and buses will transport you to and from. This could include:
•

Your place of work.

•

School, TAFE or other educational facility.

•

Medical appointments.

•

Social outings.

•

Shopping.

•

Visits with family and friends.

•

Programs and community events.

This service is partially funded by the Department of Social Services and, where
available, the National Disability Insurance Scheme. Subsidised travel is available to you
if you are over the age of 65, or over the age of 50 if you identify as Aboriginal or Torres
Strait Islander, and have been assessed through the My Aged Care system.

If you are interested in finding out more please contact Able on 1300 225 369

Able Australia
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An Accident

An Accident

Julia Carroll

Julia Carroll

After school on the afternoon of 20th November 1974 Philip had a 1st Communion instruction class at
the church. He wanted to walk home but I said no as there were busy roads to cross. I picked him up
and we went home. Philip went out to play while I got tea ready for us all.
A boy rushed up to the house “Philip’s been in an accident, he’s lying on the road”. There he was still
in his school uniform, unconscious, just a trickle of blood on his face. A paediatrician from the Mater
on his way home stopped and came with us in the ambulance to the Royal Children’s Hospital.
Life changed for the family. That night neighbours took the other children. We rang the hospital
every hour – no change – no details. We established a routine, Chris and I visited Philip nearly every
day, on Sunday we took the whole family. Magda and Philip were planning to visit for Christmas –
we postponed the visit. We spent Christmas day with the Wilks after seeing Philip in hospital. I
bought him presents which I kept at home.
I read every book I could find on brain function. I discovered that consciousness is not like an on/off
switch, more like a dimmer function. As time passed Philip had periods of wakefulness when with
eyes wide open he looked about but did not appear to recognise us. There was no support from
doctors. I shall never forget the occasion I stood by Philip’s bed and the neurologist and his
attendant team saw me standing there and turned and walked away. It was the nurses and
physiotherapists who helped.
It was around ANZAC day in 1975 that Philip seemed sufficiently awake to take him home for just
one night. We lived up a very steep drive with steps up to the house, Mo and I carried Philip up in a
blanket slung between us. After that Philip came home every weekend. After a few weeks, I
returned home one Friday from an evening class to an ecstatic family. “He laughed! He laughed”
they all shouted. His brothers had been fooling about in their pyjamas jumping over him in his bean
bag and he laughed at them. We spent the rest of the weekend trying to make it happen again and
again, contorting ourselves and pretending to be monkeys.
Progress continued. Philip said the odd word and we got him to repeat words after us. The hospital
transferred him to a residential facility run by nuns where he could have school lessons and was
finally out of pyjamas. He came home every weekend and for school holidays. He finally made his
first communion in our living room.
Philip’s accident happened when we had been in Australia just 14 months. We had not had time to
establish a social circle. Having a child in hospital with an uncertain future curtailed such social life as
we had and this persisted when we had a disabled child at home. We both pursued university
studies and participated in the work-force but we never established the social network that we had
had where we had lived before.
Sam lost his best mate. They were close in age. Sam was small for his age and Philip tall for his; they
were sometimes taken for twins. Vicki had a crisis of belief; how could God let this happen. When
Philip’s visit to Lourdes did not produce a miracle, her loss of faith was confirmed.
Some marriages do not survive such an event, ours did. Both of us equally distressed and with no
immediate family to support us, we supported each other. You don’t cry on the shoulder of
someone who is also in tears. Philip’s accident left a hole in the middle of the family; it was four
years before he came back to live with us. The hole gradually filled – it was filled by Philip himself.
Philip was physically very disabled as the result of a brain stem injury. His left side was and still is
virtually useless. His right side is strong. Philip delights in his prowess at arm wrestling – we eagerly
await its inclusion in the Paralympics. He was provided with a wheelchair but found it difficult to

06

Senior Stories 2020

manoeuvre with just one working hand. Philip’s facial nerves are affected impairing his swallowing
reflex and making his speech difficult to understand. Philip has become accustomed to having to
repeat himself several times.
After 3 years in the residential unit called Xavier – now closed – Philip came back home. He attended
the Spastic Centre School in New Farm. As by then we lived in Moggill and both Chris and I worked,
this presented some logistical problems. Philip was dropped off in the morning and picked up in the
afternoon at the home of a fellow student. He was not allowed in the house but sat in the garden in
a chair.
When this student’s family moved, I used to drive to New Farm, drop off Philip and then over the
Story Bridge to the Mater Hospital where I worked. In the afternoon the Spastic Centre Bus dropped
Philip off at the Mater where he waited until I finished work. He used to sit close to the staff café
and the nun in charge used to give Philip cake. I would find him covered in crumbs. The physios at
New Farm had made Phil a custom-built walking frame and he could now walk with it and also walk
with someone assisting him. When I finished work, I would walk Philip across the walk-way over
Stanley Street to the car park, then we would drive home. One day a week I organised for Philip’s
waiting time to be spent with a speech therapist. Philip stayed at school until he was 18 and then
started work at MACH1 in Sunnybank.
In 2005 just before his 40th birthday Philip was able to move into a ground floor, wheelchair adapted
unit in Corinda. To begin we had no support workers and we had to live there with him during the
week and all go home on Friday night. I found this somewhat disorientating – trying to keep up
supplies in two different establishments and I felt homesick for my own place. Then we acquired a
support worker and now Philip has a team of six wonderful support workers, and I have been able to
gradually withdraw from hands on care.
Philip worked at MACH 1 for more than 30 years but as he has got older his fitness has decreased
and he has had two episodes of aspiration pneumonia. The last one was life threatening and after a
week in intensive care his doctors recommended PEG feeding via his stomach or risk the next
episode of pneumonia being fatal.
PEG feeding presented new challenges, not least of which being no longer able to work as Philip’s
physical disabilities leave him unable to manage his own PEG feeding and he needs fluid and extra
food during the day which cannot be managed even in a sheltered workshop.
This has meant increased expenditure on support workers’ salaries. Until Chris developed
Parkinson’s Disease and subsequent dementia Philip spent his weekends with us and we managed
his care, including overnight feeds and showering and dressing between us. Now I am 82 and living
in a retirement village I can only care adequately for Philip during the day. He spends Sundays with
me and I help him with his macramé. Macramé is Philip’s passion; a craft he was first taught when he
was at Xavier. I have had to learn it to help him with set up and finishing off.
Like most young Australians Philip has travelled overseas. At 19 he went on a trip organised by the
Little King Movement to Shrines in Europe, knock in Ireland, Lourdes and Assisi visiting London,
Paris, Rome and Jerusalem, Bethlehem and the Dead Sea. In 1992 he went around Australia with
Crossroads.
Phil goes to art classes twice a week and has produced some remarkable work in spite of having only
one useful hand but then one-handedness is less of a handicap for an artist – most artists paint with
one hand. For some years after his injury Philip had an intention tremor in his right hand but this has
become less of a problem. He can sign his own name albeit slowly. He also has nystagmus – wobbly
eyes -which makes reading very slow. Talking books have filled this gap.
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More than forty necessarily sedentary non weight bearing years have left Philip with severe
osteoporosis in his right hip. The weakness of his left side and strong right side has over time made it
increasingly difficult for Philip to keep his head upright and it now tends to droop over his right
shoulder. Being injured when he was still a child and so extensively impaired, has resulted in Philp
never taking on such adult responsibilities as managing his finances. This was done by Chris and now
by me; a responsibility which will eventually have to be taken on by one of his siblings.
Has it been a wasted life? Do we lament that life he might have lived? No! Philip is lucky in that he
was and still is an out coming, extroverted optimist with a great sense of humour and intense
religious faith. People like Philip. He does not have behaviour problems. He leads a good life and his
tolerance and forbearance of the difficulties inherent in his disability are a shining example to all
who meet him. I am his mother and believe he is close to being a saint.
A disabled child opens up a new world – a world of pain and suffering but also a world of inspiration
and hope. The experience of trauma in your own life enables you to respond to the trauma of
others; no longer do you walk away, not knowing what to say. You know what to do; a hug is a
beginning.
Chris devoted himself and his expertise as an accountant to participating in organisations connected
with disability services. Philip has the support of his sisters and brothers; Mathew has spent time as
a support worker and is very involved in the organisation of his care. I am humbled by the
enthusiasm of Philip’s band of carers, most of them young men who are making a career of
improving the lives of those less fortunate than themselves.
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A Blessed Life

Frederick Byrnes

Frederick Byrnes

I was born on the 8th of January 1937 at Mitchell the second son of seven children. My first nine
years were spent in Mitchell. Then we moved to Warwick in January 1946 and lived there until 1973
when my family and I moved to Brisbane. At school I was a poor scholar but an average athlete and
sportsman. In the under 12 I broke the school record for the 220 yards and the broad jump and they
were not broken until metric measurements came in in 1966. I played a good game of marbles,
tennis, cricket, table tennis and handball, played centre and fullback in the school football teams.
You could say that I had a wild and cheeky streak in me as I grew up I seemed to be in trouble all the
time. My grandfather (Parker) used to say “here comes that little bugger again”!!! I often chased the
sitting hens off their nests and broke the eggs on him. After I left school in 1954 I played tennis,
cricket, table tennis and squash when it was introduced in Warwick. When I was 18 years I was
picked to represent Warwick in tennis to play for the Thompson Cup and was in the first Warwick
team to win it since its conception in 1932. We won it for the first time in 1968, I think.
I played cricket for a few years but hurt my wrist and shoulder and was out of cricket for some 6
years but was talked back into playing again and nearly gave it up again after the first match after
scoring two golden ducks but persevered and eventually I represented Warwick in the Slade Shield
and was in the first Warwick team to win the Slade Shield in 1972-1973 season. We moved to
Brisbane I played a couple of seasons of pennant grade tennis in the Catholic fixtures and then
played lower grades with my children and other members of the club that we formed at the church
at Banyo and played until 1980 in competition but continued to play social tennis.
In cricket I joined the Main Roads cricket team and played the top grade in Warehouse fixtures and
in 1974-75 season won the premiership. I had a good season with the bat and topped the batting
average that year at 45.4. I represented the Warehouse cricket teams to play in a 1-day competition
against the leading Brisbane teams in 1975-76, 76-77 and 1978-79. And played against some very
good Queensland representative players.
My biggest thrill was being picked in the South QLD Country cricket team to play against the touring
English team in 1969-70 season in Warwick. I had a very bad temper when things didn’t go my way
especially on the tennis court but over the years I mellowed. I did not like to get beaten. I was soon
cured of that when I played representative tennis when I found out there were a lot of tennis players
better than I was.

Able Australia

09

My greatest year of my life was in 1956 when I married Doreen Josephine Booth.

Fred and Doreen
She was a great influence on me and changed me around a lot. I do not think I would have survived
without her. She was kind and thoughtful. She was very house proud and we had a wonderful and
beautiful relationship. How she coped when we moved to Brisbane and found a part time job so we
could survive. She had great qualities as a worker, cook, seamstress and kindness to other people
and her willingness to allow me to play my sport on the weekends. I was always in awe at the
marvelous way in which she and her grandmother (Ma) raised our children as with my job I was
away a lot during the week.
I am very proud of my children for what they have obtained and their good character which my wife
has distilled into them. I am proud of all my grandchildren and hope they will have the same
qualities as my beloved wife.

Fred, Doreen and their eight children
I do not remember much about my life in Mitchell only getting into trouble for lots of thingsswimming nude in the river, sitting under the railway culverts when the steam train went over them,
walking across the road causeway when the river was in flood with water up to my hips and raiding
the man’s mulberry tree on the way home from school. I could never work out how Dad knew I had
done it.
10
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Whilst in Mitchell my Aunty Vera was putting on a school play and I was one of the actors which I
didn’t want to do so I climbed out the window and took off but Mitchell being so small (nowhere to
hide) so I was soon back on the stage. The strange thing about the play was that song in it was ‘Ten
Pretty Girls’
My time in Warwick was the same as Mitchell always in trouble. I think what my trouble was I was
not afraid of anything. I do not know how I got through my grades, I hated school and could not wait
to get out and play. As I progressed my hatred for school grew and so did my sporting ability. We
had some very good sportsman as teachers – they taught us how to perform to our ability whether it
was the parallel bars, horse beam, athletics, running, high jump, broad jump, handball, tennis,
football (rugby and AFL) cricket and sportsmanship.
After I left school in 1954 my first job was in the office at the Butter Factory. I then got a job as an
apprentice motor mechanic at Creswell’s the Ford People. The apprenticeship was for five years.
They were great years. In 1960 I got a job with the Main Roads and spent a lot of time travelling to
different worksites. I had to camp during the week and came home on weekends. In 1972 I then
transferred to Nundah in Brisbane for the better education of my youngest son Michael who was
deaf and my daughter Theresa who had to get out of the cold climate for her health.
I have seen my children grow up and the boys marry and have watched my grandchildren grow. I
only had one great sadness since I have been married and that was the passing of my daughter
Theresa in 1997.
This story was written by Fred in his personal diary entries only found after his passing in March
2017. A wonderful man and a remarkable life that deserves to be celebrated. As one of Fred’s work
colleagues said “Fred was one of the good guys, a man of integrity, a gentleman through and
through”
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A British Submariner’s
Journey to Becoming Australian
A British Submariners Journey to Becoming Australian
John Valentine

John Valentine

In June 1946, at the age of 18, I joined the Royal Navy in Portsmouth, England.Initially, I was posted
on surface ships, including the battleship “King George V” and its sister ship “Duke of York”. In 1947,
I was drafted into the submarine service and was drafted to an A class boat named ‘Alliance’.
I was to enjoy a very happy period of my naval career during the next several months. We spent many
days at sea on war exercises with not only the Royal Navy but ships of many other nations as well. It
allowed us to be able to visit a number of European ports, where I thoroughly enjoyed the excitement
of it all. Volunteers were being sought to take a squadron of three boats to Australia. I jumped at the
chance to see another part of the world for that had been my main reason for wanting to join the navy
in the first place. I volunteered and was accepted – and in retrospect have never looked back.
On 29th October 1949, we left Gosport and sailed out into the English Channel. After the first couple
of days, it was apparent that the weather was very much against us, which made it very dangerous for
us to attempt to submerge. We eventually met up with units of the Australian Navy based in
Fremantle. They had not seen a submarine for many months and were quite determined to get the
best they could from our presence in Australian waters. We were given a very warm welcome by not
only the Navy but by the civilian population as well. It gave us all a chance to sample the hospitality of
Australian people and we liked it very much.
Our welcome in Melbourne was truly fantastic! Broadcast over local radio stations, residents were
asked if they would take us into their homes for Christmas and the response was overwhelming. We
were collected by motorcar on the morning of Christmas Eve and taken to a property in the hills
outside Melbourne, called “Sassafras”. After a trip to and a few days in Tasmania, which included
awaiting the arrival of all the sailing ships in the Sydney to Hobart yacht race, we departed, Hobart,
on 3 January 1950 and set sail for our final destination in Australia the beautiful harbour and city of
Sydney. We sailed into Sydney on the evening of January 4, 1950.
That particular day, stays in my memory forever, for it was the day that I met the most beautiful
Australian girl in the world and whom I was destined to marry. Of course, at that time, neither of us
knew that.
Before we left England, I had my hair cropped almost to the scalp and requested
permission not to shave and thereby grow a beard. This was tradition in the navy
and subject to the captain’s inspection after four weeks to determine whether the
beard was going to look good enough to be allowed to grow to full length. I am
happy to say that mine was passed.
On our first weekend it was suggested we go to the Trocadero, which was one of
the classiest ballrooms I had ever been to; everything about it oozed class. There
was a very impressive entrance and huge foyer. The bar had no beer to sell.
The dance floor was huge and very crowded. The band was great and played music for all styles of
dance. I was just itching to have a go but had decided to retreat and give it away as a lost cause, when
we happened to look across the floor during a break in the music and spotted two or three girls looking
in our direction. The taller, and may I say, best looking one had her hand to her face in a motion of
what appeared to be stroking her chin, as if mimicking a beard.
This prettiest one was just a knockout, and had the loveliest smile. I wasn’t certain that it was meant
for us, but the axiom of boldness and/or fortune favours the brave came to the fore, and I thought
why not give it a try before admitting total defeat. So I swept across the floor feeling that everyone
was looking at me and asked this vision to dance with me. A shy smile and she gave me her hand just
as the band started to play. I was not only tongue tied but my feet were not doing what they should
12
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The dance floor was huge and very crowded. The band was great and played music for all styles of
dance. I was just itching to have a go but had decided to retreat and give it away as a lost cause, when
we happened to look across the floor during a break in the music and spotted two or three girls looking
in our direction. The taller, and may I say, best looking one had her hand to her face in a motion of
what appeared to be stroking her chin, as if mimicking a beard.
This prettiest one was just a knockout, and had the loveliest smile. I wasn’t certain that it was meant
for us, but the axiom of boldness and/or fortune favours the brave came to the fore, and I thought
why not give it a try before admitting total defeat. So I swept across the floor feeling that everyone
was looking at me and asked this vision to dance with me. A shy smile and she gave me her hand just
as the band started to play. I was not only tongue tied but my feet were not doing what they should
have been. We exchanged names. She was Joy. I was dumbfounded once again and while I was on a
roll I cheekily asked if I could take her home after the dance, not having the slightest idea where she
lived or how I would get back to the Royal Naval House where I was to sleep that night. But who cared.
I was in heaven!
She didn’t say no, and said she would talk to her sister who was one of the three girls we had sighted.
More dancing and she said yes.
So this was the wonderful start to the best years of my life!
We used to meet regularly at the Trocadero, and she once said that I was too lousy to meet elsewhere
because I would have to pay for her entrance! Not true! I had the option of returning to the UK or
extending my stay in Oz. I applied to stay and was given a six-month extension, but as the navy was
keen not to repatriate unless it was inevitable, my extension was effectively indefinite
When I next caught up with Joy, I was so pleased to see her and felt that I must be in love. I had never
had that feeling before and it was truly wondrous! Prior to sailing to New Zealand I had proposed
marriage and had been accepted. We settled on a date of 19th July 1952 for our wedding. I had to get
permission from the captain, in order to be married in Australia, and to an Australian girl. There were
no overtones whatsoever, but it was naval tradition, and had to be followed.
Every attempt was made to persuade me to re-sign to serve an extra five years, with promises of
accelerated promotion to Chief Petty Officer, but I had had enough and wanted to be ashore with my
wife and start a new life and career, and so it came to pass! I was home for Christmas and a free man!
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An
Enjoyable Job
An Enjoyable Job
Vivienne Cole
Vivienne Cole

My mother loved sewing. She was a dressmaker and while we were children she used to sew for the
small community we lived in. She made children’s party dresses and sensible bloomers, wedding
dresses, dresses for the races and net petticoats that were all the rage in my day. When muu muus
came in she made them and whatever else was in fashion though she herself was never very fashion
conscious. She loved new challenges and seeing satisfied customers. She sewed for school teachers,
sheep station owners, friends and neighbours. The rich station owners would often delay payment
while the local poorer clients always paid promptly.
She loved fabric, buttons, cottons, ribbons, lace and rickrack braid in all their glorious variety. In the
days before big chain stores, she got her supplies from the haberdashery shop in town but in later
years, she lived in a big city, and she thought heaven had come to earth when Spotlight opened up in
her area.
Even after she no longer needed to supplement the family income, and well into her late 80s, she
continued sewing. Her signature item was a rag doll. She got the pattern from an English Women’s
Weekly when she was in her early 60’s. She sewed on the stranded woollen hair stitch by stitch, long
hair with a fringe for girls, short afro for boys. She embroidered their faces and made their clothes
miniatures of those we had been dressed in as children but completed them with Victorian era
bonnets for girls and little caps for boys.
In the beginning, she sold them for $8 each. The money was to go into a “Funeral Fund” so the
family wouldn’t have to pay to bury her. However, every time she got one or two hundred in the
bank one of us desperate children would say “Mum can you lend me ...?” and the account would go
back to almost zero. The price eventually went up to $15 - $15 for hours and hours and hours of
fastidious work!
She never needed to advertise her dolls nor go to markets to sell them. Word of mouth was enough
and she often had orders galore. Some of her customers would take a doll to work and thus would
bring back even more orders. Her dolls travelled all over the world with, or were sent by, the people
who bought them. We once saw a photo of one in a Woman’s Weekly feature on a beautiful Sydney
mansion. Mum’s doll was in a child’s bedroom.
Towards the end of her life she developed macular degeneration and grieved so much that she was
making crooked features on the dolls’ faces that she eventually stopped sewing them. Her sewing
job was a lifelong passion. More, I think, than enjoyable.
When she died her funeral was paid for out of the estate!
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My mother’s dolls

This doll is made to the pattern from the English Women’s weekly.
She is more than 30 years old. The dress is not original

Able Australia

15

A
Fulfilled Life
A Fulfilled Life
Gaie Maddock
Gaie Maddock

My Great Grandparents came from Scotland in the 1850’s. The McMurtrie's bought land near the
Grampians, my Grandfather, my father and my brother continued in their footsteps as wool growers
and graziers on one of the properties called Greenhill’s.
My mother’s family also came from Scotland, they settled in Adelaide, then Melbourne setting up
John Darling and Sons Flour Mills.
I was born in 1938, I am second daughter and have two younger brothers. We lived on the family
farm enjoying the great experiences of horse riding, playing along the Concongella Creek, making
cubby houses, running home when our Mother called us. We rode our bikes to a very small school
with one teacher and fifteen pupils. Concongella 1136. Each morning Mrs Phillips tuned the radio to
Kindergarten of the Air, Miss Anne Dryer encouraged us to dance and sing. My future career was set
in motion from this radio program. After completing my secondary school education, I was accepted
to study at the Kindergarten Training College, Kew. How excited I was and how amazed to meet Miss
Anne Dryer, now my lecturer at KTC. Three wonderful years of learning, new friends and meeting my
future husband, Graham Maddock, at Balwyn Presbyterian Church.
After graduation I returned to Stawell to commence my career as a Kindergarten teacher. At the end
of two years Graham and I were married and moved into our newly built home in Doncaster.
Graham worked as a draftsman at Cyclone Company until his retirement. I taught at North Balwyn
kindergarten for one year and then our first little baby girl, Sally Jane was born. How I loved being a
wife and a mother. My sister Anne lived nearby, she had three children. Our neighbours were also
busy with families. Many happy days were spent together. Katie, our second little baby girl was born,
I so loved having two little girls.
Doncaster was a fast growing suburb with many pre-school aged children. As a neighbourhood we
raised money over five years to build a Kindergarten. I began teaching again, two afternoons a week.
Sally and Katie were at school, right next door to the Kindergarten, so now I was able to have more
time as a teacher. They would come straight from school and enjoy helping to pack up and set up for
the next day. We would then walk home together.
I have been a member of the Girl Guide Movement since I was 11 years old, when I made my Girl
Guide Promise at a Guide Camp in the Grampians. I have had an exciting and interesting variety of
positions as a Leader, a Commissioner and a State Advisor. As a family we loved being host to
International Girl Guides over many years. Isa, a Girl Guide leader from Thailand lived with us for
three months. This lead us to take our girls on an exciting holiday to Thailand and Japan. Many visits
over years have followed Sally and Katie were educated at Doncaster Primary School, followed by six
years at Strathcona. More happy and exciting times as the years passed, both went onto University.
Sally trained as a Kindergarten teacher and Katie as a Sports and Recreation advisor, she now has her
own Company.
Now boyfriends were on the scene, Graham and I enjoyed many overseas trips, now without our
girls. Sally and Phillip married in 1989, they had two boys, Steven and Cameron. Phillip established
his own business, they are both retired and enjoy sailing on their boat around Tasmania and recently
New Zealand. Katie and Bryan married in 1993, they also had two boys Spencer and Samuel. Katie
worked as Sports and Recreation advisor and Bryan as a Food and Beverage manager.
Now we were grandparents to four boys, how different from our two girls. What a wonderful time
we had together, as Graham and I were retired we could spend time with the boys in parks, walks
along the Yarra River, building with blocks, making things with wood, using hammers and nails and
taking them to our holiday unit in Queensland.
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Graham and I moved to live in Mont Albert, this is when we bought our Magic Mountain unit on the
Gold Coast. We spent 10 years together enjoying the sun and the surf whenever we went there.
Sadly, in 2007 following our last holiday together, cruising on the Danube and Rhine, Graham
became very ill and he passed away. As a family we had given Graham a little Cavoodle, we called
her Butchie. This little dog has been my close companion for now over 12 years.
I decided to move to a Retirement Village, close to my two daughters. Another sad time was when
Bryan passed away in 2017. Katie has been an amazing mother to her two boys.
I am very happy that she has met a very nice man, Steve, he is very caring.
The four grandsons are growing, Steven is an engineer and works on an oil rig in Bass Straight.
Cameron is a qualified builder. They both have very lovely girlfriends. Spencer is studying Global
Studies at Monash University and Samuel is in year 9 at Trinity Grammar.
I still belong to Girl Guide Movement as a Trefoil Guild member, I enjoy meeting with this group, we
also arrange great outings, exploring many places around Melbourne. My friend Lloyd invited me to
join Rotary. Lloyd and I enjoy travelling to Australian places. We have been on the ferry to Tasmania
twice, spent time driving to various places including an exciting fast boat trip around the south of
Bruny Island and a little steam train trip at Strahan. After a flight to Perth we drove over 1300kms
around south of WA.
Another trip was to Uluru, we flew over in a helicopter and had dinner in the dunes overlooking the
Field of Lights. Lloyd was in the Air Force and I have accompanied him at a number of interesting
functions in Canberra.
I enjoy my life at the Retirement Village, I have made many new friends, including Lloyd.
As I write this, we as people of this wonderful country, Australia are experiencing something we
never would have imagined, Covid19. How fortunate we are to have strong leaders to ensure our
lives are protected and that we are safe. I know we will bounce back and be more productive in the
future.
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Gaie Maddock
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A Glimpse at a Valued Life

A Glimpse at a Valued Life

Barbara Gluya

Barbara Gluya

Barbara was born in England in Kent on the 27th of September 1942.
A surprise for their parents, Doris and Alfred, when twins were born with Stella and Barbara arrived
55 minutes apart, Barbara had to listen to her twin for many years because Barbara had said that she
had pushed Stella out first to see what the world was like, before she decided to arrive!
The first memory Barb has is living in Barnehurst until the two girls were 13 years old. They both
attended the local Primary school, walking through snow and sleet back and forth from home until a
move to Erith. Their brother Graham arrived a few years later in 1947. Their father was a Master
Printer and taught both girls to write in cursive and always reminded them to have their nose nine
inches from the paper to write correctly! Another change came when the family moved to Crawford
and Barbara remembers their time there, due to many foot operations because she had bone spurs
protruding from both ankles. The operations were not immediately successful and had to be
repeated many times.
It was in Bexley Heath that Barbara started to learn shorthand in high school and until today she still
uses it! Dartford Hospital in Kent was where Barb's desire to work with children began. She visited
them at home and was welcomed by the hospital staff as a Volunteer. Barb still has memories of
always leaving yellow smiley faces, stuck to the hospital beds of the children to encourage them to
keep smiling!
Their Mother migrated with the twins to Australia in 1963 when the twins were 21. Their brother
Graham stayed in England to finish his studies and died in 1994 at the age of 47. Their father died in
England in 1992.Upon arrival to Australia Barb remembers the feeling of crossing the Equator and
the time change from leaving England and arriving in Australia.
Barb met Peter, her future husband in December 1968. They were married on the 19th of February
1969 in Henley Beach, SA. Michael was born in 1970. As a child he enjoyed taking mechanical items
apart and putting them back together again and when he grew up, he became a Mechanical
Engineer. Andrew, the second son was born in 1971. He became a Delivery Driver as he enjoyed
contact with people and driving a large van.
Jason, the third son was born in 1974. He worked at Target in the sales department. He also loved
the people contact. Barb's husband Peter died in the Flinders Hospital on December of 1981. So Barb
had to provide for herself and the children becoming Father and Income Earner! It was necessary for
Barb to begin cleaning others peoples' houses twice a day and take in ironing at night. Needless to
mention that she was happy to get to bed late at night.
Barb's mother died in a car accident in the 1980's. Which was devastating for the family. Barbara is
still nervous when travelling in a car. Barb moved into a Caravan park in Victor Harbor for a short
number of years, enjoying many friends and neighbours, before moving to Yankalilla. She enjoyed
the house that her eldest son Michael and his wife Sarah built for her in Yankalilla, in which she lived
for 7 years. During these 7 years Barb's third son Jason died on the 19th of October 2007 due to a
blood clot in his lung. Again a difficult period for Barb!
As Barb's physical/emotional needs changed, she moved into the Aveo Hostel at Reynella and have
now been there for 7 years. She has a female dog named Bella, who is now 14 years old and they are
great company for each other! It is May 2020 now and a new adventure is occupying Barb's mind
because she will be moving to an Aged Care Nursing Home in Victor Harbor, due to her increasing
physical needs. She would like to see her days out in the surroundings she knows so well, near her
son Andrew. Barb is once again looking forward to the next moving experience and is rejoicing in the
many places she has lived, helping her family and the Community involvement she loves. Her life has
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been filled with many blessings, people to share the journey with, listening to people as they relate
their stories to her. She is very grateful to have been available to people and their returned interest
in her. She has been involved in many varied communities, friends, and family! Her life has been full
of giving, loving, enjoying, singing, experiencing the life that was a gift!
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An Interesting and Productive Life in Sri Lanka

An Interesting and Productive Life in Sri Lanka

Therese Chinivasagam

Therese Chinivasagam

I was born and grew up in Sri Lanka, being educated in English in a convent school to Senior level. At
the time I finished school, for the first time in Sri Lanka, a training for girls in farming was started.
They took a hundred girls and I took the opportunity to join. The farm school was located in Kandy (a
city that was like a second capital of Sri Lanka after Colombo). The farm was located 12 miles from
Kandy.
Our principal was an American lady and our lecturers were trained in England. The subjects were
agriculture with optional subjects including needle work and cookery, laundry and upholstery. Under
agriculture came growing of vegetables, fruits and flowers, animal husbandry, came dairy, poultry
and pigs. Every-one worked in one section every week. The course was two years, practical and
theory. On the far, all the beds were laid out and we did the planting. The produce was harvested
and taken to the hostel. Under cookery, there was the making of cordials and jams. These were
bottled and sent to the nearby town to an agricultural shop for sale to the public.
Working in the dairy required an early start, around 5.00 am. We would leave the hostel after a cup
of tea. A watcher with a lantern would take us to the dairy. Milking has to be done. We first wash
the area, then go to the milking room, wear our overalls and cap to do the milking. This was done,
weighed and separated and butter churned. We then go back to the hostel and return after
breakfast. Now the cows are bathed and sent to the grass field. The shed was cleaned, the dung
taken out and spread in the compost beds. After this we would go to the lecture rooms for the
lectures. Next, we went back to the hostel, had lunch and a rest and returned at 2pm for the balance
of the work at dairy. The cows were brought in, fed a bundle of grass, and given dry bedding of
straw. We would then go back to the hostel.
After the training, we were sent to rural schools to teach. At this stage, I met my husband, got
married and went to live on a tea estate. This was a very comfortable life, furnished bungalows with
five servants. Some estates even had two cows. This estate was owned by the Sterling Company.
Here after 3.5 years’ service, we would get 6 months leave to go to England with first class passages
paid. Life on the estate was a social life. Every Wednesday afternoon, we would go to the club – pay
tennis, cards and some even played snooker. Then, we would all stand around the bar and have a
drink.
My husband was later transferred to another estate. This place had a couple of villages around the
estate. Here, I organised a group of women and taught them to grow chillies and onions, as the
import of these crops was banned to save foreign exchange. My husband asked me to take over
some the land where tea would not grow. The women made raised beds, thus draining the water.
We planted chillies and onions successfully. I worked out that if every-one planted 27 chilly plants,
we could be self-sufficient.
These women also brought me raffia, by beating up the wild cactus and collecting the fibre. I had the
raffia dyed and got a tutor to teach the women how to make tablemats, coasters and tea cosies. I
took them to the Small Industries Shop and sold them. These women learned to earn an income
from the raw materials around their homes. As well, from the coconut trees, they took the leaves
and made brooms and brushes.
Later, the estates were nationalised and I left for Colombo. I was very happy that I had have the
satisfaction of doing something useful with my training while on the tea estate.
A small paragraph on the manufacture of tea. The leaves are plucked as a bud and two leaves. These
are hand-picked by the women and brought to the factory. Processing starts with a reduction of
moisture, a step called withering. Next comes the process called rolling, where the leaves are broken
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down. After this, the leaves go through a process of fermentation. After this, they are spread on
mats and allowed to mix with oxygen in the air, when the leaf turns a gold brown. Next, is the final
stage of manufacture. The leaves are sent to a drier for a reduction of moisture to become the final
product. The tea, which we all love to drink, is produced without any additives.

