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Presidents Report April 2021 

 

Hi Troops 

 

   Usually in my April report I would start reminding and pushing our Annual show projections into all 

and sundry, a reminder to start getting ready and plan, but not this year, again! We will still lay low and 

be a bit cautious until Vaccines kick in and rest of the world lowers case numbers.  

 

     Our May Shoot (Ted Harvey Black Powder Shoot) has been a Night Black Powder Event over the last 

few years however, this year will not be a night event, but it will be a normal day shooting event. 

 

  As we are kick starting our General meetings now, it will be great to see familiar faces attend these 

General meetings again. Just in case you forgot which day? It is always held on the 2nd Tuesday of the 

month, which this month will be the 11th May at the Quarry Hill Hall. 

 

Love to see you there! 

Gee Pee (Greg Penna) 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

Your Newsletter Editor, hard at work! 



From the ANZAC Portal on the Dept of Veterans’ affairs website. 

WWI – A doctor’s view of Gallipoli landings 

Major Vivien Benjafield of the Australian Army Medical Corps became something of a legend in his own 

lifetime. He served throughout World War I as a surgeon and administrator in Gallipoli, on hospital ships, in 

Alexandria and later in England before being invalided back to Australia. 

He was frequently under fire in Gallipoli and was mentioned in despatches. 

He volunteered for active service in September 1914, and after some time examining recruits, he was posted 

to No 2 Australian General Hospital and served in Egypt. 

In April 1915, he sailed as Medical Officer on HMT Armadale, which had been converted into a temporary 

hospital ship, and found himself at Gallipoli. 

Many people involved in planning the landing at Gallipoli seemed to think it would be accomplished 

without too much fuss. 

Captain Benjafield (as he was then) was a prolific letter writer and echoed these sentiments in his letters 

home. These were copied for him and widely distributed among his friends. 

"Apparently there is every prospect of this being a walkover for our troops, but we do not know. There may 

be a surprise in store for us for all we know, but it seems hardly likely that resistance will be very great," he 

wrote two days before the landing. "The actual landing is in charge of a special naval party sent out from 

England for the purpose. They have among them a number of men who took part in a similar manoeuvrer on 

the English coast last year." 

He then described how his ship had sailed at 5.30 in the morning of 24 April finally dropping anchor in the 

harbour on the north side of Lemnos Island. 

"We are to leave this anchorage soon after 11 tonight and proceed to Gallipoli to disembark in the early 

morning," he wrote. His next entry was almost a week later. 

"To say that since writing last we have been through a literal hell is putting things very mildly, Captain 

Benjafield wrote. "We left our anchorage at the appointed time and steamed round to our appointed position 

off Big Anrfarfe Bay in the early morning. 

"We were supposed to have five hours to prepare the ship for the reception of wounded but as a matter of 

fact they were landed on us before the first troops had left the ship. Our men were landed in torpedo boats 

and the first one to come alongside had about a dozen men on board and one dead. There was nothing for it 

but to take them and do the best we could for them. Fortunately, the hospital had been cleared, giving us 

accommodation for the seriously wounded; the remainder were stowed just wherever we could find room. 

"Gradually as the troops were taken off more wounded men arrived and in the meantime as best we could 

we ripped out all the mess tables in the troop decks, laid down tarpaulins, hammocks, blankets, and 

everything we could find, so as to keep the men as clean as possible. By lunch time I had 150 wounded 

aboard and more or less attended to. 

"We were one of the closest to the beach and just before 10 o'clock we were surprised to see shells dropping 

around us. They were apparently Howitzer shells fired from a hill some three miles inland. The sound of a 

large shell flying overhead is not a pleasant one, particularly when dropped into the water only a few yards 

in front of our bows. The inclination to "duck" is quite irresistible and we went down to it every time. As 

soon as possible we were moved to a position further out, and in the meantime the warships plugged into the 

hill on which the gun was mounted and apparently silenced it. The noise of the firing was terrific, literally 



hundreds of shots were fired from the big guns at this hill, and also with shrapnel at the hordes of Turkish 

soldiers on the other hill, while the Turks, of course, replied to the best of their ability. 

