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I wanted our street to have the prettiest decorations in the neighbourhood, so I strung lit coloured balls from 
house to house, all the way down the block. I did all the electrical wiring myself. 

If you’d like further information, just drive down Moorpark Street in North Hollywood.  We’re the third pile of 
ashes from the corner.      –  Bob Hope 
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MERRY  Christmas  &  a  HAPPY  New  Year  to  All 

      From Us to You:  Thinking of you Dear Friends 

We think of all the lovely things surrounding us each day 

Nice things that people do for us.  Kind words they love to say.  

That brings to mind our Members whom are a joy to know. 

And why we send this poem just to let you know. 

We hope your day is special in everything you do. 

Just knowing special friends are thinking now of you! 
 

                           SPEED’S MESSAGE 
Australia is slowly moving into “COVID Norm” and to all our members and loved ones, especially those families that 
have been heavily impacted by the pandemic, we offer our sincerest condolences and sympathy during their times of 
grief. 

I have been in the fortunate position of being able to contact many of our dedicated members via phone and Skype 
and as I had so many responses, there will be many of my dear friends not fully mentioned in our “Ringaround” 
segment.  For this, my sincere apologies!  Three of our International members contacted by email, have responded.  
My thanks to you all.  Sadly, we have not heard from USA or Borneo. 

Congratulations are in order for our two ‘dedicated’ Vice Presidents “ollie” Oehlman and Bruce Craig and to our new 
Committee person, Deann Atkinson. 

Our Secretary Gwenda, always the super optimist you will find, has booked us into our home Club Geebung next May 
1st 2022. 

Following is Gwenda’s “wrap up” of our November 3rd “Virtual Meeting”. 
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Unfortunately, COVID-19 and border closures meant we could not meet at Geebung RSL for our  
November meeting again.  Not to be deterred, we held an enjoyable and successful Skype meeting  
on Wednesday 3rd November.  Details and outcomes of the meeting are as follows: 

The meeting commenced at 9 a.m. Qld time / 10 a.m. NSW time after the usual technology issues we  
not so young members struggle with.    

Attendees as per photo – (first row) Marilyn Jonas, Gwenda Byrne, (second row) Padre John Silver,  

Speed Maher and Bruce Craig.  Missing from the photo due to aforementioned technology problems, is Jeffery King. 

Apologies:  Karen Holdway, Denis Kelly, Darryl Oehlman, Greg King, Julie Brooks, Deann Atkinson and Robert Dumke. 

Blessing:  Marilyn Jonas gave a heartfelt Blessing for the Tarakan veterans and the meeting.  We were very lucky 
Marilyn was able to give the Blessing, as our Padre, John Silver did not have a working microphone for the meeting. 

Minutes as per previous Newsletter were accepted. 

Treasurer`s Report:     Adopted by attendees - 

  Opening balance 2 May 2021                                               $ 826.37 

  Excess of Income over Expenses to 2 November 2021    $ 180.27       TOTAL EQUITY     $ 1,006.64 

Committee: Due to the sad loss of our Vice-President, Colin Dumke in August, nominations were called for the 
position.  We had 2 great nominees, Bruce Craig (son of Alex Craig) and Darryl (Ollie) Oehlman whose father was also 
a Tarakan veteran.  A story on Darryl’s father, Fredrick Oehlman, is included in this newsletter – Page 6.   
It was unanimously decided that we will need 2 Vice-Presidents, and both Bruce and Ollie were elected as Vice 
Presidents.  This is due to Speed's desire to pass on the contacts and information he has acquired over his many 
years looking after the Reunion's newsletter and assisting veterans with information when it has been 
requested.  Speed will remain the President of the Reunion and mentor both men. 

We also have a new Committee member, Deann Atkinson who is the daughter of Robin Brooks who sadly passed 
away in February this year and Julie Brooks.  Deann was unanimously elected and will be a wonderful addition to the 
Tarakan Reunion Committee. 

General Business:  Gwenda advised that the 
Tarakan printer has stopped working and a  
discussion was held on whether or not to 
spend money taking it for repairs, or acquire 
a new printer.  Members agreed that Gwenda 
who is prepared to purchase and pay for a 
new printer to use for printing the newsletter, 
be reimbursed for costs associated with  
printing the newsletter and programmes etc., 
e.g. inks and paper.  The printer will not be an  
asset of the Tarakan Reunion. 

Next meeting:  The Collins Room at Geebung 
RSL has been booked for Sunday, 1 May 2022.   
All going well, we will be able to hold our  
Reunion and Commemoration Service.   

If possible, medals are worn at 1st May Reunions.  If you can arrive by 9.30 a.m. Qld time for a 10 a.m. Qld start.  If 
the Geebung meeting is not possible, we will arrange another Skype meeting for the day.   The Skype meeting closed 
at 11.00 a.m.  

A father took his son Billy to the Penney's mall to see Santa. They stood in line awhile, and finally  
the boy was able to meet Santa and sit on his lap.  “What would you like for Christmas, Billy?” asked Santa. 
“An X-Box and a Hobbit game,” Billy said. 

“Okay, we’ll see what we can do about that,” said Santa with a big smile. 

Later on that day they also went to see Santa at the Sears mall. When Santa asked Billy what he wanted for   
Christmas, Billy said, “An X-Box and a Hobbit game.” 

“Will you be a good boy and do what your daddy tells you?” Santa asked. 

Billy turned to his dad and said, “Let’s go back to the other Santa, Dad.” 

“Why Billy?” asked his father. 

“Because I didn’t have to make any deals with that one.” 
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                                                          As mentioned, our Vice-President and long-time member Colin Dumke passed         
                                                          away in August this year.  We are pleased to be able to include some of Colin’s  
                                                          history in this newsletter. 

