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As I promised you in the blurb where you bought this book here is where our little journeys begin.

The stories in this book are a collection of random memories from my younger days in and around Queensland, Australia that I wrote out for your enjoyment. 

These stories are all as true and as accurate as I can remember them. I have tried hard not to exaggerate too much. Names and places are deliberately left vague to protect peoples identities because most of the events happened in small towns where it would be only too easy to put two and two together and make gossip.

I hope you find these little yarns enjoyable and amusing. I know some of you have been brought up in cotton wool and never get to go exploring or adventuring. These stories are especially for you.

I suppose for legal reasons I gotta tell you to never, ever try this stuff at home or anywhere else. Some of our escapades were, if not outright dangerous, then certainly illegal in some cases nowadays.

As to the choice of the cover photo? That is exactly what I was like as a kid. Always taking off. Continents to explore, worlds of wonders to discover.

Anyhow enough of the waffle, adventures await! 

And so the journey begins...
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WELL, HERE WE ARE IN this tiny little town called “Richmond” in central North Queensland, Australia. Located halfway along the railway line between Townsville and Mt Isa it serviced the nearby cattle stations mainly plus all the folk driving through. 

I am about 4 years old, ready for some fabulous adventures and it is as hot as hell.

It was a bugger because not only was the towns swimming pool right next door to our house but there was even a little gate in our side fence where we could go in at any time. The wading pool was near that gate then past that there was the main pool. The big pool was too scary for my little sister and I as we couldn’t swim, but my older sister used to try out the shallow end of the grown ups pool.

One day there was one of those parties at the swimming pool. You remember back in the sixties when swinging became a thing? Yup, it was a drunken orgy, right next door to us!

Anyhow the next day after the party before they sobered up and cleaned up the mess we all went over for a quick dip. My sister sliced her foot open on a broken beer bottle and when mum found out we were over there we were banned from ever going there again!

We begged and pleaded, argued and threw tantrums but we still couldn’t go. No amount of pleading could change their minds. There was no way us children were going into that den of iniquity.

Well, nobody was going to stop me from swimming. I had to cool off somewhere. My two sisters and I played under the hose for a bit but that got boring. 

That little wading pool right next to the fence looked awful nice on a stinking hot day like today. What would happen if I just sneaked in for a little bit while no one was looking? There was still some broken glass around but I reckoned I could avoid that. I asked my sister to come with me for a quick swim but she wasn’t going to disobey our parents and get into big trouble.

But, alas the gate was tied shut. Dad had foreseen my devilish plans and my dreams of a splash were dashed in a flash. There was no other way in to the pool complex except through the front door where the kiosk and changing rooms were and you needed money to get in that way. Besides the managers would most likely tell our parents we were over there. So, pool was struck off the list of possibilities.

Our house was the last house on the edge of town because in our backyard on the other side of where the council pool was is where the towns powerhouse was. Dad was overseer and engine driver plus the towns electrician. Back in the day each town had their own electricity generation plant. We all call them “powerhouses” and they were phased out when the electricity grid system was set up. Dad loved working on the engines so I spent half my life living next door to a powerhouse.

Anyhow on this fateful day I was looking around the powerhouse for something. I can’t remember what because I had given up on the swimming idea for now. I had already scoped out the cooling towers. These were there instead of the normal engine radiators we all know. They had a nice little half tank you could play in that wasn’t too deep. The water was pumped up to the top and the evaporation effect would cool down the steaming hot water so it could cool the engine down again. Each engine had its own cooling tower. But, alas they still to hot to swim in. I was looking to cool down not get any hotter. So that plan was foiled too.

I was wandering around the doorway trying to talk to one of the engine drivers when I spotted the concrete sumps. Sometimes if the drivers weren’t busy they would stop for a quick chat otherwise they would just chase you off. 

Now, these sumps were made of concrete. When you changed the oil in the engines the old oil ran out a concrete drain underneath the engine and into these small square tanks. You then pumped the old oil out into drums for disposal.
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