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LEFT:  Historic steam engine at Yarloop Workshops. CENTRE: the vertical 
boiler on turn off into Yarloop. RIGHT: the World War One medal. (See story 
of medal on Page One) 

WHY WEAR A POPPY ON REMEMBRANCE DAY 
‘Please wear a poppy,’ the lady said 
And held one forth, but I shook my head 
But stopped to  watch as she offered them there 
And her face was old and lined with care 
But beneath the scars the years had made 
There remained a smile that refused to fade 
A boy came whistling down the street 
Bouncing along on carefree feet 
His smile was full of joy and fun  
Lady said he, ‘can I have one’? 
When she pinned it on he turned to say 
Why do we wear a poppy today?  
The lady smiled in her wistful way 
And answered, ‘this is Remembrance Day’ 
And the poppy there is a symbol for 
The gallant people who died in the war 
And because they died you and I are free 
That’s why we wear a poppy, you see 
I had a boy that was about your size  
With golden hair and big blue eyes 
He loved to play and jump and shout 
Free as a bird he would prance about 
As the years went by he learned and grew 
And became a man as you will too 
He was fine and strong with a boyish smile 
But he seemed with us such a little while 
The war broke out and he went away 
I still remember his face that day 
When he smiled at me and said ‘goodbye’ 
 

I’ll be back soon, mum, so don’t you cry 
But the war went on and I had to stay 
And all I could do was wait and pray 
His letters told of the awful fight  
I can see it still in my dreams at night  
With tanks and guns and cruel barbed wire 
And mines and bullets, the bombs and fire 
Till at last, at last the war was won 
And that’s why we wear a poppy, son 
The small boy turned as if to go 
Then said ‘thanks’ I’m glad I know 
That sure did sound like an awful fight 
But your son!  Did he come home all right 
A tear rolled down each faded cheek 
She shook her head but didn’t speak 
He slunk away in a sort of shame 
And if you were he, you’d do the same 
For our thanks in giving is oft delayed 
Tho’ our freedom was bought  
And thousands paid 
And so when you see a poppy worn 
Let us reflect on burdens borne 
By those who gave their very all 
When asked to answer their country’s call. 

Just noticed the lovely table and seating 
settings around the town of Yarloop, 
especially those on the lawns of the main 
street.  Photos next Journal. 
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By BEVAN DELANEY. Life can 
sometimes grant such massive returns for such 
small things.  In this, I refer to the day Bob 
Snedden came to me and gave me a World 
War One medal, and the following story 
evolved. 

When Dan Kipping bought Sonny Wilson’s 
house on the corner of Station Street and 
Johnston Road, he had it demolished, and 
moved Cattach’s house down from the 
highway so that Collin Higgins could build his 
new house. On completion, Barbara Fairhall 
set about establishing a garden.  She found a 
WW1 medal and gave it to Bob Snedden to 
deal with.  It was promptly put in a safe place. 

Several years later, that is, just recently, 
Bob rediscovered it and gave it to me.  It had 
the inscription 3/20 L/cpl J Gardiner; no bar or 
ribbon.   Now, I didn’t know of any family of 
Gardiner, but I did know someone who might.  
You guessed it, Geoff Fortune.  He told me, 
“Jim Gardiner, he used to live on the corner of 
Station Street and Johnston Road, and one of 
his daughters married Sonny Wilson.  Marjory, 
I think it was.”   
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Sonny Wilson had moved to Waroona 
years before and had since passed on, but I 
happened to know one of his brothers, Jim, 
who is a member of the Lodge.  I rang Jim to 
see if he knew any descendents living nearby.  
“Of course, Sonny’s wife, Marjory, still alive, 
in care in Mandurah, but grandson, Brian, 
lives in Waroona, works for ALCOA.  Been 
to his house but can’t remember where,” Jim 
told me.  Hmmmmm! 

Rang ALCOA, ‘Yes, we have a Brian 
Wilson works here, but we don’t give out 
personal details.  He’s on leave at the 
moment, sorry.’  Hmmmmm.  I know, look in 
the phone book.  More Wilsons than Chinese 
in Shanghai.  Again I know!  Ring Cecil 
Platell, another Lodge mate.  ‘Of course, I 
know Brian; lives at ……… Phone 
Mr……..’ (I don’t give out personal details 
without permission, either) 

I then went to the Yarloop Volunteer Bush 
Fire Brigade Support Group, and they agreed 
to fund the restoration of the medal.   YVBFB 
meets alternate Friday’s at 5 pm, come along 
and meet long-time (Cont/d on Page 14). 

REMEMBRANCE DAY 
SUNDAY 11/11/07 1100 HOURS AT THE YARLOOP 

WAR MEMORIAL 
(See page 8 & 16 

A LEGACY OF MEMORIES AND MEDAL 
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The DAM SPINNERS, CWA  
Hall.  Enquiries to Faye Taylor.  Ph 
97291342 or Joy Jackson. Ph 
97331810. 

