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The Memoirs of William Edwin Miller. 

 

 

 

This is a story of William Edwin Miller better known as “Dusty” to his 
friends since 1942.  My father was John James Miller, born 1894 and 
lived until 1955.  My Mother Isabella Murray Miller, born 1896 passed 
away 1972. 

I was born in 1923 at a Brisbane Private Hospital in the suburb of Albion.  
There were five children in my family, the eldest, my Sister Doris was 
born in 1919,  my elder brother Eric was born 1921 both passed on, a 
younger brother born 1925 is still with us and a younger brother again 
was born in 1927 died in 1929. 

My dad was in the music business, not as we know the music business 
today, he served his apprenticeship at W.H. Paling as a piano tuner, 
repairer until he went out on his own. He was selling naturally, pianos, 
tuning and repairing them, selling sheet music, gramophones, records 
needles and the like.  In the early days we did reasonably well but with 
the advent of radio and later the depression, life brought us down to a 
very low level of living standard. 

Just a little bit about the depression, to my recollection it started in 1929 
when I was in my second year in school and in a very short time 
unemployment rate was 22% and within a few months it rose to 32% and 
there was no dole money like there has been in the so called hard times of 
recent years. Elderly people at the time, who were on an aged pension, 
which was a pittance really, was reduced by 10% and didn’t come back to 
the equivalent level for about 10 years. 

Although we didn’t ever go without any tucker it was quite basic stuff, 
mum grew vegetables and whilst we had very little meat, it was 
invariably in a stew of sorts, and as I say we had to scratch around to find 
any meat but oodles of dumplings.  Dumplings were very filling and 
didn’t cost very much, a special treat was bread and dripping sprinkled 
with salt and pepper. 

Dad went into the fruit shop and mixed business ventures in about the 
middle 30s’ the first one was at Annerley Junction. Over a long period he 
had bought 11 of these shops, and in the early days we seemed to do 
better by buying a business, improving it then selling it, after a short 
period to improve our income. They were very hectic days with very little 
return when we had 3 shops running at the one time, mainly run by 
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family with some outside help.  They were at Annerley Junction, 
Highgate Hill and near Musgrave Park.  After I started work in 1938 I 
was still too young to have a driver’s license.  I, like my brother Eric, did 
the early run to the fruit and vegetable markets at Roma and Turbot 
streets in the city, they opened at 0600 hours and either of us would do 
the buying of urgently required supplies and deliver them to one of the 
shops and then catch a tram to the city to work. 

In 1938 as things were starting to improve Dad bought a Hupmobile 
straight 8 tourer and I drove it quite a lot for 2 years before I was able to 
get my license. Even after I came back after the war to help earn a few 
extra pounds I used to do night shift after work at the shop Dad had at 
West End. 

Now to get on more about my life, but I thought the forerunner of this 
was to give some idea to posterity, of how it was in the old days. 

 

Early Years 

When I was born we were living at Farrington Street Alderley, a suburb 
of Brisbane.  One of the little lighter things which to me seemed to be a 
very adventurous thing to do when I was about 3 years of age. a 
policeman was walking past the house apparently on his way home from 
work I bravely, as I thought at the time, said “g’day police.” He gave a 
big smile and a wave as he wandered down the hill. 

Around about 1927 we moved to a music store in Lutwyche, close to the 
picture theatre at Windsor which we knew was Baldy Fenwicks. This has 
long since gone. At that time until I started school I spent a lot of my 
years living with my Aunty Mead, Mum’s sister, and her husband John 
Frederick Kelsall.  We all knew J.F. Kelsall as Uncle Eric, but the closest 
I could get to that name when I started to speak was, Lecky and that name 
stuck until his death. Many of his business associates and co-workers at 
Overells (a department store) in the Valley where he used to work called 
him Lecky. 

Lecky joined the 1st 9th battalion in World War 1. Regimental number 126 
He sailed from Pinkenba 19th September 1914 on the Omra.  He was one 
of the first to land at Gallipoli 25th April 1915 and was badly wounded 
and later on gassed and hospitalised in England.  When he landed in 
Gallipoli he was a private and during his Army career finished up as 
Regimental Sergent Major and was awarded the MSM and Defence 
Medal of Honour the original citation. Medals together with his 
photograph and a painting of the landing at Gallipoli are on permanent 
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display in the unit museum of 9th battalion Royal Queensland Regiment 
now at Enoggera Grove Army Barracks Brisbane. 

Among other things Lecky was gassed and this no doubt along with other 
injuries was the reason he and Aunty Mead were unable to have any 
children. They wanted to adopt me but this did not happen.  However I 
spent a lot of time with them up to and a little after school started for me. 
I attended Woolowin School and I remember Aunty Mead coming to pick 
me up. 

 

 

Later in 1929 the family moved to Toowoomba and we all attended the 
Toowoomba East State school. When my sister went on to secondary 
school she attended Fairholme College in Toowoomba. 

While we lived in that fair city I remember when the Empire Theatre 
burnt to the ground in 1932. Some of the ash landed in our backyard 
where we lived in Bridge Street, which was not far from the showgrounds 
in Toowoomba. The showgrounds have since moved further out of town. 

Travelling between Brisbane and Toowoomba – during the period 1929-
1932 we made many journeys (they were a real experience) between 
these cities which often involved chains round the rear wheels to get 
through the boggy bits in our 1927 Chev. 4.  Getting up the old road 

School photo taken in 1929, it was the whole school in attendance and I 
was the little fellow right at the peak of things, bare feet, couldn’t afford 

shoes but I had a tie on. 
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Helidon to Toowoomba was quite an effort, having to make many stops 
to let the boiling radiator cool down and doing the last really steep bit in 
reverse because of lower gear ratio in that gear. 

 

 

 

 

Another recollection of old school days when most of our written work 
was on slate, and the trouble we were in if we did not bring the damp 
sponge to clean the slate.  The use of ones shirt sleeve was much frowned 
upon. Of course our copy book writing was done on paper with a pen nib 
dipped in the ink pot set into the desk.  Slates were still in use in some 
Queensland schools until 1945. 

In 1933 we moved back to Brisbane and lived at Rowe Street, Gordon 
Park and I attended the Gordon Park School. 

In 1934 we moved to 449 Ipswich Road Annerley where I attended 
Junction Park School. We seemed to move around a lot and I’m sure it 
was not because we didn’t pay the rent but times were that tough we 
moved where we could find a house where the rent was a shilling or two 
cheaper than the previous place. I finished my primary education at 
Windsor State school and then started a commercial course at the State 
Commercial High at the bottom end of George Street in the city of 
Brisbane. The pass rate at Primary school level was called a scholarship 
exam and the average pass rate was 56% and roughly the same 
percentage of people who sat, passed the exam. Whilst the education in 
those days would appear to be very low compared to today’s I’m sure we 
acquired a lot more commonsense and we were in touch with the outside 

The dream of most young lads was to operate a “Puffing Billy”. 
My good fortune to drive this engine in the shunting yard at Chinchilla with my Uncle Charlie. 

