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Please note change of date at some locations

Brisbane

Wednesday 14th May 2008 at 11am, St Andrew’s Anglican
Church, 673 Lutwyche Rd Lutwyche 4030. In attendance

HE Quentin Bryce AC, Governor of Queensland. Guest
Speakers: Dr Deborah Prior President Centaur Memorial
Fund for Nurses and Brigadier Doug Formby President RSL

Wreath-layers for 2008

Caloundra: Mr Paul Clegg, gs/o Pte Percy Clegg SMS
Brisbane: Mr Doug Hoare, b/o Pte John Hoare 2/12th FA
Point Danger: Mr Warren Keats, Merchant Navy

Concord: Mr Laurie Hindmarsh n/o Capt Hindmarsh SMS
Melbourne: Mr Sam Evans, gs/o Pte Michael O’Brien,
2/12¢h FA,

Queensland.

Participating in the Service will be the Choir of the Brisbane
Girls Grammar School, Brisbane Boys College Pipe Band,
Cadets of TS Centaur, and the flautist, Emily Lashmar.

Rev. Father Bill Pearson, formetly of the Mission to
Seafarers, will participate with the Rector in the Service. The
Rector, Rev. Sandra Kjellgren will preach the Sermon.

Refreshments following the Service in the Church Hall.
R.S.V.P. by 4th May to Miss Pixie Annat, P.O. Box 68, Kelvin
Grove 4059, or email PAnnat@stukesnursing.org.au.

Parking is available on site. Uniform, academic dress and
medals may be worn. Donation envelopes available at Service.

Caloundra, Qld

Wednesday 14 May 1lam at the Memorial Centaur Park.
Service will include the laying of individual flowers at each
commemorative plaque by children on behalf of relatives.
Followed by morning tea at the RSL (Please note change of
venue for the morning tea).

R.G.H. Concord, Sydney

Monday 12 May 2008 at 10 30 am 113 AGH. Memorial Chapel
Guest Speaker: Mr Tony Stephens of this Association.

RSVP Friday 2 May 2008 for catering purposes
Melissa.puglisi@email.cs.nsw.gov.au or 9767 5256.

Point Danger, Qld

Monday 19 May 2008 11.30am at the Memorial (weather
permitting) otherwise in the assembly hall at Centaur Primary
School Eucalyptus Drive Banora Point. The Service is
conducted by the students of the school and includes
presentation of the Hindmarsh Medal for Endeavour.

Point Danger Vigil:
Wednesday 14th May 0410 hours at the Lookout.

Join Barrie Guest from WA and Geoff Morris for individual
reflection at the time of the sinking.

Melbourne

Heidelberg Repatriation Hospital, Melbourne

Sunday 18 May 2008, 9am ANZAC Memorial Chapel (the
new chapel, located in the Centaur Wing of the hospital), 300
Waterdale Road, Heidelberg Heights (Mel. 31G4).

This service is run by the Darebin (formerly Preston) RSL
and begun in 1948 is the longest running Centaur service in
Australia. The RSL is again inviting everyone back to the Club
afterwards for morning tea. Address: Kelvin Grove, Preston. For
further information, RSL Asst. Sec. Trevor Daly, 0417 114 856.

Informal Gathering on the Day.

Wednesday 14t May 2008, 9am. Shrine of Remembrance,
St.Kilda Road, Melbourne. Meet at the Centaur plaque, located
south side of Shrine, near the fountain. Prayers, poems, flowers
welcome.

Fellowship Following Services

We had such a great time of fellowship at Concord following
last yeat’s Service that we are trying to see if we can provide
something similar at all other venues. Itis difficult for a
stranger in town to know those people who share their personal
experience of Centaur, and many say afterwards: “T wish I'd
known you were there.”

Please wear a large clear name badge giving your Centaur con-
nection as a relative or friend of Centaur, either the ship or its
petsonnel, and make yourself known to the following:

Brisbane: Pixie Annat and Doug Hoare
Caloundra: Keith Clegg

Point Danger: Ian Hindmarsh

Concord: Malcolm Knight and Laurie Hindmarsh
Melbourne: Pat O’Brien




From the Sydney Morning Herald, October 2007
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Doctor and minister of abiding faith and infinite knowledge

ANGUS HOLLAND

Few people who met Angus Holland would forget him. He
had a remarkable memory and an agile mind. He could
recall in detail the weather in Sydney—and elsewhere—vears
after the time in question. He could pluck historic cricket
scores and election results from the recesses of his brain.

He could calculate instantly what day of the week any given
date fell, even if his ‘simple’ explanation of how he did this
left no one any the wiser. As a medical student he once
mterrupted a physiology lecture to correct
the professor, who had got the day wrong,
to the great amusement of other students.

It was clear from an eatly age that John
Angus Beveridge Holland’s life would be
devoted to scholatly pursuits, although its
direction was not clear. Holland, who has
died at 81, was born in Mosman, the eldest
of four children. His father, Llondha
Llenoi Holland—his given names are
anagrams of his own parents’ surnames,
Holland and O’Neill—was a doctor. So
too, was his mother, formetly Lorna

Beveridge. Llondha had shone in
languages at school and Lorna in
mathematics.  She graduated with first

class honours in medicine and science, and
the university medal in physiology.

Angus did well at primary school and was =
a fine piano player. He was dux of Sydney |
Grammar, topped mathematics and was in
the debating team. He began his medical course at the
University of Sydney in 1943 but in May that year his father,
a major in the army medical corps, died at sea when a
Japanese submarine torpedoed the hospital ship Centaur off
the Queensland coast—of 332 men and women on board,
only 64 survived.