Country Womens’ Assoc. Second 
Wednesday each month, 1 pm Station 
Street. 

Yarloop PLAYGROUP every 
Wednesday 9.30 am 11.30 am 
Yarloop Pavilion. $2.00 per family 
and a piece of fruit.  Ph Tracy Osborn 
97334207. 

Visit Yarloop Learning Centre.  
Learn skills and impart your skills to 
others. 

YARLOOP WORKSHOPS Steam 
Days second Sunday of each month 
from March to November Ph 
97335215 or 97335368. 

NOVEMBER 11th STEAM DAY 
AT YARLOOP WORKSHOPS LAST 
ONE FOR 2007.  A GALA DAY.  

EDITORIAL 
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Yarloop Historical Workshops.  
‘Bridgette and Me’.   

Recent headlines in a daily paper of ‘ABUSIVE 
PUPILS RUNNING AMOK’  had as much written 
between the lines as  was visible in the heading itself. 

At one time it was accepted that school, along with 
the family circle, was not only a place to learn reading, 
writing and arithmetic, but also where children 
received the extension of the discipline that had 
already been established within the home. 

Since those wonderful days of  perfect social 
behaviour by 99.9% of every human being, when 
discipline was realised to be as vital to a child’s 
welfare as was the blood that flowed within his/her 
veins, complete and utter idiots, and there is no other 
name for them, were allowed to change a system that 
had worked from way back in Biblical times when it 
was written in plain and simple words, ‘SPARE THE 
ROD AND SPOIL THE CHILD’. 

Those headlines in the daily newspaper refer to the 
unenvious position of schoolteachers and school 
principals and what they have to contend with on an 
almost daily basis.  But what about the children 
themselves, what about the public and most of all what 
about society in which every human being must 
participate in daily and for all their lives.  Everyone 
comes under those headlines. 

It is Federal election time again, and the papers, 
TV, the radio, are full of what these ‘blowbags’ are 
going to do or not going to do to make our lives easier 
and better; yet, neither side, nor do State Governments, 
ever speak one constructive word on combatting  a far 
greater threat to our lives and welfare than  anything to 
confront us yet. 

Some of the 34 billion dollars they are making big 
fellows of themselves with, should be used to employ 
trained and strict disciplinarians for each and every 
school, whose sole purpose is to enforce discipline that 
is meted out in the same severity and consistency it 
was 50 or 60 years ago from the year when every child 
starts school.  If it isn’t, may God help our society, for 
no one else seems to be caring about it. 

There are millions of children who have parents 
born to a generation who have never even heard of the 
word discipline. If discipline is lacking in the majority 
of homes today, and it is, then it should definitely not 
be lacking in the schoolroom.  
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Birthdays this month are Ron Gilzan, who 
will be celebrating this wonderful milestone 
with his family and grandchildren.  Believe 
‘Nat’ could be a naughty 40!! 

Margaret O’Brien enjoyed herself when she 
rode a pillion on a ‘Harley’ through Mindarie 
Keys.  This was a fabulous birthday gift for a 
family to give their mum.  What is it going to 
be on the next big milestone, Margaret? 
Bungee jumping or maybe a ‘free fall’ from a 
light aircraft? So glad you had a great time.  
(Poor Angie was relegated to the laundry). 

Best wishes from us all, and to all who are 
celebrating their ‘special day’.  Special thanks 
to Ken; he has very kindly made a manger for 
the ‘Christ child’ and thanks to his expertise, 
we hope to share a Nativity Scene in the 
windows of ‘Bridgette and Me’ this year with 
the townsfolk and others who pass by. 

One lucky family is off to Bali; their first 
trip to ‘paradise’.  We certainly hope you have 
a lovely time and wish that we were tucked 
away in your suitcases.  Speaking of trips 
away, I have just returned from a wedding in 
Queensland, and thankfully for these 
occasions, we seem to be able to catch up with 
old friends.  I have met up with a friend whom 
I hadn’t seen for 40 years; so, as you can 
imagine, we both felt a little exhausted when it 
was time for me to return home! 

YARLOOP SOCIAL (by Jenny Cross) 

Word from the Bowling Club is that the 
spring clean-up was a brilliant affair.  The 
camaraderie between the workers was 
something to behold.  The expression was, 
‘just like the days of old’.   

The Steam Day, and I believe it was the 
second last one for the year, was a resounding 
success thanks to the trusty band of 
volunteers.  Unfortunately, the girls in the 
restaurant found the trade a little quiet (but 
then, this is the way of things). 