                           Colin Dumke’s History  15/2/1924 - 24/8/2021 

Colin Ronald Dumke was born at the Lowood Private Hospital on the 15th February, 1924, the second child of Paul 
and Anne Dumke and younger brother of Esther, who was 13 years older. He was baptised and later confirmed at 
Lowood Bethel Lutheran Church. Colin attended Lowood State School and had the rare opportunity to attend Ipswich 
State High School for two years. Colin volunteered at the Lowood Show for over fifty years working on the gate, 
collecting and counting entrance money. On his 16th birthday, he was forced to work in a Federal Government 
Manpower Department Foundry as a Junior Moulder, shovelling sand for four years on a very low wage. During this 
time, he joined the Protestant Friendly Society, Pride of Taringa, where he became District Master, a member of the 
Financial Advisory Committee of the Grand Lodge, Chairman of Grand Trustees, Director of Community Benefits 
Association which operated Dreamworld for five years and Director and Vice Chairman of Brisbane Associated 
Friendly Societies Pharmacy. During his term of office over 20 years, he visited many lodges promoting their facilities 
and enjoyed participating in many seminars and conferences around Australia.  
He also joined the local Volunteer Fire Brigade during his first job, where he practised three times a week, only to 
give assistance at one real fire of the local sawmill. Fortunately, the Chief of the Volunteer Fire Brigade was also the 
Deputy Director of Manpower in Queensland and with his assistance, he joined the Royal Australian Air Force as air 
crew and was very relieved to escape a relentless, unfulfilling job. After intense training, Colin graduated as a Flight 
Electrician before being posted to 114 Mobile Fighter Control Unit. Travelling overseas was a great adventure on a 
Liberty ship, where he was seasick for the entire three weeks. He visited Madang, Finchhafen and Biak, landing at 
Morotai, to be part of the invasion of Tarakan, Borneo; a dangerous and deadly experience which lasted nine 
months. During this time, Colin was injured by a Japanese sniper, receiving a severe electric shock, fracturing his nose 
and L1 vertebrae. After recovering in hospital, he found that his mates, thinking he must have died, were all wearing 
his clothes and boots on return to his tent.   
As a single man, Col was one of the last to leave Tarakan on the H.M.A.S. Kanimbla, arriving to a great welcome 
fanfare in Sydney at Christmas. After discharge from the R.A.A.F. Colin spent the next three months travelling on his 
First-Class Rail Pass, issued to all returning servicemen, travelling on every Queensland Rail line. He qualified for the 
1939 -1945 Star, the Pacific Star, the 1939-1945 War Medal, the Defence Medal and the Active Service Medal. Also, a 
medal was presented by Queen Willamina of Holland for invading Tarakan. Colin joined the Toowong Branch of the 
R.S.L., transferring to Tramways sub-branch R.S.L., where he served as Treasurer for 48 years and Pension Welfare 
Officer for 21 years, to assist members and war widows to receive their correct entitlements and correct pensions. 
After the war, he worked as a Leading Hand with a manufacturing electrical company in Fortitude Valley for two 
years. He then worked as an electrician for the Brisbane City Council Transport Department on trams, trolley buses, 
petrol and diesel buses for thirty-nine years, retiring in 1987.  
Colin met Alma, the love of his life, at a local Lutheran youth group and they were married at Beaudesert Lutheran 
Church on 17th January, 1948. Colin constructed his current house at 6 Morrow Street, Taringa in 1950, whilst 
working as an electrician by day and carpenter by night and on weekends. After the war, construction materials were 
scarce, so Col’s father provided timber from his paddock in Lowood, Alma’s father supplied spotted gum flooring and 
Colin’s uncle at Vernor provided the silky oak skirting, architraves, and windowsills. 
Colin and Alma had three children, Annette, born in 1949, Robert, born in 1951 and Marilyn, born in 1955. Every year 
until the late 60’s, the family accompanied by Colin’s parents, went on meticulously planned camping trips, as far 
north as Cairns and as far south as Adelaide for three weeks...seven people in a FJ Holden! His favourite place was 
Sydney, where he studied in the Air Force and lived in Coogie. He was a skilled pianist (played ‘Nebraska’ with 
finesse), woodworker (he made Annette’s childhood table and chairs and many desks) and gardener (bananas, 
mulberries, mangoes, grapefruit, macadamias, loquats, gooseberries, peaches, mushrooms, and roses). Dad loved his 
food and was known to have a cast iron stomach. Fond memories of prizing fresh oysters off the rocks near Yeppoon 
remain with us. Colin provided music lessons and tennis lessons at our school, St. Peter’s Lutheran College and drove 
us to sport and concerts. Swimming lessons took place at The Printing Trades Club at nearby Toowong swimming 
pool where Dad’s friend owned the pool, so we didn’t have to pay entry fees! We visited Dad’s sister, Esther, after 
school to watch TV, as Dad refused to get a TV, lest it impacted on our homework and chores. After the evening 
meal, we all gathered around the wireless to listen to ‘Yes What’, ‘Dad and Dave’, The News and on Sunday, ‘Oswold 
Hoffmann’s Hymns. Saturday evenings were spent playing board games. (Monopoly, Chinese Checkers and 
Draughts).  Of course, Dad always won!  
Free haircuts for the family were provided by Dad’s friend Tom Marr, who was not only a barber, but a fisherman 
too. Hence, we were provided with free fish and crabs that would be sent up by bus from the boat to Roma Street 
Station. Thanks to plentiful vegies and fruit from Grandma Dumke and Mum’s sister, Edna, kept us well fed on a 
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shoestring budget. Dad’s friend Bill Elmer, whose wife, Mary, worked at Peter’s Ice Cream Factory, provided birthday 
cakes for us every year, including small ice-cream Santa’s at Christmas all packed in dry ice. Dad’s work friend’s 
widow, Mrs Watkins at Crib Island, was the venue for us to enjoy an English Tea, followed by our recitations of 
lengthy poems and Bible verses in preparation for our forthcoming Sunday School Christmas Program at St Andrew’s, 
City. Yearly trips to the Ekka were a highlight. 
Col became involved with the Lutheran Church in administration roles, where he was elected Secretary of Lutheran 
Men of Queensland for five years; Treasurer for six years; Nominations Committee Member in 1966 when the two 
Lutheran Churches amalgamated; District Properties Committee and Flood Distribution Committee. He also was 
elected to a committee as Vice Chairman for three years and Chairman for twenty-six years, to erect and manage an 
Aged Persons Home in Woodridge, comprising of 54 independent living cottages; 70 Hostel rooms; 55 bed Nursing 
Home; Day Therapy Centre; Chapel; Recreation Hall and a Memorial Garden. During this time, he was Treasurer for 
St. John’s Lutheran Church, Corinda for twenty-one years. 
When the children had grown up and left home, Colin and Alma loved to travel around Australia, including twenty-six 
years of travelling to Yeppoon on their annual Tramways trip and overseas to New Zealand, Singapore, Malaysia, 
Thailand, Hong Kong, The Philippines, Europe, Canada and U.S.A. Colin and Alma were married for sixty-seven years 
and enjoyed very good health until their Nineties. Recently, Colin developed heart, respiratory and mobility problems 
and after six weeks of declining health at the Wesley and Canossa Hospitals, he rapidly deteriorated on the day he 
was expected to move into Aged Care at Zion Lutheran Home at Nundah. 
Colin was faithful to his Lord and Saviour all his life and deeply committed to his darling wife, Alma, and three 
children, Annette, Robert, Marilyn and their partners, Besil, Betty, and Paul, grandchildren, Elise and Jeremy, Nathan 
and Kara, Carl, Jennifer, Daniel, Emily and Andrew, Hannah and great grandchildren, Saxon, Xanthe, Alexia, Felix and 
Anouk. 
Rest in Peace, Colin, an extraordinary person, wonderful husband, father, son, brother, soldier, uncle, friend and 
colleague. We love you and will always honour your memory and profound contribution to our lives.  
 
