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Vale William (Bill) Howell WX 12126.

We regret to report of the passing of Bill on 4th October. 

At his funeral service his 3rd son Ray, paid a moving tribute to his father in a poem he wrote and read out at the graveside. It covered Bill's 79 years to a tee.

"A Tribute to Bill".

A baby was born in Midland

In nineteen hundred and twenty-two

Raven and Elsie took his hand

And knew he would be strong and true.

Through his early years

The country was depressed

But he was young and healthy

And with strength he was blessed.

As a lad he was eager

And he yearned to race

He used to ride his pushbike

All over the bloody place

He'd think nothing of riding

200 k's in a day

(I also don't think too much

Of riding all that way.)

Along came the World War

So Bill and some other chaps

Went to the isle of Timor

To try and stop the invading Japs.

His nickname he earned

During that war of pillage

When he went to fight more Japs

Camped in a local village.

Up one early morn with two mates

In the pre-dawn light they crept

Down to the jungle hut

Where twenty enemy had their breakfast

Right up close he opened fire

Though not a Jap did he hit

But their big pot of rice

· well he shot it to bits

Then off down the road 

He pursued his startled foe

Those twenty Japs ran until

He realised he was chasing them alone.

So the legend arose

In that tropical place

Bill was now known as "Stewpot"

- no crockery was safe.

He and his three hundred

Fought ten times more

They battled for a year

Till they left that deadly shore.

On the ship back to Oz

They ate sandwiches of jam

Their starved bellies they crammed

Until they saw their long-lost homeland.

From that Commando group

Sprang the "Two-Two's"

Who met together to sing

And have just a beer (or two)

Bill left his home in forty-eight

To travel down south

To the town of Mandurah

At the Peel Inlet's mouth.

He loved his new home. And he loved the odd schooner

And on late Saturday nights

He'd fight those buggers from Waroona

The list of his jobs was hard to top

Club manager, bus driver and gravedigger

Made house bricks and ran a take-out shop

He even went fishing up the Murray River.

Then Bill discovered love

And all that is involved

He fathered twelve kids

Before the reason why was solved.

He sired six sons

And six daughters too

He didn't have any more

(well as far as he knew)

It was late in fifty-five

He met a lass young and healthy

She made him feel really alive

So he married his darling named Elvie.

Father to Colleen, Bill and Val

These kids were at the top

Then came Carol, Gary, and Keryl

He just didn't know when to stop.

Along came Lee, Kim and Bryan, 

And also Ray, Vicki and Ross

When it came to reproducing

He really was the boss.

This brood needed food in their mouth

And somewhere to live

He worked all day, and at night built a house

He always had so much energy to give.

Along came the grandkids

Of which he thought highly

Sharni, Alyce, Jason and Jon

As well as Cassie and Kylie.

This group grew large as they joined

Joanne, Kelly, Shane and Troy

So many grandchildren

Gave him great joy.

When he told his many stories

 He really was a hit
Bill was called the Reverend

'Cause he always preached Bullshit.

A very outgoing man - 

Who knew what a mate meant

His introduction was "Bill Howell,

I'm from the Taxation Department".

Last Friday a day crisp and clear

Bill finally left us as the sun set

To go to that great Pearly Gate bar

He went early to see what seat he'd get

So Pop, that is your tale

And though we've all shed a tear

I know you're up in heaven,

Telling tall stories and having a cold beer.

Bill, an original member of the Unit, served in the sapper section under Don Turton and Gerry Green in the Timor Campaign. He was a good soldier who always gave of his best and was liked by his sapper mates. Bill cheated a bit to get into the army as he had one leg shorter than the other. He later told his grandchildren it was caused by climbing up and down those bloody mountains in Timor, such was his great sense of humour. Bill, a loyal and generous supporter of the Association and Mandurah 2/2s was president of the association in 1995/96 and was made a life member in 1955. We mourn his passing and he will be sadly missed.

The large attendance at the graveside is indicative of the respect in which Bill, Elvie, and the family are held in the Mandurah district. The service was a celebration of Bill's life; one lived to the full, and was an uplifting experience for those present.

The wake held at the Mandurah RSL was also conducted in a celebratory mood. Thus Bill was given a send off of which he surely would have approved.

The Association was represented by Len & Batty Bagley, Tony Bowers, Jack Carey, Joy Chatfield, Dick Darrington, Jess Epps, Keith & Val Hayes, Jean Holland, Mary and Paddy King, Bernie & Babs Langridge, Don Murray, Ray Parry, Joe & Helen Poynton, Eric Smyth, Colleen Strickland, Don Turton, Clarrie & Grace Turner and Bulla Tait. 

The Association extends its sincere sympathy to Elvie and the family on their sad loss.

Lest We Forget.

J. Carey.
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