
From Bill O'Mara:

Mick was in a bad way in the Intensive care Unit ( ICU ) at the Canberra Hospital for
almost a fortnight. His Mum told me that he asked to be checked out and returned to
Goulburn Hospital to die. To accommodate Mick’s wish to be nearer to his Mum, three
brothers and five sisters, DVA arranged for a Chopper flight all the way to Goulburn. Not a
‘Huey”, but I don’t think that Mick would have minded too much.

His Mum, Joan, told me that he was coming good on the Monday night and when I spoke
with his Nurse on the Tuesday she confirmed, that in true Tiger Spirit, Mick had rallied and
was off life support and had been transferred to a ward. She passed on my message to
Mick, that he was able to acknowledge.

When I called back in the hope of more good news at 1:30pm on Friday 2nd April, I asked
the Nurse about Mick, there was a brief silence, then she gave me the gut wrenching news
that Mick had passed away about 10:00 am that morning. It is a comfort to know, that all
his family were with him to the end.

I knew Mick for 43 years and even on that sad day I couldn’t think about him for too long
without smiling or crying. That day, and the next, I did both, as did some of his old Platoon
Mates from A Company.  We attended Mick’s spine tingling funeral service at the local
Cathedral. His service started with, Simon O’Donnell’s “One day at a time” and finished
with "Ill Silenzio" by Nino Rossi. Mick was a born & bred Goulburn boy and the church was
packed.  It  was  good to  see that  Peter  Wells,  Brian  Lewis,  Norman Chiew and  Brian
Almond from Mick’s old Platoon made it to say their farewells. I also thank them for the
photos of Mick.

My mind takes Mick and I back to our time in 1968 at Canungra where we played “Enemy”
for about six weeks. Over the Easter break we headed back to Goulburn/Canberra for the
four days leave. It was a hell of a hike, something like 13 hours in the old EK Holden. Mick,
as usual kept us entertained with his antics and some of the things he said that have me
smiling even today. We also had many trips to and from Holdsworthy when we had a
weekends leave.

I also remember the day on an exercise up North somewhere, that Mick mowed down a
good sized gum tree from maybe 50-60 yards with his M60 from the hip. Anyway, back to
our Easter trip down south. Getting back to Canungra was a bit  of a problem and we
weren’t going to make it on time. So we arranged for a tow truck operator at Taree to give
us a dodgey receipt that we had been broken down and had to be towed to his workshop.

The Brass wouldn’t buy our story and even told us that the same tow truck driver had tried
to help other diggers several times before us. We were charged with being AWOL. The
very next morning we were targeted on parade and both our weapons inspected. They
couldn’t get the gas plugs out of our SLR’s as we’d put them in the armory, wet and un-
oiled in our rush to go on leave a few days before. Needless to say that was charge
number two. Early that evening we then got sprung for "drinking in the lines". We expected
them to lock us up and throw away the key.

First thing next morning we faced the music on the three charges. I’ve long forgotten what
we  copped,  except  having  to  do  everything  at  the  double,  and  changing  uniforms
constantly. The punishment must have been reasonably lenient, as Mick and I were both at



the Beenleigh Pub for my 21st birthday the day before Anzac day and Mick had his 21st on
May 29th.

Mick lived with his Mum to his final days and never married. Instead, he was a favourite
Uncle to a tribe of Nieces & Nephews. Of the four Skelly boys, Mick, Clyde and Steve all
served with 5RAR at some point in time. Is that a record? Both Mick & Clyde served in
Vietnam on the 2nd Tour while Bernard, the youngest, joined Artillery. Four boys in the
Army and Mick’s five sisters were all Nurses. The Skelly Gang sure did their bit for Aussie.

Mick is survived by his Mum Joan, and brothers Clyde, Steve & Bernard and sisters Kaye,
Joy, Cheryl, Sandra and Jo-Anne.

You’ve done more than your bit Mick, and thanks for being a True Blue Mate and for the
great memories.

RIP Mate.

Bill O’Mara.