Therese feeding the farm school chickens
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Australian’s let us Rejoice

Australian’s let us Rejoice

Vivienne Cole

Vivienne Cole

It is year five at school. I am sitting in the back row in third place next to Peter Ng* in 4th place. We
are ranked according to our test results. Four of us vie fiercely for first and second place but Peter
and I just don’t cut it. We are usually third and fourth. We swap places every now and then
depending on our grades. At least I have the ascendency over Peter socially because Peter is an only
child of a Chinese family and for this, in our mono cultural small western town, he is despised. He
does have a cousin, another only child and their families run successful businesses in the town. He is
probably second or third generation Chinese Australian but never mind, he looks different. “Ching
Chong Chinaman, velly velly bad,” we children chant if not directly to him then about him. Later,
when we are in our 20s and I have moved away from the town, I hear he has had a breakdown and
now I wonder how much that was caused by our childhood racial slurs and ostracism and I am
ashamed.
How ironic, then, that from this racist beginning, I should spend so much of my life working with,
learning from and loving people from other cultures – our “New Australians” to borrow another
phrase from that period. In Far North Queensland, a neighbour, Marina*, is my passport to this
world. I am a high school English teacher and she is a Romanian refugee who fled Ceausescu’s
communist dictatorship by swimming under gunfire across the Danube River to Hungary. There she
was detained for 7 months before being allowed to leave for Australia. She is sponsored on a spouse
visa by her brother’s elderly lecturer - a pompous pontificating professor who has been in Australia
for some time. He has a penchant for neti-poti, an elaborate ritual of nasal irrigation, which he
delights to perform in front of me while my stomach churns. They marry and when I learn she can’t
speak any English at all and is totally dependent on this controlling man, I offer to teach her English.
It is soon obvious to me that as a mainstream English teacher I need other skills to teach English to a
Second Language learner.
Thus, I begin a post graduate certificate which then enables me not only to teach Marina more
effectively but to move from teaching high school adolescents into the marvellous world of adult
education and an even more marvellous world of teaching adult immigrants. Post script on Marina.
When she masters English she flees again, this time to Sydney and to a much younger partner. My
work with immigrant’s blossoms in Townsville and spills over into Brisbane and then Ipswich.
Refugee immigrants come to these cities in cultural waves emanating from the trouble spots of the
world. When I start working in the sector, the Vietnamese boat people are still arriving and how
quickly I love the Vietnamese with their work ethic, family values and heroism. And also because
they believe, unlike my high school students, that teachers are next to God and so they treat their
teachers with great respect bordering on adoration.
One day while visiting a Vietnamese student at home, I feel very envious. I am still bruised from a
broken marriage. Van* and her husband Minh* have a small market garden near the language
school and after raising her children and seeking out a living from this farmlet, Van comes to class to
learn English. It is her turn now and she loves it. She writes a long story of how her husband had
been imprisoned for 9 years in a re-education camp after the fall of Saigon and she was only allowed
two visits a year. For those nine years she travelled faithfully long distances by train for her sixmonthly half day visits with him. Their devoted commitment to each other creates a yearning in me.
Following the Vietnamese refugees, the people I teach come from Central America then Chile, the
former Yugoslavia, the Horn of Africa and more recently Afghanistan and the Middle East. Of course,
not all students are refugees. Business and skilled migrants and spouses also come from all parts of
the world. All these people bring with them not only the outward trappings of culture – food, dress
and language but also resilience, courage, faith, hope and a desire to give back.
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I am retired now but keep up some close connections developed in those years. I am grateful that I,
like my country, have grown and that we are so different now from how we were with the
prejudices that marked the 50’s and 60’s. Removing the White Australia Policy and diversifying the
profile of what it is to be Australian has enriched us all. Undoubtedly there are still pockets of racism
and discrimination but I am proud of the way Australia welcomes those who are different. I am
privileged to have a small window into their worlds in classrooms, at parties, citizenship and
graduation ceremonies, and celebrations of births of beautiful new Aussie babies. Australians all let
us rejoice.
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A Miner’s Tale or Two

A Miner’s Tale or Two

John Brett

John Brett

As a youth I entertained thoughts of joining the Royal Navy, but I ended up becoming Mining Engineer.
I’m glad I did do it because it has led me all over the world, much as it would have had I become a
sailor – like the old adage: become a sailor and see the world. The only difference is that a sailor sees
the better coastal parts of a country and the mining engineer usually the more remote and unromantic
parts. We tend not to “have a girl in every port” like sailors are said to do.
Mining, especially underground mining, is not for the faint-hearted or those suffering claustrophobia.
But, it is interesting and has its challenges; you truly have to be a jack of all trades but not necessarily
a master of none.
On 1st July 1958, I met a lovely young lady at my home town of Broadstairs, Kent, England and then
left soon after for a six-week work experience in South Africa. I graduated from Sheffield University in
June 1959, married that lovely young lady on 11th July 1959, and we set sail for my first full-time job
in South Africa on 23rd July 1959 aboard the then Union Castle Line’s “MV Capetown Castle”.
South Africa
My first appointment was at the St Helena Gold Mine in Welkom in the Orange Free State, where the
first of our children, Mandy Jane, was born on 16th June 1960
The St Helena Mine was some 1500m deep, which effectively meant that I went to work on surface at
1300m above sea level and got to the workplace some 200m below sea level – although the sea was
some 500km away!
The mine was worked by way of vertical shafts some 8 - 10m in diameter and with horizontal tunnels
driven along the strike of the gold-bearing reef at 60m intervals. The reef typically dips at about 25
degrees. “Raises”, as they are known, are driven up from one level to another in the reef from which
“stopes” are mined outwards either side of the raise. The fun part is that these stopes are only about
one to 1.5-metre-high, which entailed a lot of wear and tear on one’s posterior!
At those depths (and in other mines depths can be 4000 metres or more) temperatures get pretty
warm and this is exacerbated by increasing humidity. Heat stroke and heat exhaustion were things
one always had to be wary of (along with rock falls, methane explosions and various other dangerous
events). The human body sometimes measures things in a relative sense. As an example, in the middle
of winter, especially at night and on the “Highveld” temperatures can get below freezing. As you
descend the shaft, the temperature increases and at the working levels it can feel uncomfortably
warm. As you go further along the levels, it gets hotter and more humid. Your clothes become
saturated with sweat.
At the end of the shift, you walk back out again and you sense it getting cooler such that the
uncomfortably hot feeling you had at the start of the shift is now quite chilly and you need to change
into some dry clothes.
Cornwall
In 1967, we had the opportunity to return to the UK on secondment to work at a tin mine in Cornwall.
Cornwall was the birth place of “modern” mechanised mining with the invention and utilisation of the
steam engine. There are a couple of particularly interesting aspects to this which, in a way, form a
highlight of this story. They both involve the Levant Tin Mine near Penzance where mining began in
1857.
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Being right on the coast, some of the mine workings went out under the sea, actually under the
Atlantic Ocean. The orebody was vertical in nature and some mining worked upwards towards the
seabed. An old wives’ tale is that mining only stopped when the miners could hear the waves breaking!
Water needed to be pumped from the mine. The basis of the beam engine was that it operated in a
reciprocating motion. For water pumping, this involved an inline series of pumps (individually much
like a village pump) which pushed the water up from one pump to the next. By today’s standards this
is pretty inefficient and in order to minimise the vertical lift involved, drainage adits were driven from
the shaft to a point where the water could be discharged at the lowest possible point on the surface.
For transporting men into and out of the mine, a similar system was used. This involved two vertical
timber beams next to each other, one fixed and one moving up and down 12 feet (~3.6m) at a time.
On the fixed column, there were platforms every 12 feet. There were also platforms on the moving
beams, positioned such that at the end of each stroke the platforms were in line with each other. A
miner would stand on a fixed beam platform and when the moving beam reached its lower position
he would step across onto the elevating beam. At the top of the up stroke, he would then hop over to
the next fixed platform, and await the next elevating one. In that way he could leapfrog his way to
surface – and the reverse applied when going down the mine.
In 1919, there was a major disaster when the beam engine collapsed and many men of the ladder
were killed and injured. It eventually led to the closure of the mine.
This is where the two aspects come together. With the closure of the mine, water built up in the
workings until it overflowed into the drainage adit. However, there was then enough pressure in the
mine for it to burst upwards into the seabed. That was fine until it was decided to re-open the mine
in the 1960s. One could hardly expect to drain the Atlantic Ocean in order to do so! It required the
plugging the whole in the sea bed before dewatering could begin.
Another interesting aspect of mining in Cornwall was the reworking of what is called “tailings” or
refuse from the original processing operations. In the early days, these tailings were simply discharged
into what was to become known as the Red River for the rather obvious reason that it ran red with
the pollution. It discharged into idyllic St Ives Bay.
Over the years, nature did what the processing plants couldn’t – it concentrated the ore component
on the sea floor. In the late 1960s an attempt was made to dredge the sea bed, retreat the material
on board the dredge and recover the tin. It didn’t really work out because the separating methodology
relied on gravity and was adversely affected by the constant motion of the dredge at sea.
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A
Patch of Peace
A Patch of Peace
Nancy Andrews
Nancy Andrews

It invaded domestic privacy as never before - WAR
Nightly telecast showed the conflict running its demoralised course in Vietnam. “Vietnam? Where’s
that? “Near China …. isn’t it?”
Australians ignorant of the battlefield’s whereabouts knew, at least, that Australia was involved. When
interest turned from indignation to anger and despair protestors took to the streets. Politicians
nervous about future elections toned down their attitudes from “Run the bastards over!” to promising
gradual withdrawal of Australian troops from the battered country. But all this barely involved or
moved me. “I’m safe in my little patch in Australia, shielded from danger and grief and trauma,” I
thought selfishly and shrugged the thought away.
In 1966 war moved closer to home. My flatmate’s cousin was killed at the battle of Long Tan. So I
could no longer be indifferent. Through TV I had become familiar with the brutality and futility of war
and wished I could prevent it “But what can one person do?” I asked myself.
“Not much” was the silent answer. It was a let-off but the thought persisted. I tried to ignore it. In
1975 Saigon fell to the North Vietnamese. Sadly, I watched coverage of the confusion and despair of
the refugees seeking escape, be it by rickety truck, overcrowded aircraft or leaky boat. I pitied the
women fleeing with babies and children. “That could be me,” I realised, “except for a shift in time and
place.” And why should I be a lucky one? It all seemed so unfair. “All these people want is a place to
do ordinary everyday things in peace and it has been denied them. What can I do to relieve their
pain?” Again the question remained unanswered.
The opportunity came when a sponsored Viet family moved in next door. In a crowded unseaworthy
boat, they had survived their escape despite danger from pirates and capture and long detention in
Singapore. “I can’t help them in a big way but maybe small things will be a beginning” I resolved. So I
helped Tien, the mother, with shopping. Together we enrolled the school-age children and kitted them
with uniforms and books. I helped where I could with homework. I taught Tien patchwork quilting.
She taught me how to make Chicken with Cashews, a noodles dish. Delicious! “You buy chicken. I show
you,” she said.
She dismembered that fowl with ferocious expertise that was both fascinating and frightening to
watch. Sometimes as we sat sewing, she told me, often through tears, of the misery she and others
suffered while the war raged around them. “All I wanted was little place of peace,” she ventured. “For
children,” she added.
I picked up a square of patchwork fabric, “You mean a piece of peace,” I giggled. “Not big, small like
this, a patch.” She caught on to the joke. “A piece of peace” she laughed. “A patch of peace…”
The family settled well in our town, then suddenly they left. As I watched them go I wondered how
they would find life in the outer Brisbane suburb of Inala. Maybe they would find their patch of peace
there. I silently wished them good luck.
I too moved to the city. One day I went shopping at Inala. Signage in Viet script and the merchandise
for sale told me that Inala was indeed Little Saigon. Shoppers moved about doing the everyday things
Tien had once longed for. Groups stood around chattering happily.
“Is Tien here?” I wondered. “She probably wouldn’t remember me. How can I tell which is she
anyhow?” Then I noticed someone detach herself from a gathering of women. She walked towards
me. “Tien? …Yes? ... No?” This woman came up to me. As she silently, gently put her arms around me
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I knew who it was. “You help me long time ago, many ways, small things,” Tien smiled. She indicated
her surroundings. “Thank you. Now I happy in own patch of peace.”
As the old song says – Little things mean a lot….
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A
Time Before Tracey
A Time Before Tracey
Yvonne Hurst
Yvonne Hurst

There is little light in the DC3 as it circles widely around Roma, trying unsuccessfully to avoid the
huge storm. I hold the sick bag for one son while his brother continues to eat. The plane bounces
and shudders, on our way to Darwin.
In 1965 my husband Hugh, a Brisbane Customs Officer, is transferred to head a small team charged
with keeping drugs out of Australia. This responsibility covers the coast from Broome in Western
Australia to Cairns in Queensland. With no ship or air support it is an impossible task which my
husband has undertaken with passion.
He has been in Darwin for a couple of months. Government family housing is in short supply so he
has sought private accommodation for the interim. What he found was an original Administrator's
residence, now awaiting demolition.
While Hugh settled into his new role I was left the task of moving house, interviewing tenants,
packing goods into crates, notifying people. Two weeks before take-off, the boys came down with
ear infections and I was also ill.
It is dark by the time we land in Darwin. I am utterly exhausted and totally unprepared for a
reception committee. Well, just Hugh and several of his men. But I need time to adjust to my first
flight, first time away from home and illness. Hugh is so excited.
By this time, I'm feeling decidedly woozy, unable to absorb what is being said. Finally, I arrive at my
'home' for the next six months. Everywhere there is darkness, up a few stairs, through a confusing
array of empty echoing rooms. This is a huge building.
But first, it's the boy’s bedtime. "Where's the bathroom?"
There are four bathrooms on the wide verandah. Okay! Then from one of the toilets comes a
scream. "What's wrong, John?"
"Something slimy 'n cold touched my bottom!"
Hugh joins John in the cubicle. "It's ok, John, it's just the green frogs. Look there they are, under the
toilet rim. See? They won't hurt you."
And so to bed! My first night in Darwin!
The house sits on a cliff above Mindle Beach overlooking the Timor Sea. The block of land equals
four Brisbane house blocks with huge old trees shading house and land completely.
In bright sunshine this ancient house shows its age, gloomy rooms dark with faded paint and 15ft
ceilings. The hallway is a staggering 12ft x 27ft and features the only ceiling fan. We immediately
place four chairs below that fan. At the front of the house is an enormous ballroom with Masonite
covering the wooden flooring. This provides the boys with much fun, sliding on the smooth surface.
Many bedrooms line the opposite side of the hall. Across a lattice covered walkway are several
kitchens. I choose two bedrooms, one kitchen and one bathroom plus the hallway for our use.
The surrounding wide verandah has push out lattice panels in lieu of windows designed to catch any
cool air. Hugh works shifts which means I will often be alone with the boys at night and so I am
uneasy about no locks on any opening. As I can't do anything about it I choose to ignore this.
The sounds here are very different to suburban Brisbane. With no neighbours in sight, no sounds of
children playing, I am overwhelmed by the noise of raucous birds squabbling in the overhanging
trees. Everything here is strange to me. It feels like another country!
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Possums live in the ceiling, holding regular races at night, gallop gallop slide thump! As they race,
peeling paint from the ceiling flutters down on our beds like confetti.
The school is just a short walk, close to the Army Barracks. Within a few months, I am working on the
Barracks switchboard which is located within the Guard House, quite a distance from the office
complex. The switchboard requires a steady room temperature so is the only air conditioned room
in the Barracks. I am shown the ropes by the previous operator and that's it. I don't need to go to the
office building so never meet the office staff. It's a very strange way of doing things. Within the first
fortnight I am visited by the Officers, one at a time, to introduce themselves. Thinking I had met
them all I am surprised when another officer arrives. He doesn't introduce himself till it becomes
apparent I have no idea who he is. He is the Commanding Officer! During the day I am alone in the
Guard House, going off duty when the soldiers arrive for the night shift. There is free access to the
Barracks during the day so people frequently wander through. The Officers have direct access to the
outside so I receive few calls on the switchboard. During the school holidays the boys come to work
with me, practising cricket outside or playing in and out of the cells.
My uneasiness about living in such an isolated location rears its head as Hugh prepares for the night
shift. I am washing dishes when I see a cigarette glow in the dark. Hugh responds to my call and
searches the grounds. "Nothing!" he tells me. "There's no one there! It's just your imagination!" And
off he goes to work! But I know there was someone under that tree. So I prepare to defend my boys.
I turn on every light in the house. Determined to stay awake, I prop myself up in bed and arm myself
with Hugh's heavy torch. Later I learn that Hugh was concerned after seeing cigarette butts. He
directed the Customs car to check the grounds hourly while I slept peacefully through the night.
We left the dilapidated house without a backward glance, eager for the newish house in Rapid
Creek, but this ancient house had much to teach territory newcomers. It gave us unique experiences,
taught some history, and gave memories to last a lifetime.
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Around
the World
Around the World
Lloyd Knight
Lloyd Knight

In July 1965, toward the end of my second tour, flying C130 transport aircraft with No 36 Squadron
RAAF, I cracked it for a round the world trip to Melun-Villaroche, near Paris. We went to pick up the
second prototype of the Dassault ‘Mirage’ fighter, tail number A3-2, and bring it back to RAAF Base
Williamtown, NSW. The Australian Government Aircraft factory in Victoria was building this French
aircraft to equip our fighter squadrons. This was a ‘pearl’ of a trip because there had only been one
other such mission a couple of years earlier, to collect A3-1.
The ‘A’ model Herc did not have the range capabilities of later versions, so that meant many refuel
stops. We, the crew, could find no complaint with that. We were going to visit some very interesting
places. The Squadron Leader, Officer in Charge of the squadron’s flying, was the Captain. A younger
pilot and I were the two co-pilots. We had two Navigators, two Flight Engineers, two Loadmasters
and a few aircraft engineers who were going to oversee, and be involved in, the dismantling and
loading of the Mirage.
Our first stop was at Nandi, Fiji. There was nothing too exciting there except that it was the younger
navigator’s birthday, so we had a little celebration at our stopover hotel.
Next day we launched for Canton Island in the Phoenix Group, about halfway between Nandi and
Hawaii. Canton, now Kanton, had an interesting pre-war history with Britain and the US vying for
sovereignty. This almost escalated to something serious in 1937 when two naval ships fired across
each other’s bows in response to their commanders both wanting the same ‘best’ mooring.
The military and airline use of the airstrip had mainly ceased by the time we arrived, but there was
still a presence, and fuel, so it was a good stopover spot. Also, because we had crossed the Dateline,
our young navigator had his birthday all over again. A little coincidence here was that the same thing
happened to another crewmember on another occasion. We had arrived after dark, so we didn’t get
to see much of that beautiful atoll.
Next morning, we were up and on our way to Hickam Air Base next to Pearl Harbour in Hawaii. We
took a twenty-four-hour layover, visiting historic sites such as the USS Arizona memorial, Sea World
and some shopping.
Then it was off to the North American mainland with overnight stops at Travis United States Air
Force Base near San Francisco and the Royal Canadian Air Force Base at Trenton, Ontario. From
Trenton we flew to Gander, Nova Scotia on the Atlantic coast. We spent one night there before
launching on our trans-Atlantic crossing to Melun-Villaroche, Southeast of Paris. This sector took us
to the South of Ireland and over the South Coast of Wales and England. We had an interesting sight
on this leg. As we flew along this sector, with no clouds in the sky, we viewed the whole coastline
from Lands’ End to Dover, a rare occurrence.
And so! Here we were in the sunny Summer of France. It was fairly awe inspiring for we
‘antipodeans’, none of us had been to this part of the world before. We aircrew types now had six
free days to seek the wonders of the ‘old world’ while the Dassault engineers and our ground crew
loaded our precious cargo.
Some of the little anecdotes that I can remember from those days are:
The senior Navigator was in charge of the official US dollar Imprest advance to pay bills along
the way and he also had our money exchanged when he went to the ‘Banque’. When he
returned, he sat on his bed counting out the 1000 Franc notes with us all gathered around
waiting our turn. He suddenly cried out, “My God! They’ve given me a couple of 10,000
Franc bills by mistake. He rang the manager to ask how he should handle the situation and
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was told that a couple of years earlier the government had re-issued the inflated currency,
one new note for ten old ones and some of the old currency was still in circulation. It was no
windfall; the ‘tens’ were worth only ‘one’.
In the hotel in which we were housed one of the airmen commented one morning that he
was having trouble flushing the toilet in his room. Someone pointed out to him that the
toilet was down the hall. He was using the bidet, a rather foreign utility for we ‘colonials’.
I was walking down a street one day when this Australian sounding voice behind me said,
“G’day Aussie”. I turned and could only see two French looking young men. The one with the
little suave moustache and cockily slanted beret grinned and said, “I haven’t spoken to an
Aussie for about three years”. He had noticed my Qantas shoulder bag in which I was
carrying my camera gear. It turned out that he was born in French Polynesia to a French
mother and Australian father and spent his school years in Australia. He had left home at
seventeen, gone to French West Africa and had now become a Parisian. I tripped around
with him and his non-English speaking pal for a couple of days as they showed me the sights.
Most of that time we spent in the Louvre.
Our Navigators always kept their Air Force watches set on GMT (UTC) for navigation
purposes. The pair of them decided to spend a couple of days in London. Of course, we were
all ‘British’ in those days so they didn’t require visas. They said, “At last, after all these years,
our watches will tell the right time”. Wrong! It was Summer time so they were still an hour
out.
That was a great time with a ferry ride on the Seine, an ascent of the Eiffel Tower and a visit to Notre
Dame. But it was all over too soon and we were off on the second half of our circumnavigation.
So, on day twelve we set sail (or Wing) for the then Greek island of Cypress where we spent one
night at the Royal Air Force Base at Akroteri. We were not permitted to fly over the Suez area or
Israel, so we had to fly North over Ankara in Turkey, then East to Tehran, Iran, then South to Bahrain
in the Persian Gulf. I would not like to fly that route these days!
We spent the night there then flew to the Island of Gan in the Maldives, south of India and another
RAF base. We had a rest day there and I enjoyed my first experience of snorkelling. The RAF officer
whose room I shared loaned me his gear and I spent a couple of hours paddling over the coral reef
and peering down over the ‘shelf’ at the myriad of fish, big and small, and other interesting shapes.
It was all routine flying on the last three days as we proceeded via Cocos Island, RAAF Base Pearce in
Perth, to RAAF Base Williamtown NSW. Not many people can boast that they flew a Mirage jet
fighter from Paris to Newcastle. But my colleagues and I can, albeit that it was in the back of our
beloved Herc.
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An Unpredicted Life

An Unpredicted Life

Beryce Nelson

Beryce Nelson

Born in January 1947 you could call me a ‘Baby Boomer’ but I am not typical of that era and could
never have predicted where life would take me. Very early memories involve how my father’s life
reflected his army service commitment. We would sit on the back steps at home in Brisbane and he
would show me exactly how a soldier cleaned his boots. This was relevant because I was also one of
the little ‘tin soldiers’ of the era, forced to wear leg irons with boots from infancy to six years of age.
It was just one of the ways he helped me to cope with being disabled. From my mother I learned
about commitment when we went by tram to Royal Children’s Hospital for my intensive
physiotherapy three times a week. From her I also learnt patience and resilience and we were both
devastated at my father’s untimely death in late 1950. Less than two months later my mother was
severely injured in an accident. So, for the next eighteen months I lived with my Godparents on a
sheep station near Tara and while there, learned to read, to love music and despite my disability,
was taught to ride, gaining a lifelong love of horses and country life.
After the recovery of my mother I returned to Brisbane in late 1951, was given shorter leg irons and
started school in 1952. The following year the leg irons came off and my school life improved
dramatically. In 1955 I was also lucky enough to be selected to join Australia’s leading children’s
choir, learning self-discipline, the joy of performance and especially teamwork. But the biggest
reason for my life’s happy progress during these years was being one of the ‘Legacy Kids’. On a
Saturday we went to Moorlands (now the site of Wesley Hospital) where we learned to play tennis,
do gymnastics, speech and drama etc. The lessons were provided by volunteers successful in their
field. Legacy definitely guided me towards a life of public service. All of these things could never
have been predicted to happen in my life and how much they would all affect my life as an adult. My
mother also had an amazing influence. She had a great sense of humour, a strong community service
ethic and was a feminist before it was fashionable. She told me to ‘reach for the stars’ so I worked
hard, won a scholarship and became a radiographer, working at Royal Brisbane and Royal Children’s
Hospitals.
In 1968 I married and after time living in Sydney in the early
1970s, we returned to Brisbane and the most unexpected
event in our lives was the birth in June 1972 of our second
child with Down Syndrome. I remember sitting on the bed with
my son some months later and trying to explain to his threeyear old sister that he had some problems because he was
Down Syndrome. ‘Well’, she said, ‘I have Up Syndrome’, which
made us all laugh. But services available for disabled children
at that time were well meant but inadequate so, with a group
of other families, we founded the Down Syndrome Association
in Queensland, the first in Australia, and many of us also
became politically active. You could say that the rest belongs to
history.

Above: Mrs Nelson in Early 1981 after
being sworn in at Parliament House.
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The next completely unpredicted event was being elected to
the Queensland State Parliament in 1980 and being one of only
two female MPs at that time. Serving the Aspley electorate was
a privilege. We achieved a lot in that decade and with strong
community and parliamentary support, saved many heritage
sites including Moreton Island, the New Farm Powerhouse, the
Customs House, and made lasting improvements to services
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for people with disabilities. I also worked hard to ensure that more women from both major parties
were nominated for safe seats in the Queensland Parliament.
After losing at the 1989 election I served on a number of charity and industry boards, did quite a bit
of travel and ran a marketing business. In 1992 my two lovely daughters gave me a series of art and
Bridge lessons when I turned 45 and my love of watercolour painting began. Playing Bridge would
have to wait for my retirement because I later returned to university for post graduate studies and
commenced my final unpredicted career of lecturing, first for Study Group Australia and then, James
Cook University in Brisbane. I adored that completely unpredicted part of my life and was
devastated when I had to retire in 2010 because of ill health after being coughed on by a child who
unknowingly gave me Whooping Cough. That was another radical life-changer. It damaged my voice,
left me with Arrhythmia and it took me nearly a year to recover.
Some years earlier I had moved to a country town in south east Queensland planning for a quieter
life. So much for that idea! After recovering from my illness, I quickly learned that you do more work,
but for free. I became involved in local community art and history groups These many happy and
unpredicted parts of my adult life were only topped by my marriage in 2013 to an artist living
nearby. We had been friends for a long time and shared a love of travel and books as well as art and
history, so it was no surprise to our family and friends when we married. I had already been a
member of the Somerset Art Society and Toogoolawah & District History Group for some time and
became secretary of the History Group in 2013. In late 2018 the History Group held a major art
exhibition at our regional art gallery to mark the centenary of the end of World War One.
It was called ‘An End to Conflict’ and one of the many amazing exhibits was an original WW1 bicycle
used by Australian cyclist messengers on the Western Front in France. It touched my heart as that
was part of my father’s service during that war. Now, when the world is battling COVID19, its biggest
crisis since World War Two, that bicycle continues to remind me of the ongoing work of all our
health, emergency services, police and defence personnel and how much we owe them for their
many sacrifices. We are living in completely unpredictable times and can only hope it will all end
well.

Beryce with a bicycle and uniform worn by Australian cyclist messengers on the Western Front in
World War One.
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Bob’s Adventures

Bob’s Adventures

Robert Johnson

Robert Johnson

Born on the Royal Flying Doctors plane in 1953 in Broken Hill NSW. My mother, Laurel, was born in
1936 and her father was an Aboriginal man. I grew up at Wollongong and went to school at Dapto
primary and secondary school. I got a job as an off sider on a removal truck and worked in timber
yards. I got married in 1985 and had two children a boy and a girl, we lived at Magnetic Island and
had a shop, it was a general store. I got divorced after 10 years of marriage at Darwin. I then got a
job at Katherine as a leading hand on a mango farm, that was owned by Kerry Packer. I had a motor
bike accident and broke my mouth in four places. After my motorbike accident I went to pubs and
then developed a drinking problem that resulted in me becoming a resident in facilities to stop my
drinking. I ended up at Tarampa Lodge and Tarampa is my forever home.

