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THE AUSTRALIAN FLAG  

OUR FLAG  

Our flag bears the stars that blaze at night 

In our southern sky of blue. 

The little old flag in the corner, 

And that’s part of our flag too. 

 

It’s for the English, the Scot’s and the 
Irish, 

Who were sent to the end of the earth 

The rogues , the schemers ,the doer’s and 
the dreamers 

Who gave this modern Australia birth 

And you Johnny come lately, who are 
shouting to change it 

You don’t seem to understand 

It’s the flag of our law and our language 

Not the flag of a far away land 

 

There are plenty of people who’ll tell you 

How, when Europe was plunged into night 

That little old flag in the corner 

Was their symbol of freedom and light 

 

It doesn’t mean we owe allegiance 

To a long forgotten imperial dream 

We’ve the stars to show where we’re going 

And a little of flag to show where we’ve been. 

Australia Day 



2 

 

Presidents Report  

��������	�
���
���������
�����������
�������������� �����������
�������

��������������
��
���������
����������
������������ 
����������������
����
����������
���������

������
�
�����������������������
������
����������� ��������������
��
���
����������
�
���
��
������������������������������ ����
�������� �

!����������������������������
��
��������������
��� �"�����#���������������$��
�����
���
��
�����%&"������
��������������
������������������ ����������������������
���
��
�����
�����������
�������!������������������������� ����������������������������������
����
�������������'������'���������'����������
���� ��������������

%��������������	�
���
������������������
���������� ���������������������
�����
����������
���
�������� 
���
������������
����������
��	�#����������������� ����
������������ �
������������������
�����
������������������������ ����
������������
�������������

	���������������
��
���������������������������
��
 �����������������������

(�
��$������

���������	
�����
���
� �

����������������

!�������������������������
������������������������ �
���
��
������)�����������
���
��������
���������� 
��������
�������
����������
���������������
����

��������������������
�����������������������
�	���� 
��������������������
����������������������������� ��
���������*����������
"�������������������!������������������������������ ���������������
���������������������������
�
����� ��+
�������
��������������*������������

	����������������
��������
���
�������������������� ��
���������������������������
���,��#������������� �������������
�
��������

� � ,������
�

�������-.������
�����

/0��
����������
������������������
���������������� ������������#�

�

�
�����
������������
���� ������

����

�����1���2 �

)������2�345� "���4�	�����2�3-6� "���7-�	�����2�3-5�

�����1���2 �

)�����2�345� "���4�	������2�376�

8�������1�������,���2 �

375�����	�����

9��������*��������
����������
�%
����������������
� 
:�

�

����2� "�������;��������0���������97'<���������
���=�'���� �:�����������������������������������



3 

Address all correspondence to: 

  

 The Secretary 

 Sunshine Coast Ulysses Branch 

 23 Winchester Road 

 Little Mountain  4551 

 

Monthly social meeting (gathering) are held on the first Tuesday of 
the month : 

 Kawana Waters Bowls N Recreation Club 

 476 Nicklin Way , Wurtulla 4575 

 Meals from 6pm—meeting at 7.30pm 

� he Ulysses Club Inc is a social club for motorcycli sts aged 40 and 

over. The Sunshine Coast Branch is a fully sanctione d element of the 
Ulysses Club Inc. 

The aim of the Ulysses Club Inc are: 

To provide ways in which older motorcyclist can get together for com-
panionship and mutual support. 

To show by example that motorcycling can be an  enjo yable and prac-
tical activity for riders of all ages 

  To draw attention of public and private  

institutions to the needs and views of older riders . 

Branch Details  
THE COMMITTEE  

PRESIDENT : LAURIE FRANKS  

EMAIL: caloundrarust@optusnet.com.au 

PH: 0429 474 598    

 

VICE PRESIDENT: BRETT CHOYCE  

EMAIL: lynn_brett@bigpond.com 

PH: 0401 297 525   

 

SECRETARY/TREASURER : LYN STEELE  

EMAIL: steelefamily2@bigpond.com 

PH: 0448 056 430   

 

RIDE COORDINATOR: ‘VARIES ‘ 

 

SOCIAL COORDINATOR : MARGIE SCOTT 

EMAIL: ci.morrice@bigpond.com 

PH: 0417 194 814   

 

WELFARE OFFICER; PAT DAVEY  

EMAIL:  fredoz04@gmail.com 

PH: 0414 366 792   

 

QUARTERMASTER : PAM SMITH  

EMAIL: dandygrandy1@hotmail.com 

PH: 0488 511 463   

 

WEBMASTER : KEN PRESCOTT  

EMAIL:  kpresco2@gmail.com 

PH: 0419 148 136  

 

NEWSLETTER EDITOR : LYN FORD  

EMAIL:  lyneric2@bigpond.com 

PH: 0429 946  618 

 

Website:  www.ssulysses.org.au  

�������

Disclaimer  
The opinions expressed in this publication are those  of the author and 
do not necessarily represent those of the editor or  any  

committee member of the Sunshine Coast Branch of th e Ulysses Club 
Inc. 

The editor reserves the right to refuse any publicat ion if it is 

 considered to be offensive or breach any advertisi ng law. It is as-
sumed that any photos submitted for this newsletter  has the express 
permission of the subjects. 

The Editor reserves the right to correct any grammar  , spelling and 
necessary amendments. 