Not all that many people interested in 
attending the polling booth to lodge their vote 
to support Yarloop.  If you don’t get involved, 
naturally all the assistance will go to other 
areas.  It only takes a couple of minutes of 
your time.  I for one can’t believe that 
especially in a local election (and as you can 
see, a number of projects have come to 
fruition) that there has been this response. 

The ‘man who walks the dog’ I must 
admit, was working diligently handing out 
how-to-vote forms despite the rain which 
drizzled down all morning.   

The Yarloop School is having its 
centenary celebration and fair.  Don’t forget to 
come along and support your school.  

As the gardening chap on TV says, ‘Well, 
this is your blooming lot’ I’ll catch you next 
month. 

TOUR GROUPS VISIT YARLOOP. 
By Dawn Pitts. On the 23rd October a 
group of 36 people of the Falcon Seniors 
visited the Yarloop Workshops as part of a 
mystery tour. They were divided into two 
groups.  Dawn Pitts taking one group through 
and Geoff Fortune taking the other group.   My 
group was unanimous in thanking me for the 
history and information I had imparted to 
them.  Many stated that they had no idea that 
Yarloop had so much interesting history 
attached to it, or that it was the first company-
owned town in Australia. Or that the company 

owned the largest private railway in the world 
at that time! On 24th October the Rockingham 
RSL visited the Yarloop Workshops for 
morning tea and a guided tour. This delightful 
group of men and women were taken on a 
hurried tour of the Complex.  Hurried because 
they had not been told of how long the tour 
took. However, they thanked us profusely for 
our attention to them, and for the great historic 
content of the Workshop.  I told them of the 
wonderful job our resident builder has done to 
keep the Complex in first class order.  Many 
wish to return.     
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(Cont/d from Page 1, Yarloop medal story). 
Yarloopians.  I then rang an Air Force mate of 
mine, Vic Carbone (related to Brunswick 
Carbone’s); we had both been in Ubon, 
Thailand, back in the sixties.  He had a mate 
who mounted medals as a hobby, Bob Wise, 
President of the Nollamara RSL 9247 1206.  
Happy to restore it, have the ribbon, send it 
along.  I delivered the medal to Vic by hand 
and gave a deposit.  At this time of writing, I 
have the medal (see picture page 16 this 
publication) and he would not take anything 
else for it.  This was all coming together 
nicely!  I rang Brian Wilson and asked him if 
he would like to come to the Remembrance 
Day ceremony at Yarloop and receive it 
publicly, or if he would prefer, in private.  
Also asked if he could arrange for Marjory to 
be present as well.  Will ring sisters in 
Mandurah and see what we can do. Will ring 
you back, Brian told me. Ring me back he did; 
sisters will bring Marjory to Yarloop. 

Rang Barbara Fairhall, she is happy to  
present the medal she found to a descendent.  
I then spoke to Carmel at the Cabin 
Restaurant and she is happy to do up finger 
food for afterwards.  Once again, cap in hand 
to the Support Group.  They agreed to fund it. 

So, here’s what we have; one World War 
One medal, found by Barbara Fairhall, passed 

to Bob Snedden, passed to Bevan Delaney, to 
Vic Carbone, to Bob Wise and restored with 
reverence, to be presented to a grandson of the 
recipient in the presence of one of his 
daughters and family at 10.45 am, 
Remembrance Day at the Yarloop War 
Memorial.  Funded by the Yarloop Volunteer 
Bush Fire Brigade Support Group. 

Sometimes life can be quite rewarding: 
They shall not grow old as we who are 

left, grow old.  Age shall not weary them nor 
the years condemn.  At the going down of the 
sun, and in the morning we will remember 
them.  Lest we Forget! 

Footnote:  A short piece about L/Cpl J 
Gardiner may be presented next issue. 

Another footnote:  Small World!  I told my 
daughter, Carey, this story, and she said, “I 
worked at the ‘whichbank’ in Maylands with 
Sue Bungate, a great granddaughter, whose 
mother is bringing Marjory Wilson from 
Mandurah! And Another Footnote:  
Subsequent to my story about ‘It might Come 
in Handy One Day’  in last month’s Journal, 
Visit Day was at my place, and my sister 
Valmae came down on the train carrying a 
plastic bucket without a handle.  Guess What? 
I went to the shed, got a handle and fixed it!  I 
now keep my golf balls in it!  Irits are fun! 

YARLOOP COMMUNITY AND LEARNING CENTRE 

As I have been away frequently for various 
reasons, I have not been spending much time at 
the Centre...even my Emails have been sadly 
ignored...therefore I do not have a lot to report 
this month. 

Learning Centre Link had another tour of 
several Centres in Perth suburbs on Friday 
19th of October, which Pam, Sharon and I 
intended joining in.  Unfortunately no one was 
able to attend, so we have now missed out on 
both ‘days out’ for 2007.  Hopefully next year 
things will be different, as these tours are very 
interesting, giving an insight into the many 
varied activities undertaken at different places, 

and creates ideas for people involved, to take 
away and put into practice for the benefit of 
their community. 