Charlie Warren’s Railway Engine 1933 
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world and knew better what was going on than the narrow track down 
which education now seems to go. 

I’ve had a number of close calls in my life. The first one I remember was 
in 1936. We were at the public swimming pool at Sandgate and I was 
walking along the edge of the pool, some people were horsing around in 
the pool. They grabbed my leg and pulled me in. My leg went down 
between the handrail and the edge of the pool, this made quite a mess of 
my leg and put me out of commission for a while.   

We were then living at a fruit and veg shop at 504 Lutwyche Rd, quite 
close to Tommy Wallace’s cycle shop and that shop is still there to this 
day.  I started work in the insurance industry in 1938 with Bankers and 
Traders Co. Ltd. This firm is now the B in QBE made up of the 
Queensland Insurance Company, Bankers and Traders and Equitable 
Life.  My first pay was sixteen shillings that’s $1.60 in today’s currency, 
it cost 2 shillings and 3 pence for a weekly tram ticket for a five and half 
day working week, I paid mum 10 shillings with which she clothed and 
fed me. 

The Miller Clan, my brothers and sister were not a particularly close 
group, and didn’t see a lot of each other after I enlisted, however we did 
have a closer relationship with my sister than my brothers.  By the time I 
returned from the UK and discharged from the RAAF my elder brother, 
on his discharge from the army had been sent by his employer to 
Melbourne, where he lived for many years. 

 

Enlisted years. 

World War 11, I enlisted in the RAAF in 
Brisbane in 1941 it took a while to get Mum 
and Dad reluctantly to sign the necessary 
agreement forms. Initial training was at 
Sandgate, No 3 ITS where today there is an old 
peoples home near the southern end of the 
Hornibrook Highway Bridge which provides 
access to the Redcliffe Peninsula. After initial 
training school which included guard duty with 
an unloaded WW1 303 rifle, I was posted to 
Maryborough where I did a wireless course. 
Then to Evans Head where bombing and Air 
Gunners courses were held, the aircraft used 
were Fairey Battles, a forerunner of the 
Hurricane, which bore the brunt of the early days 
of the RAF Battle for Britain 1939.   I did the air gunners course there 

Bill Miller 
12th March 1945 
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and after passing that we received our wing and I was promoted to 
Sergeant. It wasn’t long after that I was given a posting to United 
Kingdom.  

We left Brisbane on a Dutch vessel (I can’t spell the name of the ship but 
it sounded like Clip fontaine) It was a small ship about 6000 tons we were 
escorted out from Brisbane for only two days and we were on our own 
from there across to San Francisco. We anchored the first night on Frisco 
Bay quite near Alcatraz, the infamous American Jail. After disembarking 
at Frisco we travelled by troop train across to the eastern states of 
America where we were camped at a place called Camp Mile Standish a 
big American camp.  We were billeted there for about 6 weeks while we 
waited for a ship to take us across to the U.K. 

Most of these weeks were spent sight seeing and being entertained by the 
friendly Americans. 

A few words about the troop train: especially for the benefit of those who 
remembered troop trains in Australia how shocking and over crowded, 
and the terrible conditions for people travelling in them. Going across 
from Frisco to the eastern border of the States we took about 10 – 12 days 
stopping often to do a spot of sight seeing here and a rest there and we 
had a bunk each night with clean sheets. 

The yanks treated us royally; they couldn’t do enough for us even though 
they were very ignorant generally about Australia and Australians. For 
example a lot of them wanted to know why we were not black and one 
question, “How long have you been here?”  Oh 2 days, we said “Gee you 
learnt to speak English quick!” 

I remember we found Jack Dempsey’s bar a well known boxer from the 
era. We spent many hours at this bar on Broadway New York, and on a 
number of occasions we were not allowed to return shouts; patrons plied 
us with drinks and food.  Of course our sight seeing took in the tallest 
building in the world at that time, the Empire State Building and some of 
you might recall an aircraft, an American 2 engine bomber, accidentally 
flew into the building  at about 58 stories up in 1956. 

Just going back to the trip across America it was very impressive. 
Naturally we had lead quite sheltered lives in our short years especially 
under the conditions prevailing in our youth and to see sights like the 
High Sierras was really amazing and I can still visualise the memories 
until this day. 

When we finally left New Jersey we were on the troop ship Queen 
Elizabeth. While we were boarding, it was plain to see alongside the 
Queen Mary. It was a terrific sight to see the two biggest ships in the 
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world moored together and lying on its side was a French ship the 
Normandy. It was later righted and continued to serve during the Second 
World War. These 3 liners were the largest in the world at that time. 

Like so many things that were big and impressive the Americans thought 
the Queen Elizabeth liner was built by them. When war was imminent 
this Cunard Line vessel, was built in Scotland but for safety sake and to 
get it out of the way of possible bombing by Germany, it was taken 
across to America where it was fitted out as a troop ship and carried many 
thousands of Aussies in the early days when they went to the Middle 
East. We had a few Air Force fellows on it when I sailed on her to 
disembark in Scotland.  On the Queen Elizabeth we travelled unescorted 
across the Atlantic because there were no war ships that had the speed to 
keep up with us, we relied on safety with continual changes of direction 
and speed but always going in the vicinity of 30 knots.  Quite a turn of 
speed for an 83,000 ton vessel in those days, because there was no radar 
to help spot submarines or enemy aircraft the few Aussie air crew who 
were on board volunteered to do aircraft and submarine watch although 
our expertise was for aircraft recognition not submarines however it all 
helped.  Part of the aircrew training was to make us proficient in spotting 
and identifying any plane flying anywhere in the world at that time in a 
split second.  The position I was given when we were on aircraft spotting 
duties was on the port wing out from the bridge on the Queen Elizabeth. 
This brings to mind a cruise that Lorna and I did on the Q.E.II. She was 
built in 1966, and first sailed as a luxury liner in 1969.  We sailed on it 
for a short cruise in 1997 from Brisbane up to Darwin across to Bali then 
on to Singapore, where we spent a few days and then flew back to 
Brisbane. 

