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PRESIDENT’S REPORT
Good Morning to All.
After being away for the last meeting its good to be back on board. We had a
great time at Hervey Bay and also at the P.V.A get together at Standown Park
on May 12-13. for the annual fundraiser event. We had a trouble free trip
which is always good.
Phil Hay and myself attended the A.G.M meeting for the Kidney Foundation
at North Lakes on Thursday 17 May . It was a very interesting talk on
Diabetes 1 & 2 .
Little more to add this month.
Welcome back to Bill and Gloria from their trip around.
Regards Max

DATES TO REMEMBER
04 JUNE 2012

Monthly Meeting

Redcliffe RSL

KOKODA ROOM

10.30 a.m.
08 JUNE 2012

BBQ AT JAMIESON PARK SCARBOROUGH 10.30 FOR 11.30 LUNCH.

15 JUNE 2012

STRADBROKE ISLAND TRIP ON THE BIG RED CAT 0730 RSL PICKUP

3-4 AUG 2012

XMAS IN AUGUST CUT OFF THIS MEETING---10 CABINS LEFT!!!

INTRODUCING OUR WELFARE OFFICERS

CAROL FRASER

GUS FRASER

JOHN CLARKSON
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BERYL NEILL

PADDY NEILL

Our Welfare Officers live in the following areas for your information. Please contact the Officer
closest to your address if help needed or contact the Officer of your choice if you so wish.

ALBANY CREEK

BURPENGARY

NARANGBA

Carol Fraser

07 3264 1797

0427 174 469

Gus Fraser

07 3264 1797

0427 174 469

Paddy Neill

07 5428 7853

0488 237 799

Beryl Neill

07 5428 7853

John Clarkson

07 3385 6176

0427 570 723

Three dead bodies turn up at the mortuary, all with very big smiles on their faces. The coroner
calls the police to tell them what has happened.
The Coroner tells the Inspector: 'First body: An Italian, 60, died of heart failure while with his
mistress. Hence the enormous smile.'
'Second body: 'Scotsman, 25, won a thousand pounds on the Lottery, spent it all on whisky, died
of alcohol poisoning, hence the Smile.'
The Inspector asked, 'What of the third body?'
'Ah,' says the coroner, 'This is the most unusual one. Danny O'Neil, Irish, 30, struck by
lightning.' 'Why is he smiling then?' inquires the Inspector.
'Thought he was having his picture taken'.

A Navy bloke called in a repairman to fix his electric clock.
The Elec bloke examined it and said "There's nothing wrong with the clock. You just didn't have
it plugged in."
The Navy bloke replied, "I didn't want to waste electricity, so I only plug it in when I want to
know what time it is."
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3883 8900
322 Oxley Ave, Margate QLD 4019

4123 4123
91 Bazaar St, Maryborough QLD 4650

4124 3777
166 Boat Harbour Dr, Pialba QLD 4655
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Queensland Forum of Ex-Service Organisations
C/- Defence Force Welfare Association (QLD Inc)
Victoria Barracks Brisbane
ENOGGERA QLD 4051
Mr Campbell Newman
Liberal National Party Leader
PO Box 940
Spring Hill
Queensland 4004
Dear Mr Newman,
I am writing to you in my capacity as Chair of the Queensland Forum of Ex-Service
Organisations (QFE).
At its meeting on 17 January 2012, a proposal for the Queensland State Government to establish
a Queensland Veterans Advisory Council (VAC) was considered. After discussion, the QFE
resolved to submit its proposal (attached) to the State Government and the Opposition for
consideration as a new policy initiative for introduction during the term of the next Queensland
Government.
I would welcome the opportunity for a small QFE delegation (3 members) to meet with you and
your officers before the next election for a more detailed discussion of the proposal.

Yours sincerely,

Ray Gibson
Ray Gibson, AM
Air Commodore (Retd)
Chair
Queensland Forum of Ex-Service Organisations
(email: raygibson7@gmail.com); Tel: 0421087159
22 January 2012
Attachment: VAC Proposal
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Sharing the Memories
We’re here to help a family honour the
life of a loved one with a fitting tribute.
A celebration of the loved one’s life.
A thoughtful service that brings family
and friends together to share the
memories of a lifetime of love.

For funeral arrangements
to meet every need and
every budget we’re only
a phone call away.