Pulse, the regional WA State Arts 
Conference is being held in Denmark on the 
26th to 28th October, with Creative 
Volunteering training workshop on Thursday 
the 25th, which Helen and I will be attending 
prior to the Conference.  We are hoping to 
learn much and enjoy the experience as we did 
in Horsham several years ago at the National 
Country Arts Conference, which was 
amazing.  More to report next month!  Jan 
Delaney, Secretary YCL&DIC.  
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DONATIONS 
We who do the Yarning accept 

with much gratitude three 
donations.  One received per 

cheque from ‘Old’ Yarloopians 
Jim and Laurel Anderson, a 

donation from Howard Page, and 
one received from just ‘Kath’. 
These donations will go into 
consolidated revenue for the 
printing of the Journal by a 

commercial printer. 
Mere words do not express our 

gratitude from we who prepare it 
for printing.    

WITH GRATITUDE 
On behalf of all those Yarloopians, and all other readers all over 

Australia and New Zealand, who read and appreciate the 
Yarloop Yarning, the Yarning workers sincerely thank Mr Mick 
Murray and his government for making possible the continued 

printing by a commercial printer of this Journal 

The visitor asked the old Indian chief “what is 
your wife’s name?”  The old chap replied with 
“she is called ‘Three Horses’.” “That is a very 
unusual name for a wife,” said the man, “what 
does it mean?”  

“It is an Indian name,” answered the old chief.  
“It means NAG! NAG! NAG! 

The bus driver and the church minister arrived 
in heaven together.  The minister was given a small 
room overlooking the heavenly rubbish dump and 
power station.  Later he ran into the bus driver who 
had a beautiful mansion, set in the middle of a 
magnificent garden with ocean views on one side 
and mountains on the other.  The minister was not 
happy at all and raced off to find St Pete to ask 
‘how come?’  “Well,” said St Peter, “when you 
gave a sermon everyone went to sleep, but when the 
bus driver drove his bus, everyone prayed.” 
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BETSY BECKET’S YARLOOP GHOST (G Fortune) 

(Last month: Harry Budd was shooting in 
the hills when he met the mystery lady, Betsy 
Becket.) 

“Is that your trap 100 yards downstream?” 
“Could be, Mister,” she answered. 
“Well, it’s got a rabbit in it.” 
“I’ll check it later.” 
Harry noticed she was around 35 or 40 years 

of age, straight as a ramrod, and mighty pretty 
with blond hair tied in a bun.  She wore a dress 
down to her ankles, and a woollen shawl was 
over shoulders and pinned together on her chest.  
On her head was a seaman’s cap and on her feet 
were buckle-up seaman’s boots.  He also noticed 
she was deadly serious.  

“I don’t mean yer harm, lady.  This ‘ere .303 
is only for knockin’ over a ‘roo for meat.” 

“That’s all right; but I’m just makin’ certain.  
Don’t cause no trouble, and I don’t want no 
trouble.  I just want to be left alone.  I s’pose it’s 
useless askin’ yer to keep quiet about seein’ 
me ?” 

“If that’s the way yer want it, then that’s the 
way it will be,” Harry promised her.  “But ‘ow 

the ’ell do yer live on yer own up here?”  
“I manage real well, Mister.  At present 

I’m short of  a few things, but that won’t last 
forever.”  By then she had lowered the rifle, 
and it was evident she trusted Harry. 

“Well, I’d better be gettin’ back to town 
then.  But again, I can say that yer secret is 
safe with me.  Before I go, though, are you the 
lady who arrived in town on the mornin’ train 
a few days back?” 

“Yeah, that was me.” 
“Why Yallup Brook?” 
“Why not Yallup Brook?  No different 

where yer get off when yer on yer own!” 
“If I’m goin’ to keep yer secret; can I ask 

yer name?” 
“Elizabeth Becket,” she replied. “But my 

mother called me Betsy.” 
From that moment on, Betsy Becket was 

constantly on Harry Budd’s mind.  All the 
way home he wondered how a woman could 
cut herself off completely from the world, and 
why she had done so.  Harry was a bachelor, 
and for this reason (continued next page)       

These beautifully dressed little 
ladies visited the Yarloop 
Workshops  ( see page  12). 
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KIDS OUT OF CONTROL (By Dawn Pitts) 

In the West Australian newspaper dated 
Saturday  October 20th 2007, I read an article 
written by Bethany Hiatt, concerning today’s 
cultural change and its effect on society. 

