Changes.

Jimmy Keegan and I have been mates for over fifty years.  We grew up together in the western town of Roma attending grade 1 together until grade 6 my family left Roma settling in Brisbane.  Jimmy and I kept in contact with one another until he attended my twenty-first birthday party.  It was another thirty-five years before our paths crossed once more.  We meet every third Wednesday of each month to have a coffee and a chat cementing our friendship and filling in the thirty-five years we were apart.

At our recent morning coffee meeting we spoke about of all subjects ‘changes’.  I didn’t tell him that I was presently writing a short story on the same subject.  He wanted to know how I have adapted to change since losing my wife, Olga some twenty months ago.  Fighting back the emotions of my loss I explained to him it was the toughest time of my life.  Fortunately for both Olga and myself we were planning to retire on our farm at Brooloo when she became sick with cancer.   She was diagnosed with cancer on my fifty-fourth birthday and three months after my fifty-fifth birthday she was gone.

You would have guessed by now Jimmy is the same age as myself.  He is married to his wife June and has been for the past thirty-six years.  He holds a very prominent position in the motor vehicle industry.  I wasn’t quite certain why he was asking me these questions at this particular time for he suddenly shared with me his present position in his life which was the lion’s share of his life is work.  He has not planned for retirement.  His comment was, ‘I still feel as though I’m thirty years old.’   I laughingly shared with him that his mind possibly would be thinking as if he was thirty years old but unfortunately he is living in a fifty-seven year old body.

We spoke about what ‘I’ do in my retirement.  After Olga passed away I didn’t have the strength to return to the workforce – so I decided to retire and do what I’ve always wanted to do – and that is to write!  His comments to my explanation were one of ‘how’ do you just retire and do what you want to do!  My answer followed with an explanation of ‘well you’ve got to have a plan!’  After explaining my ‘Life Plan’ to him he astonishingly replied, ‘The only plan I have is to get up out of bed in the morning and go to work.’  How many other people do exactly what Jimmy does each day?

He told me a story about change, which he constantly reminds his Management Committee of so everyone in his company can move with the times and accept ‘change’.  It is a story of three small mice.  Their names are Itsy, Mitsy and Mo.  Whilst they were happily living with one another and their supply of cheese was plentiful – there wasn’t any problems, until one day their food supply of cheese suddenly began to dry up and if they were to do nothing about their loss of food they would perish.

Itsy and Mitsy decided to leave and learn more about survival without cheese or to find a new source of supply whilst Mo wanted to stay put hoping the supply of cheese returned.  Itsy and Mitsy traveled the country barn houses looking for a new supply of cheese.  After searching through all of the nooks and crannies they found a new supply of cheese.  In the meantime Mo stayed where he felt most comfortable and staved to death.   The moral of the story is that you can stay put where you feel most comfortable and starve to death or you can find a new solution and live on.

Change can become a personal challenge in itself or the fear of change can be looked upon as evil.  My personal experience of ‘change’ after losing my wife through cancer was devastating and at the time I really didn’t know what I was going to do!  

Fortunately we had planned for our future and after twenty months of experiencing loss, sadness of my soul mate I am now like Itsy and Misty moving on with my life discovering a new way of finding cheese.  This is happening to me now! 

How would you feel if you were in a state of ecstatic happiness all of the time?  You know when everything has come right for you at long last!  Would you be happy?  Have all of your dreams suddenly become a reality?  Have you achieved all of your lifetime dreams?   Are you totally satisfied with your cards that life has dealt you?  Have you developed your own ‘Inner Peace’ within yourself?  These questions I continually ask myself daily over the past twenty months since living at Brooloo.

Village Of Brooloo has a population of around one hundred residents.  It’s five kilometers east of Imbil in the Mary Valley hinterland at the end of a disused railway line. It is my ‘Heaven On Earth’.   Way back on the 30th April 1915, the Mary Valley railway line terminated at Brooloo.  George Sutton selected the land of Brooloo some twenty years before it was claimed as the township of Brooloo.  By then the township consisted of a hotel, general store, bakery, butcher’s shop, and several houses.  Now all of these conveniences have vanished leaving around only one hundred residents including myself to hold onto this ‘Piece of Tranquility’.

In ninety years of history Brooloo has declined from a town boasting shops, banks, hotel and a post office to a village of beauty, isolation, and peace and quiet swallowed up by the surrounding bushland.  Every morning when I open my eyes to the morning dawn I gaze from by bed looking directly into paddocks, listening to the butcherbird singing its morning song in its unique voice calling out for me to ‘get out of bed’.  