Holland, resident for three years at St Andrew’s, the
Presbyterian college, graduated with honours. After a year
as resident medical officer at Royal Prince Alfred Hospital
and a year teaching pathology at Sydney University, he
decided to study for the ministry, through the University’s
arts-divinity course. This brought him under the influence
of John McIntyre, the principal of St Andrew’s and
professor of divinity.

Holland graduated in 1956 with first class honours in
philosophical and historical theology and in philosophy
(logic). The professor of philosophy was John Anderson, a
vocal atheist. Although Holland felt the conflict, he
remained committed to the church and went to Scotland,
where McIntyre had become professor of systematic
theology at New College, the ity of Edinburgh.
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Holland worked on the theology of Athanasius (AD 293-373), the
bishop of Alexandria, who was a critical figure in the early Church.
Arius (AD 250-336) had propagated the Arian heresy, which
questioned the divinity of Christ as the Son of the Father.
Athanasius rejected Arius’s ideas, arguing for the doctrine of the
Trinity. Holland explored the Athanasian theology in a thesis of
more than 1350 pages. His enthusiasm and attention to detail
prompted Mclntyre to warn: “Angus, you have enough for your
PhD; do not write another word or comma, and if you need to,
just stop in the middle of a sentence.”

Holland earned his PhD in 1963 and became
an authority on Athanasius. He lectured in
theology at New College and was acting
professor of Old Testament at Emmanuel
College, Brisbane, in 1965. Academic work
delayed his ordination but after brief periods
in country NSW he was inducted in 1966
into the parish of St Andrew’s Narrabeen
(Sydney, Ed). He served on the doctrine
committee of the church’s General
Assembly of Australia.

In 1969 he became professor of systematic
theology at Rhodes University in
Grahamstown, the principal theological
school for white English-speaking Protestant
South Africans. He i1s remembered there
with affection and admiration for his great
knowledge and ability to quote verbatim
pages from theologians such as Karl Barth.
William Pool, the moderator of the Uniting Presbyterian Church of
South Africa, called him a genius of the campus. Away from
matters theological, he would humbly demolish the science faculty
in the annual classical music quiz.

Holland was a delegate to the World Council of Churches. He was
minister-in-charge of African congregations in the area and
chaplain to prisons. He disliked the apartheid regime but believed
in taking his faith to those who were otherwise cut off from the
Church.

In 1975 he married in Sydney Judith Hamilton, who supported him
in South Africa and in Brisbane, where they lived after returning
from South Africa in 1995. He was an active Freemason, and he
and Judith would come to Sydney for the New Year cricket Test—
he became a 70-years member of the Sydney Cricket Ground.

Angus Holland is survived by Judith; a brother, Robert; and a sister,
Alison.

Robert Holland, Tony Stephens.




W.0.1 CYRIL CLYDE (JOE) DUTFIELD

NX54970 2/12TH F A.
Submitted by his niece, Mrs Jill Wadling

Joe was born in Stuart Town, NSW on 8
February 1905, the eldest son of Edward
Frederick and Mary Jane Dutfield. His brothers
were Edward and William, and his sisters were
Thelma, Hope and Mary.

Apart from a short period of time at Gunnedah,
he was educated in Stuart Town and on leaving &
school, he joined the NSW Government
Railways rising to the position of Station Master.

He worked in many NSW towns including Stuart Town, Geurie,
Watren, Werris Creek, Walgett, Wellington, Quipolly and Cryon.
Many of these stations no longer exist.

While he was working in Warren, he met and married Edna
Josephine Perry. His pet name for her was “Ted’. Cyril and “Ted’
spent much of their married life in various NSW country towns
according to Cyril’s various transfers as Assistant Station Master.

He was a real home man, he loved his family and his garden. He
was also a great sportsman, loved his cricket and tennis as did his
wife “Ted’. They used to play in country clubs 1 the towns where
Cyril was stationed. They had two daughters, Nola and Margaret.

They were living in Ingleburn when he enlisted in the Army. The
day he enlisted he told ‘Ted’ to sit down, he had something to tell
her, and deep down, she knew what he was going to say.

He enlisted on 22 July 1940 at Paddington, NSW and did his initial
training at Ingleburn and was later transferred to the 2/12 Field
Ambulance Unit of the 8th Australian Division at Cowra, NSW.
After completing further training at Cowra, his unit was transferred
to Darwin in May 1941. It was intended that the Unit would serve
in Java. However, before they could sail, their designated Hospital
Ship “Manunda” was badly damaged in one of the first air raids on
Darwin. The Unit was subsequently transferred to the eastern
States for deployment to New Guinea. From Cowra, the Unit
joined the ill-fated Hospital Ship Centaur.

Last Post

Ex-S/S Dick Medcalf, survivor, SMS.

Mzrs Beryl Wood, widow of Pte Clem Woods
2/12th FA, mother of Isobel Fitzgerald and
Lucy Walton.

Ron Wattus, son of Pte Wattus 2/12th FA. Ron accompanied
us on the Commemorative Journey for the 60th anniversary.

Lance Gibson, husband of Mary, friend and colleague of
Sr Mary McFarlane, SMS.

