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Kevin’s Story—Goondiwindi 1966-70  

Preamble 

 I was born Kevin Ronald Schneidewin in Brisbane, at the Royal Brisbane Women's Hospital on the 7th of March 
1943. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This was the second world war, my dad was exempt from service due to health and work reasons. I can remember 
vaguely the pracƟce air raid sirens going off at the top of our street and squadrons of planes flying over, heading off 
probably to the war. Dad dug an air raid shelter under our front landing, it was just a hole in the ground with some 
log walls. 

 

I grew up in Kedron and went to Kedron primary followed 
by Kedron high school. I was a reasonable student and 
graduated the primary school scholarship exams with a 
76% pass. In high school I got 3 A's,4 B’s and 1C at gradu-
aƟon. 

 We had a great teacher, and coach of rugby league, at 
primary school. Our team all grew up together through 
the weight grades and were hardly ever beaten. Three of 
us, including me, eventually played rep football for Bris-
bane and Queensland. 

 

 

As was the custom in 1958, most people leŌ high school at junior level 
to look for a job in either insurance, banking or the public service. I 
applied for all three with insurance winning the race, and I enjoyed a 
long career in general insurance. 

 As a young adult my sporƟng days started without rugby league, I was 
too small. I took up sailing as a crew member only because I didn't 
have enough money to own a boat. Over Ɵme we aƩended four Aus-
tralian championships. I think the best we did was 12th place and we 
won a Queensland championship.  

AŌer that, in the 60’s, I took up surfing, as a lot of young lads did. This 
was unƟl I was sent West with my job. There were no waves out there. 

 

Family Home Kedron Goondiwindi Home 
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Life in Goondiwindi 1966 to 1970  

The Company I worked for specialised in rural insurance. They had special insurance schemes linked to stock and 
staƟon agents Dalgety's, Elders, and Queensland primary producers. I was sent to Goondiwindi aged 23 as a what 
was termed, resident inspector. I really was a local sales rep, but did organise claim seƩlements and other stuff. 

I was single when first sent to Goondiwindi. It was arranged that I move in with 3 other young blokes who occupied 
Dalgety's staff quarters at the back of their office. It was essenƟally a two-bedroom flat with the front entrance into 
the office and the rear entrance onto a service Lane behind the main street. I Learnt a fair bit about drinking and 
how to play 500 and how to hate muƩon. 

The story about muƩon happened when the youngest guy in the quarters, who is named Speed for short, was sent 
to the saleyards every couple of weeks to help draŌ caƩle and sheep into pens. This is so they can be sold. Occa-
sionally we would say to Speed, how about you get hold of one of the dealers when they buy some sheep and ask 
him if we can keep one for a killer. Of course, we all had envisaged that a nice hogget would be brought home, but 
not Speed. He always picked the biggest, ugliest sheep money could find.  A guy called Bob who was the merchan-
dise manager of Dalgety’s could kill sheep properly, cut its throat, skin, gut and finally hang it. In exchange for half 
the sheep Bob did the first part of the job for us, and then we hung the sheep for a couple of days.  Then we would 
saw it in half and give Bob his piece and butcher the rest. I learnt quite a bit about butchery, aŌer a few Ɵmes, and I 
can dress a boned shoulder, leg of lamb, loin chops and cutlets. What's leŌ over, like the neck, the flap and the 
hocks we put into a stew with lots of veggies and slow cooked it. That would feed us for about 3 days. The only 
trouble was the old muƩon is full of fat and when you cooked it you had to dish all the fat off the top, if you are to 
get to the meat and veggies. When you put it in the fridge aŌer the first feed and you pull it out the next day there 
is about an inch of fat on top. We would just skim the fat off and heat it up again. By the end of about the fourth 
day, you're hearƟly sick of the strong muƩon flavour, and you look for a bit of steak to eat. 

