
♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣

Patrick E.T. Brennen

May 9, 1973 - Feb. 1, 1997

♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣ ♣





Pasadena Star News, Feb.?, 1997

OBITUARY















Damon McCarthy spoke of Patrick:

Pat Brennen. It’s difficult to sum you up in a few words to
tell people at services I never imagined.

Last night I sat down and started to write down what I was
going to say today. But, then I decided that I’ve known you
so long I could talk about you for hours. Now that I am
standing here I can’t speak.

I loved you like a brother and will always remember that
goofy look you had on your face at 3.55am February 1st as
we were kidding around about the night’s activities.

You are a part of my life that will never be the same. You
and I were like weekend warriors always ready to go out
and live life to the fullest. Your charm and attitude got us
through so much.

To many you were like a superhero that would fling his cape
around us to protect us. But to me you are a brother, a
friend, and everything in between.

I remember coming home from school last week and finding
him on my couch with something to drink, watching Star
Wars, saying “Damn Star Wars is the Bomb”.

He used to come to my house and hang out by the pool and
just get a tan while my mom was working in the garden.
I would get home and my mom would tell me that Pat
stopped by and left 3 hours later.

Alot of people thought of him as this big strong guy but
to a few of us he showed his valued warm inside. I wrote a
poem for my grandfather when he died, that Patrick took
a particular liking to. In many ways they were alot alike,
strong, sensitive, proud Irish men. So I thought it would
be fitting if I read it today.



“Goodnight Sleepwell”
We say to those we love.
And wath their dear faces glimmer on the stair,
And hear faint footfalls in rooms above Sound on

quiet air.
Yet feel no fear, though lonely they must go
The roads of slumbers strange oblivion.

Dark always fades to dawn
Sleep is so gentle.

And so well we know where ever they have gone
They will be safe until morning light.

“Good Night - Good Night”
“Good Night - Sleepwell Beloveds”

We say to those we love
When the last slow dusk has fallen
And your steps no more make music on the empty

floor
And day has fully past, we who so lightly let you

go
Alone.
Evening by evening from trustful sight to the
Mysteries of sleeps unknown.
We need not fear tonight.
Dark always fades to dawn
Death is so gentle
Love will be safe til morning light
“SleepWell GoodNight”.

Patrick E.T. Brennen
I love you and will miss you until
I can see you again
You will always be “Stayin’ Alive”
Your friend, “Brother”

Damon McCarthy



You will be with me for ever. The three Konji charac-
ters mean: “May we all meet again on the otherside”. A
Japanese prayer said by survivors of the Nagasaki bomb to
their loved ones that died. This hit me like a bomb and
now I am a survivor of a horrific accident as they were so
I pledge my prayer to you, Patrick.

Love, Damon.



Marcela Medina:

I wasn’t sure what I was going to say today. I just knew I
had to say something.

Patrick was such a big part of my life and such a big part
in others. He was like no other. I couldn’t imagine the
world without him. He touched everyone he met and loved
everyone who loved him back. I know most of you have
known him for a greater time than I. But, in the past few
years or so, he and I grew extremely close. He entered my
life unexpectedly and just as well left it unexpectedly. He
was so many different people to me. He was a friend, a
lover, a teacher, a protector, a confidant, a hero, a fighter,
a believer, a listener, a leader and most important a soul-
mate.

We were so different but yet so much alike. I learned so
much from him. But the most important thing I learned
was passion. Patrick had a passion for life like no one else I
had ever met before. He definitely loved life. He cherished
every minute of it. He truly lived it to it’s fullest.

There wasn’t a day that passed where Patrick wasn’t smil-
ing his smile or laughing his laugh. He only wanted to be
happy and he was.

I hope you all remember him in a unique way to you. Be-
cause he thought about you all in a unique way.

He also had a gift of being successful at everything he
wanted. He set a goal, he aimed for it and he achieved
it. He was an extraordinary human being. I don’t think
anyone here will meet anyone like him. I know I won’t. He
will always live in us.

I’ve heard through many of his friends and loved ones say
he was indestructable. He is. He will always be young. He
will always be strong. He will always be beautiful. He will
always be intelligent. He will always be remembered. And
he will always be in out hearts. That is what he wanted.



Patrick - I love you. I miss you.

Marcela Medina, Feb.6, 1997.



Ekim Cram read from “A Time to Dance” by C. Day Lewis:

For those who had the power of the forest fires that
burn

Leaving their source in ashes to flush the sky with
fire:

Those whom a famous urn could not contain, whose
passion

Brimmed over the deep grave and dazzled epi-
taphs:

For all that have won us wings to clear the tops of
grief,

My friend who within me laughs bids you dance
and sing.

