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Alex MacKinnon
 

(With permission from Sydney 
Telegraph 2/4/2014 and Wayne 

Bennett)
On 31st March last, Alex McKinnon, playing 

rugby league for Newcastle, suffered a broken neck and spinal injuries 
in a tackle, with the prognosis that he would be a quadriplegic for life.  
With the determination and spirit of St Monica, he is fighting back in 
the hope he can walk down the aisle at his wedding later in the year.  
In a feature article in Sydney’s Daily Telegraph published on the 4th of 
April 2014, Coach Wayne Bennett spoke of Alex at the time of the tragedy:

“Even at age 20 I had a lot of respect for Alex, the way he carried 
himself.  His maturity.  Quiet manner.  How he could hold a conversation 
in any company, without ever seeking to be the centre of attention.  
He was always happiest when heading home to Aberdeen.  Not a 
whole lot happens in Aberdeen.

For more than a century the local abattoir was its largest single 
employer but when an American company bought, then closed,  
the meatworks in 1999, hundreds of people were left without work.  
Pretty much all the locals had left to cheer about were the Aberdeen 
Tigers, who play at MacKinnon Oval named after Alex’s grandfather, 
Mal and still mowed and marked out each week of winter by Mal’s son, 
Scott – Alex’s dad.  They’re true rugby league people.

One of the things endearing me to Alex is his ability to care for other 
people.  If he is your friend, you do not want.  Recently I went to a player 
I knew to be struggling financially, prepared to give him a loan.  ‘You OK?’  
I said.  ‘Yeah’, he said,  ‘Alex looked after me.’  If someone hasn’t got a car  
or loses his licence, the beeping horn out the front belongs to Alex 
MacKinnon.  Just last year I went back to Aberdeen with him and we 
spoke to his old school, St Joseph’s.  He talked about how hard it was 
for him to leave home, how much he missed his parents and friends, at 
the same time encouraging the students to have the courage to follow 

their dreams, not to be afraid of the unknown.  Today, it is his dreams 
shattered, it is he who is staring at the unknown.

I have an old friend up here I played football with a long time ago.  
He was brought up in an orphanage and his story is tragic.  As part of  
Alex’s education,  I thought he should meet him because we sometimes 
forget how lucky we are.  My old mate loves his football and he loved  
Alex even more.  I got him to tell a bit of his past and the kid was blown 
away.  A few months later, with Christmas nearing, Alex asked when I 
was going back to see my friend?  ‘I want to come with you’.  Come he 
did, with an armful of gifts and food items to share the joy of Christmas 
with someone he barely knew.

I’m not a great shopper so when I want to go shopping I ring Alex.  
‘Coach’, he always calls me ‘coach’ - we’re father and son - ‘Coach’, 
he says, ‘we’re going here, and we’re going there’.  I end up buying 
clothes a bit young for me, ‘hip and happening’, he says, and he’s 
introduced me to Boost Juice and Health Balls, which he buys by the  
jarful.  We have some lovely times shopping, me and Alex.  All my  
players are important to me but we just have a special chemistry.   
Me in my 60s and he’s 22.  That’s the price you pay in relationships 
– the greater the relationship, the greater the pain.  Monday night 
in Melbourne was terrible, horrific, highlighted by the fact I’m the coach, 
the steadying influence. The one they look to.

We play a tough game and Alex is a tough young man.  Nobody’s 
fool.  He doesn’t walk around trying to show he’s tough, but he is.  And 
I’ve always loved his humility.  Never seen him drunk.  Not once.  Never 
seen him do anything stupid.  No one’s ever talked about Alex like that.  

He doesn’t wear his cap back-to-front, prefers 
country music and watches every game of footy every  
weekend.  He’d rather sit down and talk to old blokes 
than prance around with rock stars.  All we have now 
is hope.  And belief.  He’s going to need a lot of  
help and for people to be there with him for  
the rest of his life. 

As he would be there for you.”

There was a very gracious lady who was mailing an old family 
Bible to her brother in another part of the country.

 
“Is there anything breakable in here?” 

asked the postal clerk.

“Only the Ten Commandments,” the lady replied. 

Vale  
George Stanton

by Noelene Tynan

George Stanton was born in Germany 
on 30th December, 1931, as Georg Paul 
Louis Stankewitz.  He grew up with  
Hitler in power and experienced his 
country being taken over by the Nazis.  