GOONDIWINDI TOWN CENTRE 1966 



Page 4  Schneidewin, K. R. Kevin’s Story – born Brisbane 1943, v1.0. (2020). As part of the series, “Stories from the Shed”, 
Mount GravaƩ Men’s Shed, www.mtgravaƩmensshed.org.au 

 

One of the fun things we did on a Saturday night was to go to the pub and have a few beers. Then we came back to 
the office and went through the front door into the main office part of the building. Over the road in the post office 
was a manual telephone exchange with a couple young girls manning the switch board. It was quiet, so we would 
pick up our phone and they would say, number please. We would respond by saying, that's a nice jumper you’ve got 
on tonight, preƩy colour that pink. They would jump up and down and look around, trying to figure out where we 
got this informaƟon. We'd switch the light on in the office and wave to them and they'd wave back. Then we tried 
to chat them up. One of the things we did was tell jokes. These  would go back and forth and the girls would say, 
hang on a minute, I’ll get Darren from Inglewood exchange to join us. So, we tell a joke and Darren would say, we 
beƩer get Janice from St George. AŌer half an hour on the phone with the girls, half of south-west Queensland 
hooked in telling dirty jokes. It was a lot of fun and obviously if the government ever knew we would have been in 
big trouble. 

 

I was asked to join the local Lions Club as the previous 
Rep was a member and I just replaced him. This was a 
wonderful opportunity to have instant contact with 40 
town folk who could help you with all sorts of things 
like real estate, mechanics, electrical and whatever. 
Something that people don’t really appreciate is that 
service clubs do assist with transferring into the com-
munity and that's always an issue in country towns. 
There are the locals, the transferees and the farmers 
and Graziers. There is three disƟnct groups and Lions 
are full of transferees which helps you integrate with 
the community. I had some wonderful Ɵme with those 

In October 1966  

My fiancé, Glenice and I were married, and we moved into a new flat which was situated next to the Goondiwindi 
RSL club 

Fortunately,  the back door of the flat was in line with a window that looked into the RSL club pool room. I could 
come home from work and go straight to the pool room for a few beers and a game.  Glenice, who was cooking 
dinner, could call out through the window, come home for dinner. I would crawl out of the window and into the flat 
and Bob's your uncle. 

 

 

 

 

 

AŌer a few days at Goondiwindi Glenice was geƫng bored. She didn't have a job. At that stage I decided to intro-
duce her to country life and take her out to the caƩle saleyards on the edge of town. When we approached the 
saleyard there was a guy siƫng on top of the fence. His name was Bob Hawker, but he had an issue, he couldn't 
remember names, so he called everyone Shagger. He became known as Bob Shagger Hawker. As we approached, 
he said to me, g'day Shagger you're back in town. I said yes, and he replied, I suppose this is the new Mrs Shagger, 
is it? I told him, this is Glenice. Glenice was horrified, but over the years she got used to him and his sayings and 
became good friends. 

G
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Cattleyards 
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Bob used to have a property on the edge of town where he had Black Angus caƩle. He decided to buy three Bran-
gus bulls, that's Brahman Angus Cross, to add some size to his Herd and he decided to go with the primaries manag-
er to Dalby to buy them at sale. I was invited along to insure the bulls. Absolutely amazing trip because they were 
the two of the funniest guys I've ever met in my life. When we got to the yards and we looked at the bulls he want-
ed they were trying to crawl over the fence like dogs and the fence was eight feet high and they weighed a ton at 
least. I was a bit worried about insuring these things and when he got them home and put them in the house pad-
dock they promptly disappeared. He rang me to tell me, and I thought Jesus, $10,000 worth of bull claim coming up 
anyƟme soon. Shortly aŌer they disappeared he was geƫng phone calls from his neighbours saying, get these big 
black mongrel bulls out of my Cows or I'll shoot em. We got them all back but he had to put them in a special yard. I 
assume he got his money's worth in the end. 

