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But, Mate, I’ve never seen the day that’ll ever match your one 
As you said your ode and laid your wreath at the rising of the sun 
Your service was so simple just a few blokes and no fuss 
So that’s why I’m here now Mate, to say thanks from all of us. 
Pausing then to catch his breath and I thought I heard the sound 
Of a bugle playing reveille, though we hadn’t one around. 
 
I saw the digger sit up straight and look towards the door 
Again I thought the bugle called but I couldn’t be quite sure. 
And then he turned to me again but his mind seemed far away 
And again I thought the bugle called but I really couldn’t say 
‘Mate,’  he said.  ‘They’re calling me, it seems my time has come  
To go and now rest peacefully — my duty has been done. 
The bugle sounded one last time, and he stood to heed the call 
Then off he went to join his mates and vanished through the wall 
And I thought I heard him cheering as through the wall he passed  
Three cheers for Australia, Mate, I’m going home at last. 

(from Page 4.) received a 
heart transplant, or has 
stable angina, they should 
u n d e r g o  c a r d i a c 
rehabilitation.  Insurance 
companies will usually 
cover the cost of such a 
programme. 

The lifestyle promoted 
by Adventist Health 
Ministries will also reduce 
the risk of heart attack.  
But it’s only you who can 
choose to do the right 
thing.  It also rests with 
how much an individual 
cares about their health. 

Left:  Mr Geoff Cattach, President Yarloop Workshops 
Committee, with an opening address to mark the 
completion of the new Steam House at the historical 
Yarloop Workshops Complex. Full story by Ron 
Sackville in next month’s Journal, along with more 
pictures. Eventually, it is hoped that the Yarloop 
Workshops will have the best collection of steam- 
powered stationary engines in Australia, if not in the 
world. Help would be appreciated from people who have 
seen steam-driven machinery hidden or forgotten, or  
know where we could acquire any steam-driven 
machinery that needs to be safeguarded and preserved for 
posterity. Please contact the Yarloop Historic Workshops 
on Phone 97335215, or this Journal.   

ANZAC DAY SERVICE AT  CURRUMBIN (The Editor) 
The 2008 Anzac Day service from this 

Queensland  coastal town was again most 
impressive.  Each year the list read out of the 
previous year’s deceased, gets longer and 
longer, and one wonders how much different 
Australian history, or world history, would have 
been had today’s technology been available to 
our fighting force at Gallipoli.   

Indeed, how much different in the future 
will war be in the time space from Gallipoli to 
this present day.  Even while this is being 

written United States is well advanced on 
producing robot soldiers to do all the 
dangerous work of soldiering.   It is stated that 
thousands can be produced in a fraction of the 
time it takes to train humans, and they are 
cheap to produce in comparison to training 
and equipping real soldiers.  Best of all they 
can be used over and over again.  

I guess along with these ‘foot’ robot 
soldiers, they would be backed up by a robot 
aircraft, and a robot navy.   
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We regret that there is no Police News this 
month and we fully understand why this will 
not always be possible because though 
Yarloop is only a small town, its outer Police 
area still needs the attention of the local Police 
who will sometimes be too busy to write a 
report for this Journal.  We thank Geoff and 
Richard for their co-operation when possible, 
for we have been told by people that it is good 
that the Yarloop  Police are now informing of 
their duties.  

FESTIVAL OF WHEELS 
Many months back when it was first 

mentioned that the town was considering 
forming a committee to run a Yarloop 
Festival, it received commendation from this 
paper, and the promise of all the free 
advertising from this Journal that goes to the 
‘0ne-hundred-and-one’ different places we 
post this publication to over our state and 
nation.  The Yarloop Journal is now also 
posted on two different world-wide websites.   

When it was later mentioned that it could 
possibly be a festival, called the ‘Festival of 
Wheels’ it sounded all the better.   Wheels of 
all kinds, and we must not forget the hundreds 
of car club members who would only be too 
pleased to display their valuable vehicles at 
Yarloop in one of the most desirable venues 
that any town could even hope for, but which 
is a natural part of the town.    

To make this a truly great day this paper 
offers a constructive suggestion that goes back 
to the days this editor remembers when there 
were no ‘borders’ between Yarloop, Harvey 

YARLOOP HISTORICAL 
WORKSHOPS 

Come visit any day of the week, but 
especially on Steam Days every second 
Sunday in the month from March to 
November. Cabin Restaurant traditional 
baked dinners from Chef, Carmel are a 
Yarloop specialty. Phone 97335215 or 
Mob. 0418916163 

and Waroona. 
Is it possible that these towns be invited to 

form committees of business people, whereby 
the three towns combine to make the ‘Festival 
of Wheels’ the greatest day ever for not only 
Yarloop people and businesses, but for the 
two related towns of Harvey and Waroona as 
well?  Related because of their proximity to 
each other. 

Let us not forget that it is possible to 
‘reconstitute’ a town even after it has been 
badly beaten or even destroyed.  It has 
happened to countless other country towns in 
this nation, and it can happen to Yarloop.  Not 
only for the day of the festival but throughout 
the year. 