Mrs Elsie Holland, wife of Robert, daughter-in-law of Major
L.L Holland, 18 March 2008.
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Tom Pledger is a member of ithis §
Association who regularly attends Services ¥
at  Concord—mwhen he is not globe- §
trotiing. .. e |
Corporal Athol ‘Tom’ Pledger, 2/12th Field
Ambulance, was in a group shipped from Ambon
to Hainan, off mainland China, in October 1942.

Like those stll at Ambon, they suffered many
deaths. Hope was delivered on the wind in late
May 1945, when a newspaper telling of victory in
Europe was blown into the camp. The men

believed Japan would be defeated — although they
could be dead before then. A grim ‘race’ was

un_der way.

In July 1945, Dutch prisoners of war caught up
with the Australians — both nationalities in the
Hainan camp were down to 187 men. Sick and
starving, they were eating anything edible
including grass, grubs, cockroaches, frogs and rats
to buy time.

Although still dreaming and talking of home, as
they had done virtually every day of captivity, faith
was waning. Not knowing the war was over, a day
after VP Day Tom scrawled in his diary:

. a little disappointed with the way the war is going.
Heavens they should be stuck into the Japs by this. It is 3
months since they beat Germany. We have heard a pretty
consistent rumonr that Russia is in against |apan, so we

haope that will burry it up.

The camp commandant conceded his nation’s
defeat only after an American rescue party was
dropped nearby. In the camp ‘hospital’, men
debated whether to inform two comrades in the
throes of death; in the end, deciding the dying
should know they had lived long enough to die as
free men. More died before evacuation could be
arranged.

On 18 September 1945, Tom wrote to [his
sweetheart] Jessie, as finally ‘that land of bad
memories’ was disappearing in the wake of a
British hospital ship. Tom had worked out that
with back pay and deferred pay, he was worth over
a thousand pounds — more than enough to get
married on.

Tom was discharged on 30 November 1945. He
and Jessie married the very next day. They were
patted again, for a short period, in late 1947 when
Tom, who had been mentioned in despatches for
his devotion to duty in caring for fellow prisoners
of war, responded to the call for one more duty:
giving evidence at war crimes trials in Hong Kong.



I only saw my father cry twice ...

The first time was when he saw his faithful old Fergie
tractor, which he had just traded by phone on a new
model, do a full roll over a 20’ embankment into the
Murrumbidgee River ...

My father, Dick Medcalf, was born in the Trundle Hotel
on March 21, 1922 in the central west of New South
Wales where his great grandfather had selected land in
1853. His family owned grazing properties in the
Dunnedoo and Trundle districts and his fond childhood
memories of that rural lifestyle were to stay with him for
the rest of his days.

One of his earliest recollections at the age of 6 or 7, is of
a trip the family made to ‘Lolworth Station’ in Western
Queensland:

“In those days 1_olworth’ was the only property at the end of
a long and lonely rutted track crossing stony ridges and dry
waterconrses. Fences were just a couple of strands of barbed wire
strung between scrubby frees. The beautiful old homestead was
surrounded by a stone wall and the lovely garden watered by an ever
running spring, even in those drought tines.

“The two identities of the property were two full blood
aboriginals, Daisy and Peter, whose parents had asked Mr
Connolly to take them from the mission on Palm Island and
provide them with training and an education. To these fine people,
the Connolly’s became their foster parents and Lolworth their
Country’ home. Peter would take me on an old draft horse along the
creek to pull drought stricken and bogged cattle from the spring
before the dingoes killed them. Mrs. Connolly and Daisy fook us
Jor walks to the spring source bubbling from a pile of rocks on the
plain where we would see the brolgas, (native companions) dancing
in the afternoons. Another walk was fo a steep rocky hill not far
from the homestead where the Pretty Faced wallabies were peeping at
us from bebind the rocks. Wild pigs and brumbies were always a
cutrse — breaking down fences, killing newborn calves and always
Jonling up water holes.

So the stockmen had to shoot all they could. They were tough
cattlemen and women in those days out in this wild country, where
they had no wireless or telephones, no Flying Doctor. Mrs. Connolly
gave the black children lessons and doctored everyone's ills and
accidents.

“This then, was just one of the large isolated cattle stations of
North Queensland in those far off days - and it bas always been a
reminder to me thronghout my life on other properties, and my own, when
I have feit that things have been getting a bit tongh, a great help, belzeve
_you el It does us good to remember how onr grandparents and pioneers
had to live and work, and still enjoy their lives together long ago.”

STAFF SERGEANT DICK MEDCALF, NX150851
Ship’s Medical Staff
1922-2008

A LIFE TO REMEMBER
by his daughter Helen Milne

2/3 AHS CENTAUR ASSOCIATION 4

After attending local schools, Dad boarded at Mudgee
High School and later attended Randwick High in Sydney.
He joined Phillips Lamps X-Ray Division to train as an
X-Ray Technician. He studied Physics, Chemistry,
Anatomy & Physiology at Sydney University, and X-Ray
Position and Technique at Royal Prince Alfred Hospital.

In June 1940 Dad joined the Army along with thousands of
enthusiastic young Australians determined to fight for their
country, flag and honour. He spent several years as an
X-Ray Technician doing medical checks for Army recruits.
Later, to serve on the Centaur, he was trained as a Medical
Technologist at Greenslopes Military Hospital in Brisbane.

The Centaur story we all know so well. Dad’s personal
recollections have been documented in his obituary written
by Dr Jonathan King (Sydney Morning Herald, March
15-16, 2008).

