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​Introduction:
Against The Grain
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I was born in 1958 in Hong Kong, a teeming crossroad where East met West with more friction than harmony. My name is Dan Leon Dobry, and I have come to know that the story of a life cannot be plotted like a predictable arc. Mine was forged in contradiction: Jewish roots in a city where they scarcely took hold, a young immigrant to Israel just months before the rumble of the Yom Kippur War, and a student in an Orthodox school whose values never felt like home.

I challenged everything that was prescribed to me. Faith that didn’t speak to me, structures that didn’t make space for questions, and expectations that sat uncomfortably on my shoulders. Yet I marched, quite literally, into adulthood, becoming a combat officer in the Israeli army, trained to manage complexity, urgency, and risk scarcely before I could legally drink.

By the early 1980s, I shifted into finance and insurance. At 22, I was the youngest manager in a large insurance company. A world built on numbers may seem cold, but for me, it opened doors to shaping futures. I didn’t just navigate the system, I reshaped it. I co-founded Yedidim Insurance Agency, then the Atidit pension fund, the first actuarially balanced fund in Israel. I was driven by passion; I was fueled by a sense of purpose and the freedom to follow values I'd carved myself.

Years passed, and with each venture, Gaon Capital Markets, the Union of Financial Planners, and GlobalNET, I faced resistance, reinvention, and revelation. These weren't chapters in a business manual. They were battles for integrity, vision, and growth. They taught me how to fail, rebuild, and forge meaning from messiness.

In 2021, I left Israel for the United Kingdom. It wasn’t just geography that changed. I began writing the next chapter of my life with new markets, new languages, and new uncertainties. The roller coaster didn’t slow; it simply changed tracks.

This book is not a victory lap, nor a simple recounting of my life’s journey. It is a reflection on a life lived with conviction amid uncertainty, a testament to resilience and the belief that no system, whether social, religious, military, or financial, is beyond question or reinvention. Every structure we inherit can be challenged, reshaped, and, when necessary, rewritten.

Someone once asked me, “What was the most important moment in your journey?”

I paused, then said, “It’s the one I’m stepping into now.”

Because meaning isn’t found in milestones alone, it’s shaped in the movement, the questions, the quiet resolve to keep going.

Each chapter builds on the last, but none repeats it.

This is not a conclusion. It’s a continuation.

Welcome to my journey.
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​Chapter 1
A Life Lived In Earnest
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I’ve always strived to be the best person I could be. Not perfect, not saintly, just good. That kind of goodness forged through pressure, like steel in fire. Across nearly five decades of leadership in finance and insurance, my compass never changed. Integrity. Dignity. Impact. Whether pioneering institutions or mentoring young professionals, my goal was never merely to succeed, but to build something that mattered.

And I did succeed, often dramatically. But success, I learned, is a fleeting stage. When you’re ascending, everyone seems to cheer. Friends appear from the shadows, colleagues echo your brilliance, and the collective song rings with admiration. But the music fades fast when things take a turn. In moments of failure, many of those same voices grow quiet. Worse, some begin to hum a different tune, one laced with schadenfreude.

It astonishes me still: the eagerness with which people gather to witness a fall. In those times, you see true human nature on display, not in your victories, but in your defeats. And as the old saying goes, “Those who choose to live on high hills must learn to brave the high winds.” I’ve felt those winds. And I’ve stood tall in them.

This is a story of a career not just shaped by business but by people, their courage, their envy, their contradictions. It’s also a story of history, because through all I’ve witnessed professionally, I’ve also grappled with what we humans do to one another on the grand scale. I often wonder: how can a species capable of love also be capable of witch trials and genocide? How do we reconcile the brilliance of Einstein with the blindness of mobs?

I don’t claim to have all the answers. But I do have a life’s worth of lessons. And I’ve lived them with my eyes wide open.
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​Chapter 2
Early Lessons:
The Price Of Principles
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My first professional years taught me that ethics isn’t a line in a code, it’s a posture you either hold, or you don’t. In finance, temptation is omnipresent. The rewards for bending the truth, even slightly, can be enormous. I watched peers cut corners, push grey areas, and justify it all as “business necessity.” They often rose quickly. But I also saw the quiet erosion that follows such shortcuts, the loss of trust, of credibility, and, eventually, of self-respect.

