Dad

Welcome everyone. It’s nice to see a few faces | haven’t seen in a long time. [ would like to
say a few words about Bill from my perspective. | know, that some of you have also spent
different time with him over the years, and you would have your own story to tell. My short
story is simply based on those few chunks of his life that [ was a part of, and on some of the

stories he shared with me.

I know very little of dad’s life when he was a child. It was so long ago, and he was well and
truly out of his childhood when I was born - he was 37. But among the various stories he did
tell me over the years, was a recurring theme of a tough teenage life working for his father in
the family bakery in Rockhampton. Dad often spoke of the hardships during these times. He
apparently found his father to be a very hard, very strict, not particularly loving man.
However, he also told of various humorous situations during life in the bakehouse, some of
which earned him a ‘clip round the ear’. Idon’t think he so much respected his father as

feared him at the time.

He also told me stories of billy carts, taxiing American soldiers around in his father’s car (it
was the second world war afterall), and having to accompany his father on so-called
fishing/drinking trips. Maybe this is why dad wasn’t really keen on fishing himself, perhaps
more interested in the logistics, mechanics and technology surrounding the mission. But it
was stories of hard work in the bake-house that we seemed to hear about most, in regard to

his childhood. It’s probably here that he developed his strong work ethic.

I find it hard to picture a synopsis of Bill’s life without a framework based on his work history.
For dad was always known for never being without a camera, much to the annoyance of his
family members. He told me some time ago, that he fooled around with cameras in his late
teens - through his school I guess. He also said, that if not for a maritime tragedy off the
Queensland coast around 1959, he would probably not have gotten into television. As I recall,
a barge had capsized near where dad lived at this time and Channel 9 Brisbane got wind of the
incident but could not get pictures for the evening news. Channel 9 Brisbane had rung the
Rockhampton chemist to ask whether they knew of anyone with a camera in the area who
could take pictures and it just so happened that the pharmacist knew of dad and his interest

in cameras and recommended him.



7

They apparently liked the pictures he took, and the rest was history - QTQ Brisbane took him
on and soon he was a news cameraman. At around 1967, Dad had applied for and obtained
employment with TVW Channel 7 in Perth WA. So he and his young family moved to Perth
and he worked at Channel 7 as their head cameraman. He seemed to make quite a name for
himself here - setting a high standard for himself and demanding the highest quality from

everyone he dealt with.

As a boy, [ remember that he was very heavily engaged with his work at Channel 7. As a news
cameraman, [ guess you're on-call 24hrs a day. And the work you do is seen by many
thousands of people each night. So ‘quality’ was something we kids heard a lot about.
Everything had to be the best. [ know that dad would get quite angry if he thought that
someone at work was not delivering quality. ‘If a job was worth doing, it was worth doing

properly’, no matter what it was.

As a cameraman, he must have delivered quite appreciable quality himself, for Channel 7 sent

him to film documentaries in all manner of places, with all kinds of people

He also filmed various commercials for the likes of Arnotts biscuits, Maybelline cosmetics, a
tavern, a carpet retailer, a car and boat dealer and for the Station itself as well as its affiliated
radio Station 61X. He was always busy, in fact he was not particularly good at just chilling out

and exploring, say, philosophy or politics. He was a doer, not a thinker.

While dad seemed to earn a lot of professional respect from those around him and he could
express his disappointment at someone who’s character or performance should be called into
question, he also had respect for just about anyone who showed an intent to do or be good. |
have seen him mix it quite well with otherwise shady shabby characters as well as the
successful people at the top. He seemed to be able to recognize the good in people who may
not necessarily polish up well. He always felt it appropriate to make someone’s strengths

known - he liked to show his respect.



Whether you were black, white or brindle, so long as you were a good person, he could be
very generous and a good mate. [ liked it when he commended other people, it seemed to

reveal a strong, fair and generous soul.