                                                                                                               VALE Colin   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
Tarakan Reunion Members from left to right: Speed Maher,                      Tarakan Veterans from left to right:                                  
    Dot Swinton, Col Dumke, Alex Craig, and Norm Traves                       Norman Traves, Colin Dumke and Alex Craig 
 

                                   George Mawhinney`s  Tarakan 
George was a civilian in Darwin when the Japanese first bombed Darwin. 

George caught the train to Alice Springs – enlisted – and returned to Darwin as a Sapper with the 1/54th Aust. A.A. 
Company RAE. 

The Bombing of Darwin, also known as the Battle of Darwin, on 19 February 1942 was the largest single attack ever 
mounted by a foreign power on Australia. 

On that day, 242 Japanese aircraft, in two separate raids, attacked the town, ships in Darwin’s harbour and the 
town’s two airfields in an attempt to prevent the Allies from using them as bases to contest the invasion of Timor 
and Java during World War II.  But many Australians do now know, that he Japanese also bombed as far south as 
Katherine in the Northern Territory and parts of Western Australia and Queensland as well.   

Curriculum material only filtered into schools for the 50th anniversary, after the Government’s 50-year media 
censorship had expired. 

Many servicemen who were stationed in these areas were not recognized as having served in a War Zone and missed 
out on benefits because of this. 

http://www.silviocicchi.com/pizzachef/rosmarino-buono-anche-da-fumare/?lang=en
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0/
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The Government’s reasoning was to stop panic of the Australian Public but also to hide how grossly unprepared they 
had been.   

Watching the wonderful Ceremony for Remembrance Day from the Australian War Museum last year brought back 
memories of my very dear and close friend who passed away on Remembrance Day in Lismore several years ago.    

George was posted to the 77th Searchlight Battery in Victoria and served in New Guinea in 1943-44. 

On return to Australia his Unit was posted to the Atherton Tablelands and joined our 53rd Aust Composite A.A. Regt.   

Our Unit then consisted of 3.7 Heavy AA Guns; Light AA Guns (Bofors); a Searchlight Battery and all the Ancillaries. 

We left Cairns and sailed for Moratai via Biak where we trained for the Borneo Landings.   We were the First Landing 

OBOE 1 and landed on Tarakan May 1st 1945. 

George was a brilliant Sketch Artist! 

Every Xmas he would send me a card with one 

of his sketches.  Our Reunion Badge / Logo -  

seen on The Sentinel page 1, we owe to George. 
  
I would like you all to also enjoy his  

wonderful skill - Drawn in Tarakan 1945 

 
                                                                                                                              1/54 Aust A.A. Coy. R.A.E. – DARWIN 1942                                   (Watercolour Sketch SX28072 Spr. G. Mawhinney) 
                                                                                                           

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                            “BORNEO SUNSET”  -  WWII Sketch George Mawhinney 

Japanese Landing Barge TARAKAN 1945  
  WWII Sketch  SX28072  Gnr  G  :Mawhinney 

                                                                                                                    

 

                                                                                                                   

                                                                                                               “BORNEO SUNSET”- WWII Sketch George Mawhinney 1945 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    George - WWII            &         Remembrance Day March  
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                                               FREDRICK JARDINE OEHLMAN 

                            Tarakan invasion 1945 - Sapper Oehlman (story supplied by his son, Darryl). 

As a teenager, I was told a lot of stories of WWII. By my dad. Sadly, his stories were told after hours of drinking and 
mostly on a very late Thursday pay night.  PTSD was a part of life in our younger years. 

The book of reference (BR) came out - “Stand Easy” -  with a couple of maps.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                  The dominant map was Tarakan   

Then at the worst, Dad would get an old golf bag from the 
garage holding three katana swords and what my dad called 
the fishing knife - a killing sword.   
The rest of that story is left only in my memories.  
I will say the Qld Police Service gave Dad a directive to donate 
his weapons to the RSL.  
Dad went to the BR. The story of the landing was always exactly 
the same …  “see this picture, I am standing next to my mate 
Reg”.  (Reg is on the right-hand side in the photo and Dad was 
on his right.) 

They went ashore the night before - 30 April - to disable 
land mines and open up pathways from laid barbwire.  

Dad was ambushed by a Japanese Marine … The Japanese 
paid the divine sacrifice.   

Our family have the Japanese medals. Dad said that the 
marine fought in Mainland China before deploying into the 
Pacific region. 

 

                                                                                                                                                                Left - Another photo of Dad 
                                                                                                                                                                in Bougainville. He is 
                                                                                                                                                                wearing the Dutch   
                                                                                                                                                                War Cross. 
 

 

        
  
 
 
 

The picture of my dad on a motorbike - I do not  
        recall if that was later in Bougainville  

REG 
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Joshua Dyer (aged 14) was tasked at his U.K. school to 
write a poem for Remembrance Day.  An hour later 
(without any help) he produced this: 

 

 

 

 

One thousand men are walking 
Walking side by side 
Singing songs from home 
The spirit as their guide 
they walk toward the light milord 
they walk towards the sun 
they smoke and laugh and smile together    
no foes to outrun 
these men live on forever 
in the hearts of those they saved 
a nation truly grateful 
for the path of peace they paved 
they march as friends and comrades 
but they do not march for war 
step closer to salvation 
a tranquil steady corps 
the meadows lit with golden beams 
a beacon for the brave 
the emerald grass untrampled 
a reward for what they gave 
they dream of those they left behind     
and know they dream of them 
forever in those poppy fields 
there walks one thousand men 

 
 

INTERNATIONAL RINGAROUND:       SOUTH KOREA:                                                                                                                     

Hello Speed, 

Nice to hear from you and know that despite all the uncertainty with COVID issues you can still hold meetings, albeit 
virtually. Hopefully May 2022 will see things back on track. I would love to attend if I am in Australia at the time. 

