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Presidents Report July 2020

Hi Troops,
Your Committee had their first Committee Meeting around a social distanced table in June at Richard’s Donga.
It was great to meet again and many items were attended too. Unfortunately, we could not hold another one
this month as numbers have tightened up again. We had even been hoping that on June 22 the numbers
permissible in a gathering would be raised from 20 to 50, meaning we could have had a general meeting, sadly
that will not be the case for the foreseeable future. However, life still moves on.
The GCCA had a Collectors Shoot on Sunday 21 June, 11 members attended and had their usual great time.
Next club shoot day will be Sunday 19th July, same place, same time, beeeeeeeee there but let Mark Reed
(Mobile: 0412 706 760) know you will be attending so we know if one or two ranges need to be operating to
keep in line with numbers and social distancing rules.
Annual Subscriptions were due at the end of June. Remember it is YOUR responsibility to renew and not the
Club’s job to baby you, so please attend to renewing your club subs ASAP. Firearms license holders and those
members who collect prohibited or controlled weapons must renew their annual membership to retain their
collector’s Status and not damage the GCCA’s credibility. Richard has told me that there are about 100 GCCA
members who have not renewed their membership. This is maybe because of the uncertainties of Covid
fallout, pressures of not knowing or simply not thinking of life still rolling on outside the Covid Virus, but
notwithstanding, the law is the law and it is most important that you renew your membership, as we are
expected to let the LRD know of members who have not continued their membership.
The grape vine has not told me that any GCCA members have been ‘Covided’ which if a relief, but I must
stress strongly not to become complacent and lower your guard, to continue embracing distancing rules,
numbers and hygiene practices. With this in mind I hope any members who have other health issues know
that our thoughts and best wishes are with you for your speedy recovery.
Again, Leave this with you, In collecting, Gee Pee (Greg Penna)

A note for long-term members who remember our inaugural Secretary Geoff Lyons and his wife Joy who
was the original Editor of the Parthian Shot. (Pictured at their Farewell during the 1995 Annual Show)
Due to a serious downturn in Geoff’s health, he and Joy are considering the idea that it may be time for him to
part with some of his Collection. Nearly all the firearms have gone except about 12 shotguns and the same
number of pistols.
He also has a collection of antique lamps, bottles,
powder flasks, tools and books remaining. Family
friend and local Gympie man Russell Skennerton
(cousin to Ian Skennerton who produced a topquality Collectors Magazines) has offered to
photograph and prepare Geoff’s collectables for
sale. Currently, we Victorians are not able to travel
to Queensland, which is a shame as Geoff would
have welcomed any Club members calling in with a
view to purchasing items. Down the track I may
receive photos of some of Geoff’s collectables to publish in the Parthian Shot,
and a contact number. Stay tuned. Sue Rawlings. Editor.
In the meantime Geoff, our thoughts and best wishes come winging your way. Take Care!

Geoff and Joy collecting a life together
By ABC reporter: Jodie van de Wetering

Maybe you enjoy the occasional trip to a museum, but
could you live in one? That’s how visitors to Geoff and Joy
Lyons’ place describe it. The husband and wife of 22 years
live surrounded by their treasured collections of everything
from model aeroplanes to firearms. A large part of their
collection is mining memorabilia collected from the
Goldfields in the Bendigo Region of Victoria.

"A lot of the sites were very shallow, about ten feet," Geoff
explains, "And they buried their trash in the spoil, the dirt
dug out of the shaft." When Geoff lived in the Bendigo
region, he'd go fossicking through that spoil, not looking
for gold but the buried remains of life on the goldfields
more than a hundred years earlier.
"You'd get lots of old bottles out of them, and occasionally a coin. Coinage down there in the 1850s was
hard to come by - everything was done by a pinch of gold, put on the scales and weighed." Joy says she
wasn't bitten by the collecting bug until she married Jeff. She says one of their most interesting trips was to
Grant, an abandoned mining town northeast of Melbourne.
"I was observing and pulling out loads of dirt while Geoff was digging in this huge hole, and a busload of
tourists turned up. One of these ladies in her pink twinset and pearls said 'How wonderful! I've never seen
archaeological diggings before!' Then Geoff came up out of the hole all covered with dirt and said, 'What's
going on here?' She was shocked." Didn't take much to shock her," Geoff adds.
Joy and Geoff Lyons have a cherished
collection of items ranging from firearms and
model airplanes to a large catalogue of mining
memorabilia collected from the goldfields in
the Bendigo region