Peewees fly up and down along the veranda of the house swooning in and out of the balcony annoying the butcherbird as it’s singing its morning song.  Kookaburras’ laughing out their familiar sound awakens the dawn of the morning.  It is a far cry from the sound of the hustle and bustle of a past bygone era when timber in its giant forests surrounded the village was the main source of supply for the lifeblood of the town.  Now it depends upon retirees such as myself to wallow in this wonderland of tranquility.

Unfortunately with a tsunami of wealth quickly being driven by an increase of property valuations south of the Mary Valley, will one day strike Brooloo with such force discovering this true idyllic tranquil lifestyle it offers, which has already happened to many other areas on the north coast hinterland?    How many other small townships have been swallowed up by progress for people to enjoy a better lifestyle for themselves?  What about Maleny for instance!  I remember visiting Maleny in early 1970 to witness a town of small population similar to the population that Imbil has today.

Over the past thirty years Maleny has grown in wealth and is considered to be ONE of the places to visit or live in an affluent society.  No doubt Maleny has felt the force of tsunami of wealth created in the town and surrounding towns since those early times.  It has been herald as tranquil, quiet, and peaceful and more importantly stress free!  Is it any wonder why the people of the Village Of Brooloo have cause for concern about their future?  Whenever Brooloo is discovered, which shouldn’t be too far in the distant future, it will become catastrophically disturbing for the present people living here. 

What about the current news bulletins concerning the changes to Montville a small tourist town not far from Maleny!  

Two hundred and fifty million dollar development is being purposed for the town.  All of the citizens of Montville are in an uproar not wanting their small town changed for the sake of progress.   Nothing will halt progress!  Whatever is going to happen – will happen eventually.

Think back to when Noosa was only a place to visit when all it catered for were campers taking their annual holidays.  Now it’s a place for the mega rich combined with a lifestyle for the rich and famous.  Only recently I visited Noosa, since my last visit was over thirty years ago.  Walking along Hastings Street among the two storey penthouses gazing out onto the ocean it was like being caste in the television programmed ‘Bay Watch’.  Tsunami of wealth has certainly created an earth shattering valuation of wealth along the beaches of Noosa because you need a lazy $2,000,000.00 to afford such a lifestyle to live next to the beach.

Antidotal evidence indicates that people are moving to southeast corner of Queensland at a rate of ten thousand per year.  Prediction is Queensland will have a population of four million people by the end of this year.  Why wouldn’t they!  As the brochure says - it’s sunny one day and perfect the next!  Cash-upped southerners are migrating from the cold southern States of Australia re-locating on the Sunshine Coast for a better lifestyle and more importantly an environment conducive to relaxation, sun and surf.  It doesn’t take much intelligence to identify that the Sunshine Coast Region is growing at a rate faster than Pharlap winning the 1930 Melbourne Cup.

Only ten years ago the small township of Pomona was only that – a small township!

Now with the advent of the electric train service from Brisbane to Rockhampton – these small towns snuggled in the hinterland having access to electric rail service are booming.  Their infrastructure is growing so rapidly it has trouble keeping up with progress.  With the introduction of better roads, faster rail services, quieter lifestyle is it any wonder why the Sunshine Coast Region has been invaded by aliens.     

Have you ever visited the small fishing inlet of Boreen Point?  Lying east of Pomona nestled on the coast north of Noosa.  What a wonderful place to visit!  On my initial visit there as I drove into the town area, a quaint pub – like one of those old English hotels – lies amongst well-trimmed lawns and trees on a spreading couple of hectares. A veranda runs around the perimeter of the hotel with outside tables and chairs to make your visit a time of relaxation and stress free environment.  

Sounds of the local bird life mixed with silence of the bush goes hand in hand sitting on the side veranda relaxing drinking a cold one.  Inside of the hotel is a gallery of history showing the hotel was moved to its present location from Gympie near the turn of the century.  That was the beginning of the twentieth century.  There is nothing special about this hotel only the aged fireplace burning warmth for the visitor in the lounge of the hotel.  Drinking in the country atmosphere my thoughts went out to how many of these same hotels have gone by the wayside because of progress.  This hotel – now it has been discovered will be on the endangered species list.  In time, changes WILL be made at Boreen Point because that’s progress and you can’t blame anyone for progress.

Further down the coastline is Coolum with its rolling waves crashing in on the beaches.  Who wouldn’t want to live by the seaside aloft in a three-storey building accommodating the latest gadgets for holidaymakers?  

How could anyone in their right mind ever think that places like Noosa and Coolum were ever not going to be discovered for their true wealth and desires!  Progress has certainly taken place in both of these seaside locations because in today’s society people want to be spoilt and treated lavishing to fulfill their own desires.

Do we want to be like Itsy and Mitsy or do we want to be like Mo and stay put?  It is your CHOICE!  ACT NOW!
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