Shagger also had a flock of sheep and I had menƟoned to him at one stage that I had not seen lamb marking in the 
old style. Lamb marking is the act of cuƫng the tesƟcles off young rams to make them into wether's so they pro-
duce beƩer wool. In modern Ɵmes they put a rubber band around the  sack and they just drop off but the old Ɵmes 
they had a knife and they would put the RAM in a cradle, grab hold of the bag and split it open. The testes would 
pop out and they would grab them in their mouth, pull them off and spit them out. Hard to believe but there were 
people who specialised in that and I'll never forget the site of this old guy with knife in hand, blood all over his face 
and prickles in  his lips doing hundreds of these operaƟons. 

 Bob Shagger Hawker was a member of my Lions Club. One evening he helped me with a problem. Like everyone 
else in Goondiwindi I parked my car with the windows down and keys in the igniƟon. While I was at a Lions 
meeƟng, my wife drove downtown to get some pills from the chemist and saw three lads siƫng on my car and 
thought they were a bit cheeky. Anyway, it appears that they decided to steal the car and drove off heading for 
Brisbane. On the way out of town a fire engine, police and ambulance went roaring past, sirens going, because 
there was a fire at the  motel on the edge of town. At this stage the young lads realised 
there wasn't much petrol in the car. With so much happening up the road they turned 
around and dumped the car in town.  

Some hours later the police pulled them up because they looked suspicious and said did 
you pinch a car, and they said yes.  I got a policeman at my front door at 3 in the morning 
saying we found your car. I'm sure they did it to get square. I then had to, with great 
trepidaƟon, ring the boss in Toowoomba to tell him that my car had been 
stolen but I had recovered it and there was no damage. When I rang, he 
wasn't there, thank goodness, so they put me onto an old Rep who was the 
second in charge and I told him the story. He said don't worry about it, I'll 
tell the boss. I expected to cop a blast but I never heard, so I assume my 
dear old mate decided it was safer for me if the boss did not know. 
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Bob Smith was the merchandise manager for Dalgety's, he was also a Lion's Club member, and aŌer I bought a 
house in Baker Street, Goondiwindi he turned out to be a close neighbour. His house was only two doors down the 
road from mine. We became good mates and sƟll are. 

He was a stocky bloke, a good salesman, and we got up to no good whenever possible. 
On Sunday mornings he would oŌen yell across the backyards of the house next door 
and say, hey Kevin I'm going to the dump, do you want to dump some stuff. This of 
course was code for aŌer the dump we'll go to a session at the pub. Our wives were a 
wakeup but that didn't seem to stop us. 

One of my jobs was to aƩend stud stock sales with a view to insuring bulls or rams for 
the large amounts of money people had paid for them. In this case it was a big sale out 
at North Star on the wheat plains and we did quite a lot of business on the day. As usu-
al the stud owner put on nibbles and drinks. It was Bob’s job to bring an 18-gallon keg 
and temprite system with gas boƩles out to the sale. This sale was in the middle of 
winter and was biƩerly cold, so everyone had one beer and went home. I had ar-

ranged to drive home with Bob. Here we were with his ute and an 18 gallon keg setup in 
the back with two beer guns. We put the guns through the windows of the ute and start-

ed to drive the 40 or 50 miles back to town, pouring ourselves a beer as required. Arriving home, we hid the keg 
amongst a heap of hay bales and conƟnued to consume it for some days aŌerwards. Unfortunately, Bob is a gener-
ous bloke and kept inviƟng more and more people for free beer, so I didn't last as long. 

When things were quiet Bob and I would select a road to drive up and call on all our mutual clients to canvas busi-
ness. At one stage there was a new caƩle drench method invented which was a bag of drench with a pipe aƩached 
and a handgun with a needle on the end. The idea was you put some caƩle in a race and when you have them in 
place you grab the flesh on their shoulder, jab the needle in and squeeze the trigger. They had no worms for six 
months.  
To demonstrate the process, half a dozen caƩle were put in a pen. They are very skiƫsh and would not cooperate. 
We tried to ram them through the race to inject them, but they kept moving around. Bob duly grabbed this old cow 
by the tail and gave it a good twist and shoved unƟl it's head hit the end of the race.  I immediately struck the nee-
dle in and squeezed which gave the cow a bit of a fright. It promptly pooed big heaps of slimy green dung all over 
Bob’s right-hand side. We had to hose him off to get him clean enough to drive home. He was not a happy chappy.  