"The landing of the troops was an exceedingly difficult task as the Turks had been preparing for weeks. Of 

course, practically none of the men had been under fire before and the test of being packed into boats 

helpless, with shrapnel, machine gun fire and rifle fire pouring over them was an extreme one. Out of one 

boatload only 11 got ashore unscathed, but the men were quite undaunted and maintained and maintained 

the reputation of the British Race. Some of the Naval officers to whom I spoke afterwards, said they did not 

think that such soldiers existed; probably some of the men were even a little too enthusiastic and rather 

outran themselves. 

"About noon, the big gun on the hill having been silenced, we returned to our original anchorage and the 

unloading of ammunition and water proceeded. A few more wounded were brought aboard but were fairly 

easily dealt with. It was simply surprising the way everybody worked. Officers left aboard to supervise the 

landing of stores had their men spending every available moment clearing the troop decks for me. The ship's 

officers helped me with the taking in of the wounded in slings or up the gangways. One Medical Detail 

attended as best they could to the comfort of the wounded, dressing where possible their wounds and giving 

them water etc. Then we had a little spell, about 2pm and got the first chance of a bite of food we had had 

since starting work at about 5am. 

"At a little after 3 we got one big rush of wounded and between that time and 8pm we took them in at the 

rate of over 140 per hour, till at the last we had a total of over 850 on board. We could do nothing more than 

sort them out as best we could and send them to what appeared to be the most suitable position of the ship. 

The very worst cases, unconscious and dying, were simply placed on a hatch, and covered with a blanket; 

the next worst were put in the Hospital, and the next upon some mattresses and stretchers I had found and 

placed in A troop deck. The remainder were packed into the troop decks like sardines. Of course, most of 

them had on their first field dressings, and these had to suffice except for the very bad ones, until such time 

as we could attend them. One boat load of very severe cases I simply had to refuse, and I insisted on their 

being taken to another ship. 

"Then began the work of attending to them, and we were hard at it till 3.30am. Anything like surgical 

treatment was past all hope, all we could do being to re-dress the worst of the wounds and stop 

haemorrhage. Even fractures were left to the next day, merely being placed in a position which gave the 

greatest degree of comfort, or the least degree of pain. 

"Fortunately, I had plenty of opium and morphia on board and this was liberally given to all who were in 

pain. Some of the wounds were terrible; one man had a large portion of the head blown away at the back, 

but lived two days. A good many were shot through the abdomen, but some of these are doing well and 

should soon recover. Huge wounds of the fleshy portions of the body, in many cases caused comparatively 

little pain. One young Naval Officer shot clean through the head caused us a lot of anxiety during the first 

few days, but is now conscious and should recover. Lung wounds are quite common and were caused by 

bullets give rise to comparatively little trouble. On the other hand, when caused by shrapnel - the bullets of 

which are spherical and about 3/8th inch diameter - the injury is much more severe. 

"Almost every conceivable portion of the body has been hit - arms, legs, one in the tongue, a New Zealand 

officer right through upper jaw and nose, the bullet passing clean through, one man in the eye, another with 

a spent bullet in his ear, two through the windpipe, a couple through the spine and so on. Most had only one 

wound, some more, one man holding the record with eight separate wounds. And the escapes were 

wonderful. I know of at least three whose identity discs saved them from lung wounds; one man found a 

bullet in a testament he carried in his left breast pocket- quite the orthodox thing. Another man had two jack 

knives in his trousers pocket, and these were both perforated by a bullet which then just buried itself in his 

side, right over the femoral artery. In all, 15 of our patients have died, and some 20 are still in danger. All 

the remainder should recover. 



Captain Benjafield had been agitating to have permission for his ship to take the wounded to hospital in 

Alexandria but without luck, 

"At last, about 3pm Tuesday, General Carruthers came aboard and gave us permission to sail and off we 

went without delay, on our return to Alexandria." 

Captain Benjafield returned to Gallipoli and served in a field hospital before being promoted to Major and 

appointed Medical Officer in charge of the military hospital at Ras-el-Tin. 

Subsequently he was posted to England as MO to the Australian Military Hospital. Despite his pleas to be 

sent to France or be given a surgical appointment, he was told his work as an administrator and organiser 

was too valuable. 

He was eventually invalided back to Australia with first class testimonials from General Howse. On arriving 

in Sydney in November 1917, instead of being demobilised he was employed in the medical service and 

took charge of the Liverpool Camp while the MO was on leave. 