The co-relationship between the Queen Elizabeth and Q.E.II came in 
when we were having dinner one night with 6 others on the Q.E.II. There 
were a couple of Yanks, a couple of Australian/Chinese from Perth and 
another lady who was fairly young, a wealthy widow who loved dancing. 
The unattached ladies were well catered for on the Q.E.II. Suitable 
gentlemen were encouraged to travel at reduced fares to accompany 
these ladies on the dance floor. We got talking about how it was on the 
Queen Elizabeth on the way to England from America.  When we went 
back to the cabin that evening I wrote a little note to the Commodore, the 
officer in charge of the Q.E.II and explained how I had done aircraft 
watch on the port wing of the Queen Elizabeth and I got onto the bridge 
for a short time. I ended my note with a little request for permission to 
grace your bridge, Sir. He replied to me and I found out later he was 
quite taken up by my approach and I was invited up onto the bridge of the 
Q.E.II to spend an enjoyable hour or so having a lot of things explained 
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to me and how everything worked was even allowed to hold the wheel for 
a few minutes, this was the highlight of my trip on the Q.E.II. 

Now back to the Atlantic crossing, on the ship Queen Elizabeth we 
landed at Greenock in Scotland where the ship was built and were sent 
down to a staging camp in the south of England, at Bournemouth. We 
vacated there after a short time because of the mess the German bombers 
made of that area, we moved to Brighton which is fairly well known. I 
remember learning about Brighton and its pebbles on the beach when I 
was at school.  Brighton was about 60 miles from London in East Sussex. 
I am quite metric in my thinking but when I’m reminiscing about things 
and times way back I naturally associate them with the old imperial 
measures, the distance is about 100k in today’s standards. 

The express electric trains running at that time sometimes stopped at 
Hayworth Heath made Brighton to London in about an hour run, 
considered good travelling time compared to the trains we had in 
Australia.  We had a few easy weeks in Brighton, the Royal Australian 
Air Force had taken over the Grand and Metropole Hotels which were 
the two top hotels in Brighton, one was for officers and the other for 
NCO’s and airmen I forget which was which, however I stayed in both of 
them firstly as a Sergeant then after the war while waiting for the ship to 
return to Australia, as an officer. 

 

Posting 

I was first posted to an operational training unit at Silverstone where I 
was separated from the RAAF and became attached to the RAF. 
Silverstone is a name still well known around the world today not to do 
with aircraft but as a car racing track it keeps cropping up in newspapers, 
radio and TV sports results.  When I was last in England they were still 
holding motor races at Silverstone. 

Silverstone was one of the many 
operational training units where the 
various musterings were banded 
together and the pilots, navigators, 
bomb aimers, wireless operators and 
air gunners meet in large numbers. 
We virtually sorted ourselves out as to who was going to fly with whom 
thus becoming a crew.  Usually in the Services, once you were committed 
you’re told what to do all the time however in hindsight this was a very 
sensible way to go about forming the individual crews.  At this stage we 
were flying Wellingtons, the early models were past their use by date and 
the engines were subject to overheating, the models in use were 1C’s, 3’s 

The Mighty Wimpy 
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and 10’s. We were in an old 1c on a day that I will always remember, the 
starboard engine caught fire and spread into the wing and fuselage we 
couldn’t stay airborne on one engine and were too close to bale out. It 
was a gunnery exercise for the bomb aimer, wireless operator, and air 
gunner. Fortunately I was in the rear turret, furthest from the flames and 
was the only survivor.  Within a couple of weeks I was in the air again 
with another crew that was short of a WAG (Wireless Air Gunner) on 
another gunnery exercise, we were not carrying bombs but we were fully 
equipped with guns and ammunition.  On this occasion an engine caught 
fire but was contained until we hit the deck. When the “Wimpies” were 
not so old they could stay airborne on one donk, but the other engine of 
this “3” wasn’t good enough to prevent us from crash landing. We all 
survived this one but there were some injuries from the crash and 
exploding ammo as we got out and as far away as possible from the plane 
now engulfed in flames.  We had all thrown ourselves flat on the ground 
before the subsequent explosion. Wellingtons were equipped with 2 
browning 303 machine guns in the front turret and 4 similar guns in the 
rear turret; there was no mid upper turret on the Wellington. The 
Wellingtons were very lightly constructed of geodetic type; it was a light 
alloy frame with a fabric skin. The skin of these planes wasn’t metal like 
other aircraft at that time and as they are today. A paint like substance 
called dope was painted on the calico to keep it stiff that meant when they 
caught fire they burned furiously with toxic fumes hence my lung 
problems today. 

To go from Wellingtons onto Lancasters we went to a conversion course 
for about month. The conversion plane was called a Manchester and it 
was one of the greatest disasters of an aeroplane designed at that time. It 
had the configuration of a Lancaster, only 2 engines and much smaller.  
The Lancaster developed from the Manchester.  We lost many good 
people because of the faults and under powering of the Manchester, and 
our crew had a couple of sticky do’s on Manchesters.  

 Just going back to the Wellingtons, in their day they could carry a good 
load, a 4,000 lb high explosive bomb which we called a “cookie” it was 
used a lot in the bombing raids over Germany.  This bomb load was 
greater than what the American B17’s the “Flying Fortress” carried. 
Their small bomb load, i.e. the B17 was brought about by the heavy 
armament, the large number of crew and the larger ammunition for the 
point five guns.  

This brings us to a bit of the light hearted side of things, naturally we met 
up with the American airmen when we had time off and we’d meet in the 
various public houses etc. and our RAF and RAAF fellows favourite song 
when the yanks were there went something like “we fly, fly in fortresses 
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at forty thousand feet but we’ve only got a tiny weeny bomb”. The Yanks 
also had, on average 2 fighter escorts for each bomber. 

Up until D Day 6th June 1944 the RAF did the night flying and the Yanks 
did the day time stuff, even then they seemed to get lost more often than 
not. After “D” day the RAF did all the night ops as usual and day time 
flight as well. Losses on raids were tremendous. The greatest loss on any 
one trip was on 30th March 1944, the target was Nuremberg, we lost 95 
four engine bombers that night. We lost a further 78 on the target of 
Leipzig on 19th February 1944, that’s a large number of people and 
planes. That’s just two examples of what the losses were like and my 
crew were on both those raids. Over all the RAF bomber command lost 
over 55,000 air crew during raids over Germany.  This did not include US 
air force. 

We Operated at 20,000 ft. because the Norden bomb sight was not 
efficient above that height.  Actually it was an American designed bomb 
sight and very, very efficient if you could fly straight and level for about 
15 mins on the bombing run and for practical purposes it wasn’t very 
prudent to fly straight and level with the activity that was going on.  