The last few months have not seen a great improvement in the virus department with daily cases still in the high 
hundreds. While that sounds dramatic, compared with Australia, it should be remembered the population here is 52 
million - double Australia's - so from that viewpoint it isn't so bad. In fact, in Ulsan where we live, life is almost 
normal. No restriction on travel but restaurants have to limit numbers, distancing still in force and closure at 10pm. 
So, our daily life carries on with everyone wearing masks. Schools are back to teaching so my wife is happy to see the 
grandchildren off each day and not have to fuss with home schooling. 

I have been back in the workforce for the past three months and have been tutoring marine trainees for a new FLNG 
unit soon to be located offshore in Mozambique. It's been a new chapter in a long and varied career and provided 
some interesting situations to keep my brain active. 

I don't expect we will make it back to Sydney this year, even with the border restrictions removed. Airlines from 
Korea are not moving with the same speed as Qantas and they stopped flying into Korea in 1998! Nonetheless, we 
do look forward to being home again as soon as we can book a seat. 

Wishing you and all a safe and better Christmas and New Year this time round.    Michael 
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                                                         RINGAROUND:     DEAGON:     Queensland 

Had a lovely conversation with Merle Alvisio and at 94 years of age Merle is still coping well.   
However, we are still having postal deliveries problems so that soon I will hear from her son, 
Garry, to arrange forwarding the Newsletter digitally through him for printing.   Her member 
“Boys” are keeping well!  It`s always great to hear from our dedicated and long-time member, 
Merle and to remember my chats with her late husband Ron. 

RINGAROUND:     Pagewood:      New South Wales                                                                                                                 
George Johnston was filling his car with petrol when I rang so our conversation was much shorter than usual.      
However, he was saying after 72 years of marriage, he has to keep a close watch over his lovely wife as memory 
problems are starting to occur.  He misses his golf but is still quite involved with his RSL Club. George says he is still 
walking okay, and on that note Mate – Merry Xmas! 

RINGAROUND:     Sutherland:     New South Wales       

Seeking information on my old Regiment, I rang Vince Murphy, as he marched for us on Anzac Day and I wanted to 
know if he was still in touch with many of our old crew?  Vince replied as follows: 

“Hi Speed,  I have written a commentary for the newsletter. It doesn’t say much as we haven’t been able to meet or 
organise anything due to lockdown. Hope it is OK. 

It has been an interesting 6 months for everyone in the Greater Sydney area. We have only recently come out of 
lockdown and the restrictions that accompanied it. Many of us were unable to visit family or friends during this time 
which made it made it difficult for the welfare and well-being of everyone, especially for our veterans. We hope and 
pray for better times ahead. Here in Sydney, we are looking forward and are hopeful that the ANZAC march in April 
will be as normal as possible. We are also looking forward to meeting again at the march and having our luncheon on 
ANZAC Day with veterans and friends. 

Thank you for the opportunity to be included in the newsletter. Hopefully 2022 ANZAC Day will be as close to normal 
as possible. Keep healthy and safe.       Kind Regards,     Vincent Murphy”             Thank you Vince! 

RINGAROUND:     Charters Towers:     Queensland                                                                                                              
I had a good old chat with Mal Seal when I rang and he was telling me that they don’t `caravan` around as much as 
they used to, but still manage to make the `big` day at Rocky Creek every year.  As we were talking and Mal telling 
me both Marion and he were coping well, Marion turns up after doing a bit of shopping and we had a lovely chat.    
Marion was telling me not too much is changing in good old Charters Towers these days. We spoke about the short 
stay they both had with me and revisited a few anecdotes. All the best to you ex-Babinda-ites. The Compliments of 
the Season to you both!   

RINGAROUND:     Biggenden:     Queensland                                                                                                                                
Letty Marshall is coping okay and starting to visit families and friends. But when I spoke to her, she was suffering 
some anxiety, with the town and district, on the whereabouts of an uncle who suddenly left, leaving wallet and cards 
and just disappearing.  When I rang the search had been going on for a week with full resources in operation.  No 
one can understand the reason for his disappearance!  I hope long before you read this that he has been found safe 
and sound!  I asked Letty about Craig Fothergill, who was of enormous help when her husband Mick died, and Letty 
said that he was keeping very well.  Let`s hope the search is successful and you can enjoy a wonderful Christmas with 
family and friends Letty!                     

RINGAROUND:     Warracknabeal:   Victoria                                                                                                                                                                 
When I rang Jake Arnold, he was enjoying a bright, sunny day as opposed to the many drenchings they have been 
having recently. He was readying to take his old faithful dog for their morning creek-side walk.  Jake and his Wife are 
both coping well.  As continuing President of the RSL Club, Jake is still very heavily involved in all its activities and is to 
be complimented on his years of service and dedication to veterans seeking information and help!  Well done Mate!                                                                                   

RINGAROUND:     AINSLIE:   ACT:                                                                                                                                In 
In my calls to Patricia McCormick I was told she was unavailable. Each time I left a message hoping Pat wasn`t too ill 
or was visiting. Let`s hope a Merry Xmas and a Happier New Year are ahead for Patricia and Family.  I missed our 
always friendly chat!                                                                                               

RINGAROUND:     Dimly:   Victoria:                                                                                                                           

I am hoping Betty Goodliffe has finally sold her home for closure and is still having a `ball` at the Greenwood Nursing 
Home in Dimley.  I was unable to chat after a couple of `ringarounds` but we know for sure her wonderful family are 
always there supporting her! Perhaps you’re on one of those Nursing Home courtesy bus trips Betty? Cheers for 
Xmas and the New Year Betty!   
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RINGAROUND:     Esperance:     Western Australia  

In a long chat with Elizabeth Kavanagh, I was able to discover that Esperance is still shipping out Grain with several 
ships as normal waiting to be loaded. The grain is still coming down the `non-public’ railroad directly to the wharves.     
Elizabeth has been saying the Esperance people have been almost living a normal life, with most people having had 
their two `jabs`.   With Kalgoorlie people still visiting their “Gold Coast” – Esperance, there are plenty of holiday 
makers around. With respect to the Victorians, Elizabeth says they have been having “Victorian“ weather – wet one 
day - dry the next or both in the one day - ha ha ha.  The surrounding wheat and other crops are doing well!      
Elizabeth`s father enlisted on the 4th March 1940 at Subiaca, Perth and sailed from Freemantle on His Majesty`s 
Troopship – (HMTx4) in a convoy of 6 ships. George served in WW2 in England; the Middle East; New Guinea and in 
Bougainville.  His Service Record will be a feature in our next Sentinel and a wonderful read!  Thank you Elizabeth for 
his Record of Service.                         Here`s a `teaser`!                         George spent:       

54 days at Northam W.A.             97 days on board ships at sea          196 days in the United Kingdom        

340 days in the Middle East        437 days in New Guinea                    827 days in Australia                            

INTERNATIONAL RINGAROUND:       Ozamizi:      Philippines                                                                                                        

It was great to hear from Robert Wanless, a long-time member, who is successfully recovering from a slight heart 
attack.  Robert lives 72 miles out of Ozamizi City. 