At age 19, George saw the Australian film, The Overlanders,  
and decided Australia was where he wanted to be.  He arrived here 
in 1952.  George and Judy met at the German Club in Stanmore, Sydney, 
in 1972.  They were married six months later, and were looking forward  
to celebrating their 44th Wedding Anniversary with their son, Paul, who 
was born in 1974.

George was a gentleman of great courage, strength and  
determination.  We, his family and friends, will miss the warmth of his 
smile, but rejoice in having known and loved such a wonderful man.   
May God keep you in his care, George.

Today!
Annual Parish 

Picnic
at  Neumann’s Farm, 

Currumbin Valley at 12 Noon

We thank Fr Daniel  for being with us and will  
miss him and the sound of his drumming!
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TheWatoto Choir

By Mary-Jean Brill

Did you see The Watoto Choir advertised locally here on the 
Gold Coast and wondered what it was?  For me, having been brought 
up in Tanzania and Kenya, also having learnt to speak Ki-Swahili, 
I knew that ‘watoto’ means ‘children’.  I knew that this choir was 
made up of children from Uganda whose parents had died of AIDS, 
or who had been abandoned.  I’d missed the choir at All Saints 
Catholic Church in Boonah two years ago and in early May 2014 
I discovered the Watoto Choir would be singing in the Anglican 
Church in Burleigh Heads for two sessions.

My granddaughter Hannah and I went along very excitedly.   
We were greeted by friendly Ugandan ladies and young people in 
very colourful national dress.  There were sales tables with t-shirts, 
Ugandan-made souvenirs of the programme and CDS for sale, to 
help the choir raise funds for their mission.  There was excitement in 
the evening air.

Well -  the church exploded with colour and Ugandan music 
as the children sang and danced their entrance songs.  They sang 
about their love for Jesus and how he has helped all of them to a 
better life.  The energy in the room was electric; feet were tapping 
as the congregation clapped in time to the music. Several Watoto 
spoke about the circumstances that brought them to the Watoto 
Organisation.  It was so good being there just to witness such 
wonderful faith and gratitude for the power of God and his love.  

However enjoyable their presentation is, there is a serious side 
to their tour.  The ‘Watoto’ travel around the world each year spreading 
their message through music and dance.  Though the function is free 
the Watoto Choir rely on peoples’ generosity so they can raise funds 
to maintain their two villages in Uganda and sponsor more children.  
I encourage everyone to make a point of going to hear these wonderful 
people and to share in their faith and culture.  Please check out the 
website: www.watoto.com/the-choir so that you can learn more 
about this amazing organisation that is teaching and training these 
young people to be’ movers and shakers’ in the future of Uganda,  
with a strong Christian ethic.

It was a small town on the Murray River 
in NSW where I climbed up and sat in a willow 
tree at the age of ten and contemplated what 
this life is all about.  Having attended the 
Presbyterian Church every Sunday throughout 
my childhood, I was not aware of any religion  
or way of life beyond what I had been  
introduced to in the 1950’s.  However during 
my teenage and early adult life, I was 
disheartened with the rules applied by the 
church, and questioned its direction and lack 
of understanding.  In those days my small town 
was divided by religion.  In reflection I see that  
I looked at everything as black and white in 
those days.

What I have been conscious of over the 
years, is a sense of freedom and awareness 
and of a faith that is deep within my heart.  
Then around twenty five years ago, I attended 
a teaching by a Buddhist monk who gave me  
a deeper understanding of the reality of life, for 
which I had been searching since my childhood. 
These teachings have supported me in my life. 

This way of life, which was set down 
by the Buddha, has created for me a depth 
of understanding of the nature of my mind. 
Buddhism aligned my heart with an energy 
of loving kindness, compassion and the 
impermanence of all things.  However this 
understanding has come slowly and with an 
exploration of Hinduism during this period. 

My life has been of quiet service, usually 
at my own initiative, as I have felt the movement 
in my heart to assist where required.  Then 
on other occasions I have been asked to 
help.  I have served in the Cook Islands, 
Bali, Caribbean and Aboriginal Communities.   
It has been at these times of giving, when my 
heart feels light, and I understand if I keep 
my mind and heart pure, loving kindness and 
compassion arises for others. 