Now a little about the temperatures, for the rear gunner and the outside 
temperature was minus 28 degrees centigrade. Up front was a lot different 
as they received heat from the motors, We didn’t have heat in the mid 
uppers or rear turrets, but the mid upper turret was more protected from 
the elements. The coldest night on an op that I was on, the temp was 
minus 52 degrees, but the average was minus 30.  The gunners did have 
electric suits under our general flying suits but that consisted of heating 
elements in various parts of the body, like hands knees back etc, but in 
those early days the elements malfunctioned very badly in fact some parts 
of the body were too warm and other parts really freezing.  

 When the five of us were finally posted to a squadron which in our case 
was No. 9 Squadron, RAF stationed at Bardney, in Lincolnshire, we were 
met by flight engineers and straight air gunners making the crew for a 
Lancaster seven in number.  I was the only RAAF bod in our crew and 
one of only a handful of Aussies in the Squadron. There were some South 
Africans, Canadians, one New Zealander, and one Yank made up the 
personnel of mainly English men and women.  In 6 months in the 
Squadron our crew was the only one to complete a full tour of 30 
operations, of which 13 were on the most heavily defended target, Berlin!   
When we crewed up, we had a pilot, navigator, flight engineer, bomb 
aimer, 2 WAGs and a mid upper gunner. I lost the toss with the other 
wireless air gunner and finished up as rear gunner.  Apart from being the 
most hazardous position the discomfort was terrible, the design of the 
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Fraser Nash turret was such that the slip stream was sucked into the rear 
turret, even more so when the armour plate was removed from between 
the 2 sets of 2 .303 guns. Apart from the continuous flak, search lights, 
fighters and being tossed about in the slip streams of unseen planes, we 
had many sticky do’s.  Our plane was hit every op and we survived a mid 
air collision over England with a Lancaster heading back against a stream 
of some 800 planes.  Our starboard fin and rudder were badly damaged 
and the top of the rear turret dented, that’s calling it pretty mild, we 
pressed on to the target of Schweinfurt. Our pilot did a mighty job 
keeping us airborne for 8 hours with great difficulty.  Next morning when 
I was yarning with the armoury sergeant, he said “Dusty, you know the 
four bolts that secure the rear turret? I could only find one this morning” 
another change of underpants! 

It gets worse! Another night while doing pre flight take off checks, a big 
thud, the “cookie” had fallen from the bomb bay. Thank God the three to 
four thousand pound of incendiaries didn’t come down with it.  After the 
cookie had been repositioned, the intercom packed up shortly after take 
off and before we gained much height the port outer caught fire. This 
created all sorts of problems and whilst we bore in mind the continual 
threats of aborting bombing missions for what was considered trivial 
matters by the hierarchy. We had survived quite a number of our allotted 
30 trips and in view of the things that had just happened there was 
complete unison between the skipper and the rest of the crew that we 
should drop our bomb load in the North Sea and return to base.  On this 
occasion the fire extinguishers in the port outer did put out the fire but of 
course at the low altitude that we were, and as we were so far behind the 
main stream with the hold ups we would have been “sitting ducks” if we 
had continued. Naturally it was too dangerous to try to restart the port 
motor because there again it might create more flames. Amongst other 
things, the port outer engine provided hydraulic power to the rear turret 
and all in all it was a decision we made in a hurry wisely done and 
without any repercussions when we got back to base in our crippled 
condition.  

 It was about this time on the squadron that our crew was selected to join 
the Pathfinder Force, but we gracefully declined.  

 The few things I’ve mentioned which were fairly harrowing but that’s 
only a little bit of an idea of the more unpleasant parts but there’s lots 
more things that I don’t want to go into in detail but suffice to say that 
when events happened and the crew was worthy of recognition, it was 
quite often the pilot, who was decorated. After all he was the main bod 
(crew member) but by the time our crew had finished our 30 bombing 
operations the crew finished up with 3 DFC’s, 3 DFM’s and 1 CGM. 
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Even after all these years (now 2006) I still have terrible nightmares at 
times. 

I previously mentioned that I was one of few Australians on No. 9 
Squadron, but to give you an overview of the activities of the RAAF in 
that era, to the best of my knowledge there were about 6 Australian 
Squadrons which had a smattering of airmen from other countries like 
Canada, South Africa, New Zealand, ironically a few kms on the other 
side of Lincoln where I was, at a place called Waddington were 2 
Australian squadron’s No. 463 and No. 467.  Waddington was formally a 
peacetime station mainly of brick buildings with central heating and all 
mod cons, where we were in makeshift emergency accommodation as 
when the war started everything was done quickly and as cheaply as 
possible. We slept in Nissan huts made of corrugated iron that resembles 
an iron water tank rolled on its side and put on a concrete slab, there was 
no lining and they were as cold as charity in English winters.  We did 
have a little heating stove in the centre and my crew very kindly let me 
sleep nearest the stove but there again as shortages increased more and 
more we didn’t have enough coal or coke for more than 2 or 3 nights per 
week. 

Now for a couple of more light hearted side of things; on one occasion 
when Harry Blow our pilot came back from leave he said “you know 
what?  I nearly got booked for speeding when I was home on leave” I 
said “but Harry you don’t have a car and you can’t drive how could you 
get booked for speeding?” 

“Well” he says “I was having a drink with the local police sergeant and 
he says Harry I’m going to book you for speeding down the main street!” 

Harry lived quite close to where we were stationed and we were doing a 
night flying test when we did a low sweep up the main street of Wellford 
the village where Harry lived. 

On another occasion we came back with a crack in the Perspex in the rear 
turret and there was a bit of a explaining to do about how that happened.  
We came across some Italian POW’s working out in the field when we 
were doing our night flying test and we did a low swoop just to give the 
Italians a bit of a fright and the buggers threw rocks at us and hit the rear 
turret, a bit of low flying for a four engine bomber. 

Another thing comes to mind, I recently read a book called Bomber 
written by a German he gave a comparison of what the equipment and 
life in the Luftwaffe as compared to the RAF. My first thoughts after 
reading was that if I had known then what I know now, I would have 
been more scared than ever.  Talking about being scared, the great 
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majority of aircrew have admitted it was a scary business and those who 
wouldn’t admit it were liars anyway. 

Getting back to the lighter things, food in England was pretty grim, more 
so for the civilians. The service people didn’t do all that well either. 
Considering the amount of shipping being lost carrying all sorts of 
supplies and food, we ate quite well while we were on the squadron 
which included an egg with our pre op and post op meal. Eggs were an 
item in very short supply in England during the war. On an average there 
was 12 to 14 hours between meals and the ironical part comes in when I 
learned from this book the Luftwaffe air crew received two eggs with their 
operational meals. How they managed that, I’m not sure as we were led 
to believe German civilians and service people wouldn’t have been eating 
as well as we were in England. 