After an expected appointment as Superintendent of Randwick Military Hospital fell through, Dr Benjafield 

returned to private practice. 

After the war, he became an outspoken and colourful figure and a well-known Macquarie Street doctor who 

continued to visit his repat patients on a regular basis even after he had retired. 

The caption to a newspaper cartoon published on his retirement pointed out that 50,000 Diggers had passed 

through his hands since the outbreak of war. He was 94 when he died. 

The material for this article was supplied by Betsy Brennan of New South Wales 

 

WWII - ‘’One more thing’’ – Goodbye 

Flying Officer Athol Snook was a survivor. In 1942, he spent 47 days at sea in a lifeboat sailing from Java to 

Australia with 11 comrades to escape from the Japanese. Then, on a fateful night in New Guinea later that 

year, his plane was grounded while the rest of the squadron went to attack Japanese shipping 

Some years later, Athol Snook wrote an article in remembrance of his mates in New Guinea. His memory 

was triggered by a chance conversation about a radio program that was popular during the war. Like many 

programs of their day, there were a number of catch phrases which always brought roars of laughter from 

the audience. Athol Snook takes up the story. 

"Funny thing how memory works. A scent, an old tune or sometimes a taste can start your mind throwing up 

pictures that you thought you'd forgotten forever," he wrote. 

"I don't suppose there are many people today who remember Harry Tate and his wonderful radio 

sketch 'Running an Office' all about Tootles the office boy, the mad inventor and the mousetrap. 

"Well, the other night I heard Harry Tate's name mentioned at a party. We were all very much of an age, 

somewhere in our 50s - what might be called 'older boys and girls'. That's if one were being kind that is. 

Standing there in a mild alcoholic haze, well fed and at peace with the world, I was suddenly whisked out of 

that lounge, plucked from my friends, and transported over the Indian Ocean, across the shallow Timor Sea, 

through the Torres Straits and straight into Milne Bay at the most eastern tip of New Guinea. Not only was 

this instantaneous, or nearly so, but there was a neat little bit of time wangling as well. Without any fuss or 

nonsense, the clock was turned back and suddenly it was 1942. 

"If you look at a map of New Guinea, you'll notice that there's something about its shape that reminds you of 

some crouching primitive animal. What used to be called Dutch New Guinea is the head with gaping mouth; 



at the other end, with forked tail, is where we were. Between these two points is the almost virgin world of 

this huge island. Dramatic, mountainous, jungle covered. Dangerous. Peopled by ochre-painted, sometimes 

warlike natives. A land where salt is a form of currency and where the plumes of the Bird of Paradise crown 

heads with exotic beauty. 

"This was the last link in the chain of island conquests which the Japanese had to secure before they turned 

south for the greatest prize of all - Australia. 

"That they never achieved their goal can only be called a miracle. They were beaten in the Battle of the 

Coral Sea and on land were stopped when only a handful of miles from Moresby. The battles along the 

Kokoda Trail were bitter, bloody, and heroic. 

"Milne Bay was the end of the line for the Japs; they were beaten there too and withdrew and that's how our 

squadron came to be stationed there. We flew Beaufort torpedo bombers, operated from a strip cut out of a 

coconut plantation and lived in a village of brown-coloured tents. Mud, sweat, mildew, rain, and the thud of 

failing coconuts were the elements of our domestic life. Mosquitoes enlivened the nights with their whining 

flight and now and again the Japs brightened things up with their unwelcome and noisy visits. It is against 

this backdrop that the scene is played. 

"Don Leigh, a gunner, was little, untidy and wore badly fitting false teeth. He nearly always sported a filthy, 

battered topee and his shorts were too long. In civilian life he had been a radio announcer in Hobart. He had 

a wonderful, wicked sense of humour. I thought he was the funniest thing since Charlie Chaplin. 

"Bill Young was just the opposite. Good looking, pipe smoking, he exuded an atmosphere of calm control. 

He even managed to look clean. Both he and I were navigators. All of us treasured a battered portable 

gramophone; our greatest joy was to play a very noisy and scratchy recording of Colonel Corn.                

Vera Lynn brought emotional lumps to our throats and we wallowed in colourful and no doubt erotic 

memories of life 'down south'. Harry Tate, with his 'Running an Office' sketch was the perfect 'middle of the 

road' distraction. It neither enraged our neighbours nor reduced us to emotional wrecks. 