‘’We didn't find all that much," Joy recalls, "But Grant itself was a very interesting old township. It was one
of the early gold mining areas, and it had two main streets. There's absolutely nothing left there now,
except you can see where the buildings were. It was burnt out in the 1939 fires, completely burnt out. It's
just a site for people to go and have a look and a bit of a dig around. We spent about a week there, and it
was just absolutely amazing, the things you could find."
While Geoff and Joy concentrated on looking for memorabilia of everyday life on the goldfields like
crockery, cutlery and glassware, others were looking for more golden-tinted booty in the mullock heaps.
"We used to go to a place called Tarnagulla, northwest of Bendigo," Geoff says. "Every year they held a fair,
and we used to put on a display. We struck some people from Canberra, digging up the piles of dirt that
had been thrown out of the shafts, using a sieve, and putting it past a metal detector. Whenever it went
"beep!" they checked. They found twelve ounces of gold in the time we were there."
That would be alright at today's prices!" Joy observed. However, that's not to say Geoff's collection isn't
also valuable. "I've got at least three salad oil bottles worth about $150 each. I have a plastic crate full of
salad oil bottles, and most of them are worth $40 to $50, I suppose. "They used a lot of that on the
goldfields, as well as pickles and vinegar. They probably ate it with chopped up cabbages, they're one of
the few things that'll travel for more than a week."
Geoff and Joy Lyons have now moved, along with their extensive collection, to Gympie in southern
Queensland. "Gympie was the logical choice when we decided to move to Queensland, being an old gold
mining town," Joy says.

"We came up for a wedding in Mackay," Geoff explains. "We'd been talking for eighteen months about
getting out of Victoria, so I suggested we go early and have a look around and look for a place up there we
could move to." "We went to Crow’s Nest first, and we decided that wasn't really for us," Joy adds. "It
seemed to consist mainly of old peoples' homes, and we weren't quite ready for that! So, we got back on
the road, and we got lost. We couldn't find anywhere to camp, and we ended up in Gympie.
"In the meantime, I'd seen all these beautiful old Queenslander style houses in town, so I suggested we
stay here for a few days and have look at the houses. We bought a house the next day!" One of their
friends says visiting Geoff and Joy's home is like visiting a museum, with the house filled with antique
furniture and the underneath storing their collections of mining memorabilia, model aeroplanes, firearms,
and other antiquaries.
"We're starting to run out of space," Geoff admits, "But then again, I might be running out of time." "Geoff
will be 80 next year," Joy explains, "So we feel that perhaps our collecting days are coming to a close."
(This article was published in 2008, with Geoff turning 80 in 2009, so in 2020 he notched up his 91st year.)

Below is a depiction of one of the re-enactments in the Tarnagulla/Donnolly area referred to in the article,
drawn by Leighton Rawlings, alias ‘The Phantoon’ who remained anonymous for many years, sliding
cartoons into Editor Joy’s letterbox without revealing who he was. Of course, once his wife took over as
Editor, his anonymity was shot to pieces!

This cartoon was created in 1993. Geoff is the masked ominous looking heavily armed character in the
black hat and vest and he is approaching Joy (wearing the ‘Just luv club secretarys’ badge) surrounded by
other members of the Club at that time.