Let us sing then for my friend not a dirge, not a
funeral anthem,

but words to match his mirth, a theme with a
happy end;

A bird’s buoyancy in them, over the dark-toned
earth

To hold a sustained flight, a tune sets death to
dancing;

And a beat as of feet advancing to glory, a little
emphatic.

In February, a word of hard light,
A frosty welcome, the aconites came up
Lifting their loving cups to drink the sun:
Spring they meant, mounting and more of hope.
And I thought of my friend, like these withered

too soon,
Who went away in a night
Before the spring was ready, who left our town
For good. Like aconites he pledged the spring
Out of my grief-bound heart, and made me sing
The spirit of life that nothing can keep down.

His laughter was better than birds in the morning:
his smile

Turned the edge of the wind: his memory



Disarms death and charms the surly grave.
Early he went to bed, too early we
Saw his light put out: yet we could not grieve
More than a little while,
For he lives in the earth around us, laughs from

the sky.

Lay laurels here, and leave your tears to dry -
Sirs, his last wishes were that you should laugh.
For those in whom was found life’s richest seam
Yet they asked no royalty, one cenotaph
Were thanks enough - a world where none may

scheme
To hoard, while many die,
Life; where all lives grow from an equal chance.
Tomorrow we resume building: but this
Day he calls holiday, he says it is
A time to dance, he calls you all to dance.



Jason Bertino spoke of Patrick:

From the first day I saw Pat to the last day I was with
him. I could tell him by the way he walked or by the way
he talked. I mean, if I just saw Pat walking I knew it was
him or if I just heard him talking I knew it was Pat. Pat
was the best friend a man could ever have. Pat would give
you the shirt off his back if it would make you happy and
that is all Pat wanted, was for to make you happy. That’s
just the way Pat was. Pat was at his happiest when all his
friends and family were happy. I’m going to miss you my
friend, I love you.



Katharine Alaama:

Kathy read:

Now you are in your country,
And I, locked fast in mine,
Walk the white road in silence,
And see my sun decline.

I see the whole west breaking
In flame again, tonight;
And earth to peace receding
Through valleys of delight.

Sleep, in your pleasant country
lie down at last, content,
The hills of constant heaven
Your dream’s bright battlement;

Know that the stars you talk with
Have eyes on fields at home,
Or buds on banks you dream of
Now break in scented foam;

For death has hung no silence
Nor spring withheld one sign,
Since you turned to your country
And left me locked in mine.

(“Now you are in your country” by Frank Kendor)

V. Katharine Earls Alaama, Feb.6, 1997.



Bill O’Brien spoke and recalled three incidents involving
Patrick which had made a strong impression on him. One
was a encounter with a group of young skateboarders one
day in Philadelphia when they expressed disbelief that Bill
was Patrick Brennen’s brother-in-law. Another, more re-
cent, example of Patrick’s unique view of life occurred dur-
ing a conversation with him after he received a recent grade
report from Pasadena City College. All of the grades were
excellent with the exception of basketball where he had re-
ceived a poor grade. Bill expressed to Patrick his surprise
at this flaw, particular since Patrick was an accomplished
basketball player and enjoyed the game. Patrick’s explana-
tion was that the coach wanted him to run up and down
the court rather than just play at one end as Patrick was
doing. His reason for this was that he was trying to “bulk
up” and running up and down the court would burn off too
much mass!

Bill also talked about his wedding to Patrick’s sister Dana,
which took place in the same Sierra Madre church. He
recalled that a part of the concrete pavement outside the
Church of the Ascension had been relaid a day or so be-
fore his marriage. The concrete had not quite dried when
Patrick happened by and so he had inscribed the words
“Bill and Dana” with the date of their wedding in small
letters at the side of the pavement. There it still stands,
an almost permanent record of that joyous day and of the
loss we have all suffered with the passing of this free spirit.



Christopher Earls Brennen:

For once I have no words. My handsome and talented son is
gone and the world will never be the same. And so I would
like to use the words of others. I would like to read two
things. First I would like to quote from a letter Doreen and
I received from a man who was a second father to Patrick.
The last part of the letter reads:

“...there is no arguing with the good lord and he must have
needed another angel. He’s got the best. More than anyone
I loved Patrick Edward Theodore Brennen. And everytime
I feel the warmth of the sun, or hear the rhythm of the wind
blowing through the trees - or, for that matter, anytime I
see something beautiful or just feel happy - I’ll think of Pat,
remember his smile and know that he is with me. Until I
take my last breath within me, he will live forever.”

Michael E. Landi

Thank you so much Mike - for everything.

Patrick could be very tough but more and more in recent
years there emerged a gentle person at ease with the world
and with his friends. In these final hours, the words of
William Shakespeare come flooding back to me:

“His life was gentle, and the elements so mixed in him that
nature could stand up and say to all the world - there was
a man”.