A Local Family Company

Freecall
All Areas

1800 672 331

All Hours

www.traditionalfunerals.com.au

Proudly owned and operated by the Jarvie and Dart families
Since 1994.
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The Parkinson’s Uluru (Ayers Rock) Experience
Corinne and I took a trip to the centre of Australia without the convenience of a caravan. And for
those of you who are in the same situation, here are some of our experiences.
Flight: about 4 hours with Virgin or Qantas, from Brisbane to Alice Springs, then small plane to Uluru
or by bus. Flights are during daytime, so there are beautiful views over our country, especially as it
has rained recently the lakes and rivers are easily seen.
(We were booked through Sydney, but I would not recommend this to anyone, avoid that place, too
many, and coughing and spluttering people).
Tip: If flying with Virgin, pay about $25 extra for legroom otherwise it is extremely cramped.
Total baggage weight per person 23 KG + 7kg on board luggage.
Accommodation Uluru has a large resort “Yulara” with an expensive hotel “Sails in the Desert”;
Medium range: Desert Gardens Hotel; Outback Pioneer Hotel & Lodge; Lost Camel Hotel and
cheaper still Ayers Rock Resort Campground. They are located in a circle with a courtesy bus running
every 20 min. One has access to all facilities in any hotel.
Disability rooms are available in each location. Some rooms have walk-in showers, but one has to ask
for them. Ramps at all outside areas as well, as are Swimming pools in each place.
We found that the “Hotels” only have tea/coffee making facilities available; all other meals have to
be taken at the restaurants – at very high prices, quite a shock when you get the bill after a week’s
stay.
We stayed at the Desert Gardens – Emu Walk Apartments, which had fully contained units, walk-in
shower, own full kitchen, etc.
The complex has a Museum, Supermarket, Newsagency, Internet cafes, Australian Post Office, ANZ
bank, ATM, Hair salon, Craft shops and Take Away: Gecko’s, Red Rock Deli and Ayers Wok.
Many tours are available and can be booked when arriving, at hotels or special tour and information
centre. Hertz rental cars, 4WD’s, and small buses are also available (need to be arranged
beforehand).
This time the Centre of Australia was totally different, because of it having received rain for the last
3 years, the desert, normally red dust, was transformed into a sea of beautiful knee-high Spinifex,
like a silk cover over the ground.
We took a Helicopter flight over both mountains at sun-up, which was unbelievable; our pilot/guide
was very well informed about formation and landforms.

Tours: Only diesel available, brought in from Darwin.
An ‘Uluru express’, kind of bus shuttle service to Uluru and Kata Tjuta (the Olgas), is available which
leaves you there and picks up later – prices between $50-$100. Door-to-door.
There are also small plane- and helicopter flights any time.
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Most ads however are for tours with the big AAT Kings buses, 30+ people, sometimes cheaper,
sometimes not; we rather chose a new and more intimate “Se-it Tours”. First one was to the ‘Uluru
Sun-up’ including simple breakfast (get up at 5.00am) leaves at 6.00am, only 4 people with a young
school-teacher guide, very knowledgeable.
Another trip to Kata Tjuta (Olgas), again only 5 people, very exhausting (for us) walking/climbing on
extremely uneven ground, but with a very well informed Melbourne schoolteacher, who knew much
about healing properties of plants. Very worthwhile. All tours about 3 ½ hours.

I went on a camel ride, just for fun and also because I never had done that before.
Included in our ‘Tour-schedule’ was a “Sounds of Silence” dinner in the bush (This time with the AAT
Kings). We left before sun-down and were taken to a viewing platform to see the changing colours of
Uluru when the sun was setting while sipping a glass of wine and tasting canapés with crocodile,
kangaroo and salmon.
Then to a formal seating area with gas-heaters against the sometimes chilly (10 degrees)
temperatures, for a buffet-dinner: again including crocodile and wild kangaroo, other foods as well
of course, while a didgeridoo was played. Lights were extinguished and we were treated to a ‘startalk’, explanations about the history of the galaxy; constellations one could see; stories about the
stars and the use of huge telescopes to watch the stars.
During the day the aboriginals were having exhibitions throughout the resorts and in the marketplace, crafts, teaching children to paint, dancing, didgeridoo playing (only the men), bush tucker
talks, women’s business and art, and native story telling. All free and very informative.
Temperatures were around 30 degrees, but it being a dry heat (humidity only 20%) one does not feel
sweaty, perspiration dried up on our skin. One needs to drink 1 litre of water per hour in the sun
though.
If handicapped, tell them often, they reserve front seats in the transportations for you, and assist
with climbing in and out of buses. All personnel was utmost helpful and courteous.
We were only there for 3 full days but is seemed weeks to us, so much to see, take in and learn.
I can highly recommend this to everyone; it was a really awesome, totally different and worthwhile
experience.
Ted and Corinne Parkinson