When in 2004 the Tsunami devastated 
many countries in Asia, I found myself in Sri 
Lanka assisting with the  building of houses for 
those families who were left homeless by this 
overwhelming event.  It was to begin a long  
and wonderful relationship with the people of  
Sri Lanka.  I have been fortunate to return 
many times to continue my humanitarian work.   
In 2007 I took ordination in Sri Lanka as a  
Buddhist nun.  As in my journey I had not 
made a purposeful decision to become a nun.
It arose in my mind and heart as the years of 
practice, study and service came together. 

This year, with another understanding, I 
relinquished the robes with a deep sadness.   

In October 2012, I was asked to start a 
Pre School.  I was able to raise enough funds 
in Australia to begin with fifteen children in a 
small room.  So Samadhi Grove Pre School, 
Embylipitya began in a very poor area of Sri 
Lanka.  Due to the needs of the community in 
2013, enrolment jumped to 30 children, and 
over the past twelve months, we have been 
constructing a building which is almost finished.  
This has been a joint effort by Australians and 
Sri Lankans who see the need for children  
to receive a well rounded early education, 
including some English.  To complete our 
lovely school we require finance for windows, 
doors, painting, and tiling in the children’s 
toilets.  Meanwhile the children continue 
their education in temporary accommodation 
with two enthusiastic qualified teachers.

As to the future of this precious life, I will 
continue my service in palliative care, 
chaplaincy, facilitating workshops, or wherever  
I am asked to support.  I offer my gratitude to  
the many people from all walks of life and 
religions who have given me this very special 
opportunity to serve.  

May all beings be well, happy and  
peaceful. 

With kindness, Susila

A Life of Courage, Faith and Letting Go
by Susila



This page
 
sponsored by:    Coolangatta Joinery Works (Peter & Shirley Ashburn)    Ph: 5536 1516

                     
                                                                             9                                                   Education     Other Footsteps                               8

Listening...... 

through your feet.
 

By Barry Katanga, 
an Indigenous poet  

(“New International”, 7 Hutt St,  
Adelaide 5000)

For really knowing the territory you’re walking on, there’s nothing 
like well-calloused but supple skin:  knowing and learning.  There’s 
a lot of learning that feet do in a lifetime.  For those who spend 
their travelling on plastic seats, rubber tyres and steel-smooth 
rail lines, there is no such knowing.  Intuition is swallowed up 
by mindlessness.  The journey becomes the summary of two 
ends, instead of a pilgrimage. The traveller forgets to learn.

Such travellers forget that we are all travellers, nothing more; 
moving and moving, growing, learning from our feet what life has to 
teach, listening to our muscles and skin, our bone and our sinews.  
We blacks have learnt much from our centuries of travel, in walking to, 
between and within, in walking in communities, clans, families.  We know 
more than the arc of the sun and the scorch of its light at midday, more 
than the smell of water and the wine-like taste of it after days of chalk-
dryness, the prints of the goanna, wallaby, dingo, the cry of the galah.  

As a river that carves its way through a rock face knows each crack 
and crevice, each twist and turn, so too our peoples know the paths 
which become our tracks of life, poetry through sight, sound, sweat and 
breathing: paths of words and rhythm.  In song-lines of laughter and 
fear, we sing the land.  We recite it.  We know it, and it knows us.  Like a 
woman and man know each other when they become one flesh ...and 
memory, with hurts and joys glued, the land is known and knows us.

This is what my 3 year old daughter would call from her car seat as 
we were driving to Mass on a  Sunday  morning.  It would continue “Mass 
is good for you Mummy, it good for Granny and Auntie Jenny, but it is no 
good for me.”  

By the time she was 5, she had extended her refusal to go to Mass 
to, “ I don’t believe in God because I can’t see him”.  The trade off was 
that Madam read during Mass, and so, as we sat in the front pew, she 
would hold her book in front of her face, as a statement that she was here 
under protest.

As we moved through the Harry Potter series, I explained the situation 
to Father Kevin, who smiled and said “Just keep bringing her”.    I am not 
sure of the exact age, maybe 11, but I will always remember the day, 
it was the Feast of the Transfiguration, the book came down, and she 
listened to the homily.

Luckily the second child, being an October baby, got off to a great 

start, as he was baby Jesus in the Christmas Mass that year.  He was  

easy going about the whole deal of “going to Mass” and was easily  
bribed with an “after church bickie”.  His highlight of the Mass was 
wandering around shaking hands long after “Peace be with you” had 
moved on.  Once this novelty wore off, it was the thought of a game 
of chase, with the other kids, after Mass that got him through.  Not to 
be let off entirely, he was sure there was a conspiracy on the handing 
out of communion, and that he was in fact missing out on a great treat.   
So one chilly Saturday evening Mass, he considered that the numbers 
were down and he decided to “go for the goblet”.  Luckily, I grabbed his 
arm and the Minister, in time to avert disaster.  However, to this day I still 
walk to Communion behind him.