"There were endless ways of introducing catch phrases from the sketch into the general conversation and it 

became a sort of bond to our friendship, rather like belonging to a secret society which has some form of 

ritual known only to the initiated. Others not in the know would be puzzled by odd references to 'being back 

in the spring' or that we were 'closing the office'. The favourite, however, was to call someone back who was 

already some distance off and say, in a hesitating and vague way 'Oh - eh - one thing more - goodbye'. This 

had the satisfying effect of infuriating the victim. It was the last line of the sketch and we used it whenever 

possible. Childish? Perhaps, but it was a form of escape from the monotony and yes, the fears of those days 

so long ago. 

"We were down at the strip when news came in that there was a Japanese naval force consisting of a cruiser 

and destroyers within striking distance of our planes. No one who has not experienced the chill which strikes 

when you know that you are going to risk your neck within the next few hours can imagine, fully, how it 

feels. Nine crews were put on immediate stand by. Aircraft were to be checked. Take off was to be just 

before dusk. It started to rain. A depressing half-light did nothing to brighten the atmosphere. 

"Then our machine went U/S [unserviceable] with hydraulic trouble and we as a crew were withdrawn from 

the strike; we went to the briefing just the same, relieved to be out of what looked like being a very sticky 

'do’ yet carried along by the impetus of our near involvement. 

"The Ops Room was a thatched hut; trestle tables end to end split the room in half down its length. Wall 

maps of the area showed the military situation. The enemy ships' position was almost due east of the bay. 

The room was crowded, it smelt of dampness, sweat and cigarette smoke. The hard light of pressure lamps 

seemed to intensify the late afternoon gloom. It was to be a classic torpedo attack with the planes coming in 

at the cruiser from three different directions. It was simple enough - fly out in formation, find the enemy in 

the half dark, split up, attack and destroy. Then come home independently. All one had to do was to do it. 



"The briefing came to an end. The crews collected their belongings, nav. Bags, headphones, survival kits. 

All the paraphernalia of bomber crews. Gradually the room cleared. My two friends moved towards the 

door; I stood watching. As if suddenly remembering something, Don turned. He came a few steps towards 

me and with a little smile said 'Oh - one thing more - goodbye'. 

"One by one the-planes racketed into life, taxied to the take-off point. Propellers hurled the streaming air 

behind, and wheels crashed over the shining metal matting. They lifted into the weeping dusk heading 

towards the east. The sound of their motors faded, and we were left with only the hissing of the lamp and the 

dripping rain. 

"And so we waited, making conversation for the sake of appearing normal but our minds carried us out over 

a grey sea that swept so close beneath our wings and suddenly there they are; dark smudges wildly swinging 

in an agony of evasion. Split up - line astern. Now the leading plane banks, turning in towards the ship. Now 

line abreast. Steady at 120 knots and 120 feet. Not much to remember, just do it. Now the grey shapes show 

little flicks of light along their sides. What's that? They're firing at us, that's all. Get in close. Now the great 

shape seems to fill the windshield. Now is the moment. Bomb doors open. Press the tit. A slight jolt and the 

torpedo slices away from the plane. It is done, now nothing can change what is going to happen. The planes 

swerve and jink. The navigators spray madly with their twin Vickers. The pilots sweat with an agony of 

tension as they battle to avoid the other planes and now they are pulling back on the control column and the 

great ship is whipping beneath. Planes seem to be everywhere. The ships fire madly. Skidding and weaving 

the aircraft climb away. The cruiser explodes in a thundering, tearing spasm of tortured metal, Inrushing sea 

and screeching steam. It is all over. The planes turn towards the west and home. Now it is almost night and 

the rain beats against the wings. 

"We sat in the tent waiting. Overhead the palms move their fronds restlessly like great living, questing hairy 

creatures, dark against the weeping night. Now the sound of engines filling the dripping sky with the sad, 

lonely throb of their beat. One by one they come in to land, their brilliant lights seeking the sodden strip. 

Great dark shapes moving against a hedge of palms. The tyres touch, kissing the metal, sobbing in a watery 

embrace. Four down, four more to come. Now once more the sound, the piercing light the mad careering 

shape - it goes on and on throwing up great gobs of water, it cannot stop in time. The pilot pulls up the 

undercart, the plane slithers obscenely in the mud like some poor broken bird. Rescue teams rush to help but 

there is no need, there is no fire and the crew climb out unhurt. 