Some far–sighted folk have come up with 
this idea, all it needs now is co-operation from 
everyone, and the ‘Festival of Wheels’ could 
become an annual event looked forward to by 
all and sundry, that could benefit the 
Waroona, Yarloop and Harvey townships in 
many ways throughout the full year 
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The DAM SPINNERS CWA  Hall.  
Enquiries to Faye Taylor, Ph 97291342 
or Joy Jackson Ph. 97331810. 

Country Women’s Assoc. second 
Wednesday each month.  1 pm Station 
Street. 

Yarloop PLAYGROUP every 
Wednesday 9.30 to 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. 

Visit the Yarloop Historical 
Workshops Complex and take a step 
back in time.  Open daily 10 am to 4 
pm, seven days a week. 

EDITORIAL 
Recent headlines declare the crisis for millions of 

people in the world who are finding food too 
expensive to purchase.   The remarkable thing about 
these headlines, is that they do not only apply to 
Third World countries they belong to countries such 
as England, United States and Australia.   

The world has out-costed itself and once again 
the people bear the brunt of this scandalous 
situation.  This situation of food runs parallel with 
many other associated problems that families have 
to contend with today.  

Keeping oneself alive, along with the rising cost 
of fuel, house payments, taxes, is a catastrophe now 
venting itself on millions of people world-wide.  In 
Australia alone it is stated that within the next 3 
years 100,000 Australians will have lost their 
homes, along with any equity they might have had 
in it.  There are literally thousands of Australians 
who now owe more on their homes than the home is 
worth. 

Along with this high cost of food is the fact there 
is no guarantee that it is safe to eat; unless we buy 
food grown by Australian farmers and vegetable 
growers.  However, how do we know that those 
items labelled in supermarkets are actually 
Australian grown, for we can’t believe anything we 
read today. 

Imported food items from United States are 
known to be safe for they were the leaders in food 
production that withdrew dangerous chemicals.  But 
the food being imported into this country at present 
from some other countries is poisoned beyond a safe 
level.  Some of it contains levels of poisons and 
toxic chemicals 100 (one hundred) times more than 
what is accepted as a safe level for human 
consumption. 

Much of it is covered in bacteria that will not 
destroy by cooking, and there are known cancer-
causing chemicals in imported peas, dates, peanuts, 
garlic and capsicum to name a few.  It is stated that 
imported dates contain 300 times the allowable safe 
level of lead. Because of the amount imported, 
quarantine can only inspect 5 in every 100 
shipments. Contact your local government 
representative and loudly protest.  

EDITOR:  Geoff Fortune PO Box 758 
Mandurah WA 6210. Ph 95811678 or 
Fax 95835309. 
 
SUB-EDITOR:   Dawn Pitts PO Box 
758 Mandurah WA 6210. Ph 95811821 
or Fax 95813458 
 
REPORTER:  Dawn Pitts, address as 
above. 
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and Val Fortune addresses as above.  
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(Continued from page 9)  out as he hung on to 
the top of the tank, and wondered where he 
was going to sleep each night! 

It was only a coincidence, that as he sung 
out from out of space that ‘Clanky’ Irons, the 
manager of the Company Emporium was on 
earth on his way to the station to pick up a 
parcel and heard the voice in outer space.  
Knowing angels didn’t swear, Clanky took it to 
be the devil.  “Gawd, help me!  What was 
that?” Clanky asked himself, as he stopped and 
gazed in awe around about him at what he had 
heard. Of course, from where he was standing, 
Clanky couldn’t see Shorty and Shorty 
couldn’t see Clanky.  “Who’s that ?” he asked, 
as if to confirm that he wasn’t going off his 
head. 

“Who’s that,” came the voice from above. 
“Who’s that that says who’s that when I 

say who’s that ?” Clanky asked. 
“It’s me,” answered Shorty.  “I’m in the 

tank.”  
“What tank, and who’s me?” asked Clanky  
He could be excused for asking ‘what tank’ 

for remember it is 100 feet up in outer space 
and when something is that high it doesn’t 
belong in the ‘line of vision’ and if that is so 
then it doesn’t exist! 

“The blasted water tank and I’m Shorty 
Long,” came back the voice from above. 

Water was the key that unlocked Clanky’s 
mind and he began to look up.  “What the ‘ell 
are ya doin’ up there Shorty?” 

“Don’t ask such stupid questions Clanky.  I 
don’t know what I’m doin’ up here.  Will ya 
bring me clothes up and help me down.” 

Clanky lowered his eyes to look for 
clothes.  “There ain’t no clothes here Shorty.”  
Again he thought he would try for information.  
“How the ‘ell did you get up there?  Did ya 
come through the pipes?” 

