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 Dedicated

Dedicated to my father.

Eugenio Urbón

Eugene. The meaning is "Born of the Yew Tree"
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 A
Racehorse horse called
Alisha Rose

Uncle Mick loved a punt and could be seen at the track most Saturdays.
There were many trainers and jockeys Mick called friends and they
were always giving him a red hot tip.

“You are either a prince or a pauper,” Mick
used to say, which depended on whether the hot tip had won
or lost.

Mick had a live in girl friend at one stage
during the eighties. Lisa was a loyal lady and expected the same of
Mick, and although he had the best of intentions, he just couldn’t
resist a smile from a pretty girl.

One day Lisa was doing the washing and found a piece of paper in Mick’s
pants, upon which the name “Alisha Rose” was written. Lisa was a
feisty lady and before asking the reason this name should be in his
pocket, she hit him over the head with a newspaper.

When Mick recovered his composure Lisa accused him of being
unfaithful.

Mick laughed and said, “’Alisha Rose’ is the horse
I was tipped at Ascot,”
he said.

“Dam horse didn’t even run a place,” he
lamented.

Lisa was disgusted with herself for jumping to the
wrong conclusion, and immediately apologized fervently. She gave Mick a cold beer and
baked Mick his favorite scones.

“I don’t know why I am so suspicious” she
concluded. It won’t happen again.

A few days later Mick was taking an afternoon
siesta when he was awoken by another attack, only this time Lisa used a phone
book.

“What the hell…” Mick yelled, still half asleep.
“What’s wrong now?”

“You’re ‘horse’ is at the front door!!” Jenny
replied.


 Carrying the lions
share

A group of middle aged friends from Sydney decided
to go on a hunting
Safari in South Africa.

It was run by a “Save the lions foundation,” and
organization that was determined to help the dwindling lion numbers
in the African wild. The hunters were to seek out the lions, find
the male leader of the pack and shoot him with a tranquilizer gun. They were then to
carry the lion back to the centre where he was weighed, tagged and
given a health check. The lion was then released back into the
wild.

To make the Safari more interesting the organizers
ran a competition. The men were paired off and the couple who captured the heaviest lion
won a free flight back to South Africa.

Pat and Mick were paired together. The first 3
hours were uneventful and they did not even see a lion footprint.
They were about to give in and return to base when they saw a magnificent male lion.
They tranquilized the lion and waited for the anesthetic to take
affect.

Meanwhile back at the base, the other groups had
returned and the best that was caught was a small lion, around 12
months of age.

It was almost dark before Mick staggered into base, half dragging the
sleeping lion into the compound. “That’s a magnificent specimen!”
The tour leader said as he helped lay the beautiful creature in a
hammock.

“You and Pat have definitely won the
competition,” said one
of the officials.

“And by the way where’s your team mate?”

“Poor old Pat had a heart attack, just after we
caught the lion,” Mick said.

“And you just left him lying there and carried
back the lion?

“It was a touch and go decision until I
remembered there was a
prize for bringing back the lion!!”


 The Rabbit
Trap

As a child on a farm in outback Australia in the
1950s, we had no video games or even a TV. Hang on a
minute we had no
electricity either!

“How did you survive Dad?” my kids often
ask, with a mixture of
pity and amazement in their voices.

“We made our own fun,” I always say, but lately
I’ve been giving that argument a bit more thought.

The reason being that a lot of what happened in
those days I had shifted to the side of the brain I rarely use.

You see my brother Mick is two years my senior and
I know he definitely made his own fun. The trouble being
that I was the ‘Play
Station!’

He had me test run dodgy billy-carts, unstoppable
pushbikes and had great fun when he saddled me up on the old
milking cow. He
definitely wasn’t bored!

One of his favorite tricks was to have me
operate dangerous equipment such as the rusty rabbit traps that
were lying around the farm.

I wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, and he was
always able to convince me that the feat he had in mind wasn’t at all
dangerous.

“Now to set the trap just put your foot on
the spring and the jaws will open, and then pull them apart with
your fingers,” Mick
cunningly suggested.

It was at the ‘pulling the jaws apart’ stage that
I stated to get worried
as I couldn’t see the clip that kept the trap open.

“How do I set it?” I asked, with desperation
starting to take over my self control.

I looked up to see Mick running for his life and
through the laughter heard him say something about the
clip being broken. At this
point I decided there was only one thing left to do.

“Mum!!!” I screamed as the jaws shut with all 8
fingers jammed between them.

Luckily Mum had become pretty astute at unlocking
rabbit traps and it wasn’t long before I was freed. A couple of weeks of bathing in
salty water and all fingers were back to normal.

Mick had to cover my chores for a month so I did
extract some revenge for this indiscretion. Unfortunately it also
provided him with the time to plan his next attack.


 Air
Conditioning…it can make you laugh!

It was really hot!! Four hundred miles inland from
Sydney was always hot in
summer.

It was around 120 degrees in the old Fahrenheit
scale when the good lady decided the air conditioner wasn’t cooling
properly. “We paid over
$2000 for that thing on the roof,” she muttered, as the sweat
poured from her weathered face. “Can’t you do something about it?”
she begged.

Now I have to say right now I would never leave a
lady in distress (especially one who scares me when
she’s angry). I
therefore decided to drag myself away from the Test cricket on the
TV, which incidentally was at a very exciting stage, and reached
for the ladder.

n seconds I was on the roof moving with such
dexterity a possum would have envied me. I took a
breather and leaned against the
air conditioning unit to catch my breath.

“Wish I hadn’t had those couple of beers,”
I whispered to myself and noticed my sweat dripping onto the roof.

Then it was down to business. I had read the
maintenance sheet on evaporative air conditioning and it did look like the problem
had something to do with the water supply going to the
unit.

I pulled the screwdriver and pliers out of my
pocket and began removing the outside cover of the unit. The first
side ‘done and dusted’ I decided to move to the other end to complete the
task.

Wearing my Australian safety boots (flip-flops)
was a small mistake




cover.jpg