“Here in northern Mindanao where I am, the covid affects are still ongoing, with papers required for any distant 
movements. I live near a school and before covid the road was always busy with lots of kids walking past to school. 
But the last 2 years the school has been closed. 

There will be an opening for someone to bring out a shirt with the slogan “Don’t ask me anything - I am a Covid 19 
generation student”. 

I have lots of mango trees and have planted several other fruit trees, but the mango at this location is not so good 
due to fungi.  I think that’s the case in many parts of the Philippines.  I have tried all sorts of anti-fungal sprays. The 
last attempt, I sprayed the 170 trees 16 times from prior to flowering till 3 months after, but no matter what time of 
the year it is it always rained and the fungi flourished. Only year I got a good harvest was during a 7-month drought. 
I have built 411 concrete steps down a steep slope to a river, and it’s a hard climb back up those, which I can still do.  
There was some wildlife here, but some people have killed and eaten everything.  Used to be Iguanas, flying lizards, 
monkey, and blue king fishers, but lately I don’t see anything apart from snakes, which are also on the local menu. 
Here we have killed 27 snakes in the past 6 years and we only kill the deadly ones, with the most being cobras, and a 
black and yellow one which looks the same as the Australian tiger snake, and a light yellowish brown Samar spitting 
cobra. There also is the king cobra and a few other venomous types, plus many pythons. 

As its uphill here we never get flooding, but the rivers and creeks run very fast after heavy rains. Near here is an 
extinct volcano 2200 meters high that has a zip line across a valley at about 800 meters up. That line was/is the 
longest at 1 km on a single cable. From the centre the drop to the river in the valley is about 450 feet. 

I will attach a pic of the steps. But from the bottom of the pic is a bend and then another section till the bottom is 
reached.  I have built 2 houses on here and have subdivided the lot into 2 as there is a road goes through. 

Regards,    Robert”                                                                                                                                  Steps to River 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Above-Flowering Mango Trees  
Right–Two houses Robert built 
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                         LENNIE AND GINGER MICK  
It’s 1932 and Australia is in the grip of the Great Depression.  
One in three workers are unemployed. Decrepit shanty towns hug 
the outskirts of the big cities. A scrawny rabbit caught in a trap will 
feed a family for a week. Country roads are filled with broken men 
walking from one farmhouse to another seeking menial jobs and 
food.  

On the outskirts of the South Gippsland town of Leongatha, an 
injured farmer lies in bed unable to walk – or work. World War I 
hero Captain Leo Tennyson Gwyther is in hospital with a broken 
leg and the family farm is in danger of falling into ruins.  

Up steps his son, nine-year-old Lennie. With the help of his pony 
Ginger Mick, Lennie ploughs the farm’s 24 paddocks and keeps 
the place running until his father can get back on his feet.  

On his second birthday, Lennie’s grandfather gave him a chestnut pony named Ginger Mick who shared his birthday.  
Ginger Mick was named after Lenny’s father’s favourite character from C.J. Dennis’ book The Moods of Ginger Mick. 

Offered a reward for this work, Lennie asked to attend the opening of the Sydney Harbour Bridge. 
Lennie has been obsessively following one of the biggest engineering feats of the era – the construction of the 
Sydney Harbour Bridge. He wants to attend its opening. With great reluctance, his parents agree he can go. So, 
Lennie saddles up Ginger Mick, packs a toothbrush, pyjamas, spare clothes and a water bottle into a sack, and begins 
the 1000+ kilometre (600+ miles) trek to Sydney. Alone. A nine-year-old boy riding a pony from the deep south of 
Victoria to the biggest and roughest city in the nation. It was a different era. No social media. No mobile phones. But 
even then, it doesn’t take long before word begins to spread about a boy, his horse and their epic trek. The entire 
populations of small country towns gather on their outskirts to welcome his arrival. He survives bushfires, is attacked 
by a “vagabond” and endures rain and cold, biting winds. When he reaches Canberra, he is welcomed by Prime 
Minister Joseph Lyons, who invites him into Parliament House for tea. When he finally arrives in Sydney, more than 
10,000 people line the streets to greet him. He is besieged by autograph hunters. He becomes a key part of the 
official parade at the bridge’s opening. He and Ginger Mick are invited to make a starring appearance at the Royal 
Show. Even Donald Bradman, the biggest celebrity of the Depression era, requests a meeting and gives him a signed 
cricket bat. A letter writer to The Sydney Morning Herald at the time gushes that “just such an example as provided 
by a child of nine summers, Lennie Gwyther was, and is, needed to raise the spirit of our people and to fire our youth 
and others to do things – not to talk only.“  “The sturdy pioneer spirit is not dead … let it be remembered that this 
little lad, when his father was in hospital, cultivated the farm – a mere child.”  

When Lennie leaves Sydney for home a month later, he has become one of the most famous figures in a country 
craving uplifting news. Large crowds wave handkerchiefs. Women weep and shout “goodbye”. According to The Sun 
newspaper, “Lennie, being a casual Australian, swung into the saddle and called ‘Toodleloo!’”.  

He finally arrives home to a tumultuous reaction in Leongatha. He returns to school and soon life for Lennie – and 
the country – returns to normal. These days you can find a bronze statue in Leongatha commemorating Lennie and 
Ginger Mick.  

But Australia has largely forgotten his remarkable feat – and how he 
inspired a struggling nation. Never taught about him in school? Never heard 
of him before? Spread the word. We need to remember – and celebrate – 
Lennie Gwyther and his courageous journey. It's a great story. God knows 
we need these stories now, more than ever. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Statue erected in Leongatha to  
commemorate 9-year-old Lennie riding  
his horse 1,000km to attend the  
opening of the Sydney Harbour Bridge. 

A 4-year-old boy tells his Dad:  I’ve decided to get married. 

His Dad replies:  Wonderful; do you have a girl in mind? 

Son:  Yes…Grandma!  She said she loves me, I love her too…and 
she’s the best story teller in the whole world. 

Dad:  That’s nice, but we have a small problem there! 

Son:  What problem? 

Dad:  She happens to be my mother.  How can you marry my 
mother? 

Son:  Why not?  You married mine! 
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Margaret Doust, a regular contributor to our Newsletter has found the Poems mentioned by her in our last Sentinel 
They were printed in the "Fade Away " Magazine, which is the magazine from the RSL Committee at Warwick. 
Thank you again Margaret as we enjoy reading them! 