Thanks Ted and Corinne
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Lost generation of men still fighting their war
Peter Goers
August 28, 2011
SOME of the best men - and mates - were the boys sent to the Vietnam War, writes Peter Goers.
THEY'RE the best men I've ever known, Vietnam veterans.
A lost generation we must never stop trying to find. It's been one of the best things that ever happened to
me that I fell in with these blokes and I can't remember how or why it happened. It just did.
I've never known a more forgiving, friendly, big-hearted group of people.I was too young to have
opposed their war but I admire most of those who did.
Had I been old enough I would have marched proudly in the streets to oppose that most stupid, wretched
and useless war. I would have inevitably made the mistake of that generation of blaming the soldiers for the
war.
That was wrong and very hurtful and those wounds are still being healed. We can never, as a society,
redress that error sufficiently but we must continue to try.
Also, as a nation of volunteers, we've been quick to support liberty and capitalism all over the world and
more than 105,000 of the very finest Australians lay buried in foreign fields because of wars not of our own
making.
The worst of the Vietnam War was that for the only time in our history men were sent against their will as
conscripts in a lottery of death. Former prime minister Robert Menzies declined to volunteer for World War I
yet championed the conscription of the Australians other than himself in two wars.Bastard.
Politicians love winning wars they very rarely fight in. The Viet vets are the legacy of the lesson we all
learnt: never blame the soldier for the war. It ain't his fault and he ain't heavy, he's my brother.
War and life is about your mates. Believing in them. Fighting for them because they may not make it. You're
fighting for those around you, those you love - not flags or countries and especially not causes, because
they come and go.
The irony of the anti-war movement is that unlike the Diggers they opposed, important as the anti-war
movement was, it was never noble and they no longer have each other.
No commune lasts for very long and hip becomes hip replacement. It's hard to remain radical all your life
and, believe me, I'm trying.
The Viet vets remain together because only they know what they went through and they did it tough before,
during and after, with no support from the home front in an unpopular war - even worse, a dirty war.
Broken men have become strong in each other. And they tell me stuff that's funny and sad and we laugh
and cry and we look into each others' eyes and see hope.
It was a beautiful day in our city last Sunday and the Viet vets gathered to honour their own. They marched
and had their memorial service at their own memorial. A dog "laid" a wreath (symbolising the amazing
tracker dogs). Then lots of big, broken blokes shed a tear and then some got pissed and
ate sausages and Vietnamese food and took part in the annual concert at the Torrens Parade Ground and
we all came together to share their story.
The Diggers sang and danced - some of them to their own music in their own heads. It's now a rag-tag
army with its own eccentric style with the nobility of the battler. The only true nobility. Some wear medals
and some didn't even pick them up from the post office - returned to sender, address unknown. Who cares?
You don't get medals for the courage that is required to survive from
day to day in a war that never ends.
Every year I go to the concert to hang out with the vets and the entertainers and I always bullshit and say
"I'm just here for the sandwiches" - which are always excellent. The bearer of the first breasts I ever really
noticed (on a telethon), Big Pretzel (aka Pat Kennedy), also has a heart as big as Texas and organises
these concerts.
The forces' sweetheart is a reluctant star and these days she'd rather umpire netball, but she loves her
boys and they love her. So do I. She wrangles entertainers who performed for the troops in Vietnam to do it
again at the concert and others.
This year it was the splendid Navy band, the Red Hot Mama and the trooper's trouper, Linda McCarthy, the
genial Evan Jones, the hilariously droll "Old Fella" comedian Rod Gregory, the wonderful Graham Cornes
Allstar Band, and, wow, John Schumann singing to those who were only 19.
They gather around him and they mouth that song as a catechism of their conflict, the "war within yourself"
and they cry with and without tears. It's a great day.
As Australians we have a sacred duty to honour, service and sacrifice until we can say "we've got to get out
of this place if it's the last thing we ever do", and mean it.
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The Trek
This tale will be told for many years, around camp fires and B/B/Q’s. Please read on if
you will.
It all started late in the year of 2011. Three Knights of the TPI round table had decided to
take on the challenge to conquer the Mexican countries of NSW and Victoria.
The knights decided that the advance party would be led by Sir John of Burpengary. At a
specified date he would be followed by the other two challengers, Sir Kenneth of Joyner
and Sir William of Everton. These men would be traveling with their brides in tow. It was