Royal Flying Doctor Service NSW
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Castle
in Spain
Castle in Spain
Parma Davies
Parma Davies

Barcelona! A city that should hold so many memories, if only they were not shrouded in that last
anguished embrace at the end of the holiday romance of a lifetime.
Though it happened a long time ago, it will always be encapsulated in a magic moment of time, to be
peeped at for occasional reassurance against the encroaching arrival of cellulite, creaky knees and a
hair rinse “slightly lighter than your natural colour dear”!
In the heady days of the fifties the Spanish Costa Brava was Mecca to we sun seeking Scots. For two
glorious weeks we could revel in the luxury of a first-class hotel overlooking the sea, “all meals
included”. We could dance and wine the nights away, then fry on the beach all day to acquire the
obligatory tan while charging our batteries for more of the same.
Then Fritz arrived! In the best Hollywood tradition our eyes literally met across a crowded dining
room. He and his friend had driven from Germany in his sleek white open sports car. He was tall,
blond, superbly built and spoke devastatingly seductive broken English.
As we moved into the bar he acknowledged my presence, but it was his friend and my friend Dot
who seemed to connect that evening.
Next morning the phone in our hotel room buzzed us awake. Struggling to gather my morning wits, I
let Dot answer it.
“Ok, Yes, I’ll tell her”
“Who was that?” I asked sleepily.
“Only Jesus…”
I gasped, forgetting for the moment that this was not an uncommon name in Spain. “The lobby
porter. He says Fritz wants to meet you for breakfast.”
I could hardly believe it. Of all the gorgeous girls strutting their stuff on the sun kissed beach that
summer this handsome hunk chose me.
So by day we swam and sunbathed, lathering each other liberally with Ambre Solaire. “Now turn
over and I will do your back side,” he said in his simpatico English as we stretched on the sand,
heedless of the teeming masses sprawled around us. We would walk hand in hand along the rippling
edge of the tideless Mediterranean and explore the tiny cobbled back streets where the mingling
aroma of tobacco and cheeses was almost as intoxicating as the local wine.
We ate dinner at separate tables which the hotel had allocated to us as part of the “package”, but
our eyes frequently locked in knowing looks and growing impatience to be together again. In those
innocent days of the fifties, together didn’t mean a quick hop into bed. It meant romantic nights
dancing under the stars then sampling the local beverages in our favourite bodegas to the strains of
the flamenco guitar. It meant tearing ourselves apart at the bedroom door to sleep away the wasted
hours till we could be with each other again.
All too soon Fritz’s last day arrived. Deciding to spend it away from the madding crowd, we drove
southwards along the twisting, rugged coast road, the warm breeze caressing our cheeks and ruffling
our hair. To our right groves of oranges, lemons and pomegranates stretched ever onwards and to
our left rocky cliffs dragged our gaze down towards the sea.
Then we spotted it! Our Castle in Spain! I can’t remember what it looked like inside, but I will never
forget that incredible moment when we stepped out from the dimness of the old fortress to behold
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a sweeping sun drenched terrace overlooking the sparkling Mediterranean. Purple and pink
bougainvillea spilled from elaborate white ceramic pots and trailed along the low battlements. As we
crossed to look out at the ocean, mandolin music drifted up from a lower terrace leading down to
the sea. Warner Brothers could not have prepared a more romantic setting!! Here we clung to each
other and pledged our undying love and devotion….and we truly meant it.
Fritz left to return to Germany very early the next morning and Dot and I set off on a planned day
trip to Barcelona. I suppose we visited all the right tourist spots, but that day I didn’t care!
We wrote for more than a year and we planned to reunite at our Castle in Spain but other people
and events took us on different paths and the letters faded into wistful reminiscences that shall
remain forever locked in memory.
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Childhood Memories in England

Childhood Memories in England

Lynda Young

Lynda Young

My first memory, as a child, was of deep, white, sparkly snow on a windowsill in Weymouth, U.K. I
must have been about three in 1950, on my way to a new home in the seaside village of Highcliffe in
Hampshire.
My childhood was idyllic, or so it seems now - warm sea for swimming in summer and woods to
explore in winter. How simple life was then, post war Britain, a new queen (I lost my coronation
mug) loving parents and crazy friends. I could walk to school, or rather hop, skip and run, up to the
main road, along past Redwoods shoe shop, Mr Matthew's ice-cream shop and Misslebrook and
Westerns the grocers. I'd slow down past the sweet shop below the pavement. My eyes took in all
the colourful jars - giant gobstoppers, sherbet cylinders with liquorice straws, dolly mixtures, toffee
cups mmm.
One day, with my eyes always glued to the pavement, outside that sweet shop, I found a trail of
money! Every little while I picked up a coin; pennies, sixpences, shillings, I could not believe my luck!
I knew where I was going after school that day. Probably because I was so close to the ground I was
always looking down as I walked. I found a watch once and proudly handed it in to Mr Duffin, the
policeman. On my birthday the grateful owner came to our house with a reward, how lucky was
that?
Summer meant holidays - wobbling down the beach on my father's tall bicycle. I would sit in front of
his knees on the crossbar, holding onto the handlebars, being very careful not to get my fingers
caught in the brakes! I'd lean back onto his warm chest and feel the bicycle surge forward with every
thrust of his legs. The weather, in the summer of my childhood, was always sunny and warm with
the scent of newly mown lawns wafting in the breeze.
Our garden was a paradise of strawberries, peas, raspberries and apples. From a flat area of dirt my
father magicked lawn, hedges, fruit trees, vegetables and a swing. The coal hole became a fishpond.
Every day after school l would duck down below the kitchen window and head for the back garden,
hoping not to be seen. Mum always knew I was there. She could see my head bobbing along
between the rows of raspberries. There were fresh peas in snappy green pods, handfuls of warm
juicy boysenberries. Sometimes I would catch our pet tortoise in the strawberries with a strawberry
hanging out of the sides of his flat mouth - one less for me! What a marvellous way to end a school
day, let loose in that wonderland of fruit and vegetables.
There were two tall apple trees at the end of the garden, just right for climbing. My grandmother
always had forty fits when she saw me waving precariously at the top, watching for fires on the
common. We'd hear the fire engine siren and race to the top of the tree to spot smoke pouring from
the gorse and bracken. Our elderly neighbour, Mrs Leach, had different apple trees to ours,
beautiful, large, juicy yellow apples which could be reached from the top of her shed. I remember
the roof was soft and sticky in summer and we would scratch our names in the tar.
Autumn meant conkers! We loved to shuffle through the horse chestnut's yellow leaves and collect
bags of conkers gleaming brown in spiky green cases. These we would proudly take to school, having
speared them through with a skewer and threaded them on string to make our weapons. The
playground would be littered with broken horse chestnuts as battles were fought with 'sixers' and
'niners'. How many conkers could be split by the champion? l used to close my eyes as l held up my
conker to be whacked by my friends. Sometimes they would miss and knuckles would be grazed or
bits of flying conker would hit a face. Autumn also meant nuts, lots of them. Chestnuts, and
hazelnuts to be prised out of prickly cases. There were blackberries too along the hedgerows,
stained fingers and faces bearing witness to how many didn't make it to the bowl for jam.
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Naked trees heralded winter, snow, ice and cold winds. As a child I don't remember the short days
and staying inside. My memories are of filling old clothes with straw for the guy on Guy Fawkes
night, building a huge bonfire and running away from jumping jack fireworks. We wore black, tall
rubber wellies to slosh through the snow to school with shoes to change into once we were there.
So many clothes to wear to school, shirt, tunic, tie, jumper, coat, mackintosh, scarf and gloves No
wonder we all walked with our arms out stiffly like robots. My mother always remembers one
winter’s day, on the way to school, when she slid on an iced puddle and landed on a bag of paper
lanterns, we had spent the weekend making. They were all flattened, and I was terribly upset, I could
not see the funny side at all.
Christmases were always the same - the excitement of waking to a pillowcase full to the brim with
presents. Always the Girl annual, new colouring book and pencils and right at the bottom – nuts and
oranges. We only used the front room for special occasions, Christmas or when we had visitors, with
a warm open coal fire. Every Sunday, or so it seemed, after a delicious roast, my Father, the dog and
I went walking across the common to the woods. I’d take my precious I-Spy books and l would
diligently fill in the details of what I had seen. We recorded birds, fungi, trees, flowers, animals and
to this day I still have some of those I-Spy books with my clear, juvenile writing proudly recording the
treasures I'd seen as a ten-year-old in Hampshire.
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Choices
Choices
Vivienne Cole
Vivienne Cole

“So what do you want to be when you grow up?" My childhood aspirations were high- very high, at
first, I wanted to be a "singer on the radio" These were post-war pre-television days. Vera Lynn was
still singing "Somewhere over the rainbow" on the radio no less! My big sister was singing, "I'm a
happy little Vegemite," around the house and I was singing "All things bright and beautiful," at
Sunday School.
My ambition to make it to radio was squashed even before it had a chance to bloom. Our Sunday
School choir, all of six kids, was practising one day for the Sunday service when the teacher called
me aside and said, “You mustn’t sing in the choir. You're flat!" Summarily excluded and deflated, I
cried all the way home - not just for the humiliation but for the potential loss of a career. But school
afforded me another opportunity. My adored year 7 teacher was a lover of singing and he inspired
us all with his love of operettas. He turned our class into a mini school choir but when we were
singing “Willow, Tit Willow, Tit Willow” from The Mikado, he walked around the class listening for
the flat voice. Having found me, he kindly let me stay in the school choir but implored me not to sing
the high notes. I knew then that goal would never be reached. Alas I abandoned the dream.
At about 11, I sensed a very strong call to be a spy - an espionage agent for my country. I am sure my
mother’s love of mysteries was the reason for this but I didn’t realise that then. I thought it was a
divine call. My mother loved mysteries, in particular murder mysteries (real ones) and spy thrillers.
The Bogle-Chandler case kept her busy for hours as did Graeme Thorne's kidnapping. She pored over
newspaper cuttings piecing together who did these dastardly deeds. It was also the era of the Petrov
Affair in Australia, the Russian agent who defected in Australia and the Kim Philby Affair, the double
agent who ended his days in Russia. Russian Sputniks circled the globe spying from space lingering
especially long over our town. Solving riddles and uncovering plots were the stuff of my dreams.
What greater service could I give Australia? It was a heady mix of danger and intrigue and I was very
excited by the prospect.
But there was an impediment. I knew I could crack codes and surely I could acquire a poisoned
tipped umbrella somehow but my sensitive 11-year-old conscience became very concerned about
how I could reconcile all the lying I would have to do with the standards of honesty I'd been brought
up with. I don't remember stressing over sticking the umbrella into the enemy in crowded places
though.
I think conscience won out and I realised I couldn't do a job that left me so conflicted. How
wonderful is the imagination of children? I always loved school and playing school, with me as
teacher, of course, and the neighbourhood younger ones as my pupils. This was a feature of many
happy (for me) hours of play. Teaching didn’t feature in my “What do you want to do when you grow
up?” ambitions until high school when the magic of childhood dreaming dissolved into more realistic
aspirations. But I think by eventually becoming a teacher I might have been financially better off
than being a singer on the radio and certainly safer than being a spy.
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David’s Life Story

David’s Life Story

David Raaen

David Raaen

Born in Brisbane hospital boxing day 1964, lived at Redcliffe till I was 8 years old. I moved to Kilcoy
went to school there in secondary school and did manual arts. Then while at School I did an
apprenticeship as a refrigeration mechanic, once completing my trade I got a job at Brian Byrt as a
car salesman. I became over weight and unhealthy and I quite the job lived off superannuation for a
while and then got a job as a driller and did that for three years.
I sat in a pub in my home town of Kilcoy and got offered a job as a maintenance man on road works.
I was then involved in a car accident and got a brain injury, lung problems and ended up in care
facilities before arriving at my forever home Tarampa Lodge.

Redcliffe Shopping Strip 1970
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Down Memory Lane

Down Memory Lane

Isabella Verrall

Isabella Verrall

My name is Isabella. I was born in 1933 and now am in my 87th year. I was the second girl in my family,
having a sister two years older. My earliest memory is of my mother, father, sister and myself sitting
in the kitchen in front of our wood stove, with our pet black cat sitting on my father’s shoulder. The
image is so vivid even to this day.
As time went on two brothers were added to our family. We were now a family of six. My parent’s
made a loving home for us. We lived in what was then known as a worker’s cottage – an open front
veranda, three bedrooms, lounge, kitchen, back veranda which was closed in with wooden louvers
and at one end a small bathroom with a tin bath. The wood stove had a tank on one side which was
heated by the fire. Each night Mum used this hot water (and cold) for us each to have a bath from
eldest to youngest. The laundry was in a shed in the back yard where there was a copper for boiling
the white clothes and sheets etc. To stack firewood next to the copper was one of our jobs. No
detergent then as we sliced slivers of velvet soap in to the copper, coloured clothes were hand
washed.
My sister and I had many jobs to do. We didn’t get pocket money as it was accepted that according to
our age, jobs were allocated which benefited the family. One of my favourites was walking about two
miles to the farm for our milk and being allowed to feed the poddy calves with the separated milk. We
were then given some cream to take home. We used billy cans for the milk and cream. My sister would
have been eight and six when we started this job. Depending on the circumstances, either morning
tea or dinner at night, we would have girdle scones with rosella jam and cream. Girdle scones were
triangular and cooked on a girdle on top of the stove. My grandfather made the girdle as he was a
blacksmith. We were responsible for keeping the chips (kindling) and the wood box filled for the stove
which was alight nearly all day, especially in winter.
My mother was a great cook, we always had homemade meals and sat together around the table in
the kitchen, the hub of the house. We had never heard of take away meals. Mum cooked all our meals,
made jam from fruit, rosella being my favourite. Soup was made from bacon bones and countless
other ingredients. A pound (lb) of mince could make at least three meals; a meat pie, stew, rissoles
etc. with our home grown vegetables. Our parents had a great vegetable garden plus some fruit trees.
We always had dessert that Mum cooked, for example rice pudding, tapioca, sago, different fruit pies,
fresh fruits such as pawpaw and pineapple or homemade ice cream made in a churn. My favourite
dessert was baked custard.
My Mother had many skills which she used to our advantage; home maker, cook, dressmaker and
gardener were but a few. My father had been injured in a mining accident so the bulk of the work was
done by my mother. My father passed away when I was 10, my sister 12 and my brother’s six and four
respectively. My Mother had a giant hill to climb. There wasn’t a widow’s pension in those days only
an allowance called “State Aid” which was given out at the Booval Police Station. Three of us were
now at school which was three miles away. We walked there and back each week day. Our uniforms
were homemade and each afternoon we changed into our “yard clothes”. We had three sets of
clothes, yard clothes, school clothes and good clothes for Church. Even to this day it is hard to get out
of this habit. Our life continued as before with our school work and home jobs. My mother was a very
intelligent lady and we were encouraged to achieve good results, even my sister and I.
Our maternal grandparents lived behind us with a gate in the back fence. They also had a big vegetable
garden and a hen house; so combined with our garden we had a supply of food and also some eggs
and sometimes a welcome hen to bake. My grandfather was a blacksmith and closing my eyes, I can
picture the forge, bellow and anvil which were used to make horse shoes and various other apparatus.
The sizzling sound of the red hot shoes as they were lowered into a barrel of water, I can hear to this
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day. He made a triangular pot stand for me when I married. Granddad was of the “old school” which
had the notion that boys were educated but girls would only get married. We had many discussions
about this idea as I grew up. When I was six in 1939 World War Two started and many things changed.
Our world at home wasn’t affected as we still had love, food and school etc. but not much money.
Coupons were used for everyday items. My grandparents bought sugar in calico bags and mum boiled
the bags in the copper together with other calico as it was coupon free. She used this to make dresses
and undies for us, trimmed with scraps of material. There wasn’t any elastic so we had buttons on our
undies.
I have many other memories of our life up until the war started. I don’t want to give the impression
that everything was always rosy; but on the whole we had a good life with loving parents. As children
we didn’t have a lot of material things and sometimes this was hard to realise. We walked everywhere
– no car or other transport. As we became older I realised my mother gave of her best. She was a very
strong person and always put her children first. We were taught lots of life facts which I have tried to
pass on to my children, grandchildren and great grandchildren. She was very proud of us all, as we
were of her. I always try to be kind to people, have good manners and be honest always. If you can’t
say something good, don’t say anything.
Finally, I sit in my chair. Close my eyes and the memories coming flooding back. There are so many
more.
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Dust
Off
Dust Off
Lloyd Knight
Lloyd Knight

Dust-off is the acronym for the motto of the US Army Medical Corps: ‘Dedicated Unhesitating Service
To Our Fighting Forces’. The term was used to describe a helicopter operation that provided the
MedEvac of wounded troops. In 1969, the US Army 45th Medical Company normally flew these
missions. They had units based at Long Binh and Vung Tau, as well as Nui Dat. They did a magnificent
job supporting the ANZAC forces. Sometimes they were busy elsewhere, so we had to look after our
own.
It had been a very long day. Dusk descended as we made our final approach to the helicopter landing
area at Nui Dat. We completed our approach to a hover and air taxied over to the fuelling area to gas
up, preparatory to returning to our main base at Vung Tau, about a twenty-minute flight to the south.
A delay on our final mission for the day had made us late, so all the other squadron aircraft had
returned to base. For tactical expediency, helicopters were usually refuelled with engines running.
This was potentially dangerous because of fire risk. The pilots’ seatbelts were undone, and seat armour
retracted to allow rapid escape in the event of a mishap. The crewman conducted the fuelling
operation with the door gunner manning the fire extinguisher. I was riding left seat. This is normally
the co-pilot’s position in the Huey. Because I was the Squadron Training Officer, I often occupied this
seat while the young pilot I was checking, flew from the command, right hand seat. In this case the
training officer takes on the co-pilot duties.
As the crewman was completing the fuelling operation, a call came through from the Command and
Control Centre, to which I replied, ‘Albatross zero two, go ahead’. The controller responded, ‘A platoon
has come under heavy fire, twenty minutes from your position. One soldier critically injured. Require
immediate Dust-off. Both Medical Core units (US Army) are presently deployed and cannot respond.
Are you able to accept this task?’ I answered, ‘Albatross zero two, affirmative, go ahead with location
and details’. The other pilot called to the crewman, ‘Dust-off!’ and told the door gunner to grab the
spare stokes litter. This is a seven-foot long stainless-steel stretcher fitted with straps, and used to lift
casualties, or cargo. One of these units was located near the fuelling plant for just such an exigency.
The crewmen had also received rudimentary first-aid training, to enable them to cope with this type
of mission.
I copied down the details, which were in code: the location grid reference, call sign and radio channel,
and the nature of injuries. The wounded digger had four gunshot wounds to the thorax. Because of
the seriousness of his injuries, we were also instructed to take the casualty direct to the military
hospital in Saigon. I advised the crewman and door gunner to wear their bulletproof plates under their
flak jackets because we could come under attack. These curved shields, made of Kevlar, were part of
the bulletproof vest issued to all crew. The crewman and gunner often placed them under their seats,
to protect their important parts from rounds fired from directly below the aircraft. The other pilot and
I exchanged seats and he took over the co-pilot duties.
With all checks completed, we took off into the now black night, and headed west at an altitude of
around two thousand feet, about six hundred metres, to our task site. The co-pilot established
communications with the platoon. The officer in charge advised us that the potentially hot area was
several hundred metres to their south. They were fairly sure that the enemy had either succumbed to
the return fire, or had quit the vicinity. He had called in the gunnies in case they went hot again.
Because they were located in tall timber, he warned that we would need to perform a hundred-foot
winch lift. The casualty wasn’t really stable. He had lost a lot of blood, and there was nothing more
they could do for him, except get him to hospital. He was already strapped into a fold-up stretcher
and ready to be lifted. I advised that we would terminate our approach to a hover in the treetops using
the landing light. The Huey is equipped with two powerful, controllable lights. The landing light, under
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the belly, can be rotated from vertically down to straight ahead. The searchlight is located under the
nose and can be swivelled in all directions. Either pilot can control the lights, and the crewman/winch
operator, on the right side of the aircraft, can switch the landing light on and off.
We would use no other lights so as to make the aircraft as inconspicuous as possible.
The patrol had floated a balloon light, which was attached to a string, up through the trees to mark
their position. This is a helium-filled, red balloon with a small battery powered light inside. They also
flashed a Morse code letter with a shielded torch, which we read back to confirm their identification.
This was an added security measure, used in case the enemy also sent up a balloon to attract the
helicopter crew to the wrong location, and thereby become a target. We made our approach to the
balloon, heading west to place the left-hand gunner facing the previously hot area. I turned the landing
light on at the last minute and told the crewman, ‘You have the Con’.
During winching (hoist) operations, the pilot hands over the directing of the aircraft’s position to the
crewman/winch operator. He then coaches the pilot into the final position, something similar to the
old WW2 bomb-aimer. He keeps the pilot informed about the progress of the deployment of the
winching cable, the hook-up, and the instruction to ‘Take the weight’. The pilot applies power to
ensure that the helicopter is capable of lifting the extra load. Then the crewman reels up the patient,
keeping the crew informed of the progress of the operation. He also keeps a check on the tail rotor’s
clearance from obstacles. It’s a highly responsible job.
The crewman gave me the last few corrections to our position, to place the aircraft directly over the
casualty. I descended until the skids were at treetop level, having ensured that the tail rotor was in a
clear area. The crewman started the cable on its way to the wounded man below. When the hook was
about half way down, all hell broke loose to our left. Heavy fire with tracer rounds came up through
the trees and, our door gunner started pounding away with his M60 machine gun. The Aussie troops
below also returned heavy fire and another fight was on. The man on the ground yelled over the radio,
‘Get that chopper out of there!’ I had already switched off the light and was applying power, climbing
vertically so that the hook wouldn’t snag in the trees. The co-pilot set maximum transient power and
we climbed at about four thousand feet per minute. The winch operator was madly reeling in the
cable, and the gunner continued letting them have it to our left. As we went through a one-hundredfoot increase in altitude, I nosed over and high-tailed it out of there, into the safety of the big black
sky. As we climbed rapidly to the west, two gunnies rolled into an attack on a reciprocal course out to
our left. We turned right, to the east, and set up an orbit at a couple of thousand feet and three
kilometres from the firefight.
After about twenty minutes we advised the Platoon Leader that we would need to refuel if we were
going to take the casualty to Saigon. He replied that they would need at least half an hour to subdue
this new threat, so we scurried back to Nui Dat. We flew at maximum cruise speed, landed and filled
the tanks. We hadn’t been called back in yet, so we returned at our best endurance speed to conserve
fuel.
Arriving back on station after an absence of forty minutes, we could see that the fight was still going
on. It was hectic down there with heavy machine gun fire, grenades and rockets. The gun-ships were
giving their best, making pass after pass against the heavy resistance.
We commenced orbiting again and waited to be called in to make another attempt. During this period
of relative respite, the crew started to talk on the intercom. There was an aura of virtual light
heartedness that was probably a self-protective reaction, due to various levels of anticipation as to
what we could expect next. We discussed the pros and cons of risking being shot down.
I have never felt ‘scared’ during combat operations. That seems to come later when you are safe and
have time to ponder the ‘what ifs’. However, I do recall vividly that throughout that half hour wait, I
certainly felt apprehensive about returning to such a potentially dangerous situation. Decisions,
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decisions! It would not be smart to place the aircraft and crew, and the troops underneath, in a
position where we could all be wiped out by being shot down. On the other hand, our duty was to
rescue the person down there, who was obviously in a life-threatened state. On that occasion, I didn’t
have to make the decision. After about another twenty minutes, the shooting had ceased, and the
gunnies said they were returning to base. The bloke on the radio called us saying, ‘Thanks for your
help Dust-off, the battle’s over, come back in the morning.’ The young door gunner, who had just
experienced his first fire-fight said, ‘Thank Goodness, he must be alright now.’ There was a moment’s
silence before the older, experienced crewman said, ‘Yeah, I suppose so. We don’t recover body bags
at night.’ The young man sobbed into his microphone, ‘I didn’t know that’s what he meant – but I
didn’t want to go back down there again.’
Over the years I have often wondered what a difference a few more minutes would have made. If
we’d managed to get him on the hook before they started shooting; maybe, we could have towered
out and saved him. Then I think about the other possible outcomes. He may have been snagged in the
trees and brought us all down. He may have been shot again! And of course, with such severe injuries
his chances of surviving that kind of ordeal would have been extremely slim.

Bell UH-1 (Huey)
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Earth to Earth

Earth to Earth

Jeffery Broad

Jeffery Broad

My friend David Bright grew up in Broken Hill, 'The Silver City', a world leader in the mining of silver,
lead and zinc. This was probably the only reason the town existed as it was located in some of the
most inhospitable country in the land, with summer temperatures frequently over forty degrees
centigrade and an average annual rainfall of only 250 mm.
Back in the fifties, the air of the town and the soil of the land were permeated with lead dust which,
among other detriments, removed the paint from the ubiquitous weatherboard dwellings and
permanently damaged the linings of miners' lungs often with devastating results. My story is about
David's father George, who was a miner, as had his father before him. George was an abstemious
man. Of course he didn't smoke. Miners gave a horse laugh to the sick joke that smoking could ruin
your lungs. He was thrifty, but not mean, always giving his wife, Grace, what she needed for
housekeeping and for feeding and clothing David and his sister, Kate.
David claimed his parents were anxious that their children received as good an education as possible
and were determined that David would never have to go down a mine. Like most of the miners in
those days, his family lived in a small and modest bungalow-style house with a back yard just big
enough for George to grow vegetables. For most of the time, he had enough water from his
rainwater tanks and the limited town supply to indulge this interest. He was able to sell much of his
produce to local shopkeepers.
In the seventies, when it became necessary for mines to go deeper to maximise extraction, it was
obvious that owners would eventually have to adopt emerging new technology that required less
manual labour. But George was preparing for this. Sure enough, in about 1979, he and scores of
fellow workers were offered retrenchment packages. David's father's accepted one of these and
bought another house on two acres of land where he planned to grow watermelons. This crop, he
knew, flourished in a hot climate, with minimal cultivation, and did not require huge amounts of
water.
His family realised he was taking a risk – and not just with the weather and water. Already he had a
bit of a wheeze, the common symptom of lead-poisoning, and what they suspected were the early
signs of arthritis. But George had to have something to occupy his time. Realising an adequate water
supply was essential, he hoped that if he could produce good crops in the first couple of years
relying on rainwater tanks and the town supply, and sell enough of his crop, he could use the
proceeds to sink an artesian bore. Bores generally provided a reliable and sufficient supply of water
good enough for gardening if not drinking.
His first planting proved a bit disappointing, but not enough to discourage him. One welcome
outcome was that he had no difficulty in selling pretty well all the melons he produced. The second
planting was a great success and again he was able to sell most of the crop. However, his health had
clearly declined and it seemed likely that he would soon have to get more help than the family could
provide as David was in his second last year of High School and Kate had gone to Sydney to train as a
nurse. But at least by now he had sufficient capital to sink a bore.
This achieved, he had high hopes for the next planting. All seemed to be going well until the melons
had grown to something like a third of their normal size. However, the colour of the skin was not the
shiny green of a healthy melon and the development of the fruit was retarded. George talked to a
geologist at the mines who analysed a sample of soil from the family's garden. This revealed an
excess of lead in the soil and a deficiency in certain trace elements, a problem that was largely
rectified by the application of a suitable fertiliser.
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But unfortunately this remedy came too late to save much of the crop and the income from the
planting was disappointing. This setback understandably took a further toll on George's health. Now
he had frequent bouts of coughing. He had developed a permanent stoop and a lack of stamina that
barely got him through the day. He sensibly engaged a part-time assistant.
The next crop was pretty good. Now adopting a largely supervisory role, George quite enjoyed a
more leisurely lifestyle where he could take regular rests on a chair out among the vines. But with
the passage of time, he steadily reduced his workload and spent a lot of his time relaxing on a lounge
set up on the back verandah. By now he was taking an elixir for lead-poisoning, along with regular
doses of Bex to help relieve his arthritis. Grace would turn up the volume on her radio to try to block
out the sound of his coughing and wheezing.
The end came before his next crop ripened. David recalled being called out of class to be told he was
needed at home. He probably guessed the reason. He told me how he frantically cycled home to find
his tearful mother waiting for him at the front gate. I can imagine him desperately racing to the
couch on the verandah. But he was too late.
Despite David's and Kate's entreaties to sell up and move to a house more centrally located and
sited on a smaller block, Grace was reluctant to do so. Nothing happened in the watermelon 'patch'
for nearly two years. Then a man came along offering to lease the garden area. As David told it, she
consented to the arrangement, but with a condition. She asked that he not plant watermelons –
they had been tried on the allotment and had only brought heartbreak. David apparently shared her
feelings. I never saw him eat a watermelon again.
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Eric & Dorothy’s Love Story

Eric & Dorothy’s Love Story

Jannette Buddee

Jannette Buddee

Eric went away to war – perhaps 1942 or 1943 – it he served in the medical corps. Never did find out
from my Uncle Eric where he was stationed; but no matter. He was the youngest of three sons and
must have been behind the door when good looks were handed out by God, you know? He also
wore pretty strong glasses – personality plus, though and I always just loved him to bits. But all in all
certainly not tall, dark and handsome as used to be criteria.
So here in Australia, Dorothy lived in the city suburbs in New South Wales and her Mother was
heavily involved in the suffragette movement and politics; strong, independent women. Their
movement started the idea of making up packages to send to Australian soldiers serving overseas.
They had no idea at all, of course, of where the packages would end up – as they simply handed
them over to the Department of Defence people and off they went.
Now my aunt was barely 5 feet tall and always had a problem with her weight, poor love. (Probably
her Mum was too busy in politics at that time to feed her children properly, so no actually her fault –
different world, different times) But she had the most magnificent curly red hair – I always thought
that she was beautiful, but then I always did look at her through the rose-coloured glasses of a child
who loves her aunt.
So Dorothy was egged on by her friends at the centre where the packages were put together to
include her name and address in a parcel and see if the soldier, airman or sailor wrote to her! Which,
of course, my Uncle Eric did. They got on like the proverbial house on fire, both talkative people, well
– educated and had strong opinions about everything and anything. Letters went to and fro in rapid
succession, slowed only by the defence service combing through and reading them first, as
happened at that time.
When Uncle Eric was sent home from his tour of duty they met up – neither one of them particularly
interested in the looks of the other one as their letters had been the process by which they got to
know each other well and fallen in love. Of course, there was then the wedding in a church; which
was very important in war time. Then followed the birth of their daughter – a source of joy and pride
to them. Happy ending all around!
Now as a child I asked my aunt to recount this story to me over and over again as it was just so
romantic – what would have been the odds of them not meeting if she hadn’t been so bold as to
give him her name and address? Pretty much next to nothing we reasoned - perhaps you will agree?
A girl who lived in the city of Sydney and a boy who lived very far from her, even by bus and by train.
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From a Refugee Camp in Australia
– to a New Life in Australia
From a Refugee Camp in Australia – To a new life in Australia

Alla Craigie
Alla Craigie

I was born during World War Two, in Vilno Poland, of Russian parents. My early years were spent in
Refugee Camps in various parts of Europe. In those days we were called “Displaced Persons”. The
majority of time spent in Refugee Camps was in Austria.
We boarded an American ex-troop ship in Naples the “General Hersey”, and arrived in Port
Melbourne, Victoria, 30 days later, this was December 1949. On arrival were met by officers who were
in the process of placing us on a train to take us to a place called “Bonegilla”. This was an ex-army
camp, on the outskirts of “Albury/Wodonga, Victoria. This camp was to house 368,000 people by the
time it closed in 1972. In Bonegilla in the peak years (1949-1951) 40 officers were called in to process
about 1000 migrants each week. (“Bonegilla – A place of No Hope – written by Glenda Sluga – History
Department University of Melbourne”).
My parents were working extremely hard to get us out of the “Camp” environment. One of the
stipulations was that a two-year contract had to be signed by my father. This was payment for our
passage to Australia. The government of the day wanted the “Displaced Persons” to assimilate as
quickly as possible into the Australian environment. Once my father secured a job, he purchased a
block of land in the Western suburbs of Melbourne and there he built a house. In those early days you
could build your house in stages. Lack of finance was an issue as banks would only loan you a certain
amount of money. This meant for many years’ families would live in a half completed house. But at
least we were out of the “camp” environment and starting to live a “normal life”.
We as children, learnt to speak English quite quickly, but the adults found it hard to master. For many
years, I was the translator in our family. One of the difficulties for children of refugees are, they are
living in two cultures. At school they speak English; at home they speak their first language. Another
issue is that children become adults before their time. After attending a Business College in Melbourne
and graduating as a Junior Secretary, you were guaranteed a position as soon as you completed your
training. Anyone who spoke more than one language, was held in high esteem. With so many migrants
in Australia businesses required translators.
My first position was with a building firm (I was with them for 10 Years). I was married in 1966. In
1967, John was transferred to Townsville which in those days was just a big country town. Our
daughter Fiona was born there in 1972.
In 1974, with our two-year-old daughter Fiona in tow, we embarked on a 6-month journey, visiting
the UK, Europe and America. This time as a tourist not a refugee. While in Germany, I was fortunate
enough to meet my auntie. I did not remember her but my mother and my auntie were identical twins)
It was if time stood still and my mother was here in the room with me. It was a surreal feeling.
In 1977 John was transferred to Beaudesert. The Beaudesert and District Netball Association was
established in 1982. I was one of the foundation members. A steering committee was formed to start
junior day fixtures in 1982. In December 1982 the first Annual General Meeting was held and the first
elected committee. My position on this committee was as Vice-President.
The following years saw me become a Lay Advocate for the Welfare Rights Centre – renamed Basic
Rights Qld. Their outreach centre was in Logan City. On Australia Day 1993, Welfare Rights Centre was
the first recipient of the Davida Steele award for Community Service in Logan. In 1991 my husband
was transferred to Brisbane and we settled in the Eastern Suburbs. I became a mature aged student
and graduated with a Diploma of Applied Science (Community and Human Services in 1996) I became
a member of the Australian Community Workers Association (ACWA) that year. I joined the committee
shortly thereafter and have held various positions and am still a member of the organisation to this
day.
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Lana, Alla and Boris 1950’s
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Alla Craigie and her mum in the 1940’s. Born during World War Two, in Vilno Poland, of Russian
parents. Her early years were spent in Refugee Camps in various parts of Europe.
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John and Alla cutting their wedding cake 1966
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Hello Mr. Leprechaun, My Name’s Justin
and this is Elsa, What’s Yours?
Hello Mr Leprechaun, My Name’s Justin and this is Elsa, What’s Yours?
Justin Schaffer

Justin Schaffer

Many years ago my wife and I had taken time to hike the famous “Ring of Kerry” in the majestic hills
and valleys in the south west corner of Ireland. We started our hike from the city of Killarney and
followed the pathways and sheep tracks along the southern shoreline of Dingle Bay and back over
the “McGillicuddy’s Reeks” which is the highest mountain range in Ireland, and then easterly along
the banks of the River Kenmare. Each night we stayed over at an inn, B & B or small hotel in
picturesque little towns and villages. Some nights we were billeted at a farmstead converted into an
inn with accommodation, a good evening meal, and an adequate supply of Guinness, for hikers and
tourists in general. After nine days of hiking in the spectacularly beautiful, greenest of green
countryside, sometimes in heavy rain and strong cold winds, we ended up back at the Inn near
Killarney where we had started our adventure.
Next morning, we recovered our old Alfa Romeo and set off on the 300km drive to Dublin and the
ferry back to England. We set a north easterly course towards the River Shannon on small country
roads and byways. After driving about 100km through a heavy rain squall with limited visibility we
stopped at the ruins of an ancient broken down and abandoned Abbey located at a cross roads
junction with no road signs anywhere to be seen. Not unusual in that part of Ireland where the locals
jealously guard their privacy. I was not quite sure whether to take the northern or the eastern arm of
the junction.
At that very moment a strange looking little man suddenly appeared from behind one of the
fragmented stone walls of the dilapidated old Abbey. He was about three-foot-tall, with a silvery red
beard, bandy legs, a green tweed wide brimmed top hat with a toothless smile below his nobly nose,
and bright sparkling green eyes. He carried a small walking- stick- like staff with a big knob at the top
end, which on asking we were soon told was a “shillelagh”, the magic companion and secret weapon
of a Leprechaun, that mythical mischievous sprite in Irish folklore. Just our kind of good luck to have
suddenly made friends with a Leprechaun.
We had some sandwiches and few cans of Guinness which our host at the Killarney Inn had given us
and which we now happily offered to share with our new friend which he enjoyed with loud grunts
and expressions of grateful self- indulgence. To our surprise he spoke in an anglicized form of Gaelic
with a strong French accent. This intrigued us and he said that he had been born out of wedlock by a
promiscuous mother who was an umpteenth generation descendant of a Norman aristocrat who
had settled in Ireland after landing in England in 1066. His Norman ancestor had moved to Ireland
because he found warm English ale was not quite to his taste and he had been told that a
Frenchman named Guinness was brewing a good ale on the banks of the River Liffey.
After enjoying our shared repast and our new friend’s reminiscences, we asked him which of the
several directions of the crossroads we should take to get to Dublin. “Oui Monsieur”, says our French
Gaelic Irish Sprite, in his lilting Frenchified Irish English, “Take the Eastern fork at the cross road,
drive till you come to two tall white poplar trees, one on each side of the road and there the road
forks. You go left. Proceed steadfastly east again until you come another fork with a small white
church with a broken stained glass window on the back wall. There you keep straight ahead and go
another three kilometers ……. Wait, I am so sorry, but dear friends, you can’t actually get to Dublin
from here.”
“And certainly for sure, if I was going to Dublin, I would not at all, at all, be starting from here!”
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History Started Here