I decided early that my integrity was my brand. I would rather lose a deal than lose my name. In the short term, that decision cost me opportunities. But in the long run, it became my foundation. Clients returned because they trusted me. Colleagues confided in me because they knew I wouldn’t deceive them. When you trade integrity for convenience, you mortgage your future for a moment of comfort. I refused that exchange.
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The Human Side of Business
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In all my years, the greatest investment I ever made wasn’t in a company, a fund, or a property; it was in people. Numbers drive business, but people drive numbers. I saw this clearly when mentoring younger professionals. Many had technical skills that far surpassed what existed when I began, yet lacked the patience and empathy that build lasting partnerships. They wanted shortcuts to success, but true success, like compound interest, requires time.

I told them: “If you focus on making others succeed, you’ll never struggle for relevance.” Some believed me; some didn’t. Those who did found their careers blossoming beyond their expectations. Those who didn’t often came back later, chastened by experience. In finance, humility arrives eventually; it’s just a question of whether you invite it early or it comes to collect you later.

One mentee once asked, “How do you know whom to trust in business?”

I replied, “By how they behave when there’s nothing to gain.”

That, to me, is the purest test of character, when no one’s watching, no contract is pending, and no reward is immediate.
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Leadership As Stewardship
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Leadership, I discovered, is less about authority and more about stewardship. A leader doesn’t own success; he holds it in trust for his people and his purpose. Too many executives think leadership is a throne. It’s not. It’s a borrowed seat at a long table that existed before you and will exist after you.

During my time leading financial institutions, I faced crises that could have undone everything, market crashes, regulatory shifts, and even internal dissent. Each time, I reminded myself that my role was to remain calm when others panicked, to speak truth when others whispered comfort. Leadership requires the courage to disappoint people in the short term in order to serve them in the long term.

I often had to make decisions that weren’t popular but were necessary. When profits clashed with ethics, I chose ethics. When expansion risked overreach, I held the line. Those moments rarely made headlines, but they built resilience into the organizations I led. A company, like a person, must know what it stands for, or it will fall for anything.
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The Anatomy of Success and the Solitude of it
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People often romanticize success. They see the headlines, the events, the accolades. They don’t see the sleepless nights, the private doubts, the constant calculation of risk and consequence. Success can be exhilarating, but it’s also isolating. When you lead, the air thins; few can join you there.

In those lonely spaces, I learned that success is not a destination but a test of balance, humility, and endurance. When everything you touch turns to gold, the temptation is to believe you’ve mastered alchemy. But gold has a way of turning to dust in the hands of arrogance.

True success, I came to see, is not about accumulation; it’s about contribution. The most fulfilling moments of my career weren’t the deals closed or the awards won; they were the instances when something I built continued to thrive without me. That’s the quiet glory of leadership: creating systems and people who no longer need your presence to excel.
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The Winds of Adversity
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Then came the storms. No long career escapes them. Markets collapse, partnerships fracture, accusations surface. Sometimes justly, sometimes not. Those are the moments that strip away pretense.

When adversity hit, I saw how fast admiration turns to distance. Invitations stop. Phones fall silent. Some colleagues even find relief in your hardship; it validates their own insecurities. But it’s also when you discover the rare ones, the loyal few who stand beside you when the lights go out.

I learned more about leadership and humanity in failure than in triumph. Success teaches you what works; failure teaches you who matters. In my darkest professional hours, I found unexpected allies: quiet, steadfast, and genuine. They reminded me that integrity, once forged, does not rust under pressure.

The truth is that adversity refines you. It burns away the unnecessary. It humbles your ego and clarifies your values. When I look back, I’m oddly grateful for those trials. They gave me perspective, and they gave me peace.
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A Broader Lens: Humanity In Micro and Macro
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My career in finance constantly reflected the paradox of human nature: our capacity for both creation and destruction. In markets, I saw it play out daily: the same instincts that build economies can also collapse them. Greed and fear are universal currencies.

But beyond the markets, I saw the pattern repeated in history: societies that reach pinnacles of achievement only to descend into conflict and cruelty. The question haunted me: why do we keep repeating our own mistakes?

I came to believe that progress without morality is a dangerous illusion. Numbers, technology, and profit mean nothing if they aren’t anchored in conscience. We are custodians of far more than balance sheets; we are guardians of each other.