After the sinking of the Centaur he was given two weeks
“Survivor Leave” — there was no such thing as emotional
support and counselling in those days, it was just “get over
it and get on with life’. [The ongoing nightmares, which
followed, were with Dad unti the day he died.]

Following this brief leave he was sent to 114 AGH
(Australian  General Hospital), Townsville, later
recommended to OTC, but instead transferred to 9th
Division on Atherton Tableland in the 2/1 Casualty
Clearing Station. He spent the remainder of the war in the
Pacific Islands — Moratai, Brunei with a surgical team. Then
Labuan Island in Borneo fighting the Japanese until the end
of the war

“T came home from the War in February 1946. The long
voyage from Borneo was over, with a millpond sea down past the
Trobriands and Ambon with not a ripple on the ocean. 1'd stood at
the bow of the Liberty ship and waiched the flying fish stream out
Jrom the bow and its spray. At Thursday Island it rained and kept
up most of the way down the Queensland coast and through the
Whitsunday Islands. The Queensland portion of our trogps went
ashore in Brishane and we went on to Sydney - with the Heads
welcoming us at the barbour, the ferries "cockle-doo-dl-dooo!" and
then we went to Marrickville Depot and were given our leave passes
Jor a couple of weeks.

“So, that afternoon I found myself in the city and walked into
a pub on the corner of King and Pitt Streets. It was a kind of
ceremonial drink, and I thought quite clearly - "'Well, 6 years of the
War and the Army are over - what next?'




Sheep yards, cattle yards and a woolshed all had to be built.
Stock had to be bought and oats and lucerne crops needed to
be planted — which meant machinery and a tractor. A great deal
to do and so little money. October 24, 1957 brought another
son, my brother Andrew, born in Wagga. One often wonders
how Mum and Dad ever managed over those years. Our
primary schooling was spent at the tiny one-roomed, one-
teacher school, in the village of Wantabadgery, 5 miles distant.
Mum and Dad were very active with the school P&C, we all
attended the local church and helped out at the annual
Gymkhana. Dad was usually a Steward and we helped Mum
make hundreds of sandwiches. Dad was also a Steward at the
Wagga Show for many years.

Dad (who loved to make and fix anything) and Mum, were
both extremely practical and amazingly resourceful and
expected us all to be part of the working of the property. We
learnt so much: turning the milk separator very carefully to
separate the cream for butter making, shearing, sweeping the
wool floor, mustering and drafting, marking lambs, stacking
hay bales, moving irrigation pipes and learning to drive on the
old Fergie tractor. He even made me change a perfectly good
tyre on the car — just to know how!

As time went by, and after much hard work, life became easier
and we have many fond recollections .. of a wonderful
childhood, exploring creeks, the river, hills; surviving droughts,
floods, bushfires, thick heavy winter fogs, and even a few
snowflakes; skiing on the winter frosts, swimming in the creek
and rver, catching yellow bellies, making bows and arrows
from willow trees; billycart races, meeting friends from
neighbouring properties, woolshed dances, gymkhanas, rabbit
trapping, camping holidays on the South Coast of NSW ....

One of those memories is of helping Dad build small sailing
dinghies in the hot woolshed over the summer months. We all
sailed in the creek and nearby dams, Lake Albert in Wagga, and
the huge Blowering Dam, after it had filled, near Tumut.

Ever an enthusiastic skier, Dad founded the Wagga Alpine Ski
Club in 1961, with a membership base from all around the
Riverina. He was President from 1961-65 and helped build the
lodge at Falls Creek in Victoria. I remember many exciting
weekends and family holidays at the Lodge and these continue
to this day. In 1967 Dad was made a Life Member of the Ski
Club, a position he held with pride.

He was an excellent horseman. Having
. been a polocrosse player out West, now,
,with his own property, he was able to
¢ breed his own horses. Most of the early
& work on ‘Warralonga® was done on
g : B8 horseback and, as children, we learnt to
ride, though none as well as Dad. Mum and Dad loved
gardening and were enthusiastic admirers of the designer Edna
Walling. This love of gardens and plants was to leave a lasting
mark wherever they went in the future.
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They created almost an acre of gardens and sweeping
lawns at ‘Warralonga’, along with a large orchard,
vegetable garden and the ‘tennis court’ — an area
fenced off for ‘the future’. As young, but not so
willing helpers, I remember we were paid 3d a
wheelbarrow load for weeds! Dad later designed and
planted another beautiful garden at his property near
Cowra.

A great drought struck in the mid 1960’s and I
remember the paddocks, all brown, dirty, grassless
and lifeless. The river flats were fine for corn crops
but income was difficult without stock. At this time,
ever enterprising, Dad began to provide an X-ray
service to a small number of country hospitals in the
area. These included Gundagai, Junee, Tumut,
Adelong and others. It was through his resourceful
planning that we managed to survive a very long
drought.

But there were insidious changes. As children we had
been told by Mum never to ask Dad about ‘the war’.
Sometimes there were difficult times at home. No
explanations were ever given. The stresses of the
drought and extra work, brought on worsening
nightmares from the past, though we were never told
what the problem was.

Diana and I left school and began working and
studying in Sydney. Stephen was studying Surveying
and, at that time, was not interested in staying on the
property, and Andrew was in Wagga working as a
mechanic. Mum was tired of all those hard years of
work and felt that it was time for them to relax a little.
So, 1 1973, they sold “Warralonga’ to a
neighbour and moved into Wagga. Dad
wotked at Breusts Real Estate as a Rural
and Property Adviser and built some
units. Mum enjoyed studying art, which |
had always been a passion, and took up
golf again. A 20’ Compass Careel trailer
sailor yacht was purchased and Dad
spent many enjoyable days sailing on the
local lakes and dams as well as in Canberra, Pittwater
and the South Coast of NSW.