After Channel 7 (circa 1978), he went into business with another film producer, making
several documentaries and commercials, but I think this was quite a stressful time for him and
his family. And stress was something dad often didn’t process very well in my view. I’'m not
exactly sure what his stressors were, but being in a partnership in private enterprise can’t

help matters either.

When putting these thoughts together, | was struck by the scale and variety of dad’s lifetime
achievements. [ don’t mean that he won awards or large salaries or the like, | mean that he
put his hand to so many things - so many things! And he could do them all. Dad had done so
many different things, had been to so many different places, met so many different people. He
has filmed at musicals, World Beauty pageants, air-crashes and major fires. He filmed sharks
and shipwrecks underwater, mining operations and boat races from a helicopter, and cliff-
tops from a low-flying RAAF Orion. He filmed at boxing matches, Olympic and
Commonwealth Games and the Americas Cup, and has met with opium growers in the Thai
jungle and the King and Queen of Thailand itself. He worked with Zulu warriors and Dr
Christian Barnard in Africa to royalty from Britain and Thailand. He worked with comedian
Dave Allen, singer Johnny Cash, boxer Muhammed Alj, cricketer Tony Greig, State and Federal
Parliamentarians, various entrepreneurs around the world, military coup leaders in the

Seychelle islands and military personnel on warships and warplanes.

He has ridden upon more machines than most little boys could possibly dream of:

He has ridden, In a Mirage, a Macchi, an Orion, a Hercules, a Huey Iroquois; In various light
aircraft and many helicopters; On an oil-rig, a Starfighter and various Australian and
American navy ships; On super-maxi yachts, speedboats and rally cars; On bullet trains,
steam trains and iron-ore trains; And a zillion commercial passenger flights.

How he didn’t die in an air-crash still amazes me.

For me as a young boy with mates, I thought he was quite a legend!
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After a few years in private business, there were more domestic upheavals and dad ended up
in Brisbane again. This was around about 1982 - he would have been about 53. After a short
time there, he began work with the Qld government, producing documentaries for various
government departments. He retired from there in about 1994 and then lived on Bribie

Island with Marg’. Marg’ was very good with dad - he was lucky to have her.

So dad’s profession seemed to very much define his character. But then he was also a
husband, father, brother, father in law and grandfather too. And while he didn’t spend much

time with some of us, he did love his family dearly.

We all knew that his passion, his life, revolved around taking pictures. That’s just the Bill
Meacham you had to get used to. Yep, it could be really annoying, but it didn’t mean he didn’t

have love for you.

It was later in his life that | started to spend quieter time with him. Partly because he was
getting older and slower and was now retired - partly because his grandchild, my daughter
had been born. He doted on Emily, as you'd hope a granddad would, and she and he had good
times together. When he and Marg’ would stay in the cabin at our place in the winter, Emily
would love to wake up early in our house, trot across the frosty grass to the cabin in bare feet
and jump into bed with granddad and grandma. Grandad and grandma of course, would
nearly leap out of bed, but they would lie there and chat and laugh. These are the things of
beautiful memories. Just a few months ago, dad at 84, even though he was not so mobile and
nimble, was very happy to get in the car while | took 11 yo Emily for driving lessons around

the paddock and down to the creek. This time, / took a camera, thankfully.

Please allow me to share one last thing with you. I'd like to tell you about a quality that dad
had, that will stay with me forever. Dad could be comfortable anywhere. In any kind of
environment, he would find something interesting to observe. Whether on a sailboat, inside a
vintage aeroplane, in a desert or in a rainforest - all had something to offer the willing
participant. Indeed, he seemed unexpectedly relaxed when he and Marg’ came to visit us on
our rural forested place in the mountains near Coffs Harbour - it was kind of uncanny for
someone who loved to surround himself with technology. Wherever he was, he would adapt
and prosper. For me as a boy, this was a wonderful thing, for it proved to me that the world

could be your oyster - life is for living.