That belief shaped my philanthropy in life. I always focused on education, financial literacy, and programs that gave people not just money, but meaning. Empowerment, I discovered, is the truest form of profit.
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On Mentorship and Legacy
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I never saw mentorship as a duty; I saw it as a privilege. Every hard-won lesson in my career was a tool I could hand to someone else, so they wouldn’t have to bleed for it as I did.

I often told my mentees, “Your career is not a race, it’s a relay. Your job is to run your leg with honor and hand the baton forward.”

Mentorship taught me patience and reminded me that wisdom only has value when shared. Some of those I mentored went on to surpass me. That’s the ultimate compliment to a teacher. Their success doesn’t diminish yours; it validates it.

As I grew older, I found that the metrics of life shifted. Early in one’s career, you measure progress in promotions and profits. Later, you measure it in people, how many lives you’ve touched, how many doors you’ve opened, how many storms you’ve helped others weather. Legacy is not what you leave behind; it’s who you leave behind.
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The Moral Economy
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If I could summarize a lifetime in finance in one insight, it would be this: money amplifies character. It doesn’t corrupt; it reveals. The generous become more generous. The greedy, greedier. The ethical, more principled. The reckless, more destructive.

That’s why I believe the future of finance must be ethical finance, systems designed not just for profit, but for purpose. I’ve seen firsthand how markets can serve humanity when guided by conscience. Microfinance for small entrepreneurs, impact investing for sustainable projects, and transparent governance that rebuilds public trust; these are not idealistic dreams. They are necessary corrections.

The next generation of financial leaders must rediscover what we once knew instinctively: that wealth is a tool, not a trophy. Used wisely, it uplifts. Used carelessly, it corrodes.
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Reflections On Time and Perspective
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Looking back, time feels both generous and cruel. Generous, because it allowed me to experience so much. Cruel, because it moves so swiftly that you realize its value only when much of it has passed.

If I could speak to my younger self, I’d tell him three things:

Be kinder, to others and to yourself. Perfection is impossible, but compassion is always within reach.

Listen more. The world reveals its truths in quiet moments.

Never let fear of failure dictate your choices. The only failure that truly scars is the failure to try.

Life is not linear. It loops, doubles back, and surprises you. You can plan meticulously, but fate has its own logic. The art of living well is learning to adapt without losing your core.
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The Quiet Victories
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In the later chapters of my life, the victories became quieter, but deeper. A reconciled friendship. A young professional thanking me years later for guidance I barely remember giving. The stability of families whose futures were secured through thoughtful planning. These are invisible triumphs, unseen on ledgers but priceless to the soul.

Sometimes, late at night, I review the arc of my journey, not through financial statements, but through faces and memories. The deals fade: the people remain.

What humbles me most is the realization that I was never the self-made man I once imagined. None of us are. We are all products of countless unseen kindnesses, parents who believed, colleagues who covered, mentors who nudged us forward. Gratitude, I’ve found, is the most accurate measure of a life lived in earnest.
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Lessons Carved in Stone
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After five decades in business, these are the principles I would carve in stone if I could:


	Integrity is non-negotiable. Once compromised, it’s nearly impossible to restore.


	Humility protects you from your own success. Pride blinds; humility sharpens vision.


	Relationships outlast results. Treat people well, even when transactions end.


	Learning never stops. The moment you think you know everything, you’ve begun to decline.


	Purpose gives power its meaning. Without purpose, achievement is empty noise.




Each of these was paid for in time, toil, and sometimes tears. But they’re the only currency that holds value long after the numbers fade.
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A Life Measured in Meaning
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As I write these words, I’m aware that no resume, however impressive, can fully capture life. Titles and awards are footnotes. What endures is impact, how your presence changed the atmosphere in rooms, how your choices rippled outward in unseen ways.

I’ve made mistakes, of course. Misjudged people. Trusted too easily or too late. But I never stopped striving to live earnestly, to mean what I said, to honor my commitments, to face life’s winds with open eyes.

There were times when I felt crushed beneath those winds, but standing in their force also taught me resilience. The very gusts that threatened to knock me down shaped me instead.

And now, looking back, I understand that the measure of a person is not how high they climb but how they conduct themselves when the wind blows hardest.
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Closing Reflections

[image: ]




A life lived in earnest is not a perfect life; it’s an honest one. It’s marked by effort, by reflection, by an unrelenting commitment to doing what’s right even when no one applauds.

I have been privileged to see both the brilliance and the blindness of human nature. I’ve witnessed greed topple empires and generosity rebuild them. I’ve seen how a single act of integrity can echo longer than decades of deceit.