Shorty didn’t know if Clanky was being a 
‘smarty pants’ or if he was trying to further his 
education.  “It doesn’t matter how I got up 
here, ’cause I don’t know; and I don’t know 
how I’m goin’ to get down, ’cause I ain’t goin’ 
to climb down.  Gawd help me, Clanky.  I ain’t 
got no clothes on yer know!”  

“I bet you’re cooler up there than it is 
down here, Shorty” 

“Gawd, don’t stand there talkin’ to me, 
Clanky, come up and carry me down.” 

“I’ll tell yer something, Shorty, I ain’t 
takin’ you nowhere; ‘cause I don’t care what 
you reckon you’d pay me.  I ain’t climbing 
that ladder for one hundred million quid.” 

“Well, I ain’t climbin’ down it for one 
hundred million quid.” 

“I suppose I’d better go and get Old Harry 
Standish, then.” 

“What the hell you doing up there, 
Shorty?” Harry Standish, the policeman 
asked after Clanky had summoned him to the 
tank. 

“I don’t even know how I got up ‘ere, 
Harry,” shorty told him. 

“Yer must have come through the pipes,” 
Harry told him. 

“I’ll bet Clanky told yer that.  But how am 
I goin’ to get down, Harry.  I ain’t climbin’ 
down! Gawd it’s cold up here Harry!” 

“It ain’t cold down here, Shorty.  If it’s 
cold up there, and you got any sense, you’ll 
stay up there.”  Harry Standish realised that 
the only way he was going to get Shorty 
down was lower him by rope.  “I’ll have to 
go and get a bundle of rope from the stables, 
Shorty. You wait here, Clanky and talk to 
him.  He’s probably sufferin’ a bit of shock.” 

“What you doin’ here talkin’ to the sky 
for?” asked ‘Blacky’ Swan, as he crossed the 
railway station yard to get some cold drink 
for his family. 

“I ain’t talkin’ to the sky,” Clanky told 
Blacky.  “It’s Shorty Long, up there in the 
tank.  He don’t know ‘ow he got up there.” 

“Did you come through the pipes?” 
Blacky asked, as he looked up to see if he 
could see Shorty. Then quietly to Clanky He 
said, “I’ll bet Shorty Long is Shorty Short, 
for that water will be as cold as the outside of 
an eskimo’s igloo.” 

“What are you two men doing standing on 
the railway line talking” asked Jean Cramer 
and Jean Gallup, as they were on their way 
home.  (To completed next month)   
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April has been a busy month with several 
conducted tours arranged during the week  
other than Steam Days.  On the 6th of April 
we had the pleasure of taking about 20 people 
from the Off-Road Bike Club through the 
complex and they were amazed at the size 
and the historical importance of the Yarloop 
Workshops. 

On the 8 April, about 14 women from the 
Murray Fitness Group were taken through 
and they also marvelled at what we have in 
our own backyard.   And this was the first 
‘women’s only’ group we have taken 
through.  These people were so impressed 
that they returned on Steam Day with their 
husbands and despite only a few days 
between visits they enjoyed the tours and 
wandered around the complex for several 
hours before going home.  It is a privilege 
meeting such wonderful people with a 
diversity of backgrounds and interests.  And 
we sincerely thank Jennifer Fitch, who came 
with the group, for her lovely letter of thanks.  
Thank you Jennifer, the many letters and 
phone calls we receive show how much the 
historic value of the Workshops is regarded. 

Also this month a father and son, from 
Austria, came through the doors and spoke to 
us for an hour or two and marvelled at the 
history of our town and how it is connected to 
them through the sheoak barrel staves  that 
were cut here and exported to Austria where 
the coopers shaped them and assembled the 
barrels.  They were fascinated by Geoff 
Fortune’s knowledge of how the patterns 
were cut here and sent complete with bands 
of copper to hold them together for them to 
pour the vintage into and allow the wine to 
age and absorb the aroma of the oak.  Bevan 
Delaney was present and went home to get 
them a small sample of sheoak to take back 
with them. 

(Ed’s Note: When I was nine,  my sister 
and I would take our father’s tea to him at 
the Yarloop Mill for it was then working a 

24-hour shift cutting one million barrel staves 
out of sheoak.   These were cut in the square 
at 3 foot 6 inches long by 3½ inches wide by 4 
inches thick. They were then sent to Austria 
and Germany for wine barrels where the 
coopers shaped the curved stave and 
assembled the barrels.  The order took so 
much sheoak from the forest that in the end 
the company was bringing sheoak logs from 
as far away as Albany to complete the order.) 

STEAM DAY 13th April 2008  
This day was busy with the official opening 

of the Steam Shed extension where about 60 
invited guests enjoyed a smorgasbord luncheon 
in the Cabin Restaurant.  Once again we can 
only give our humble thanks to the Steam Men 
for the mighty job they do each month.  Some 
how thank you seems inadequate, for without 
these dedicated men and a young lad, Jack 
Crooks, the complex appears to lack 
atmosphere and they make it come alive. 

We need more young men and women to 
volunteer their time and energy.   However, it 
is realised we live in busy days for all.  

