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THE PRESIDENTS REPORT 

 Welcome to the mid-year edition of SIG NEWS our 75th year already. 

 Great to have Dick and Chris back from their walkabout and maintain some of our activities in a much 

reduced form. Dick is again looking for new material for future editions of “Sig News” so don’t be shy – send 

him an email or post your article or photos off pronto. 

 Brian Watson (Capt Kilowatt) in Launceston is not very well and is at present in hospital in Melbourne 

having undergone major surgery. We have conveyed our best wishes to him and his wife Shirley. 

 An event coming up of significance is Max Brett’s 100th birthday in August. Great effort Max!    If you 

would like to pass on your best wishes he is at The FREEMASONS HOME in LINDISFARNE. 

 At this time as always, we normally have a busy social programme. This year the ‘End of Summer’ 

Lunch in March with a rollup of only 4, at the Claremont Hotel, was very disappointing. 

 ANZAC DAY was a very ‘non –event’ with all the pandemic cancellations, etc. Lunch (menu looked 

good) was booked at The Globe Hotel and the bus was also organised, but not to be. I hope you all did your 

own thing at the front gate or on your balcony. 

 Our First Fridays have been cancelled with a possible re-start date of 7th August but this needs to be 

confirmed.  

 At this time there is no plan for a Mid-Year lunch. 

 With the current limitations we can only work to the guidelines but we will be back.  

 Our Commemoration Day Service on Sunday 10th October is at our Anglesea Barracks Memorial at 

11.45am followed by lunch at the RAAF Memorial Centre. Also don’t forget our Remembrance Day Lunch on 

Friday 6th November at a venue to be advised. Make a note in your diary or smart phone. Both these activities 

will need to be confirmed. 

AGM - First Friday in October the 2nd at 1700. 

 Well that’s it from me for this issue and please remember to support Dick and David in their quest to 

capture our former Unit and the Association history.  

The present unprecedented circumstances have delayed finalisation of the history project further so there is still 

an opportunity to make additions if you have photos or written material for inclusion. 

  

Yours in Signals. 

  

 

Owen 
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  NORWAY IS BUILDING THE WORLD’S BIGGEST TUNNEL  

  

 In 2013 Norway formally announced its plan to build the world's largest tunnel for ships, paving the way for a 

gigantic 1.7-kilometre (1 mile) passageway to be dug underneath a rocky peninsula in the country's North-

West.  

 

The Stad Ship Tunnel, which was expected to cost some US$312 million to complete, will enable cruise liners, 

freight ships and smaller vessels to take an underground shortcut through the Stad Peninsula – avoiding the 

rough winds and waters of the Stadhavet Sea, the most treacherous stretch of Norway's coastline. 

 

When complete, the tunnel will stand some 49 metres (160.7 feet) tall, with a width of 36 metres (118.1 feet). 

Construction WAS PLANNED TO BEGIN IN 2019 and if the schedule doesn't blow out, it was expected that  

the tunnel might be open for ships by 2023. 

 

If that sounds like a long time to wait, spare a thought for the insane amount of rock and mountain that's going 

to need to be displaced to carve this thing. 

 

The Norwegian Coastal Administration (NCA), the body in charge of the project, says some 3 million cubic 

metres (106 million cubic feet) of rock will need to be burrowed through to dig the tunnel, weighing approxi-

mately 8 million tonnes in total once the passageway is finished. 

 

The NCA said that would take three to four years to do, but once the tunnel is finished, approximately 100 

passenger and freight ships every day will be able to skip the tumult of the exposed coastline by sailing 

through the narrowest point of the peninsula. 

  

Large vessels will be given priority in passing through the tunnel, with smaller boats having to wait for pas-

senger and freight ships, or will only get to use the tunnel at certain times, the planners suggest. 

  

Usually when passageways are constructed for ships they're called canals, and they don't have roofs – but in 

this case making the canal a tunnel was a far more practical and cost-effective option, given that the mountain-

ous terrain above the tunnel to heights of more than 335 metres (1,100 feet), meaning clearing a canal would 

have involved blasting through even more rock. 

 

Crews will begin drilling from both sides of the mountain and meet in the middle. Thresholds will be put in 

place to prevent water from entering the tunnel during the drilling. 

 

Both ends of the tunnel will be fitted with concrete blocks and rubber bumpers to withstand the impact of an 

oncoming vessel, and ships travelling through the tunnel will be forced to observe minimum distances in front 

and behind, to prevent the risk of collision. 

 

While opponents of the plan have criticised the tunnel for its expense, the NCA says the passage will ultimate-

ly save money, by providing a quicker means of travel, which is also safer. 