Sunshine Coast Details  
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Ride Report 5th December 2010  
 
It was fast approaching hungry time - I'd left my b ase in Riana some three hours ago - and so, after s ome 
160 kilometres riding, I am currently sitting in th e Highlander Restaurant, a delightfully homespun ea ting 
establishment in the main street of Sheffield (Tasm ania) - also widely known as the 'Town of Murals'. 
I'm no stranger to this restaurant as I remember co ming here on my last trip to the Apple Isle, some s ix 
years ago. Back then, the waitresses wore long ging ham dresses, white calico caps and pinnies and prov ided 
table service. I also vividly remember a piper sere nading the patrons with popular tunes on his bagpip es. 
(Perhaps the words 'serenading' and 'bagpipes' shou ldn't/can't be used in the same breath but, he was skilled 
at his craft and I personally found it acceptable a nd rather appropriate). 
Anyway, back to the present and my Sunday Ride. 
After a brilliant warm and sunny day yesterday (T-s hirt and shorts weather!), I was a little disappoin ted 
when I woke this morning to see heavy clouds fillin g the skies. Later, during breakfast, I brightened up a bit 
when the regional weather prediction was overcast a ll day today and tomorrow however, no rain was ex-
pected. So, ever the optimist, I dressed appropriat ely and set off to do a (roughly) anti-clockwise ci rcle, with 
enough kilometres involved to enable me to 
cruise steadily and get back to camp late afternoon . 
My first challenge was to pick a minor road that wo uld get me westward, across to the Murchison Highwa y, 
without having to go into Burnie - and boy!, I foun d one! Some forty kilometres and one hour later (wo w, 
definitely a minor road, full of hills and dales, t wists and turns; averaging 40kph was pretty good by  my 
reckoning), I swung south on said Highway at Hampsh ire and got up to highway speed for the next leg of  my 
trip. I passed the Waratah turnoff at a rate of kno ts 
then, about 20 klms further, I turned left onto the  C132 (the main east/west road one takes to access the 
northern entry to Cradle Mountain and Lake St.Clair e National Park). Although not a designated highway , 
this is a good, sweeping road, up and down but most ly with plenty of vision ahead. It's pretty open co untry - 
very little in the way of visible human habitation,  until one reaches the Moina junction, where a righ t turn 
brings the rider suddenly into mountainous country;  getting much above 60 kph is rare until close to t he 
southern outskirts of Sheffield. 
(I've just been speaking to the restaurant owner, N aomi, about my previous visit here and, while she w as 
being kind enough to fill me in on the history of t his building, would you believe a piper started pla ying. 
Looking around, I saw the face and pipes I'd rememb ered. His name is Matthew, he made the pipes himsel f 
and is totally self-taught). 
Sorry, I digressed....... A few memorable and uniqu e visions on this trip were the signposted place na mes 
that I had passed from time to time - all of which I left for another time. Anyway, I'm not yet ready for either 
the Promised Land or Paradise and how do you know w hen 
you've reached No Where Else? 
After lunch, I continued riding north into Devonpor t, picked 
up the Bass Highway for a fast run west to Penguin,  then 
an easy 17 klm run south on the B17, back to camp. 
I estimate the distance covered today to be about 2 00 klms - 
I can't be accurate because at sometime today, I no ticed 
that my odometer was struggling to click over! 
It had remained overcast all day but there was, tha nkfully, 
no rain. 
At 3pm, I had settled back in camp with my hands wr apped 
around a hot coffee cup! 
Ah! The Sunday Ride! Can't beat it! 
 
Tony Woolmer # 41777 
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So South we went! Down to the Glen Innes Beardies F estival! 

Five bikes, three pillion couples, Frank and Di, Laur ie and Marilyn, Jim and 
Sharon. Then Jill and I, on our own bikes. 

 Neither Jill nor I like to ride pillion and I like  to photograph her; flying along the 
freeway with her blonde hair streaming out like an operatic  Rhine maiden. 

And yes I do like to do motorbike photography on th e fly. I’ll talk about that some 
other time. For now I’ll just say it’s very dangero us and don’t do it! 

I just turned 70, so I’m running on borrowed time a nyway…  

So South we went, cutting a little West via Gatton,  Allora and Tenterfield. Stop-
ping for tea-breaks and chats; as you do. An easy d ays ride then: 5-600 kms, ar-
riving at the motel in plenty of time for showers, meals, beers. Oh ok siestas too. 

Next day; a gentle touring ride to Ben Lomond. I liv ed in (the original) Scotland 
for a long time, and the weeping drizzle that I fel t was very familiar to me.  

Less familiar was the horrid NSW road surface:  Scot land does not suffer from 
such neglect. And yes I was photographing when I hi t the mother of all potholes.  

 I was totally off the seat. Harley-boy gave a grea t shuggle and HANDLED IT!  If 
I had been on my first Beemer, it would have gone i nto a terminal tank-slapper, 
spat me off and killed us both. Thank god for newer,  stiffer frames. 

And so on to Ben Lomond. Tea, coffee, cakes, totals o f young guys who died in 
two world wars. A waste of life? No. We are a free nation today. A winery tour on 
the way back to Glen Innes, hosted by Glen Innes Ul ysses president Jack Parry. 

One of the limitations of my scrawny old bike is th e lack of stowage for wine bot-
tles. Ah well. A married man could always stow his booze on his wife’s bike.The 

night’s entertainment was at the Glen 
Innes Services Club, and who should be 
up there on the stage but guitarist Dion Larkham, a lso President of the Tam-
worth District Ulysses Club! And yes, a Beardie, al beit in a minimalistic man-
ner. Can’t escape those Ulysseans….Of course the Gr and Parade had to be the 
major event of the Saturday.  