History Started Here

Jeffrey Thorpe

Jeffrey Thorpe

Travel’s featured largely in the history of our clan,
by plane, ship, train, car or van,
starting nineteen seventy-seven when long service beckoned,
ten weeks away from work would be paradise so we reckoned.
Daughters aged five, two and nine months didn’t matter much,
this was an adventure, a live fairy tale as such.
The trip was wisely planned, it would run like a Swiss watch,
no mishaps contemplated to take it down a notch,
we were none the wiser about fabled Murphy’s Law
much like the little pig whose house was built of straw.
The wolf was close behind us many times it seemed,
“Utopia” we’d envisaged more a fantasy we had dreamed.
Christchurch, New Zealand was first port of call,
Murphy there to greet us, throwing a curve-ball,
rental car expired four hundred metres down the track
thus, Dad and Miss Five to the depot lumbered back.
Did I mention Christchurch temperature at the time was ten?
far cry from sunny Brisbane but this here and now not then.
So, much delay in fitting us with replacement car
though, this one with a heater, with any luck to take us far,
upgrade too to compensate for the inconvenience,
maybe overall, a not too bad experience
however, the family’s smallest member was surely unimpressed
letting this be known with strongest wailing she possessed.
Her “car seat” simply hooked upon the squab of the bench seat
and there she hung ‘tween Mum and Dad, dangling legs and feet,
she had a case, I figured but, not much we could do,
child car safety apparently, a long way down the queue.
Hence, the great adventure began as hardly bliss
with thoughts of “are there ten more weeks of this”.
However, with the days passing, our fortunes did improve
as travellers with young kids we slipped into the groove,
plenty of parks and playgrounds to keep the brood amused
while our first sight of snow kept everyone enthused.
Flight landing on a glacier kept adrenalin running
with scenery ere we gazed absolutely stunning.
On to the North Island with new car and new car seat,
the baby in the back, her sisters to browbeat,
she thrived from that point on, taking her first step
like a flower blooming, full of life and pep.
Comfy motels every night, now we lived the life
yet little did we know, soon there would be strife.
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Russell, in the Bay of Islands, a glorious place to be
but there we almost lost daughters one and three,
awakening one morning to find these had disappeared,
water all around, the worst at first was feared.
Search around the motel, no trace of the two,
we were at a loss of just what next to do.
At last we found them on the beach gazing o’er the water,
Miss Five Playing Mother with her shorter daughter,
just as well she didn’t try to take her for a swim,
happily, the exercise was still at the prelim.
Our stay at Russell not the best part of our trip
but etched into our memory, if not that of blue chip.
NZ done in four weeks, six more in Aus to go,
Motels swapped for Kombi van, from mountain to plateau,
a place for everything and everything in its place,
first impression told us there was not a lot of space,
no annexe, just the vehicle, this to be our home,
as motor homes go, this one was a gnome.
Parents up the front with kids down the back,
one could move back and forth to referee or whack,
only problem quickly found, the bulkhead in between
positioned just at forehead height, if you know what I mean.
Mother and this barrier often met but, let’s not dwell,
suffice to say she’d come out punching if she heard a bell.
First day on the road saw us reach Dubbo,
a long day’s driving so, fast food bought to go,
ill-conceived as in the small hours of the night
daughter one was violently ill, not a pretty sight.
She and Dad shared the Kombi’s pop top bed,
Mum and littlies below, on collapsed table spread.
Visions of that night remain with me to this day,
try as I might, they will not go away,
comforting Miss Five and clearing up the mess,
welcome to camper vanning, share your holiday with stress.
Luckily the van park had a commercial laundromat
which washed and dried our sleeping bags, so we did not fall flat.
A lesson had been learned though, no more takeaway food,
remembrance of that night in our brains imbued
and after this incident, in site selection we were smart,
parking close to amenities if in need of a head start.
From then on we blossomed chewing up the miles with ease
despite the ever present Kombi camper squeeze.
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Canberra, Snowy Mountains, the Murray among places we stayed
before the famed Barossa led on to Adelaide,
then the long trip home, this time around the coast,
Robe, Mount Gambier, Great Ocean Road all had us engrossed.
A stay with friends in Melbourne and a Puffing Billy ride,
kids making whoopee, legs hanging out the side
Next, we called on Sydney rellies living on a yacht
who thought they were cramped until they saw our lot,
sailing round the harbour the highlight of our stay
a break from blacktop bitumen to maritime highway,
then on the road again with the end in sight
ten weeks full of memories, a historic tale to write.
Often we have wondered ‘bout the merits of this trip,
in terms of accomplishments we’d won the premiership.
Would we do it all again, the jury is still out
yet the travel seed was sewn, of that I have no doubt,
those “kids” now list travel high on their game plan
while I have a silent chuckle when’eer I see a Kombi van.
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How Things Have Changed

How Things Have Changed

Lillian Hall (nee McGregor)

Lillian Hall (nee McGregor)

I was very young when I can first remember our annual holidays. My Father loved fishing and getting
into old clothes.
My parents would hire a car and driver to convey us to our destination which was a rented cottage
at the beach. It was just a square building divided into four rooms, no passage ways, and a small
window in each, large enough however, for a cow to put her head through when my Auntie Myrtle
was occupying the room one year. No electricity or running water.
It was a long way to go with a stop half way at an hotel where Father would bring out a lemonade
each for the ladies and children.
The driver would return home and pick us up two weeks later.
The first thing my Mother did was to hang the blankets out to air. They were provided. She hung
them over the front veranda wall which was solid cement. My father was off to prepare for his
fishing so we could have fish for tea.
Mother and self of course had the unpacking to do and then off to the beach. We had bought four
loaves of bread on the way down at a house which still exists. I don’t think bread is sold there now.

Besides the beach we had the hills to wander, with no “keep out” signs and if the season was right
we had plenty of mushrooms to find which were fried in a very large black solid frying pan.

Able Australia

61

It was my chore every night to walk up the hill from our back door, to get the milk. Butter, jam and
eggs were also available from the farmer’s wife. I often watched her making the butter in a churn
and searched the haystacks for eggs (for her of course).
I can still picture the large kitchen and hear the tick tock tick tock of the clock on the shelf and feel
the quiet coolness of the room when I was waiting and she was away down in the cellar.

I would often go out fishing in the boat with Father, and on one occasion I caught two King George
Whiting on my line with the one cast. Was I proud!
A “no-no” these days was pulling the net in the bay. My Father walked out at night up to his neck
and fully clothed with one end of the net, then turned back towards the beach and walked in again
making a horseshoe shape until he met someone at the other end of the net and then they pulled it
up on to the beach hopefully with the net full of fish. (Sometimes I was at the other end of the net.)
Father always wore dark clothing and everyone had to be very quiet. If we had a big haul (like a
wheat bag full) we were hours cleaning them. Father would then pack them in seaweed and friends
came from everywhere to collect their share. They were mostly mullet but very welcome. We were
cruel little mortals in those days because most times we would find some puff balls in the net and
the children would have great fun throwing them on the hard wet sand to make them burst. Poor
fish.
Around the coast from our beach was quite a large cave which pigeons frequented quite a lot. When
they were disturbed they became good targets for the men. They were a nice change of diet. That
too probably would be banned these days.
We also found pie melons on the flats and Mother made lovely conserve/jam with them. She cut
them in smaller than dice shaped pieces, first soaking them in a solution of lime and water
something to make them crisp. The mixture was then left to stand, and then the brine poured off.
Sugar and ginger and perhaps something more was added, and then cooked. Lovely on bread and
butter.
Does anyone remember when shopping how your money was sent on wires across the shop to the
cashier and returned likewise?
My Father was such a gentleman and could play by ear. Just hum a tune and he could play it.
Some old songs come to mind – (My Father would play on the piano and I would stand beside him
and sing.) -2 Little Girls in Blue Lad, or Abe Abe Abe my boy and also Beautiful Ohio.
I am nearly 105 (12.6.1915) so have seen many changes.
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Have things changed for the better? In some ways, medically yes, but the elderly find themselves left
behind in lots of other ways.
So many happy, wonderful, memories though…….

In later years my husband and I bought “The Cottage” and our children followed in our footsteps,
but didn’t enjoy the freedom we had.
(Don’t bet on it Mother)
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Into
the Bush & Beyond
Into the Bush & Beyond
Adrian Peniston-Bird
Adrian Peniston-Bird

I was born on the 26th of October 1937 in the south of England. I spent the war years in Boscombe
near Bournemouth, and also with my uncle and aunt in Suffolk. I was too young to understand the
bombing raging not too far away in London but I clearly remember the day a solitary spitfire roared
across the sky, just above the trees; possibly returning, damaged from aerial combat. The years
passed and I went to boarding school.
Fast forward to 1955…
After completing year twelve, I didn’t have any idea of what I wanted to do. In 1956 I finally found
myself a gardening job. A relative heard about this and suggested that I should get a ‘real’ job and
try jackerooing in Australia. I knew nothing about Australia but decided it might be fun.
I set sail for Australia from Tilbury in November 1957 and arrived in Sydney on the 20th December.
Twenty-four hours later I was on the overnight train to Bourke, NSW. The property to which I went
was called Warraweena, which, in Aborigine, means ‘the meeting of the waters.’ The Darling and
Culgoa rivers met on the property. Before I had left England I was asked if I had ever ridden to which
I rashly replied, “Yes.”; failing to mention it was only a small Shetland pony. A major mistake!
The evening I arrived at the station, the station manager, Mr Tom Grey, confirmed my worst fears.
“All the work in the paddocks is done on horseback. With shearing starting early in the New Year, the
sooner we get you fixed up with a couple of horses the better.” But worse was to come. “Mike, I’ll
get you to fix him up.” “OK Boss,” Mike grinned.
The next morning after a revoting breakfast of boiled mutton chops which left a rancid, greasy taste
in my mouth, I followed Mike out into the saddling yard where fifteen or more horse were milling
around uneasily. Climbing up onto the top rail, he inspected them critically. Suddenly he came to a
decision. “The bay mare near the rail,” he said pointing, ‘and…that chestnut gelding; the one that’s
just lashed out at the bay. Poison’s a bit frisky first thing but OK once he settles down.”
Within seconds of feeling my weight, Poison, (whose name was most aptly chosen), took an instant
dislike to me and I found myself flying through the air, landing with a bone-rattling thud in the dust.
“Thought you’d know,” Mike drawled, “you’ve gotta keep a tight rein. Once the bugger gets its head
down you’re a gonner.”
“Thanks,” I muttered sarcastically under my breath. It took some time before I finally managed to
stay on that monstrous, evil-tempered beast. The bay mare, which I rode on alternative days, went
by the equally descriptive name of Noddy. She never thought of throwing me, that would have
consumed too much energy. Her problem was staying upright for a whole day’s mustering. As the
day dragged on her head would begin to slowly droop closer and closer to the ground. If one dared
to stop for more than a minute or so it needed something like a gun blast to get her moving again. A
kick in her guts sometimes worked just as well. Mike, on the manager’s instructions, had chosen my
horses very carefully indeed.
The horse paddock was relatively small. Only about seven thousand acres covered with salt bush and
scraggly trees. Every clearing looked like every other one. The first time I ventured out to bring in the
horses, I couldn’t find the wretched beasts and after an hour Mike came out with the manager in the
land rover to take over from me. Most embarrassing. He found them quickly enough. You just had to
know where to look!
As well as the two horses I ‘inherited’ a sheep dog called Lassie who was fed solely on kangaroo
thighs and sheep bones. Like all the other working dogs on the station she was kept chained up
except when she was needed to work. By our standards that seemed rather cruel but they had to be
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lean and tough to survive the long hours in the paddocks rounding up sheep, a few of which always
seem to hate going through gates. In the late afternoons, when she’d had enough of working sheep
in the dry, dusty paddocks, she would simply lie down and refuse to move to my whistles; who could
blame her?
But what she really liked doing was hunting wild pigs. She would bail them up so I could shoot them.
They were a terrible pest and I got paid five shillings for each scalp from the Pastural Protection
Board. On a salary of seven pounds a week, the extra cash was great.
The shearing meant that we were on horse-back for weeks on end, from seven in the morning to six
at night. My riding skills improved rapidly. My saddle sores did the opposite. A few months later I
was allocated a pair of ‘real’ bush horses. I felt I had finally arrived…despite my pommy accent and
hyphenated surname.
Eventually, realising that there was no future in the bush I left to sell children’s encyclopedias, door
to door, in Adelaide. I was quite good at it but decided it wasn’t a great profession! I moved to
Melbourne, became an Australian citizen, and joined the Public Service. Then I trained to be a
primary teacher; leading to a degree in Special Education. Later I was appointed as a primary school
consultant.
I started writing in early 1987. In 1988 I won a National Literary award for a children’s short story
entitled The Terrible Tale of the Vanishing Library which led the publication of my first book Miranda
the White Witch in 1990. A great thrill.
Coming to Australia was the best thing that ever happened to me.
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Ironing Day

Ironing Day

Valerie Halliday

Valerie Halliday

Mrs Potts is not a little old lady from a child's story book, in a mop cap and apron. Mrs Potts to us,
was a thick slab of cast iron shaped like the hull of a ship and it was very heavy. Her bottom was flat
and smooth but her upper surface had two holes into which a wooden handle could be clipped. Mrs
Potts was in fact a tool, the tool which was used to iron clothes before homes had electricity. Prior to
the invention of the wooden handle, the iron and its solid handle were welded together. The
American inventor Mrs Potts, who lived from 1850 until 1922, was responsible for the innovation of
the detachable wooden handle. We called the iron Mrs Potts but it was also called a `sad' iron from
an old English term for `solid'.
Farm households owned at least two such irons. On ironing day, they were placed upon the blazing
wood stove to heat. My mother would lick her finger and tap the iron to establish its heat level in
readiness for pressing garments. While one was used, the other continued to heat on the stove. They
would then be swapped about. We had no ironing board. A thin old blanket was folded and a disused
sheet was laid on top of it to provide an ironing surface which was spread over the large kitchen
table
As the eldest girl of the family, I began my lessons in ironing at age nine or ten. I started by pressing
the handkerchiefs. My mother supervised my correct procedure. The whole hanky was ironed, then
folded in half. The crease then had to be ironed nice and straight. The hanky was then folded in half
again and after that, across the diagonal for ladies' to make a neat triangle for Mum's purse, while
the men's were ironed to a crisp and tidy rectangle for Dad's pocket. My brothers and I also had our
supply, a fresh one each, for every school-day. I graduated from hankies to tea towels and pillowslips.
As an ingrained habit, I still always carry a hanky.
I probably didn't realise it at the time but along with learning to iron, I was getting a lesson in the
importance of cleanliness and neatness and the importance of doing things correctly. Working
alongside my Mother to assist with the many household chores, I also began to develop a sense of
responsibility. This was my job and I was expected to do it well. Many of these chores do not exist
today. Tissues have mostly replaced handkerchiefs, clothes that do not require ironing clutter the
wardrobe, and modern appliances take much of the hard work out of household chores.
When I used my hanky once a granddaughter exclaimed in disgust, “Nana, you're not going to use
that again are you?” A true daughter of the tissue box.
In those days many garments were starched. They came off the clothes line as stiff as boards. Mum
would sprinkle water over them and then roll each item into a tight ball. This made them damp for
ironing and had the same result as that achieved by a steam iron today, but back then, much more
physical effort was required in the process
As well as the Mrs Potts irons we had a shellite iron. It looked much more modern than Mrs Potts but
I hated it. There was a small tank at the back of the handle that was filled with shellite, a very
flammable substance. In the body of the iron was a grill similar to a gas oven. When the shellite
flowed from the tank to the grill, it was set alight with a hiss and a flash of flame and thus heat was
generated for ironing. I always had a horror of the whole thing exploding, but luckily that catastrophe
never happened as I still have all my fingers to prove it.
We had cousins living on a farm in the same area. There were eight cousins in that family. At a
reunion a few years ago, my cousin and I were discussing the ironing we used to do. She claimed on
one occasion she ironed ninety handkerchiefs with her Mrs Potts iron. Maybe she was exaggerating
or maybe it simply felt like that to someone who was ten or eleven at the time.
By the time I had to iron my navy box-pleaded High School uniform we had electricity, generated
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from the engine in the cow shed which also powered the milking machines, but the going was still
tricky. There still wasn't an ironing board and getting those pleats to sit right on both the front and
back, was a real challenge. This was when my learned persistence to be sure a job was well done,
came to my assistance.
I'm grateful for all the wonderful appliances which have become standard household equipment
these days, but I do wonder if the discipline we learnt as children and the sense of pride we took in
contributing to the family, even though we sometimes grumbled about it, were attributes which
stood us in good stead for adult life.
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I Rest my Peace

I Rest My Peace

John Mark

John Mark

I was born one morning and don’t know if the sun was shining or not but one thing is sure, born I
was. Apology for grammar mistakes, I was educated in Prague. I lectured frequently in Australia, and
was a popular speaker at Financial review seminars.
Born in Bratislava where my Father, a postmaster was posted. Soon after he was transferred back to
Bohemia to Sudeten land, an area next to Germany. There were only two families, ours and the
owners of a quarry, and single teacher. The rest were Germans.
Next he was transferred to Loucen, which although the size of a village it has the status of a city. It
was occupied as far back as 2500 BC. It was the first to have a post Office in Bohemia. That was also
where Smetana the Czech Music composer lived, and composed the opera "my country". The highly
respected Thurn and Taxes family has a huge chateau there, surrounded by 80 acres fenced with
iron fence. They have their own zoo and even an Emu from Australia. That is also where the prune
was discovered.
Whilst studying in Prague during the Nazi occupation under Henrich, the biggest butcher of the
Nazi’s, who was assassinated by Czech army members in England parachuted into Prague for that
purpose. Germans retaliated and shot 1000 people every day and the first page of newspapers only
contained the names killed the day before. I have seen things that made me stop believing in God.
I was often harassed by the Hitler youth, but as I was fluent in German I often just yelled out Heil
Hitler and walked off. But on a few occasions I have broken a few Nazi noses, a trick I was taught by
a retired wrestler who lived in our street. I was machine gunned at the age of 15 whilst on the truck
distributing soup to our soldiers. Later machine gunned again by German army advancing on our
little town. An old Czech soldier who was with me told me jump up, take three steps and down and
zig zag. I did that getting back alive and whilst hidden in bushes witnessed the German army
shooting some of our soldiers whilst the German whores yelled out encouragements from the
windows above. I am really lucky to be alive.
My Father wanted me to be at least a senior lecturer at University, and my uncle leading solicitor
who became a millionaire starting Fonds like I started Property Trust in Australia wanted me to
become a lawyer. I spent 3 years at a college in preparation to go to university when I heard the
speech by Thomas Garigue Masaryk, leading Philosopher and also the first President of
Czechoslovakia in which he said, "As many languages you know as many times you are a person”. He
also said that behind any successful man was a strong woman. I found both of them to be 100%
correct. I decided to leave the college and went to Commercial academy in Mlada Boleslav where
Skoda cars come from and Matriculated in Czech, Slovak, German, English and Russian.
Whilst boarding with another student whose father was in charge of Strbske Pleso, a mountain
resort once winter Olympic games with many restaurants, clubs and Patria Hotel, I got the Idea to
become a Hotel Manager and enrolled in Hotel Academy in Piestany, the only one in Europe with
University classification. Much to my Fathers horror.
I knew it was expensive so I took a job in the office of a hotel and eventually became an assistant
restaurant manager because of my language skills. Thermia Palace is the Best hotel in Slovakia, it has
it owns huge garden park, spa and vineyards and is frequented by rich people of the world suffering
from Ischia’s and rheumatism. During the war my father was able to somehow by crossing some
wires get London Calling and I and a few neighbours were able to listen to it, whilst I was posted
outside making sure the German army was not around. They were the only ones that had cars.
Nobody was allowed to use cars or buy petrol so ours was sitting in a garage unused.
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Lucky to be alive thanks to my mother, the best mother in the world who tough me how to climb a
fence, exercise, cook, dance and how to treat a woman.
I was member of an underground anti-communist group and we got busted and had to flee the
country illegally to Germany with just what I had on. I was in Germany for over a year, no job,
Germans hated us, often hungry and at times sleeping in a railway restroom and enrolled to come to
Australia.
The ship to Australia was not stabilized, with many people sick, so I tied myself to the mast and slept
on the deck, eating Swiss triangular cheeses. I had four US Dollars in Portside and Arabs were selling
things so I bought a pair of shorts for a dollar. It took half an hour to agree on the price and he was
not going to send it up and I was not wanting to pay for it first. I suggested he gets two pieces of
string put shorts on one I put a dollar on the other and we start pulling. When the two met half way
there was applause from all the passengers, comes under the heading where there is a will there is a
way.
I came to Australia with three dollars and became rich. I had $40,000 invested into Brick Securities
and sold for $17 million to the second Largest NZ company and took up their shares. I bought several
acres of prime land in Artarmon and went to Japan and put the shares on sale to pay for it. One of
my directors, who was not director of my company, told my secretary not to sell and she cancelled
the sell order. I came back to find the second Largest NZ Company had gone broke and the shares
were worth nothing. As I did not have money to pay for Artarmon, I went broke.
I got going again as a leading innovator recognised worldwide, (google Austglobebiz or John
Mark Melbourne) and had been nominated to be Who is Who in USA, already have I made it in
Australia, in Industry in Business in Commonwealth, and in the World.
May I finish borrowing a Lawyers jargon. I rest my case.
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Jose’s Spanish Explorations

Jose’s Spanish Explorations

Jose Macias-Gutierrez

Jose’s
Spanish Explorations
Jose Macias-Gutierrez
Jose
I wasMacias-Gutierrez
born in Spain in 1967. I lived in Spain in Ozanes till I was 6 years old and then we moved to
Gove in N.T of Australia where my mum and dad worked in mine camps. My mother as a room
I was born in Spain in 1967. I lived in Spain in Ozanes till I was 6 years old and then we moved to
cleaner and my dad washed cars. I went to school in Gove NT till year till year 9 and year 10-12 I
Gove in N.T of Australia where my mum and dad worked in mine camps. My mother as a room
went to a boarding school in the outside of Townsville. After school I got a job in Gove mine camo
cleaner and my dad washed cars. I went to school in Gove NT till year till year 9 and year 10-12 I
with my parents in the Kitchen. I then became a boilers attendant and studied the course as well in
went to a boarding school in the outside of Townsville. After school I got a job in Gove mine camo
the mines. I then studied to be a fitter and worked for four years in that role.
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I moved to Darwin due to health problems and then worked for 10 years in Darwin as a tyres and
found myself in the P.A Hospital in Brisbane. I found my way to Tarampa Lodge and have lived here
tubes fitter, making timber pallets, landscaping and the list goes on. I turned to alcohol and then
ever since.
found myself in the P.A Hospital in Brisbane. I found my way to Tarampa Lodge and have lived here
ever since.

The Gove Peninsula is on the west coast of the Gulf of Carpentaria within Arnhem Land, a vast tract
of Aboriginal owned land on the Northern Territory coastline. The township of Nhulunbuy is the main
The Gove Peninsula is on the west coast of the Gulf of Carpentaria within Arnhem Land, a vast tract
commercial and service centre of the Peninsula and is 600 kilometres east of Darwin.
of Aboriginal owned land on the Northern Territory coastline. The township of Nhulunbuy is the main
commercial and service centre of the Peninsula and is 600 kilometres east of Darwin.

Able Australia

71

Kindness

Kindness

Gordon Moore

Gordon Moore

We read in the newspapers much of the sins in the world but I reckon there are just as many people
who do kind things but modestly keep a low profile. An acquaintance kindly invited me to a meeting
of the Ulster/Australian Association in Belfast where folk could have tea and see documentaries of
that country. It was interesting to see the big yellow Euclid trucks hauling rocks from the Mary
Kathleen mine to the uranium processing plant. As an articled clerk my pay from auditors Robert
Walsh & Sons was barely enough to cover the compulsory National Insurance Stamps and the
commuting costs meant that my savings were zero. I found old fashioned double entry bookkeeping
methods quite baffling and as night school study was routine for at least 5 years to become an
auditor, the idea of moving rocks in Queensland was increasingly attractive.
As the migrant assisted passage was only ten pounds an application was submitted. A very timely
kindly behest of thirty pounds from the estate of the two Miss Campbell’s next door to the manse
settled the decision to go. The Suez Canal, Freemantle, Melbourne and Sydney were all interesting of
course, but I just wanted to get to Australia. Finally, at Brisbane after boarding a bus to take us to
Wacol immigration camp, Paulo, the Italian waiter at our ship dining table, especially came onto the
bus to kindly say farewell. Then two old Christian ladies took me to see Brisbane city from Mt Cootha and then to the Irish Club. I did not tell them that I did not like the drinking there and wanted to
forget about Ireland. Undeterred they then kindly arranged for me to be picked up by the
Presbyterian Rev Crook of Toowoomba, accommodated with his welcoming family and given the
easy task of helping with the annual Flower Festival. It being chilly at night there, the minister’s wife
buried me in extra blankets. The family then generously took me all the way in their car through Esk
for my first real vision of the Australian beach scene at Maroochydore.
Back at Wacol camp of Nissan huts in June 1961 the Immigration staff kindly told me that with an
economic downturn it would be unwise to travel to Mary Kathleen. A local builder took me to
Indooroopilly to dig foundations for a new house. On observing my blistered hands at the end of the
day he declared that he would have to get somebody else. I knew that if I went by public transport
to Mary Kathleen and did not get a job, I would not have the funds to travel somewhere else, so with
most of my savings I bought an old 350cc BSA motorcycle. At BP I got a free map of what they
optimistically called the North Western Highway. My room-mate donated a billy even though I did
not know what it was for and a camp officer agreed to lend me two blankets on my promise to
return them. When testing the BSA at Goodna suddenly there was no forward motion. A stranger
mounted on a lovely Triumph “Bathtub” motorcycle stopped and advised that the drive chain link
had fallen out and mercifully installed his spare link onto my machine. With one suitcase and the
billy can tied on with a spare trouser belt, I set off on the 11th August.
Dirt roads were a novelty to me. A bit past Dalby the track was temporarily blocked by a Mr J.
Sweeney droving 3000 sheep to Moree. After a sleep next to a creek and tossing the billy away, I got
as far as Tambo late the next evening. Two policemen with their soft Akubra hats kindly advised that
the hotel was closed for the night, but on finding an empty room there I collapsed onto a real bed.
On Sunday in the town of Blackall two men in cowboy gear pointed out that my front tyre was flat
and kindly fixed it while I stood uselessly by as a grateful spectator to this thoughtfulness. While I
was in a café another customer there overheard me inquiring about the state of the road. He
generously invited me to his house, where his wife said,” I think we should give him a wash as well”.
He was the Presbyterian minister and kindly insisted that if I got to Longreach I should call with the
minister there. Very late the Rev Smith not only gave me a great sleep on the Longreach church floor
but said a prayer for my journey next morning.
Long past Winton with the rear wheel losing it in the gravel and the front wheel in the bulldust, the
old BSA was not the only tired one. The headlight had fallen off somewhere and a slight leak in the
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petrol tank meant Dick’s Creek was a must destination for fuel. With not a bit of vegetation within
the horizon in any direction and the track not even discernible, I stopped the engine. Amazingly after
only about twenty minutes of despair, I made out the lights of a vehicle approaching in the distance.
I called to the driver of this flat-top Inter truck, “Please take me to civilization!”. With the old BSA on
the back the driver told me that Dick’s Creek had been burned down years ago. After dreadful
shenanigans at Kynuna’s pub with the local policeman drunk in his braces at 0200, we set off for
Cloncurry. Informed that the road from Cloncurry to Mary Kathleen really was real bitumen, I used
about the last of my funds to buy the truck driver his breakfast. The final trip into Mary Kathleen was
a perfect joy compared to those previous dirt tracks. On the 14th of August Mary Kathleen Uranium
Ltd let me drive their big Euclid trucks and I owe this start of my enjoyable mining career to the real
genuine kindness of all those thoughtful people.
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Valda Smith

Valda Smith

I remember a small neat front gate set in the centre of two long neatly cut privet hedges. The whole
hedge turned pink when the pig face bloomed that mother had planted underneath. I may have
been five years old; I had not started school yet. At that gate every afternoon, I looked for a girl
coming home from school to pass, to tell me what she had learnt at school that day. One day, she
told me that Ferdinand de Lesseps had built the Suez Canal, but not exactly where that was.
History was my favourite subject, maybe because I remember sitting on my father’s knee, he reading
from magazines he received from England, called Customs of the World, including Australia that
showed the different ways of dressing (or not dressing), adornments, colour of skin, foods and
languages.
I was born in the Big Depression of the 30s, nowhere near cities and a long way from town, with no
cars or buses. Like everyone else, we didn’t have very much money, but on the whole we could eat
well with many fruit trees, vegetables, chickens, and a nearby dairy for fresh milk.
After school one day my friend Valerie (we were about twelve), declared she couldn’t wait to finish
school so she could get married and live with her mother! It took me time to fathom that one out. I
think I stuttered something like, but… but… there is so much to see in the world and the history!
Neither of us said another word - was this another surprise?
I also loved singing and as an early teenager joined a local music company. Later when working in
Sydney I paid for lessons at an Opera Academy. My choice for my first language was Italian – oh, how
I loved it - and hoped one day to sing in an opera!
At sixteen I was told I had three months to live! I ended up in the Royal Prince Alfred Hospital in
Sydney and these hospital visits continued off and on for many years. Eventually a wonderful doctor
and my mother saved my life, so I became well known - but not for singing! I was still unaware of
life’s surprises!
Eventually my health improved and my mother allowed me to apply for a typing job advertised in a
Sydney paper. After some weeks I heard I had got the job but it was in Canberra. Shock horror! My
mother agreed and I flew down to be met at the airport by the Passport Officer. I worked for nearly
five years for the British High Commission in my first interesting and grown up job. A whole new
world for me!
I spent the next 5 years in Canberra, joining in local drama productions and singing, but then decided
to go back home for a year and save for the trip of a lifetime. To Europe and England of course,
where mother was the last of ten children and still had two older brothers left. It eventuated! I
watched Sydney disappearing as we sailed through Sydney Heads.
I met new friends on the trip and we lived together in a flat in London and set about to get work. It
seemed to be a done thing for new arrivals, at the time, to visit Australia House in London. At first
there was the smell of the Australian bush. Oh, where did that come from? Reaching the main desk,
there was a bowl of burning Eucalyptus leaves. A lovely lady greeted us - a well-known Australian
soprano Gladys Moncrieff, and then my eyes went to a very large photograph of a young lady smiling
out of clouds of wattle. Surprise, surprise – it was me! (Perhaps the young man I accompanied in
Canberra while he was taking his photos owes me something!!) I would call that a surprise!
One of my jobs in London was at the Federation of British Industries. In the next office, the boss told
his secretary, another Australian, to visit me. We were both very surprised. Pat knew me at sixteen
and the talk of the Royal Prince Alfred Hospital, where she had worked in the X-ray department. She
was married and had lived in England for a long time.
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In my time at Canberra, one of the diplomats, who had seen me singing, had given me a letter of
introduction to the Musical Director of London Opera. I wanted to keep singing so this was a chance
to work with the best. I visited the Director, passed my audition, singing an Italian aria, and he
offered to teach me. Surprise!!
I married in England, and my husband was in the Royal Air Force (RAF). He was posted to Cyprus for
three years and I found myself in Egypt looking at the Suez Canal built by Ferdinand de Lesseps and
swimming in the Mediterranean Sea. It took me back to my little front gate when I was five.
Surprise! That must have been the first biggest surprise in my life, but didn’t happen for 29 years!
Returning to Australia in the 70s, surprises never stopped. We returned to Sydney, looking at a
house to live in, and went out to the balcony to think about it. Sitting on that same balcony, was
Valerie, my school friend and her husband, looking for a house for their daughter. She was just as
nice as when we walked home together from school, with plans to get married and live with Mom.
And that is what she had actually done! Another surprise!
I know how lucky I was to have had such wonderful parents, who led me into reading history and
music and I still want to read and learn. I have loved and laughed at the many surprises over my life.
The fact that I am still alive today at 91 is the biggest surprise of all.
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Muriel McCleverty
Muriel McCleverty