Mike Landi, father of Michelle Landi and a second father
to Patrick, wrote:

Dear Chris and Doreen

I can only write down these thoughts and hand them to
you, because there is no possible way I could express this
message without breaking down in tears. This is not an
expression of my sympathy to you, but a sharing of sorrow
and grief with you, as I loved Patrick as much as I love my
own children. I guess, really he was when I think about it,
as you know we were very close. We shared many times
and thoughts together.

I was very touched by our brief telephone conversation, and
you know it was always my pleasure to be with Patrick. He
stood out far and above all the other kids.

I must also take this time to thank you as well, for all you
have done for Michelle. Your love, caring and guidance has
added a great deal to her life and you know how much she
loves you all. It may be silly, but it was one of my fondest
dreams that someday they would be married.

I saw Pat as a symbol and role model to all his friends,
and certainly a leader to all of them. He was an extremely
intelligent kid, and that stems from his upbringing and love.
You should be so proud.

When a person like Patrick makes such an impression on
so many people, it is hard to realize that life can go on for
any of us without him. Cetainly for me, life has changed
drastically, and it will never be the same. I miss him so
much already.

I have seen all the sides of Patrick. I’ve seen him tough
as nails, defending his friends, and as gentle and tender
as a lamb, teaching Mikie about the care of animals, and
scolding him with big brotherly advice.



When a gifted person like Pat has such an effect on ev-
eryone’s lives, you must believe his spirit is invincible, and
his influence and memory can never die. There will not
be one hour that goes by that all of us won’t have him in
our thoughts and prayers. I can see his smile and hear his
laugh and voice right now. We can only hope and pray that
when we die, the same could be said of us. Lifes only real
purpose is to make good thoughts and memories, and to
love and be loved by others, as Patrick was.

However, as we all know, Patrick was an extremist. He had
a passion for pushing things to their limits. He loved going
fast through life, and he knew the rules as well as all the
consequences. As hard as it is for me to say, I must give
him his dignity in that respect, and I will never look down
on him for what happened. As cruel as it was. I just wish
it could have been me instead of him, as I think I would
through far less pain. But there is no arguing with the
Good Lord, and he must have needed another angel. He’s
got the best.

More than anyone, I loved Patrich Edward Theodore Bren-
nen, and every time I feel the warmth of the sun, or hear
the rhythm of the wind blowing through the trees, or, for
that matter, anytime I see something beautiful, or just feel
happy, I’ll think of Pat, remember his smile, and know that
he’s there with me. Until I take my last breath within me,
he will live forever,

Sorrowfully,

Michael E. Landi



Photograph by Alex Osterneck



Alex Osterneck wrote:

My friend Patrick

Patrick Brennen was my friend. I did not really see him
very often in our lifetime the way you see some people every
day of your life, but his presence and my memories sure
make it feel that way. Mostly I saw him over the Holiday
season in Sierra Madre and I always looked forward to it.
He had a way of making an impression. I can hear his high
pitched laugh, like after he would out-roll me with his dice
and capture one of my countries during a Christmas time
game of Risk. The cheeky smile and the blue eyes looking
up at you as if to say I’m lucky and in my world I am
King. He would beat me at Risk and other board games
no matter how competitively I would try to win, and we
were friends.

When I first met Patrick I had heard many funny stories
from Kathy and some from Dana. I thought it would be
cool to meet this skateboard fanatic from the mountains in
LA. I hoped that he would like me because I wanted him
to respect me since at that time I was very much in love
with his sister Kath. I do not think Patrick liked me when
we first met. I was short and broke and I was not Irish and
I did not like the rock band House of Pain. “Don’t you
mess with them, don’t make fun of them.” I could hear his
stern warning, to not put down his music of the moment.
This song is awful I thought to myself at the time. You
could tell he felt deeply about it. It might seem silly but
that conviction is a force that would later be directed in
other areas as Patrick matured. I figured I should respect
one of Patrick’s symbols of adolescent pride, no matter how
absurd I thought it was at the time. And so it was that the
song “jump around, jump around, jump up, jump up and
get down” will always remind me of Patrick. Over time the
song wore on me to the point that I actually liked it. Still
do. He warned me to respect his music which seemed so
ludicrous and over time I found myself actually enjoying it,
and we were friends.



As Kathy and I ventured the west coast and east coast we
would invariably come upon skateboarders. “Do you know
Patrick Brennen?” we would ask. Some did, some didn’t,
some became very excited and wide eyed “He’s awesome!”
One fan was incredulous that we knew him and demanded
I.D. from Kathy to prove that she was his sister. Proof
positive that Patrick had achieved skate stardom and true
national celebrity in his sport in that being a member of
his family was gained you higher social standing! That
event gained inclusion into a video. West coast, east coast,
most any beach town a lot of skaters knew and were im-
pressed with Patrick. He started to warm to me after these
episodes though I was still short, still broke and still not
Irish. I knew we were getting closer because he began giv-
ing me some of his own skate shirts with his own logo and
design. I still wear these shirts five years later. They have
taken on different meaning now. It was the early nineties
and I was the self appointed head of the Patrick Brennen
skateboarding fan club, and we were friends.