We of the Sunshine Coast Branch assembled with all the other bikers at the 
local Caltex Servo. Then came the Beardies Grand Para de. This festival seems 
to have become a Ulysses Festival, to a large exten t. Admittedly, we have many 
a beard in our ranks, but they tend to be grey, rat her than prolific. And reactive. 
We seem to beardise as we dehirsuitise Either way a  damn good time was had 
by all bikers, and by the car fanciers who followed . Can’t say much about their 
whiskers though…  

But once the official engagements were over, we wen t on the tourist trail. 

At a visit to the Standing Stones display, the rain  started again. Frank, ever the optimist, had come o ut without his wa-
terproofs. No problem to Frank! Asking the Waitress for a garbag, he speedily cut 3 holes for head and arms and – an 
instant raincoat appeared. Here the party split up,  as some of us had to be home in a hurry, and other s could tarry, and 
explore a little. And for Jill and I, that meant The  Lions Road; this time in good weather! Turn after t urn. Bridge after 
bridge…..up here in Deliverance . At the apex of th e road, crossing back into Qld – are those speed ca meras? No, cam-
eras to catch nasty cowboys sneaking tick-infested cattle over the Border. 

Oh, and watch out  
 for the locals ! 

 

And so it came to pass: Jill and I 
on the homeward run for the  

Beautiful Sunshine Coast…. 

 

Rob Hall 6.12.2010 

�

�
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Winner of the Best decorated Bike  

Lynn & Brett 

Sunshine 
Coast  

Toy Run 

 

Dec 4th 2010 
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On Travelling  

I have been 'on the road' now for almost 10 months and have already been to (or at least passed throug h) 
every State and Territory in Australia. (The only e xception is the Northern Territory though, with luc k, I will 
be able to address this one 'missing piece' sometim e towards the middle of 2011).  

During this relatively brief time, I have learned t hrough good - and the occasional not-so-good - experience 
exactly what stuff is essential, which stuff is nic e to have (but not essential) and what is totally u nnecessary, 
regardless of the apparent 'need' for certain appar ent essentials when one is static within four solid  walls.  

I have, for example, found ways to buy and/or stock  various foodstuffs so that I always eat well but w ithout 
the need of a refrigerator. I don't have or miss a TV. I have culled and/or added to my small wardrobe  
(exclusively via Op Shops) to the point where I can  mix-n-match to suit the climate of just about anyw here I 
may go. And I have learned, through minor catastrop hes, the best way to set-up my camp to cope with wi nd, 
rain and sun, as well developing a set procedure fo r packing it all away.  

Whether or not the traveller is an avid reader, boo ks are essential. There are many times when travell ing 
that reading is the greatest and most relaxing way to while away some quiet hours. Rated highly amongs t all 
the essential stuff I carry on my journey is one li ttle treasure that was given to me at the Imbil Ral ly, 2009. 
It's a well-used, pre-loved little paperback book b y John Steinbeck (author of "The Grapes of Wrath," "Of 
Mice and Men," and "East of Eden" - to name but a f ew) with the intriguing title of "Travels With Char ley." 
Briefly, it is Mr. Steinbeck's account of his ten-t housand-mile, coast to coast tour to rediscover Ame rica - un-
dertaken when he was close to 60 years old - and hi s desire to reacquaint himself with the country of his 
birth. His companion on that trip was Charles la Ch ien (the full and proper name of his beloved French  poo-
dle), of whom he says, at one point, "Charley is a born diplomat. He prefers negotiations to fighting,  and 
properly so, since he is very bad at fighting."  

It's not a travel book, per se, though one could ea sily be captured by the book and simply follow in h is foot-
steps - if one was so inclined. No, it's much more than that and it is because of this other dimension  that I 
find it such a fascinating novel. It is my bedside companion, permanently tucked into a pocket of my t ent 
(together with a reading light). I pick it up almos t every night to read a few pages when I'm done for  the day 
and, all the while I read, I am constantly aware of  parallels with my own circumstances - the people h e meets 
(I've met the same kind of people), the places he g oes (I've camped beside similar rivers and seen sim ilar 
mists), the reactions of 'ordinary folk' to his mod e of transport (though much fancier than mine, his still 
evoked a kind of nostalgic curiosity - even before he had left!).  

There is one conversation that Steinbeck has record ed, just a few pages into the book which, I believe , cap-
tures the very soul of travel, the basic reason why  every traveller travels and why almost everyone el se 
wants to. I quote: 

"You going in that?"     "Sure."     "Where?"     " All over."     And then I saw what I was to see so many times on 
the journey - a look of longing. "Lord! I wish I co uld go." 

"Don't you like it here?"     "Sure. It's all right,  but I wish I could go."     "You don't even know w here I'm go-
ing."     "I don't care. I'd like to go anywhere."  

That passage of the book alone best describes why I  am where I am, doing what I'm doing. So, thanks a mil-
lion for the book, Rob. I will continue to read and  re-read it for is a constant source of pleasure an d confirma-
tion that I am where I'm supposed to be.  . 

Tony Woolmer # 41777 
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Recipe of the month  

�������

ELEPHANT STEW  

Ingredients:  

1. Elephant (medium size will do) 

2. Rabbits ( Optional) 

    Gravy 

    Salt & Pepper to season 

Method:  

Cut Elephant into bite size pieces (should take you  around a 
month ) . Cover with gravy and season with salt & p epper. 
Cook over kerosene fire for about 4 weeks at 465 de gree F. 

This Elephant stew will serves 3,800 adults & 35 chi ldren. 

If more are expected , the 2 rabbits may be added b ut only 
do this if absolute necessary , as most people don’ t like hare 
in their stew. 