"Once more we wait and now the fear for our friends grows stronger, feeding on doubt, it spreads among the 

group of men who stand out in the rain straining their ears for the beat of propellers. The weather worsens, 

the palms bend to the rising wind. Squalls of rain lash obliquely at the planes, the flapping tents, the dripping 

jungle. Sheet lightning lights the world around like a series of false dawns, thunder rumbles, truculent, 

threatening. Suddenly we hear the plane. At first it is only a whisper, but quickly the sound grows stronger, 

as if gaining confidence. Now it is overhead drowning the other sounds with its pulsing beat. We can even 

see the navigation lights, red and green twin wandering stars, misted by the rain, sweeping in concentric 

orbits till they are lost to sight in the pounding rain. Again, and again the scene is repeated. The plane is very 

low, circling and circling. Over the E/T the voice of the radio operator strained but controlled, his message, 

broken by static, tells the story. Visibility is so bad that they cannot see the strip lights well enough to 

attempt a landing. Fuel is getting extremely low. 

"The CO makes the decision. They must gain height, set the machine on a course for the bay and bale out. It 

is the best chance they have. 

"Now the engine note becomes stronger, more purposeful. They pass over us once more and the sound of 

their flight echoes from the crouching hills as they head for the sea. Suddenly, there is the dull boom of an 

explosion, then silence, only the wind and rain. 

"The jungled arms of the bay have caught them in a wet embrace; the swaying trees and tangled vines ripped 

and torn by the violence of the union; the black wet earth laid bare by their metal plough. A self-dug grave 



for four young men. Ken MacGregor, pilot. Bill Young, navigator. Frank Ewing, radio operator and Don 

Leigh, gunner. 

"Over the years I have often thought of them and of the other two crews who were lost that night, lost in the 

awful blind, wandering till they too found some mountain peak or watery end. I can still see the hissing 

lamp, still smell the musty jungle damp, still see the little figure with the battered topee, the long shorts and 

from the past a ghostly, taunting voice calls me back, intoning 'One thing more - Goodbye'." 

The material for this article was supplied by Mrs Gwen Atkinson of Western Australia, Athol Snook's sister. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TIME TO RETURN TO THE FOLD! 

With Victoria in general, and Bendigo in particular being Covid Free, it’s time to allow ourselves to get 

back to doing the things we enjoy without fear of mixing with other people. 

At our first General Meeting in  2021 there were 10 people in attendance. 

At the second meeting there were 13 and in March there were 14.  As the Labor Party’s slogan in the 1970s 

stated ’IT’S TIME!!!’  In our case, it’s time to get back to our Collectors Club meetings at the Quarry 

Hill Hall. 

Let’s make a huge effort to try and get our numbers back up to 30! 

Remember the enjoyment you got from getting together with other collectors! 

While we are not having a formal ‘Show & Tell’ as in competing for the Don McKinnon Shield, we would 

love you to bring along something of interest for others to enjoy, or perhaps bring along an item or items to 

sell and stay around after the meeting to enjoy a cuppa, a biscuit, and a chat!  

                                                                   Calendar of Events 

6 May  May Committee Meeting.  Quarry Hill Community Hall at 7.30pm 

11 May  May General Meeting.  Quarry Hill Community Hall, 51 Hamlet Street, Quarry Hill. 

16 May Ted Harvey Black Powder Shoot at the Shelbourne Quarry Range will be a day event, rather than   

a Twilight Shoot this year. 

  



A blast from the past.  GCCA members Leighton Rawlings & Ken Arnold went bargain hunting with journalist Sarah 

Harris in 2009 to see if they could unearth any treasures! The Advertiser's own Antique Road Show



The doll in the last photo  ‘’ that was so ugly it had to be valuable’’ is still in our home. I tolerated it because I thought 

it was a family heirloom belonging to L’s mother but now know that is not the case, it might have a nasty accident! 



Family and war : The Brown family legacy by Allanah Sciberras (Bendigo Advertiser 24/4/21) 

Raye Fleay from Bendigo had nine uncles, including Aubrey 

Brown (pictured), serve in World War II. Picture: DARREN 

HOWE 

THERE is an Eaglehawk family which made an 

extremely significant contribution to the war effort 

during World War II. 