So, if there is one message I leave behind for those who come after me, it’s this: Live earnestly. Work hard, but live harder. Seek not only profit but purpose. Build not just wealth, but worth. The world will always have its high winds; learn to stand tall in them.

Because in the end, it’s not the storms that define, it’s how we face them.
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​Chapter 3
From Principles To Origins
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As I close the chapter on lessons carved in stone, those hard-won truths forged in the furnace of professional life, I find myself drawn not to the boardrooms or courtrooms where they were tested, but to the quieter, older places where they were first seeded. Before the contracts and committees, before the negotiations and the numbers, there was a home. There were parents. There was a story that began long before mine did.

It’s tempting to believe that we shape ourselves through ambition and effort alone. But the deeper truth is that we are shaped first by the stories we inherit. My parents’ lives were not just the backdrop to mine; they were the blueprint. Their experiences, their values, their struggles, and triumphs etched themselves into me in ways I only began to understand decades later.

My father, a quiet man, embodied a different kind of wisdom. He was a man of principle, of precision, of quiet conviction. He didn’t speak often, but when he did, his words carried weight. He taught me that integrity wasn’t just a virtue, but it was a way of being. That humility wasn’t weakness; it was strength disguised. That relationships mattered more than results, and that purpose must always precede power.

My mother, Kitty Dobry Eliezer, was born into a world of contrasts. Her childhood in Bombay, then under British rule, was marked by the tension between cultures, classes, and identities. She remembered ants seeming like elephants, a child’s metaphor for the vastness of the world around her. She grew up in a community of Iraqi Jews who had fled persecution and sought refuge in India, a place that offered both sanctuary and stratification. Her family settled in Coolabah, a middle-class enclave that stood in quiet contrast to the hardship of Byculla, where many others in the community lived.

From her, I inherited a reverence for resilience. She taught me that prosperity was not just measured in possessions, but in the presence of children, in the ability to endure, in the grace to adapt. Her stories were not just recollections; they were lessons in dignity, in cultural navigation, in the quiet strength of women who carried history in their bones.

Together, my parents lived through upheaval and transition. They witnessed the fall of empires and the rise of new nations. They navigated displacement and reinvention, all while holding onto their values with quiet tenacity. And in doing so, they gave me a foundation stronger than any title I would later earn.

So, as I turn from the external markers of success to the internal compass that guided me, I see their fingerprints everywhere. In the way I write agreements. In the way I speak to people. In the way I face adversity. Their lives were not perfect, but they were profound. And in honoring them, I honor the roots of my own journey.

Because before I became a communicator, a reformer, a leader, I was their son. And that, more than anything, shaped the man I became.
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The Inheritance of Identity
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I was born and raised in Hong Kong, a British colony at the time, a city perched between continents and cultures, where East met West in a constant dance of tension and exchange. Growing up there, I lived at the intersection of identities: Jewish by faith, British by citizenship, and shaped by the rhythms of a city that never slept. I was proud of all three, proud of my heritage, proud of my upbringing, proud of belonging to a lineage that stretched from Warsaw to Vladivostok and Shanghai, from Baghdad to Bombay to the British Empire’s farthest reaches.

From an early age, I became aware that identity is not something we simply inherit; it’s something we interpret. People often ask how much of who we are originates from our DNA, the biological code we cannot change, and how much comes from the world and society that raises us, moulds us, and challenges us. I’ve come to believe that the answer isn’t found in one or the other, but in the dialog between them.

Genetics gives us the outline; environment paints the colors. One gives us the map; the other teaches us how to read it. We are all born into the gravitational pull of family history, into the echoes of our ancestors’ choices and the shadows of their struggles. But it’s the circumstances of our upbringing, the cities we inhabit, the teachers we meet, the languages we hear in our childhood homes, that shape how we carry that history forward.

In my own life, this interplay between nature and nurture was vivid and inescapable. My DNA carried the legacy of wanderers and survivors, Jews who fled persecution and built new beginnings in the far corners of the British Empire. Yet my upbringing in colonial Hong Kong gave that legacy a particular tone: a respect for order and discipline, a British sense of fair play, and an instinctive belief that merit and manners could coexist. I grew up in a home that honored tradition yet encouraged curiosity; where Jewish holidays met British formality and the Cantonese hum of the streets outside reminded us that the world was far larger than our own story.