obvious that Lady Anne would be by Sir John’s side all along the rugged trek, ensuring
that the local retail population would be supplied with enough coffers for a long time to
come, in other words, boy can she shop. The other ladies who had traveled with these
knights were Lady Gloria and Lady Maureen, also in tow.
The trek started with much cheers and merriment, they had no knowledge of what was in
line for them. Sir John had traveled a matter of a couple days when the Mexicans had set
up what was to be the first of many ambushes. They had used the nastiest of all tricks to
let the conquerors know that they were not in friendly territory. The weapon used was the
dreaded GREMLINS. Sir John did not stand a chance as they first attacked the wheel on
his chariot, destroying a tyre and at the same time causing much damage to the wheel.
But so as to keep the stress level high they attacked his electricals in the car, the portable
esky and his radio.
Little did these gremlins know of Sir John’s determination, his mind had been set to carry
on regardless of all challenges?
When Sir John reached his destination in the village of Melbourne, he made his way to
his daughter’s house where he would be spending a few days recuperating before
notifying the two challengers to come forward as a path had been cleared. He did this and
the next leg began, with Sir Kenneth, with his bride in tow and Sir William also with his
bride in tow, trying to avoid all the gremlins that there predecessor had encountered.
There were a couple of minor instances, but they also overcame all odds. The fact that it
took them two weeks to travel from the great city of Brisbane to the village of
Melbourne, indicates the agonies that these men and their ladies had endured.
When the reunion had been completed, the next part of the jouney had begun. The men
decided that no time should be wasted in completing their quest and visit all the hovels
and villages in that area. Special attention had to be directed to the following sites
Beechworth, Echuca, Bendigo, Ballarat and finally Albury. This venue was to be their
last destination as the men were to meet up with other knights from the RAAOC Corps to
celebrate ANZAC Day with their long lost mates.
The main reason these towns were to be observed was that a special supplier of what the
locals call the Beechworth Bakery, and as Sir William had fallen in love with the home
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made pasties supposedly available only to the locals. All the branches of that supplier had
been visited excluding the Healsville branch; this was not one of the destinations.
Other towns, were also conquered, including the famous town of Rutherglen where it is
widely known that wines from that region were of an excellent vintage. Needless to say
that theory had to be investigated and yes the theory was correct, although it took many
samplings to ensure that only the best would do. This was a task to be enjoyed, and how
they enjoyed the local products, bringing home with them many samples varying in
flavors and quantities. They were for private consumption of course…..
ANZAC Day was a great success. Many (old) friendships were rekindled, many stories
were retold and much amber fluid was consumed. But let’s start at the beginning, with
the Dawn service were Sir William turned up wearing a beanie and a pair of gloves. They
all snickered and laughed at him for his turnout. At about 5.30 am, when the light winds
started to blow down main street, the winds that came straight from the snowy hills of
Falls Creek, about 100 k away, bloody freezing, Sir William did not look out of place at
all, in fact he was quite warm when others were shaking. Ha
The service was very profound and there were many children of all ages in attendance,
this was a special day for them to remember. It was so quiet during the service, you could
have heard a pin drop during the bugle sound. Very nice indeed.
The march past was also very admirable, except for the one noticeable exclusion… the
apprentices from the Army School of TAFE, the old Apprentices School, were not in
uniform but instead all wore black matching suits. Someone made a killing in town on
that deal. Or is this the current issue of the day? Even the girls looked almost the same,
some even shortened their dresses, I bet they were cold. Not for long though. As soon as
the march was over you could see the young ones rushing to the RSL for some warm
refreshments and a hot meal. It was good turn out.
Well the festivities were over, the towns and countries were conquered, and all was well
with the Kingdom of Queensland, who by now had a new leader. The knights decided to
Part Company and make their own way home in some form or another. The Doltons
decided to stay in Victoria a little while longer and would not be returning home till half
past August, the Abbouds began their trek home along the coast road, the best road south
from Brisbane, and the Rays who had left a few days earlier, due to their son being wed,
were already back in Brisbane on location and making plans for that enchanted day.
It was a great trip, a lot of great times were had and some great memories were created.
But it has to be said, the friends and families that were left behind throughout the TREK,
were sorely missed, and as they say in the classics, “ it’s great to be home again”