'A Woman of No Importance' - Finally gets her Due
Virginia Hall was born into a wealthy Baltimore family in 1906. She was raised to
marry into her privileged class but wanted a life of adventure. Despite a hunting
accident that cost her left leg, she became one of the most successful spies in World
War II, first for the British and then for the Americans. Her story was long hidden but
is now being told in full.
Courtesy of CIA
Virginia Hall is one of the most important American spies most people have never
heard of.
Her story is on display at the CIA Museum inside the spy agency headquarters in Langley, Va. — but this is
off-limits to the public.
"She was the most highly decorated female civilian during World War II," said Janelle Neises, the museum's
deputy director, who is providing a tour.
So why haven't more people heard about Hall? A quote from Hall on the agency display offers an
explanation: "Many of my friends were killed for talking too much."
But now — more than 70 years after her wartime exploits in France, and almost 40 years after her death —
Virginia Hall is having a moment. Three books have just come out. Two movies are in the works.
British author Sonia Purnell wrote one of the books, A Woman of No Importance, and she explains the
irony in the biography's title. "Through a lot of her life, the early life, she was constantly rejected and
belittled," said Purnell. "She was constantly just being dismissed as someone not very important or of no
importance."
Hall was born to a wealthy Baltimore family in 1906, and she was raised to marry into her own privileged
circle. But she wanted adventure. She called herself "capricious and cantankerous." She liked to hunt. She
once went to school Sonia Purnell's book about Virginia Hall is one of three that have been published this
year. The others are Hall of Mirrors, a novel by Craig Gralley, and The Lady Is A Spy, a young adult book by
Don Mitchell.
Courtesy of Viking
Hall briefly attended Radcliffe and Barnard colleges. Then she went to study in Paris and fell in love with
France. She decided to become a diplomat, said Purnell. "She wanted to be an ambassador. She got
pushed back by the State Department. She applied several times," Purnell said, noting that women
accounted for only six of the 1,500 U.S. diplomats at the time.
Hall did land a clerical job at a U.S. consulate in Turkey. But while hunting birds, she accidentally shot
herself in the foot. Gangrene set in, and her left leg was amputated below the knee.
Recovery was long and painful, as she learned to use a clunky wooden leg. Yet it was also a turning point,
said Craig Gralley, a retired CIA officer who has written his own book about Hall — a novel, Hall of Mirrors.
"She had been given a second chance at life and wasn't going to waste it. And her injury, in fact, might
have kind of bolstered her or reawakened her resilience so that she was in fact able to do great things," he
said.
When World War II erupted and Nazi Germany invaded France, Hall volunteered to drive an ambulance for
the French. France was soon overrun, forcing her to flee to Britain. A chance meeting with a spy put her in
contact with British intelligence.

After limited training, this one-legged American woman was among the first British spies sent into Nazioccupied France in 1941. She posed as a reporter for the New York Post.
Chased by the Gestapo
There were failures, especially in the early days, when members of her network were arrested and killed.
The Germans came to realize that they were after a limping lady.
But Hall was a natural spy, keeping one step ahead of the German secret police, the Gestapo.
"Virginia Hall, to a certain extent, was invisible," said Gralley. "She was able to play on the chauvinism of
the Gestapo at the time. None of the Germans early in the war necessarily thought that a woman was
capable of being a spy."
Hall operated in the eastern French city of Lyon. She initially stayed at a convent and persuaded nuns to
help her. She befriended a female brothel owner and received information that French prostitutes
gathered from German troops.
Hall organized French resistance fighters, providing them with safe houses and intelligence. This didn't go
unnoticed, said Purnell. "The Germans came to realize that they were after a limping lady," she said. Hall
constantly changed her appearance. "She could be four different women in the space of an afternoon, with
four different code names," said Purnell.
This mannequin of World War II spy Virginia Hall is on display at the CIA
Museum at the agency's headquarters in Langley, Va. While her story is well
recognized inside the intelligence community, it is only now coming to a wider
audience in a series of books and planned movies. Courtesy of CIA
The man in hot pursuit was none other than the Gestapo's infamous Klaus
Barbie, known as "the Butcher of Lyon" for the thousands in France tortured
and killed by his forces.
Barbie ordered "wanted" posters of Hall that featured a drawing of her above
the words "The Enemy's Most Dangerous Spy — We Must Find and Destroy
Her!"
The Nazis appeared to be closing in on Hall around the end of 1942. She narrowly escaped to Spain,
embarking on a harrowing journey that included walking three days for 50 miles in heavy snow over the
forbidding Pyrenees Mountains.
While researching his book, Gralley, a marathon runner, made a part of that walk and found it exhausting.
"I could only imagine the kind of will and the kind of perseverance that Virginia Hall had by making this
trek," he says, "not on a beautiful day, but in the dead of winter and with a prosthetic leg she had to drag
behind her."
When Hall reached Spain, she was arrested because she didn't have an entrance
stamp in her passport. She was released after six weeks and made her way back to
Britain. She soon grew restless and wanted to return to France. The British refused,
fearing it was too dangerous.
William Donovan, head of the Office of Strategic Services, presents Virginia Hall with
the Distinguished Service Cross in 1945. She was the only civilian woman so
honoured in World War II. President Harry Truman proposed a public ceremony at
the White House, but Hall declined because she wanted to stay undercover. The
event with Donovan was private. The only outsider attending was Hall's mother.