This change possibly began with the so 
called ‘Women’s Liberation’ that did little to 
liberate women, for we were always free to 
raise our families, seek out employment etc, 
and this often ended when we married and 
allowed other young women to enter the work-
force and set the wives free to do the most 
important job in the world; that of raising the 
next generation of adults.  Kids have always 
been kids and will test adults to the limit.  
However, the antics kids once got up to were 
harmless pranks, and however annoying they 
might have been, they did not harm property, 
the lives of men and women, other children, 
especially not old people or animals. 

Today, their mischief is wilful damage in 
the form of slashing the seats on expensive 
buses and trains, and scratching the tinted 
windows on same, or theft of valuable 
property, graffiti on buildings etc, assault 
against human beings and road rage against 
innocent victims and so the list goes on.   
Today, if you want something, and you are too 
lazy to work for it, or if you are spaced out on 
drugs, you steal it. 

Today we are not permitted to smack a 
child and we are now reaping the results of that 
stupidity. The children of today have no 
guidance or benchmarks to measure their 
behaviour by.  They do not know what is right 
or wrong for the once-accepted rules of society 
are no longer black or white but various shades 
of grey. 

As a result of the ‘do-gooders’ a minority 
in society with loud voices, children no longer 
respect authority, whether it be schoolteacher, 
policeman, man or woman or parents, 
ministers of religion, the elderly or each other. 

Until the parents (some of whom are no 
better than their off-spring) are taught what 

they have also been denied, and discipline is 
given back to those capable of administering 
it, society can only further decline into a 
chaotic, depraved and shattered state.  

Many schools now employ expert 
consultants to manage uncontrollable children.  
However, what use is this when they return to 
the same way of life after school hours.  A 
few years back a child could be suspended on 
the spot.  Now a teacher has to have the 
permission of parents, who are sometimes 
worse than their children.  In some cases the 
dysfunctional behaviour of some children is 
so bad and disruptive that it places other 
innocent children in danger. 

What a terrible situation teachers of today 
are placed in because of a failed education 
system .  A system that both State and Federal 
Governments must accept blame for. This 
failing of the school system also has 
repercussion in the medical world, where 
doctors and nurses are daily abused and 
assaulted in many hospitals and emergency 
wards. 

I recall that when I was at school the worst 
punishment for the worst ‘crime’ was to be 
sent out  to sit on one’s own on the verandah 
because we had been caught talking in class.  
In that punishment it was a terrible ordeal 
wondering if the headmaster would see us on 
the verandah and know we had been naughty; 
and that if mum and dad found out, the fear of 
being growled at and the disappointment I had 
caused them, was more than sufficient 
punishment to not do it again. 

An old home remedy for insomnia was to 
drink a cup of Valerian tea before turning in 
for the night.  Valerian is a herb that has a 
sedative effect, and it was always stated in 
‘old-wives tales’ that Valerian was a balm for 
anxiety. The recipe called for the user to 
‘steep one tablespoon of the dried herb in a 
pint of water and brew it for 3 to 4 minutes.’ 
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A BUSY MONTH (By Dawn Pitts) 

The month of October has been especially 
busy this year.  Firstly with a successful Steam 
Day and once again we cannot give enough 
thanks to the men involved.  They arrive around 
7.30 or 8.00 am and while some are firing up the 
boilers the others are dusting, sweeping, and 
oiling the stationary steam engines in readiness 
for the doors to open at 10 am. 

The Mandurah Camera Club arrived about 
7.30 am as they wished to enter the Complex 
early.  Many were still happily clicking away 
when it was time to close.  All I spoke to said 
what an amazing place the Workshops is, and 
that they never knew it existed until they read 
about in our Yarloop Yarning.  They all said 
they would like to come back!  It was wonderful 
to see two young girls, Madigan and Grace 

Cairnduff from Mandurah,  dressed in period 
costume, or as the girls told me, they were 
‘olden-day clothes’.  Their father Alex, is a 
member of the Camera Club. 

On Tuesday the 23rd October, the Falcon 
seniors travelled to Yarloop for morning tea 
and a guided tour of the Workshops by 
Geoff Fortune and Dawn Pitts.  (See photos 
other pages.)  

On Wednesday the 24th October, the 
Rockingham RSL came to the Workshops 
for morning tea and a guided tour.  (See 
Photos). 

For people and Tour-bus operators, the 
Yarning advises that it takes at least 1½ 
hours to view and be informed of Workshops 
history. 

YARLOOP VOLUNTEER BUSHFIRE BRIGADE SUPPORT GROUP 

Due to my wildflower and Goldfields 
excursion with former long-time Yarloop 
resident Norma Wood, I am a little behind this 
month, and to make matters worse I missed the 
12th October meeting as I was helping set out 
displays for the Waroona Show.  That was an 
enjoyable experience and I saw some lovely 
needlework which made me quite envious of 
other people’s talents. 