Enjoy 

Jan Friday 
14th  

Caloundra RSL 

Social dinner 

Margie , Sharon and Charmaine 
celebrate their birthdays at the 

Caloundra RSL 

Let’s not worry about the chil-
dren’s heads. 

Plenty more where they come 
from  !!! 

 

 

 

Photo sent in by Erich & Carmen 
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MORE FROM TONY’S TRAVELS  

Tassie Roads  
There are no straight roads in Tasmania! 
As a visitor to this beautiful island State, my say ing this could be viewed as a bold, ridiculous, may be stupid 
and possibly a dangerous statement to make - rude e ven? But, I say it as a certain and absolute fact -  with 
one minor and pretty obvious exception. 
Town planners, in their united and infinite wisdom,  love to make town streets straight (wherever human ly 
possible) and, as a rule, Tasmanian towns follow th is universal dictate. And so they should! There's 
nothing more reassuring to a town dweller than to h ave a defined, orderly sequence of parallels going up and 
down, turn left or right. Everything boxed and in b oxes - squared off edges everywhere. It provides fo r sub-
liminal comfort and it is a constant reassurance to  know that all is well and proper and controlled. A fter all, 
we're in charge - we can't have nature interfering in everything we want to do! There are no straight lines in 
nature - so we invented them! 
Which is why, after duly acknowledging the exceptio n, I re-iterate my statement: there are no straight  roads 
in Tasmania! 
Despite man's constant and concerted efforts for un iformity, wherever he decides to be or go, Tasmania 's 
natural beauty will not permit connecting roads to be straight. For caravanners, for example, this can  be a 
real discomfort - and I don't care to think what se mi-trailer drivers mutter to themselves as they hau l their 
freight back and forth, day after day! There are hi lls and dales between this town and the next, invol ving a 
lot of low gear work, up the winding, hilly road fo llowed by low gear and pumping brakes down the wind ing, 
hilly road. 
Then, having overcome that particular obstacle, the  driver is faced with undulating countryside, full of 
twists and turns, skirting this farm and that copse  and finally, having come to the foot of the valley  and 
crossed a delightfully picturesque creek or river, it starts all over again.................. 
There are, however, some highways that are not as I  have described above. The Bass, Murchison, Midland  
and Lyell are certainly good, well maintained bitum en roads, with gentle curves and gradients that can  be 
travelled at top legal speeds but woe betide anyone  who expects to maintain those speeds for the entir e 
length of these highways. Sorry, not possible; unle ss you really want to do a bit of unplanned off-roa d travel. 
No, Tasmanian roads may be man-made but they were h eaven-sent for the motorcyclist! 
Today, I did a return trip from my camp at Myrtle P ark, Targa, through the heights of the Bass Forest,  to 
Scottsdale - some 30 klms distance- 'just down the road' if viewed from the perspective of any other s tate in 
Australia. The tourist map indicates that I'll be r iding on part of the Tasman Highway (which runs all  the 
way from Launceston, roughly following the coast up  and around, clock-wise from the central north-west , all 
the way down the east coast to Hobart). 
Having covered the first half-dozen kilometres, I p assed an advisory sign which indicated a winding ro ad for 
the next sixteen kilometres. 
Let's pause a moment - let me repeat that, just in case you skipped a bit. A winding road for the next  sixteen 
kilometres. Imagine the legendary Peachester Bends (without the smoothness of the turns) going on for six-
teen kilometres. Now throw in a semi-trailer or two  (whose drivers, bless them, pulled over when they could 
to let me pass), throw in some gravel from the road side on every bend (that these guys couldn't help b ut 
sweep onto the road as they negotiated the tight co rners), go from sunshine to shade, relative to the height 
of the trees, and it made for an interesting ride i ndeed. At the very top is Sideling's Lookout, which  I stopped 
at on the return journey -I had too much adrenaline  flowing 
to stop outbound! Certainly a wow-factor there, tho ugh my 
photos can't possibly do it justice. And talking of  photos I 
must add that I've stopped on many roads to take pi ctures 
of a fabulous winding highway ahead or behind me. T hen, 
with the benefit of digital, I view my efforts - an d they look 
OK -but there's a but. It's an OK picture of an int eresting 
road, usually with OK countryside all around and th at's fine 
but.......riding the roads of Tasmania is more than  a delight-
ful photo or descriptive passage - much, much more than 
any visual image can show. It's doing it, being the re, feeling 
it. 
 
Tony Woolmer # 41777  
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Hi All,  

On Tuesday. The 21st Dec, Carl & I went on a 3 hr B ris-
bane River cruise, Pat Davey was DJ , it was the mo st 
perfect night, after all the rain we have had—Tues 21st 
was a bright & sunny day. As the sun went down , th ere 
was the most beautiful sunset and as it got darker we 
saw the first of the ’Lunar Eclipse’ SPECTACULAR!! & 
all the cities buildings & bridges lit up made it s o pretty. 
The roast dinner was YUM & the variety of sweets ma de 
you want them all. Pat’s music had everyone swingin g & 
tapping their feet. This is a well worth it event &  one to 
remember for next year . Di Divine from Glasshouse 
Mtns Ulysses puts this on yearly for the handicappe d 
adults, and good on her a job well done !!!  

Thanks Di , look forward to next year . 

MARGIE. 