Bob Smith and Glenice 
Schneidewin 
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Fishing is an extremely popular undertaking in Goondiwindi. There is a big 
Murray cod and a yellowbelly in the river and most of the locals have a 
boat of some descripƟon. Bob decided it was easier to catch fish in a fish 
trap, so we made this massive trap out of weldmesh. I helped him sneak 
out and put it in the river one night. Unfortunately, we caught only one 
yellowbelly and about six turtles. The poor old turtles would swim into the 
trap but couldn't find their way out and would drown. They could not 
breathe. DiscreƟon was the beƩer part of valour and we decided to dis-
pense with the trap before we killed all the turtles in the river. 

At another Ɵme Bob got his hands on a gill net which was about 25 metres long with floats on the top and lead 
weights on the boƩom. We took it to a very quiet part of the river and Ɵed the net to a tree that was lying on the 
edge of the bank. We let it trail out in the current with the idea being fish would come along and swim into the net 
and get caught. AŌer a couple of days we borrowed a boat and took a carton and went out to see what we could 
retrieve. It was decided we would pull the boat up and down the net to recover anything that was caught. We had 
drunk half the carton by the Ɵme we got in the boat. We ran the net and found nothing. There was a tree which we 
were using as a sort of wharf, and Bob being a bit of a klutz stood up with one foot on the log and one foot in the 
boat did the classic splits and we went A over T. The boat capsized and we both went under. I came up missing my 
sunglasses, losing my thongs and with a stubby full of river water.  Bob came up with his finger on the bridge of his 
glasses and his thumb over his stubby. It's beyond me how he had the presence of mind in that split second to save 
his beer, but he sure did. 

There was a tradiƟonal boys fishing trip at Easter where a 
group of guys would go out to the common, set up camp, and 
set out a heap of fishing lines, tying them to trees. The guys 
would then sit around and have a few beers. We always took a 
couple of young teenagers along to run the lines so no one 
needed to bother themselves with real fishing. One of the guys 
just snored something terrible, to the point where no one 
could get to sleep. When he was out cold one night they snuck 
over and grabbed his stretcher and carried it out onto a sand-

bank in the middle of the river and leŌ in there unƟl morning. We were all sound asleep when, all of a sudden, this 
guy started screaming that he was in the water and about to drown. We assured him he could walk out but he did-
n't like it very much. He didn't talk to us for a week aŌer which he packed up and went home. 

One of the jobs Bob and I liked was to run the Tote at the picnic races. We used to get paid $25 and it wasn't diffi-
cult to do. At one race meeƟng we worked, there was something about race 3. It was only a four-horse race and 
somehow the word got out that a certain horse was a dead set certainty to win. Everyone who bet at The Tote bet 
on the same horse. In a four-horse race you only pay the winner, no places. What happens with the totes is the 
government takes 10% off the top of the money bet and then when the winners, seconds and thirds are declared 
you calculate the winning payouts and what is leŌ goes to the race club. If everyone is a winner, the whole pool 
gets paid out, less the governments tax. For a 50 cent bet you take $0.05 tax and you can only pay them back $0.45. 
AŌer the race, when we opened the Tote window and started paying $0.45 all hell broke loose. The trouble was 
most of the punters that used the tote were women and kids, highly illegal but that's what happened anyway. The 
noise drew the aƩenƟon of the old sergeant who came over and said, what's going on here. We had to pull the 
shuƩer down, take him into the back of the tote and explain in words of one syllable how the system worked, and 
convince him that what we were doing was honest. So, we open the shuƩer and the sarge announces we were do-
ing the right thing according to the law, you shouldn't be beƫng here anyway, and off he went. Needless to say, 
the turnover of The Tote for the rest of the races on that day was very small. 
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On another occasion we were asked to run the Tote at the Talwood pic-
nic races. Talwood is a small town 60 miles west of Goondiwindi on a 
dirt road. We did our job and it was a nice day. AŌerwards, we we're 
invited back to the Talwood StaƟon homestead for a garden party with 
the officials and special guests, which was rather nice. We partook of 
copious amounts of food and grog. When we decided to go home, quite 
late in the evening, one of our good clients asked if we would like to 
stop at his place for a nightcap. We thought that was a great idea, so we 
said goodbye to all the people, got in the ute and off we went. It's pitch 