 

It's not the first time we've seen Norway notch up impressive firsts in the world of transportation. The country 

has also made headlines for its ambitious plan to become the first nation to ban gas-powered cars, following 

moves to exclude cars from its capital, Oslo, while spending big to implement bicycle pathways. 

 

As far as the underground shipping tunnel goes, Norse sailors and fishermen have reportedly longed for such a 

shortcut since as far back as the late 19th century – but now, after more than a hundred years of sailing the 

long way around, it looks like they are finally going to see it happen! 

 

http://www.kystverket.no/en/About-Kystverket/Stad-Ship-Tunnel-project/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stad_(peninsula)
http://www.geographic.org/geographic_names/name.php?uni=-431827&fid=4363&c=norway
https://www.wired.com/2017/04/norways-bold-maybe-foolhardy-plan-build-worlds-first-ship-tunnel/
https://www.wired.com/2017/04/norways-bold-maybe-foolhardy-plan-build-worlds-first-ship-tunnel/
http://norway-might-become-the-first-country-to-ban-gas-powered-cars/
http://norway-s-capital-is-permanently-banning-cars-from-its-city-centre/
http://norway-s-1-billion-worth-of-bike-highways-will-help-it-become-carbon-neutral-by-2050/
https://www.wired.com/2017/04/norways-bold-maybe-foolhardy-plan-build-worlds-first-ship-tunnel/
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Win for Vietnam Vets with Agent Orange - War History to be rewritten 

 

 
 

Letter from Brendan Nelson to Mr Tim McCombe. 

Vietnam veterans have won a significant breakthrough in their battle for acknowledgment of the health impacts of 

war-time exposure to chemicals, including Agent Orange, with the Australian War Memorial agreeing the official his-

tory must be rewritten. 

 

Memorial Director Brendan Nelson has written to Tim McCombe, President of the Vietnam Veterans Federation of 

Australia, informing him that the memorial's council is laying the groundwork for "commissioning an independent 

single volume history of the post-war medical and health issues affecting Vietnam veterans", in particular with "rela-

tion to the impact on veterans' health of exposure to herbicides". 

 

McCombe said veterans were "delighted and grateful". "A group of Vietnam veterans in the early 1980s campaigned 

to have their exposure to Agent Orange during the Vietnam War recognized as potentially harmful,'' he said. ''History 

has proved them right.'' 

 

Australian troops fighting in Vietnam were exposed to a cocktail of chemicals, including herbicides, especially the 

popularly known Agent Orange used to defoliate jungle, which was seen as providing tactical advantages for their en-

emy.  

 

Pesticides, including highly toxic dieldrin, were also apparently misused in aerial spraying of Australian bases. 

Veterans in Australia and the US claim they have suffered increased rates of throat cancer, acute and chronic leuke-

mia, Hodgkin's lymphoma and non-Hodgkin's lymphoma, prostate cancer, lung cancer, colon cancer, soft tissue sar-

coma and liver cancer, as well as nerve, digestive, skin and respiratory disorders. 

 

In 1994, the war memorial published its official history, Medical Aspects of Australia's Involvement in Southeast Asian 

Conflicts, 1950-72, with the Australian National University's now emeritus professor in history, Barry Smith, writing 

the chapters in this book on the Agent Orange and related controversies. The book supported the 1985 "not guilty" rul-

ing of Justice Phillip Evatt's royal commission into the use of chemical agents in Vietnam, finding that under the nor-

mal civil standard of proof no link existed between exposure to Agent Orange and health effects. 

 

Authoritative scientific acceptance of a link between exposure to Agent Orange and ill-health effects, including vari-

ous cancers, was established by the US National Academy of Sciences in 1993, the year before the book was pub-

lished. 
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(Agent Orange Cont.,) 

 

The memorial's decision last month comes after many representations by the veteran’s federation expressing dissatis-

faction with the account in the official history. McCombe says: "We have been trying for 20 year to have the history 

rewritten. “Apart from the development of the scientific evidence since the book was published, more recent conflicts 

in Iraq and Afghanistan have deepened understanding of and sympathy for the largely unanticipated medical and 

health issues arising from combat service. 

 

Dr Nelson's letter said the new volume would "of course be informed with the knowledge gained about this important 

and complex issue over the last twenty years”. A memorial spokesman declined further comment, promising further 

details at a later date. Official war memorial histories have previously been successfully challenged. Lord Novar, Aus-

tralia's Governor-General during World War I, later demanded and obtained changes to one of the published volumes 

because he did not like what it said of him. This time the challenge has come from the "trenches". 