Delia (member from Perth) ‘did it 
again’…..won two chooks in the raffle!  I must 
apologise to Val ‘A’ regarding the seals for the 
two tupperware containers that she had ordered, 
as they are still in my car waiting to be 
delivered.  Unfortunately Val did not attend a 
couple of meetings when I was here, but went 
along the week I was away, and of course, I 
hadn’t thought to tell anyone about them.  Sorry 
Val! 

It was good to see Howie out and about 
again.  We now send our ‘get well wishes’ to 
long time member Maxine Green, who is 
currently not in the best of health, but 
thankfully on the mend after several weeks of 

suffering with being in and out of hospital. 
The Support Group will be hosting a get-

together at the Fire Shed on Sunday 11th of 
November following the service of 
Remembrance Day, as it will be a special 
occasion this year with a long-lost World 
War One medal being returned to 
descendants of the soldier who was awarded 
the decoration many years ago.  Jan Delaney, 
Social director.  Bill Christie, President.  
Noeline Snedden, Sec/Treas.  Contact 

A new skylight allows a great photo of the Steam 
House at Yarloop  Historic Workshops. 
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he always sought the company of others.  
There was no way he was going to betray a 
confidence, but there was no way that he 
was going to refrain from visiting her. 

Harry was one of the engine drivers 
who took a company train from Yallup to 
two other mills the company owned in the 
ranges.  The railway line was less than a 
mile from where Betsy Becket had her 
camp.  However, it was all virgin forest and 
so thick that only those who knew the bush 
could find their way around it. 

As soon as the weekend arrived, Harry 
filled two gunnysacks with as many 
groceries and things a woman may need, 
took his rifle and dog and left for the hills.  
He left early, before it was light so no one 
would wonder why he left fully loaded.  
Harry was a few feet from the hut when 
again Betsy spoke from behind him.  
However, this time when he turned around 
she had the rifle in her right hand and 
pointed at the ground. 

“Good’ay to yer, Mr Budd.” 
“How are yer, Miss Becket?” 
“Mrs Becket, but my husband was a 

whaler out of Fremantle.  He was killed a 
year ago.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that, Mrs Becket.” 
“I told yer my name was ‘Betsy’; and 

‘CALL HALL’ 
 

FOR RELIABILITY AND A PROFESSIONAL JOB 
CONTACT WAYNE AND EVELYN HALL FOR 

CONTRACT FENCING, SEED DRILLING, HAY 
BALING! 

 
MOBILE: 0416212289 

AFTER HOURS: 97335140 

don’t be sorry, I’m not.” 
“I’ve got some things here for yer, Betsy.” 
“What?  Those two bags full?  Didn’t rob yer 

wife of anything, did yer?” 
“No, I’m not married.  Never been,” he told 

her matter-of-factly. 
“Yer want a cup of bush tea?” 
“Yeah, sure, Betsy.  I’ve got tea in that bag. 

A whole pound of it; ‘Amgoorie’ brand.” 
“Then we won’t have bush tea.  We’ll have 

real tea.” 
“Do yer mean yer been drinkin tea made 

from the bush?” 
“Yeah, but it’s good water it’s made with,” 

she told him, still without any sign of a smile. 
“I’ll get the billy out of the camp and get some 
water from the creek, while you ‘gussy’ up the 
fire.” 

By the time she got back with the water, 
Harry had worked on the fire.  He had also taken 
tea, powdered milk, sugar, bread and butter and 
jam out of one of the bags, and was sitting near 
the fire on a log that he guessed she used as a 
seat and table. 

“Do yer always take a grocer’s store with yer 
when yer go ’roo shooting?” she asked, still 
without any sign of humour. 

“Not always, Betsy, but while you are stayin’ 
up here, I will.” (To be continued next month)  
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BUNBURY ROTARY HOEING 
 

Owen Eastcott PO Box Waroona! Phone (08) 97335415. 
Mobile. 0428931630. Fax. 97335428. Pager 94809135. 

 
Re-seeding and fertilising! Ripping and mounding for 
trees or vineyards!  Rotary hoeing!  General tractor 

work! Tractor hire! Firebreaks!  All work done 
professionally and speedily! 

XDR TUBERCULOSIS 
By A R Handysides M.B. Ch.B., FRFRCSC, 

FACOG. and P N Landless. M.B., B.Ch., 
M.Med., FCP.(SA), FACC.  (Ed’s Note: The 
former doctor is director of the General 
Conference of SDA Health Ministries Dept. and 
the latter doctor is ICPA executive director and 
associate director of SDA Health Ministries. 
Both comment on the following question asked 
of them by one of their readers: ‘Is the XDR 
form of tuberculosis as dangerous as the media 
made it out to be in the recent episode of the 
man who travelled by air after being told not 
to? Or is this much ado about nothing?’ (We 
acknowledge the Adventist Record for this 
important article?) 

We believe you are referring to the Andrew 
Speaker case, which has global ramifications. 