However, as I had moved with my family to Tweed Heads,
Mum and Dad also decided to move at that time to escape
the extreme climate of the west and be nearer their two
grandchildren. So in 1977 they moved from Wagga to 6
acres on the hills of Cudgen behind Kingscliff in Northern
NSW. With an old abattoir to renovate into a home, land
to cultivate, a tropical garden to create, noxious weeds to
banish, creeks and broadwaters to sail, dinghies to build,
fabulous views of the sea, and family neatby, life was very
busy. Mum began some casual work with her love of
cooking and continued her art. Dad resumed X-ray work

(P'Lrt nme) at local hospltals




“There had been many times while working in bhospitals and hospital
ships in the operating theatre and in the Casualty Clearing Station as
well as in the infantry, when 1'd been terribly tempted to go on fo
university and do medicine when I came home - but then the thonght of
sixc more years of study after 6 years in the Army was a bit too much fo
face. No, the bush was where I'd come from and that was where I
belonged - so, "Here's to the bush and a new period of my life. Down the
bateh!””

The yearning for the quiet of the bush drew him to work for a
time as a jackaroo near Burren Junction and the Pilliga Scrub
in North West NSW. Dad then returned to X-ray work at
Lismore, Casino and Murwillumbah Hospitals. His spare time
was spent sailing on the Richmond River at Ballina at
weekends. In the winter he skied in the Victorian Alps, hiking
into the Falls Creek and Mt Hotham ski fields.

Royal North Shore Hospital in Sydney was his next
wortkplace and it was here, in 1948, in the Medical
Library, that he met his future wife: the tall, elegant,
red headed Shitley Smith.

Dick and Shitley were married at St. Stephens in
Mosman on December 4, 1948 and spent their
honeymoon hiking and skiing large snowdrifts in
the Mt. Kosciusko high plains.

Once again the call of the bush rang out when he
was offered an overseer’s job at ‘Cuppacumbalong’
near Canberra. I, Helen, their eldest daughter, was
born on August 30, 1949 in Canberra.

When the job at ‘Cuppacumbalong’ was completed, we moved
back to Sydney and Dad worked in X-Ray Depts at Manly
Hospital, Mona Vale Hospital and Macquarie Street. It was in
Sydney on October 21, 1951, that my sister Diana was born.

While professional work in Sydney had it’s attraction, Dad,
once again, could not resist the call of the bush when an offer

came to manage a sheep property near Narrandera in South
Western NSW...

“Tn 1952, we sold all the furniture for £600 and bought a 1937
Ford car and travelled to Kyola’ (near Darlington Point) with the
Samily, a distance of about 500 miles from Sydney. Kyola property
consisted of one homestead and 8,000 acres cut into 4 paddocks. Trying
to draft sheep in open paddocks, some as large as 3,000 acres, added to
the challenges of the bush. I had to cut timber to build the sheep yards.
Unfortunately, droving the sheep 13 miles to a neighbouring property for
erutching and shearing forced the necessity of building a shearing shed.

“Throughout the early 1950 drought was not a way of life. The rains came in
all their profitsion and did not stop for weeks. Roads were cut, farmlands flooded
and dams overflowed. Basic supplies were ferried in by a plane which landed on
the nearest open area, Jerilderie Main Road; supplies were then transported to
the property by horse and sulky. The overabundance of water produced so much
stock feed; the paddocks were feet high in grasses. The sheep, not only hard to
find, didn’t make a dint on the overabundance. The necessity for diversification
into cattle was paramount. I travelled to Dunedoo and purchased 300 cows and
calves.
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“They were railed part of the way and then travelled the “long

paddock’ to Kyola. Big Dam’ paddock housed the cattle and
after 3 weeks, the results of plentiful feed and water were
astonishing. From the sale of the cattle, sufficient funds were
obtained to finally build the long-awaited shearing shed and
more stockyards.”

In Leeton, on August 28 1955, their first son, my
brother Stephen, was born. Now, with a family of 5
to feed and clothe, Dad, after long negotiations, had
his Manager’s salary raised to 12 pounds per week.

Mum was a creative, well educated and inspiring
mother, and with managing 3 children, making their
clothes, preserving fruit, cooking for shearers and
stockmen and the mornings spent with
| lessons, life was extremely busy. In those
times, (eatly 1950’s), the social life in the
district was active. Tennis parties, country
Balls, Picnic Races, Polo Crosse
Tournaments — Dad was a talented
hotseman and represented the region in
Polocrosse — and of course the long
fortnightly trip for supplies to Narrandera
meant a very full and fulfilling lifestyle.
When I was four years old I remember him
making my very first pair of skis, bending
the tips over a steaming boiler for my first
ski ttip to Mt. Buffalo in Victoria.

“But the good time had to end. The Coleambally
Scheme was introduced. The scheme’s aim was to build a new
town on part of the property and lo this end the property was
“broclaimed” by the Government. This meant that, should one
wish to sell their land, only the government had the option of
buying it. This was the beginning of the Murrumbidgee
Irrigation Scheme.”

