
  
SHOP LOCALLY CHAMBER OF 

COMMERCE MEMBERS 
Alarka 6556 1760 
Albury Handyman Service- 6556 3919 
Antenna and Satelite Serv 6556 7212 
Barry & Craig Bone 6556 1553 
Barry English Electrician 6556 0096 
Beauty Room 6556 0268 
Big 4 Harrington Beach Holiday Park

 
 6556 1228 
Colonial Leisure Village 6556 3312 
Crowdy Head Restaurant &  

 Motel 65561206 
Ems Thai Kitchen 6556 0060 
Energize Health 6552 0071 
First Class Electronics 6556 5555 
Harrington Bowling Club- 6556 1209 
Harrington Butchery 6556 1314 
Harrington Dairy Distributors

 

 6556 0181 
Harrington Hair- M- 6556 1777 
Harrington Hardware 6556 1323 
Harrington Hideaway B & B 6556 1704 
Harrington Hotel 6556 1205 
Harrington Lawn & Garden- 6556 0344 
Harrington Network Videos 6556 1361 
Harrington Newsagency 6556 1333 
Harrington River Cruises 0419 843 118 
Harrington Service Station 6556 1188 
Harrington Waters Golf Shop- 65560404 
Homefront Nursing 6556 7263 
Illana Nursery & Gifts 6556 1090 
Jabiru Pre School 6556 1722 
L J Hooker Harrington- 6556 1000 
Leo Foster Pest Services 0428653980 
Mid Coast Ford- 6592 6300 
New Vision Reality 6556 0188 
Port Macquarie Acoustics 6583 9377 
Professional Investments 6556 0440 
Schipp Richard & Gay 6556 1190 
Sunsets café on Crowdy 0421721251 
The Waters Boutique 6556 0300 
W T Howard Funerals 6552 1057 

COMMUNITY MEMBERS: 
K & S Billings 
M Cardinal 
R Hatherley 
G Howes 
S Hyland 
M Ward 
L Parnell 

TELLEVERYBODY TEAM: 
Harrington Bowling Club 

Advertising & Classifieds 
Jim & Marie (Foodstop) advertising 
Marcel Walker (Coopernook P.O.)  

Editor 
Kylie Hokin 0427 577 891 

DISTRIBUTION AREA: 
Coopernook Post Office ...... 100 
Lansdowne Post Office .........50 
Moorland Corner Store .........25 
Moorland Post Office...........50 
Harrington Post Office .........50 
Home deliveries for the Harrington 
area sorry not Crowdy Head. Please 
pick up from Harrington Post Office 
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De a d l i n e 
2 8 / 9 / 0 7 

f o r o c t o b e r 
Ed i t i o n 

Below a very interesting letter, concerning the K 9, written by H. Batt  

Re enquiry from (Watson) Navy News, 22 July, about what became of Submarine 
K9, I am the bloke who can tell him. That tin opener you cook with during mum s 
absence could well be part of her foc sle ladder; likewise part of her deck plating 
became the paddles on a stern wheeler that transported timber from Bungwahl to 
Port Stevens. Some of her stop valves are still irrigating citrus orchards in Gosford. 
Two-tons of her lead ballast were boiled down in one of the first Australian s 
drinking tanks at Kirkness sawmill in Gosford and cast into a keel for the ketch 
JOHN B. SETREE which is now trading in the Pacific Islands. My garage is full of 
K9 including the teak hatches from the battery compartment wherein, I learn from 
(Watson) there was an explosion, which accounts for one of them being partly 
burnt. 
The remains of her hull now lie under thirty feet of sand three miles south of Seal 
Rocks Lighthouse and one mile north of the wreck of old FIONA on Fiona Beach, 
but you will have to negotiate miles of sand hills to get there. On K9 s deeply buried 
keel, composed of lead in ton blocks, lies a fortune of six thousand quid. In the first 
AUSTRALIA in the North Sea during the first war, whilst the old war-horse was 
shipping them green (close those damn ports), I dreamed of the day when I would 
be picking luscious oranges from my own citrus grove whilst reclining in the shade 
with one of those; (NO of course not, we were denied the luxury of such beautiful 
creatures as grace the RAN). No more scrubbing decks, no 10A, everything tranquil 
with someone to lash up the old fleabag (hammock) and do the dobeying, all this 
and more came to pass, as the bible says. 
I was not the only one on that ship suffering such hallucinations. No sir, Assistant 
Paymaster LCDR MOSSE-ROBINSON was also afflicted with the same malady 
and fate decreed that he had his quarter deck on the orchard adjoining mine but that 
is another story. Alas one stormy night during the last war, I was having some shut-
eye in the middle watch when I was awakened by a violent shaking of the four 
poster. Occasionally the goat shoved in the back door and combed its hair on the 
hammock clews, but this goat did more than that it could talk. Opening my optics I 
expected to behold Harry ISLES the Bull of Whale Island, instead I saw my 
wayward son who appeared to have fallen in the drink, whilst outside was a jalopy 
coughing its asthmatic way though a bag of wet charcoal while torrential rain 
threatened to put the gas producer out of action. "Cummon Pop, I m taking you for a 
ride", said my young hopeful. "Like hell you are" I replied, "have you come here to 
help drive the tractor or to put in the nips for a few quid?" 
His reply made me realise my mistake in not shoving him into the navy to become 
an admiral, it was the first indication that his veins contained even a minute quality 
of NELSON s Blood. "Well Pop now that you mention it a thousand quid would 
just about see me through this week." 
That seemed to be taking Pop for a ride all right, with Mum hanging on behind. 
"Get up Pop and put on a coat, you ll need it, the old jalopy leaks like hell, we are 
off to Seal Rocks a 
submarine is drifting 
off there somewhere, I 
going to buy it and 
make you the skipper 
of it." I had often 
wondered how some of 
the blokes I sailed with 
became Skippers! 
"Look son you go and 
turn in with that other 
goat in the barn and I ll 
take you to a 
psychiatrist in the 
morning". 