Back to France
However, the Americans were ramping up their own intelligence service, the Office of Strategic Services, or
OSS, which had virtually no presence in France.
The Americans needed Hall, yet the Nazis were everywhere, making it even more difficult for her to
operate, said Purnell. "She got some makeup artist to teach her how to draw wrinkles on her face," she
said. "She also got a fierce, a rather sort of scary London dentist to grind down her lovely, white American
teeth so that she looked like a French milkmaid."
Hall's second tour in France, in 1944 and 1945, was even more successful than the first. She called in
airdrops for the resistance fighters, who blew up bridges and sabotaged trains. They reclaimed villages well
before Allied troops advanced deep into France. At its peak, Hall's network consisted of some 1,500
people, including a French American soldier, Paul Goillot — who would later become her husband.
Hall's niece, Lorna Catling, is now 89 and lives in Baltimore. She recalls meeting her aunt after the war.
"She came home when I was 16, and she was pale and had white hair and crappy clothes," Catling said.
And what did Hall say about the war? "She never talked about it," Catling added.
This painting of Virginia Hall hangs in one of the main hallways near the
entrance of CIA headquarters. The painting shows her making radio contact
with London from an old barn in France to request supplies and personnel.
Power for her radio was provided by a bicycle rigged to power an electric
generator. Courtesy of CIA
The British and the French both recognized Hall's contributions — in private.
President Harry Truman wanted to honour Hall at a public White House
ceremony. Hall declined, saying she wanted to remain undercover.
William Donovan, the OSS chief, gave Hall the Distinguished Service Cross —
making her the only civilian woman to receive one in World War II. Hall's
mother was the only outsider present at the ceremony.
"I do think that she became America's greatest spy of World War II," Gralley said of Hall. Hall then joined
the newly formed CIA, which succeeded the OSS, and worked there for 15 years, mostly at headquarters.
These were not her happiest days. She thrived on the adrenaline of acting independently in the field during
wartime. Now she was largely confined to a desk.
"As you get higher in rank, now it's all about money and personnel and plans and policy and that sort of
bureaucratic stuff," said Randy Burkett, a historian at the CIA. And Hall faced discrimination as a woman.
"Was she treated properly? Well, by today's standards, absolutely not," said Burkett.
Hall retired in 1966 and never spoke publicly. She died in 1982 in Maryland, her
story still confined to the intelligence community. Purnell said it was a challenge
piecing together Hall's story.
"It was detective work," she said. "So many files, papers, documents have been
lost, destroyed or misfiled. She operated under so many different code names
that people hadn't really pulled together all the strands."
Now the books are on the shelves. The movies are coming. And at the CIA,
recruits train in a building recently named The Virginia Hall Expeditionary Center.
Greg Myre is a national security reporter. Follow him @gregmyre1.