I should note that while Patrick skated, he was very much
at the tops of his sport/profession. He was essentially one of
the very best at what he did. To be the best at something in
this life is an honor and very much a rarity. We went skating
one day. It was fun. Patrick has awesome moves. I can
remember how thrilled I was that he remarked “hey Kath,
your boyfriend knows how to skate.” To be recognized as an
official boyfriend and as possessing some ability (no matter
how little that really was compared to Patrick) in his sport,
to me was an overwhelmingly joyous moment. Sort of like
the relief and rush you feel when you finally find your car
keys after looking for twenty minutes. It makes me feel
great to know Patrick gave me that feeling. Might not
sound like much but when you want to be liked by another
it just feels good to be accepted. This acceptance led us on
other ventures. We went to Malibu one day. Patrick didn’t
really love the ocean but he body surfed a little anyway.
We went to Gladstones. He was joking and smiling like he
usually did. On the way home we stumbled upon a huge
crowd at UCLA going to the MTV Music Video Awards.



We scalped tickets spur of the moment, got great seats and
saw some of our favorite bands play live on MTV. Patrick
had a great time. Originally we were to be home early
because Chris was arriving from Hong Kong that night.
Doreen was not too happy with us either for missing dinner.
We had so much fun. On the way home we went to In and
Out. For the third time that day. Patrick and I were pretty
irresponsible that day, and we were friends.

Kathy had just moved into an apartment in Gladwyne. It
was the first night and the electricity had not been turned
on yet. We lit candles. Patrick did not like this, he did not
like his sister to not have electricity, even if only for a night.
This was one of the first glimmers I had of how sensitive
Patrick could be and how much he loved and cared about
his family. On that visit Patrick and I would hang out to-
gether and go out in Manayunk. He had taken a bus out to
visit and he did not like the fact that his sisters new apart-
ment did not have electricity for the night. Patrick made
it aware to me of the importance of electricity, especially
where his sister was concerned, and we were friends.

Patrick and I hung out in Huntingdon Beach. He had come
down to visit before Kath and I were off to Catalina for a
long weekend. We body surfed the waves on the beach.
We hung out at the pool and ate like kings. And we went
to the tennis courts. Neither of us was really all that good
but we found a way to keep the ball going and have fun.
Patrick started serving the ball. As hard as he could. Most
times it would rocket into the net or over the fence. He
was applying his new found and hard earned muscles to
smashing the ball. On occasion it would go ripping by so
fast there was no time to get a racquet on it. “Ace!” he
would exclaim at the top of his lungs, both arms held high
in exultation. Patrick could be so rambunctious at times,
but I could fully understand and relate to it, and we were
friends.

Chris, Patrick and I drove to the top of one of the high-
est peaks one day and were dropped off with mountain



bikes to ride down the other side of the mountain trails.
What a great time that was. During one particularly haz-
ardous mountain pass, the trail had completely caved in
and the three of us had to carry our bikes and selves across
a very scary, very deep drop of about forty feet. Chris went
first and made it across successfully. Patrick went next but
slipped, managed to hang on, but his bike went crashing
down the edge. As I watched and stared, I thought Je-
sus that was close, but there is no way we are getting that
bike back. I figured after a close call like that and with
the steep angle we would proceed with two bikes, right?
Wrong. Patrick, with almost no hesitation shimmies down
the treacherous mountainside, grabs the bike in one arm
and free climbs back to the main pass where we were wait-
ing. That was a real display and one I will always remem-
ber. Moments later as we continued our white knuckle
descent down the San Gabriel mountains Patrick under his
breath muttered jokingly that it was all my fault that his
bike went over the mountain side. He could pull off an
unexpected display of courage and then joke about it mo-
ments later, and we were friends.

Patrick had an edge. He had a remarkable personality. He
was strong yet very sensitive. He was a great looking kid.
He was awesome. I think much of what made Patrick so
great, so likeable, so fun, stems from the bountiful and
differing qualities he got from Chris, Doreen, Dana, Kathy
and his extended family. I wish I knew more people like
him because in one form or another he almost always made
me smile, and I have great thoughts when I think of him.
These are just some of the fond memories I have of Patrick.
I will miss him. For me, his spirit will live on, and we were
friends.