ANZAC DAY takes place after the 
deadline for the Journal this year but that 
doesn’t mean that it has not been drawn to our 
attention by the dedicated men and women 
who work tirelessly during the year raising 
money to keep the War Memorial looking 
attractive for the many visitors to Yarloop.    

  

HAPPENINGS AT THE WORKSHOPS  (Dawn Pitts) 

YARLOOP 
A quiet, pretty little town about 55 ks north of 
Bunbury.  At this time of the year it is 
refreshingly different.  Take five on your way 
through to the south-west or the city, and call 
in for a cuppa, a look around.  Yarloop is the 
home of the historical engineering Workshops 
that serviced the milling industry that began in 
the town in 1896, and which caused Yarloop to 
become the largest timber centre in the world. 
Come see the collection of steam engines.   
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AT LEFT.  Mr Mick Murray.  In the last issue this paper 
stated that Mr Mick Murray now represents a new 
electorate. However, we apologise for this previous 
statement, for it is not until after the next state election 
that Mr Murray leaves Yarloop people in the care of 
another politician, and takes up his new area.  In the 
interim, Yarloop is still represented by a dedicated and 
caring politician despite whatever political party one votes 
for, and on behalf of Yarloop people, we thank Mr 
Murray for his attention to town issues. 

YARLOOP COMMUNITY LEARNING CENTRE 

Research in the USA tends to support the fact that ginger 
is good for heartburn.  Because fresh ginger is too spicy, 
use a ¼ to a ½ teaspoon of dry ginger to a cup of hot 
water. A refreshing drink can also be made of this mix by 
adding a squeeze of lemon juice.  The same research 
found that eating pasta, rice, potatoes or other foods high 
in complex carbohydrates absorbs stomach acid.  We 
should also sit for a while after eating. 

Louise has been busy again with the Youth 
Programme.  There were several activities 
available during the school holidays, two days a 
week, which were enjoyed by those 
participating.  However, it would be really great 
to see more local youngsters joining in as it is 
always fun to learn new skills and do different 
things, so come along soon and see what is 
available after school each Wednesday and 
Thursday during term time.   

It appears that organising the Yarloop 
Festival of Wheels is well in hand, with the 
premiere event planned for March next year.  If 
you are interested in this, I suggest you contact 
Steve Smith for more information or to share 
any ideas you may have. 

Helen, Sharon and Anne are back after their 
Melbourne sojourn, hopefully brimming with 
new ideas for the Centre and also help them in 
their work. The Learning Centre Link 
Conference is being held at the Oasis Resort 
again on the 2nd and 3rd of May, and I am 
looking forward to attending, along with the 
other three ladies.  I learnt lots two years ago 

when we experienced our first LCL State 
Conference, as the sessions held were very 
interesting , offering a diverse choice of 
subjects.  I am hoping we will all thoroughly 
enjoy the ‘learning experience’ this time. 

The Yarloop Community Centre offers a 
wide range of services, so come along and 
see for yourself, Monday to Thursday 
between 10 am and 3 pm. Become a member 
to enjoy discount prices on services and also 
be eligible to nominate for the committee. 
Jan Delaney on behalf of the YCL&DIC Inc 
8 Barrington-Knight Road. Ph. 97335600 

Seen written on a fridge magnet and sent in 
by one of our New Zealand readers who 
requested  a monthly copy of the Journal:  
‘Politicians are like bananas in a box.  They 
go in green, there’s not a straight one to be 
found, and they turn yellow when decisions 
are to be made. (Ed’s Note: Thank goodness 
we have a good ‘BUNCH’ of politicians in 
Australia!!!!) 
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A man won a lot of 
money and went on a 
bender for three days.   
When he came home his 
angry wife confronted him, 
and he copped heaps for 
two hours. “How would 
you like it, if you didn’t 
see me for a whole three 
days?”  Without thinking 
he replied, “That would be 
fine by me!” 

Monday went by and 
he didn’t see his wife, 
Tuesday and Wednesday 
went by and he still didn’t 
see his wife, but on 
Thursday the swelling 
went down so he could just 
see her a little bit out of the 
corner of his right eye. 

REDUCING THE RISK OF A HEART ATTACK 
(Ed’s Note: We insert these articles from 

two Adventist doctors from the SDA Church  
who write them for public benefit.  As we 
sincerely care about your health, the Journal 
uses them for your benefit., and the following 
question was sent into the two doctors. Their 
answer is as follows.) 

My mum is only 50, and she just had a 
heart attack.  We are concerned because she 
seemed very healthy.  My brother and I are 
27 and 24 respectively.  Does this mean we 
are at risk ourselves? 

This is a good question and one you need to 
ask your doctor to determine for you.  The 
British Medical Journal reported in their 
September 8th 2007 issue that evaluation of 
family members could pay dividends. 

In a study of 130,000 families, those having 
one or more family members with documented 
heart disease accounted for 70 percent of the 
study participants who experienced early onset 
heart attacks and 80 percent of premature 

strokes.  They represented  only 14 percent 
of the general population, however. 