This is a real story about my late husband,
Ken McCleverty and a “pet” wild magpie when we lived at Cabbage Tree Point near Jacob’s Well, on
the Gold Coast, Queensland. When he retired from his work as a boilermaker, Ken became the
Woongoolba Outdoor Bowls Club greenkeeper. He held that position for 17 years. He passed away
some 8 years ago. Whilst at the Club, he fed the magpies; and at home as well where there was
particular one we called “Magie”. One day, I thought our phone was ringing; but, no, it was Magie
singing.
One day I decided to record him singing using our tape recorder. Sometime later my brother and family
came to visit us and Magie and friends turned up too as they usually did, probably looking for scraps.
Just for something to do, I got out the tape recorder and played Magie’s song. Magie got all worked
up, going up and down beside the house looking for this “other” bird. Then he found the recorder and
listened in.
When my husband passed away, there was such a crowd that not everyone could fit in the church, so
they sat outside and took part in the service by video. After the main part of the service and when the
whole congregation was together as the coffin was being put into the hearse, a lady said quite loudly
“Muriel, look on the power line”. We all looked and there was Magie and his friends watching the
goings on. They hung around and then followed the hearse all the way until they were out of sight.
When we were having the reception, the people who had been outside during the service told me
that Magie and the others had actually tried to get into the church.
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Memories of my Life

Moira Christensen

Moira Christensen

I was born on 15th December, 1952, the fifth child of Jack and Iris Hogan. I grew up on a dairy farm
just outside Toowoomba at a little place called Wetalla. My grandfather and grandmother
immigrated from Ireland, and set about raising their eight children in the calm serenity of country
life in modest dwelling beside Gowrie Creek Toowoomba. My dad Jack Hogan, and my mum Iris
continued on with the tradition and raised their six children in that same home. I have two brothers
and three sisters, John, Evan, Elizabeth, Patricia (dec’d) and Carmel (dec’d).
Our house was a big Queenslander, with wide verandas around three sides of the house. It had all
the trappings of a country house, with large bedrooms, a big kitchen and lounge and a long hallway
running up the entire length of the house. I have vivid memories of my dad singing his favourite song
“Tennessee Waltz” (by Patti Page) at different times in my childhood. Mum was of course a great
cook, and the smell of lovely cakes and roasts were a familiar scent in our home. Our dairy farm was
about 200 acres, so we had plenty of room to run and play. I used to love going down to the dairy to
help dad milk the cows, although I think dad thought I was more of a hindrance than a help!! We had
baby calves to feed, and horses to ride, an idyllic lifestyle for any child. They were simple times but
so many great memories of my childhood stem from those days.
Holy Name School was where I completed my primary school studies, and I went onto St Ursula’s
College in Toowoomba to complete my secondary school. Once I finished school, and as I was very
good at typing and shorthand, I found employment at a solicitor’s office, in those days there were no
computers, so it was all done on the good old typewriter. After a couple of years, I changed jobs and
went to a finance company, but that was to be my last job for a few years, as during that time I met
and fell in love with my husband Robert Christensen.
We met at a dance at the Trades Hall in Toowoomba. As soon as we met, we knew we were to be
together for the rest of our lives, so it was only time till we decided to marry and of course the rest is
history. We married on the 24th March, 1973, honeymooned at Hervey Bay, and then settled down
to domesticity at our first house in Toowoomba.
It was not long till I found I was pregnant with my first child, Michelle. Bob who was working with
Myers in Toowoomba at the time, got a transfer to Brisbane, and off we went, not much money in
the bank, but full of anticipation of the new life in a new town. Michelle was born about two months
after we moved to Brisbane, being born on 17th September, 1974. Our first home was in Ferny Hills
in Brisbane, however after a couple of years, we again moved to Alexandra Hills, just in time for our
second child, Anthony, who was born on 26th May, 1977.
Life was good, and I enjoyed every minute of being the housewife and mother, sewing, knitting,
cooking and looking after my family. Mind you, I was not always a good cook, as some of my early
scones were used to line the paths with cement in our early marriage days!! I was lucky to have those
years with my children. As Bob was in the toy industry, we had the chance to enjoy the country life
again for a few years, so we bought a toy shop in Dalby, where we stayed happily for ten years, before
the call of the beaches at Hervey Bay lured us to back to our old holiday venue.
Another toy shop stint, before we decided we had enough of playing with toys, and Bob moved into
the real estate world and I got a job at Maryborough Institute of Tafe, where I worked happily till yet
another move back to Brisbane to settle into city life again and working at the Yeronga Institute of
Tafe. Times change, and so do jobs, so again I moved onto a position at the Electoral Commission of
Queensland, and stayed there for about ten years working in the financial field before retiring in 2016
to live the good life of gardening, volunteering with Meals on Wheels, working as an active Justice of
the Peace in the shopping centres, and enjoying the weekly meditation courses and craft days. And of
course, the odd coffee and cake at our favourite coffee houses!!
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In between all of this, I decided that it would be an honour to be part of couple’s commencement into
married life, so I became a Marriage Celebrant in 2008, conducting over 500 ceremonies and
numerous Baby Naming Ceremonies with Bob as my trusted roadie, before retiring from Celebrancy
in 2019. I loved being a Marriage Celebrant, and thoroughly enjoyed investigating the many and varied
different inclusions into ceremonies to make them interesting and memorable for the couple and their
guests.
I love investigating the heritage of our families, and have created several historical and photo books
detailing the lives and histories of our families. I have researched the Hogan family, Langton - my
mum’s family, and Behan - my grandmother’s family, as well as Bob’s family, the Christensen family his dad was Vernon Christensen, and the Callaghan family, his mother was Veronica Callaghan, taking
me back to how they lived from the 1100’s up today’s world.
We now live in Ipswich, having been here for about ten years, and have a lovely little pup, Jazzy, who
demands out attention at all times. Our children and their families live in Ipswich too, so it is so good
to have them close and able to see them growing up and enjoying their lives. Michelle is a director of
a Community Kindergarten, and Anthony is a Flight Sargent in the Air force. Michelle married Darren,
and they have two children, Luc, 20, and Gabrielle, 17. Anthony married Tracyann, and they have three
children, Connor 12, Georgia 9 and Emma 6. To have them in our lives is pure heaven, as our family
values are built on close family ties and that is something that puts everything into prospective.
I can only say it has been a great life; my photo albums are full of delightful memories proving we
have lived a wonderful life. My grandmother lived to be 103 years of age, so maybe longevity is in
my family genes. So roll on the next twenty years, hopefully I will be able to keep that tradition alive
too!!
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Helen Kerr

Helen Kerr

I think travel was always destined to play a big part in my life. After all my earliest memory involved
'riding a horse to where the west commences'. Yes, that song called 'Don't Fence Me In'. - 'Let me
ride through the wide open country that I love, don’t fence me in', and 'let me wander over yonder till
I see the mountains rise'. My Dad's uncle who visited every few months, used to sing it to me. Being
a town girl, I'd not had anything to do with horses; it was the idea of wander and escape that must
have lodged in my mind.
Travel in those days, in my small country town, was restricted to where you could ride your bike and
occasional train trips to visit my mother's family 50 miles away. So when the postcards from Rome,
Paris and London arrived, from a wealthy tennis friend of my Dad, it was hard to believe that
someone we knew had actually been to those places. I can still see those cards now, black and white
images, and I remember the feelings they brought, a yearning to go there myself. I was around 8
years old at the time. It was about this time that I discovered Enid Blyton. I loved the adventures of
the Famous Five and the Secret Seven, but my favourite was the Magic Faraway Tree. I loved the
concept of different lands coming to the top of the tree and being able to step into them to explore.
When I was 9, my Dad, aged 39, got his driver's licence and we bought our first car – a pale green
1934 Buick with a dark leather interior and running boards along the two sides – and my world
suddenly expanded. Our first exploration in the car was to the Bathurst/Orange area where we
tracked the bushrangers Johnny Gilbert and Ben Hall. We were three kids on the back seat taking
charge of our baby sister in the bassinet, no seat belts in those days! We did thousands of miles in
that car over the next few years until it broke down one too many times and Dad left it on the side
of the highway and bought a new car.
At weekends I sat in our car in the driveway and made up pretend journeys with my younger sister
as passenger. In the early 1960s in a country town girls were usually married around 18. I remember
saying many times, in a dramatic fashion, that I could not spend my life in this little town, I wanted
to see the world. Where did these yearnings come from? From books I expect, we had no television.
In my later years, I researched the family history and felt an affinity with many of my ancestors who
made the long journey to the other side of the world.
Geography was one of my favourite subjects at school, with a big emphasis on learning the
countries, capitals, rivers, mountains. History was another love, mainly British history, another fuel
for my passion for all things 'away from Australia'. Moving to Sydney aged 19, at 21 I made my first
overseas trip - New Zealand for a working holiday. Two years later I was on another ship, 34 days to
London via the Panama Canal. I worked in London but managed to visit most countries in Europe
(hitchhiking and staying in Youth Hostels). Returning to Australia on ‘The Bus to Kathmandu' was a
wonderful experience enabling me to visit many countries that now are off limits.
I became a travel agent. I loved my job, always increasing my knowledge and interest in the world.
When I returned to work after seeing my children through their childhood, I bought a travel agency.
Planning itineraries for my clients gave great satisfaction and was a personal development journey
running my own business. I have been to more than 50 foreign countries, many several times, plus
all the trips in Australia. At one time, counting seemed important as you ticked off another country.
Now I like to travel for a reason, to visit friends or family, to watch the tennis, to see a special
exhibition, to pursue an interest.
It's not just what I see when I travel, I love the feeling of moving and find it easy to drift off into the
relaxed state of daydreaming, gazing at the fields, or buildings passing by my train, or bus, or even
car, when I'm not driving, and on the plane, the snowy clouds, and making my plans for the future or
solving some pressing problem. As I matured and became interested in contributing to my
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community I thought my life would have been more useful if I'd become a teacher, a nurse, a lawyer
or a social worker. I decided that I did have things to contribute despite my limited education. My
journeys around the world had educated me. They gave me a strong independence, resilience, quiet
confidence, a deep appreciation of art and history, awareness of many diverse businesses, people
and social issues; it made me a 'big picture' person. I made lifelong friends in England. I observed
great wealth and abject poverty, the 'haves' and the 'have nots'. Children sleeping in rubbish bins in
Morocco, lepers in India, the Holocaust museums, the slavery exhibition at the Smithsonian, these I
will never forget. Nor will I forget the beauty of Hagley Park, Christchurch, the Norwegian coast, the
Cinque Terre, Verenna on Lake Como, the Pacific Islands, the cathedrals, the stately homes, the
Rocky Mountains, Scottish Highlands, Nepal, Uluru, these are some of my favourite places.
Looking back, I followed my dreams and look where it lead me.
With my travelling days curtailed, I know I'll never walk the Comino, go back to Verenna, live in
Kirkcudbright or catch the ferry to Gotland again. Instead I will stay in the best place in the world –
my HOME

Able Australia

81

My
Childhood War Years
My Childhood War Years
Stuart Watkins
Stuart Watkins

I am now eighty-three years old. I remember like it was yesterday my childhood years. I was born in
Leeds in Yorkshire UK on 28th September 1936. My father George and my mother Ellen moved to a
house in New Farnley about 5 miles north of Leeds. They had another son Trevor, my brother two
years later. We lived at No 28 Long Row about half way up a street of about 60 houses. The houses
were all two up and two down which meant a living room and scullery downstairs and two small
bedrooms upstairs. My brother, Trevor and I in the small bedroom and mum and dad in the bigger
small bedroom.
When World War II started my dad was called up to go in the RAF. Trevor and I were too small to
bother about the fact that dad had gone away, in fact when he came home on leave we did not
know who he was. We survived because my mother worked in the munitions factory and although
she was only paid a minimum wage it was just about enough to keep us going. We played with the
local kids on swings which we tied to the opening to the door of the outside toilets across the road. I
say road but it was just a cobbled street which was so bad that only horse and carts could get
through. The only carts I remember were Rington's Tea which had a huge chest full of tea which the
driver weighed out in an ounce or so to the locals. There was another man who came through on a
bike to sharpen all the cutlery and scissors about once a month. The road was just cobble stones
with a narrow path for people to walk. It would not have been possible for a car to drive up the road.
I only ever saw one car at the bottom end of the street which was an old Austin owned by a Mr
Walding. His car number was FXO 669. We also had the doctor who had a car no WWW 444. Don't
know why I remembered them but I will never forget. The doctor had to walk to every house as the
road were so bad. There were gas lamps every night to light the street. Many times we banged
against them just to put the light out and wait for the lamplighter to come and light them again We
put a piece of wood against the lamppost and used it as wickets when we played cricket. We used to
play a game called kick-out-can where we put a can on the footpath kicked it as far as we could and
the we hid behind the wall or in the gardens until we were found. It was pretty scary when the
German planes came over to bomb Leeds. They seemed to fly so low that we could feel the house
shaking. We all hid under the table until they had gone.
On November 5th we had a bonfire. We used to go to the scale hills which was an All the boys in the
village went "chumping" when we went to the scale hills which was an old pit which had been mined
many years before. It was our playground. There were power cables which went down the valley
where they had transported the coal. We got long pieces of rope, threw them over the power cables
and used them as swings. Scares me to death every time I think about how easily we could have
been electrocuted if the cables had broken, but we knew no different. We collected as much wood
as we could and had a bonfire on the 5th of November which most of the street attended. We
always had enough fireworks between us to have a good time and roast a few spuds.
During the time we were in Long Row I had all the diseases which were going around. Measles,
Scarlet Fever, Mumps, Chicken Pox, Whooping cough and others. When I caught any of them then
my mates came round to catch the disease and I went round to them when they caught it. The logic
being if I caught it once then I would never catch it again. For some reason it seemed to work and for
most of my life I have had very few diseases.
These were great years of my life which I will never forget. Pity that the modern generation cannot
experience these memories. They gave me a good life which stood me well in my working and
married life.
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My Days are Numbered

My Days Are Numbered

Alison Horsley

Alison Horsley

From my misty pool of childhood memories, certain important numbers float to the surface...
1949 - the year of my birth, and the start of a truly magical childhood...
67
I spent my earliest years in the car park at Indooroopilly Shoppingtown. Back then in the late 1940s
this plot of land was still known as “67 Station Road, Indooroopilly”, and instead of grey bitumen there
was a white timber house with a sloping backyard ending in a chook pen. In the garden my memory
sees an old, bespectacled gentleman tottering beside a bed of gerberas – my paternal grandfather;
and a woman pegging out the parallel rows of washing – my mother; and a zookeeper hurling food to
the two lions prowling at the bottom of the garden – my father, throwing freshly-cracked Queensland
nuts to my sister and myself.
Inside the house the memories are even dimmer. A bathroom with a deep bath and a big wooden
chest of drawers onto which I was lifted lovingly to be dried and dressed. A sleep-out with mosquitonetted beds beside a bookshelf holding Marmaduke the Possum, Winnie the Pooh, Lamb's Tales from
Shakespeare, and Wind in the Willows. A kitchen with a high wooden chair where I sat to watch my
mother cook cakes and to lick the basin afterwards...
2
All my childhood adventures were shared with one very special person - my big sister. The two years
that separated us at first seemed insurmountable to me, marking both her superiority and my own
limitations. When she was learning to play the piano I could still only thump the keyboard with childish
fists and increasing rage. While her considerable skill in art developed I could still (and can still!) only
draw crude unrecognisable shapes. When she could read and write I was still struggling with “A is for
an apple”. Entirely different in nature and interests, we would strike bargains whereby I would play
dolls with her if she would then play ball with me. And yet we were a twosome because she accepted
me as an equal and a playmate.
1+1=2
The world as I had known it ended when I began school. Naively I had hastened this fateful day when
I was just three years old by demanding to be a “Good Girl” like my big sister. At kindergarten I
remember gluing pre-cut coloured paper shapes to form a king's head with a crown, but it is the
solemn ritual of chanting of “One and One Are Two, Two and Two are Four, Four and Four are Eight...”
that stands out most clearly in my mind.
11
Friday afternoons were special. On other school days we caught the train home from Corinda to
Indooroopilly station under the watchful eye of a teacher. But on Friday afternoons our parents picked
us up at the school gate in our beige Austin A40 car. We would then set off on a family adventure,
eating apples in the back seat. Our destination was a place of childhood magic for me – 11 Murphy
Street, Scarborough, or 'Eden' as my parents had lovingly named it. A fibro shack with a wooden
outhouse and a mulberry tree in the back yard was unprepossessing in itself, but it spelled freedom
and was also the gateway to the wonders of the beach. When I was too small to walk the distance
myself, my ingenious father constructed a billy cart, a wooden crate on wheels. Positioning himself
horse like between the shafts he would pull us to the beach while we sang “Singing rolla bolla bolla
penny a pitch”, hoping to encourage him to a greater burst of speed.
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8
September 8. The birth date of Mischievous Mandy of Reldir, a golden cocker spaniel puppy with a
docked tail and big brown eyes. Right from the start we were best friends. While I allowed my father
the privilege of taking her for her daily walk and my mother the privilege of cooking her meat, I claimed
the less onerous rights of fun, games and companionship throughout my early years.
Early morning walks on the beach at holiday time are perhaps my favourite memories. Running along
the sand with Mandy beside me, her golden coat burnished by the fire of the rising sun; splashing in
the shallows together to cool down; digging holes in the sand in search of imaginary rats. Human child
and dog child united as one. We grew up together through childhood and puppyhood, and the stone
that marked her grave still stands in a corner of my garden...
135, 131, 8
135 Dewar Terrace, Corinda – the address our family moved to from Indooroopilly in 1956. A big
property on the corner of Dewar Terrace and Hamilton Street, featuring mango, poinciana and
jacaranda trees, and an old Queenslander house complete with verandah.
After a few years, my father had the property subdivided into three, so my next move was to 131
Dewar Terrace right next door, a newly built wooden house on the corner of Dewar Terrace and
Hamilton Street with a gravel tennis court alongside.
Many years later, I returned 'home' with my husband to build our house on the disused tennis court
at 8 Hamilton Street, Sherwood, just around the corner and right next door to my parents' house
where my mother still lived. Here we lived happily and raised our two sons.
150
Inside my filing cabinet is a red folder which contains the documents most necessary for life and death.
One of these bears the Brisbane City Council emblem of the City Hall and is headed “Certificate of
Memorialisation” from Brisbane City Cemeteries. It states, “This is to certify that Alison Horsley has
the memorialisation rights to Pillar Border 2, No. 150, Mt Gravatt Crematorium”. It is the empty plot
beside my late husband's final resting place. Only when that number comes up will my childhood
memories end. My days are numbered (Psalm 39:4).
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My Experiences as a Florist

My Experiences as a Florist

Mary Thomas

Mary Thomas

Aged 21, I took a nine month course in Floristry and learnt how to make bridal headdresses, wedding
bouquets, wreaths, and best of all, I learnt how to arrange flowers for any occasion, whether for formal
or informal use, which is a skill that has given me so much pleasure for the rest of my life.
Having passed my finals, I took my first job at a flower shop called “A Thousand Flowers” which
sounded marvellous. However, the reality turned out to be a bit different to say the least!
It was run by an elderly lady named Mrs Howell’s and her cockney assistant Edna. The shop was in a
run-down area, which had once been genteel and was quite near Portobello Road. It sold fresh
flowers, along with vegetables, toast racks and various knick-knacks.
I spent most of my time in the dimly lit cellar making wreaths and boiling beetroot, occasionally
climbing the rickety wooden stairs into the daylight to serve a customer who was buying a bunch of
flowers or some vegetables (never a toast rack!).
Imagine my delight when a few months later, I saw a notice in the situations vacant ‘Florist Wanted –
Savoy Hotel’. Would I have a chance? Well, I was accepted for the position and I gave a months’
notice…Mrs Howell was furious and I was banished to the cellar for the duration of my notice, down
with the ever boiling cauldron of beetroot next to me, not to come upstairs except to go home at
night.
I loved my time at the Savoy Hotel,
London. The other girls were friendly
and although it was hard work, it was
wonderful to do huge decorations
with beautiful exotic flowers in the
ballrooms, restaurants and lounge
rooms. We saw film stars such as
Charlie Chaplain, Ingrid Bergman and
Ertha Kitt there.

Savoy Hotel London
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During my time at the Savoy I took a turn at working at
Claridges Hotel which was owned by the Savoy Group.
The then Russian president Bulganin, and soviet
communist leader Khrushchev, were staying at
Claridges and occupied the whole first floor of
Claridges, with the exception of our flower arranging
room. We were allowed to continue using the room as
best as we could amidst the body guards who were a
grim looking lot. Occasionally we saw Krushchev and
Bulganin going out surrounded by their entourage. I
remember Krushchev as a stout, pig-like looking man
and Bulganin as smaller, with a goatee beard.

Russian Flag at Claridges Hotel 1956

It was a little unnerving to have the hammer and sickle flag flying outside our flower room window
and we hoped no one amongst the crowds in the street would take a pot shot at it!
I stayed working at the Savoy until my marriage.
A year or so after that time, the School of Floristry asked me to return as a teacher. We had a stand at
the Chelsea Flower Show and I had a chance to walk into the big marquee before it opened to the
public. I would stand and stare and try to take it all in, breathing deeply and inhaling the scent of a
million flowers…and if I close my eyes now, I can still recall that heady fragrance.
I would saunter between banks of delphiniums and roses, strawberries and tropical flowers, smelling
the crushed grass beneath my feet and listening to the early morning song of the blackbird…my
Garden of Eden!

Each year I would return to the Chelsea Flower Show and every year I would be alone for a few minutes
in my Garden of Eden, and when I left the marquee and went back outside, I would always have trouble
seeing as my eyes welled up with tears - tears of nostalgia and joy.
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My Friend

My Friend

Loti Patrick

Lori Patrick

An old friend sits ready and eager to be my slave - not that I am giving her much to do these days,
but I know that I can always rely on her if needed, in fair weather or foul. She is no burden but very
reliable and doesn’t need to be paid. If I had to go to the doctor she would take me and get me
home again. Or, if I just wanted an outing, in this time of isolation, where places to go are limited,
this dear old girl would do the job. If I wanted to stock up the pantry she would carry my shopping
and stay with me all the way.
We don’t have many outings these days, but at least I know she’s there for me - and I give her a hit
with the hose now and them - to remind her who’s boss. When our time of isolation is over, and life
goes back to normal, she will take me to choir practice or a nursing home where (hopefully) we will
again, one day, be able to visit and entertain. Seeing all my friends in the singing group is something
to look forward to.
She wears a coat of silver grey with shining eyes and black trimmings - of course she is my trusty
“Toyota Corolla”. Her speedo has said 40,999 for four weeks now (think of all the cheap petrol I’m
missing out on!!!!). I look at the dial when I sit in the driver’s seat, giving the accelerator pedal a
’touch up’ now and then - just to remind the old girl I am still her mistress, and still need her.
I think it is about time I gave her a clean-up and vacuumed the floor, dusty from my sometime
passengers’ boots, especially my much valued friend Frank’s ‘R.M. Williams’. I mustn’t neglect her,
even though she is on ’time off’.
Better times ahead to all!!
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My
Grandfather
My Grandfather
Valerie Halliday
Valerie Halliday

Until I was eight years old, we lived in Gladstone on the coast of central Queensland. My
Grandparents had a farm about thirty miles to the south. The farm was called `Lock Rose' and the
farm house was within walking distance of the small town, Bororen. My happiest childhood
memories stem for the times I spent at that farm. On some occasions my parents would send me to
the farm on my own. I suspect on these occasions my Granddad would often be in charge of keeping
me entertained while Grandma had a rest from my company.
I can clearly remember sitting in front of him on the horse as we went to round up the cows. The
horse was called Melody and as she cantered across the flat her head bobbed up and down making
her mane flap and flutter. I thought it was wonderful. As I got a bit older, I would sit behind Granddad
with my arms clinging around his waist.
On one occasion Granddad was resting on a rug on the grass under the shade of the side verandah
and he produced a penny and told me he had a magic trick that would make it disappear. He closed
his fist, told me to watch carefully as he rubbed his fist along his other arm which he raised above his
head. Of course when he opened his fist the penny was gone. He then said I should look for it which I
happily did. We were quite close to Grandma's rose garden so I scratched around in there for a while
being careful to avoid the thorns. The big pink roses were my favourite, as they had a wonderful
perfume. I think they were called Queen Elizabeth.
When I grew a bit cranky at my lack of success Granddad expressed surprise as the penny had come
back into his hand. So the whole process would begin again. I'm not sure if I eventually guessed, or
whether he told me the trick. Of course he was shifting the penny from the hand he was telling me
to watch, to the other hand, from which he could hide the penny behind his head.
At the bottom of the hill from the house there was a well with a windmill beside it. As the wind blew
the windmill clanked into action, and water was pumped up, shot through a pipe, and with a rush,
tumbled like a waterfall into a large square trough from which the cows came to drink. I was allowed
to `swim' in the trough. It was rather slimy on the bottom and I really didn't like that feel through my
toes, but on a hot day the cool, fresh water was welcome. Standing under the pipe was like having a
shower.
One-day Granddad was sitting on the edge watching me when suddenly he toppled over and fell in.
He spluttered and splashed and complained making me laugh at him. It was years before I realised he
had done it deliberately to amuse me.
Granddad had a dairy farm. After the cows were milked the cream had to be separated from the
milk. Granddad allowed me a turn at the handle of the big silver separator which extracted the
cream from the milk. He sold his cream to the Butter Factory in Gladstone. He took his cans full of
cream to the carrier's pick up shed in Bororen and from there, three times a week they would be
transported to the factory. This was quite a feat as the road had no bitumen in those days. The
amount Granddad was paid, depended on the quality of his cream. The processed milk was taken in
a bucket to the pen where the poddy calves were kept. It was poured into their trough for them to
drink. They would happily suck on fingers if they were offered, but I was always a bit scared they
would bite.
When it was time to leave, Granddad would take me to the railway station to wait for the train that
we called the Rocky Mail as it ran from Brisbane to Rockhampton. In those days Bororen was a
watering station for the steam trains so they would stop at the platform for twenty minutes or more
huffing and puffing until their water tank was full. At the same time, they would drop red hot cinders
into a pit. Years later when we lived at the farm we would walk along the railway line on our way to
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school, being careful to give this pit a wide berth. We also had a lot of fun yelling “Paper” as the
passenger trains passed and then scrabbling through the fence to see how many newspapers,
magazines and best of all comics, the passengers had thrown to us.
To take advantage of the trains stopping at the station, a local man, Mister Petty, made an income
from making and selling pies to the passengers. This was in the war years and these pies became a
big favourite with soldiers on troop trains going north. Family folklore has it that the secret
ingredient that made his pies so good, was the milk he purchased from Granddad’s dairy and added
to the filling. Mr Petty had a big basket filled with pies, each in its own brown paper bag. I think they
cost sixpence. Granddad always bought one for me before the train arrived. To this day, almost eighty
years later, I am still addicted to pies and train travel.
The electric trains whiz with hardly a sound through Bororen these days, probably doing a hundred
kilometres an hour, closely guarded by strong fences, but I can relate to the nostalgia that drives
`steam buff' all over the world to keep some of the old engines going.
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My Story

My Story

Adeline Limberger

Adeline Limberger

Born in Rotterdam, Holland in 1934, I look back on a great life, full of adventure and more
importantly a close family. I was six years old, when the second world war started. I had a sister aged
9, Mum aged 26 and Dad was 31. The goal of the Germans was to destroy the Port of Rotterdam, but
bombs were raining down where we lived and we lost the rear side of our house.
Underground shelters had been built prior to the beginning of the war to shelter the population.
When the sirens would go off it was compulsory for the people in those areas to take shelter,
sometimes during the night. After this episode, my parents moved to a newly built part of
Rotterdam, where I grew up. A nice suburb, you can call it and it was there where my pre-school
time started, followed by 6 years primary schooling. There it was also where I met a boy named
Harry, who, until just a few weeks ago, passed on, and was my husband for 62 years, and good years
at that.
We became great pals when growing up; he studied economics and I became a pharmacist. Harry
joined ROTTERDAM LLOYD shipping co. Early in 1957, Harry showed an interest in Australia, where
many migrants were settling at the time. I was happy to start my career in the Netherlands, but the
only way for us to have a future together was for me to go with him to Australia.
Mum and Dad were very fond of Harry and he was part of our family already. My parents were O.K.
with his plans of settling in Australia though that would mean losing me in a way, though knowing
full well it would only be physical loss. I would never lose love nor contact with them. It was my
grandmother (who was also my Godmother) who had a fear of me going to this continent, of which
so little was known. She had visions of wild animals roaming around and just tents to live in.
Harry got hold of some slides, which showed her otherwise and after watching these she seemed
convinced that there was civilisation and even nice houses to live in. She even came to say her
goodbyes at my farewell on August 24 1958. I travelled on a KLM flight to Adelaide which took
precisely 72 hrs in the air. We married on September 6th and started our new life at Semaphore in
South Australia. All these years later, and we are parents of four daughters, eight grandchildren,1
great grandchild.
I farewelled Harry on March 24 this year after he had been in a nursing home for 5 years, suffering
Alzheimer’s disease. He did not know me as his wife anymore, neither did he speak, but he
recognised my face and still had his warm smile.
That smile will be my rock until I join him.
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My Story

My Story

Sharne Campey

Sharne Campey

I was fortunate, due to my Father’s employment, to spend my life in various places in Australia.
Oodnadatta and Adelaide, both in South Australia, Cloncurry, North Queensland, and Melbourne,
Victoria.
Oodnadatta was a thriving little town in the early 50’s with the Ghan stopping frequently on the old
rail route from Adelaide to Darwin or vice versa and an aerodrome (they were not called airports
until much later). For medical treatment we had the bush nurses and for anything serious the Flying
Doctor would be called. There were 24 pupils enrolled in the school and they were taught by one
teacher in one large room. This is where I commenced my schooling.
We moved to Seacombe Gardens, a suburb of Adelaide. We used to put four empty glass pint bottles
outside our front door of an evening and in the morning the milkman would replace them with four
full bottles of milk. The bread was also delivered by the baker who came in a small motorised cart
and sometimes I would run to the end of our street and I would ride with him to our house.
In 1959 we moved to Cloncurry. Our home was the usual Queenslander, built on stilts. Four large
water tanks stood under the house but rain was not plentiful and we mostly lived on bore water.
Fresh vegetables were not a regular on our diet and we devoured kaki coloured peas, beans etc.
from tins.
We roamed freely throughout the town. My friend and I would sit under the cattle grid that
prevented the livestock from wandering onto the aerodrome grounds and experience the
excitement of the numerous trucks driving overhead as they hauled bauxite rocks mined for
aluminium from the nearby town of Mary Kathleen.
The local picture theatre was your typical tropical open air theatre. The floor was just the ground
and there were rows and rows of wooden struts with canvas nailed to them to make seats. It was
not uncommon during a movie to hear one tear and have a poor patron fall to the ground!
When ready for High School, most children travelled to boarding school in Charters Towers (648 km
away). Then in 1961 Cloncurry High School was established with fewer than ten students.
We returned to Adelaide in 1962, to the suburb of West Beach. Here I commenced my secondary
schooling and upon completion of that, attended a year of Business College. At one stage, my Father
hired a typewriter and at the Centennial Hall, Adelaide showgrounds, I undertook a speed typing
examination. As a result, I was accepted into the Commonwealth Public Service and was employed
by the Repatriation Department (now Veteran Affairs) where I worked in a typing pool of 26 typists
typing case notes of ex-service personnel who were claiming compensation for service induced
problems. We were not allowed to speak to others and if you had difficulty in reading someone’s
hand writing, you would consult for clarification, a senior delegated typist.
When next we moved it was to Melbourne and I transferred to the Repatriation Department, South
Melbourne then 3 years later received a promotion as a Clerical Assistant to the Security Section of
the Department of Navy, Victoria Barracks. During this time, I was able to visit various naval vessels
and the Williamstown Dockyard which I really enjoyed.
In 1973 I undertook my first overseas trip and was away for 12 months. I experienced a 32-day
camping tour around Europe, a ski holiday to Austria and various local UK tours. I also worked as a
maid in a London hotel, as a typist with the Pay Board, Civil Service and as a secretary with a
company called SCICON. I had to adapt to using an electric typewriter as we were still only using
manuals in Australia.
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Upon my return I was employed with the Postmaster General’s Department, once again in the
Security Section. Eventually the Department was divided into Telecom Australia and Australia Post.
We were given the opportunity to choose which Organisation we could move to and I chose
Telecom.
During this time, I joined the Army Reserve. Although employed as a clerk, I underwent the full
recruitment training at Puckapunyal Barracks. This gave me the opportunity to experience things
that I would never have been able to do ordinarily (e.g. shoot a rifle, fly in a helicopter, ride in a
rubber ducky, drive a MK3 army truck).
On an Army camp I met my husband and we were married in 1974 and I gave birth to two sons. We
lived in Vermont an Eastern suburb of Melbourne. I became active in my local community joining the
kindergarten committee, the Parents and Friends Association at the Primary School and also taught
Sunday School during which times I made lifelong friends. I also worked part time as a Ward Clerk at
Knox Private Hospital.
With my marriage ending in 1993, I became involved with the Ringwood Football Club. I worked in
the canteen, became a Team Manager and Club Secretary. We were lucky enough to win a Grand
Final and I still love football!
In 1994 I commenced employment with Mercy Hospital for Women, East Melbourne as an Executive
Administrative Assistant and remained there for 30 years until my retirement. During this time the
hospital moved to new premises in Heidelberg where the staff adjusted to work stations in lieu of
offices.
I have travelled again, 2011 to the UK and Canada, 2017 to Eastern USA, Canada and Hawaii, 2019 to
UK, Italy and cruising the Greek Islands.
For over 8 years I have been residing in an independent living village in Donvale, Victoria, one of the
best decisions I have ever made. I have made many new friends and apart from village organised
activities, I undertake playing tennis, communal singing, weekly exercises and a Bible study class.
My sons are settled, one has a partner and I am delighted to have a granddaughter. I am content.
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My Story was Influenced by my Grandfather