Alex Osterneck
February 1997
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John Earls, a cousin of Christopher Brennen, whose own
brother Patrick Earls was drowned at the age of 20, wrote:

Dear Chris and Doreen

I know there is nothing that can be done to help your shock
and grief but we want you to know that we think of you
constantly. The shock is the worst part - but, ultimately,
in time, the pain goes. I don’t know if it will help but in
case it does I will share my experience with you.

While I grieved for my parents, I was in both cases prepared
in some way. So although I felt a great sense of loss it did
not strike me like a physical blow. When Patrick went it
was quite different.

I had returned home, parked my car outside the house and
can still vividly see my father stumble out and shout at me
“Terrible news John - Patrick’s dead”. I lurched into the
house and sank to my knees, leaning against the radiator
in the hall. It took me a long time to get over. However,
what do I feel now ? No pain, some saddness at a lost
relationship, a lost creative person. While Patrick and I did
not always agree and had plenty of fights I do not remember
the negatives. I think from time to time of

- How pleased he was to be in the Campbell team that
won the School’s Cup.

- of a discussion he had with his mother as a small boy
when she remonstrated with him for always coming
home muddy and filthy. He said “Well at least its
clean dirt”. When he was quizzed about this issue he
said “Clean dirt is when you go out clean and come
back dirty. Dirty dirt is dirt that you take out with
you because you haven’t washed.”

I have many memories like these ones. I know that in
time you will have similar ones of your own Patrick. My



memories of him are positive. I can see him enjoying his
bike when Chris and I went to the competition many years
ago. More recently I can see him expressing great concern
about my visit to the KPMG office in what he considered
one of the undesirable parts of LA. He cautioned me about
where I should park, how long I should stay, etc. I was
very touched by his concern for my welfare.

I know the present is dreadful but the future will have
positive memories even if saddness remains. We are all
thinking about all of you.

Love

John

Dear Aunt Muriel,

We were very shocked and saddened to hear the news about
Patrick. All our family had met and stayed with all the Cal-
ifornian Brennens and, as a consequence, felt a particular
bond with them. We all liked Patrick and were especially
pleased that he had now an interest in career options. I had
visited Pasadena Community College as part of my work -
so I knew the environment in which he was studying. When
we were in Sierra Madre a few months ago he talked of his
interest in psychologys with great enthusiasm.

I was also very touched at his response when I told him
that I planned to visit out office in a part of LA he did not
regard highly. He counselled me to take great care, not to
stay late and to park my car as close as possible and in a
recognized car park.

I am sure this was a great shock to you - and we think
of you and the Sierra Madre Brennens very much at this
time,

With much love

John
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We would like to express our heartfelt gratitude

to all our dear friends at the California Institute
of Technology whose gifts allowed us to set up a

Patrick Brennen Memorial Fund at the Caltech

Credit Union. This gesture of friendship and of
remembrance of our beloved son and brother was

most generous and deeply appreciated.

We have given much thought as to how this gift
should be used, trying to take into account what

Patrick would have wanted. At least part of it

will be used to help one or two of Patrick’s close

friends with their college expenses.
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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

NETHERLANDS 1997

Tues/Wed. Mar.18/19, 1997 
Fly UA 2 from LAX to LHR

Fly BD 105 from LHR to Amsterdam

Invited lecture at symposium ``In Fascination of Fluid Mechanics'' in honor of Leen van Wijngaarden, Netherlands, Mar. 1997.

Zenit, R., Hunt, M.L. and Brennen, C.E. (1997). Collisional particle pressure measurements in solid-liquid flows. J. Fluid Mech., 353, 261-
283.

  

Conference Presentation

Mar.??, 1997 
Fly KL 115 from AMS to LHR

Fly BA 4572 from LHR to BFS

  

Cranagh Dhu, Magherafelt
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Cranagh Dhu, Magherafelt

  

First Presbyterian Church, Magherafelt

First Presbyterian Church, Magherafelt
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Colin and sons

  

Sadie Kerr's home, Dungannon

  

Sadie Kerr's home, Dungannon
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Bridge over the Moyola

Bancory House, Helen's Bay

  

Beechmount, home of Mike and Jacqui Mills
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Lake at Beechmount and Cushendun harbor

Mar.27, 1997 
Fly BA 4572 from BFS to LHR

Fly UA 935 from LHR to LAX

Back to table of contents

Last updated 7/30/99. 
Christopher E. Brennen
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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

KOREA 1997

Apr 20 Sun 
Leave LAX 9.20am to SF (UA2014) and to Seoul (UA807)

Apr 21 Mon 
Arrive Seoul, Korea at 3.50pm on UA807 
Met by someone from Seoul Nat. Univ.- will have sheet of paper with my name + will take me to hotel

Apr 22 Tue 
Lecture and Visit at Seoul National Univ. 
Flight Korean Air 1545, Seoul 6.50pm to Pohang 7.50pm

Apr 23 Wed 
Lecture at Pohang Inst. of Tech.