 

Peter Edwards, editor of the original war memorial historical series, although unaware of the memorial's decision, 

welcomed the move.  "Many important scientific, legal and political inquiries have reported their findings in the 20 

years since the [original] publication," he said. "Matters raised by the president of the VVFA (veteran’s federation) 

should be assessed as part of a comprehensive study by an independent historian with access to all the evidence now 

available. “Veterans are angry the official history did not mention that the royal commission had accepted that Agent 

Orange had affected veterans' health under Australia's repatriation law, a position that effectively gave the benefit of 

the doubt to veterans. 

 

Graham Walker, an infantry company commander in Vietnam, said: "Veterans feel the Smith history disparaged them 

as well as rejecting or omitting their original main argument and which the royal commission did accept: that under 

repatriation law standard of proof, as opposed to that normal civil law, the link between exposure to these chemicals 

and health defects was established." Professor Smith was unavailable when asked for a comment on the memorial's 

decision. 

 

The main author of the volume, Brendan O'Keefe, greeted the memorial's decision as "an opportunity for a broader 

account of the postwar health, both physical and psychological, of veterans". 

 

DISCLOSURE: Gregory Pemberton worked on another part of the official history not related to the medical volume in 

the 1980s. He worked on this separate volume before work on the Agent Orange chapters started. 

 

Below: Bruny Island Neck at sunset. The magnificent photo was taken by former Sqn member Sean De Freitas 

during a recent trip to the island. Sean is a gifted photographer and gave permission for his work to be included in 

“Sig News”. 
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“FORWARDING” STUFF (more Geeves philosophy) 

 

An old cowboy was riding his trusty horse followed by his faithful dog along an unfamiliar road.  The cowboy was 

enjoying the new scenery, when he suddenly remembered dying, and realised the dog beside him had been dead for 

years, as had his horse. Confused, he wondered what was happening, and where the trail was leading them. 

 

After a while, they came to a high, white stone wall that looked like fine marble. At the top of a long hill, it was bro-

ken by a tall arch topped by a golden letter "H" that glowed in the sunlight.  Standing before it, he saw a magnificent 

gate in the arch that looked like mother-of-pearl, and the street that led to the gate looked like gold. He rode toward the 

gate, and as he got closer, he saw a man at a desk to one side.  Parched and tired out by his journey, he called out; 'Ex-

cuse me, where are we?' 'This is Heaven, sir,' the man answered. 'Wow! Would you happen to have some water?' the 

man asked. 'Of course sir.  Come right in, and I'll have some ice water brought right up.' 

 

As the gate began to open, the cowboy asked ’Can I bring my partners, too?' 'I'm sorry, sir, but we don't accept pets.' 

so the cowboy thought for a moment, then turned back to the road and continued riding, his dog trotting by his side. 

After another long ride, at the top of another hill, he came to a dirt road leading through a ranch gate that looked as if it 

had never been closed.  As he approached the gate, he saw a man inside, leaning against a tree and reading a book. 

'Excuse me,' he called to the man.  'Do you have any water?' 'Sure, there's a pump right over there. Help yourself.' 

'How about my friends here?' the traveller gestured to the dog and his horse. 'Of course!  They look thirsty, too,' said 

the man. 

 

The trio went through the gate, and sure enough, there was an old-fashioned hand pump with buckets beside it. The 

traveller filled a cup and the buckets with wonderfully cool water and took a long drink, as did his horse and dog. 

When they were full, he walked back to the man who was still standing by the tree; 'What do you call this place?' the 

traveller asked. 'This is Heaven,' he answered. 'That's confusing,' the traveller said. 'The man down the road said that 

was Heaven, too.' 'Oh, you mean the place with the glitzy, gold street and fake pearly gates?  That's hell.'  'Doesn't it 

make you angry when they use your name like that?' 'Not at all.  Actually, we're happy they screen out the folks who 

would leave their best friends behind...' 

 

Sometimes, we wonder why friends forward. things to us without writing a word. Maybe this explains it: When you're 

busy, but still want to keep in touch, you can forward emails. When you have nothing to say but still want to keep in 

contact, you can forward jokes. When you have something to say, but don't know exactly how, you can forward stuff. 

A 'forward' lets you know you're still remembered, still important, still cared about.  So the next time you get a 'for-

ward,' don't think of it as just another joke. Realise you've been thought of today and your friend on the other end just 

wanted to send you a smile. 

 

P.S.: You're welcome at my watering hole anytime. Life is short. Forgive quickly, love truly, laugh uncontrollably & 

never regret anything that made you smile. 

  

TIT FOR TAT!! 

 

A man was looking for a place to sit in a crowded university library. 

He asked a girl: "Do you mind if I sit beside you?" 

The girl replied, in a loud voice "NO, I DON'T WANT TO SPEND THE NIGHT WITH YOU!" 