 
 
 
                                                                                                              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One Christmas, a mother decided she was no 
longer going to remind her kids to send thank you 

notes. Consequently, the kids’ grandmother 
never received any thanks for the Christmas 

cheques she sent to the kids. 

The very next Christmas, all the kids stopped by 
in person to thank their grandmother for their 

cheques. 

When asked by a friend what caused the change 
in behaviour, the grandmother replied, “Simple.  

This year I didn’t sign the cheques.” 
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The  ROYAL  AUSTRALIAN  ARTILLERY  ASSOCIATION  (NSW) Inc. is seeking to include interested family members in 
its activities, by offering Associate Membership to the descendants of: 

          Colonial Gunners                                                       Permanent and Volunteer Gunners 

          Sudan & South African Campaign Gunners              WW 1 Gunners 

          Militia Gunners                                                           WW 2 Gunners 

          Post WW 2 Gunners                                                   Regular, CMF or Army Reserve           

The Association AGM has broadened the definition of Associate Member to include 

persons who support the gunner community and the Association objectives. 

Information about the Association is posted on our website and our rules can be found at 

http://www.artillerynsw.asn.au/constitution.htm 

An application form can be downloaded from:        www.artillerynsw.asn/files/ApplForm.pdf 

 
 

A War Secret Revealed An interesting little war secret I thought you might enjoy! - AVIATION GASOLINE  

The following is an article by the British Society of Chemists, declassified in 2014. It seems that the German and 
British aircraft both used 87 Octane Gasoline for the first two years of the war. While that was fairly satisfactory in 
the German Daimler-Benz V-12 engine, it was marginal in the British Rolls-Royce Merlin XX engine in British aircraft. 
It fouled the spark plugs, caused valves to stick and made for frequent engine repair problems.  

Then came lend-lease and American aircraft began to enter British service in great numbers. If British engines hated 
87 Octane Gasoline, American General Motors Built Allison 1710 engines loathed and despised it. Something had to 
be done! Along came an American named Tim Palucka, a chemist for Sun Oil at their Southeast Texas Refinery. Never 
heard of him? Small wonder, as very few people have.  

He took a French formula for enhancing the octane of gasoline, invented the “Cracking Tower“ and produced the 
first 100 octane aviation gasoline.  

This discovery led to greater joy among our English Cousins and great distress among the Germans. Spitfire fuelled 
with 100 Octane gasoline was 34 miles faster at 10,000 feet.  

The need to replace engines went from every 500 hours of operation to every 1,000 hours which reduced the cost of 
British aircraft by 300 pounds sterling.  

And even more when used in 4 engine bombers. The Germans couldn`t believe it when Spitfires that couldn`t catch 
them a year ago started shooting their ME-109E and G models right out of the sky.  

Of course, the matter had to be kept secret. If the Germans found out that it was a French invention, they`d simply 
copy the original French patents. The American Allison engines improved remarkedly with 100 Octane gasoline, but 
did even better when 130 octane gasoline came along in 1944.  

130 Octane also improved the performance of the Radial Engine Bombers we produced. The Germans and Japanese 
never snapped to the fact that we had re-invented gasoline. Neither did our “Friends“ the Russians.  

In all, 100,000 Americans died in the skies over Europe. Lord only knows what the number would have been without 
“Super-Gasoline“.  And it was all invented just a few miles west of Beaumont, Texas and we never knew a thing 
about it.  

                                     “ A nation that forgets its past has no future “ - Winston Churchill 

 

                            Now for Some…ROYAL HUMOUR…Only One Place in Heaven 

Stormy Daniels (an American Porn Actress) and Queen Elizabeth were in Heaven. They both met with an Angel to 
find out if they would be admitted!  The Angel said “Unfortunately there`s only one space so I will have to ask you 
both for your reason for wanting to be chosen first and then I’ll decide”. 

“Quickly look at the most perfect largest breasts in the world you would see, and could see every day until eternity “, 
Stormy says! 

The Angel thanked Stormy, and asked Her Majesty for her reason.  

The Queen walked over to the toilet, pulled the lever and flushed it without saying a word. 

The Angel immediately said: “Okay your Majesty, you may go into Heaven.” 

Stormy was outraged and asked, “What was that all about? “  

“Sorry Stormy”, said the Angel, “but even in Heaven, a Royal Flush beats a Pair no matter how big!” 

http://www.artillerynsw.asn.au/constitution.htm
http://www.artillerynsw.asn/files/ApplForm.pdf
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                                         INTERNATIONAL  RINGAROUND:  Philippines:  Angeles City:  

                                    We received an email from Guy Bond with a very interesting story.        
Hi Ho from the PI. 

Sadly a few of the guys I know here have passed away in the past year, some to the Virus and others from other 
complications. I personally had a bad case of Bronchitis for 5 weeks. Needless to say, it did knock me around a bit 
and took another 2 odd weeks to recover before I could mow the lawn again much to my wife's delight. She even 
bought me a whipper snipper, now dubbed "the toy".  So now I get, “why you don't go out and play with your new 
toy?”.  

I just realised that I have an already made-up story for you. I am slowly writing a book about me, naturally. One of 
the stories of my youth growing up in Papua New Guinea was about the steamer that used to visit us in Rabaul every 
6 weeks. It has a fantastic story so here goes: 

Burns Philip was a big name in the Islands; they had everything wrapped up from shops to shipping. I did not realise 
till I watched a documentary on train trips in Australia and this particular little gem “The Gulflander” went from 
Claremont to Normanton in Queensland, and it was at Normanton that Burns Philip started their empire. 

The Burns Philip Shipping Company TSMV Bululo 
ran a regular service from Sydney every 6 weeks 
going from Sydney, Brisbane, Port Moresby, Samari,  
Lae, Madang and Rabaul. Returning to Sydney via 
the same route. 

It was a big white ship and would bring the much-
needed mail and stores for the expats to survive on 
this far off island in the Pacific. By today’s standards 
it was quite small compared to the cruise liners of 
today. 

My Grandfather and Grandmother came up from            
Sydney on the Bululo for a visit to my Dad and my                T.S.M.V. Bulolo seen arriving at Newstead, Brisbane            
Mother and to see me of course.                                                           being assisted by the tug - Fearless              

My Grandmother hated it, she hated just about everything at that time, especially in the rough seas going up the 
coast of Australia. It was much better when it got to Port Moresby and it had the islands to protect it from any rough 
seas. She hated everything, it was too hot, it was too wet, the smells, the betel nut, the spitting, and oh the flies. 