black on the road at night Ɵme, no street lights, and we're looking for his turn off and 
couldn't find it.  We took off on a track which we thought was his. We ended up driv-
ing across country, around trees and stumps unƟl we came to a fence on the railway 
line which in turn, helped us find his proper track. Anyway, we drove in and there 
were lights on everywhere in the house, so we went up the stairs and across the ve-
randa into his living room and called out, we got no answer. We figured we must have beaten him back from the 
garden party. Oh well,  as Bob Smith usually did, he raided the  fridge. He rummaged through the contents and 
found a couple of beers. We were standing around having a bit of a chat when our friend finally turned up with his 
wife. You beat us home? His wife said, how are the kids? With horrified looks on our faces we asked, what kids? 
They have been here all aŌernoon says mum, you haven't seen them? She went searching for them and found them 
under the bed. They were absolutely scared out of their wits by these too drunken yobbos stamping through their 
house raiding their fridge. Mother wasn't very happy, so Bob and I beat a hasty retreat and went home. 

Country police are a breed of their own, parƟcularly the long-serving ones. They know their place in the town socie-
ty and turn a blind eye to a lot of things for the sake of peace and harmony. For instance, the Lions Club would 
meet as well as Rotary and Apex every couple of weeks, and aŌer the meeƟng the boys would have a few beers at 
the bar. At 10 to 10 the old Goondiwindi sergeant would send around a couple of his underlings to say, okay, you 
have 10 minutes to get home. We all knew if you don't go home when told they would come back and book us for 
drinking. 

Now, the young police guys that were transferred straight from the Academy had a different view of life. They 
needed to understand country people. There was one parƟcular guy, he rode a police motorcycle and would come 
out to the gliding club from Ɵme to Ɵme. He would be given free flights, but aŌer he finished would sit outside the 
front gate and wait for us to leave. His idea was to charge people with having too much to drink. We were smart 
enough to realise when he was there, so we wouldn't leave unƟl he was gone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 I spent many months teaching my wife Glenice to drive and when I felt she was ready I made an appointment with 
the Sergeant for a test. He said, I'll send our young motorcycle guy to test her, she will be right anyway. I have seen 
her around town doing OK. This smart young cop made Glenice reverse the full length of the service lane behind 
the main street. It was very narrow and full of obstacles, and Glenice got very nervous. She lost the plot, so he took 
her back and failed her. Glenice came home crying and I asked what the maƩer was. She said, I've failed my driving 
test. I said, that's not right, so I rang the Sergeant and complained. He said, send her down here, and promptly gave 
her a licence. I assume the young cop got a red buƩ. 
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He also used to harass the caƩle 
truck drivers. They were a preƩy 
tough mob and one guy was 
driving along the road, he just 
finished unloading and he no-
Ɵced this young police guy fol-
lowing him on his motorbike. He 
was careful to keep under 100 
km/h because he would normal-
ly do 120km/h. This cop stuck 
behind him and quite close. So 

to get square he jammed on the truck brakes. The young cop went under the back of the truck, fell off his bike, 
scraped his arms and legs and bent the bike. The caƩle truck driver pulled up and went over and said, I'm sorry ma-
te, I had to stop, there was a kangaroo in front of me. This cop was not happy, but the driver said he would put the 
bike on the truck and take him back to town. When they got to the main street in town, with the bent motorbike on 
the back, they drove the whole length of the main strip blasƟng the horn. Everyone came out to have a look and 
they started laughing. That young cop got square with the truck driver later and threw the book at him for a whole 
heap of offences. That's the way it was. 