All the people in the library started staring at the man, who was deeply embarrassed and moved to another 

table. 

After a couple of minutes, the girl walked quietly to the man's table and said with a laugh: 

"I study psychology, and I know what a man is thinking;  

I bet you felt embarrassed, right?  

"The man responded in a loud voice: "$500 FOR ONE NIGHT? ..... I`M NOTPAYING YOU THAT 

MUCH!" 

 

All the people in the library looked at the girl in shock. 

 

The man whispered to her: "I study law and I know how to screw people". (Bob Gray)
 



 
8.

 

THE PORNOGRAPH 

 

Like millions of others, I have been sitting at home in splendid isolation, waiting for the Corona virus emergency to 

pass, and it has reminded me of another time I was similarly confined to a room for about 2 weeks. Well, confined is a 

bit of an exaggeration, but for two weeks in 1971 I slept and worked in the one building. All in the service of the 

Australian Army. 

 

I wasn’t alone however, since at the time was SI of OCTU4 and the staff and I were spending our Annual Camp in Fort 

Direction, writing the syllabus, lesson plans and exercise instructions of the next year’s training. Our officer cadet 

students had been sent to Canungra for a bit of tactical training under the gentle care and guidance of the LWC staff. 

 

There were four of us on staff; myself, Joe Paul, John McCauliffe and one other whose name I should remember, but 

can’t. He was from the Commando Company in Sydney and should anyone remember his name from that description, 

please let me know. We were accommodated in one large hut, which contained the tables, chairs, reference material 

and stationery for our task as well as our bedding. The remainder of the camp was occupied by CSTU, comprising 

instructors and officer students, preparing for promotion exams. In short, we slept and worked in the one room for the 

duration of camp. 

 

One evening about halfway through the camp, the CO of CSTU announced in the mess that he was concerned about 

the amount of pornography which was being circulated through camp and he wondered where it had all come from.  

Not from us of course. Confined to one hut as we were, we hardly saw the rest of the camp population during the day, 

so we had little chance to be either the originator or recipients of such material.  (My story and I’m sticking to it.) 

 

Nevertheless, we took time out from our labours to consider the question of the origin of all this material. 

Pornography, we reasoned, required a ‘pornograph’ and since we had not seen such a thing, we decided we should 

make one. After much discussion and many beers later we drew up plans for the construction of device. Now we Sigs 

have a reputation for being scroungers and since there were two of us (myself and Joe Paul) we set about acquiring the 

necessary bits and pieces. We were aided in this endeavour by a cooperative Q staff (yes, such people actually exist). 

 

We started with a cardboard carton about 40 cm cube and covered it in brown paper. It had a slot for the insertion of 

banknotes, a dial which could be set to “magazines”, “photographs”, “movies” and, cryptically, “devices”. Attached to 

the front was a “phallic lens” constructed from a toilet roll core. 

 

We felt that it would have a more dramatic effect if it could be made to explode and much thought was given as to how 

this might be accomplished. We finally settled on an Aldershot grenade which would provide a satisfying explosion 

and heaps of smoke all without risk to life, limb and wellbeing. The problem was; how to trigger the grenade. 

 

In normal use, this is done by striking against the side of a matchbox. This ignites a fuse which then detonates the 

device. We only had one grenade, so we did not have much opportunity for experimenting. We thought of gluing the 

side of a matchbox to a cardboard strip which would project from the side of the box. Pulling the strip would the set 

off the grenade. That was rejected as being unreliable, so what we ultimately did was to use an old 10 set battery 

attached to a wire wound around 4 matches.  

 

When switched on, the HT from the battery (67.5v or 90v) - I can’t remember the exact voltage, was enough to make a 

single wire glow red hot. The matches, taped to the grenade’s fuse, would burst into flame and in turn the fuse would 

be ignited. The electrical circuit was activated via a switch (a wall light switch removed from an unused building in the 

camp). 

 

So much for the technical details. The next decision to be made was when to present this to the CO. The obvious 

choice was the mess dinner on the last night of camp. We arranged for one of the civilian stewards to deliver it to the 

mess door a few minutes after everyone had left the dining table and gathered in the bar.  

 

This was that magic time between the pleasant after dinner glow and complete inebriation. The steward was from a 

Catholic seminary and had to be assured that despite the labelling, there was nothing actually salacious about the thing 

and if he and his buddies took up suitable positions what transpired might be worth watching. 
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(The Pornograph, Cont.,) 

 

The device was delivered on schedule and presented to the CO personally. He placed it on a nearby coffee table, and 

there was much guffawing and banter. The switch was labelled”ONLY TO BE USED IN THE EVENT OF POLICE 

RAID”. We felt that sooner rather than later, the temptation to throw this switch would get the better of some one.  