Brisbane River Cruise December 21st 2010  

ON SATURDAY THE 11TH DEC. CARL, I ,PAM & HELEN, JOINED THE  BLACKALL RANGE, FOR THEIR XMAS 
PARTY, WE HAD A LOVELY TIME, THE FOOD WAS EXCELLENT! WE ALL RE CEIVED A PRESENT, LIKE A 
LUCKY DIP. I WON AN 'ATTITUDE' NOTE PAD, IT SAY'S- IM NOT BO SSY , I JUST HAVE BETTER IDEAS' 
HELEN THOUGHT THAT SUITED ME DOWN TO THE GROUND! WELL- AND TH AT'S NOT ALL, GUESS WHO 
WON THE BIG HAMPER OF GOODIES! CARL, HE WAS LIKE A LITTLE BO Y IN A TOY SHOP. WE MEET UP 
WITH SOME OLD FRIENDS, HELEN & PETE TURTON, AND I’M PLEASED TO SAY HELEN IS LOOKING VERY 
WELL. THANKS TO BLACKALL RANGE, FOR A GREAT NIGHT OUT. 

 MARGIE  

Blackall Xmas Party  

A heartwarming e-mail message from Glasgow ......  
 

    "Hi all, it's snowing like hell here today. My mate says that since  
     it's  been snowing, all his missus does is look thr ough the window. 

�
����He reckons if it gets much worse he'll have to let her in.  
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Legerwood Memorial    (20/12/2010) 
 
I’m not a tourist in Tasmania - I’m simply enjoying  my own particular 
travelling way of life. I elected to spend December  through February 
here because this is the period when the weather is  the most conducive 
to a camping lifestyle. (Having said that, I hasten  to add that the 
weather can also be very unkind occasionally - but then I knew that 
from my previous visit here, one January, several y ears ago). On that 
particular visit, I dashed around every National Pa rk, toured every 
Brewery, Trust House, Aquarium, Mine and Museum, we nt on every 
possible train and boat trip and squeezed the whole  of Port Arthur 
into a one day visit. In 'doing'  Tasmania this way , I filled my days 
with so many dollar-sucking, must-see places that t he state itself 
flashed by in a blur. Which is why I am just toodli ng along now, 
camping in one spot for long periods, riding over t he same highway 
again and again, walking the various towns and vill ages and talking to 
locals and fellow travellers. I'm sucking in the ot her Tasmania. 
All of which would appear to contradict the reason for my jaunt to 
Legerwood today. I became a tourist for a few hours . This little 
village isn't on the way to anywhere - being there means that one has 
elected to turn off especially to go there - be a t ourist - but 
there's a very good reason to do so. 
Like thousands of towns and villages, Legerwood cre ated a Memorial to their fallen citizens on 15th Oc tober 
1918 by planting and dedicating nine trees at the R ailway Reserve - one for each of the seven local so ldiers 
killed plus one at each end of the avenue represent ing Gallipoli and the Anzacs. 
The trees were tended and grew for 80 odd years, pr oviding a living memorial for the local families, h owever, 
in 2001 the trees were declared unsafe. 
The townsfolk were distraught to think that the mem orial avenue would be destroyed. Their insistence t hat 
the memorial should be preserved plus their tireles s dedication to doing something about it has really  
set them apart from all others. 
In 2004, they had an idea - and fund-raising began.  They obtained grants and, together with generous d ona-
tions, raised the $27,000.00 needed to fulfill the idea of rejuvenating the memorial and, in doing so,  they have 
saved the original while creating a new, unique and  ongoing memorial to their fallen forefathers. 
They employed Eddie Freeman, a chainsaw carver from  Ross, Tasmania to sculpt the trees into a likeness  of 
each soldier, once the trees had been trimmed to sa fety. On Anzac Day, 2006 the carvings were complete  
and a ceremony was held to unveil the plaques now f itted to the base of each tree. 
Fantastic as their achievement has been, the commun ity didn't rest there. They battled red tape for th ree 
years, firstly to clear and clean up the Reserve an d then to create a park, in which families who had lost a 
child or young relative could plant a tree in their  memory. 
They've since added a toilet block and currently, p lans are in hand for picnic shelters, barbeques and  a chil-
dren's playground. 
I hasten to add that Eddie Freeman's work can be se en in many places around Tasmania but here in Leger -
wood he has created something special. 
I hope the accompanying photos do the memorial just ice and I must here acknowledge some ver batim use of 
both the information provided on site as well as so me of the content of the tourist guide leaflet spon sored by 
the Cottage Bakery, Scottsdale. 

 

 
 
Tony Woolmer # 41777 
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December meeting raffle results  

Donated   Prize   Winner  

Lyn & Peter  Coffee Maker  Erik B 

Lyn & Peter  Dart game  Tim 

Lyn & Peter  Ladies Toiletries  Rosie 

Margie & Carl  Steak Knives  Marilyn 

Margie & Bill  2 burner stove  Jill 

Margie & Bill   Ulysses stubbie holder Jeff 

Rosie & Mick   Covered coat hangers Margie S 

Richard & Linda  Set wine glasses  Dennis 

Frank & Di  Wine   Dennis 

Lyn & Eric   basket Xmas lollies Bruce W 

Pat   B/tooth cordless phone Peter S 

Laurie & Marilyn Xmas goodies  Margie H 

Pam   Xmas platter plate Christine 

Pam   Bowl fruits  Bruce W 

Pam   Compressor  David 

Jax’s Tyres  servicing  Uwe 

Jeff & Elaine  Xmas cake  Lyn F 

Jeff & Elaine  Xmas cake  Rosie 

Jeff & Elaine  Xmas cake  Tim 

Jeff & Elaine  Voucher    Marilyn  

Lucky door prize  Cadbury cakes  Lyn & Eric 

 

Thanks to  

Tony 

Rob & Jill 

Carl & Margie 

Uwe & Carole 

                                  Erich & Carmen 

 

 

 

For their input in this newsletter with articles and  photos 

 

 

  

HOUSE SITTING  

WHENEVER PRACTICAL, I WILL GO 
ANYWHERE IN AUSTRALIA TO HOUSE 
SIT FOR ANYONE NEEDING MY HOUSE 
SITTING SERVICE. 