Apr 24 Thu 
Flights Korean Air 1538 and 1315. Pohang, 2.40pm, - Seoul - Kwangju, 5.25pm

Apr 25 Fri 
Hike to Moo Deung San mountain (1200ft) near Kwangju 
Mudung-san, Korea, 3892 ft, 4/25/97, Korean students

  

Climbing Mudungsan.

  

Climbing Mudungsan.

Apr 26 Sat 
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11.20am-12.10am lecture at KSME Conference, Kwangju

Invited lecture at Spring Annual Meeting of the Korean Society of Mechanical Engineers, Kwangju, Korea, April 1997.

Brennen, C.E. (1997). Some current advances in cavitation research. Proc. Korean Soc. Mech. Eng. 1997 Spring Annual Meeting C, 52-70.

Travel to Taejon (100km from Kwangju) by train or bus (3hrs) 
Met by someone from Samsung

Apr 27 Sun 
Climbing in ?? National Park with Seung-Joon Lee: 
Kwanumbong, Korea, 2675 ft, 4/27/97, Seung-Joon Lee 
Sambulbong, Korea, 2541 ft, 4/27/97, Seung-Joon Lee

Apr 28 Mon 
Visit Ship Research Center of Samsung. 
KSIRO and Chungnam Univ. also present.

Train to Seoul (2hrs)

Apr 29 Tue 
Flight Seoul, 12.35pm, to LAX, 9.45am on UA876

Back to table of contents
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Fraser Island,
the island of sand, lies off the coast of Queensland,
Australia, about 120 miles north of the city of Brisbane. It is the
largest
island in the world composed entirely of sand and has a structure that is the result of a huge supply of coastal sand
combined
with an unrelenting onshore breeze. These have created
one of the longest beaches in the world, stretching almost unbroken for
75
miles along the east coast of
Fraser Island.
In a process of evolution
that still continues, the on-shore wind then carries this sand up
onto
a whole series of patches of sand dunes called "sandblows"
that stretch inland from the
eastern shore. The sandblows are of the
order of a mile in
width and several miles long. On each, the
sand builds up into dunes that move eastward raising the height of
the
land to over 700ft;
these sand mountains drain to both the east and the west.
As sand piles up on the beach, this process also results
in new land
added to the eastern side of the island.
In between the sandblows are old dune fields that have been
overgrown by brush
while the old sand land to the
west has been covered by older brush and forest. In places the result is open
sandy scrubland; in other
places it is now dense rainforest. The western
coast, sheltered from the Pacific surf and
storms, is relatively stagnant, in places
dense mangrove swamp, in other
places lined with soft beaches. In the central and western parts of the
island there are
many
beautiful, clear water lakes, formed where the
drainage has been interrupted by the travelling sand. And everywhere
the streams
consist of the clearest water flowing over sparkling sand
beds with little rock to be seen anywhere. Indeed the absence of rock
and
stones underfoot or underwater, is just one of the features that
make this a very special place, fully deserving its designation as a
World
Heritage Site.

http://dkd.net/fraser/
http://members.optusnet.com.au/~frasertravel/fraser.htm
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The eastern coast of Fraser Island. Rainforest on Fraser Island.

The wilder northern half of the island is now the
Great Sandy National Park; the southern half is managed by
the Queensland
government as Fraser Island Recreation Area.
Vehicle access and camping are by permit only. Visitors either
arrive on guided tours
in four wheel drive buses or in their own
(or rented) vehicles.
Buses and cars alike drive off the
ferry onto the western beach and
thence onto the system of rough
dirt roads that are the main thoroughfares on the island.
In addition, the long eastern beach makes
for excellent driving and is the
main north/south artery.
A network of trails also allows exploration beyond
the limits of the rough
dirt roads (see Mark Moxon's hiking saga).

The first European to encounter Fraser Island was probably the Portuguese
explorer de Menonca who sailed this coast in 1521.
During the subsequent
250 years,
only occasional adventurers, Portuguese, Dutch and English, came this way leaving
little trace and
few chronicles. It was first documented in detail by James
Cook, who landed on the island (which he thought was part of the
mainland) in
May 1770 and named many of its prominent features. The pace of exploration
increased after Cook; Matthew Flinders
landed near the northern cape in 1802
and others followed. The island became notorious in the aftermath of the
adventures of James
and Eliza Fraser.