Both kids had mentors in the Altar Serving role, Lucy Koshel and 
Daniel Pead, among others, and it was a natural progression for them to 
take up the job, when their time came.  Now, as they hold the candles, 
and set the altar, I often reflect on their faith journey.  I hold firm to the old 
adage, Faith is caught not taught.

Having been a parent at our parish primary school for the past 
seven years, I have heard a lot of opinions on the Mass.  When I hear  
a negative, an odd thought flashes through my mind,  “Why go to a 
Chinese Restaurant, if you don’t like Chinese food.”  I have also been 
blessed to hear some lovely words, like “I am here because my daughter 
wanted to come to Mass”, and to witness parents becoming Catholic as  
a result of the faith experience with their children.

Which leads me to conclude that Faith is caught - from our parents, 
our children, our peers and friends, our ministers and our Faith community.  
However you have to be in the right place to catch it.  If keeping your 
kids quiet and sitting still in Mass is your concern, rest assured, there is 
nothing they can do that hasn’t already been done before.  From time to 
time, it may feel like a losing battle, but just keep bringing them!

PS.  Even when my brothers were in their twenties, I can remember 
my father saying on the topic of going to Mass, “It may never do you any 
good, but it will never do you any harm!”.  Not exactly inspirational but 
always a good fallback!

“Church Is No Good For Me!” 
by Shelley VandenBroek  

(mother of Hannah and Harrie)

Left to Right: Shelley Vandenbroek, Harrie & 
Hannah, Emily Amanda Marin & Erin

June 15th last, eight parishioners from St. Monica's embarked on a ship 
Cruise aboard the Sea Princess bound for Port Douglas with stops at Airlie 
Beach and Cairns. Also with us was Bishop Brian Heenan, the Retired Bishop 
of Rockhampton, who said a very personal Mass for us on the Saturday of 
the Corpus Christie weekend.  Present were Joan Lester, Francis Ridley, 
Doug & Margaret Tucker, Patrick & Gail Smith, John & Barbara Blair & friends
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CELEBRATIONS! 
The following celebrations have blessed 

our Parish life since our last edition.
Please let us know your important 

occasions so that we can publish them  
and acknowledge significant events.
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BIRTHDAYS

Edna Devli - 80 years 

Ray passed away peacefully and 
unexpectedly in hospital on 17 June last. 
He is survived by his wife, Pat and nine of 
their eleven children, twenty-six grandchildren 
and seven great-grandchidren, who were 
overwhelmed by the family and friends who 
travelled great distances to celebrate his life.  Messages of sympathy 
from those who knew and worked with Ray described him as a true 
gentleman, sincere, committed and grateful, one who modelled 
leadership by encouragement, patience and wisdom.

He began teaching in primary one-teacher schools at Muckadilla 
and Charlton, and joined the staff at Harristown and Toowoomba State 
High Schools, to become Deputy Principal of Centenary Heights High 
in Toowoomba (where two language laboratories are named after 
him), to be appointed to Principal of Pittsworth and Cavendish Road 
High Schools.  He finished his career in education as an Inspector of 
Secondary Education, and then followed his passion and worked as 
Director of Catholic Mission in the Brisbane Archdiocese for four 
years.  Ray, the love that dreamed and formed you still surrounds you 
today.  

Vale
Raymond Mullins

Brian (Barney ) Connolly was born at 
Kingaroy on 4 July 1930 and thus began 
his lifelong love of the Great South East 
and West.  His paternal grandparents lived 
at Gayndah and many a happy journey  
was made to their home, especially for 
a young lad who loved to hear the stories of his pioneering ancestors.

This was later supported when he joined the Commonwealth Bank, and 
had country transfers to Longreach, Townsville, Biloela and eventually 
Hobart (just one too far).  He resigned and came home to sunny Queensland,  
to eventually marry Lorraine in 1963 and have a wonderful family of one  
daughter and four sons.  In 1975 he changed career and became a  
hotel broker, which took him to all parts of Queensland, particularly the 
south western corner.  Brian not only represented his clients best financial 
interests, but many of them became close friends because of their 
involvement in his beloved thoroughbred racing interests.