 

And we were right! The result was a bit of an anti-climax. There was a slight fizz and a small puff of smoke came out 

of the box. The nearest observers jumped back with nervous laughs and when this appeared to be all that was going to 

happen, they approached it again. The grenade had a 4 second fuse and this was exactly the time needed to get a crowd 

around the box again. It went off with a loud bang and smoke filled the mess. A couple of people jumped through 

windows (which were open). Others made for the door but most reeled back in shock.  

 

When the CO spotted four officers at the far end of the bar holding each other up, crying and helpless with laughter, he 

soon realised who was responsible. Fortunately, he was a man with a sense of humour and we were spared any 

unpleasant consequences. 

 

So, with time on my hands right now, I keep thinking think that there are amusing little things I could do to liven up 

our present isolation. Sadly, I don’t think my wife would be as tolerant as the CO and residents of Fort Direction in 

1971. (Frank Moore, WA) 

 

(Frank was OC of our local Sqn between 1978-1979 and later transferred to WA with his business. He went on to 

command the WA Sig Sqn. We understand he remains the only CMF/ARES Officer to command two Sqn’s in 

separate States. Ed.) 

 

 

THE WEDDING CEREMONY  

  

The wedding ceremony came to the point where the Minister asked ‘if anyone had anything to say concerning the un-

ion of the bride and groom.  It was their time to stand up and talk, or forever hold their peace’. 

 

The moment of utter silence was broken by a beautiful young woman carrying her baby son. 

She stood up and started walking slowly towards the pastor. The congregation was aghast as the penny dropped. The 

groom's jaw dropped as he stared disbelievingly at the approaching young woman and child. Chaos ensued. 

The bride threw the bouquet in the air and burst out crying. Then the groom's mother fainted. The best men started giv-

ing each other looks and wondering how best to help save the situation.  

The Minister asked the woman, "Can you tell us, why you came forward? What do you have to say?”  

  

There was absolute silence in the church. The woman replied, "We can't hear at the back.”  

                                                                                       (Elaine M. – best friend of your Secretary’s missus) 

 

 STIMULAS PACKAGE 

 

It is a slow day in the small Saskatchewan town of Pumphandle. Its streets are deserted. Times are tough, everybody 

is in debt; everyone is living on credit. A tourist visiting the area drives through town, stops at the motel, and places a 

$100 bill on the desk saying he wants to inspect the rooms upstairs to pick one for the night. 

 

As soon as he walks upstairs, the motel owner grabs the bill and runs next door to pay his debt to the butcher, who 

then takes the $100 and runs down the street to retire his debt to the pig farmer. The pig farmer takes the $100 and 

heads off to pay his bill to his supplier, the Co-op. The guy at the Co-op takes the $100 and runs to pay his debt to the 

local prostitute, who has also been facing hard times and has been offering her services on credit. 

 

The hooker rushes over to the hotel and pays off her room bill with the hotel owner. The hotel proprietor then places 

the $100 back on the counter so the traveller will not suspect anything. At that moment the traveller comes down the 

stairs, states that the rooms are not satisfactory, picks up the $100 bill and leaves. 

 

No one produced anything. No one earned anything. However, the whole town is now out of debt and now looks to the 

future with a lot more optimism. And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how a Stimulus Package works.     (Geeves) 
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AN AMAZING STORY FROM WORLD WAR 2 
 

Welcome to England (this is an abbreviated version of the full story) 

This is an amazing story from West Malling Fighter Station in South East England in World War 2, 73 years ago, 

when four German fighter planes came into land. Due to some navigational problems on the way back to their 

base airfield, caused by ground mist, they thought they were in France. They had no idea that they were still over 

England! 

 

On April 16 1943, a single-engine aircraft was heard approaching West Malling airfield. The plane circled twice and 

then landed. The station staff, assuming it was a Royal Air Force Defiant low on fuel, sent a crash crew to meet the 

pilot but, on arriving, they discovered a German Focke Wulf FW- 190. 

 

The pilot immediately gave himself up to the ground crew. A second aircraft landed but realizing his mistake, the pilot 

attempted to take off, under fire, and was injured as the plane crashed on the airfield. A third FW-190 undershot the 

runway, crashing into an orchard and a fourth crashed near the village of Staplehurst. 

The pilots had spotted the searchlight beams and having heard no ack-ack guns thought they were in France. In fact 

they were over West Malling, a front line station under the administration of the Royal Airforce Fighter Command and 

the home of two squadrons. 