After completing our tour of ops of course the crew was split up and we 
all went separate ways to do all sorts of different things. Whilst I had 
applied to re-muster to become a pilot, there was a waiting time before 
this got under way. Just to go back to what prompted this, while on the 
squadron naturally there was a lot of time when we couldn’t fly, for all 
sorts of reasons, bad weather, loose talk. We had a Link Trainer, 
(Simulator) which the pilots were to use from time to time to fine tune 
their ability but very seldom used by them, I can’t say I blamed them 
because I think once we had survived a few ops they knew what it was all 
about. Consequently the Link Trainer didn’t get used a lot and I spent 
many, many hours in the Link Trainer and being instructed about the skill 
of handling a flight simulator.  While we were on ops and doing night 
flying tests, I was the one that put my hand up to try and take over things 
if anything happened to our pilot. None of the other crew were 
particularly interested they seemed to be prepared to take what happened, 
whilst I was the fartherest away down the tail end. The flight engineer, 
who incidentally was twice the age of the rest of us, (we were all around 
20 years), had been a ground crew member servicing Hurricanes and 
Spitfires in the very early days and whilst he was a crash hot flight 
engineer and kept an eye on the revs, pressure gauges and all that sort of 
stuff and helped handle the landing gear etc, he had no desire to take 

control if required. So when we were doing 
night flying tests I used to sit up in the second 
dicky seat and the pilot would let me get the 
feel of things.  

In fact the Lancaster, as I said before came 
from the original design of the Manchester. 
Amazingly the “Lancaster” turned out to be 
what we referrd to and was accepted generally 
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by all and sundry as “The Gen” four engine bomber in that theatre of the 
war. Apart from the Lancaster the other main 4 engine bomber during 
that period was the Halifax, which did a very 
good job and those who flew in them 
swore by them. Of course in that era the 
old Sterlings were there in smaller 
numbers on some of our operational 
flights.  We used to feel sorry for the 
Stirling crews, they were a big hulking 
slow moving plane, that could carry a 
lot of equipment, but their ceiling height was about 16,000 feet whereas 
our bombing height was 20,000ft. We were briefed to get a bit higher 
than that if possible which we might get to 22,000ft on the way out with a 
load and we were briefed further to try and get to 25,000ft on the way 
home with a lightened load. But the head winds were so strong; if we got 
up there we’d be nearly flying backwards.  That’s a bit of an exaggeration 
but whilst we’d have been a bit further away from the flak and the 
fighters if we could have reached 25,000ft.  We found we could maintain 
a better speed if we stuck around the 20,000ft. 

After we’d finished ops I was pally with a Warrant Officer Air Gunner 
who incidentally had been one of Guy Gibson’s rear gunners. Guy 
Gibson was the highly decorated (including a VC) airman who had an 
outstanding RAF career, including leading the Dam Buster raids which 
have been well documented, whilst on that, our Squadron No. 9 was a 
back up on special duties to 617 the Dam Buster Squadron that I just 
mentioned. 

Now back to the light side of things. Dutchy Holland, the fellow I was 
telling you about, he said he knew where we could get a good meal; his 
mother was housekeeper on a farm quite close to where we were 
stationed at Lutterworth. He took me to the farm and we had a very 
pleasant meal with eggs and bacon etc.  People living on farms did 
reasonably well and on this farm was a Land Army girl named Lorna 
Ball. Naturally Lorna ate with the family. The only other farm help was 
an Italian POW and when he saw me on the scene, he took off.  I found 
out later, whilst I was only a little fella he had been taken prisoner in the 
Middle East where all the big bronze soldiers had served and apparently 
some servicemen all over the world do some naughty little things and this 
Italian told me after we got to talking that one of his mates had a ring on 
his finger when he was captured “and ring no come off so off come 
finger”. 

 

Halifax Bomber 
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Whilst on leave from No. 9 
squadron RAF, near Lincoln, we 
visited the Green Dragon pub in 
Hertfordshire and “borrowed” the 
Green Dragon pub sign.  It was 
common practice for an emblem to 
be painted on the front port side of 
squadron aircraft.  Our “borrowed” 
pub sign was used as a model for 
our emblem.  On completion of our 
tour of operations we added the 
various items of interest to the 
original sign. 

The crew photo (all RAF except me)  
back row: Ron Smith (wireless op) 
Dusty Miller (rear gunner) Freddie 
Coleman (Flt Engineer) 

Front row: Stan Hurrell (navigator) 
Harry Blow (pilot) Pete Smith 
(bomb aimer).  Sadly Jack Hartley (mid upper gunner) was not available. 

The original sign was returned to the pub, all was forgiven and it was free 
pints for our crew. 

 

Start of Family. 

Getting back to Lorna Ball, we used to meet from time to time and have 
an odd drink or two at the pub and cycle to the pictures in the outlying or 
bigger city, cycle something like 15 -18 miles each way. Sometimes we’d 
go to a dance together. As happens, particularly in war time, we had a 
short engagement. Lorna and I married and we had our first child born in 
England.  When it came time for the investiture to pick up our “gongs” 
from Buckingham Palace, Lorna and our baby Kit,( not the name we gave 
her but the name she chose herself), and Lorna’s sister Madge 
accompanied me to Buckingham Palace where I had the honour to meet 
King George Vl and receive my medal. 

We have 4 daughters, 6 grand children, and 5 ½ great grand children.  

I came home from England on a P&O liner which was a troop ship at the 
time, the Stratheden, I can remember the Strath boats before the war they 
were quite the up market liners of the time: The Stratheden the 
Strathnaver, Strathaird and Strathallan just to name some of them.  I got 
home towards the end of 1945 and after spending 3 days getting my 
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clearance to the final discharge, I was called up to the adjutant’s office 
and informed that my earlier request for a permanent commission had 
come through. But at this stage the business of having had 3 laborious 
days, getting my clearances,  I declined the permanent commission and 
went back to the company I worked for before the war, but I still 
remained on the active reserve until 1952 when we were flying in 
Lincolns out of Amberley. We used to do a weekend camp about every 
six weeks and towards the end of 1951 when the Korean war was at its’ 
height, the reserves (some of us) were re-kitted, re-issued with revolvers 
etc and 6 Lincolns took off on exercise to be based on Manus Island for 
three weeks. After return from that, due to a bit of a mishap I’d been 
involved in I couldn’t pass a medical for flying anymore and that ended 
my days with the RAAF in early 1952, having attained eight ranks from 
AC/11 to Flt. Lt. 

 

Back Home 

From the time I returned from England and was discharged from the 
RAAF I lived with my Mum and Dad in Thorne Street Windsor in 
Brisbane and for a short time after Lorna arrived from England.  