Speaking at this year's Anzac service in Eaglehawk on 

Sunday, local woman Raye Fleay (Brown) will share the 

stories of her nine uncles who all enlisted in the 

Australian Army during the 1940s. 

"I felt it was an opportunity to share the story of my family's valuable contribution to the war effort," she 

said. 

She is proud to share the history of her family's service to society and their involvement in community life. 

"We heard many stories of their escapades throughout our childhood, but most were based on humour and 

the camaraderie they experienced during the war years," she said. 

"Although they had little education, each family member made a valuable contribution to society through 

their working life and community service. 

"I think that has been their greatest legacy, as involvement in community life has continued through 

subsequent generations." 

All 10 brothers from the Brown family enlisted in the armed services. 

Raye said her father was assigned duties at the munition’s factory in Melbourne, but his nine brothers served 

their country overseas. 

All returned home after service but one, Claude Brown, and part of Raye's decision to speak is so that she 

can share his story. 

At the beginning of September 1939 Australia entered the war. 

Claude Vernon Brown, Harland and Elsie Brown's fourth child, enlisted in the Australian Army on March 

27, 1940. 

Raye Fleay with picture of her uncle Basil Brown 

and his wife Ivy Brown. Picture: DARREN 

HOWE 

Born on January 30, 1910 Claude had attended 

Eaglehawk State School and after training as a 

hairdresser with Jimmy Potter in Eaglehawk. 

After completing his apprenticeship Claude 

established a barber shop and billiard saloon 

in Pyramid Hill. 

He was 30 years of age and unmarried when 

he enlisted at Royal Park. Claude visited the 

family home while en route to Melbourne and 

told his brothers that "one from each family is enough". 



By the time the war was over, Claude and eight of his brothers had served overseas. 

Claude Brown (VX38587) never returned. 

He was a gunner with the 2/4th Anti-Tank Regiment, he died on February 4, 1942 in Malaya, from wounds 

received during the battle at Muar Road. 

Remembered on the Singapore Memorial, on the honour roll at Pyramid Hill and at the Eaglehawk 

Cemetery, Private CV Brown served his country for 673 days, including outside Australia for 367 days. 

Raye's uncles include Private Tom Meredith Brown, Leading Aircraftman, George Harland Brown, Private 

Robert (Bob) Brown, Claude Vernon Brown, Corporal Francis Florimell Brown, Private Revis Azur Brown, 

Signalman, Basil Marcus Brown, Corporal Aubrey Morris Brown, and Private Laurence Earle Brown. 

Raye's aunties include Lois Brown and Melba Brown .Lois received a 'Women of Australia' Medal as the 

closest relative of seven unmarried family members, plus a 'For Australia' medal representing the supreme 

 sacrifice made by her brother Claude 

All nine Brown 

brothers who 

served overseas. 

Picture: 

SUPPLIED 

In 2020, Bev 

Hanson from the 

Eaglehawk 

Heritage Society 

contacted Raye 

regarding a 

Remembrance 

Day feature she 

was preparing for 

their Facebook 

site. 

She developed a 

set of storyboards 

about Raye's 

father's family 

and their war 

service, and they 

have been on 

display until 

recently at the 

Eaglehawk 

Museum. 



The Brown brother’s service: 

Private Tom Meredith Brown (VX71310) born 17/3/1906, enlisted Australian Army 7/1/1942. Discharged 

12/6/1945. Posting at Discharge 2/1 Guard Regiment. Served his country 1253 days - outside Australia for 

193 days. 

Leading Aircraftman, George Harland Brown (158152) born 6/12/1904, enlisted RAAF 8/11/1944. 

Discharged 7/1/1946. Posting at Discharge 38 Operational Base Unit. Served his country 425 days - outside 

Australia for 229 days. 

Private Robert (Bob) Brown (NX10720), born 16/11/1906, enlisted Australian Army 16/5/1941. 

Discharged 14/2/1946. Posting at Discharge 2/4 Pioneer Battalion. Served his country 1051 days - outside 

Australia for 316 days. 

Claude Vernon Brown (VX38587) born 20/1/1910), enlisted Australian Army 27/3/1940. Died in Malaya 

4/2/1942. Served his country for 673 days - outside Australia for 367 days. 