Garry Linnell: The greatest story you’ve probably never heard
So, you missed one of the most uplifting stories of the coronavirus
pandemic? Maybe you just forgot about it.
Brief tales of hope are easily lost in the daily barrage of body bags,
burning cop cars and jobless queues stretching for blocks. Still,
this one is worth remembering.
And while it played out on the crowded and dusty roads of India, it echoes a similarly inspiring journey that
unfolded on a series of lonely Australian bush tracks during another bleak and difficult era.
But first, picture a crowded, run-down suburb of New Delhi. In the sweltering heat, an injured rickshaw
driver lies on a makeshift bed, unable to walk – or work.
Facing eviction because he cannot pay the rent, the man’s 15-year-old daughter uses the last of their money
to buy an old red bike. She props her disabled father on the back of the bicycle and begins pedalling. And
keeps pedalling. The roads are choked with thousands of migrant workers forced to return home to their
rural villages after being left jobless by the pandemic.
But in this grim landscape, kindness flourishes. Strangers provide the father and daughter with food, water,
and shelter. For almost two weeks Jyoti Kumari pedals furiously down these chaotic
roads, through grimy slums and along rutted tracks.
Finally, after a ride of 1200 kilometres, she returns her father safely to the rest of their family
in Darbhanga, "I am so proud of her. She saved me" 15-year-old Jyoti Kumari cycled her
injured father home after they ran out of money and food during India's lockdown. The
1,200km-long (745 mile) journey took seven days.
Jyoti’s epic journey of hope and determination captivated millions. But the world’s attention
span is short these days and now, barely a week later, the tale of a daughter’s dogged
devotion to her father has been quickly consumed by the searing bonfire of bad news that
engulfs us. How easily we forget.
If Jyoti’s ride has already slipped from our minds, then
it is no wonder the remarkable journey of nine-year-old
Lennie Gwyther has been long forgotten. So, picture
this. It’s 1932 and Australia is in the grip of the Great
Depression. One in three workers are unemployed.
Decrepit shanty towns hug the outskirts of the big
cities. A scrawny rabbit caught in a trap will feed a
family for a week. Country roads are filled with broken
men walking from one farmhouse to another seeking
menial jobs and food.
On the outskirts of the South Gippsland town of
Leongatha, an injured farmer lies in bed unable to walk
– or work. World War I hero Captain Leo Tennyson Gwyther is in hospital with a broken leg and the family
farm is in danger of falling into ruins.
Up steps his son, nine-year-old Lennie. With the help of his pony Ginger Mick, Lennie ploughs the farm’s
24 paddocks and keeps the place running until his father can get back on his feet.
How to reward him? Lennie has been obsessively following one of the biggest engineering feats of the era –
the construction of the Sydney Harbour Bridge. He wants to attend its opening.

With great reluctance, his parents agree he can go. So, Lennie saddles up Ginger Mick, packs a toothbrush,
pyjamas, spare clothes, and a water bottle into a sack, and begins the 1000-kilometre trek to Sydney.
Alone. That’s right. A nine-year-old boy riding a pony from the deep south of Victoria to the biggest and
roughest city in the nation. Told you it was a different era. No social media. No mobile phones.
But even then, it doesn’t take long before word begins to spread about a boy, his horse, and their epic trek.
The entire population of small country towns gather on their outskirts to welcome his arrival.
He survives bushfires, is attacked by a “vagabond”, and endures rain and cold, biting winds. When he
reaches Canberra, he is welcomed by Prime Minister Joseph Lyons, who invites him into Parliament House
for tea.
When he finally arrives in Sydney, more than 10,000 people line the streets to greet him. He is besieged by
autograph hunters. He becomes a key part of the official parade at the bridge’s opening.
He and Ginger Mick are invited to make
a starring appearance at the Royal Show.
Even Donald Bradman, the biggest
celebrity of the Depression era, requests
a meeting and gives him a signed cricket
bat.
A letter writer to The Sydney Morning
Herald at the time gushes that “just such
an example as provided by a child of
nine summers, Lennie Gwyther was, and
is, needed to raise the spirit of our
people and to fire our youth and others
to do things – not to talk only.
“The sturdy pioneer spirit is not dead …
let it be remembered that this little lad,
when his father was in hospital,
cultivated the farm – a mere child.”
When Lennie leaves Sydney for home a month later, he has become one of the most famous figures in a
country craving uplifting news. Large crowds wave handkerchiefs. Women weep and shout “goodbye”.
According to The Sun newspaper, “Lennie, being a casual Australian, swung into the saddle and called
‘Toodleloo!’”.
He finally arrives home to a tumultuous reaction in Leongatha. He returns to school and soon life for Lennie
– and the country – returns to normal.
These days you can find a bronze statue in Leongatha commemorating Lennie and
Ginger Mick. But Australia has largely forgotten his remarkable feat – and how he
inspired a struggling nation.
Never taught about him in school? Never heard of him before? Spread the word.
We need to remember – and celebrate – Lennie Gwyther and Jyoti Kumari and
their courageous journeys.
They are great stories. God knows we need them now, more than ever.
Garry Linnell was director of news and current affairs for the Nine network in the mid-2000s. He
has also been editorial director for Fairfax and is a former editor of The Daily Telegraph and The
Bulletin magazine