As there wasn’t a lot of spare shipping about because so many ships had 
been lost during the war and hundreds of thousands of troops stationed all 
over the world needed to be transported home, this was why Lorna and so 
many had to wait and come out on the war bride ships, ex troop ships. 
Lorna arrived in Australia on the Athlone Castle 23rd April, St. Georges 
Day 1946 along with hundreds of other lasses who had married 
Australian Airmen. 

After a short stay at Thorne Street, we managed to move into a highset 
house on the corner of Buckingham and Laird Street, in St. Johns Woods, 
Ashgrove.  The owner was going away on 3 months long service leave 
and he was happy for us to rent his house at a reasonable cost so long as 
we looked after his property while he was away. When he came back we 
moved into Granite House still in St. Johns Wood area. It had been 
divided into flats and we had a flat which had been a part of the servant’s 
quarters when Granite House was a grand old home.  The Duke of York, 
later King George V, stayed in Granite House when he visited 
Queensland many years ago. 

While we were there we bought a block of land at 58 Buckingham Street, 
St. Johns Wood. The land cost us 50 pounds and the house cost us 1,400 
pounds to construct. It was a 3 bedroom home with weatherboard walls 
and a fibro roof. A good friend of mine going back to the days of 
Wooloowin School had purchased the block next door. He was Col Swan 
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and he worked for one of my friendly competitors, British Traders 
Insurance.  We lived there until the company transferred me and family to 
Townsville in 1955.  Up to the time we moved to Townsville our lifestyle 
had been very ordinary we had very few creature comforts, not even a 
push bike between us and it was not until 1952 that I was able to purchase 
an old Chrysler Tourer 66 motor car and whilst at work I had a 
Fleetmaster Chev by day, but it was the State Managers to take home at 
night. A tourer motor vehicle in those days was referred to as a tourer 
because it didn’t have windows as we know them today in the sedan type 
vehicle; it had side curtains on frames which had to be installed when it 
started to rain. Of course it naturally was the driver who had to do this 
and get wet as a shag when it rained and of course when these went up it 
would get very misty inside. My favourite saying then and now when 
conditions aren’t as ideal as we would like them to be was third class 
driving is better than first class walking. 

 

The move to Townsville 

The transfer to Townsville was to replace the then local manager of the 
company, who had been there for five years and had moved to Sydney.  
The company moved us up there into a company house, which in a way 
helped us in our financial situation. We did pay a small nominal rent. 
When we moved into this company house it was the first occasion we had 
a telephone in our house and of course we had a full time company motor 
vehicle.  After a short time in Townsville I purchased a 1952 Austin 
sedan for Lorna and she learned to drive and this became the first of 
many cars that she has had. It certainly made life more pleasant to have 
Lorna with wheels, especially when the territory I covered from 
Townsville was between Cooktown in the north, Mackay in the south and 
west to Mount Isa and Boulya so I was away from home quite a bit.  
Naturally the trip out west was only done in the dry season but to give 
you some idea, once I got west of Charters Towers which was only 
roughly 130K’s south west of Townsville very little roads, certainly no 
bitumen but mostly only tracks and no bridges over any of the creeks and 
rivers it was all over dry crossings which were rocky and sandy and quite 
hazardous and the popular company car in those days was an FJ Holden 
and was of course with no power steering, no air conditioning and not 
even a radio. 

One trip out I was between Charters Towers and Hughenden and crossing 
a cattle grid which incidentally were all wood not heavy duty railway 
lines like they have today. One of these collapsed under me as I went 
through and the FJ Holden was notorious for even hitting a little bit of a 
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hole or a bump and the radiator and the fan met and that left me in a bit of 
a mess and I was finally towed into Hughenden and was able to get that 
fixed up before I was on my way to Winton and up to McKinley and 
Kynuna and on to Cloncurry, known generally as “the Curry” and then 
Mount Isa. 

One of the conditions of the transfer to Townsville was that the company 
would give the family a return trip to Brisbane every two years for a 
holiday. On our first flight we flew TAA; the pilot was Joe Louis, ex 
RAAF who I knew while I was on active reserve.  On this trip we went 
through one of the worst storms I have ever experienced when I’ve been 
in the air, there was much discussion as to where the plane would be 
diverted. We finally managed to land at Brisbane airport in the early 
hours of the morning instead of mid evening the day prior.  Mum was 
expecting us but she didn’t know at that stage what was happening.  As 
we were walking across the tarmac to the airport lounge I got into a 
conversation with my old mate Joe and I made some flippant remark 
about “pretty good landing eh!” not to be outdone he said “piece of cake, 
I had my feet up and let the second dicky have a go!”   Like hell!! 

We always came south on holiday when we lived in the north to get away 
from the discomfort and the rigors of North Queensland, whilst the 
summer temperatures in Townsville during the day weren’t really much 
different than those around Brisbane, the humidity was very high and the 
temperatures never seem to drop appreciably at night time and that’s what 
made it so uncomfortable. 

Not long after we’d been in Townsville, we acquired a caravan and for 
many years our holidays were spent in the van which was a reasonably 
economical way of having a holiday when we didn’t have very much 
money and a reasonably large family to keep.  In 1959 on a trip south in 
the van we ran into some torrential rain, in those days until we got down 
as far as Maryborough there was very little or no bitumen and the roads 
were very greasy, it felt as though the caravan was sliding around so 
much it was hard to control. We were going through creeks where the 
water was too high for comfort, I checked the creeks first by walking 
across them and if the water wasn’t above my knees, we’d venture across.  
One time, the children in the back were down on their knees saying their 
prayers, anyway we survived and arrived down south with no mishaps. 

Even though I ended up as Manager of North Queensland in the Bankers 
and Traders, growing up back in the days of the depression reflected on 
the day to day operation of the organisation. Instead of using a writing 
pad to make notes, to save money I would use the back of used 
envelopes, etc. for notes and scribbling paper.  In 1958 I had a break from 
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the insurance industry and bought a taxi license and a new car to put on 
the road while we were in Townsville. With the help of a spare driver 
who used to drive the taxi when I was having a break I ran that business 
for a couple of years and then sold it for a very good profit.  To buy a cab 
today in Townsville would cost over $300,000, just for the licence. It 
wasn’t like that 40 years ago, but it was still a very lucrative business, if 
one was prepared to work very long days.  During 1958 Lorna had a trip 
home to the UK on a ship the Orontese returning to Australia on the 
Orion after being away for six months. I looked after the 4 girls whose 
ages ranged from 6 to 13, with some live-in support from a newly arrived 
English couple. 