Andrew Speaker was diagnosed in March 
2007 with tuberculosis.  Doctors started him on 
standard treatment, but susceptibility testing 
showed his strain of bacterium to be multi-drug 
resistant (MDR), and he was advised not to 
travel.  Further testing showed the bacterium 
was, in fact, extensively drug-resistant (XDR), 
but efforts to contact Speaker were difficult 
because he had advanced his travel plans and 

gone to Greece to get married. 
When he was finally contacted on May 

22, he was told to report to Italian health 
authorities, but instead he flew to Prague, 
then to Montreal, and then drove to the 
United States.  Finally, Speaker was placed in 
isolation, but not until he had flown in 
numerous aeroplanes.  Hundreds of people 
had to be checked as contacts. 

XDR tuberculosis poses a global 
challenge that, if not contained, could lead to 
a pre-1900’s problem. 

MDR tuberculosis is resistant to many 
antibiotics, but XDR is resistant to nearly 
everything.  This means our own body 
defences will have to defend us.  

In places where HIV is rampant, as in 
South Africa, the inability to treat 
tuberculosis will mean harsh consequences . 

Quarantine issues will raise their heads 
with all the arguments both for and against, 
as well as the conflict between individual 
freedom and population safety. The 
imposition of travel restrictions requires 
considerable authority.  Who possesses such 
authority?  The Centres for Disease Control 
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THE KIDS’ PAGE (By Val Fortune) 
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BUSINESS:  Fraser Range Model Railway.  Mining Families Foundation of Aust Ltd. 
TELEPHONE NUMBER:  (08) 93799479 
INTERNET LISTING:  www. miningfamilies.com. 
ADDRESS:  10 Thompson Rd Success Hill 6054 

BUSINESS:  Tourism.  Historical Steam Workshops and a working Steam House. 
TELEPHONE NUMBER:  97335215 or 97335368 
INTERNET LISTING:  www. yarloopworkshops.com.au 
ADDRESS:  Railway Parade, Yarloop, Western Australia. 

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 
Dear Yarning, it was excellent to see so 

many Bowling Club members and Committee 
members turn out for the recent clean-up day. 

A lot of the things that really needed to get 
done, got done.  Things also got undone to be 
done, which was good to see.  Camaraderie 
among members was very strong.  Helen cooked 
a feed for all; thank you. 

Don’t forget Friday night there is a great 
night, same Saturday and Sunday.  When we 
bowl at home we are open as well. 

So come to the Bowling Club and meet 
all of Yarloop. Social Membership is 
available if you just want to socialise, so 
come along.  You will all have a great time, 
and  please, all new residents to Yarloop 
you are welcome also till you become 
members. 

Yarloop, we will bring home a pennant 
this year or two maybe.  Let’s go for it and 
have a good time at the same time. I am a 
bowler, Yours Sincerely, Howard Page. 

THE MOBILE PARENTING SERVICES, SOUTHWEST VAN WILL BE 
PARKED OUTSIDE THE  

THIS A COMMUNITY SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT 

STOP PRESS: Howie Page has just 
phoned through that Yarloop received the 
‘Heritage and Cultural Award’.  Howie 
thanks Vida Hill, Marie Dodd, Liana 
Sandstrom, Dave and Robin Harvey-all 
from Yarrah.  Jan Delaney and Helen 
Alexander from the Yarloop Leaning 
Centre, Chris Germain from the Harvey 
Learning Centre, and Ellie, Howie’s dog! Yarloop Boiler, now painted in terra cotta finish. 
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COOKERNUP GENERAL STORE 
Where help and friendliness are the key words!   

Phone/Fax 97335380! 
 

Liquor! Hardware! Groceries and Post Office agency! 
7-Day trading 6.30 am to 7 pm. 

 
Your friendly neighbourhood store where you will find all you need and more.  

If we haven’t got it, we will soon get it for you! 

(CDC) asked Speaker (Cont/d next page) 
to report to Italian authorities, but he declined 
to follow the advice.  This raises the question 
as to whether governments have the powers or 
agreements to enforce such advice.  Clearly, 
border controls about public health risks need 
definition. 

If nothing else, this case put the spotlight 
on XDR tuberculosis.  It raises questions of 
how the world of public health addresses such 
thorny issues. 

In South Africa, where the disease is 
becoming a real problem among persons 
infected with HIV, much consternation exists.  
Lacking medication to treat the infection and 
with innate immunity severely hampered, the 
HIV population is at immense risk.  In a 
situation in which up to 25% of the population 
may be involved with HIV infection, millions 
are in harm’s way. 

The inability to control this form of 
tuberculosis with medication, coupled with 
millions unable to fight it, means that the 
potential for it becoming even more of a 
problem, is immense. 