I SPECIALISE IN PERIODS OF A 
MONTH OR MORE. 

NO MONEY CHANGES HANDS. 

YOUR HOUSE,PETS,PLANTS, AND ANY-
THING ELSE OF VALUE IS CARED FOR 
JUST AS YOU WOULD DO. 

I AM  A SELF CONTAINED, SELF SUFFI-
CIENT TRAVELLER. 

I CAN BE CONTACTED VIA : 

Mobile: 0448 966 246 

Email: oldwing88@gmail.com 

TONY WOOLMER #41777 

(Note: Available now for bookings in 2012 
anytime after  the  Ulysses AGM , Mildura ) 

We have 2 ladies requiring pillion rides  

1:  

Young lady looking for ride on any Sunday as 
pillion . 

Her contacts are ..   Judith Bartley, from  

Buderim  

Ph 0400 353 673 . Apparently she has all her 
own gear  

Hope we can help her out. 

2:  

Judy Hough—she works at the Caloundra 
nursing home, I met her over at the Kawana 
Bowls Club one night and got talking to her & 
she has been around Asia , on a motorbike , as 
a pillion rider. She is very keen !!  

Ph. 5493 8580. hope we can help her out as 
well. 

 

Cheers ,Tim. 

The government today announced that it is changing i ts national symbol to a CONDOM because 
it more accurately reflects the government's politi cal stance.  

   A condom allows for inflation, halts production,  destroys the next generation, protects a bunch 
of pricks, and gives you a sense of security while you're actually being screwed.  

   Damn, it just doesn't get more accurate than tha t 
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Where do astronauts go to drink ? 

 

 

 

 

  

 

Space Bar of course... 

FUNNY SIGNS  

If you have a funny sign— send it in to me 
for the next newsletter please 

                                CHINESE  
                                PROVERBS  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Virginity like bubb le, one prick, all gone.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Man who run in fron t of car get tired.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Man who run behind car get exhausted.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Man with hand in po cket feel cocky all day.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Foolish man give wi fe grand piano, wise man 

give wife upright organ.  
                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

                                Man who walk through airport turnstile sideways 
going to Bangkok.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Man with one chopst ick go hungry.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Man who scratch ass should not bite fingernails.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Man who eat many prunes get good run for money.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Panties not best thi ng on earth! But next to 

best thing on earth.  
                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

                                War does not determ ine who is right, war 
determine who is left.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Wife who put husband in doghouse soon find him 

in cat house.  
                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

                                Man who fight with wife all day get no piece at 
night.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                It take many nails to build crib, but one screw 

to fill it.  
                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

                                Man who drive like hell, bound to get there.  
                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

                                Man who stand on to ilet is high on pot.  
                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

                                Man who live in gla ss house should change 
clothes in basement.  

                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   
                                Man who fish in oth er man's well often catch 

crabs.  
                                *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

                                Man who fart in chu rch sit in own pew.  

Why does a squirrel swim on its back? 
To keep it nuts dry  

Eight Words with two Meanings  

1. THINGY (thing-ee) n.  
Female...... Any part under a car's hood. 
Male..... The strap fastener on a woman's bra.  
2. VULNERABLE (vul-ne-ra-bel) adj.  
Female.... Fully opening up one's self emotionally to  an-
other. 
Male.... Playing cricket without a box.  
3. COMMUNICATION (ko-myoo-ni-kay-shon) n.  
Female... The open sharing of thoughts and feelings w ith 
one's partner. 
Male... Leaving a note before taking off on a fishin g trip 
with the boys.  
4. COMMITMENT (ko-mit-ment) n.  
Female.... A desire to get married and raise a famil y. 
Male...... Trying not to hit on other women while ou t with 
this one.  
5. ENTERTAINMENT (en-ter-tayn-ment) n.  
Female.... A good movie, concert, play or book. 
Male...... Anything that can be done while drinking  beer. 
6. FLATULENCE (flach-u-lens) n.  
Female.... An embarrassing by product of indigestion . 
Male...... A source of entertainment, self-expressi on, male 
bonding.  
7 MAKING LOVE (may-king luv) n.  
Female...... The greatest expression of intimacy a co uple 
can achieve. 
Male.. Call it whatever you want, just as long as w e do it.  
8. REMOTE CONTROL (ri-moht kon-trohl) n.  
Female.... A device for changing from one TV channel to 
another.  
Male... A device for scanning through all 375 chann els 
every 5 minutes.  
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        SATURDAY  8th JANUARY      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BREAKFAST / COFFEE MORNING 

@ 

BANJO’S  MAROOCHYDORE 

A small break in the weather brought out 21 
Ulyssians to enjoy breakfast and coffee at 
Banjo’s  - great to see so many of you support-
ing these mornings. 

A photo sent in from Tony—he went 
to Banjo’s in Tasmania and none of 
you turned up !!!! 

Please join us here again 
on the 26th Feb …. 
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BUSINESS DIRECTORY 

Supporters  

A big THANKYOU  to our supporters for donations to our monthly raf fle: 

Nambour Plaza meats. Please support businesses that        
support us.. 