In 1960 I rejoined the insurance industry with National and General 
insurance, a subsidiary of Custom Credit which was owned by the 
National Bank. During that period, one of my business associates Max 
Hooper gave me some good advice which was that working for wages 
would not make us very comfortable. The only way to get ahead was to 
buy real estate it was very good advice at that time. The association with 
the bank gave me a tremendous boost because I was able to buy property 
with little or no deposit and have the tenants pay them off.  At the peak of 
our real estate investments we had 4 houses, a warehouse, 2 flats and the 
house we lived in.  When I left Bankers and Traders we had to, of course, 
move out of the company house and we bought a house that was under 
construction in Mango Avenue in the suburb of Mundingburra. We had 
the builder make a few changes to suit our needs; it was one of the first 
reasonably modern homes built in Townsville for many years. Up to that 
period Townsville was a disreputable looking joint, terribly overgrown, 
most houses unpainted and without much civic pride.  Today it’s a 
different story, Townsville has improved out of sight and is a very 
comfortable place to live in except of course for the hot sticky weather. 

 

Services to the Community 

  In 1956 I joined a Freemasons Lodge. In the same year I was invited to 
join Legacy and have been active in both of these organisations ever 
since. Charity is a most important part of the aims and ideals of 
Freemasons.  Some examples:- donation of a Dialysis machine to the 
Nambour Hospital and a manakin to the Red Cross for the instruction of 
CPR.  Money to the “Salvos”, to assist with food distribution to the 
needy.  Qld Masons donated millions of dollars to set up the Geriatric 
Foundation, approx. $2.5 million to assist the Leukaemia Foundation in 
Townsville and Brisbane in last couple of years and $400,000 for the 
Children’s Hospital in Brisbane.  One of the main aims of Masons, to 
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practise Freemasonry as a progressive philosophy of life, which 
encourages tolerance, integrity, and self development of its members 
while promoting service to the community.  

On my arrival in Townsville I was also advised by my predecessor to take 
up Lawn Bowls, he was a much older fellow than I and was a bowler of 
some standing and because of his association with that game he met a lot 
of people and had acquired a great amount of company business through 
the association with these people.  Of course he suggested I take up 
playing bowls just so I could keep up the contact with the clients he had 
made and to that end I’ve been very active. Not so much that I’ve been a 
real good bowler, but I have since 1958 been on committees and served in 
most positions in the various bowls clubs I belonged to. Before I moved 
from Townsville down to the Sunshine Coast. I passed my Lawn Bowls 
Umpire exams about 30 years ago. Since being down on the Sunshine 
Coast I was chairman of the Nambour District Bowls Association 
Umpires Committee, tutored bowlers who wanted to become umpires and 
apart from tutoring, conducted examinations and also served on the State 
Umpires Committee for 10 years.  I am still an active lawn bowls umpire. 
For my efforts and work in various capacities in the bowls world, I have 
been appointed a life member of the Yandina Bowls Club, one of two life 
members of the Nambour District Bowls Association and have been 
recognised by the State by awarding me their Meritorious Service Award 
and the Distinguished Service Award. These were State honours and I 
was at one stage selected by Bowls Australia to be the Officiating Umpire 
for an international series of games between New Zealand and Australia. 

Whilst in Townsville I served on many committees for Legacy, including 
Chairman of the Welfare Committee, Junior, Senior and then President of 
Townsville Legacy which took in quite a big area with contact groups at 
Herbert River and the Burdekin, Hughenden, Winton and Mount Isa.  In 
the early 60’s the Secretary and I decided to do a feasibility study as to 
whether we should do something about the huge expense that was 
incurred in maintaining and servicing the widows houses, a lot of the 
widows houses were of a low standard and was costing legacy a heap of 
money for re-roofing, rewiring, fixing front stairs, etc, etc.  Anyway the 
upshot of all this was that we decided to build 16 one bedroom units for 
Legacy Widows.  With council assistance we acquired some land, paying 
only peppercorn rent. The Secretary and I drew up some rough plans of 
what we thought might be suitable for our needs and with the help of the 
city architects who drew up the  plan and organised builders at no cost to 
Legacy.  The fact that the Mayor at the time was on the same “rookies” 
course that I was at Sandgate and he’d been Mayor for some time, no 
doubt this might have helped in getting the services from the council with 



 22 

the land and drawing of plans.  At that time we were able to get a two for 
one grant from the Federal Govt. and we managed to talk the State Govt. 
into giving us enough money to furnish the units with refrigerators, soft 
furnishings, tables, chairs etc, so all in all we provided a good service to 
the needy widows and the buildings have been well occupied until very 
recent times. They are now showing signs of fair wear and tear having 
been up there for forty odd years, but it was a successful venture and at 
least I’ve left my mark in Townsville for what I did for Legacy.  I’m not 
so active in the Sunshine Coast group of Brisbane Legacy but I’m on the 
Welfare committee there and doing my bit as best considering my 
declining health and advancing years. 

Also whilst in Townsville I spent many years as a member of the Fire 
Brigade Board, another honorary job at that time, its now a paid job but in 
my years it was done for civic interest and I forget how many years it was 
but the last four years I was deputy chairman and it was while I was still 
active on that committee that we organised a new fire station over in 
South Townsville. 

 

Move to the Island. 

In 1960 we purchased a house on Magnetic Island as a modest 
weekender. It was situated in the Arcadia area up above Alma Den Guest 
house, overlooking Alma Bay, and we spent many weekends there as a 
relief from the climatic conditions on the mainland . 

In the late 60’s our children had left home and we decided to move to the 
island and rent our house in Mango Ave., and I would commute back to 
the mainland to work. Up to that time we seemed to be spending three 
nights on the island and four nights on the mainland, so we thought it 
would be a good idea to live on the island and gradually smarten the place 
up and make it more comfortable for our future retirement. But a bit of a 
blow came along called cyclone Althea, in fact it was much more than 
just a blow and we lost our house on Christmas Eve 1971.  We were 
fortunate to have a very solid dining room table and we crawled under 
that and put mattresses over us and rode the storm out from when it 
became uncomfortable about 7 o’clock at night until midday the next day. 
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After the cyclone, it was Boxing 
Day before I could get a boat over 
to the mainland and open the 
Company Office.  Even though it 
was still a holiday I expected 
clients would want to report 
damage to their homes and 
business premises.  Sure enough 
all 6 phone lines were ringing.  

One of the early calls was the 
General Manager in Sydney and his 
first question “How much is it going 
to cost us?”  Most of my staff was 

cut off by floods and/or phones not working.  The next few weeks were 
hectic, but we managed to satisfy all our clients.  One of my legacy 
widows who was in Brisbane at the time of the cyclone heard that I was 
homeless and sent me the keys to her house in Belgian Gardens in 
Townsville.  