I did not realise until now when I started writing this that the ship had in fact a history and I put this together from 
what I found. 

However, this small passenger liner had achieved so much in her thirty years for she sailed around the globe and 
hosted more Admirals, Generals than any ship that was far greater in size than her. In addition, she had HRH King 
George VI standing on her Bridge and from the Bridge wing he took the salute from all the passing invasion ships! In 
so many ways, the Bulolo was remarkable, a hero and she did so much more than almost any of the other passenger 
ships in civil service or during war duties! It was said by crews and those who sailed on the Bulolo - be it when she 
was in commercial or naval service, “the Bulolo did Australia proud.” - “We fondly miss this wonderful small white 
ship, with that green ribbon around her hull and that distinctive black and white checkered band on that black funnel 
and the Burns Philp Scotch Thistle house flag flying from the mast!” 

She was taken in 1942 to be converted into a Landing Ship and Headquarters (LSH). Thus HMS Bulolo, was stripped of 
all non-essential equipment and refitted with communications equipment and control room facilities and she was 
completed for her new vital role in World War II in April 1942. 

She became the flagship of Admiral Sir Harold M. Burrough who was the Commander of the Eastern Naval Task Force 
during the North African landings at Algiers in November 1942. 

She then became the flagship of Rear Admiral Thomas Troubridge in charge of “Force A” lifting the British XIII Corps 
onto the Sicilian landings in the Gulf of Noto in July 1943, and also “Task Force Peter” embarking the British 1st 
Division to Anzio in January 1944. 

She was part of the strike force with Commodore Douglas-Pennant, Naval Commander in charge of Force G, and 
lifting the British 50th Division to land at Gold Beach at Normandy on June 6, 1944. She was hit by a bomb the next 
day, on June 7, 1944, with only minor damage but there were several injuries and a reported death. LSH Bulolo was 
also the flagship of Rear Admiral. B. C. S. Martin for “Force W” off Malaya. 

HMS/LSH Bulolo is noted as having been “Outstandingly successful” as her duties saw her in action at the North 
Africa, Sicily, Anzio, Normandy and Malaya landings.  
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LSH Bulolo also assisted in evacuating Rabaul before the Japanese captured the port during WWII and she was used 
as a ship for the Japanese surrender at Singapore in September 1945. A notable record for a small Australian 
passenger ship indeed! 
Her Naval service terminated on December 5, 1946, and she was finally handed back to Burns Philip in 1948. Having 
had a comprehensive refit, TSMV Bulolo resumed her original service on August 18, 1948. 

Her refit had her passenger accommodations lowered, as she now accommodated just 180 First Class passengers. 
However, she now offered a number of additional facilities added, making her an even better passenger ship! She 
then re-entered back into the role as she was previously built, to carry mail, stores and passengers from Sydney to 
PNG. Her final voyage was Feb 1968. 

I will drop you another line in a week or two with some answers to your other questions but for now, we are all ok, 
safe and healthy and thanks for asking.           Regards,  Shorty. 

Thank you once again, Shorty for your always welcome 
newsletter insert.  Merry Christmas & Happy New Year to 
your family and yourself from us all! 

RINGAROUND:     Kirra:     Queensland 

My call to Pat and Errol Nilson told me they were both well, although Errol has not been the best of late!    

Pat also mentioned she had just forwarded us an old Poem  “ POPPIES “ in keeping with Remembrance Day.   

Thank you Pat.   Merry Christmas. 

 
 

On the 11th Hour 

 
of 
 

The 11th Day 

 
of 
 

The  11th Month 

 
 

We Will 

Remember 

Them 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Committee has found that this is Worthy of a Mention: 

In addition to the always welcome `Copy` we receive from our members for our Newsletter we must also thank both 

Ray Payne OAM and Les Taylor for their continuous supply of material we receive and the opportunity to insert some 

of these very readable articles. All service and ex-service personnel can subscribe to the Veteranweb Network cost-

free - simply provide your service number and unit.   Information is provided via email from various reliable sources.     

Veteranweb is an information service, while it is not a forum, you are welcome to contribute. 

The Veteranweb Network providing information to Australian veterans, ex-service, and service personnel.  Reaching 

more than 13,060 readers daily and growing - Ray Payne OAM                                                  

Veteranweb Network     raypayne@veteranweb.asn.au   www.veteranweb.asn.au 

I’m 

mailto:raypayne@veteranweb.asn.au
http://www.veteranweb.asn.au/
https://pngimg.com/download/17247
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc/3.0/
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"The Angel of Auschwitz"    (Doyle Glass, Author) 

At age 16, Gisella Perl had graduated first in her secondary-
school class, the only woman and the only Jew. She asked her 
father to send her to medical school, but he refused at first, 
fearing that she might forget her faith. But Perl was determined, 
assuring her father she would remain observant. Her father 
relented, and Perl went on to gain her degree in medicine and 
establish a practice in Berlin. 

When the National Socialist party rose to power in 1933, Jewish 
doctors were stripped of their positions and purged from 
universities and government. Perl and her husband, Ephraim 
Krauss, and their two children returned to their native Hungary, 
where she became a beloved doctor.  

Life was peaceful for a while. Perl remembered evenings listening to her son play violin, in their home near the 
Carpathian Mountains. That halcyon time ended when Germany invaded in March, 1944. 

Dr. Perl and most of her family were rounded up and sent to the Sighet Ghetto. A few months later they, along with 
400,000 Hungarian Jews, were deported to Auschwitz. This deportation was described by Elie Wiesel in Night:  “And 
then, one day all the foreign Jews were expelled from Sighet...Crammed into cattle cars by the Hungarian Police, they 
cried silently. Standing on the station platform, we too were crying. The train disappeared over the horizon; all that 
was left was thick, dirty smoke…” 

Dr. Perl vividly recalled her first sight of the sprawling death camp: billowing black clouds of smoke from the 
crematorium, tinged crimson by “sharp red tongues of flame (that) licked the sky”. As they embraced for the last 
time, she and her husband made a promise to each other: “We will meet someday in Jerusalem.”   Dr. Perl never saw 
her husband again. 

Dr. Perl was one of five doctors assigned to set up a camp hospital. Informed that she would be the camp 
gynaecologist, Perl nevertheless had her medical bag and all of her instruments taken away by another German 
doctor, who informed her that she would not be needing them.  She reported directly to the head doctor, Josef 
Mengele, who forced her to assist him with his "research". The next several months would be a time of unspeakable 
horror for Perl and the women prisoners whom she had to treat. 