As I’ve grown older, I’ve found myself increasingly drawn to understand the roots beneath this dual identity, to trace the lineage of character, resilience, and values that flowed into me long before I was aware of them. Perhaps, in understanding where we come from, we can better understand what we’ve become. Our evolution as individuals is not only a tale of progress but also one of remembrance, a conversation between past and present, between inherited traits and chosen paths.

That is why, before I speak of the man I became and the lessons I have learned, I must speak of the people who made me. My parents were not only the architects of my upbringing but also living testaments to the forces of history. Their lives embodied the struggle and triumph of the twentieth century, wars survived, empires dissolved, and identities redefined. From my mother, I inherited a quiet strength born of adaptation, the ability to find grace amid upheaval and to build community wherever one lands. From my father, I absorbed a sense of principle, a moral compass that held steady even when the world did not.

Together, they were more than just parents; they were the embodiment of the two great forces that shape us all: the inheritance of blood and the influence of environment. They passed to me both the unspoken courage of our lineage and the refined sensibility of a British education. In their home, resilience was not a word; it was a rhythm.

So before delving into the chapters of my own life, the choices, challenges, and convictions that defined my path, I feel compelled to return to theirs. To trace their journeys, their values, and their struggles. To understand how their histories became the foundation on which mine was built.

Because to know who I am, I must first revisit who they were. My story does not begin with me; it begins with them.
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​Chapter 4
Background On My Family Origins And Values From My Father’s Side 
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The Shanghai Jews 
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My Grandparents, Leon and Maria (Miryam) Dobry, were born in Warsaw and displaced by Lenin to Vladivostok. During the pogroms, they crossed the border into China, finally settling in Shanghai. 

In the years preceding World War II, Shanghai was a divided city. In 1842, when the then a minor port and was opened to western trade. Great Britain, the United States, France, Italy, and Portugal established extraterritorial rights in the city's so-called foreign concessions, the International Settlement, administered by a municipal council of Western powers, and the French Concession, headed by the French consul general.

After WW 1, the International Settlement and French Concession were home to two main Jewish groups in Shanghai. The older and smaller group consisted of about 700 Sephardic Jews whose fathers and grandfathers had arrived from Iraq as traders in the mid-1800s and quickly ascended the social and economic ladder. 

One of the more prominent members of this community was Ezielkel Ben Yehoshua Gabbai, who, it seems, was one of our ancestors (1824–1896), the disciple and nephew of R. Abdallah Somekh of Baghdad, who traveled in 1842 to India, where he became quite wealthy. 

He traveled to Shanghai and extended his business to China (it seems that they also were involved in the Opium trade) in 1843, becoming one of the first Baghdadis to trade there. In 1853, he married Azīza (d. 1897), the daughter of Sir Albert (Abdallah) Sassoon, who later became one of the wealthiest men in the world. He had five sons and five daughters, including Flora (Farḥa), the wife of Sir Solomon Sassoon; together they bore David, who became the president of the Jewish community in Shanghai, and another son who became a judge in Bombay. 

The second and larger community of which my father was a member comprised a few thousand Ashkenazi Jews who had fled to China as refugees from Russia and Europe after the First World War. Most of them earned modest livings as small business owners, and they quickly connected with the wealthier Sephardic community and climbed the social and economic ladder.

My Grandfather was a merchant (businessman) and my grandmother a Milliner.

For those who are not aware of this profession, it is someone who designs, makes, or sells women's hats. Traditionally, milliners crafted elegant headwear and accessories, often tailored to fashion trends or individual clients. The term dates to the 16th century, originally referring to vendors of fine goods from Milan

In 1933, in search of new business opportunities, my grandfather moved to Hong Kong. 

Hong Kong’s history began in the 19th century as a small coastal settlement of the Qing Dynasty. During this time, there were rising tensions and trade disputes between Western imperial powers and the Qing Dynasty. The Treaty of Nanking was signed following the end of the First Opium War on August 29th, 1842, which not only gifted the British the island of Hong Kong for a lease period of 100 years, but it also demanded that the Qing Dynasty pay the British for war reparations, and lastly, that the Qing demilitarize while allowing the British to stay in China.

Unlike many other British colonies, Hong Kong was annexed by Britain not for the purposes of settlement, acquisition of natural resources, or the spreading of Western civilization, but for trade, so the first hundred years of colonial rule in Hong Kong were essentially shaped by trade imperatives.