In 1956, Dad, Mum and the family, packed up, and
with 8 chooks, 2 sheepdogs and all their goods,
moved east to Wantabadgery, halfway between
Wagga and Gundagai. This was to their very own
Soldier Settlement Block with 800 acres of prime
Mutrumbidgee riverfront land. It was part of a larger
holding called ‘Tenandra Park’ that had been
subdivided into three properties. They called it
“Watralonga’. At first, with no home, we all lived in
the old shearers quarters — dirt floor, a huge old open
hearth fire, possums everywhere and one tap for cold
running watet. Rather too much of a challenge even
for our ever resourceful parents!

Over that winter Dad and Mum designed and built
the weatherboard cottage that was to become our
home for the next 17 years.




Without warning, in 1989, Shitley, our mother, and his wife
of 41 years, passed away... Dad, feeling at a loss, moved
back to the West to the land he had always loved. At 67 years
of age he purchased a small holding near Cowra and once
again, built 2 home, dug dams, fenced, planted lucerne, ran
some cattle and began another garden — this time full of his
favourite roses. He loved his cattle and land with a passion.
His friends were the country neighbours, the townsfolk he
did business with and the Cowra Hospital Staff for whom he
did some relieving X-ray work.

He also became a great correspondent with the national and
local newspapers and his name was well known in Letters to
the Editor. His political views became even stronger and he
maintained a long correspondence with numerous politicians.
He won first prize with a wonderful story published in the
RM Williams book celebrating ‘100 Yeats of the Drizabone’.
His stories and poetry of the bush have left us with some
sense of the inner man.

When, in his early 80’s, this property became increasingly
difficult for him to manage, he sold, subsequently building
another house in the village of Wattamondara, near Cowra. It
was only 2 years later that he again sold and moved to
Murwillumbah to be nearer Diana, in Tweed Heads and the
rest of the family who lived in Brisbane, Sunshine Coast and
Kingaroy. Dad had lost many of his friends by this time.
Both his brothers had very recently passed way, and he began
to feel more and more isolated and lonely, plagued with the
recurring nightmares of his past.

He died suddenly at his home in Murwillumbah on February
11, 2008, aged 85 years.
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It was not until May 1993, when Dad attended the
unveiling of the Centaur Memorial at Point Danger, that
finally the scars that had been hidden from the world
broke through the fraying seams to reveal so many
unspoken horrors:

“We'd bad a beantiful evening with a concert on the
Joredeck, (the ship) was lit up like a Christmas tree, the hull’s large
red crosses lit by floodlights,” but at 4.10am there was a “oush
and a roar of flames. 1 found myself reaching for the lifejacker and
haversack and streaking across the deck in the light of the flames to
the companionway. God, two decks down. Halfway up the first
Slight, I hang onto the handrail like grim death as a deluge of water
comes down through the gratings and stairs. My haversack is gone
but T still have my lifejacket and tie it as I reach the top of the
second flight. I take one step ont onto the deck and the waves surge
across, then the ship goes down dragging me with her. I gag and
swallow what seems to be gallons of fuel oil, then kick like hell and,
after what seems to be ages, 1 start to rise then 1 can see clearly
against the horizon the aft third of the ship beading vertically
downwards.  Centaur is gone. That’s all it fakes, about 2 Y,
mrintes.

“Now 'z straddling a panel of hatch grating. 1 hear shouts
and start kicking and paddling to them. Suddenly, figures appear
on a Carley float and hands drag me on board.

“Then began the second stage of the horrific experience: trying
fo survive in the ocean. 1 am sifting, hunched on a Carley float,
huddled against a shivering companion, with more shivering bodies
knee lo knee. We are a filthy, oil-covered few—rmost are naked,
some in half pyjamas, one with a piece of canvas over his shoulders,
but all have that vacant, shocked, staring look. Later, a couple of
two-man rafts are paddled fo us with two more survivors on each;
one badly burnt dies later. My mate next to me is naked and
shivering so, as I have on a singlet and pyjamas, I give him my
lifejacket. We're not cold, just very shocked.

It’s morning, and we realize we have visitors. Sharks.
Oune circles each raft and rubs bis back on the rope between; no
wonder we've lost nearly 300 mates. Then two more survivors, one
at each end of a flooded lifeboat, with a shell hole straight through
with sharks all around.

“What was i1?’, says a voice. Bloody Japs—a torpedo™,’
says someone. ‘WNot a bloody hope—God knows how I got ont.’
Then it all comes back, flooding over me with a rush and I shake
all over, and vomit fuel ot/ again.”

And, as he told his story ...
I saw my father cry the second time.

Dick Medcalf is sutvived by his four children: Helen Milne (Buderim), Diana Storey (T'weed Heads),
Stephen Medcalf (Kingaroy) Andrew Medcalf, (Sunshine Coast), as well as six grandchildren and 2 great grandchildren.

*the deliberate torpedoing of an unarmed, fully-illuminated hospital ship whose credentials had been tecognized by the Japanese Government was so
utlerly unbelievable that at first it was thought Centaur had struck a mine. Ed.




HMAS SYDNEY FOUND AT LAST

HMAS Sydney has been found. Her relatives now have the
consolation of knowing where their loved ones lie, and that
all attempts will be made to ensure the site will be adequately
protected.

What about Centautr?

We do not know for certain where our loved ones lie. The
‘official’ site is some 7 miles to the east of the location given
by 2nd Mate Gordon Rippon, survivor, now deceased, who
was on the bridge only ten minutes before the sinking. The
protection given to Centaur under the Historic Shipwrecks
Act could well be over an empty area of ocean, while Centaur
herself lies unprotected elsewhere.