This means that family predisposition to 
heart disease is a serious matter.  The 
researchers estimated that up to 50 percent 
of the predicted heart attacks could have 
been prevented by appropriate intervention. 

The first evaluation by your doctor will 
be of your indicators of risk.  What are your 
cholesterol levels, your weight, blood 
pressure, and lifestyle practices?  Do you 
exercise? How much fat and what 
proportion of saturated fats are in your diet?  
Do you eat sufficient nuts and omega 3 fatty 
acids?   

Although your mum will probably be on 
medication, the best thing she could do is go 
through a cardiac rehabilitation programme.  
The Harvard Heart Letter recommends that 
if a patient has had a heart attack, undergone 
angioplasty, had bypass surgery or a valve 
replacement,  (Continued page 16) 
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ANZAC DAY 2008 (The Soldier’s Ghost) 

(Ed’s Note: The Journal comes out after ANZAC DAY, but from 
our very first year we acknowledged this important day in 
Australian history.  This year we have given a page and a quarter 
with a poem in memory of the fallen of the 1914-18 War, and for 
all those wars before and after where Australians have fallen.) 
 
Our Anzac service had been held at the dawning of the day 
For that is our tradition to commemorate that way 
We’d had our gunfire breakfast and had settled in the bar 
And an Irish bloke we’d had flown in was strumming his guitar 
The place fell strangely quiet as a stranger staggered in 
The air grew dank and heavy and the light began to dim 
I thought he was from the desert but he didn’t look too well 
And I’d say from his condition that he must have been through hell 
 
I peered at him across the room as a mist began to form 
And as he moved toward the bar  I spied his uniform 
I then peered more intently though the mist was getting thick 
And I was getting nervous and my pulse was getting quick 
No one else appeared to notice him, this stranger in khaki 
And I felt quite uncomfortable, for he stared straight back at me 
Around his neck a chinstrap held a hat I’d seen before  
For I had one quite similar hanging on my door. 
 
It had the left-hand side turned up and an emu plume, just one 
and proudly set upon the brim, the badge of the Rising Sun  
He moved around towards me and I felt the air grow cold 
And I noticed that his uniform was moth-eaten and quite old 
And though oblivious to his presence, the others in the room 
Appeared to move out of his way as he floated through the gloom 
He gave a long and mournful sigh as he sat down there with me 
And said so very softly, ’Mate, can you spare some time for me?’ 
 
‘You see,  I’ve wandered this world of ours for nearly eighty years 
Then he paused and sighed again and his eyes filled up with tears 
You see, mate, I’m an ANZAC who got knocked at Gallipoli 
Before I even made the beach or saw the enemy. 
No one knew the way I fell or where my body lay 
And so my soul has drifted mate, which is why I’m here today 
You see mate I was with you at four o’clock this morning  
As you bowed and remembered us as the sun was just on dawning  
 
‘I’ve seen a lot of Anzac Days with parades and wreaths galore  
Shiny boots and uniforms and bands and so much more 
(Continued on page 16) 

SMILE AWHILE 
(Ed’s note: This is what 
is known as a long joke! 
It goes the full length of 
the page. 

A bloke walks into 
the local Centrelink 
office, goes straight up 
to the counter and says, 
“Hi… I want you know, 
I just HATE getting the 
dole, I’d much rather 
have a job, and work for 
what I get!” 

T h e  C e n t r e l i n k 
worker says, “Your 
timing is excellent.  We 
have just got a job 
opening from a very 
wealthy old man who 
wants a chauffeur and 
bodyguard for his 
b e a u t i f u l ,  b l o n d e 
daughter.  You’ll have to 
drive around in his 
Mercedes, but he’ll 
supply all your clothes.  
Because of the long 
hours, all meals will be 
provided.  You’ll be 
expected to escort the 
daughter everywhere.  
This means on overseas 
holidays as well, and 
look after her every 
need.  You’ll have a two
-bedroom apartment 
above the garage and the 
start ing salary is 
$200,000 dollars a year.” 

The bloke says to the 
Centrel ink worker, 
“You’re having me on, 
aren’t you?” 

T h e  C e n t r e l i n k 
worker says, “Yeah, well 
you started it!” 



WHAT’S THIS 20/20 SUMMIT ALL ABOUT? 
There is an old saying in the town of 

Yarloop used by some who frequent the place 
and it is ‘The mind boggles’, and the mind 
boggles at the Federal Government’s attempt at 
making a big issue out of themselves with the 
20/20 Summit. The excuse was that it was to 
gain new ideas for a better future for all 
Australians. 

It might be asked, what about fulfilling and 
completing the old ideas first that would make 
a far better Australia for everyone than any 
ideas that might have been put forward at this 
weekends jaunt to Canberra by the 1000 
visitors to Parliament House! 