Part of my territory involved travelling to the Ɵny town of Dirranbandi. Once a month I would drive over dirt roads 
for 153 miles. They were quiet roads so I would try to get there as quickly as I could. If it was possible for me to 
drive a mile a minute, I could get to Dirranbandi in 153 minutes. This required me to cruise at 70 miles per hour to 
get the average up to 60 mile per hour. I did this regularly, fun at 23 but stupid in retrospect. 

On the trip out I would need to travel through the liƩle villages of Talwood, Thallon, Noondoo Siding, and then Dir-
ranbandi. Every Monday morning when I got to Noondoo Siding a train would be pulled up at the staƟon with the 
engine across the level crossing. I had to go over. Of course, the driver and his offsider were having smoko in the 
cabin, so they would slowly prepare their cuppa and  look at me smugly  whilst holding me  up. Once the train leŌ I 
could finally cross and be on my way to Dirranbandi.  I needed to drive quickly to beat the train to the last level 
crossing before town. This was probably fool hardy, but it's a game you played. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As I was driving towards Thallon the road made a  right angle turn when it came to the railway line. I put my foot on 
the brake and it felt funny like it was going to fade, so I coasted to the level crossing. I put my foot on the brake 
again and found I had none. Luckily, going off straight ahead, was a small track and I managed to stop the vehicle 
with the handbrake. I drove into town to a mechanic and found that the brake line had been rubbing up and down 
on an axle bracket and had worn right through. It was fixed with a bit of brazing, but I was quite upset at the Ɵme 
because I could have gone straight out through the railway line and not be here now. 

DIRRANBANDI RAILWAY STATION 
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The pastoral agents and banks in Dirranbandi were similar to Goondiwindi. The back of their shops were quarters 
where staff members lived, and it was quite common for all of them to mix together, have a few drinks at the hotel, 
and when told, go home to one of their quarters and play cards unƟl all hours. On one parƟcular night, when I was 
there, they went to the naƟonal bank and were playing cards. The door into the bank was wide open and the back 
door of the quarters was also wide open, and in full view was a big safe. I asked one of the Bank guys, aren't you a 
bit scared to be siƫng here with that big safe filled with money and in full view? He said no, not at all, we have a 
gun. He went and got this small pistol, a 38 I think, and said, if anyone tried to rob us we just aim and fire. With that 
said he picked up the gun pointed it through the doorway into the bank, pulled the trigger and it went off. Everyone 
scaƩered and ran for their life. The bullet had travelled through the bank, out the front glass window and into the 
shop over the road. The next morning the police sergeant was not pleased, the bank guys got a real rousing, but 
they had a bit of a giggle aŌerwards. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The sergeant in Dirranbandi hated the place. He transferred in from Birdsville where he was not only the police 
officer but also the stock agent, the public trustee and anything else the government would give him. He would 
have a good bludge and make good money but once he got to Dirranbandi he had  to contend with a greater popu-
laƟon. He couldn't handle the big smoke, he said. It’s only a Ɵny town of about 500 people but to him it was a huge 
responsibility. In due course he gave me quite a few insurance Ɵps and I made some good money from that. His 
reasoning was the Suncorp guy, who he was agent for, never turned up in town and I did, so I deserved to get the 
business. He really wasn't a bad guy. If he were in the pub unƟl midnight you could stay, but, when he leŌ so did 
you! 

