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Vale John (Danny) Daniels NX95464.





Danny was born in Cape Town, South Africa on the 26th November 1919. His parents, who were theatrical people, moved to Sydney when Dan was only a few months old, settling in at Coogee. Growing up in what was a tough area Dan soon learnt how to look after himself which proved to be a big help in his later years. He moved to Melbourne and was working as a textile technician when World War II started Classed as a reserved occupation this prevented Dan from joining up. After a number of tries he finally took off, returned to Sydney changing his surname to Thomas, and enlisted in the 2nd AIF.





Dan along with Bob Smyth, Mick Devlin and others joined the 2/2nd in New Guinea in mid 1943 and while awaiting for a posting this small group filled in their time in Port Moresby flying with the yanks on bombing raids over Wewak and Rabaul, a risk which they enjoyed.


Dan went on to serve in New Guinea and New Britain and loved the army life. Known as "combined ops" because of a striking tattoo across his chest, he became a leading member of the Unit's boxing troupe, which comprised some very handy fighters. When the war ended Dan headed for Japan and remained with B.C.O.F. until he was discharged in June 1948. While with BCOF Dan became the middleweight champion with the force - no mean feat indeed!





He married his wife Sunny in January 1947 while on leave and on return to civvy st. worked for the customs department. After a time he rejoined the army going on to serve in Korea and Malaysia before his final discharge in 1970. The old warhorse then joined the staff at the Duntroon Military College, Canberra and moved from there to the College of Advanced Education until his retirement in 1980 at the age of 61. A community minded couple Sunny and Danny devoted their retirement years to helping others. A moving eulogy from his loving daughter Donna, which follows this vale, is as fitting tribute to a fine Australian.





Dan was a loyal supporter of the Association and was made a life member in 1986. He along with the late Jim Fenwick and Ron Morris, was responsible for two excellent safaris the Association had in Canberra in 1986 & 1998. Dan was also a great R. & S. League man.


Life was not kind to Dan in his latter years and after a serious illness he passed away on Tuesday 6th August 2002.


Joan Fenwick, Ron Morris and Paddy Kenneally represented the Association at his Requiem Mass at St. Matthews, Canberra and his internment in Canberra's Gungahlin Cemetery on Monday 12th August.





To Sunny, Donna, Andrew and their families the Association extends its deepest sympathy on their sad loss. Lest We Forget.


P. Kenneally.





From the Heart!





Dan Daniels was my Dad.





I like to think all kids think their Dad is special. I know my Dad was special. He was unique. Definitely one of a kind. Everyone knew Dan Daniels, he was always doing things. He was a "doer". He was always involved, usually at the helm. Police Boys Club, Sea Scouts, Marching Girls, and Junior Rangers. He coordinated the Kids Christmas Parties every year at Duntroon. He ran the P. & C. at my high school. Organised fetes and carnivals and when he retired he slowed down to running the Senior Citizens Club at Belconnen for about fifteen years and going to community meetings and being involved in the Hawker shops redevelopment and cleaning up graffiti in the underpasses and talking to scout groups about ANZAC Day and going to meetings of the Kindred organisation with the two Ronnies (even though they were RAAF).





My Dad was always very sporty - he'd been a competitive cyclist, gymnast, runner, boxer, and footballer - most things except golf! He'd always be getting my brother and I involved in some sport. This has had a bad effect on my brother who now jumps out of perfectly good airplanes and holds hands (and feet) with other blokes before opening their parachutes. Genetics is a strong force.





Dad was an army man. We grew up at Duntroon. I enjoyed it. Dad was such a maverick it's hard to understand how he loved the military. Genetics again - now my brother is the same.





Dad was always a generous person. He accepted everyone and he wasn’t "put on" at all. What you saw is what you got. If something had to be done he'd jump up and do it. He never said, "that's not my job". Even when he left Duntroon and went to the CCAE (now University of Canberra) he always jumped in and did things. It was a new establishment and I believe Dad really helped set it up.





When he retired and was running the Senior's Club, it was "his" club. He loved it. He was always there and always doing things. He was very proud of the fact it was self-sufficient. They even had money in the bank. He was just as well known for his scones as other work there. Most people don't care how a club runs as long as it's there and hey, the scones are great!





I find it amazing to think he was so generous and caring when he was an only child who grew up around King's cross and Coogee area in Sydney. A tough area. I know his army mates were very special and there are plenty of good tales, so maybe that band of mateship through terrible times is a defining factor. Something we can only look in on and admire. We went to the last ANZAC Day marches in Canberra to watch Dad march. The place was packed. The pride and determination of men and women in the march is something to behold and the admiration and respect from the vast crowd is great too. That day was sad too because you lost Harry Phillips. Mum and Dad were so upset. Dad wasn't well then but he still carried the flag. Same with Mr Phillips, he musn't have felt well, but he marched.





My Dad happened to be born in South Africa to theatrical parents. He liked to say he was part Zulu warrior. Well he wasn't 8 ft tall with a great tan but he most certainly was an old warrior, and for a tough old bastard he was also a great guy and we loved him and we'll miss him. R.I.P. Dad.


Donna.