Hong Kong was declared a free port as soon as the colony was officially under British possession. 

The intention was to develop Hong Kong as a trading post for China and from Hong Kong to the world. In fact, the entire colonial administration was designed and set up to facilitate this trade. Taking advantage of its strategic position and the extensive Chinese trading networks in East and Southeast Asia, Hong Kong became the regional trade center for British manufactures and for traditional Chinese products such as silk, tea, and porcelain. 

In the early years, the colony also played a key role in the opium and “coolie” (semi slave trade of Chinese workers globally). 

The word “coolie” was first popularized in the 16th century by European traders across Asia, and by the 18th century, the word would refer to migrant laborers from the east, and in the 19th century, it would refer to the workers on plantations that had been formerly enslaved Africans. 

My grandfather recognized Hong Kong as an opportunity for his family and moved there to establish his new business. Thus, my grandparents joined the lucrative textile trade and even opened a small exclusive boutique, “Madame Dobry.” 

My family flourished, and my grandfather established a business and acquired strategic real estate, but unfortunately, my grandfather could not escape the fact that the Island existed up to WW2 with the threat of invasion. 

To guarantee the safety of the family, my grandfather decided to send his sons to California to study (they both attended UCLA) and develop their talents far from this threat. 

As my grandfather feared, eight hours after the attack on Pearl Harbor, the Japanese Imperial Army launched an invasion plan on Southeast Asia, including Hong Kong.

Since Hong Kong was a British Colony at the time, soldiers from British colonies, including India and Canada, fought alongside Chinese guerrilla fighters. However, soldiers defending the city at the time were largely unprepared, and Japan claimed its victory within 18 days. On Christmas Day 1941, the governor of Hong Kong, Mark Aitchison Young, surrendered Hong Kong, and thus began the 3 years and 8 months of the Japanese Imperial Army's occupation of Hong Kong. 
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Battle Of Hong Kong, December 1941
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Civilians were raped and tortured during the occupation, and all the Europeans were interned in camps and systematically starved to death. 

British, Canadian, American, and Dutch civilians, including the local Jewish Community, were considered “enemy nationals” during the Japanese occupation of Hong Kong. 

They were sent to civilian camps in Stanley, North Point, or Sham Shui Po. Since the Japanese did not sign the Geneva Convention rules of war, their treatment of POWs was extremely brutal.

My Grandfather was interred in Stanley, and as the Japanese had an alliance with the Nazi regime, the Jews were separated as a community on their own. It does not seem that they were treated worse than the other prisoners (was that even possible?), and the interned civilians were exposed to slave labor and brutal treatment by their captors. 

While this was happening, my father was on holiday from his university studies in New Zealand, and after Pearl Harbor, he knew that if he returned to the United States, he would be enlisted into the US forces, so he enlisted in Australia and joined the 1st Australian Paratrooper Battalion. 

When the war was over and he was discharged, he made his way back to Hong Kong to try to piece together his former life. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Battle of Borneo and the Australian Paratroopers
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My father joined the Australian Army on the 17th October 1942 and was part of the Australian 1st Battalion of Paratroopers. 

As the battalion was to be Australia's first airborne unit, it required extensive training. In addition to basic parachute training at Richmond, the battalion also trained in jungle warfare in New Guinea. In September 1943, Major John Overall, formerly of the 2/13th Field Company, Royal Australian Engineers, was appointed as my father’s commanding officer. Throughout this time, my father was part of occasional skirmishes with the Japanese invading forces and continued training in demolitions, tactics, and parachuting. My father was part of the machine gun company (25 kg, pounder guns) that was formed in October 1943, and by January 1944, the battalion was at full strength. 

My father and the Australian paratroopers participated in several major operations, including the Battle of Nadzab in New Guinea (September 1943) and the Battle of Noemfoor in Indonesia. On the 1st June 1945, the Australian Battalion conducted covert parachute insertions into Borneo ahead of the main campaign. These missions supported the broader Borneo Campaign, including reconnaissance and sabotage. 

My father never really recovered from the trauma of Borneo, and when asked about his experience, always said, “Let sleeping dogs lie”. 

The Battle of Borneo was a series of campaigns fought between Allied forces, primarily the Australian and British troops, and the Japanese Imperial Army during World War II. The objective was to recapture the island of Borneo, which had been occupied by the Japanese since early 1942.
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