My Story was Influenced by my Grandfather

Ian Wallace

Ian Wallace

I was born during WWII to a working class family in Ipswich Queensland. We lived in my
grandparent’s family home after my grandmother died and my mom wished to care for my
grandfather known to the family as Da.
Da was an interesting chap. He was born in England in 1876 and travelled the world as a merchant
seaman. He arrived by ship in Australia in the late 1890’s and married in 1902.
Queensland’s first railway line opened in 1865 and my grandfather worked the steam trains on that
line from 1898 until retirement. He enlisted in WWI and left his family to serve in France and
returned home safely at the end of the war to resume his railway duties.
My earliest memory of Da was as an older man who smoked a pipe, wore pants with braces and
when going out wore a suit and tie with waistcoat and a fob watch on a gold chain and a Fedora felt
hat. The only home entertainment in those days was a radio. I listened often with Da to the radio
and at other times he loved to tell me stories of his life which he called yarns. These yarns were
about England, merchant shipping, places he had visited around the world, WWI and the local
history of Australia especially Brisbane and Ipswich. He was a gifted story teller and those memories
and love of Australian history have remained with me all my life.
I was fortunate to complete a university degree with Australian history one of my specialties and I
carried that love into my teaching profession. I hope I have inspired in my children and grandchildren
and students a love of history with my yarns. One of the earliest of Da’s yarns was about the
shipbuilding industry and a slipway at Kangaroo Point. He had relatives who built large ships in the
shipyards at North Shields in England. Linked to that event was the opening of Luna Park Ballroom
near Breakfast Creek, which in 1947 changed its name to Cloudland.
Cloudland would become a dance venue where I enjoyed many a Saturday night in the 1960’s just as
it had become a major attraction to the tens of thousands of allied service personnel who passed
through Brisbane during World War II. I travelled by tram from the Valley down Breakfast Creek
Road to Cloudland. My friends and I would have a few beers with our mates at the Waterloo Hotel
and travel up the hill by the funicular railway. The aim was to get there by 9.30pm for the
progressive Barn Dance, as this was the way to check out the talent.
Everyone went well dressed and the standard attire for the lads was a Country Club shirt, tie and
Sixty Minute slacks while most young ladies wore full skirts. At one point during World War II, Da
told me that Cloudland was known as Camp Luna Park and was used as sleeping quarters for US
servicemen. As far as the young women of Brisbane were concerned the word American equated
with Hollywood and the arrival of this many Yanks at one time was almost unimaginable. No wonder
the saying “over paid, over sexed and over here” became popular.
When servicemen returned from overseas some frequented two pubs near Kangaroo Point. They
were the Story Bridge and the Pineapple hotels which I have also frequented on occasions. The Story
Bridge still retains its original architecture as it was built in ‘Queensland style” with wide verandas
and is one of the few remaining three story hotels from this period in Queensland. It also had a
public air raid shelter. After the War the shelter was renovated and remained as a popular part of its
charm as the Story Bridge Hotel catered for the thirsts and appetites of Brisbane locals like myself.
I was at high school when some of the men who worked at the shipyard for Evan’s Deakin moved
away to Victoria to work at building motor cars. This new vehicle built in Victoria was known as a
Holden. My father who was a strong union man became national secretary of the Vehicle Builders
Union and was closely involved in the development of car manufacturing in Australia. As I started

94

Senior Stories 2020

employment as a teacher I purchased a new Holden sedan. I never imagined that one of Da’s yarns
would have such an impact in our family life.
Da loved boxing and every Monday night he and I would listen to the fights broadcast on the radio. I
became a fan and subscribed to a Sports Magazine to read about champions of the time including
household names such as Elley Bennett, George Barnes, Dave Sands and Jimmy Carruthers. The
magazine introduced me to stories of other sports and their champions and I have become a lifelong
sports tragic especially of Rugby League and cricket.
My Da died in 1956 but his memory lingers in my mind. I have had some more recent experiences
around which I have continued to share many yarns. All of my children and grandchildren have
visited a modern recreation and entertainment area at South Bank in Brisbane. I worked in a city
high rise when World Expo 88 began on this site. From my office on the 14th floor of the Education
Department I watched the construction which began in 1986. I knew the Chairman of World Expo Sir
Llew Edwards personally as his family was well known to my parents. I attended this great
international event at least three times a week from April to October 1988. It has been one of the
greatest events of local history ever to occur in my lifetime in Brisbane. The full use of the river for
transport and the expansion of the rail and bus systems have served well our city since.
I told my grandchildren about World Expo and the absolute best event of the final night when
thousands celebrated the closing with one of Australia’s favourite musical groups the Seekers,
singing The Carnival is Over.
My Da would have never imagined how the internet and other digital technology has changed our
lives and I regret that they have reduced the opportunity to share my yarns with my grandchildren in
the same way my Da shared with me.
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Cloudland Ballroom 1940

Ian Wallace
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My
Time in Egypt
My Time in Egypt
Chris Leeder
Chris Leeder

I was living with my husband Douglas and his parents in their home in Cairo Egypt when I first met
Aziza. The year was 1950.
Aziza was Sheikh Yusef El Dimadash Wife (not the correct spelling, but the phonetics) I was informed
by my mother-in-law that Aziza was in fact the Sheikh’s 49th Wife. Having some knowledge of how
things were done I was still somewhat horrified that she was purchased from her family at the age of
11 years.
Aziza was an Albanian Islamic. She had pale skin ton and blue eyes which set her apart from most
other Islamic women in Cairo who had darker skin tones and brown eyes. Islamic men were allowed
to have four wives at one time and a number of other females in the Seraglio (Harem). I was told
that Sheikh Yusef had quite a large top floor of the building that he owned made out just for that
purpose.
Sheikh Yusef had been dead ten or more years when I came to know the family, but the history
fascinated me and I really liked Aziza, which is why I am putting this story together.
Aziza had four children. First there was Azzous who later became a thief. He broke into my in-law’s
home and stole some watches belonging to my father in law. He later repented, grew a sooni (beard)
and drove an ambulance.
Next came Fateh Yusef he attended university and eventually became dean of the university of
engineering. Then Hamid Yusef was born almost the same month and my husband Douglas.
Then the first daughter arrived, her name was Atteyat she was loved by parents and brothers. Hamid
and Atteyat attended university and became lawyers when they reached the age of eighteen, too
young to practice.
An aside story….
Hamid was very young (around four years of age), when two of the sons of a previous wife visited
Aziza and asked for the keys of the safe. She trustingly gave them the keys and they removed
everything from the safe, money jewellery etc. The family were left penniless and had to rely on
handouts from various wives and relatives.
The rather romantic (but very true) end to the above story when both Hamid and Atteyat reached
their twenty-first year they took their two half-brothers to court and eventually won their case. No
money was returned but the family honour was maintained.
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Never Forgotten

Never Forgotten

Barry Riddell

Barry Riddell

The most significant areas of my life were for my parents and love for and of them and family, they
will never be forgotten in my lifetime. I owe them everything. And at this junction in time, I should
say my life was and is reasonable full of Happy Thoughts Living in New Zealand for thirty-eight years
and with my Family in Australia for thirty-nine full and contented years.
My contribution therefore consists of three poems. “My Mother ‘’
My Fathers Passing “and my own present time. “Place of Dreams”

MY MOTHER
I wish I had taken more notice of Mum
Her fortitude and loving of her siblings and young.
I wish I could have spared her the pain
That pushed her to cigarettes and alcohol.
The food for the table was a worry I know
I guess you discovered a hole to retreat to,
Safe for short periods, oh to be stable!
I wish I had been closer and able to talk
It might have helped; of that I am sure!
Tell if you can Mum where were you going?
You found your way back it took a long time,
I was so pleased you came; you know you belonged.
My Mum where were you?
I hope you found peace where you are now!
The rainbow your smile and the river you love, all so serene.
I miss you Mum! You were my Queen.
-2001
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I MISS YOU DAD
You knew Dad your time was near.
The arrangements you made your farewells said you sat and waited that was clear.
You did not want me there to soon! to see you as you were, your mind made up, I could not
interfere.
I had to fly to be with you, to see you for myself, was it obvious the shock the tear I could not hide?
You looked happy to see me Dad of that I am sure.
You knew I’d be there. Our time together was far too short.
The Ambos came to get you. I would have liked to talk some more, the Hospital a better place. I held
your hand and tried to talk.
I guess you were tired and all at peace, my parting words I will not forget they seem so stupid now,
Dad I am here now being you ok?
I didn’t say I loved you, though I am sure you knew,
I was so alone and empty, as you left me Dad.
I would like to think, as you passed. Your Mum and Dad were waiting and all the siblings there.
I hope you tell them I miss them all, in years I mean, it won’t be long! I’ll see you all again,
My memories are forever, I miss you Dad, Farewell!
-2010
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PLACE OF DREAMS
I find myself in a place of dreams
Long gone as someone saw my photographs of old,
Going back because of them, my life was filled with family and of friends
Was I happy then? As I look behind in my place of dreams.
They were all I ever needed, when as I grew older and lost the ones I loved
In whose arms I could hide, to ease the emptiness inside.
Where am I now in my place of dreams! I Can hold their hand and be with them again, we could talk
of times that passed, and I was left behind.
I cannot know my future only he can tell; the outcome I am assured of.
I feel I have had enough! I am sure I will be happy whatever he decides
Will they all be waiting there, when my time is near?
Will my dreams be answered, that’s all I want to know?
I miss my Uncles Aunts. Grandad’s, Grandma’s, Mum and Dad.
I know I’ll be leaving my family here behind.
But they will find their time for dreaming, as I have always done,
I hope they share my love and pride, of all their family gone before.
Reserve a time for dreaming, it’s not always sadness, it can be lots of fun!!
-2020
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Of Time and Change

Of Time and Change

June Hopkins

June Hopkins

I stood outside our tumbledown bush cottage, on the patch of lawn that struggled to survive the
rigours of the dry outback. It was early evening, and a full moon in a clear starlit sky had me
stretching my neck backwards to take in its size and beauty. At ten years of age, I was entranced.
‘I will remember how big the moon is tonight, all my life,’ I declared to my mother, after returning
inside. Then I added a postscript, ‘or at least ‘til the year 2000. How old will I be then, Mum?’
‘You work it out,’ she said as she sat at her sewing machine, busily working. She was the small
township’s dressmaker, spending hours making dresses and shirts for young and old. As children, my
three siblings and I had to entertain ourselves during the evening while Mum sat at her machine.
There was no television, and no telephone in our home. Looking at the stars was an enthralling
activity. Sometimes our Dad, a reticent bushie, pointed out particular constellations, and we
delighted thereafter in searching for them, enthusiastically pointing out the southern cross, the big
dipper, and others to each other.
When Mum challenged me, I did some mental arithmetic.
“Gosh, I’ll be fifty-five in the year 2000. I’ll be really, really old”
It wasn’t the full moon that I recall vividly, but rather the astonishment I’d felt when I considered I
would one day be old. When the year 2000 arrived I didn’t feel at all old. It was the year when my
calm, wise mother left us for her heavenly reward. She was ninety-two. My siblings and I were each
parents and soon to be grandparents. When Mum passed on, we reminded each other that we were
now at the top of the generational table. Although I felt full of robust good health, I had a more
realistic understanding of time, and that it is fleeting. A Bible verse describes life as being but a
vapour.
As we fare-welled our mother, I knew that old age, with all that attends it, lay in the not too distant
future. Yet, I was tempted that evening to turn my eyes skywards and drink in the beauty of the
night sky once again, and calculate how old I’d be in the year...2050. I understood I will definitely be
really, really old if I am still alive then.
I am seventy-five this year, and physical changes have occurred. I have cardiac problems and some
mobility issues. However, what has remained with me is a sense of awe at those things that are
unchanged. There is so much in life that is ongoing, unchangeable, restorative, calming, and
wondrous. The perfect velvet softness of night, the majesty of the night sky, the strength of old
trees, the power of the sea, the great variety of bird calls, the light show of summer storms, and the
diversity of our amazing wildlife, all bring me a sense of peace, and a certainty that everything is
right in my world.
The question how did I get so old, so quickly, comes to mind rather frequently. That ten- year-old
girl’s characteristics and attributes still describe much of who I am. It is merely the casing of my
being that is showing wear and tear. As a child I loved to write. My mother, being frugal a well as
poor, also had a creative streak. She cut up lengths of brown paper, which was used far more
frequently as a wrapping in those days, and placed the pieces in a pile. Then she sewed along one
side to make me ‘books’ to write my stories in. I was eight years old when a story I’d written, about a
baby emu, was published in a magazine. I have written stories ever since.
As a child I was inclined to be clumsy, and lacked any athletic ability. My younger sister was a star
athlete, winning all her races at the school sports days. My lack of skill in this area dogged me into
my teenage years. I failed the Marching Girls squad, I was hopeless when it came to dancing, and
when my mother suggested I learn square dancing as a way to meet boys, my do-se-do was more
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like uh oh, uh oh. Thankfully, my love of words and reading ensured that I excelled at school, with
my academic prowess winning as much kudos as the athletes I envied.
At home, my assertiveness (or that’s how I see it) got me into trouble for being a bully to my
younger siblings. Throughout life, my strong opinions have brought me undone more than once. On
the plus side, as a matriarch, modelled on my own Mum, I am loved, consulted and respected by my
large family of offspring and grandchildren.
I have fourteen grandchildren, ages ranging from six months to seventeen years. In each child I see
exactly how I believe he or she will be in old age. This doesn’t mean that people cannot change with
the passage of time. The process of maturity ensures that we sometimes alter opinions, and our
sharpest characteristics may be tempered somewhat, however the person we are at the core of our
being, in childhood, remains.
The sight of the ocean still thrills me, the night sky still captivates me, the strong urge to write has
seen me journaling for decades, my feet still trip me up, and I still voice my opinions a little too
stridently at times. The essence of me, in older age, is not diluted even a little bit.
Who I am today is who I was as I stared at the night sky in 1955. I’m glad of that.
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Our Adventures

Our Adventures

Florence Hague

Florence Hague

We lived in a small country town called Warialda in NSW where I was born and Raised and Cecil was
from Guyra. We got to know each other and ended up getting married. I worked in motels, took in
ironing and did house work for different people. Cecil worked on the railway for quite a few years
until he damaged his back. It was then we decided to move to Queensland, we stopped in
Goondiwindi and had several jobs but they were not what we were looking for. In 1972 we saw in
the local paper there was a job going on a property called ‘Arahana’ out of Gundy so we rang and
went to have a look.
On arrival we were greeted by the Manager Don and his wife Kay and their two lovely little boys
Stewart and Lachlan. We had a good chat about the job and we loved the house. We got the job and
decided to stay. The property was owned by Uni-Beef and they also owned another one in
Claremont near Katherine NT. We loved working there and had barbeques nearly every weekend.
We used to go roo and pig shooting as there used to be hundreds and they ruined the crops they
were trying to grow. Not long after we started there were two little calves born, the mother died
giving birth. The two poddies now belonged to me, a little boy and girl, and they both did very well. I
had to bottle feed them every four fours day and night.
After about 18 months we were told the property had to be sold as they were experiencing money
problems. We were asked if we would be interested in going to Claremont, the property was called
‘Mount Oscar’ and they would cover all expenses, so off we went again along with our two poddies,
two horses and mare was heavy in foal, a packed truck and our car and trailer which I had to drive.
The truck broke down on our way causing us to have to stay in Taroom. After three days of being in
Taroom while the truck was getting fixed we finally we arrived safe and sound. We settled into
Claremont well and enjoyed the creek that ran past the house but not the plenty of snakes that
came with it. 16 months passed and it was time for the property to be sold. We were offered to go
to Katherine but we declined. We sold everything including my two poddies and purchased a
caravan. We were in Claremont in 1974 when Cyclone Tracey hit Darwin and Goth Whitlam was in
Claremont when he got the sack.
Our new adventure landed us in Gympie bean picking. We got into a bread run, was also an Avon rep
and worked in a small shop when they were busy. We went on to do some grape picking but after
three weeks had to give it up due to Cecil’s health getting worse. We took the Caravan and went to
Caloundra to Little Mountain Caravan Park. After this we ended up in St George where we got
offered a job looking after a property there. We lived in the caravan with no phone reception and
only ABC on the radio. We decided to move to Toowoomba where Cecil could have a permanent
doctor. We rented a flat and sold the caravan.
Cecil sadly passed in 2002 and it has been a very lonely life without him but there was one thing we
both had in common and that was to never go to bed on an argument and we never did.
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Our Miracle

Our Miracle

Pedr Davis

Pedr Davis

Many of our Manors friends met my brother Tony during his visits from the UK but they do not know
his story. When Tony was aged six, he became seriously ill and my parents rushed him to hospital.
Within hours, he was diagnosed with polio and the doctors placed him in an artificial respirator
called an ‘iron lung’. My mother was weeping when she brought him home from hospital, and we
siblings clamoured to know what was wrong. Mother replied: ‘The doctors say Tony’s leg muscles
are wasted and he will never walk again. He will spend the rest of his life in a wheelchair.’
Tony had other ideas and declared he would never use the wheelchair again. Though we knew him
to be stubborn, we had no idea how determined he could be. He and I shared a bedroom and,
morning after morning, I watched him roll out of bed and drag himself around his bedstead, forcing
his legs to carry at least some of his weight.
Initially, it seemed hopeless but he persevered until his legs began to respond and, after some
months, Tony stood up unaided, wobbling like a baby learning to walk.
My excited mother sent for the doctor who smiled but told her not to get her hopes up. It would
take a miracle for him to actually walk, he said. My Catholic mother firmly believed in miracles and
prayed even harder. Tony put his faith in hard work and intensified his daily exercises.
In time he could walk with a duck-like waddle, moving with a pronounced swinging motion. When he
returned to school, the other kids laughed but he paid no attention. He’d been right: he did not need
a wheelchair.
When aged 16, Tony decided to join the navy and applied for a scholarship to HMS Conway, a
training ship for young officers. He breezed through the written examination but failed the medical.
The doctor saw Tony’s intense disappointment and counselled: ‘Keep up your exercises, improve
your walking and come back next year’. Tony did so and 12 months later he was accepted by HMS
Conway as a trainee officer.
He was 21 when he gained his captain’s ticket and the London Evening News carried a photo of Tony,
stating he was Britain’s youngest naval captain. Within a year he was in charge of an enormous BP
oil tanker, a job he continued doing until he retired as a Master Mariner. He then became a
chartered accountant.
Alas, Tony died recently, many years after he had proved that old adage: if at first you don’t succeed
- try, try again.
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Our
Special Meeting
Our Special Meeting
Kate Taubman
Kate Taubman

Many, many years ago I worked in a beautiful Hotel in a beautiful part of England. The Hotel was
owned by Mr and Mrs Guy Pemberton. Mr & Mrs Pem to the staff. Mrs Pem managed the Hotel. Mr
Pem, older and slightly disabled, spent his days reading and writing in the study.
On this particular day, I was just on my way up to my room for an hour’s rest when the study buzzer
sounded. As I was the last off duty I was the one who answered the call. “Kathleen dear, an old
Australian friend has just phoned to say he is in the area and would like to visit. Would you mind
meeting and greeting and bringing him to me.” Certainly Mr Pem I said, but not what I thought! The
guest duly arrived and was taken to the study. “Kathleen dear, I wonder if you would check a room is
available for Toby and bring him a sandwich and a nice cup of tea, because he has not had lunch.”
By the time this request was answered I was half way into my rest period! No! The buzzer again.
“Sorry Kathleen, I think Toby would prefer a glass of beer!” So off I went to the bar for the beer.
After all this, it was time for me to return to my duties. I was not a happy worker as you can probably
imagine.
What I didn’t know then was that I had just met my future and much loved husband.
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Pounds, Shillings, and Pence
and
Purchasing in the 1940’s
Pounds, Shillings, and pence, and purchasing in the 1940s
Steph Shannon
Steph Shannon

Growing up in Ipswich in the 1940’s was to grow up post World War II and the years
of economic depression that followed. Ipswich saw its beginnings in 1827 as a limestone mining
settlement and grew rapidly to a major inland port named Limestone. Change of name to Ipswich
occurred in 1843, after a town in England. It was declared a municipality in 1860 and was prime
candidate for becoming the capital of Queensland, but Brisbane won out on that score. It was
declared a city in 1904. The Aboriginal language groups before ‘white’ settlement were the Jagera,
Yuggera and Ugarapul indigenous peoples.
The city was to become a major coal mining area and was referred to as ‘the cradle of coal mining in
Queensland’. Ipswich contributed to the development of railways in the region as a means of
transport. Other secondary manufacturing industries included sawmills, woollen mills, abattoirs and
foundries whilst the region and surrounds was also rich agriculturally.
Growing up during the depression years taught us an anchoring sense of values. Food rations were
allocated to families and the role to be self-sufficient was noted namely in the growing of vegetables
and most homes also included an outdoor chicken coop thus ensuring a supply of fresh eggs and on
‘special’ occasions roast chicken.
It was an open and sharing community ever ready to lend a hand to neighbours and friends who
might have been ‘doing it tough’. Within the hierarchy of sibling order, clothes and shoes were so
frequently ‘hand me downs’. I recall Mrs Jones a very dear friend of my parents, whose daughters
Pat and Rita wore beautiful and often handmade clothes which were given and received so
gratefully. Then the ownership of such garments was argued among the Shannon siblings. On the
Government allocated Child Endowment days there was many a pound note slipped into Mum’s
hand by her dear and close friend Kath Doran. Her husband Dinny worked with my mother at the
then Sandy Gallop Mental Hospital. These attractive grounds now boast home to the University of
Southern Queensland, an institute of advanced learning.
If the walls of these buildings could but talk what a tales, there would be told!
The Dorans had a family of four children. The first born little boy Neil had cerebral palsy and died
during childhood. I recall how we Shannons adored this little fellow, who shared a joy of life and
would giggle as we pushed him in his homemade swing. Basic as the living standards and economics
of the day were – there was an abundance of love and belonging within the intimate and extended
families and the wider community. I vividly recall the tradesmanship of that era well before credit
cards evolved! The milkman made his deliveries in a horse drawn cart. Milk was collected in billy
cans and stored in the ice chest. Our milkman was a farmer by the name of Mr Nugent who
managed a general farm near Rosewood. Each year on my birthday he would grant me a wish to
spend the day with his farm yard animals. I would be brimming with excitement at mounting his
horse drawn cart and assisting with his deliveries, before heading to his farm and family.
What days of trust and innocence, when your parents would allow their daughter to head off for a
day of adventure with the milkman and with a feeling of safety for all.
The iceman delivered blocks of ice to allow for a cool place to preserve butter, milk, cheese and
meat. His shoulders would be protected by hessian bags and with heavily gloved hands and the use
of a sharp pick he would swing the block of ice onto his shoulders. This block would then fit snugly
into the upper shelf of the ice box, with drainage for water to escape.
The postman would make his deliveries on his pushbike and would herald his arrival by blowing a tin
whistle. The neighbourhood dogs would respond spontaneously by barking.
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The iceman delivered blocks of ice to allow for a cool place to preserve butter, milk, cheese and
meat. His shoulders would be protected by hessian bags and with heavily gloved hands and the use
of a sharp pick he would swing the block of ice onto his shoulders. This block would then fit snugly
into the upper shelf of the ice box, with drainage for water to escape.
The postman would make his deliveries on his pushbike and would herald his arrival by blowing a tin
whistle. The neighbourhood dogs would respond spontaneously by barking.
The postman would also hand deliver any telegrams which usually conveyed urgent messages before
the tsunami of the technological era. These telegrams would be opened with dread in your heart or
excitement at some special event. Dickson and Carey were travelling salesmen and would arrive
monthly with towelling and linen for parents to select. Most families would then enter into a
contract of monthly payments with their goods and purchases being delivered only when all
payments were completed.
The fruitman arrived in a truck with his produce under cover from the harsh sun and displayed in
tiers. He would announce his arrival by loudly calling ‘Fruito – Fruito’.
There were three large department stores – Cribb and Foote, Beirnes and Bayards. Once clientele
was established they would allow clothing garments to be bought home ‘on appro’ and I might add
their goodwill. If clothing was of the correct size and style, then purchase was organised by ‘lay by’the same system used by the travelling salesmen. If not to the customer’s satisfaction then the
goods would be returned in the same manner and trust as extended by the store.
Jimmy McInally, another travelling salesman would call with wooden clothesline props. He would
also sharpen the household knives and scissors. The invention of the Rotary Hoist hadn’t yet been
made. These props would be placed strategically between the washing pegged on the line to dry.
Heightening the line, sagging under the weight of wet clothes, sheets and towels would allow for the
entrapment of any snippet of passing breezes and was achieved by manoeuvring the prop into a
more upright position. Other travellers would sell medicinal ointments, rubs and solution to inhale.
He was known as ‘The Rawling’s Man” as Rawlings was the trade name for the products. My
memory recaptures application of iodine, with the tip of a white feather to an inflamed tonsillitis
and quinsy throat as an acceptable means of treatment.
Through these frugal years one developed a sense of value and acceptance that one couldn’t
purchase goods that one was unable to afford. It also allowed one to develop dexterity skills in dress
making and innovative ways to make cooking feed many hungry mouths. The lessons in self-reliance
and preservation were ongoing.
I recall the time when Australia joined the world in dealing in decimal currency.
In preparation the Government presented the jingle sung to the tune of ‘Click Go the Shears’ with
the words
‘In come the dollars and in come the cents
to replace the pound and the shillings and the pence,
so be prepared folks when the coins begin to mix
on the 14th February 1966’.
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Pursuit

Pursuit

Michael Macklin

Michael Macklin

She had walked off at such a pace that, having delayed my intention to follow, I was now running. I
felt my calf muscles contracting and expanding and my feet taking elevation and then pounding into
the cobblestones with unacceptable force. The arms were flailing at my sides with an intensity that
shocked me. Flailing arms are not me. Mind you I have seen other people running and have much
admired the physicality of their activity - particularly when one has a chance of a close-up of worldclass athletes coming out of the bend and into the straight. Their bodies straighten up. Is that why it
is called the straight? Probably not. Still they do straighten up and then the arms start pumping pumping not flailing like mine at the moment.
My lungs were expanding and contracting as though they had just discovered the joys of oxygen. The
interior knocking was obviously my heart. I knew that the heart was a pump but I have never heard a
pump knock. Not true, I now remember my first car’s pump knocked for a short while before smoke
poured from the bonnet. The poor thing went to the wreckers because a new pump would have cost
more than the entire car. A totally uncalled-for-remembrance.
My survival needs were becoming acute. I stopped, leant my head against the ancient wall and
allowed the heavy heaving to drag in needed air. This was madness. I have no need of this type of
exercise nor do I enjoy doing things that are not my normal activities. These I control and running is
certainly not one of my controllable activities and, even if it were, it would not be something that I
could do well and hence would not do at all. However, this bizarre exercise had achieved its
objective for my woman was again in sight and moving with some dignity down a street. In addition,
this street I recognised from my wanderings of the past day as leading to the piazza.
For some inexplicable reason, in the midst of this happy wasteland, my woman stopped at a wall
ATM and sought to extract money. However, with the bright sunlight shining directly on the
machine’s screen, she was unable to punch the right buttons and only ended up with a piece of
paper not euros. She glanced at me and obviously decided that my heavy heaving rendered a second
attempt in order. It appeared to have returned the same result as the first.
I made a show of buying a pack of Florentine paper with matching pen – just great for the “Oh-youshouldn’t-have-gone-to-all-that-trouble-person” and I didn’t. Just why I should allow my natural
courtesy to overcome me at this point, I cannot explain. She walked down a picturesque alleyway of
the type one remembers probably from an SBS documentary on picturesque alleyways of the world,
reached the end and turned right.
By the time I got to emerge into the narrow-cobbled street, I had obviously kept her waiting. She
was simply standing by a strange statue - probably of a deleted saint who never existed except in the
fevered brain of the sculptor - near the door of a modest old church that had much to be modest
about. Ensuring that she had been seen, she immediately turned and went in. Strangely for the old
Pauline doctrine of covered women heads, she chose this very time to rearrange her scarf from her
head to around her neck and I caught a glimpse of her face.
Her eyes reflected those of her ancestor in the grotto above the Church door. Luckily frills had gone
out of fashion or her small neat face would have been engulfed in a framework of scaffolding
sufficient to restore a church. I have never been partial to games but pressed on because of a type of
expectation that one gets from an airport novel or a poor wine. Ironically, I had not come to meet
this woman – or any other woman for that matter - and yet I was still pursuing one through this
medieval Italian village.
Running at right angles to the church graced by my non-existent saint was a seemingly equally old
building adorned by a large sign proclaiming that the building was “Suore Stimatine” which,
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presumably, made it the convent of the Sisters of the Stigmata. The sun had been shining brightly
despite the crisp weather and so I walked into the almost total darkness of the tiny chapel. This was
a poor church lacking even one marble sarcophagus. It did have a painting of an indifferent
Madonna and with an even more indifferent child. Its decorations, such as they were, had been
painted directly onto the wall. I don’t know why but I immediately felt that they had been
deliberately aged and carefully chipped for their tourist potential.
The old cynicism was returning and wasn’t needed. There were probably old worn paintings. After
all, I knew next to nothing about art let alone frescos and hence was hardly qualified to pass
judgement on their quality or authenticity. Why I was bothering at all, I couldn’t understand. I
looked around but my mystery woman had disappeared - probably into the only spot available – the
little confessional halfway along the chipped eastern wall.
I took a seat in the back row of the pews. Now that my own walking shoes had stopped making a
noise, I could hear murmurs from the little box which suggested either my prey was talking to herself
– which given her behaviour did not seem an unlikely scenario – or she had a confessor in there with
her. There was a heavy shuffle and out came the woman at some speed. She ran directly up to me,
popped a letter into my hand and said, “Stay” and then did a swift bob down and up genuflection
and was out the door and that letter was the start of it.
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Reflection