 

He so enjoyed his work that it was only on threat of dire consequences 
that he retired in 2004 and started to see other parts of the world.  It was 
actually Lorraine’s idea that they come to Tugun in 2008 to enjoy their 
retirement years.  He was an active member of Vinnies in our home 
parish of Bardon, and looked forward to being involved in the Tugun 
Vinnies Conference community, but not to be.

Weep not that he has gone, but smile that he has been.  

Vale  
Brian Connolly

                                                                                  

Abel Warren 
Sophie Fryer 

Jack Monaghan 
Bethany Alick 
Millie Garner 

Hunter Mason 
Rosalie Wade 
Aiden Fountain

Rhys Najjar 
Ebonii Budge 

Everley Bradfield 
James Tatum 
Mali Dunsdon 
Harper Pollard 

Christina Gordon 
Ruby Dick 

Titan Grey 
Mali Havili 
Austen Fox 
Wil Marsh 

Jude Marsh 
Jack Preston 

Mya Elliott
Marley McDermott 

BAPTISMS

                                                                                  

WEDDINGS

Benjamin Cramp and Lita Pace
Peter Coyne and Madeline Harisen
Brett Forrest and Melissa O’Sullivan

Amanda Riza and Jonathon Johnstone

REST IN PEACE
We mourn with the loved ones and pray for 
the following parishioners who have died.

Brian Connolly 
Pamela Cullinan 

Donna Hill 
George Stanton 

Jeannine Neumann 
Raymond Mullins 
Madonna Grogan 

Clive Sargent 
Pauline Coleman

Pat Strotton - 70 years
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Editorial Committee
Pat Mullins, Colleen Cutcheon,  

Brenda Hindmarsh,
Marg Walgers, 

Mary-Jean Brill, Kevin Harris

The material in this journal remains  
the property of the editor.

From the Editor’s Desk
by Mary-Jean Brill

ABOUT US : Watoto is an holistic care programme that was initiated as a response to the overwhelming number of orphaned 
children and vulnerable women in Uganda, whose lives have been ravaged by war and disease.   

Unicef and Unaids approximate that 47.5 million orphans live in sub-Saharan Africa, one quarter of whom lost their parents to Aids.   
2.5 million of these children live in Uganda.    (Unaids published estimates, 2008)

 

Gave an inspiring concert at the Anglican church, 
Burleigh Heads on 17 May last;they also sang at 

Cleveland & St Peter Claver College Ipswich amongst 
othern venues.Founded by Gary and Marilyn  Skinner 
from USA, the Watoto Church, is now a thriving local 

church in Kampala, Uganda. 

WATOTO CHOIR

Our Winter Spring edition this year has 
the theme “Walk with Us”.  There are many 
Parishioners on the front page along with a 
picture of many shoes – which we wear on 
our journey through life.   Barry Katanga, an 
Indigenous Poet tells us of the benefits of 
walking without shoes and learning about the 
countryside as we walk along.   Pat Mullins 
reminds us about “The Shoes we Fill” and how 
much more there is to any of us than others 
know.  We have some happy stories like the 
Watoto Children’s Choir and the way they walk 
through life singing the praises of Jesus.  The 
excerpt from Pope Francis tells us of “Joy of 
the Gospel”.  Happiness is also reflected in Fr 
Hugh Brown’s reflections in his life that taught 
him about happiness.  We also congratulate 
Pat and Marie O’Brien on their 65 years of 
marriage, Keith and Margaret Preston, Kevin 
and Mary O’Flaherty, Eugene and Marion 
Nolan along with Peter and Trish Flynn for 
walking together down 50 years of marriage 
and becoming members of our ‘Golden Oldies’.

We walk with the Youth of the Parish, 
under Emanuel’s leadership, into the world 
of their Youth Group.  It will be a learning 
experience as they discover their spirituality 
and the happiness that knowing God brings.  
The Parish Pastoral Council has given us an 
account of their Annual Commissioning Mass.

We know not all walks through Parish life 

are happy.  The AM Team always acknowledge 
those who have walked before us either by 
name or with a paragraph about their lives, 
such as Brian Connolly and George Stanton.  
The AM Team pay tribute to Ray Mullins, loving 
husband of our editor Pat Mullins who went 
to his eternal reward in June.  Our thoughts 
and prayers go with you Pat and your family.  
In spite of Ray’s illness Pat managed to put 
this edition together with limited help from 
the rest of the team because we were all 
away.  Brenda Hindmarsh, on her return has, 
in her amazing way, produced the layout in 
between her family commitments and visitors.  