 

With the crew of the fire tender on standby and the men of the 4th (Ulster) Light AA Regiment on defense 

duties, the first aircraft landed and to everyone's great amazement turned out to be an FW-190. As a gunner 

rushed towards the aircraft the pilot raised his arms in surrender. 

  

Minutes later the second aircraft prepared to land. This time the duty crew was on the platform having identified     

another Focke-Wulf. 

The pilot realized his mistake and gave his engine full throttle. A burst of fire came from the Vickers gun and 

the fuel tanks burst into flame. The pilot crawled out with his clothing on fire. The crew tried to stop him 

running away and there was a scuffle but he was apprehended. 

The excitement continued as the third Focke Wulf was seen circling West Malling. The army crew manning 

the gun emplacements opened fire and the aircraft crashed on to a farm at East Malling. 

The pilot of the fourth aircraft, realizing the mistake, jumped from his aircraft but his parachute failed to 

deploy and he fell to his death. No further aircraft were spotted and the runways lights were turned off at 

2am. 

This incredible war story was sent to “Nasho News” Australia by Cliff Skinner, NSAA Bayside Group, who 

was a young boy growing up a few miles away from West Malling Airfield. (His family home was located 

on the direct Luftwaffe flight path to London in the badly hit area of Kent known as "Bomb Alley"). So he 

was very familiar with massive air raids and other dangerous and horrific wartime situations long before 

he became a Nasho in Australia in the second intake in 1952. (Reprinted from “Nasho News”- provided by 

the late Lindsay McCarthy) 

Being over 60 has its advantages. 

·       No one expects you to run into a burning building. 

·       People phone you at 8pm and ask, “Did I wake you?” 

·       People no longer view you as a hypochondriac. 

·       There’s nothing left to learn the hard way. 

·       You can live without sex, but not your glasses. 

·       You enjoy hearing about other people’s operations. 

·       You can get into heated arguments about pension plans. 

·       You can have a party and your neighbours don’t even realise it. 

·       You can sing along with elevator music. 

·       Your investment in health insurance is finally paying off. 

·       Your secrets are safe with your friends because they can’t remember them either. 

·       Your joints are more accurate than the Weather Bureau. 

.        You quit holding your stomach in, no matter who walks in the room. (Geeves) 
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YOUR SECRETARY SAYS

 
 

Recently I made contact again with former Sqn Chief Clerk, Doug Edwards who resides with his daughter in Qld.  I 

had lost contact with Doug for a number of years but heard he was registered to attend the 2020 National Sigs Reunion 

in Townsville (which is another event to have been deferred due to the current health emergency). I am looking 

forward to an update from Doug on what he has been doing over recent years since we last spoke. 

 

I had a recent call from Denis Brain in Victoria enquiring about local member’s health and wishing everyone well. 

 

Had a report that V/P Basil Apted has also been ill recently but was now back on deck and enjoying a wine or three. 

 

Also had recent comms with Paul Hodgman (with jokes) & former Sqn Admin Offr Sean Kelly (comment on a 

Facebook post) – nice to hear from you both. 

 

It’s with sincere regret to have to report that Ian Hosan, our Treasurer and a long-term member, recently lost his wife 

Maxeen. Our condolences have been passed to ‘Hos’ on his sad loss. 
 

 

 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

At right are Doug Edwards (left front) & 

Terry Binyon “brewing up” while Claude 

Bennett is in the background, at a Unit 

Range Parade at Pontville in 1980. 

 

 

 
     

  

     

    

 
 

  The ‘Covid’ Interview 
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ANZAC DAY  2020 –  UNPRECENDENTED PRIVATE COMMEMORATIONS  

 

Here are few photos of how members of the Corps commemorated Anzac Day just past.  

 

 
 
 
 
 

Bill Wattam and grandchild in his 

Canberra driveway for their “dawn 

service”. Bill is President of our 

Association in the A.C.T. and is 

seeking additional members to 

maintain the viability of the branch. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At Right: former Sqn 

Chief Clerk Greg Young  

& wife Evelyn in their 

driveway at Karrinyup 

WA. 

 

 

Left: Marty Potter at the  

Ex Services Club memorial  

in Taroona Park . 
 
 

 

 

 

 

At right: Terry & Jan 

Binyon in their driveway 

at Bundaberg QLD 
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EITHER YOUR PARENTS OR GRANDPARENTS WERE LIVING DURING THIS TIME PERIOD 

 
THE YEAR IS  1915 - This will boggle your mind!  “Over 1 0 0   years ago" What a   difference a century 

makes! 

 

Here are some statistics for the Year 1915: 

The average life expectancy for men was 47 years. Fuel for cars was sold in chemists only.  

Only 14 %   of the homes had a bath. Only 8% of the homes had a telephone. 