John Barnett Brown (V69250) born 27/7/1914, enlisted Australian Army 10/9/1943. Posting at Discharge 

24 Battalion Volunteer Defence Corps. Assigned to ICI Munitions Factory at Deer Park. 

Corporal Francis Florimell Brown (VX86266) born 3/6/1917, enlisted Australian Army 3/8/1942. 

Discharged 2/4/1946. Posting at Discharge HQ 2 Australian PW Rec GP. Served his country 1570 days - 

outside Australia 115 days. 

Private Revis Azur Brown (VX132843) born 28/7/1918), enlisted Australian Army 12/11/1942. 

Discharged 3/5/1946. Posting at Discharge 8 Australian Infantry Battalion. Served his country 1599 days - 

outside Australia for 646 days. 

Signalman, Basil Marcus Brown (VX102561) born 8/12/1920, enlisted Australian Army 10/8/1942. 

Discharged 10/12/1945. Posting at Discharge Australian Infantry Battalion 58/59. Served his country 1502 

days - outside Australia for 439 days. 

Corporal Aubrey Morris Brown (VX128624) born 7/1/1923, enlisted Australian Army 12/7/1944. 

Discharged 4/2/1946. Posting at Discharge 16 Small Ships Coy AATNC (AIF). Served his country 1476 

days - outside Australia 347 days. 

Private Laurence Earle Brown (V501089) born 6/5/1924, enlisted Australian Army 31/7/1942. 

Discharged 1/191942. Posting at Discharge General Details Depot. Re-enlisted 3/8/1944 (VX128760) 

Signalman, discharged 16/12/1946. Posting at Discharge 2/24 Battalion. Served his country 1570 days - 

outside Australia 341 days. 
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Children Writing About the Ocean 

1) - This is a picture of an octopus. It has eight testicles. (Kelly, age 6)

2) - Oysters' balls are called pearls. (Jerry, age 6)

3) - If you are surrounded by ocean, you are an island. If you don't have ocean all round you,

you are incontinent. (Mike, age 7) 

4) - Sharks are ugly and mean and have big teeth, just like Emily Richardson. She's not my

friend anymore. (Kylie, age 6) 

5) - A dolphin breaths through an asshole on the top of its head. (Billy, age 8)

6) - My uncle goes out in his boat with 2 other men and a woman and comes back with crabs.

(Millie, age 6) 

7) - When ships had sails, they used the trade winds to cross the ocean. Sometimes when the

wind didn't blow, the sailors would whistle to make the wind come. My brother said they would 

have been better off eating beans. (William, age 7)  

8) - Mermaids live in the ocean. I like mermaids. They are beautiful and I like their shiny tails,

but how on earth do mermaids get pregnant? Like, really? (Helen, age 6) 

9) - I'm not going to write about the ocean. My baby brother is always crying, my Dad keeps

yelling at my Mom, and my big sister has just got pregnant, so I can't think what to write. (Amy, 

age 6)  

10) - Some fish are dangerous. Jellyfish can sting. Electric eels can give you a shock. They have

to live in caves under the sea where I think they have to plug themselves in to chargers. 

(Christopher, age 7)  

11) - When you go swimming in the ocean, it is very cold, and it makes my willy small. (Kevin,

age 6) 

12) - Divers have to be safe when they go under the water. Divers can't go down alone, so they

have to go down on each other. (Becky, age 8) 

13) - On vacation, my Mom went water skiing. She fell off when she was going very fast. She

says she won't do it again because water fired right up her big fat ass. (Julie, age 7) 

14) - The ocean is made up of water and fish. Why the fish don't drown, I don't know. (Bobby,

age 6) 

15) - My dad was a sailor on the ocean. He knows all about the ocean. What he doesn't know is

why he quit being a sailor and married my mom. (James, age 7) 

Code Name – Chow Mein 

I went for Chinese last night and got chatting to the waiter. 

He told me he lived in Japan during the war and was a kamikaze pilot and his Code Name was 

‘Chow Mein’.  I said ‘’Correct me if I’m wrong, but didn’t all kamikaze pilots sacrifice their 

own lives?’’ To which he replied, ‘’Yes, but I was Chicken Chow Mein’’ 
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