Dr. Perl went to extraordinary lengths to protect and heal her fellow prisoners. Aware that anyone found to have a 
contagious disease would be killed, Perl submitted vials of her own blood when prisoners were ordered to provide 
samples.  She treated severe wounds with paper bandages, and did the best she could to conceal pregnancies. 
Pregnant women would be executed or worse, experimented upon.   

Survivors of the camp praised her for her help. She became known as "The Angel of Auschwitz". Having no medical 
tools to work with, she treated patients with her voice, "...telling them beautiful stories, telling them that one day we 
would have birthdays again, that one day we would sing again.”   

Dr. Perl was able to save countless lives, but not those of her husband and son. Upon learning of their fate, she fell 
into despair, at one point attempting suicide. Instead, she came to the U.S. to tell of the horrors she had seen. It was 
then that she accepted a lunch invitation from First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt, who encouraged her to “Stop torturing 
yourself; become a doctor again.” 

Granted U.S. citizenship, Dr. Perl moved to New York City and began a career working at Mount Sinai hospital, 
specializing in infertility. She eventually opened her own practice, delivering over 3,000 babies. Dr. Perl wrote a book 
about her experience, titled “I Was a Doctor in Auschwitz”. Dr. Gisella Perl passed away on December 16, 1988, at 
the age of 81. 

RINGAROUND:     Aveley:     Western Australia                                                                                                                                            
I was unable to make contact with Steven Osborn, grandson of the late Bob Crofts, and unable to leave a message.   
Wishing you all the best Steven and a Merry Xmas and a Happy New Year! 
RINGAROUND:     Broome:     Western Australian                                                                                                 

I am still having problems with connecting up with Kevin Garstone!    It seems he may have replaced his landline 
phone with a mobile, with a number I don`t have yet.   All the best Kevin!               

 



P a g e  17 | 18 
 

RINGAROUND:     Banora Point:     New South Wales 

Gwenda received a flattering reply from Max Greber, thanking us for an enjoyable read.  Max is finally settled in his 
new home and keeping well, and is still heavily involved with his Welfare duties at the Tweed Heads Coolangatta RSL.    

                                                                 

                                                                   Do you know this veteran? 
The Australian War Memorial is asking for help to identify an Indigenous 
soldier whose photograph was found in South Australia. 

Indigenous Liaison Officer Michael Bell said the Indigenous soldier’s 
photograph was found in a trunk at the home of Dorothy Prisk (née Belton), 
at 26 The Minories, Port Adelaide. 

The trunk contained memorabilia from several members of Dorothy’s 
immediate family, including her brother, Henry James Belton (known as 
Harry), who served during the First World War in the 10th, 50th and 45th 
Battalions, and for a time as batman to Major Noel Loutit. 

The trunk contained a letter referring to a soldier named Will, who was 
described as being engaged in the Dardenelles and a large battle on 7 
August, most likely the Battle of the Nek. 

The trunk also contained a photograph of a soldier who appears to be 
Indigenous, and is likely to have been a driver or mechanic in an Australian 
Light Horse unit. 

‘We can’t tell who he is from the photograph,’ Mr Bell said. ‘But someone 
out there might know.’ 

A proud Ngunnawal/Gomeroi man, Mr Bell is attempting to discover the 
identities and stories of people who are believed to be among the several 
thousand Indigenous men and women who served in the Australian armed 
forces. 

‘When the First World War broke out, Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander peoples had few rights, poor living 
conditions, and were not allowed to enlist in the war effort,’ Mr Bell said. 

‘Despite this, many Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander people wanted to serve in defence of Australia, and were 
willing to change their names, birth locations, heritage and nationality in an effort to do so. 

‘They served on equal terms and were paid the same rate as non-Indigenous soldiers, but when they returned home, 
they found that discrimination had worsened. 

‘Because no-one saw them, perception of their service was skewed, and for a long time it appeared as if they had 
never existed. 

‘We’re trying to encourage people to come forward and tell their stories to help us tell the broader story of the 
Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander experience. 

‘It is a story that is little known, and deserves to be more widely known.’ 

TARAKAN  REUNION 

If you would like to make a donation, kindly complete this form and mail it with cheque, money order or stamps 

payable to the Tarakan Reunion.                                                                                                                                           

FAMILY  NAME  ……………………………………………………..FIRST  NAME……………………………………………..………………. 

MAILING  ADDRESS……………………………………………………………………………………………POST  CODE……..…………….. 

PHONE  NUMBER……………………………………………………MAIL  ADDRESS…………………………..…………………………….. 

I would like to make a donation of $ ……………in cash or cheque and /or in Stamps to the value of $…………..          

                                Contact:  Phone 0409 615 095          Email:  gwenrob60@hotmail.com 

                                          On behalf of the Committee thank you for your contribution         

mailto:gwenrob60@hotmail.com
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                                               A 1 RAR soldier’s modern perspective 

After hearing of another young man take his life yesterday, for some unknown reason, and having a very meaningful 
conversation with a long-time mate, I have to tell you all this. I want you all to listen. Please just listen. 

For those of you who leave the military, particularly after many years’ service, who struggle to find your place, to feel 
complete, and for those of you who are worried about leaving, because it’s ‘who you are’, I give you this thought. 

The military is, by its very nature, designed to replace you in a heartbeat. You will leave today, and tomorrow, it will 
be like you were never there. You will be replaced. They will get the job done without you. That’s the nature of the 
job. While you no doubt make a difference, and your service is vitally important to this nation, you will soon be 
forgotten and no longer needed. You can and will be replaced. 

But do you know who cannot replace you? Your family. Your wife. Your sons and daughters. Your brothers and 
sisters. Your mother and father. Your FAMILY. To them, you cannot be replaced. There is no substitute for you as a 
father, a mother, a brother or sister. A daughter or son. 

If you are struggling after leaving the military, or struggling with the decision to leave, think about what really 
matters. Your family, and how much you mean to them. And how much they mean to you. 

And for those who think or feel they lose their identity when they leave the military, I can tell you now, you’re 
wrong. You will always be a soldier, a sailor or an airman/woman. No one can take that away from you. But that’s 
not who you really are. Who you are is an essential part of a family; that is loved, and cherished, and cannot be 
replaced, by anyone, EVER. That is far more important than your military service. 

So, if you’re struggling and need help, please reach out. Please talk to someone. Talk to your family and tell them 
how you feel. Please ask for help. I don't want to see another family lose someone they cannot replace. 

Please feel free to share far and wide. 

Spike 

                      Having used our last pencil, we would now like to wish y’all Seasons  

                                                 Greetings and a thank you for your contributions. 

                                                                 Best Wishes for 2022  -  Speed and Gwenda 

                                                    

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