Pat found an article about Alex McKinnon 
who can no longer play Rugby League.  This 
teaches us that sometimes we have to “walk” 
a different way.  Hopefully with God’s help and 
Alex’s determination he will be able to walk 
down the aisle to meet his bride-to-be.  For the 
movie buffs Pat produced a review of The Lego 
movie.  Thank you Pat for your dedication to AM.

Referring to AM Paula Lancaster has written 
a few words on the 10th Anniversary of our AM 
journal. How time has flown by.  In ten years we 
have had some team members ‘walk’ on to other 
commitments like Paula whilst John O’Reilly our 
first editor and Elizabeth Dolan rest in peace.  
Thank you to my fellow members on AM for your 
co-operation, love and support over the years..  

May God go with you.



Kevin & Mary O’Flaherty,
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All celebrating their 50th wedding anniversary  

PLus more  
‘Golden Oldies’

Kevin  &  Mary  
O’Flaherty,

Married in Ballarat in 1964,  
celebrated their 50th wedding 

anniversary on 16 May.

Married at St Mary’s 
Warwick 4th July 1964, and 

recently celebrated their  
50th Anniversary.

Both are Extra-ordinary Ministers  
of the Altar and Eugene is very  

involved in the Parish being on the 
Parish Council, in the Choir and 
responsible for the co-ordination 

of the Funeral Ministry.

Eugene & Marian 
Nolan

Met whilst working in Port 
Moresby, TPNG, in 1963.
They were married in St. 
Josephs Church, Boroko on 
30th May 1964.  
Their first son, Michael, was 
born there before they headed 
to Melbourne where they  
spent the next 30 years, 
raising a family of 4 boys.  In 1995, they moved to Currumbin 
Waters, joining this Parish Family being very active in Parish 
ministries.  They will shortly start celebrating this Golden Milestone, 
culminating with a family get together in Cairns, late July.

Margaret  &  Keith  
Preston

Celebrate 45 Years on  
27th September.  They support  
others and each other, being 

active in the Bereavement 
Group among other Ministries.

Colleen  & Ron  
Cutcheon

We were married on 9th May 
1964 at St Scholastics Church, 
Bennetswood, Victoria by a 
wonderful priest named Father 
Maltby who has since passed 
away..  Peter worked in the 
Customs in Melbourne until he 
was deemed unfit to continue 
working due to ill health; that 
was over 40 years ago,  Our 
Doctor advised us to move to  
a warmer climate to try and 
help Peter's health.  We moved 
to the Gold Coast in 1989 and 
we were very fortunate as our 
two married daughters, Helen 
and Elizazbeth, along with their 
families, also followed us to the 
Gold Coast.  As a result, we have 
had the opportunity of seeing 
and enjoying our 6 grandchildren 
grow into young adults.  Our  

grandchildren are now spread 
far and wide; Melbourne, Darwin, 
America and last but not least  
the Gold Coast. 

The years have passed 
quickly and to our joy and God's  
blessings, we reached the mile- 
stone of 50 years of marriage.  
May God bless us with may more 
years together in our retirement.  
We appreciate all the friends 
we have had the privilege of 
meeting  especially at Tugun and 
St Augustine Churches. We are 
very thankful for all the prayers 
and kind thoughts towards us, 
especially for Peter (God is 
certainly hearing your prayers).   
God Bless all and may He keep 
you in His tender loving care. 
We hope to see all of you in 
the warmer months to come.   
Love always, Peter & Trish.

Peter  &  Trish 
Flynn 
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Celebrated by all who attend the 9.30 Mass at Tugun each Sunday. 
They had lived & worked in Rhodesia before moving to the Atherton 
Tablelands and then to the Gold Coast in retirement.  Now living in the 
RSL Nursing home at Galleon Way.  Pat, now in his 90’s, is still active at 
the Tugun Bowls Club.

Pat  & Marie 
O’Brien

65th Wedding 
Anniversary!

Celebrated their 45th wedding 
anniversary on 24th May in USA, while 
enjoying travelling in their retirement.

Sandy & Mary-Jean 
Brill

Recently celebrated their 
45th  Anniversary

Dan  &  Jill  
McGettigan 

Merle  &  Ken  
Hayman

Celebrated their 
30th wedding 
anniversary 
in early May