In May 1836, the brig "Stirling Castle", Captain James Fraser in command, set
sail from Sydney for Singapore. A week later it was
wrecked on a reef off
what is now Rockhampton to the north of Fraser Island. Taking to
the boats, the survivors,
including Captain
Fraser and his wife Eliza, drifted south
for several weeks, eventually landing on what is now known as Fraser
Island. There they
resorted to walking south but were taken prisoner
by a group of aborigines who stripped them naked and made them work.
Captain
Fraser was speared and died of his wounds several days later.
During a two month sojourn on Fraser Island, other members of the
group
died or were killed.
Eliza Fraser
and the first mate, Brown, eventually escaped with the assistance
of one of their captors
(probably an escaped convict by the
name of David Bracewell who had been living with the tribe). In the aftermath,
Eliza's story
was widely circulated. She made many public appearances,
retelling her story in a more and more graphic detail with each
repetition.
As a result, the island gain notoreity and was thereafter known as Fraser Island.

The aborigines, a tribe called the Butchulla, had traditionally visited the island on
a seasonal basis. In the 1860s they were forced
out by the lumber companies
who came
to harvest the trees of the island's rainforest. That harvest included the
valuable satinay trees
which had proved quite resistant to the marine pest
that destroyed the ships hulls of the day by boring through the wood.
Logging on
Fraser Island did not finally cease until 1991.

   

http://www.moxon.net/australia/fraser_island.html
http://www.sunzine.net/frasercoast/fieuro.htm
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The bus drives from the ferry onto the west A sand goanna at Lake Garawongera
coast beach of Fraser Island.

We had travelled to Hervey Bay to visit this unique island of sand.
A regular bus collected us from our hotel early one July morning
in 1997
for the brief
trip to the Urangan boat harbor. There, along with the four wheel drive bus
that was
to provide our
transportation for the rest of the day, we boarded the
ferry for the brief voyage to Fraser Island. The ferry, which was built just
like a
landing craft, headed north before turning east and approaching the
beach at a place on the west coast of Fraser Island just north of
Moon Point.
There the ferry simply lowered its ramp onto the soft sand beach and the
4WD bus drove down the ramp onto the
beach and across it into the scrub
forest. We followed on foot and boarded the bus for the cross-island
drive.

The sandy road was rutted by regular traffic so the bus bumped and lurched
its way along, first across flat terrain coated with
strange and wonderful
scrub. Gradually the forest thickened with larger and larger trees creating
a canopy with a lush undergrowth
below. Here the runoff from the high dunes
to the east has created a network of crystal streams and clearwater lakes
edged with the
purest sand. It is the absence of earth and mud that makes
this land so strange, so magical. We passed through the Yidney Scrub,
home
to great stands of virgin Kauri pine, the trees so sought after by the
ship-builders for their resistance to marine life. And we
took a short
side trip to visit Lake Garawongera, one of those pristine lakes.
A sand goanna was primming itself on the lovely beach
when we arrived
and only reluctantly decided that the crowd was more than it could tolerate.
Our guide recommended that we wash
our gold jewelry in the sand by the edge
of the lake and the lustre of Doreen's gold ring did seem to rise.
Back in the bus we drove
the last of the 15 miles from our landing
beach at Moon Point to Happy Valley, a rustic resort close to the
great eastern beach where
signs strongly discourage feeding the dingoes
who have become persistent pests. There we lunched in the open-air
restaurant.

   

Eli Creek Swimming Eli Creek

Refreshed, we mounted our 4WD wagon for the afternoon tour. The bus made its way onto the packed sand of the great 75-mile
beach and we were soon sailing smoothly along toward the north
in a style in stark contrast to the morning's bump and grind. In
no
time we covered the 4 miles to where a substantial stream,
Eli Creek, empties into the ocean. A delightful trail meanders
inland
alongside Eli Creek, allowing one to enjoy the lush
tropical forest of banksia and pandanus trees fed by the water of the creek.
But
the crystal stream devoid of any mud or rocks allows an even more
delightful experience, namely a swim down the last halfmile or
so of creek.
With only fine sand on the streambed there was no danger of scraped
knees or toes despite the shallow depths. The
sparkling clear water
and the lush foliage made this a quite unique experience. I could
not resist a second descent.
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A couple of miles further north we came to the wreck of the
"Maheno", a rusty skeleton lying partly buried in the 75-mile beach.
More than 50 vessels have foundered on the shores of
Fraser Island; indeed the wreckage became of such concern that,
in 1870, a
lighthouse was constructed at Cape Sandy on the northern tip of
the island.
But even with the lighthouse, wrecks still occurred.
Today, the
most visible is the "Maheno", a former luxury liner
and World War I hospital ship.
In 1935, it was being towed to a
scrapyard in Japan when it was
blown ashore in a storm. To add to the indignities, it was used for target
practice during World War
II.
Further along the beach, some three miles north of Waddy Point,
an Italian luxury yacht, the "Marloo",
became beached in 1914
after encountering rough currents on Sandy Cape Shoal. It now
lies beneath the surface of the water where it is a favorite dive
site.