While persons with strong immune systems 
have a good chance of fighting off the XDR 
forms of tuberculosis, we need to remember 
that in the pre-antibiotic era tuberculosis was a 

major killer. 
Immunisation against tuberculosis, with 

the use of BCG (bacille Calmette-Guérin) 
vaccine is helpful but not totally protective.  
Basic health-preserving measures become 
paramount. These include fundamental 
sanitary practices.  Spitting and coughing 
in public places are serious health hazards.  
The washing of hands prior to handling 
food,  after coughing or sneezing, and 
following the use of toilets is vital. 

Persons with cough, weight loss, fatigue, 
and/or night sweats need careful investigation 
to rule out tuberculosis.  Isolation techniques 
must be observed when caring for persons 
infected with the XDR forms of tuberculosis, 
as with all forms of tuberculosis. 

Much ado about nothing?  Not at all!  This 
could be the beginning of a new war against a 
re-invented old disease.  We should remember 
that in times past good nutrition, sunshine, and 
rest provided the only treatments available.  
These greatly  aid an individual’s resistance.  
When we are faced with antibiotic resistance 
as we are, with a variety of infectious 
organisms, the fundamental status of our 
health becomes increasingly important.  If we 
are not already practicing a healthful lifestyle, 
the emergence of XDR tuberculosis is another 



8 

IN FLANDERS FIELD 
In Flanders fields the poppies blow,  
Between the crosses row on row 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks still bravely singing fly  
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 
We are the dead, short days ago we lived! 
Felt dawn, saw sunset glow,  
Loved and were loved, and now we lie 
In Flanders fields 
Take up our quarrel with the foe 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch; be yours to hold it high 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields. 

 

Harvey Visitor Centre 
A town 15 kms south of Yarloop that is a tourist’s delight! 

 
Come and browse through out unique ‘Moo Shoppe’; ‘Interpretive Display’ 

and Internment Camp Shrine, while visiting the Stirling Cottage for a relaxing 
light lunch overlooking the picturesque banks of the Harvey River and 

Heritage Gardens.  Available, Amphitheatre bookings and free-accommodation 
booking service. 

 
SOUTH-WESTERN HIGHWAY, HARVEY WA 6220 

Ph. 97291122.  Email: info@harveytourism.com  Web: 
www.harveytourism.com 

Top: Jack Crooks Steam ‘apprentice’, checking 
the oiling. Bottom: Roger Jowett firing the steam 
boiler.  Both volunteers at the Steam House, 
Yarloop Historic Workshops Complex!  

THE HUMBLE RAISIN: 1000 years 
before Christ the Israelites used raisins to pay 
taxes to their King David.  Today, in 2007 
studies suggest that raisins can help blood 
pressure and lower cholesterol, and even help 
keep digestion and blood healthy.  Raisins 
are one of the best snacks you can buy.  They 
are a good source of potassium.  
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WAROONA CONTRACTING 
97333933 or 0417962321 

AG LIME 
BLUESTONE 
DRIVEWAYS 

EARTHWORKS 
GRAVEL 

HOUSE PADS 
LIMESTONE 

ROAD ROLLERS 
SAND 

WATERTRUCKS 

I’ll SHOW YOU A VOLUNTEER. 
Show me a person who spends endless hours in training without pay,  
And I’ll show you a volunteer 
Show me a person where a cry for help brings split-second response 
And I’ll show you a volunteer. 
Show me a person who is devastated when lives are lost or maimed 
And I’ll show you a volunteer. 
Show me a person who is graciously welcomed as a next-door neighbour 
And I’ll show you a volunteer 
Show me a person whose car is garaged with the grille facing out 
And I’ll show you a volunteer 
Show me a person who sacrifices home life, TV, even tender moments 
And I’ll show you a volunteer 
Show me a person visibly moved by the strains of our national anthem 
And I’ll show you a volunteer 
Show me a person who might be asked to give more than just dedication  
And I’ll show you a volunteer 
Show me a person who is asked to give more... and more... and more 
And I’ll show you a volunteer  
This poem sent in by Eva Tyler of Waroona. 

EDITOR’S 
NOTE 

The journal 
regrets it 

cannot accept 
any more 

poetry, due to 
our limited 

space, unless 
it’s original 
form is in 

closed Poetry 
Format. 

Thank you 
for co-

operating 

A fellow walks into a bar and orders a pint of 
‘less’.  The barman said he was sorry, but he 
had not heard of the brand and asked if it was 
beer or spirits.  “I’ve no idea meself,” said the 
customer, “but when I went to see me doctor 
last week he told me to drink ‘less’.” 

Don’t you hate it when you burn the toast 
and find it was the last of the bread. 

On a bumper sticker: ‘If you can read 
this, I have lost my trailer’ 

On a fridge magnet:  ‘Speak the truth but 
leave immediately after!’ 