Reflection
Joseph Penkaitis
Joseph Penkaitis

When you achieve a certain age and reflect back on your life you realise that it was a journey on a
unique path that only you had the rudder to navigate that path. How you decided on its direction
and how to you navigated the bumpy parts of the trail will be decided on your later destination.
Giving up is not an option. Embrace the journey – be good – and have fun.
We have been asked to write about certain aspects of our life stories. A way of recognising and
valuing the experiences of our older generation. To impart knowledge and wisdom to younger
generations. Well the one thing that I didn’t take any notice of when I was young or listened to was
the knowledge and experiences of our older generation. Schooling was a nightmare only tempered
by how good at sport you were. Their way of teaching our generation at school was so violent and
brutal that any advice by someone over 21 years of age, for me, was totally dismissed. My mistake at
the time. To take advice from someone the same age as myself was also usually a mistake. But one
such event would change my life.
Reflecting back on one’s life is something that occurs once you have reached an age that allows you
to focus on events that changed your direction in life. For the last couple of years that type of
reflection has allowed me to write about my journey through life with all its challenges and ever
changing updates. Then one day the thought came to me - what was the single most moment that
changed my life and my direction in life. There are so many twists and turns in one’s life but there
has to be at least one moment has to stand out in reflection. It has to change the direction you’re
heading or stop you wallowing in the place your in. And then I realised that there was one. I had left
school without graduating. School was an awful part of my life and when the opportunity came for
me to leave I grabbed it. I had failed to graduate and the thought of returning back to school and
finishing my schooling was not a consideration.
I got into the workforce with various jobs that I had no interest in and was wondering what my
future held for me. To spend 50 years of your working life in jobs you didn’t like just to put food on
the table and have a roof over your head was not a pleasant thought. In fact, it was quite depressing.
To be wondering up and down aisles of Woolworths stacking shelves all day – wow. I know a lot of
other people do it and maybe enjoy it but it was certainly not me. I didn’t have any qualifications for
anything but the thought of going back to school to graduate was not on and then deciding what I
wanted to achieve was overwhelming. There was also nothing I saw at University that grabbed me. I
thought maybe a commercial pilot but I couldn’t afford it. I was applying for some strange things to
do but again because of my failed education I was not succeeding.
A couple that stand out were Air traffic controller, joining the merchant navy and many more.
Whatever I was successful at getting it was only a transition point to better employment later. I had
almost given up and had become depressed at the thought of never getting out of this situation and
having a good and enjoyable job.
Then one day I get a phone call from a friend who tells me that he has just landed a job with an
electronic retailer as an apprentice and that they are still looking for a few more recruits. He tells me
that they are recruiting apprentices to become electronic technicians. He gives me the name of the
service manager and says that, if I’m interested, give him a call and see what happens. I did and it
changed my life. It was a retailer like Harvey Norman but it also had a manufacturing arm that made
T.V.’s and radios. So our job was to learn how to repair these products and attend North Sydney
Technical college to complete our apprenticeship. It was one of the best jobs I ever had and ended
up being a senior outside T.V. technician for that retailer.
The path had been created for me. Over the years I climbed the ladder and eventually became the
National Sales Manager for a T.V. antenna manufacturer, a M.A.T.V sales engineer, owning my own
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antenna wholesale company and went on from there to be part of the company that introduced
satellite T.V. reception to Australia.
My journey didn’t finish there but without that phone call I’d still be stacking sugar in the isles at
Woolworths. Maybe not. But the question was what was the single most moment that changed my
life. I think it must have been that phone call. (A rotary-dial telephone? This generation wouldn’t
even know what a rotary-dial telephone was but that’s another reflection.) You certainly need to
take advantage of opportunities that come along and never give up.
A couple of famous sayings.
“Life is like a box of chocolates. You never know what you're gonna get.”
Life isn't about how to survive the storm, but how to dance in the rain.
It’s not how high you get – but it’s how high you had to climb to get there.
Defy expectations.
One has so many twists and turns in life and there are always standouts. Reflection is the way of
finding those standouts.
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Rosewood to Rio

Rosewood to Rio

Julie Holtam

Julie Holtam

I was born on the 13th December 1954. It was a Monday, though I never did find out what time
exactly. I was the fifth child of William and Eileen Donohue after Mary who was ten, Michael eight,
Joan six, and John who was just two. I was to be the last child of the marriage.
1954 was the year in which:


John Landy ran the mile in a world record time of 3 minutes 58 seconds



Queen Elizabeth II became the first reigning monarch to visit Australia



Robert Menzies's government was reelected for a fourth term in Australia



The Population of Australia was 8,986,530



In February, a cyclone hit the Gold Coast and Northern New South Wales, killing 26



Bread cost 15 pence a loaf; Tea 50 pence a pound; Butter 50 pence a pound; Potatoes 50
pence a pound; Meat 40 pence a pound; And it cost 3 pence to post a letter



An average home cost about 3000 pounds



Average home rental was 20 pounds per week



The basic wage was 40.5c gross per hour



Petrol cost 6c a litre



A 1950 Holden cost $1,520 which took 93 weeks to pay off

Mum and Dad were country people through and through. Mum had grown up on the Darling Downs
on her family farm. I believe Dad lived on his family’s farm nearby. Their families had both
immigrated from Ireland originally and set up their farms near Nobby. They met at one of the regular
dances which were a popular social event of the time. They married in 1937. When I was born the
family moved to Rosewood.
Like most families in those times we had an outside “dunny”, or toilet if you prefer. Because this was
a long way down the back yard, I needed to get Mum to accompany me if it was after dark. I feared
creatures such as frogs and spiders interrupting me in my quest. Our toilet paper consisted of old
newspapers torn into squares and placed on a wire at the side. Mum must have done this task, but
until now, I have never considered how hard she worked
Mum and Dad thought that sending us to the local convent school was the best option for our
primary education. I do not think they had any inkling of the depths of the nuns’ capacity for cruelty,
but my sisters and brothers and I were victims of their cruelty and malice every single day. I was
painfully shy as well and not a confident child and so it took a long time for me to make friends. The
kids would taunt me and call me names. Julie Dunapoo was a favourite as my name of course was
Julie Donohue. An early lesson in self-knowledge and self-esteem. As I had golden hair, they also
called me Peanut Paste. But after a while I tried to ignore them.
How excited I was to leave the Convent finally and reach High School. This was to be a completely
different environment for me. It took quite some time to find my way and to catch up with all the
other students who had benefitted from a state primary education. But I found I had a great
aptitude for learning and embraced every subject with vigour.
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Early in 1970, I finally got a position at the Dinmore Meat works, through someone that Mum knew.
I was to be a Junior Clerk. I was terrified. I had no idea what I would be doing, and I had to get two
trains and walk a mile or so to get to the office. Many different jobs followed and during the
following 9 years I moved out of home, bought my first car, and began saving to travel as I had
become obsessed with the idea of travelling the world after going for a short cruise with some
friends to Fiji.
I eventually made my way to London and had the adventure of a lifetime, and met my future
husband, Hashem, who was Palestinian and who would introduce me to a world that I had no idea
existed. I travelled to Jerusalem before returning home, and it was an amazing experience as well as
an education for a young girl who had grown up in a small town in Queensland. His family were so
kind and welcoming, and the fact that they lived under occupation had little relevance to their
warmth. and even though the marriage did not last, we went on to have five children together and I
have no regrets at all. I learnt so much from those years, as difficult as some of them were.
After a few years of being single, I was diagnosed with Breast Cancer, and went on to have a
Mastectomy and a reconstruction, and whilst it was a stressful time, it is merely a memory but I am
incredibly grateful to have survived. I consider myself one of the lucky ones.
I met my second husband, Keith, who would surprise me in so many ways and we have just
celebrated our 10th wedding anniversary, and what an amazing 10 years it has been. Whilst we have
had our share of family dramas and conflicts, we have also enjoyed travelling the world and
welcoming grandchildren to our family, and to our great delight we have discovered the joy of
retirement.
We have done a helicopter ride in Hawaii, hiked the Grand Canyon, cruised to Alaska, driven over
the Rockies, marveled at the Amalfi Coast, shivered while searching for the Northern Lights, cruised
to Antarctica, Hiked the Cinque Terre, Toured Sri Lanka, as well as many nostalgic trips back to
London. Not a bad turnout for “Julie Dunapoo” from the little town of Rosewood.
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Run Rabbit Run

Run Rabbit Run

Audrey Hoffman

Audrey Hoffman

“Mum, if we don’t catch any bunnies today, what will we have for tea?”
“Lamb’s fry.”
Our faces fell.
Without hesitation we went off with our shovels and sugar bags dragging them awkwardly to the
quarries where there were mazes of burrows waiting.
These were the 1940’s in Western Victoria and not only were rabbits a pest BUT they were
dangerous.
On the day after a dreadful fire my uncle took me with him as he gathered rescued burnt stock and
checked fences. Being a problem seven-year-old, I didn’t heed instructions to stay in the truck cabin,
but jumped out and ran around until my left leg lodged into a burning rabbit burrow. Stupid rabbits!
Their fault – not mine!
Those years were challenging times recovering from the war and the ‘44 bush fires. But, we
youngsters had a great life rolling tanks up and down paddocks and building cubby houses. Some of
our best fun was had when our school Parents’ Association held rabbit drives to raise funds.
Dad’s big, bulky, khaki ex-army truck carried lots of us to a place in the Stony Rises littered with
rabbits – big, fat, tender bunnies devouring the sweet grasses of this volcanic country.
We all knew what to do - line up across one boundary, close together, to walk across the paddock
making lots of noises wielding sticks to bring the rabbits out of their warrens.
Scurrying out they could but go one way – off helter-skelter in front of us. The stupid bunnies had
forgotten that they were surrounded by netting fences.
We giggled, laughed, yelped and screamed. Rabbits scurried away not knowing that we were not
only having fun but also trying to eradicate them for the benefit of our father farmers as well as
making pounds, shillings and pence for school funds.
Converged into a corner they huddled together like a host of refugees. Our “strikers” went ahead to
pick up the victims by the legs before executing the “rabbit killer” blow which heralded their demise.
Strung in pairs, the harvest was taken to the chiller and the cash was ours!
We had other forms of entertainment too. One of the school parents, Arnie, held movie nights in his
big tin shed. We loved the reel-to-reel 8mm films he hired and the supper was special. One night, we
were shown a film of one of our rabbit drives. While this was entertaining in itself, the best was to
come when the film was run backwards.
Rabbits backed down from where they were strung across the back of a ute, their guts flipping back
into the slits down their chests, their legs gathering momentum as they ran backwards, and bottoms
first back into their burrows with us hilariously backwardly retreating.
After that, every time our family sat down to rabbit and bacon stew, I wondered if the stew might
become “alive” and rabbits bolt backwards out the door, home to the Stony Rises.
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Safe
Behind the Gate
Safe Behind the Gate - A Reflection
Gordon Kidd
Gordon Kidd

It's been nearly eight weeks now. They told us because we were old we needed to be protected
from the Novel Coronavirus, now renamed Covid-19 in the media, that we had to 'self-isolate' in our
homes or as in our case, the retirement village my wife and I live in. When I say 'they' I mean not
only the authorities, the State government and the Federal Government, but our immediate family,
our four children, who led by our daughter, want us to survive the pandemic, since we are around
the age of 80 and therefore at the greatest risk of dying if we caught the infection. This irresistible
combination of forces is topped off by the management of our retirement village in south-western
Brisbane who want to get all its 600- plus residents through the pandemic without any of them
falling to the virus.
So we are all taking the isolation as well as we can. Some of our fellow-residents are without family
close by to bring supplies of food to their units, and are continuing to get their supplies at the local
shopping centre. The village management is organising deliveries from nearby supermarkets, the
restaurant is taking meals to those who want them, and we even have a weekly produce stall set up
by a trader, bringing fruit, vegetables and a range of confectionery treats to give us a chance to pick
out what tickles our fancy.
It is all very gratifying to feel that at this latter stage of our lives, we old folk are considered valuable,
worth going to some trouble to keep alive, and generally cherished by our families, our village
managers, and our governments. When we read about grim statistics in places like Italy, where the
virus has swept up the old and medically compromised and even some of the doctors and nurses
who have worked so hard to save them, we realise how lucky we are to be living in this village, in
this state and in this country. When we see what is happening in the United States, we are even
more thankful that we live in a country with a wonderful health system, both public and private, that
all its citizens can access without suffering crippling financial debt. It is also sad to see the UK, even
with its comprehensive health system, losing so many people.
Nevertheless, I do feel as though we are living on a beautiful island prison, a leafy paradise nothing
like that other island prison, Alcatraz. We are not actually confined to this village, we can come and
go, but we are strongly advised to only leave the 'island' if we have to go for essential supplies or to
keep a necessary medical appointment. Since my wife and I have promised our family that we will
not drive out into the real, dangerous world, we obediently stay within the gates.
Every day we try to take a walk, to get some exercise and fresh air -- we can't watch television or
read books all day long -- and we are lucky to live in a village that really is like a village, round 600
units arranged along streets, with a central road running through it and the remnant of an old semirural street that is now a long pathway through lawns and big gumtrees that is effectively a park. I
like to walk up to a pedestrian gate on to the main road outside and grabbing the bars, call out, " Let
me out! Let me out! When is my parole coming through?" My wife quietly looks around to see if
anyone is nearby to hear my embarrassing mantra, and is relieved to see nobody is there.
Even though the village is so large, as the weeks go by, we do find ourselves trying to find some
variation in our walking routes. The perimeter of our village is so extensive that to the north, we can
walk to the duck ponds with their bird and lizard life, or to the south, past the newer streets in the
village, along a raised boardwalk that borders a wilderness of bush, which in the Council's long-term
plan, will form part of a 10-kilometre park running along Oxley Creek.
On every walk, we will pass fellow-residents, say hello or have a short chat. There is one crossroads
where people can sit, at suitable spacing, and have a natter. We will see others doing similar loops to
ours, crossing our path at one point, only to see them again at another point on our progress, some
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of them striding briskly for exercise, others ambling behind their walkers and a few being taken for a
walk by their small white dogs. It all reinforces our sense that we are part of a community, and one
that is safely tucked away from the city outside.
Of course, we have been able to see our family though children under 16 have been discouraged
from coming into the village. Our 21 and 17 year-old grandsons have been to have a chat on our
patio and so has our 19 year-old granddaughter. But our 10-year granddaughter made her last visit
on the fourth week of our isolation. Like so many of our fellow elderly, we have to be content with
the video chats that everyone has been getting used to. The trick is to hit the right icons for sound
and vision, and not listen to the family chuckling if you don't.
Our third week of isolating will illustrate the change in our life's routine. Normally, in a typical week,
most days would be marked by a regular activity. On Monday, twice a month, I would drive the
village buggy in the afternoon, generally taking fellow-residents to the medical centre or to meetings
or picking them up from special bus trips. On Tuesdays I would go to choir practice. On Wednesdays
fortnightly my wife and I would go to a play-reading group. On Thursdays monthly there would be a
lunch date with old colleagues from my University teaching days, and on a couple of Fridays each
month I would be part of a team offering a kind of 'happy hour' bar service in our Community
Lounge. These activities kept our retirement life nicely balanced with a Monday night dinner with
one son's family, a pub trivia night with another son and his wife, and at least once a week seeing
the third son's daughter before or after school.
Suddenly, from the week beginning March 16, all this stopped. Our village management closed down
all community activities and our family urged us to 'stay at home' for the duration of the pandemic
crisis. The third week is representative of the change. Nothing happened all week. We had plenty of
food and medications. My son had brought essential beer supplies. We had streaming services as
well as regular channels, no sport of course, but soon there would be the Melbourne Symphony
Orchestra on YouTube and National Theatre productions from London. No doubt everyone was
catching up on books they had meant to read sometime.
I am trying to remember the third week in detail but all the days are a blur, as are most the days of
the weeks since. One day stands out for its excitement and stress. My wife loves ice cream and two
weeks before the home delivery ice cream man had come to the village. Normally any ice cream
treats were had at the cinema, but on this occasion we could not resist the opportunity. Now, on the
Wednesday, he was back. I decided to wait till he came down our little street. But his ringing bell
grew fainter and we feared he had gone away to serve the households down the main road.
Panic. Disappointment. Apologising to my wife for lazily waiting for him to drive closer to our unit.
Knowing that I just couldn’t drive out to the shops to make up for it. Then, what seemed like an hour
later (it wasn’t), the bell started clanging again and soon he was there in our street. I feel sure the
psychologists would tell us that our emotions are intensified in this kind of lock down situation. I can
vouch for that.
Since that third week, things are gradually making us more hopeful. Queensland has done well to
contain the virus and there will be degrees of liberation to take place. Some visits to family may
become possible, though we, the old and more vulnerable, will be the last of course to make our
way fully back into the world at large, and until we have a vaccine, that may indeed be a long time,
even without further outbreaks in the next few months.
There have been some things to compensate for the disruption caused by the pandemic, of lives lost,
damage to economic security and lost or greatly limited events like weddings and funerals, and the
ability to travel to loved ones, especially the newly born to family interstate or overseas. There has
been a gratifying sense of pulling together and a lot of resilience shown by many of our fellowcitizens. At our village, the sounds coming from the sky have subtly changed. There are hardly any jet
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planes overflying on their way to landing, fewer light aircraft coming in overhead to Archerfield a
few kilometres away. On the other hand, I swear I can hear the birds in the big gums more loudly
than usual.
We were lucky in the timing of the isolation. On March 3, I got home from a cruise from Darwin to
Brisbane on the Queen Mary 2. My son, a singer-entertainer had got me on to the ship sharing his
cabin for a nominal cost. The ship had already diverted away from Asian ports on its world voyage to
escape the virus already affecting cruise ships in Japan. Almost immediately our son's cruise work on
other ships was cancelled, as well as his other singing engagements for the next few months.
The other piece of lucky timing was the Village Variety Show that one hundred or so of the residents
had been rehearsing for since Christmas. I myself was in three different items. We did the show on
Sunday, March 15. The next week all community activities were closed down. To have postponed
the show into the foreseeable future would have been a disappointment to all who participated in it
and enjoyed it.
We feel lucky in general to be here, behind the main gate now 'guarded' by security staff checking
visitors and residents alike. We even have our temperatures taken. We would hope that this
pandemic has made the population as a whole much more aware than before it of the
disadvantaged and at risk in our society. But we have been made warmly conscious of the high level
of concern that has been shown to those of us in our '70s, '80s and '90s, by those charged to look
after our welfare and by all our families. They clearly don't want to lose any of us!
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Spirits of the Past

Spirits of the Past

Patricia Allsop

Patricia Allsop

The coloured brochure said
‘There’s a place in Victoria where time seems to have stood still’.
My bushwalking friends and I are eager to experience this place, the place we, you and I, call The
Grampians. The place, the Aboriginals, the Koories, call Gariwerd (believed to mean mountain
range).
We venture off the beaten track to explore the top end, the northern end, of this National Park, the
outback. We battle along the Bolte Highway: a wide, bumpy, rocky, sandy road. A road few people
bother to travel.
We stop to walk and fossick in the historic Heatherlie stone quarry. This area is very interesting and,
to our delight, there are many varieties of wildflowers to study. The quarry has been extensively
excavated and may only be worked now to provide stone needed to repair buildings built from
sandstone in the 1880’s. We examine the many pieces of rusted machinery, a winch here, a boiler
there, a bogey on a length of old railway track.
But most interesting of all, to me, are three sandstone huts still in good repair. I sit on a tree stump
in front of one and wonder about the pioneers who lived and worked here over 100 years ago.
Closing my eyes, I try to imagine what it was like then. I see a man in rough workman’s clothing,
standing in a doorway, smoking a pipe, children playing in the dust at his feet; a woman, enveloped
in a calico apron, at the fire cooking a meal. I get an eerie feeling. Their spirits are still here. I feel
their presence all around me, these people were happy here. I feel attuned to these spirits, and very
much at ease. Shivering with excitement, I try to open my eyes, but am unable to do so.
My friends wake me from my reverie. “We must move on” they say. I am reluctant to break the spell
and slowly open my eyes to the 1990’s, wishing I could linger here, and knowing I must come back
one day.
Our next stop is to view an ancient Koorie art site. This cave is called “Gulgurn Manga” – “Gulgurn”
meaning children and “Manga” meaning hands. There are many red ochre imprints of children’s
hands here, and a few painted emu tracks and lizards. The brochure said, ‘5,000 years ago the
Koories roamed the well-stocked hunting grounds of Gariwerd’, and we are awed to think that these
paintings may have been done so long ago.
We sit on rocks by the cave looking out across the plains. I find it easy to imagine the Koories stalking
emu or kangaroo in the vast area before us.
This is another peaceful place and I feel welcome here. Not so, one of my friends, she feels like an
intruder and does not stay long, preferring to wait for us in her van.
Once again I feel a presence, one of welcome and warmth, and know that the spirits of the Koories
are most assuredly here. The feeling is very strong; it is all around and the wind seems to carry the
murmur of voices as it whistles around the boulders; perhaps the laughter of children or the song of
a happy people from long ago.
As we quietly leave this place, I think back on where I have been, what I have seen and, more than
that, what I have felt that day.
‘A place of Dreamtime legends’, the brochure said.
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The
Big Bang
The Big Bang
Lloyd Knight
Lloyd Knight

I suppose the ‘loudest’ mission of the 45 that I flew over North Korea, in that war, was the 28th. That
was a rocket projectile (R/P) strike on rail-marshalling yards north of Chinnampo, on the west coast,
and our main type of mission in 1953. We flew quite low on these attacks, and were susceptible to
machine gun, and even small arms fire, if an enemy got in a lucky shot.
I was the twelfth aircraft over the target in the sixteen-ship formation. As was the SOP, I switched off
the pressurisation as I rolled into the attack at fifteen thousand feet and lined up on my section of the
target area. It was a small group of huts in the south-eastern corner that intelligence had assessed as
a troop concentration. As I steadied the graticule of the gyro-gun sight over the centre of the huts, I
could just make out the small green-clad figures running from them. Interspersed among the green,
there were several dressed in white. I knew that these would-be civilians, or maybe even family,
accompanying the soldiers.
As my section leader's sixteen high explosive rockets erupted in the centre of the target, I released my
eight rockets with their napalm heads. This should accurately deliver a forty-gallon fireball, right into
the middle of the shattered buildings, completing their destruction, and probably causing death and
horrible injuries to those who had not yet fled the target area. I had heard stories that some pilots
deliberately miss-aimed their napalm in similar circumstances, where they thought civilians were in
the target area. That would be a difficult decision to make because ostensibly, it would be a dereliction
of duty to take such action, and I had never felt any compulsion to do that. I did suffer nightmares
about some of those attacks for many years afterwards.
I had just pulled out of the attack dive when 'BANG', the canopy imploded in a thousand pieces.
Momentarily stunned, I could hear above the roar of the airstream, a small, distant voice yelling
something like, ‘Blue Four are you OK?’ As I shook my head to clear my foggy vision, I saw a large hill
ahead of me. I realised that if I had been ‘out’ for a few moments longer, the Meteor would have
speared straight into it.
Blood trickled down my forehead and into my eyes. My goggles were gone. The turbulent air behind
the windscreen tossed my head around and blasted my eyeballs. I had to squint to keep the wind and
cockpit dust out of them. As I set the aircraft in the climb I could see the rest of the aircraft, except for
my element leader, were getting away from me. The extra drag caused by the shattered canopy was
holding me back.
Blue Three, who was now shepherding me, advised the mission leader of my plight. Somebody
suggested over the radio, to jettison what was left of the canopy. The leader immediately came back
saying to NOT do that because it would probably hit the tail. He told me to jettison the ventral (belly)
tank. That would be empty by now. I did this and was able to catch up.
It was a cold, noisy trip back to the home plate. The issued, World War II type, leather helmet offered
little protection, but I only suffered minor cuts and scratches. Later on, I scrounged a ‘bone dome’,
modern helmet from the yanks. The reason that we de-pressurised before entering the dive was to
prevent explosive decompression if we suffered a hit. My incident, and an earlier one, caused the
squadron to adopt the practice of leaving the cockpit pressurisation on during attacks to prevent an
implosion if the canopy was hit.
Another type of operation was the armed reconnaissance and interdiction of the main routes. The aim
of these patrols was to seek targets of opportunity in the form of convoys or freight trains, denying
the enemy the use of their means of communication toward the front line.
A section of four Meteors was split into pairs; one element at ten thousand feet, the other flying cover
at twelve thousand. On some of those missions we ran into reasonably accurate anti-aircraft fire. The
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radar-ranged flack bursts would occur at the level of each pair. These deadly black puffs usually trailed
behind the aircraft as the gunners set their aim, which luckily wasn’t as precise as the radar ranging.
As soon as the first burst occurred, the pilots would call it and break away, climbing to disrupt the aim,
and the height measurement of the radar. In retrospect, it was a bit scary to think that if the enemy
gunners had been a little better trained, they would have ‘got us’ on several occasion.

Into the Attack!
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That’s Life

That’s Life

Margaret Dakin

Margaret Dakin

My life is not like a dress glimpsed in a department store window, decided on with, ‘Yes, that’s what
I want’; but rather a casual find in an op-shop, ‘It fits. It’ll do.’ I’ve worn it, through a myriad of
occasions, altering it to suit the fashion of the times, adding a frill, removing a button, and I must
admit it’s been torn badly once or twice; but it mended. Now it’s starting to show its age, but it’s
pleasing enough to my eye, when I count the little jewels I’ve sown into it along the way,
remembering where I came upon them.
As we get older, many of us feel, that while details of recent events escape us, snippets from
childhood and youth come readily to mind. These days we need to write everything down, but then
it’s, ‘Where did I put that list?’
If we could view a recording of the life lived, what emotions would come bubbling to the surface?
Regret, embarrassment, happiness, tenderness, even amazement that the person we are seeing on
the recording is us, robbed now of that youth, beauty, optimism, which we took for granted.
However, a state of constant contentment would be a passive condition which may have to be
abandoned as we strive to grow, invent, discover. If we never know sorrow, how can we recognise
happiness? How can we appreciate the warmth of summer without the cool of winter?
Although the young hold centre stage in today’s society, nobody loves life like the aged. Some
people are born old; some die young in their nineties. And what is death if not just a dreamless
sleep? We know death only when losing others, whether it brings regret, relief, maybe reunion with
someone lost on the turbulent waters of life.
Sorrow is lessened if it can be felt in common with the warmth of others who are sharing the
moment. Sorrow reveals to us our place in the scheme of things, reminding us of our role in the
order of the world. We ignore, for a time, our insignificance in that world, or indeed the fact that this
earth is but a small ‘blue dot’ when viewed as part of the universe.
Although we may never forget the sorrow caused by losing a beloved, we continue on our journey
with another dimension to life, a valuable gift, although one we never covet. The best gifts don’t
come wrapped, tied with a ribbon, but in the shape of tolerance, support in time of need, sharing of
a confidence.
If I’m stopped in the street by a stranger who asks for money to buy food, I give the small change I
have in my purse, even if I suspect I’m being taken for a fool. Probably those few coins do me more
good than they do the stranger. Perhaps we regret what we didn’t do, more than we regret the
foolish things we did. We pay by the consequences that follow for what we do, while others may pay
for that which we did not do.
One of my regrets relates to a gift I’ll never forget.
After almost a year away as the governess on a sheep station I was going home to spend Christmas
with my family in Brisbane. The little girl I’d been teaching was old enough to go to boarding school
in the New Year.
I returned reluctantly, knowing that to live once more in the house of my domineering father would
sap my newfound confidence. I felt, despite the lengthy but infrequent letters my father had written,
that the family had moved on without me. I would no longer fit into my previous role as the eldest
child. But what troubled me most was not that I had missed them, but that I had not.
I steeled myself against the restriction, the boredom, the chaos of the household, eager to leave for
greener pastures as soon as possible. But it was not indifference I met. I found that the fatted calf
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had been prepared for the evening meal, the table laid with the best lacy cloth. My father smiled,
telling me that my old place in the bedroom I shared with her sister had been made ready.
I took my suitcase to the room, pausing on the threshold, reluctant to claim my space. I was
surprised to see that, for my return the room had been painted in my favourite colours, flowers
arranged on the dressing table, new curtains fitted. I realised the sacrifice of time and energy
needed to do this in that one-wage household of five children and a dependent grandmother. A
lump came to my throat, but resentment also. How could I now not stay at home? I was
overwhelmed – but pride, or shame at unworthiness, would not let me show it.
They looked at me with questioning eyes but no words were uttered. I could not even meet their
gesture with an expression of pleasure, pretending I didn’t know it was for me. What did my parents
say to each other later in the dark? Perhaps my mother understood. My father? Probably not. I can
only hope he did, father and daughter being, after all, so alike.
Sophocles said, ‘Happiness depends on wisdom’; but I’d gained no wisdom. Is happiness the goal we
should be pursuing on our journey through life? Does happiness justify any means to that goal? Even
the old maxim, do as you would be done by, should be followed with caution. Hopefully we retain
the wisdom to enjoy each day; to achieve, if not fame and fortune, small successes. Of course
companionship of friends and lovers is our biggest advantage, but if we’re able to keep busy we have
no time to indulge that bad habit of growing old.
It’s been said that ‘old men like to give good advice to console themselves for no longer being able
to set a bad example.’
Truly wisdom can be found in old age, even if it’s with the benefit of hindsight.
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The
Joy of Learning New Things
The Joy Of Learning New Things
Shu-yin Wong
Shu-yin Wong

I find it is fascinating to write something about myself with a view to give our younger generations
some ideas what I have done in my life. To start with, I must admit that I am a very lucky person. When
I say I am lucky I truly mean to it as I come from a humble background. I never thought about that I
would be able to now live in Brisbane and spend my retirement life here in Brisbane.
My life journey began in Hong Kong and I have my formative years brought up in Hong Kong. With an
opportunity I and my young family migrated to New Zealand when I was at height of my career as a
public health inspector in Hong Kong. I would dare to say at this juncture that I began to enjoy my life.
Why am saying so? I am now carrying on telling my story.
My work life in Hong Kong was nothing particular except that it equipped me with all the necessary
skills that I was about to use in New Zealand. I find living in New Zealand gave me a very different way
of knowing people around me. At my younger age I always loved to talking to people as well as helping
people. I enjoyed involving every kind of volunteering during the school summer holidays from helping
building foot paths in remote villages, organising youth concerts to helping a day out for orphans.
While I lived in New Zealand, I found that there were also many opportunities that I could help people,
the indigenous people, new migrants, and refugees. So I decided to do a law degree in a university in
New Zealand. While I enjoyed my studying I more enjoyed to help people soon as I graduated. I was
able to work in two different community law centres in New Zealand. I was able to get in touch of
people, who needed my help of both legal advice and life experience advice. I met a lot of people
whom I would not be able to meet if I was not working in these community law centres.
When I moved to Brisbane in 2011 it took me a few years before I got settled down. This time I
continued to provide my free legal advice through a refugee centre situated nearby where I resided. I
again met a different group of people whom I would not have met if I was not working there. I find my
life is nothing particular. But I do find that I have the right mind set to use my skills to help people.
Well, I am now 68 years of age. I still have the ambition of carrying on my pro bono work in giving free
legal advice to people in need.
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The Journey to Know Myself More

The Journey to Know Myself More

Shu-yin Wong

Shu-yin Wong

Looking back my life, I feel I am very lucky to live up to this age of 68 and with good health. Among all
the things I treasure one thing stands out is my desire to learn new things day by day. I may have
inherited this gene from my parent, or simply I have the ambition of learning new things.
To narrow it to one thing among all the things I learnt in the past years is the learning of a new
language. I was born and brought up in Hong Kong. My mother tongue is Cantonese. Somehow in my
early career I was fond of learning Japanese for one year. I quite liked it because Japanese language
shares a lot of Chinese characters. While learning Japanese I appreciated that Japanese culture was
very different from Chinese culture. At this juncture I may add that at the time when I lived in Hong
Kong and 1997 was approaching, I learnt Mandarin as to equip myself when 1997 came. Though I did
not use this newly acquired language in Hong Kong, I did use it when I migrated to New Zealand in
1997 as there were communities of Taiwanese and Chinese Mainlanders migrated to the town where
I settled.
It is also worthwhile to mention at this point that I met a Japanese couple who chose to have a change
of lifestyle and lived nearby me when I lived in Hamilton, New Zealand. It ignited my desire of picking
up Japanese language again. There opened up an opportunity for me to join a student exchange
program that I could go to Japan for half year to learn Japanese in a Japanese university in Osaka while
I was pursuing a law degree in a New Zealand university. So I took some classes of Japanese before I
went to Japan. I met this couple again in Japan when I was an exchange student there. They decided
that it was hard for them to settle in New Zealand for the reasons of language and work. Luckily they
were able to reintegrate into the community they left three years ago.
While I was in Japan at the age of 52 I found that it was not easy for me to have the language spoken
fluently unless I spent more time in Japan. Nevertheless, I managed to read and write basic Japanese.
It was also an experience that I lived with a Japanese family and acquired first-hand experience of
knowing how Japanese talked and interacted with each other daily.
I find learning a new language not only widens my perspective of knowing people are different. But
also I learnt to appreciate each culture is different. At the moment, I have a private tutor, who is a
Japanese lady living in Brisbane, continues to help me both spoken and written Japanese. I dare to say
I enjoy learning. Through this learning of new language, it keeps my mind working and also I can keep
in touch with the society I am living. I would say that it does not confine to learn a new language.
Learning a new thing can be anything that I have not learnt before. As I said earlier I spent about 4
years in a New Zealand university to do a law degree. Through this study I was able to know more
about New Zealand. I hope this short article will give our younger generation that study does not stop
when one finishes his or her high school years or finishes his or her university degree. Learning is a
lifelong process. At any stage in my life, I find that learning something new always amazes me and
refreshes my mind that I have so many things I do not know

Able Australia

125

The
MP and the VC
The MP and The VC
Lloyd Knight
Lloyd Knight

Foreword
I served with the Royal Australian Air Force, No. 9 Squadron, at Vung Tau in South Vietnam in 1969.
We operated Bell UH-1H Iroquois helicopters, commonly referred to as ‘Hueys’. This nickname derived
from their original military designation of HU-1 (Helicopter, Utiltiy-1). The four-man crew consisted of
a pilot and co-pilot, a crewman who manned the right-hand M60 machine gun, and operated the
electric winch, and a left-hand door gunner, who also had an M60.
We flew in support of Australian and New Zealand Army units, from their forward base at Nui Dat,
which means, small hill. This base was located in Phuoc Tuy Province, about seventy-five kilometres
to the south east of the Capital, Saigon (Ho Chi Minh City). The squadron’s main mission was troopcarrying sorties of various types. These included; the insertion and extraction of reconnaissance and
fighting patrols, Special Air Service operations, general troop movement and Medical Evacuation
(MedEvac). The squadron also had a gun-ship flight.
The troop-carrying helicopters were nicknamed ‘Slicks’. This army slang term described the lightly
armed helicopters used to insert up to nine heavily armed combat troops into battle areas, and to
recover the dead and wounded. They were called slicks because of their relatively smooth sides,
compared to the gun-ships with their external armaments. Another explanation for the name is that,
often no seats were fitted, and the expression referred to the unbroken floor line, which facilitated
rapid egress from, and access to the cabin.
Gun-ships, commonly called ‘Gunnies’, are helicopters specifically equipped to attack ground targets
with a variety of armaments. In our area, the US Army often supplied this service using heavily armed
‘C’ model Hueys. Our squadron’s gun-ship flight flew the same ‘H’ model as the ‘slicks’. They were
extensively modified, armed with forward firing mini-guns, M60 machine guns and rocket launchers,
as well as the M60 door guns. The habitat in the province was a mixture of tall tropical forest, tall
bamboo, and areas of long grass. There were cleared sections, some used for agriculture - others were
made with bulldozers, and defoliant for military purposes. Small villages, rubber plantations and rice
paddies interspersed the whole area.
In the east, there was a low range of mountains we called the Long Hais. The shoreline of the South
China Sea stretched from the Vung Tau peninsula, north past the village of Long Hai. The area had
been a pseudo Riviera in French Colonial times. This stretch of coast is today, redeveloped as a resort
area. In the early days of the squadron’s involvement, the officers occupied one of the old French
villas, Villa Anna, with its slightly dilapidated, old-world charm, overlooking the back beach on the
south-western side of the peninsula. Non-commissioned ranks occupied two others.