There is no shortage of ‘ideas’ from the 
many situations that nothing gets done about, 
and presents plenty of scope for the 
government to do something to make a better 
Australia for everyone. Idea 1, what about the 

deteriorating health and hospital system? Idea 
2, what about the increasing violence in 
Australian society? Idea 3, what about fixing 
a court system that allows Police Officers, 
guardians of the law, to be bashed by thugs, 
who get a smack on the wrist, for their 
thuggery?  Idea 4, what about hardship forced 
on every Australian by ever rising costs in 
food, clothing, petrol, and facilities?  Idea 5, 
what about the safety of the elderly?  Idea 6, 
what about the absolute violence and trash 
allowed to be screened as home 
entertainment.  Idea 7, what about National 
Service Training that will fix many social 
problems.  These are only a few of the many, 
many ideas the government could easily work 
on without making a big show of taking 1000 
people to Canberra to think for them! 

YARLOOP VOLUNTEER BUSHFIRE BRIGADE SUPPORT GROUP 

Long time Yarloop residents, and former 
members of the support group, Lui and Janet 
Lamberto, recently re-located to Harvey after 
selling ‘Villa Costa Lotta’ some time ago. 

Janet became a legend in her own time 
when participating in our car rallies.  As you 
drive down Uduc Road you will see their new 
abode, and also Lui’s great garden on the right-
hand side (opposite Dr Wu’s surgery) where the 
palm trees that were transplanted from the 
South West Highway/Aitkin Street corner are 
doing well. 

The bi-annual super draw for Hurry-Scurry 
was held on the 11th of April and three of the 
B’s (Barry, Bevan and Bob) shared most of the 
prizes, but left the lucky last for Howie (now 
aka ‘Bowie’)!   

It was good to see Bill Christie back on 
deck once again.  Barbara Fairhall says hello to 
friends in town.  She accompanied Delia, 
Bevan and me to a very enjoyable dinner at 
RAAFA Meadow Springs after the meeting.  It 
was unfortunate having two functions on the 

same evening, as I would have liked the 
members to have visited the Cabin restaurant 
after proceedings ended.   Rest assured, we 
will sample more of Carmel’s culinary 
delights another night in the near future. 

Maxine and Bert Green have been away 
down south again relaxing for a couple of 
days.  Latest news from our friends in 
Broomehill is that Chris has recently 
undergone a little operation and Barbara may 
have to have her knee attended to.  We wish 
them well. 

As the next scheduled meeting falls on 
Anzac Day, it will not be held, as several of 
our members will be busily involved during 
the day at the Fire Shed and in need of respite 
by 5 pm, therefore, the 9th of May will be the 
next date to remember.  Unfortunately we 
had no luck in the $19 million Lotto draw, 
but I’ll keep on buying tickets! 

Bill Christie, President.  Noelene 
Snedden, Sec/Treas. Jan Delaney, Social 
Director.   
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TIDY TOWNS 2008 (By Jan Delaney) 

I have been organising paperwork and also 
writing letters to Harvey Shire re several 
projects that have been proposed for this year.  
After we hear what is required, I am hoping 
we will quickly get some cleaning up 
organised and other works in the Heritage 
Precinct under way.   

I have several people interested in helping 
this year, which is good, as the more 
community members involved the better 
things should be for the town. 

I will visit the school and photograph the 
improvements there to include in our 2008 
submission, along with up-dates of projects 
that were under construction last year.  If you 
have an idea that could be of interest, please 
contact me or Howard Page, by leaving a 
message at the Community and Learning 
Centre or telephoning me at home. Jan 
Delaney (97334013) for Yarloop Tidy Towns 
2008. 

THE HEALING POWER OF THE SOYA BEAN 
When United States Seventh Day 

Adventist missionaries first went into China in 
the middle 1800’s, they were shocked at the 
number of babies dying of starvation.  In one 
particular area they took over an old 
abandoned farmhouse to turn into a hospital 
for the dying children.  So many starving 
children filled the place that they did not 
know how to feed them.  They chose the 
fittest and fed them on an ordinary diet, and 
those whom the doctors knew were almost at 
death’s door through starvation, they began to 
feed them on a large pile of a special certain 

bean that had been stacked in bags and left by 
the previous owners on the verandah of the 
old house.  In three months the babies who 
were close to death’s door, and who were 
being fed on the soya beans  were fit and well 
and gaining weight and good health. 

Some of these ‘magic’ beans were sent 
back to the United States for analysis, where 
they were found to contain compounds and 
elements never heard of before.  From that 
time, the Adventist Health section of the 
church have always advocated the use of soya 
for good health.  (More on this next issue). 
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YARLOOP SOCIAL NEWS (By Jennifer Cross)  
Yes, I’m back! After speaking to so many 

lovely people whom I believe actually missed 
me,  I have decided to return to the Yarning; so 
much for retirement. 

This is a busy month and quite a few 
Birthday People that includes Josh, Gabrielle 
and Robin, our new postie.  

It is not only the policemen who take time 
out for a grin and a wave, we can also include 
the postie.  Doesn’t take much does it, but gee it 
makes a difference. 