(Continued on page 7) 
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Dial 000 
Hello. Is that the police?

 
Who s speaking, please?

 
I m going to commit suicide. Does my name matter?

 
Press one for suicide, two for assault and three for other.

 
What!

 
Press one for suicide, two for

 
OK, OK! I heard you. I m going to press one. Doug 

savaged his mobile. Hello, police? Suicide Section?

 

Who s speaking, please?

 

What! I just spoke to you.

 

Ah, yes, one for suicide.

 

Doug glared at his mobile. You mean whatever number I 
press, I get back to you?

 

Yes.

 

But why?

 

It s for our files.

 

Your files! I m about to throw myself over the cliff and 
all you care about are your files!

 

Thank you for understanding, sir. Now, what is your 
name, please?

 

My name? I m jumping. What does my name matter?

 

I m sorry, sir. The files need it.

 

The files! The files! Doug stamped his foot. A rock 
sailed down. He hastily stepped back and mumbled, 
Doug, Doug Wood.

 

Thank you, said the cheerful voice. Is that Wood as in 
wood or Would as in could?

 

Doug sighed. That s it. I m going to jump now, right now, 
and on your head be it.

 

You re going to jump on my head? Oh no, sir, I d rather 
you didn t. And what is your address, sir?

 

Address? For the files? Doug shrieked. How about 
cloud nine, heaven? Yes, that s it, heaven. He scowled. 
No, hell. I live in hell.

 

What number hell, sir?

 

What number!

 

Sorry, just my little joke. Now, sir, your real address?

 

Doug gazed at the roiling waves. Lovers Leap, Sunshine 
Coast.

 

Sunshine Coast? Sunshine Coast? Right, got it. Lovers 
Leap? Lovers Leap? No, can t find it. Where are you 
near?

 

Doug s black mood turned red. You don t know Lovers 
Leap? You can t be on the Sunshine Coast? Where are 
you? Brisbane? Sydney?

 

I m sorry, sir, but I can t tell you that.

 

Just nod, Doug snarled. Melbourne? Perth? Darwin? 
Suddenly, it clicked and he burst into crazed laughter. 
You re in India, aren t you? I ve been shunted to a call 

center in Bombay. You re not even a policeman or 
anything.

 

I am an anything, the voice said with dignity. 
That s it precisely. Doug snapped. You re an anything. 

Any accent, any profession. Any sex, too. So what s your 
name? What s your real accent?

 

Actually, the voice sang, I am being Govinda of 
Poona.

 

Poona! That little dump.

 

It is not being so little, sir.

 

On the death road from Bombay!

 

(Continued on page 4) 

HARRINGTON NETWORK VIDEO 
NOW OPEN...PH 6556 1361 

LATEST NEW RELEASES 
WIDE RANGE OF WEEKLYS 

ALL MOVIES HALF PRICE MONDAYS & 
TUESDAYS FOR SENIOR CARD 

HOLDERS & PENSIONERS

 

F E N C I N G 

V I D E O H I R E 

JABIRU PRESCHOOL 

LONG DAY CARE CENTRE 

Phone 6556 1722 

Ages 2 - 5 yrs 

Fee relief Available  
New Enrolments Welcome 