The maximum speed limit in most cities was 10 mph. The tallest structure in the world was the Eiffel Tower. 

The average British wage in 1915 was £15 per year! 

A competent accountant could expect to earn  £800 per year. A dentist £900 per year. 

A vet between £600 and £900 per year. And, a mechanical engineer about £2000 per year. 

More than 95% of all births took place at home. 90% of all Doctors had no university education!  

Instead, they attended so-called medical schools, many of which were condemned in the press AND the 

government as "substandard." 

Sugar cost two pence a pound. Eggs were 10 pence a dozen. Coffee was five pence a pound. 

Most women only washed their hair once a month, and, used Borax or egg yolks for shampoo. 

Canada passed a law that prohibited poor people from entering into their country for any reason. 

The Five leading causes of death were:  

1.  Pneumonia and influenza 

2. Tuberculosis 

3. Diarrhea 

4. Heart disease 

5. Stroke. 

The American flag had 45 stars. The population of Las Vegas, Nevada was only 30. 

Crossword puzzles, canned beer, and iced tea hadn't been invented yet. There was neither a Mother's Day nor a 

Father's Day. 

Two out of every 10 adults couldn't read or write and, only 6 percent of all British pupils went to university. 

Marijuana, heroin, and morphine were all available over the counter at local corner chemists. 

Back then chemists said, "Heroin clears the complexion, gives buoyancy to the mind, regulates the stomach, 

bowels and is in   fact, a perfect guardian of health!" (Shocking?) 

18% of households had at least one full-time servant or domestic help.  

There were about 230 reported murders in the ENTIRE U.S.A.!    In 2014 this figure had risen to 14,249. 

In   the UK the murder rate in 1915 was 1420. In     2015 it   was 537. (Perhaps we are     doing      something    right!) 

I am now going to forward this to someone else without typing it    myself. From there, it   will be sent to others 

all over the WORLD all in a matter of seconds! 

Can       you  imagine  what  it   may  be  like  in   another  100               years? (Geeves)                      

 

 

 

AND A QUICKIE TO CONCLUDE THE PAGE 

 

A customer asked the hardware shop assistant for a tin of canary-coloured paint. “I need to paint my parakeet so I can 

enter him in the canary contest. He sings so sweetly he’s bound to win.” “No you can’t do that,” said the assistant. “The 

paint will kill him!” “No it won’t.” replied the man. 

        

 “Look I’ll bet you $10 your parakeet will die if you paint it.” “You’re on said the pet owner.”  

 

Two days later the man comes back into the Pet store and very sheepishly laid a $10 note on the counter. 

         

“So the painting of him killed him did it?” enquired the assistant. “Indirectly,” said the customer. “He didn’t survive the 

sanding between coats.” (Geeves) 
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MORE ‘SNIPPETS’ FROM THE GOOD CAPTAIN 

1. Squadron Annual Camp. I was ‘hygiene’ Corporal. We were to be visited by the Commander and I wanted to get 

some saw dust for the floor of the butcher’s shop.  Took truck ¼ ton GS with trailer and three Sigs to find some. Would 
you believe it was almost impossible to find any, but we did finally manage it. Loaded the trailer and took off for camp. 
Decided (rashly) to test the vehicle off the side of the road to see how it would go.  We were ploughing nicely through the 
ferns that the area is notorious for, when we suddenly went up in the air before crashing to a halt nose down. Half the saw 
dust came into the vehicle and smothered us. Climbing out we found ourselves head first in a table drain. .Frantic digging 
out followed and we managed to get on the road and back to camp before the Commander’s vehicle went past.  Nearly 
lost my stripes that time, I think – and the Commander did not even look in the butcher’s shop! 
 
2. Squadron Annual Camp. Combined Officers/Sergeants mess using the Sergeants Mess because it was better and more 
convenient as well. Tech Maint Sgt was sitting on the window sill (opposite the Sergeant’s quarters) when he just seemed 
to vanish. Was found some time later flat on his back on the ground outside, sound asleep with his legs up the wall 

towards the window. Contentment means a lot doesn’t it. 
 

BUST-ME-GALL HILL 

I was a student in the Land Rover Wing at a driving course at Brighton Camp being run by 47 Transport Company. About 

day three, we set off on a long convoy drive up the East Coast. Must have been around 20 vehicles in our part of the 
convoy. Got to Bust-Me-Gall Hill and we all pulled over for our mandatory break. Went to pull the handbrake on (located 

under the driver’s seat) and found it already ON! No wonder the thing was gutless. Quietly got out and peeped under. 
There was an ominous drip but not too bad. After our ten-minute break the other driver took over and nobody knew a 

thing about it.  But I sure learnt a lesson that the DS never taught me! Have never done that again in any vehicle. 

