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J.P.Kenneally, Yagoona, NSW.
Dear Jack, Life, just free and easy for our clan, unfortunately it wasn't so far for untold thousands. The fires played havoc with the lives of so many people, some losing all they possessed during three weeks over the holiday season. Thank God there was no loss of life resulting. More experience, better equipment and the devotion of the fire fighters did much to mitigate, what, could have been total disaster. As usual calamity brought out the best in people. It's over but it will come again, that's the nature of the land we live in.

Beyond comprehension, but some of those fires were deliberately lit.
I saw Curly O'Neill before Christmas. He is keeping reasonably well, but very limited in mobility, unlimited in mental capacity. I saw Ron Hilliard after Christmas. We spent a few hours in Arncliffe RSL, not as long as we would have a few years ago. "Drip" only has to walk a short distance up the road to arrive in port. I have to catch two trains, climb up and down steps, and walk a half-mile before reaching my homeport and seeing I'm using nautical terms, I may as well add STONE COLD SOBER. I have the balance of a drunken sailor these days, consequently I have to be careful on the number of schooners I partake, and I'm not referring to the sail specimens. 

The family all well, Sean is back in Canberra working for Boral. Helen, Michael, and Gerald still operating in their usual occupations. Gerald could be thinking of a change.

I celebrated my 86th birthday on February 7th. Nora's birthday is also this month, her nativity not the same year. Michael and Gerald gave us a day out. A taxi arrived at our door at 6am on the 7th, into the Rocks area where we went through a series of tests including a breath test, fancy at 7am, by 9 o'clock Nora, Gerald, Michael, Gerald's daughter and I were on our way up the harbour bridge, railing each side and a safety harness hooked to half inch steel cable. Nora climbing ladders as if she had been doing it all her life. We finally got to the arch, then up, up, up a series of steps until we reached the top 430 ft above the harbour. The view was limited as it rained practically the entire trip up and down. Nora amazed me, for a woman who got dizzy if she was standing on a brick, she nonchalantly leant on a railing over 400ft in the air, talking and admiring what view there was.

Gerald and Michael certainly gave us a great day. It was 5pm when we arrived back home and I wouldn't have passed any breath test at that time.

Life is getting a bit hectic. A cousin of ours, and her husband, will be out from France, so that means some more conviviality. On the 24th we will be having a clan gathering at the Kirribilli RSL, with more of our cousins and on the 17th March our respective children are putting on a house party for my brother, two sisters and I. It is to celebrate the 75th anniversary of our arrival in Australia.

I remember it quite well… a beautiful day, sun shining, an entirely new world, St. Patrick's Day 1927. That evening we had a real Aussie welcome in the park, a local kid back-handed my brother knocking him over, My brother grabbed a bottle, jumped up and crowned the local, poor bugger, he'd back-handed the wrong newcomer!

It was a long time ago, we have had a great life in Australia, but none better that when we were youngsters going to school, and growing up down in Miller's Point and the Rocks area. I look at it now, a tourist area, the wharves along Walsh Bay being developed for the people who can afford to occupy the development. It will finish up like another waterfront area quite close, Pyrmont, these days high rise apartments take up all the space, once it was rows of terrace houses occupied by families, the streets filled with kids playing. The War Memorial in Pyrmont lists the names of 900 men who volunteered and served overseas with the First AIF. Miller's Point and the Rocks were similar but their days are numbered. The working port of Sydney from Woolloommoolloo (that's correct) in the east to Glebe Island, and Bold Rock in the west are finished as a port. Three container areas are left, Darling Harbour, Glebe Island and Bald Rock Balmain. A harbour that was once crowded with shipping and alive with men, vibrant, full of character and characters now dead as a dodo inhabited by the affluent and pet cats. Ah well! I suppose we can console ourselves in that we are all far, far better of materially, but somehow I think we gave up an awful lot to achieve it.

There's Anzac Day and the Safari in May to come yet. If I'm around it will take the rest of the year to recuperate from all the festivities during the first half of it.

Nora is well; she joins me in wishing all our members happiness and good health.

Paddy Kenneally.
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