The Association recognizes that for many the memories are
too painful; they want Centaur left undisturbed.

Be assured. A search will »oz disturb Centaur. It will merely
ascertain beyond all doubt her true location and prevent any
more fraudulent claims.

There have been several false ‘finds’ over the years. Some
probably genuine mistakes, but the one in 1995 was a
deliberate mischief. Without any evidence, and against all
logic, the government of the time accepted the ‘find’ and
slapped a protection order on it. Bereaved relatives have been
casting wreaths and scattering ashes over what was discovered
by the Navy in 2003 to be a ship called the Kiogle. Once this
one has been forgotten, there will surely be others.

The Association has written to the Prime Minister, and thanks
the many members who have done likewise with letters and
emails supporting our request for a search for Centaur. We
urge those who haven’t already done so to write immediately
while the Geosounder is in Australian waters. There is, of
course, no guarantee of success, but at least our efforts will
hopefully put the matter on the government agenda.

S S
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HSK KORMORAN ALSO FOUND

The Centaur Connection

The finding of the German raider Kormoran, a day or
so before the location of HMAS Sydney indicated to
the searchers that they were on the right track—at least
in the right part of the ocean.

This find is of special significance in the Centaur story
as Centaur in her pre-hospital ship days and Koolinda
picked up the Kormoran survivors.

With a couple of flares Kormoran’s Captain Detmers
and sixty one of his crew attracted the attention of
Centaur which changed course to rescue them.
Captain W.F. Dark, replacing Captain Murray who was
on shore leave, summed up the situation — a boatload
of fully trained sailors of the German Navy with their
Captain, whereas Centaur had only Merchant Navy
personnel expected to learn survival in war by
experience.

Captain Dark allowed the nine sailors who were sick or
injured to come aboard; the rest were towed. When
their unseaworthy boat capsized under tow, Centaur
lowered two of her own for transfer, and safely
brought the survivors to Carnarvon. They were placed
in the number one hold of Centaur, the safest place to
keep them untl enough troops could be mustered to
guard them properly. Together with those rescued by
Koolinda they were transported to Fremantle where
they were interned.

Kormoran survivors in later life

Photo: Sydney Morning Herald

Kormoran survivors in their leaky boat 1941
Photo: Sydney Morning Herald

From Anne Esireich, a foundation member of the Association:

My father, L/Cpl Raymond John Nicholls NX26652 served with the
2/12th Field Ambulance and later went on to serve in Tarakan, Borneo,
Ambon and Labuan, etc.

He did not sail on Centaur as he haemorrhaged following surgery.
His mate, Pte Clem Woods, was lost, and I have stayed friends with his
family ever since.

I have not been able to attend many reunions, but did go to
Canberra when the plaque for the 2/12th and Centaur was
dedicated.

Dad passed away in 1994, aged 85.



A Tunior Legatee remembers

i - Paul Henninghan, Torchizght
In 1947 a Brisbane newspaper told the story of a widow and two children
of a serviceman in New South Wales who had struggled for a long time
before seeking Legacy help. When she was admitted to hospital with
tuberculosis her brother and sister-in-law in Queensland undertook the
care of the children — a girl and a boy. Legacy learned of their plight, paid
the children’s fares to Brisbane, provided clothing and arranged for their
schooling and medical and dental care. Sixcty years later, the story is taken
up by that little girl :

Cpl RICHARD O’CONNOR
NX 54065
2/12th FA

Corporal Richard O’Connor was one of the
members of the 2/12 Field Ambulance Corps &5
who were lost when the ‘Centaur’ was sunk. E'—
He had just had his 25t birthday.

Richard, or Dick as he was known, was my father and was
born on 10t May 1918 at Bulli N.S.W. He was the youngest
of nine children born to Alice (nee Streeter) and Lawrence
O’Connor.

He worked at the tannery at Botany and I am told was a very
good boxer. In 1936 he married my mother Marjory
Buckman. They had two children, myself and my brother
Kevin. I have vague memories of a very proud dad. My dad
enlisted in July 1940 and did his initial training in Goulburn
and was transfetred to the 2/12 Field Ambulance Corps in
November. He then went to Cowra and in April 1941 to
Darwin. He was there during the bombings.

Before the ‘Centaut’ sailed Dad was in camp in Bulli and my
mother and we children were able to come from the country to
see him - as it turned out for the last time.

I do remember that dreaded telegram being delivered.

We then lived in Sydney until my mother was admitted to
hospital in 1947. My mothet’s brother and his wife offered us
a home in Brisbane. Mum had T.B. and died in Concord
Repat. Hospital in 1950. We were then living at ‘Mootlands’
which was a home for war orphans run by Legacy. The
members of that organisation were mainly returned servicemen
and they became our surrogate parents. It was an amazing
organisation and those men along with the matrons and staff
were wonderful. We were so fortunate to come into their care.
The children who were at ‘Mootlands’ became our extended

family and lifelong friends.

All that was many years ago and I was amazed recently to
receive a letter from Lt. Cl Glyn Llanwarne wanting to
confirm that I was the daughter of Richard O’Connor. Glyn
had in his possession my father’s war medals and had been
searching for a descendent. He was able to make the
connection through the Centaur Association.
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The mystery now is where have the medals been all
these years, and how did they end up in the rafters of
a house? Glyn’s mission of finding the medals and
returning them must be a story of its own.

I have lived in N.Z for many years and my family
have not had the exposure to the history of the
‘Centaur’ so the emergence of my father’s medals has
aroused some interest.