 

Here's a truly heartwarming story 
about the bond formed between a 
little 5-year-old girl and some con-
struction workers that will make 
you believe that we all can make a 
difference when we give a child the 
gift of our time. 
A young family moved into a house, 
next to a vacant lot. One day, a 
Construction crew turned up to 
start building a house on the empty 
lot. 
The young family's 5-year-old 
daughter naturally took an interest 
in all the activity going on next 
door and spent much of each day 
observing the workers. 
Eventually the construction crew, 
all of them "gems-in-the-rough," 
more or less, adopted her as a kind 
of project mascot. They chatted 
with her, let her sit with them 
while they had tea and lunch 
breaks, and gave her little jobs to 
do here and there to make her feel 
important. 
At the end of the first week, they 
even presented her with a pay en-
velope containing ten dollars. The 
little girl took this home to her 
mother who suggested that she 
take her ten dollars "pay" she'd re-
ceived to the bank the next day to 
start a savings account. 
When the girl and her mum got to 
the bank, the teller was equally 
impressed and asked the little girl 
how she had come by her very own 
pay envelope at such a young age. 
The little girl proudly replied, "I 
worked last week with a real con-
struction crew building the new 
house next door to us." 
"Oh my goodness gracious," said 
the teller, "and will you be working 
on the house again this week, too?" 
The little girl replied, "I will, if 
those arseholes at Bunnings ever 
deliver the f###' gyprock..."Kind of 
brings a tear to the eye - doesn't it? 
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Rain      (Part 1) 

It began to rain late on Monday morning. Although w et weather had been forecast for the coming week, I  
was looking forward to moving on, to once again be savouring the traveller's delight - opening the doo r (OK, 
my tent flap) to an as yet unknown but certainly ne w and interesting panorama. Having been static for four 
weeks, I had grown  uncomfortably comfortable with my immediate surroundings and, except for the occa-
sional newcomer or departing neighbour, all around me was becoming familiar, a little too familiar. I hasten 
to add that familiarity such as this does not breed  contempt - and 'boring' isn't correct either - aft er a while 
in one place I just find myself yearning for someth ing else, something different, something new. 

So it was that by 9.30am, I had broken camp and hit  the road, travelling the Tasman Highway on my way to 
the east coast. I'd stopped at Scottsdale for suppl ies then again at Derby for a coffee break. It was during my 
sojourn there that the rain started to fall. 

In Tasmania, you can't travel any great distance wi thout having to go up hills and down dales, with wi nding 
bits all along the way - it involves a lot of gear changes and cautious braking. Towards the peaks of these 
hills (in wet weather) there is always a mist. The raindrops are smaller, finer, but more dense. Then,  break-
ing from the heights and peering through the screen , the entire valley can be seen, always surrounded by 
the purple/blue of more mist-enveloped hills. On a sunny day, it would be a stunningly beautiful sight  but 
today, there is no other traffic and it's just a li ttle bit eerie. I feel that I'm alone, isolated, in truding. Then, 
somewhere down there, momentarily, I see headlights  and the uneasiness fades for a while, only to seep  
back insidiously when that other vehicle's tail-lig hts disappear in the mirrors. 

The rain is not heavy, just constant. It's mid-afte rnoon, and time to consider where I'm going to camp  to-
night. According to the Camper's Bible, there are a  couple of likely spots just south of St Helens but , even 
though I'm happy to rough it if needs be, they turn  out to be a bit Spartan , a little too spartan for  me! On-
ward then, southward, following the coastline, stay ing with the Tasman Highway, glancing to my left fr om 
time to time at the rolling, churning green seas. 

Lagoons Beach beckons as a distinct possibility and  I turn gingerly off the bitumen, onto a well-grade d road-
way that winds into a densely foliaged area. I see caravans, camper-trailers and tents tucked away in nu-
merous recesses on either side of the road, each ob ligingly sheltered and partitioned from each other by 
shrubs, bushes and trees. I see lazily smoking camp  fires and the whisping chimney tops of home-made 
stoves. I smell the wood smoke, despite (or because  of) the still falling rain and I get a good feelin g about this 
place. But will there be a good spot for me? Somewh ere flat, sheltered, semi-private (and not too far from the 
toilet!). 

Popular though this campsite is, I have several cho ices of sites and, with just one mental coin-toss, I settle 
on one site in particular. It has all I need, with the added bonus of being close to a short path to t he beach, 
which itself is hidden from the camp by more natura l growth. 

Still raining steadily, I quickly erect the main ta rp so I can then work under cover and in less than thirty 
minutes, the basics are set and the kettle's boilin g. 

It rained through the night and with only occasiona l breaks, it's still falling today. 

It occurred to me earlier this morning that I reall y don't mind the rain. But then, I must be honest. I didn't 
get wet travelling yesterday and I'll not get wet w herever I go in the coming days..........my bike is  locked 
away safely in a shed and there's a car parked alon gside my camp. The car's mine for as long as I want  to 
use it - and with weather like this, I'm happy to h ave it. 

If anyone feels that I've let the biking fraternity  down, there'll be no apology from me - 'cos I'm DR Y! 

  

Tony Woolmer  # 41777    (Part 2 next page) 
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Rain     (Part 2) 

 It appears that my somewhat arrogant smugness about being dry has now come full circle and returned to bite 
me on the bum! 

While it has continued to rain for four days now, it was only in the early hours of this morning that I awoke to the 
sound of really heavy rain. Immediately, the combination of age, time and running water impacted on my auto 
senses and I reluctantly struggled out of my sleeping bag, unzipped the tent and stepped out - into cold running 
water, lapping at my ankles! This, of course, did nothing to help my most urgent need! After a dozen or so steps 
towards the official building designated to gaining private relief, I wondered why I was bothering - I was still step-
ping through running water - a little extra from me when added to this cascade sweeping through my camp and 
away to the roadside gulley, to be lost out of sight around a bend would make narry a skerrick of difference - and 
by then, my need was extremely pressing! 