   

The wreck of the "Maheno" The depot for Air Fraser Island

As we were inspecting the "Maheno" we were amazed to see two light
planes approach and land on the beach just a few yards from
where
we were standing. The pilots disembarked and approached the crowds
around the "Maheno". It transpired that they were
seeking passengers
for "Air Fraser Island" and offering a brief aerial tour of the island.
I could not resist and soon, along with two
other passengers, I was
roaring along the beach in a Cessna flown by a wizened bush pilot, reputedly
the best in the world. No
sooner were we aloft than we veered over the ocean
looking for sharks. Many seemed to be lazily patrolling the shoreline
perhaps
seeking Eli Creek descenders who had failed to stop at the beach!
Then we turned inland for a close aerial view of the Knifeblade
sandblow,
one of those great moving dunes that had built the island. Further west
we had a good look at the inland lakes and
streams before turning for home.
It was a special thrill to sweep down and land on the beach, the surf
almost within arm's reach.

But the hours of daylight were dwindling and after a brief stop to see
the rain-sculpted cliffs known as "The Pinnacles" we began
the long drive
back across to the west side of the island. There the ferry was beached,
ready and waiting for the bus to cross the sand
and drive up the ramp.
Soon we were chugging back to Urangan boat harbor.

It had been a special day on a unique island, a naturally crystal
place of bright sand, sun and surf. I felt like an interloper, especially
in the great 4WD Mercedes bus. Maybe only people like Mark Moxon should
be allowed there. But that would be to deny so many
a glimpse into another,
different and pristine world.
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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

JAPAN AND AUSTRALIA 1997

Jul 9 Wed 
Fly LA to Osaka. UA 817. Leave LAX 11.10am

Jul 10 Thu 
Arrive Osaka (Kansai) 3.15pm. To Osaka Univ.

Jul 11 Fri 
Visit Mitsubishi, Takasago 
10.30 Arrive 10.30-12.00 Lecture 14.50 Depart 
Travel Himeji (15.04) - Matsumoto (19.06). Stay Matsumoto.

Visit to Mitsubishi, Takasago

Jul 12 Sat 
Visit to Mr. Oka's home

Travel to Matsumoto- foot of mountain (1.30) by train and bus. 
To top of Yakedake (3.30) 
Top of Yakedake - lodge (0.45)

  

At Mr. Oka's home near Osaka
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At Mr. Oka's home near Osaka

Jul 13 Sun 
Evening: Travel to Tokyo 
Lodge to bus-stop (2.00) 
Busstop-Matsumoto home (1.40) by train and bus 
Matsumoto home- Tokyo (3.30)

Jul 14 Mon 
JSME Conference, Tokyo

Jul 15 Tue 
JSME Conference, Tokyo

Paper: 10.40am Room 409 
Chair: 15.30pm Room 409 
Evening: Banquet

Jul 16 Wed 
JSME Conference, Tokyo 
Afternoon and Evening: Furuya + Ohashi at Kogakuin(?) 
D:Fly LAX (via SF and Sydney) to Brisbane Leave LAX at 7.20pm

Jul 17 Thu 
Lecture at CFD seminar, Univ. of Tokyo (Prof. Kobayashi)

Noon: Train to Sendai. Visit Tohoku Univ. 
Dinner with Kamijo 
Hotel near Sendai Station

Jul 18 Fri 
Visit Tohoku Univ. Seminar at 10.00am (Cloud Cavitation)
Lunch with Kamijo 
Afternoon train to Ueno. Then to Narita. Fly Quantas360, Narita to Sydney, Brisbane. Leave 9.35pm 
D:Arrives Sydney 6.35am Leaves Sydney 7.55am, arrives Brisbane 9.20am

Jul 19 Sat 
C: Arrive Brisbane at 7.20am on Quantas360

Earls family gathering.
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Jul 20 Sun 
Travel Brisbane to Rockhampton, QU660 8.35am-9.45am. 
Bus and ferry to Great Keppel Island

  

Great Keppel Island.

Jul 21 Mon 
ISSW, Great Keppel Island

Jul 22 Tue 
ISSW

Jul 23 Wed 
ISSW. Paper

Jul 24 Thu 
ISSW

Jul 25 Fri 
ISSW

Jul 26 Sat 
Ferry to mainland.

Jul 27 Sun 

Jul 28 Mon 

  

Fraser Island trip.
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Fraser Island trip.

  

Fraser Island trip.

Jul 29 Tue 

  

With Brunellos near Brisbane.
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National Park.

Jul 30 Wed 

Jul 31 Thu 

Aug 1 Fri 

Aug 2 Sat 

Aug 3 Sun 
Fly Brisbane to LAX. Leave Brisbane 9.05am Arrive Sydney 10.35am, leave 12.20pm. Arrive LAX 8.45am
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