Thanks Bill.
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9 Squadron

On 6 June 1966, the first eight Iroquois helicopters from 9 Squadron landed at Vung Tau, Vietnam. For the next five and a
half years 9 Squadron’s Hueys provided invaluable support for the 1st Australian Task Force (1ATF). The Squadron flew its
last mission in Vietnam on the 19 November 1971. In December their 16 Iroquois took off from Vung Tau for the last time
and landed on the deck of the Sydney for the return trip back to Australia.

A Lawyer And A Senior
A lawyer and a senior citizen are sitting next to each other on a long flight. The lawyer is thinking that seniors are so dumb
that he could get one over on them easily. So, the lawyer asks if the senior would like to play a fun game.
The senior is tired and just wants to take a nap, so he politely declines and tries to catch a few winks.
The lawyer persists, saying that the game is a lot of fun...."I ask you a question, and if you don't know the answer, you pay
me only $5.00. Then you ask me one, and if I don't know the answer, I will pay you $500.00," he says
This catches the senior's attention and, to keep the lawyer quiet, he agrees to play the game.
The lawyer asks the first question. "What's the distance from the Earth to the Moon?"
The senior doesn't say a word, but reaches into his pocket, pulls out a five-dollar bill, and hands it to the lawyer.
Now, it's the senior's turn. He asks the lawyer, "What goes up a hill with three legs, and comes down with four?"
The lawyer uses his laptop to search all references he can find on the Net. He sends E-mails to all the smart friends he
knows; all to no avail. After an hour of searching, he finally gives up..
He wakes the senior and hands him $500.00. The senior pockets the $500.00 and goes right back to sleep.
The lawyer is going nuts not knowing the answer. He wakes the senior up and asks, "Well, so what goes up a hill with three
legs and comes down with four?"
The senior reaches into his pocket, hands the lawyer $5.00, and goes back to sleep.
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A Pilot’s Story.

A bloke who runs a 800 hectares farm in the US, Oshkosh and who used to fly F-4Es and F-16s tells
his story.
“I went out to plant corn for a bit to
finish a field before tomorrow
morning and witnessed The Great
Battle. A golden eagle - big, with
about a six foot wingspan - flew right
in front of the tractor. It was being
chased by three crows that were
continually dive bombing it and
pecking at it. The crows do this
because the eagles rob their nests
when they find them.

At any rate, the eagle banked hard right in one evasive manoeuvre, then landed in the field about
100 feet from the tractor. This eagle stood about 3 feet tall. The crows all landed too, and took up
positions around the eagle at 120 degrees apart, but kept their distance at about 20 feet from the
big bird. The eagle would take a couple steps towards one of the crows and they'd hop backwards
and forward to keep their distance. Then the reinforcement showed up.
I happened to spot the eagle's mate hurtling down out of the sky at what appeared to be
approximately Mach 1.5. Just before impact the eagle on the ground took flight, (obviously a
coordinated tactic; probably pre-briefed) and the three crows which were watching the grounded
eagle, also took flight thinking they were going to get in some more pecking on the big bird. The first
crow being targeted by the diving eagle never stood a snowball's chance in hell. There was a mid-air
explosion of black feathers and that crow was done. The diving eagle then banked hard left in what
had to be a 9G climbing turn, using the energy it had accumulated in the dive, and hit crow #2 less
than two seconds later. Another crow dead.
The grounded eagle, which was now airborne and had an altitude advantage on the remaining crow,
which was streaking eastward in full burner, made a short dive then banked hard right when the
escaping crow tried to evade the hit. It didn't work - crow #3 bit the dust at about 20 feet AGL.
This aerial battle was better than any air show I've been to, including the war birds show at Oshkosh.
The two eagles ripped the crows apart and ate them on the ground, and as I got closer and closer
working my way across the field, I passed within 20 feet of one of them as it ate its catch. It stopped
and looked at me as I went by and you could see in the look of that bird that it knew who's Boss Of
The Sky. What a beautiful bird!

I loved it. Not only did they kill their enemy, they ate them”.
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