The Military Police (MP) and the Viet Cong (VC)
Some will have seen it in American movies; ‘Blue Thunder’ and ‘Apocalypse Now’ come to mind. Some
will have heard tales of it in bars and military messes. I am referring to the story of the alleged practice
of prisoners being thrown from helicopters, as an interrogation technique. The theory goes that, if
two or more prisoners are being transported, blindfolded and bound, in the back of a helicopter, and
one is thrown out, then the others will spill the beans when they hear the screams of their compatriot,
as he exits the helicopter. It is possible that some overzealous soldiers have done this, particularly if it
was accomplished at a low hover. The prisoners would not know that the helicopter was not cruising
at height. So, the effect would be real for the victim, as well as the remainder. The plus side to this
case would be that the exercise had no fatal outcome. Even so, it would be a despicable act of torture,
and would certainly not be condoned by the Australian forces.
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No doubt the Viet Cong and NVA would have heard the same story. I was tasked to fly two Australian
Army Military Police, a staff sergeant and a corporal, out to a recent battle site. They were to collect
two Viet Cong prisoners and escort them back to Nui Dat for interrogation. Some questioning would
have already been accomplished. A prisoner is more likely to give information while he or she is in a
traumatised state, immediately after capture.
We landed at the forward location and the MPs went off to collect the captives. I shut down the engine
while we waited. The co-pilot and crewman did the walk around checks in preparation for the return
flight. This was now a secure area, and it had been a busy day so far. So, we took the opportunity to
rest up while we waited for them.
After about half an hour we saw the MPs returning with their prisoners. Next to the burley Aussies,
they looked diminutive. They wore the black pyjama outfits that were typical VC dress. Both had sacks
over their heads, and presumably were blindfolded. Their hands were ‘cuffed in front, and they were
shackled with ties that allowed them to walk fairly normally. However, they would not have been able
to run. The corporal’s charge was the shorter of the two, of extremely slight build, and appeared to
be a female. She allowed her escort to steer her around the front of the helicopter and up into the left
side of the cabin.
The other was limping badly and needed to be supported by the six-foot four staff sergeant. As they
approached my side of the chopper I could see that this prisoner was shaking terribly.
He cried out in pain as the MP pushed him up, albeit gently, into the cabin. He sat on the bench seat
against the rear bulkhead as the staff sergeant climbed in. Then, as we started the engine, I heard him
crying. He was scared almost out of his wits. I remember wondering at the time if he had heard ‘the
story’, and thought that he was about to meet a sticky end. We were soon up and on our way back to
the army base.
About halfway to Nui Dat, I looked around and saw that the staff sergeant had his arm around his
prisoner’s shoulder. He had his mouth close to the VC’s ear and seemed to be speaking to him above
the noise. We normally flew with the doors open, so the crewman and left-hand door gunner had
ready access to their M60 machine guns, and to provide a little ‘air conditioning’. The big burly soldier
appeared to be comforting this poor soul.
That sent a little tingle up my spine as I identified with his apparent kindness.
We landed about fifteen minutes later. With the rotors still turning, the corporal and his prisoner
exited the left side of the chopper and went off towards the HQ building. The staff sergeant tapped
me on the shoulder. As I turned, he gave me a thumbs up and mouthed, ‘Thank you.’ Then he turned
to unload his sorry charge. As I spooled up the engine for lift-off, to relocate to our pad, I turned to
check that the passengers were clear. There, out to my right, walking towards the HQ was the staff
sergeant. He was carrying his prisoner in his big gentle arms, as if caring for a sick child.
I felt very proud to be an Aussie that day, and I still get a tear in my eye (it’s there now), and a lump in
my throat, whenever I recall that experience.
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The One Day of the Year

The One Day Of The Year

Vivienne Cole

Vivienne Cole

It is Anzac Day and my mum is up early making a wreath. She has made lots of red paper flowers and
is wiring them to a circle shape. She is going to put a strip of cardboard across the middle when she
has finished with the words “We shall remember them”. She has already got Dad’s medals out and
arranged them so they can be pinned on his suit.
Dad, Wendy, June and I have been to the Dawn service. It’s a yearly ritual and we children love it the Reveille, the hymns, the poem “To the fallen”, the readings and the Last Post. It is one of the rare
things we do just with our father. Of course, it has also been the stuff of our school work this week
with a special afternoon with a visiting speaker from the RSL.
At 10 o’clock, there will be a march through town. “Mum, where’s my white dress? I know you
washed it yesterday. The teacher says we must iron it too. And where did you put my veil?” I start to
panic. I must look my best as a Junior Red Cross member joining the march.
My mother, ever calm tells me, “Look on your bed. It’s all laid out.” I slip on the dress, button up the
red cape and then, hair all sorted, carefully attach the veil with bobby pins. I look in the mirror and I
feel proud. I stand tall and wait for my father to walk the one and a half kilometres with my sisters
and me to the RSL to the ceremony that precedes the march. Mum stays home with my young
brother. At the hall, we get a little blue cloth badge to put on our capes and after the service, we line
up.
We march proudly behind the diggers up the main street to the cenotaph. Some kids march for their
fallen relatives. They go first, then the Red Cross students, the local band, the Boy Scouts and Cubs,
the police and fire fighters and the town dignitaries. At the cenotaph, Wendy lays the wreath that
mum has made. Finally, the morning finishes with a visit to the cemetery where we put flowers on
the graves of the dead soldiers and nurses of two world wars, sons and daughters the town is proud
of.
My sisters and I walk home. Dad stays on to drink. My dad is not a drinker except on this one day of
the year. He always gets drunk but he’s a happy drunk and that works well for all of us. He’s also a
loner but not on this day. He is full of stories as he reminisces with his mates and they share sorrows
and glories that only veterans know about.
People in his world are simply and evenly divided into two categories – those who went to war (the
brave and worthy) and those who didn’t (the cowards, the not worth two bob ones!)
His nephews were prisoners of war in Changi and are heroes despite the PTSD (shell shock it was
called then). His cousin, Gordon, also a prisoner of war in Changi, returns home seemingly unscathed
to claim the family property. My dad, angry at the family property going to the other family line
firmly believes he must have collaborated with the Japanese to return like this and puts it about so
that Gordon is shunned and relegated to “the not worth two bob brigade” as well.
Our treasure chest is full of books with maroon cloth covers - several A4 size volumes recording the
war in Europe, the Middle East and the Pacific with text and graphic pictures of battles, and heroes,
maps and campaign diagrams. These we devour avidly as we grow up imagining our father in some
of these places.
Our next door neighbour is a German man, Hans, married to Daphne, an Aussie girl, but sadly their
gorgeous 3-year-old, Anne-Marie, is not allowed into our yard nor are we supposed to play with her
or speak to her father. He’s worse than a “not worth two bob” person. He’s still the enemy and
categorised with far more vitriol. But we do sneak over into her house and find Hans to be a lovely
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father and husband. We can’t understand what all the fuss is about. Also we can’t have Japanese
toys nor anything made in Japan for obvious reasons.
My dad, Tony, tried to enlist for WW1. Born in 1899, he was only 15 and at the beginning of the war
was considered too young. Perhaps towards the end of that dreadful war, he may have been
accepted. In 1939, he was too old at 40 but he lied about his age and ended up in the Middle East for
four long years, one of only six survivors on a bombed and burning ship in the Mediterranean. No
doubt this contributed to his mental torment in later years.
My father carries his prejudices borne of the bitter experiences of war with him to the end. He died
when I was sixteen and is buried alongside those other diggers on whose graves we put flowers.
However, he lives on in Anzac Day. I no longer go to the marches but I do love to watch the whole
procession through Brisbane on TV. Many wars have been fought since and to my adult eyes, they
are mostly dreadful and sometimes senseless affairs but I am not a pacifist, rather I’m grateful to the
men and women who today make up our armed forces.
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The Return of the Native

The Return of the Native

Sam and Julia Carroll

Sam and Julia Carroll

When I was born my parents called me Simon; home from hospital my big sister who was nearly
two, called me Sammy. “No” said Mum and Dad “he’s Simon!” “Baby Sammy” replied my sister. The
family held out for a few days but soon I was Sammy.
When I started school I was enrolled under my birth certificate name of Simon. This puzzled my
friends when they came to my house and found my family called me Sammy. Then when I was nearly
nine we emigrated to Australia. On my first day at my new school, Mum decided to put an end to the
confusion. She wrote with a big black texta pen on my plastic lunch box SAM CARROLL.
Sixteen years later, aged 25, like many young Aussies I set off for the UK to check out what we had
left behind. The following account is from a letter I wrote to my parents: The 26th November 1989
dawned a beautifully cloudless yet piercingly cold day in London. Rugged up against the chill I
boarded the train at Waterloo bound for Forestdale. Yes, dearly beloved, I have made the pilgrimage
back to our somewhat small yet fondly remembered family seat and I swear I will never feel so
extraordinary again in my life.
I alighted from the Hayes Railway and with my (A-Z) street directory clutched in my hand, I set off
down Addington Road. It was a very cold day and I didn’t recognise where I was going until I came to
“Corkscrew Hill”. I just stopped and this very weird feeling crept over me, it was just as I
remembered. I kept walking until I came to the foot of Gravel Hill by which time my memory was in
full riot, there were the “old shops” and the “new shops”, Featherbed Lane and “the Green “. Slowly
I walked through Crofters Mead as if in a dream, everything was as I remembered it, nothing has
changed, the trees, the bushes, the garages, #40 ‘nothing’ has changed except the scale, it’s so
small! It’s like wandering around Lego land. The footpath that as a child seemed like a ski slope is but
a short walk. I felt like Gulliver in the land of the little people! On and on I walked knowing what was
around the next corner, it’s all the same, it’s like stepping back in time.
Courtwood Primary School, (and so the pilgrim brought himself unto Mecca). It hasn’t changed, not
one tiny bit. By this stage my mind was reeling, like living out a recurring dream. They haven’t added
anything to the school, no new buildings, all the trees are just that little bit older. In fact, the whole
of Crofters Mead looks very nice, there was no-one around that Sunday afternoon, but it still looked
a very nice place.
Then I wandered over to Osward and was surprised to realise that I recognised most of it as well. I
wandered up outside a row of houses and almost without meaning to, I asked a gentleman working
in his garden if the “Popes” still lived in this row. He scratched his head and said no he hadn’t heard
of them, but he called out to his wife to check the telephone directory: “There’s an R.W.Pope at
263” she said hopefully. So, having received directions to 263, I set out not very hopeful as I had felt
certain that that was the row they had lived in. The next row was identical, my heart thudding I
descended the steps to the door. I could see through the glass that several people were home and
were all staring curiously at me.
A man came to the door and I mumbled something like “does Sean Pope live here. I’m an old friend
of his.” Well this bloke just glares at me. (It later transpires that he thought I was a Jehovah’s
Witness) and then motions me to come inside. Standing in the lounge I’m surrounded by silent
people. Mrs. Pope just stared at me like I was a ghost and said “Simon…..would you like some
coffee?”
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The Swagman

The Swagman

John Jukes

John Jukes

In the 1930s during the Great Depression, unemployed homeless men of good character trudged
from town to town doing odd jobs for meals. These were the swagmen.
The swagman had been on the road six months and the brotherhood of swagmen had kept him alive
by leaving the Sign for those who followed, indicating houses where a meal could be asked for in
exchange for work. There’s one. Beauty. It was a clear mark, weathered, but still visible. Here’s hoping
the lady of the house is home.
He knocked on the front door. Ah, movement, he could tell. “What do you want?” The lady’s apron
was dusted with flour and there was a smudge of white on her nose. The swagman touched his
forefinger to his forehead smiling, “I’m looking for work Ma’am …. for a feed. I’ll chop your firewood
for a meal. I haven’t eaten since the day before yesterday.” She studied him a moment. “All right. Go
around to the woodheap. You’ll find the axe there.”
The swagman looked at the heap of logs sawn the right length for both wood stoves and living room
fireplaces. Dropping his swag aside, he rolled up his sleeves and set to work. A satisfying pile was
building when he caught something in the corner of his eye. It was a young boy in pyjamas and
dressing gown.
“How’re ya going sonny?”
“Name’s not sonny,” came like a shot.
“What’s it then?”
“Ricky.”
“Pleased to meet you Ricky,” he grinned and picked up a new log, surprised that his heavily
whiskered appearance didn’t put the kid out in any way.
The boy looked at him for a while. “What’s your name then?”
“You can call me Frank. How old are you Ricky?”
“Eight.”
“Then why aren’t you at school?”
“I’m sick.”
“Aw, that’s bad luck. Then why aren’t you in bed?”
Ricky shrugged. “Aren’t you s ’pose to be chopping our wood?”
Frank grinned at the quick cheek of the kid and split off another handy strip. He got his rhythm back
while the boy watched.
“Hey Frank,”
“Yes, matey?”
“Is chopping wood all you can do?”
“No, I do a few other things.”
“What are they then?”
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“I used to be an architect.”
“What’s that?”
“I design houses and buildings and things,”
“Then why are you chopping wood instead?”
“Because nobody wants an architect these days. Nobody is building houses.”
Frank placed another log onto the block and continued paring away handy slabs.
“Hey Frank.”
“Yes. What’s up?”
“Is Mum is going to give you a feed for chopping our wood?”
“Yep.”
“Why can’t you just go down to Marty’s Café for a meal?”
“Costs money, Ricky.”
“Don’t you have any money?”
“Not a brass rahzoo.”
“No money at all?”
“No. I live on the road. I go from place to place, picking up what work I can get just to eat. That
make sense to you?”
“Gee!”
It took a stubborn bit of ironbark that kept Frank’s attention for some minutes before he was aware
that his little companion was no longer there. Ah well, problems of old people shouldn’t be put on
the young. They’ll have problems enough soon enough if this bloody Depression keeps up.
A couple of logs later Frank caught a flash of Ricky in the corner of his eye again.
“Hey Frank.”
“Yes Ricky?”
“I’ve got something for you,” he came forward with hand outstretched.
“What have you got old mate?” Frank said, standing and stretching his aching back.
“It’s two and sixpence. I’ve been saving up to buy a kite. Here.” He thrust the coins at Frank.
“Ricky! What have you done, mate! No. You keep it and buy your kite.”
“No. I want you to have it. Here. Take it. Take it!”
Ricky reached for Frank’s hand and shoved it into an astonished fist.
“Your meal’s ready.” Ricky’s mother called, coming outside and noticing her son. “Ricky! Get inside
at once! You’re supposed to be in bed. Get inside, this instant!”
Ricky dashed off, dodging his mother’s slap, and Frank was ushered into the family kitchen where a
steaming beef stew, mashed potatoes and sliced beans lay waiting on the table setting him
salivating.
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As he forked a last piece of potato into his mouth he looked up at the boy’s mother and said, “You
have a very fine boy there Ma’am. You must be proud of him.”
“Yes, but he can be naughty sometimes.”
“He wants a kite.”
“Yes, he’s been saving for one. We can’t afford to buy him one.”
“Well, when I told him I couldn’t pay for a meal at a local café, blow me down, he went and got his
kite savings and gave it to me. I don’t need his money, and he’s been very nice to me so I’d like to
help him get his kite. How about you take his money and buy it for him. It shouldn’t cost much
more. Please. There’s nothing this little bit of money that’d make any difference for me. And Ricky’s
been great and I want to help him.”
“He gave you the money as a gift. That was his decision. I wouldn’t want him to think it wasn’t
appreciated, so you keep it.”
“You’re a wise woman Ma’am, and I think Ricky’s lucky with a mum like you. So how about we
pretend that I keep the money, but you use it to get him his kite. He needn’t know the money’s from
me. All you’ve got to do is buy a kite as a reward for being nice to a man without a real job.”
“Well…”
“Please Ma’am,” Frank cut in. “I’ve been on the road long enough to know that you get back in life
what you give. Ricky’s a good kid, and I know you’ll teach him that lesson in good time.”
The swagman saw several more signs on his way out of town.
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The
Wedding Dress
The Wedding Dress
Pat Smalley
Pat Smalley

I am standing on a stool. My mother is turning up the hem on my wedding dress. Suddenly she
collapses in a corner of the room, killing herself with laughter. I never knew the reason. I can’t make
this she cries. Mum I say, I’ve spent five pounds on a pattern and “moss” crepe, what am I going to
do? Never mind she says, we will go into Blackpool to Lyons arcade and I’ll buy you a dress. So we
did.

Pat Smalley
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Up
Up and Away
Up Up and Away
Parma Davies
Parma Davies

“Just pop your head out of the window, dear, and let me know if we look like bumping into
anything” No, not the words of a dear old lady trying to back her car into the garage, but those of a
pilot trying to navigate her aircraft out on to the tarmac! A group of us had just passed the necessary
exams on the Theory of Flight. We knew all about the ailerons, the as members of a Scottish Youth
Organisation in the early fifties, called The Women’s Junior Air Corps, flaps, the rudder bar etc., and
many times had “flown” our model planes round our carefully scaled and authentically painted
model airfield! Now it was the real thing and time to put our knowledge into practice.
The Corps had a four seater, dual controlled aircraft piloted by a woman. She was a most
unorthodox pilot… a sort of “jolly hockey sticks” type with a toffee-in-the-mouth drawling accent to
match. Instead of the smart grey uniforms and above the collar hairstyles which we all wore, she was
dressed in an enormous black sweater and tight black jeans, her long flowing hair held back (almost)
by two combs which kept dropping on to the tarmac. She repeatedly picked them up, sweeping
them back into her hair.
I was the first to go up that day and the aircraft was still in the hangar. As I clambered on to the wing
and squeezed my way through the narrow doorway, it occurred to me there was more method than
madness in the pilot’s choice of jeans! She went through the usual priming routine with the
mechanics, but for some reason the plane refused to start. After several fruitless efforts, it began to
look as though we were going to be ground bound. Then a tall American airman appeared, looked
the tiny aircraft over and said to the pilot, “Gee, Ma’am, you should use stronger elastic!” He gave
the propeller an almighty swing and we were off! …Well, we were nearly off… we still had to get out
of the hangar!
On the ground the plane sat with tail down and nose in the air, so all we could see looking ahead
was the top of the hangar door. The pilot once more retrieved her combs from the floor, I stuck my
head out of the side cockpit window to give an early warning of any immovable object in our path,
and finally the little plane was eased out on to the tarmac. We bumpety-bumped our way across a
strip of grass to the end of the main runway, got the all-clear from the control tower and with a
sudden burst of power we were finally off.
Once airborne, I had my first experience at the controls. After feeling what each control would do
when pushed or pulled etc., my exercise was to keep the nose heading straight towards a distant hill
top. I never realised the hills of Scotland moved around so much! My confidence was further
shattered when we were coming in to land and the pilot confided that this was in fact only the
second time she had flown this particular craft. Apparently the regular one was being overhauled.
She added, laughing, that landing it was “rather like stirring a pudding”.
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As I live to tell the tale, we did return safely to terra firma and the last I heard of the pilot was that
she had a shipboard romance and had married a farmer in outback Australia where I’m sure her
casual apparel and flying ability would be appreciated. As for me, Jumbo Jets etc. now roam the
world, but my soft spot will always be for the little craft so sensitive to the slightest touch.

Parma Davies
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What Australia Means to Me

What Australia means to me

June Spooner

June Spooner

1938 was not a good year to be born, it was the year before the Second World War and not long
after the depression. Nevertheless, this was the year I was born. People ask me if we missed the
things that were on ration during the war, but what you never had you do not miss. I was born in a
working-class family in a mining village in Robin Hood’s country.
Our life was quite simple, our amusement consisted of the local cinema, St John’s Ambulance Cadets
and for the boys, the Boy Scouts and not forgetting school. I was the fourth daughter of six with two
younger brothers, mother looked after the home and Dad worked at the local coal mine, which was
commonly known as the pit. We were poor but healthy. Dad joined the Home Guard, as he was in a
reserved occupation and his uniform greatcoat made a great extra blanket on cold nights.
After the years of rationing and living an isolated life, we began to live a normal life again. I left
school at 15 and started a job in a wool mill, 40 hours of shift work per week. The only
entertainment was Saturday night dancing and the local cinema. The Palais de Dance was an old
building opposite the cinema, and we were not allowed to drink alcohol there. This however did not
stop the boys nipping out to the pub on the corner. The boys stood at one end of the floor and the
girls on the other end, and when a boy asked you to dance you did, if not you danced with your
girlfriends. Most Saturday nights the Salvation Army stood outside trying to persuade us to join them
and not to waste our time on dancing.
By the time I was 17 I had enough of working in mills, my boyfriend had joined the army and it
seemed a good way to escape so I joined up. After doing my training at Guildford in Surrey, I was
posted to Hounslow in Middlesex near the London airport. I enjoyed my job working in the medical
centre and enjoyed London and loved the history of the city. It was there I met my husband Bob. We
hit it off right away and we got engaged. Bob was posted to Singapore. Later that year I joined him
and we were married.
After the life I had lived it was like a fairy story, here I was in a foreign country living like a princess.
The social life was great, the culture so interesting. I soon found that life with the army was not
always so fantastic. We moved every three years and it could be lonely when the men were away on
exercise. Our next posting was back in the UK. North Yorkshire, from one extreme to the other –
from the tropics to the cold of the Yorkshire moors. The Yorkshire Moors are beautiful, but in a wild
way and so cold in winter. Then came Germany.
We arrived in a foreign country and with a foreign language to try to understand. This was in the
early sixties when memories of the war were still in some people’s minds. Nevertheless, we loved
Germany. We toured the Rhineland, we visited Austria and Alsace and learned to enjoy German
wine and food. We also learned about German culture. I learned to speak a little German and
admired the beautiful countryside. After three years we returned to the UK.
Cambridge became our next home, more history, my mind filled with more information. I love the
University City. It was here that my daughter was born at RAF Ely. Another reposting this time to
Blandford in Dorset. Dorset was another experience not far from the coast and lovely countryside,
but another posting came and this time it was Hong Kong.
Hong Kong was a noisy city with throngs of people and traffic all vying for space. I worked in the
maternity ward at the Army hospital. The advantages of living in such a large city was amazing the
culture, fantastic bargains and living life to its fullest. It was time to leave the Army and settle down.
We decided that after seeing the world we need to go to a country where people were more open
minded, so we left for Australia.
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We arrived in December 1972, from winter in Hong Kong to summer in Australia and stayed three
months in the immigration hostel at Wacol. My daughter was six years old and we were on our last
adventure.
Since arriving in Australia we have worked hard and have come to love this country. I decided to
finish my education and obtained by BA in history at the University of Queensland, something I
would never have been able to do in Britain. I am proud to be Australian; my life has taught me that
there is good and bad everywhere and it is not a person’s colour or creed that matters, it is what
they are like inside. This is what Australia means to me.
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What If ’s

What If’s

Alan Rissman

Alan Rissman

"Someone who has a lot of time at the present, to reflect on his life..."
My parents never met.
I was born with a disability.
If I was born in a different town/country.
I contracted Polio- "As many at that time did."
My parents had been- Rich, Poor or had Different Jobs.
I had not been an only child for fourteen years.
I had grown up in the environment of small country town.
The Japanese overran Dust in WWII
I had more/less athletic, scholastic abilities.
I grew up in a town large enough for Secondary Schooling.
My parents decided to send me to a different boarding school.
My football achievements at school took a different path.
I had chosen a different CAREER.
I had been posted to a different town for my first job.
Not chosen to do a lot of driving for my love of football.
I had chosen a different club to play for.
I had not been lucky enough to play with a group, having many years of premiership success.
I had not gone on a Saturday morning to a car dealership, looking at the newly released Mini Minor.
A beautiful lady, who I didn't know, who knew me from football, came rushing out from reception,
before any salesmen had the chance, hadn't been there that morning, hadn't seen me, and changed
my life for ever.
She had not accepted my proposal.
I had been transferred to other towns in my job.
We weren't able to afford a small house that grew as the family.
We hadn't had three children who grew up happily with many friends, giving us five grandchildren.
We had not decided to stay put at the same house for fifty years.
I had not tried a game of bowls and had many years of enjoyment, both socially and competitively.
We were not able to afford and enjoy travel in Australia.
My wife had not suffered from dementia.
We were able to enjoy a social/family travelling lifestyle longer.
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We had chosen a different care for her.
The staff her at FREEDOM weren't as caring to her and me in her final weeks.
I had not decided to stay her after her death.
I had not met and enjoyed the company of residents and staff with a little bit of competitiveness in
the activities.
I hadn't had to have knee, hip replacements and back operations.
I could still have a more active lifestyle.
I had won the lottery at fifty years of age? Ten years of age? Or Now?
I didn't have to sit in my room, alone, on the weekend, and write this without any contact with
residents for morning tea and activities and family visits for goodness knows how long?

A lot of IF'S.
A change to any one of them would/could have sent my life in a completely different direction.
I wouldn't change any, except to still have my wife with me to share things with- such as the growing
up of the grandchildren and Great Granddaughter.
"I DID IT MY WAY."
THINK ABOUT YOUR WHAT IF MOMENTS,
How your life could have been changed by one WHAT IF, for the better, or worse.
You'll never know.
Perhaps that's just as well (Que See Sere).
Two Quotes"Life was never meant to be easy" and "Such is Life."
As Slim Dusty Sang,
"Looking Forward- Looking Back
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What the Hell was That?

What the Hell was That?

Frank Powell

Frank Powell

I was born and grew up in London in the late 1920’s. When WWII was declared, I joined the British
Merchant Navy and was soon on active service in the Atlantic Ocean, and down the west coast of
Africa.
On one of these voyages, I was serving on an old obsolete coal burning freighter named the ‘SS New
Texas’. On a typical scorching summer day, we were steaming unescorted, heading for Freetown, a
convoy assembly port in Sierra Leone. I was standing in the middle of the hatch cover over the No. 2
hold, checking the loading gear as we were taking cargo onboard later that day in Freetown.
Suddenly, I heard a massive explosion and looked up to see a column of water rising high into the air
about 100 metres on the starboard side. I thought “What the bloody hell was that – we must be
under attack!”. However, when I looked towards the Bridge, the incident seemed to arouse no
interest amongst the Officers standing there, so I nervously went back to my work.
Shortly afterwards, I heard a second explosion but again, when I looked up to check our
surroundings, I could not see any obvious cause. I stopped working, and looked over the side of the
ship. To my amazement, I saw the body of a 40ft sperm whale erupt from the water and fall back
with a resounding splash.
The mystery was solved!
The whale continued to swim parallel to our course for about half an hour before it tired of the
game and swam away.
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With Malice Towards None

With Malice Towards None

Norm Furness

Norm Furness

My name is Norm and at age 98 many experiences both varied and eventful passed my way during
such longevity. Orphaned prior to age 10, newspaper round at 8, full time job at 13 and army
enlistment at 16. Married at age 22 and rearing three daughters, Barbara, Denise and Jan, each
having two children. Eight grandchildren then followed which gave me the proud position of
patriarch to an extended family numbering 14. With deep sadness my wife Val passed away after 51
years of marriage.
As solitariness was not conductive to my attitude to life I remarried to a lady named Beryl. We had
11 wonderful years together. Work wise was insurance, salesman then manager, always adhering to
earlier advice given me, to:
-

Wear a smile to all

-

State name in full in

-

Clearly name your employer

Since retiring at the age of 60 I became heavily involved in the multitude of activities carried out by
an RSL Sub Branch Over a period of 7 years much satisfaction was derived in visitations to the sick
and elderly, Anzac and Poppy Days, Appeals and Fundraising. Companionship, being always my
calling card, led me to seeking the best option for my final years.
Driving in the Burwood one day I was attracted to the sign, Aveo Retirement Village and in I drove.
So taken by my first impression and exchanging witticisms with a few ladies at the entrance I
proceeded to the foyer and there upon and without hesitation I decided that this was to be my
future home. This decision was fully endorsed by my family.
The 10 years with the facility has been one of sheer delight and I am so grateful for the many
pleasantries extended.
I have and still enjoy the luxury of a lady friend. This companionship I hold dearly.
To the management and staff, heaps of thank you.
With malice towards none I remain a very happy man
God bless
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Wonders of my Life

Wonders Of My Life

Joan Blair

Joan Blair

My name is Joan Blair and I am a single lady aged 93.
I attended school at South Camberwell State then Malvern Central and finally Methodist Ladies
College. I went to work for the Shell Oil Company as a calculator operator and then I was made in
charge. When I retired I did voluntary work. First, for Epworth Hospital in the coffee shop and taking
the trolley around which had chocolates and magazines etc.
I did reading books for the blind and read news on the blind radio station.
I travelled overseas to Europe, Scandinavia and Fiji. It is really very good for the young ones to travel
as it is a good experience. I had five very good girl friends and we socialized together. I also looked
after my mother, sister and best friend. I am enjoying my time here at Freedom Aged Care with
plenty of company. I am known for being a very good talker and I love my cappuccinos.
I wish you all a good life and good health.
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A Message from Jessy Byrnes
Community Project Manager for Able Australia
I would personally like to say thank you to each and every senior who submitted
their stories this year. I have had the absolute pleasure of reading each and every
one. I encourage you to write more and share your stories in the knowledge that
they are read and enjoyed by people of all generations now and in years to come.
Telling stories is an age old tradition in all cultures, it’s how we pass down
knowledge and history through the generations and celebrate life’s journey.
By writing and telling stories, we gain an understanding and realisation of the
diversity that exists in local communities.
Stories shared with our seniors are treasures to be heard, nourished and
celebrated.
Stay Safe and Happy

Jessy
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Able Australia is passionate about
continuing to spread the magic by facilitating
the chance for our senior community to
stay connected. All over the world there
are so many people suffering and human
connection in any form is the cure.
Together We Are Able
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