Splashing back under cover, I grabbed a light and surveyed my sanctuary. There were two primary streams com-
ing in, one on either side (and under?) the tent, though the floor inside the tent appeared to be unaffected. These 
two streams met at the tent entry (where I'd recently stepped out, oblivious to the fun about to unfold) then swung 
diagonally across the camp floor to swirl out at the far corner. That part of the ground area which I most used had 
a groundsheet for personal comfort. However, not much comfort now - it was floating..... 

I quickly checked outside the perimeter to see if I could perform a Moses-type miracle (I'd have even tried a Cha-
nute effort, if I'd thought that may have worked) but, it was beyond my earthly powers. 

Then I wondered if it really was an immediate problem. Tent floor and bedding dry - check. Water coming in but 
going out just as fast - check. Damage - none to the possessions, a little bit to my pride. Towelled myself dry, 
stepped back into tent (peculiar feeling underfoot but dry, nevertheless). Do a further detailed check around the 
inside of the tent - all good, settle in, mental check of everything again, back to sleep............. 

I'd like to say that all was well when I stepped back out sometime later, that the sun was shining brilliantly and 
quickly drying everything out but it didn't go that way. It continued to rain heavily all day and, although I was even-
tually manually successful at turning one stream aside, I really only transferred the water to run down one side of 
the tent instead of both. 

It's now late evening and the heavy rain has lifted. People are moving about and I'm told the beach has suffered 
some erosion from the tide. I'm sitting in my chair with my feet on a jerry can. The cascade has dwindled a fair bit 
but water still flows in, through and out. Inside the tent, the floor and bedding are still dry, though at one stage, I 
had thoughts about sleeping in the car tonight! There's no point in trying to find higher ground -there isn't any that 
I can see and anyway, I don't fancy breaking down and setting up in the wet. It's OK. A recent phone call told me 
that flooding has occurred again in Queensland, in some places with only rooftops showing and also a Tsunami in 
Toowoomba? What have I got to complain about - only pride.................. 

 Tony Woolmer # 41777 

Muldoon lived alone in the Irish countryside with o nly a pet dog for company. One day the dog 
died and Muldoon went to the parish priest  and ask ed, "Father, me dog is dead. Could ya' be 
saying a mass for the poor creature?"  Father Patri ck replied, "I'm afraid not; we cannot have 
services for an animal in the church.  But there ar e some Baptists down the lane, and there's no 
tellin' what they believe.  Maybe they'll do someth ing for the creature."   

 

 Muldoon said, "I'll go right away Father. Do ya' th ink $5,000 is enough to donate to them for the 
service?"  Father Patrick exclaimed, "Sweet Mary, M other of Jesus! Why didn`t ya tell me the dog 
was Catholic? 

IRISH HUMOUR  
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Sunday         

6th  Ettamogah Pub  8.30 am    3 Dam Ride   Bruce Wi lliams  

 

Sunday          

13th  Ettamogah Pub  8.30 am    Local Area Ride   Rob  Hall 
     

 

Sunday  Ettamogah Pub  8.30 am    Amamoor State Park  Eric Ford  

20th        BYO  BBQ    Ph 0418752896  

Sunday   Ettamogah Pub 8.30 am    Crows Nest Pub   Lau rie Franks 

27th            Ph 0429474598 
      

Saturday 12th ………………...Breakfast / Coffee morning  Kings Beach Tavern ( 14 Burgess St Caloundra) 

Saturday 19th…………………Twilight BBQ ( Branch Funded) Hap py Valley Caloundra 

Saturday 26th………………….Breakfast / Coffee morning  Ba njos  - Maroochydore 

 

Midweek Rides (every Wednesday): meet at the Ettamogah for 9am de parture . Come along for an easy, half-day cruise 
around our fantastic coast and hinterland and enjoy  plenty of time out for socialising. ( Ph Bruce 5494  7656  if you would 
like to join in ) 

 

Redcliffe Poker Run  5th & 6th Feb 

 

FEBRUARY RIDE & SOCIAL CALENDAR 

Date Start Destination Ride Leader 

After having dug to a depth of 10 feet last year, B ritish scientists found traces of copper wire datin g back 200 years and 
came to the conclusion that their ancestors already  had a telephone network more than 150 years ago.  
Not to be outdone by the Brits, in the weeks that f ollowed, an American archaeologist dug to a depth o f 20 feet, and 
shortly after, a story published in the New York Tim es: "American archaeologists, finding traces of 250 -year-old copper 
wire, have concluded that their ancestors already h ad an advanced high-tech communications network 
50 years earlier than the British".  
One week later, the state's Dept of Minerals and En ergy in Western Australia, reported the following: 

 
"After digging as deep as 30 feet in Western Austra lia's Pilbara region, Jack Lucknow,  
a self-taught archaeologist, reported that he found  absolutely bugger  all. 
Jack has therefore concluded that 250 years ago, Au stralia had already gone wireless."  
 
Just makes you bloody proud to be Australian.  

This year we will experience 4 unusual dates.... 1/ 1/11, 1/11/11, 11/1/11, 
11/11/11 ....  

NOW go figure this out.... take the last 2 digits o f the year you were born plus 
the age you  

will be this year and it WILL EQUAL 111 .  

Try it and see!                                     Spooky ay!! 