 

ST MARYS   

Squadron Driving Course. We had stopped overnight at St Marys oval. All went to the local pub for a few drinks before 

evening meal. All course participants had chevrons on their sleeves. They all were – sorry, ‘had’ rank! Local comes over 

and puts his arm around my shoulder and says he is glad to find someone there who did not have rank. Could not see the 

jungle green insignia on my epaulettes. 

 

BRIGHTON  

1. Training Group Annual Camp. Wet nasty night - formal dinner. Late in the evening, one member goes outside on 

some errand or other. Returns soaking wet! Swears that the tree on the side of the path deliberately jumped out in front of 

him.  Yeah, yeah. 

2. OCTU Annual Camp. We were supplied by the system with a brand new temprite for use in the Cadet’s mess. First 
barrel on. Everyone including staff present. UGH!  Have never tasted anything worse – a sharp, acrid metallic taste. 
Horrible. Staff all leave the troops to it. Believe it took a couple of barrels before the taste finally came right. Good 

constitution some people. Initially kept consumption down a bit though. 

  

PONTVILLE 

 Squadron range parade day. Firer’s standing on 100 yard mound using Owen SMG’s. One shooter has a stoppage and 

turns around!  Mound staff are still climbing out of the holes they dug for themselves with their fingernails.  Very lucky 

for all involved. (Could have been a Dutchmen as I recall! Ed) 

 

BUCKLAND 

Driving into Buckland training area in a Studebaker. Passenger (also a Sergeant) asks could he complete the drive into the 

base.  Completely illegally, I agree and we change places.  Road is wet and slippery.  Coming around a left hand bend a 

little too fast, we slide off the road into the side of the cutting and bounce back onto the road again.  We stop and get out.  

I am dreading what damage I will see.  Lo and behold there is none!!  Where we had hit the embankment was dirt (mud) 

would you believe and plenty of it was up the side of the truck.  Before and after the dirt, the cutting was rock and we had 

neatly slipped between them.  Wow, what a relief!      Capt Ben Digo 
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SOME MORE GEEVES HUMOUR 

 

 

 

 
 

(Yes Bob IS a Collingwood supporter !!)     The Tech Elec on the job !! 

 

 

A MEDICAL BREAKTHROUGH 

 

A couple went to the hospital to have their baby delivered. Upon their arrival, the doctor said that the hospital was testing 

an amazing new high-tech machine that would transfer a portion of the mother's labour pain to the baby's father. 

he asked if they were interested.  Both said they were very much in favour of it. 

 

The doctor set the pain transfer to 10% for starters, explaining that even 10% was probably more pain than the father 

had ever experienced before. But as the labour progressed, the husband felt fine and asked the doctor to go ahead and kick 

it up a notch. 

 

The doctor then adjusted the machine to 20% pain transfer.  The husband was still feeling fine.  The doctor then checked 

the husband's blood pressure and was amazed at how well he was doing. At this point they decided to try for 50%.  The 

husband continued to feel quite well 

 

Since the pain transfer was obviously helping the wife considerably, the husband encouraged the doctor to transfer ALL 

the pain to him. The wife delivered a healthy baby with virtually no pain and the husband continued to experience no 

pain.  She and her husband were ecstatic.  

 

When they got home they found the milkman dead on the porch.  
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OLDIES 

  

I changed my car horn to gunshot sounds. People get out of the way much faster now. 

Gone are the days when girls used to cook like their mothers. Now they drink like their fathers. 

You know that tingly little feeling you get when you really like someone? That's common sense leaving your body. 

I didn't make it to the gym today. That makes five years in a row. 

I decided to stop calling the bathroom the “John” and renamed it the “Jim”. I feel so much better saying I went to the 

Jim this morning. 

Old age is coming at a really bad time. When I was a child I thought “Nap Time” was a punishment. Now, as a 

grownup, it feels like a small vacation. 

The biggest lie I tell myself is..."I don't need to write that down, I'll remember it." 

I don't have grey hair; I have "wisdom highlights." I'm just very wise. 

Teach your daughter how to shoot, because a restraining order is just a piece of paper. 

Last year I joined a support group for procrastinators. We haven't met yet. 

Why do I have to press one for English when you're just going to transfer me to someone I can't understand anyway? 

Of course I talk to myself; sometimes I need expert advice  

At my age "Getting lucky" means walking into a room and remembering what I came in there for. 

  

Life is great. I have more friends I should send this to, but right now I can't remember their names. (Bob Gray) 

 
 

The beautiful photo below of the Derwent River from the summit of Mt Wellington in winter was taken a few years ago by former 

Sqn OC Owen Cook 

 

 

 