World War II hero Teddy Sheean denied Victoria Cross, as decision branded 'slap in the face' for family
By Carla Howarth Posted 12 May 2020
Teddy Sheean was still firing at the enemy
when the ship sank, witnesses later
said.(Australian War Memorial)
Tasmanian World War II hero Teddy Sheean
will not be awarded a Victoria Cross, with
the Federal Government deciding to hold to
an earlier decision that his actions "did not
reach the particularly high standard" for
Australia's highest wartime honour — a
decision blasted by Senator Jacqui Lambie as
"cowardice".
The Defence Honours and Awards Appeals
Tribunal was reconsidering whether the sailor should receive the honour, something his nephew Garry
Ivory had spent 30 years campaigning for.
The Defence Minister Linda Reynolds confirmed on Wednesday afternoon the Victoria Cross (VC) will not
be awarded. Sheean died in 1942 defending HMAS Armidale from Japanese warplanes off the coast of
what is now known as East Timor. The wounded 18-year-old Ordinary Seaman strapped himself to an antiaircraft cannon and fired at the attacking planes.
He was credited with shooting down enemy aircraft and helping save the lives of 49 crew, before he went
down with the ship.
Previous attempts at having Sheean awarded a VC have been unsuccessful, with a 2013 inquiry finding
Sheean's actions "did not reach the particularly high standard required for recommendation of a VC",
and the United Kingdom's Ministry of Defence refusing to consider him for the accolade in 2017.
Ordinary seaman Edward 'Teddy' Sheean was killed on
1 December 1942 during an attack by Japanese aircraft
which sunk HMAS Armidale.(Australian War Memorial
Photo)
A Defence Honours and Awards Tribunal held hearings
in Hobart in March last year to reconsider whether
Sheean should be awarded Australia's top wartime
honour.
The tribunal handed its report to the Federal
Government in July recommending a VC be awarded
to Sheean.
The Defence Minister Linda Reynolds confirmed to the senate on Wednesday afternoon the VC would not
be awarded.
"The 2019 review by the tribunal did not present any new evidence that might support reconsideration of
the valour inquiries recommendation," she said. "That is also my view and the view of defence. "It is a very
difficult decision, but I believe in the circumstance, the right decision."