Carmel is off to Esperance this month for a 
wedding.  Seems that they must all be in the air. 

There will be much excitement when family 
and friends from near and interstate arrive in 
Yarloop to celebrate the marriage of Rayleen 
O’Brien, youngest daughter of Margaret and the 
late Raymond O’Brien, to Ian Everison, son of 
John and Maureen Everison.  Rayleen and Ian 
have chosen to exchange their vows under the 
Moreton Bay fig tree in Railway Parade. 

Maureen Beatty will attend the bride, and 
Dave Everison the groom.  Brother Peter will 
chauffeur the bridal party.  The date 26th April 
chosen by the couple is also special in that it is 
shared with sister Elanor (sic), it  also being  her 

wedding anniversary.  Reception to be held 
at the Bowling Club in Yarloop, where the 
couple are long-time members. Best wishes 
from ‘Bridgette and Me’ and promise 
photos and further updates in the next 
issue. 

‘Bridgette and Me’ are pleased to 
advise all those who enjoy a freshly brewed 
coffee, or perhaps a lovely cup of tea that 
we now have a mini ‘to go’ and look 
forward to having your company. 

Yarah, the Yarloop Ratepayers and 
Resident group, are always ready to 
welcome new members.  They meet at the 
Cabin Restaurant 6pm, the first Wednesday 
of the month.  There are plans for a disco 
for the kids, also arrangements for skips 
(bins) so the community can help in a 
couple of annual clean-ups, so as small as 
they are, this group is getting somewhere.  
(Ed’s Note; see article and photo re 
swimming pool petition in this paper). 

Jean and Nick are heading for the North 
West and both are looking forward to their 
yearly expedition. Safe journey and we 
look forward to(continued next page)  
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KID’S PAGE (By Val Fortune) 
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LAST CHANCE TO SAVE THE YARLOOP POOL 
By RON SACKVILLE.   Wednesday  

April 16th a small group of residents and their 
children travelled by bus to Parliament House 
to present the town’s petition to Premier Alan 
Carpenter. 

The day started with a photo at the pool 
and our volunteer driver, Terry, setting out for 
Perth where we all enjoyed a brief stop at 
Kings Park for lunch.  Then off to the steps of 
Parliament House where the Premier had 
arranged for us to meet Mr Kobelke.  He 
listened to our arguments and received the 
petition and has agreed to revisit the issue of 
what will happen to Logue Brook at Yarloop.  
We suggest the site could be made a historic 
one as part of the original Harvey Irrigation 
Scheme, retaining the check and Dethridge 
wheels and supplying part of the 

environmental flow for the creek from the 
pipe that has been installed to supply water to 
the toilets from the Pipe Irrigation System. 
The fish ladder could also be made longer to 
retain the current wall height and be part of 
this tourist feature for Yarloop.  We were also 
pleased to see some Perth media. 

With much singing (about 50 verses of 
‘Old McDonald’s Farm’) plus others and 
some comments from Howie about flies on 
the bus, we all returned to a delicious 
afternoon tea provided by Carmel at the Cabin 
Restaurant. 

The day was a great success as we 
achieved  what we set out to do.  To all the 
knockers of our efforts we say ‘we have not 
given up’.  The cost of the bus was donated by 
locals.  

At Left:  Photo of the group and 
Bus at the Yarloop Swimming 
Pool before setting out for a day’s 
vacation in the city to present a 
petition to the minister, Mr 
Kobelke Photo from Ron 
Sackville’s mobile phone.  

“The first Sunday I sang in the 
church choir,” stated a new 
convert to the church, 200 people 
changed their religion!” 

The world’s largest lemon 
weighed 7.265 kilogrammes and 
was grown in Israel. 

On a fridge magnet.  ‘Never be 
afraid to try something new, 
remember that a rank amateur built 
the Ark, but a group of 
professionals built the Titanic.’ 

There is a word in the English 
language that has only ONE vowel 
that occurs SIX times in the one 
w o r d .  T h a t  w o r d  i s 
INDIVISIBILITY! Meaning that 
something cannot be divided. 

YARLOOP HISTORICAL WORKSHOPS 
AND CABIN RESTAURANT 

 
Steam engines run every second Sunday in each 

month from March to November. 
Take a step back in time and have a guided tour 

of the overall complex by two professional 
guides.  To book a group contact Ph. Mob. 

0411115151 or Ph Mob.0418916163 
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(continued from previous page) seeing you in 
the spring.  

The signs on the boilers at the entrance to 
Yarloop look quite impressive; hopefully they 
will help generate more visitors to the town 
and in the long run all the town benefits, 
doesn’t it! 

The ‘Great-Cup-of-Tea Morning will be 
held on the 23rd May.  There will be a 
morning tea served at the Cabin Restaurant.  
Hear tell that the new chef is cooking up a 
storm at the Yarloop Hotel.  We are all 

fortunate that we now have a couple of 
choices for dinner.  Best wishes Troy; keep 
up the good work and not forgetting happy 
birthday. 