DIRRANBANDI 
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On one trip to Dirranbandi a client wanted a review of his insurances, he lived not very far from Lightning Ridge.  I 
arranged to visit him on a certain day so I asked the pastoral agent for Primaries if he'd like to come for the drive, 
and he said he would. He asked if he could he bring his wife because she was friendly with the client's wife. That 
was not a problem, but when I went to pick them up to take them on the trip, I found his wife was 9 1/2 months 
pregnant. I commented that the road would be rough, but he assured me she would be okay. The baby wasn't due 
for a week or so. We set off with our direcƟons to turn off at a white gate at a certain distance. In the country  di-
recƟons tend to be very unreliable. We drove for far longer than I thought we should, and I'm thinking we must 
have missed the turn off. We were about to do a U-turn when we saw a guy walking along the road. This is some-
where between Hebel and Lightning Ridge, nearly desert country.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To think I came across a fellow walking along this road is almost implausible. We pulled up and asked him if he 
knew where my client’s property was, did he know it? He tells me, yes, you've missed the turn off but he said this 
bore drain here that you see, if you follow that it goes right past their back door.  I told him, mate, this is a falcon 
I'm driving. That’s not a problem, it's all claypan, you only have to cross the drain twice, all you need is a good run 
up at it and you'll get through it okay. It turned out the reason this guy knew so much about the drain was because 
he was a bore drain delver. Their job was to drag a special blade (delver) using a horse with the aim of keeping the 
open bore drains clear of weed and blockages. These open drains are now mostly piped to save evaporaƟon. With 
trepidaƟon I set off cross-country with the Falcon and my agents’ pregnant wife. Whenever we crossed the drain I 
made her get out, and I drove the car through by myself, and then helped her back in.  

 

 

 

 

We finally got to the client's place, but he was a bit upset that we were late. He had a couple hundred sheep in his 
home paddock and had to drive them through two other paddocks. We offered to help him. He drove his motorcy-
cle with his dogs following, and we drove a Mini Moke. It was a lot of fun rounding up sheep. Anyway, we did the 
business and he insisted we had to stay for dinner because it's so late. By the Ɵme we leŌ it was dark and he said 
here is the track you've got to follow. Drive in that direcƟon unƟl you eventually see a light. That light is the neigh-
bour’s house and I will make sure he keeps it on for you. When you get to his house just drive along his fence to the 
leŌ unƟl you come to the road and away you go. We did this and found the track to his house was across a claypan 
and the wheel marks were probably 100 metres wide. It was a bit hard to tell whether you were on it or not. Any-
way, we found our way in pitch darkness and beauƟful starlight, safely to the road. Near Dirranbandi we came to a 
floodway and I pulled up because there was water in it. My primaries friend said there's a flood coming. We drove 
through that water anyway and got to town. I was really pleased because that lady was very pregnant. She had the 
baby 2 days later. 
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 I was too young not to work, so I did some contract projects with an insurance broker. I also started a new insur-
ance agency business for a group of AMP life agents. ��

AŌer a couple of years I joined the staff of the YMCA as State Development officer. My associaƟon with the YMCA 
was as a member of the board of directors and president, for many years. I decided it would be a challenge starƟng 
new YMCAs so I joined their staff and we created new centres at Cairns, Townsville, and Springfield. I was also sup-
porƟng smaller country YMCAs at Stanthorpe, Murgon, Gayndah, and Bundaberg. This was a very enjoyable four 
years, working with the YMCA creaƟng new small businesses, and totally different to my enƟre insurance career 
with the excepƟon that I was used to travelling all over the state for work. ��

The YMCA has for many years owned a share in Southside Bingo and I became involved in that business in order to 
protect the YMCA’s interests. This led me to being president of Southside Bingo for 15 years and the inaugural Pres-
ident of Southside Sports and Community Club, now known as Club Southside. In order to cope with the workload, I 
resigned the presidency to become vice president of the club for 10 years. I decided that at age 70 it was Ɵme to 
reƟre completely from both bingo and the club.��

The Southside Club at one point agreed to sponsor the formaƟon of a Men's Shed at Mount GravaƩ, and I took on 
the role of Club liaison with the formaƟon commiƩee. This led to me becoming a foundaƟon member (number 38) 
and also. enabled me to secure substanƟal funding by way of grants from the club.��

My involvement with the Men’s Shed is ongoing and I am enjoying every minute of reƟrement, although I no longer 
have my love, my companion, my wife Glenice, she passed away in 2017.��

Sad, but life goes on.��
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