'Nation remains eternally grateful', PM says - In a statement, a spokesman for Prime Minister Scott
Morrison said Ordinary Seaman Sheean was an extraordinary Australian — but "no case has been made …
Sheean was denied a VC because of manifest injustice". .
"This Government's, as well as the previous governments, clear policy, and the expressed views of Her
Majesty the Queen, is that consideration of the awarding of the Victoria Cross would only occur in light of
compelling new evidence or if there was evidence of manifest injustice, such as where due process had not
been followed," he said.
"No compelling new evidence has been presented by the Tribunal that supports a reconsideration of the
decisions by the authorities at the time to recognise the gallant actions of Ordinary Seaman Sheean on the
HMAS Armidale with the award of Mention in Despatches in 1942.
"No case has been made that Ordinary Seaman Sheean was denied a VC because of manifest injustice.
"This is no way detracts from the service, dedication and sacrifice of Ordinary Seaman Edward 'Teddy'
Sheean, for which our nation remains eternally grateful."
'He made the ultimate sacrifice' - In a statement, Minister for Veterans' Affairs Guy Barnett, who has been
campaigning for Sheean to receive a VC for nearly two decades, said he does not accept the Prime
Minister's decision and would ask the Federal Government to reconsider. "It is staggering that the Federal
Government has not accepted the Tribunal’s recommendation that Sheean be posthumously awarded a
Victoria Cross for his pre-eminent act of valour," he said.
"Teddy’s conspicuous act of gallantry ranks him alongside other distinguished service men and women
who have received our highest military honour for bravery, the Victoria Cross, including people like Harry
Murray VC and Cameron Baird VC MG. "He made the ultimate sacrifice to protect his fellow shipmates in
the most perilous of circumstances and deserves better than this."
Mr Barnett said he was extremely disappointed. "Last year's Tribunal inquiry into Sheean's actions was a
merits-based review established by the Federal Government based on my application for a review
consistent with the Defence Act (1903)," he said.
"During two days of public hearings held in Hobart last March, the Tribunal heard from myself as the
applicant, the Sheean family, Royal Australian Navy (as respondent), RSL Tasmania and a published naval
historian. "The evidence presented was overwhelming and compelling in favour of a Victoria Cross. Based
on that evidence, the Tribunal unanimously found that Sheean meets the eligibility criteria for the Victoria
Cross for Australia."
VC 'denied out of cowardice', says Lambie - Independent Tasmanian Senator Jacqui Lambie said it was a
slap in the face for Sheean's family. "They've been denied justice once again, and they've been denied it
out of cowardice," she said. "The bureaucracy's been afraid of revisiting Sheean's case for decades, and
that cowardice has just been extended today.
"What do we need to prove? What do we need to show? Here is a seriously wounded 18-year-old who
strapped himself to a cannon sinking into the sea, who brought down two Japanese fighters and saved 49
crew. "He gave his life to save his mates. What more could we be asking of him?"
In its decision, the Defence Honours and Awards Appeals Tribunal said it recommended the Minister for
Defence Personnel recommend to the Sovereign that Ordinary Seaman Edward Sheean be posthumously
awarded the Victoria Cross for Australia. The Tribunal said it considered a suitable citation for Sheean's VC
to be as "for the most conspicuous gallantry and a pre-eminent act of valour in the presence of the enemy
in HMAS Armidale during a Japanese aerial attack in the Timor Sea on 1 December 1942."

Don’s jokes – to get the full impact, close your eyes and imagine Don Pryor
standing up the front at a meeting, telling them!
Merv the perv was talking to Phil the flasher, Merv said, Phil, you have been
working the botanical gardens for over thirty years, have you ever considered
retiring, Phil said, I was thinking about it last week, but then I thought I may as
well ‘stick it out’ for another year.
A woman came home after seeing the Doctor and said, the Doctor said I had
the figure of a twenty year old, the husband said, what did he say about your
big fat arse, the woman replied, ‘Your name never came up.’’
A Scotsman and a Jewish gentleman were having a meal together at an
expensive restaurant, when the waitress brought the bill the Scotsman was
heard to say, I will pay for that. The headlines in the newspaper the next day,
Jewish ventriloquist found strangled in laneway.
An old bloke is in the confessional, he says to the priest, ‘’Father, I had sex
with a twenty year old woman and now she is pregnant’’, the priest says, ‘’Are you sorry for your sin?’’ the
old bloke says, ‘’No, I’m not a bit sorry, the priest says, what kind of catholic are you? The old bloke says,
I’m not a catholic, I’m Jewish. The priest says well why are you telling me, the old bloke says, I’m 96 years
old, I’m telling everybody!
Paddy was driving to Dublin and he got lost, he pulls up outside a pub and goes in and says to the
bartender, ‘’What’s the quickest way to Dublin?’’ the bartender says, ‘’Are you driving or walking, Paddy
says, I’m driving, the bartender says, well that is the quickest way!