Glyn has now sent me the medals and I am grateful
to him and those who helped locate me. My dad has

a plaque on the Memorial Walk in Caloundra, and it
is there I have proudly remembered him.

by Maureen Richards, daughter of Cpl Richard O ‘Connor.

Back to Hannam Vale
From the Manning River Times 11 Dec 2007

The Hannam Vale Hall turned 80 in style at the
weekend of 8/9 December 2007 with some 300
people turning up to wish it a happy birthday.

The ceremony also includeda |
memorial service for a
Hannam Vale service man Wagye

Earnest Chapmen, who died
when the hospital ship :
Centaur was sunk by the ¢
Japanese in 1943. 1

A plaque in the hall |
commemorated his death but
no formal memorial setrvice
had been held until now and the long-overdue tribute
on the Saturday was solemn and moving.

The final event of the weekend’s celebration, a
‘Blessing of the Pets’ service on Sunday morning was
attended by our Doug Hoare (b/o Pte John Hoare
2/12th) of Wingham who had cut short a weekend in
Barrington via Gloucester, leaving Gloucester at 7am
to attend with his inseparable canine companions the
mighty Boofy and pretty Harriette. Doug said it was
a great little ceremony, arranged and conducted by
the local Salvation Army.

Doug has sent the
accompanying
photos of the
plaque to Pte
Ernest Chapman.

& 59(1‘@ Rewm Pbran., ; f )
Pre ERNEST AINSLEY CHAPMAN
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Australian Hospital Ship CENTAUR

By Paul Clegg, grandson, Pte Percy Clegg, SMS

(Our apologies for this late report. It became lost in cyberspace. Ed.)

On the headland above King’s Beach at Caloundra stands the
Centaur Memorial and a Memorial Walkway containing plaques
honouring those who served on 2/3 AHS Centaur.

2/3 AHS Centaur was a hospital ship plying between the eastern
seaboard of Australia and Port Moresby during the Second World
War. On the 14® May 1943 at 4.10am, Centaur was torpedoed by a
Japanese submarine while sailing east of Moreton Island on her 4t
voyage.- The ship’s company numbered 332 and was made up of
2/12th Field Ambulance being transported to New Guinea for
their tour of duty, the Army Medical Corps team including Nurses
assigned to the ship, and the Merchant Navy crew. My
Grandfather, Percy Lewis Clegg, was a member of the ship’s Army
Medical Team. 268 personnel lost their lives that day in the eatly
morning light with only 64 surviving. My Grandfather was one of
those who lost his life; he was 39 years of age.

AHS Centaur had prominent red cross markings on her hull, the
international red cross number (47) painted on her bow, was fully
illuminated from stem to stern, and should have been immune
from attack under the conventions of war. The sinking of Centaur
shocked the nation and galvanised the resolve of the Australian
forces fighting in the Pacific.

Each year on the anniversary of the Centaur sinking a Memorial
Service 1s held at the Caloundra Memorial. A traditional segment
of the service is the placing of a flower beside each Centaur Plaque
on the Memorial Walkway and the laying of a wreath on behalf of
all families associated with the Centaur. This year (2007) I had the
honour of laying the Centaur Association Wreath as my father,
Keith Clegg, was travelling overseas.

The 14t May will always be highlighted on the Clegg family

calendar as the day we pause and remember Centaur.

Regular attendees from the McCosker, Thompson, Clegg,
Cross, and Maynard families were present. The guest speaker
was Father John Dobson, OAM, Dean of the North Coast
Catholic Family Services, Chancellor of Sunshine Coast University.

Matthew, Tayla, and
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Points to Ponder...

Would you like to know of other Centaur
families living in your district? Not everyone
can get to Memorial Services, but some might
like to join with other Centaur families living
locally for a cup of tea and your own private
remembrance.

Would you like to be put mn touch with other
members of your family, or friends and
colleagues of your Centaur person whom you
may not realize are on our mailing list?

Contact the Secretary at 5 Mara Crescent
Mooney Mooney NSW 2083 or email:
jthomas4(@bigpond.net.au

Do you own, or have you owned at any time ir
the past, the following email addresses which keeg
bouncing. I may have transcribed then
incorrectly, but I think they used to work.

fred@hn.ozemail.com.au
kenjoy@netcom.au
smithtjja@isage.aunz.net
dennis198@ozemail.com.au
peter.high@axa_sunlife.co.uk
kendo@compac.net.au
NORLYN1@bigpond.net.au
dudrob@tpg.com

Please email jthomas4@bigpond.net.au with yous
current address.

The Myth of
Immunity

This book by Christopher
Milligan and John Foley is still
the definitive book on 2/3 AHS
Centaur. Painstakingly §
researched, it reads well and
answers most of the questions.

Available to members of the
Association for $25 posted |
anywhere in Australia from:

Nairana Publications,
B6A Doncaster St
Hendra QId. 4011.

grandfather, Pte
Percy Clegg, SMS.

: " Quote this
Riley Clegg laying Newsletter.
flowers at the plaque
for their great Disclaimer:-

The views expressed in this Newsletter do not necessarily reflect the official
policy of 2/3 AHS Centaur Association Inc. All care is taken to check details
reproduced in these pages but no responsibility is taken for inaccuracies. Please
let the editor know if incorrect details have been published so they can be
rectified as soon as possible. All contributions are welcome. Copyright remains
with the authors, and anything quoted from this Newsletter should include
names of both the author (when given) and the Newsletter.
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