Lastly, don’t forget Mothers’ Day; the 
second Sunday in May.  I for one won’t let 
my family do so.  Plan to put the feet up, and 
do absolutely nothing!  Take care, catch you 
next issue, Jennifer.  (Ed’s Note:  Good to 
have contributors to the Yarning!  Welcome 
back with your Social Column, Jenny). 

IS THERE ANYTHING WORSE THAN DERELICTION? 
There is nothing worse than dereliction, or 

abandonment, of something that means so 
much to the public or to a particular group that 
depends on  that something  to promote a little 
more of the quality of life. 

I refer to the Yarloop Swimming Hole. On 
passing it yesterday on my way to Cookernup, 
I was truly disappointed to see that previous 
notice of its closure had been carried out.  For 
all those Yarloopians, adult and children, who 
gained much pleasure in swimming there, I do 
hope that something might be done to replace 
one more nail in Yarloop’s coffin. Billions  of 
dollars are  wasted elsewhere, so PLEASE! 
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INSTRUCTIONS FOR CLEANING THE TOILET 

(Ed’s Note:  Strange heading? Not at all 
for four reasons.  Firstly, it is a community 
service, secondly it was received from one of 
our Eastern States contributors, thirdly, it 
can save the housewife lots of time, and 
fourth, while usefully engaged the cat won’t 
be killing birds!)  

(1) Lift lid on toilet, and pour in ½ a cup 
of animal shampoo. 

(2) Take the cat in your arms, stroke it 
gently, while slowly moving in the direction 
of the toilet. 

(3) At a suitable moment, quickly place 
the cat into the toilet bowl, and close the lid 
quickly and either stand on it or sit on the lid. 

(4) The cat will now start the cleaning 
process and will generate plenty of foam and 
cleaning action.  Do not be concerned about 
the loud noises, for your cat is enjoying 
himself. 

(5) After several minutes flush toilet to 
start the ‘Power-wash’ and then flush again 

for the main wash cycle. 
(6) Ask someone to open the front door 

and ensure that no one is between the toilet 
and the front door. 

(7) Get off the toilet seat and lift the toilet 
lid  quickly.  The cat will dry off naturally 
due to the high speed he will be moving at. 

(8) The toilet and the cat are now clean. 
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AG LIME 
BULLDOZER 
DRIVEWAYS 

EARTHWORKS 
GRAVEL 

HOUSE PADS 
LIMESTONE 

ROAD ROLLERS 
SAND  

WATERTRUCKS 

GAWD! HOW DID I GET UP HERE (Geoff Fortune) 

(The story so far: ‘Shorty’ Long, of Yarloop, 
who never touched alcohol, was tempted by his 
mates on the day it was 105 degrees in one of 
Yarloop’s hottest summers of 1924.  On his way 
home from the hotel he had to pass the 100-foot 
high water tank in the railway yard that supplied 
water for the steam trains of the day.  Because he 
was deeply inebriated, Shorty, who thought that 
standing on a footstool was a great height, 
decided to climb the tank and go for a swim. The 
story is in both my grandfather’s Journal and my 
father’s diary in the ‘slanguage’ of the day, and I 
have ‘translated it into today’s language.) 

“I’m goingsh for a schwim,” he told himself.  
The expanse of water that Shorty could ‘smell’  
was in the gigantic water tank that at that 
moment towered above him.  It was built by 
government riggers on a wooden stand and held 
150,000 gallons of water when full, as Yarloop 
was an official watering place for steam trains. 

The tank stand and open top tank towered 
100 feet from ground level and when cold stone 
sober, not even a million pounds at the top of it 
would have tempted Shorty to climb it.  
However, even scared men have won the 
Victoria Cross when they were sober, so Shorty 
certainly wasn’t scared of heights when he was a 
little under the weather. He dropped all his 

clothes, everything, in the middle of the 
railway line and when stark naked, began to 
climb the long ladder to the top, without 
even a look behind him.  It was just as well 
he didn’t look behind for he would have 
died of fright.  He was at the top standing on 
the platform out of sight, when along came 
‘Minnow’ Fisher, also a little under the 
weather.  He saw the clothes, and thinking 
some fellow had dropped them out of the 
train window, picked them up and continued 
on his way.  It was a case of Shorty not 
being game to look down and Minnow not 
game to look up. 

Shorty climbed the ladder the 12 foot 
from the decking to the top of the tank and 
fell over the edge into the tank, and three 
things happened simultaneously.  One, he 
cooled down immediately, because though 
the temperature was 105 degrees in the 
waterbag at ground level, it was only 70 
degrees in ‘outer space’.  Two, the shock 
immediately sobered Shorty sufficiently for 
him to realise where he was, and three, he 
knew he would have to stay there for the 
rest of his life, for nothing could ever tempt 
him to climb down. “Hell’s bells” he 
screamed (Continued on page 15). 