 

Leaving the North  

When the dust settled after all this turmoil and bearing in mind my 
mother in Brisbane needed help I left the Insurance industry.  We 
returned to Brisbane and Lorna in particular “nursed” mum until she 
passed away in September 1972. 

On our return to “Brissie” I worked in the Real Estate business and was 
very successful.   

Late 1973 Son-in Law Geoff suggested we spend some time with them 
and I could help in the busy Christmas period in his Dad’s pub the “Blue 
Gum” at Waitara, near Hornsby in Sydney.  Lorna helped our eldest 
daughter Kit look after their 2 small children.  We stayed in Sydney until 
March 1974, when we went to Singapore, Europe and the U.K. mainly to 
visit Lorna’s 2 sisters and 3 brothers and her Mum and Dad. 

We bought a Bedford dormobile in England and I showed Lorna around 
some of the country.  English people did not travel far from their local 
area, like we Aussies. 

The trip across the channel by Hovercraft was an interesting and thrilling 
experience. 

We sold the Mobile Home late 1974 and returned home until we returned 
to Sydney to assist at the Blue Gum while Kit and Geoff went off on a 4 
month world holiday.  Caring for the Grand Children, Emma and Samuel 

Part of our house, overlooking 
Alma Bay, Magnetic Island, after 
‘Cyclone Althea’ Christmas Eve 

1971.  A harrowing night for Lorna 
and myself and our Airdale dog. 
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was a real experience as they had been brought up to do much as they 
pleased.  The Pub and grand-children period rounded off our education.  
We then planned our round Australia trip in a new Newlands 18 foot van 
towed by a 4.1 litre Ford Sedan with a limited slip diff.  We had vans 
from 1955, but this one was the first with electric brakes.  We set off 
early   1978 with no fixed time to be at anyplace, but we went clock wise 
and were in Townsville late 1979.  A trouble free journey of some 33,000 
Ks and visited places where lots of the 4WD didn’t go.  For the next 3 
months we “house sat” for a Legacy friend and his wife while they put on 
a back pack and took off to South America.  On their return we bought a 
house in Annandale, Townsville and stayed 2 years while we helped 
daughter Val and her 2nd child, Ian who was handicapped, now referred as 
disabled.  His problem, Cerebral Palsy.  Lots of people assisted with a 
program to endeavour to stimulate dormant brain cells.  Ian is a lovable 
lad, but unable to walk, speak etc, but understands what goes on around 
him and loves music and watching football. 

By 1982 Ian’s program had not improved his well being so we decided to 
move to what we considered to be an area where climatic conditions were 
pleasant – between Bundaberg and Ballina.  We found a house on 6 acres 
approx 2 Kms south of Yandina. 

We enjoyed the ducks and geese on the dam hens, 2 dogs, 1 cat and 2 
donkeys.  We grew most of our vegies, citrus, pineapple and paw paws, 
but by 1990 the dirt road and my worsening health problems caused us to 
seek a smaller block on level ground and a sealed road out front.  We 
purchased a block just over 1 acre recently sub divided out of a cane farm 
in Burtons Rd, North Arm (now Bridges).  Within a month of arriving in 
Yandina we joined a Wine and Beer circle, a quick way to meet people in 
a new area.  We had been making beer for many years in North 
Queensland and soon added Wine making with the advice of our new 
acquaintances .(72 members in the wine group when I was treasurer a 
couple of years later.) 

A couple of weeks after being in the area I transferred my Bowls Club 
membership from Cutheringa – Magnetic Island to Yandina Bowls Club 
and with a lot of pressure from the locals took on being Secretary to 
relieve  the 88 year old member who had done the job for over 20 years.   

In 1994 Lorna’s sister Madge and her husband Arthur paid us a visit from 
England.  We took them on a 5000K look see in various parts of 
Queensland before celebrating our 50th Wedding Anniversary (Madge 
was Bridesmaid) on the 9th August. 
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Our family had the party without Lorna and I. On the 8th August I had a 
triple By Pass Operation at Wesley Hospital in Brisbane and Lorna stayed 
in the unit for my 9 days stay in Wesley.  

On fathers day 6 years later I suffered another heart event but with the 
aide of further care and medication I’m still pressing on at a reduced 
pace.  For many years Lorna and I did meals on wheel while Lorna has 
kept herself busy with a number of craft pursuits. 

Some of the other unpaid activities that I am or have been involved in are 
Hospital visiting, Heart Support Counselling, Breath Ezy Group, Legacy 
and of course Lawn Bowls. Umpires do not receive money.   

Our daughters are scattered between Townsville (Val) Hobart (Rik) Old 
Bar near Taree (Kit) and Cedar Pocket, Gympie area (Laurie), which 
keeps us on the move. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The good old times  

At a recent family gathering one of our Grandsons asked, “What was it 
like in the old days?” and our number 3 daughter Rik thought a while 
then her reply went something like this 

“Before I was born there was no Television, Penicillin, Polio shots, 
frozen foods, Xerox, contact lenses or the pill, there were no credit cards, 
laser beams or ball point pens. Man had not invented panty hose, air 
conditioners, dishwashers, or clothes dryers, clothes were hung out in the 
fresh air to dry and man had yet to walk on the moon.  Most families had 
a mother and father.  Until she was 25 she called every man who was 
older than herself “Sir”, we were brought up before “Gay Rights”, 
computer dating, duel carers, day care centres and group therapy. Our 
lives were governed by the 10 Commandments, good judgement and 

Left to Right from the back: 
Dusty, Ian, Peter, Kit, Lorna, Laurie, 

Bruce, Leigh, Samuel, Emma Ron, Val, 
Rik, Donovan, Eloise, Geoff. 

Our four daughters and their husbands and our  
Grandchildren on the front stairs of our house in 
Creighton Road, Yandina, Christmas 1990. 
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commonsense, serving your country was a privilege, and living in this 
country was a bigger one, there were no fast food shops, having a 
meaningful relationship meant getting along with your family and 
cousins, we were taught the difference between right and wrong and to 
stand up and take responsibility for our actions.  We never heard of FM 
radio, tape decks, CDs, Videos, or DVDs or saw guys wearing earrings. 

We had stores where no items were over 2shillings and 6pence, 25c in 
today’s money.  Grass was mowed, coke was a cold drink, pot was 
something your mother cooked in, Rock Music was you mothers lullaby, 
aides were the help in a schoolroom, Chip meant a piece of wood, 
hardware was found in a hardware store, and software wasn’t even a 
word.”  

No wonder they call us old and confused and say there is a generation 
gap!!  And our daughter is 58 years old. 

 

 

�

As best I can recall the following gives some idea of the rates of 
pay for RAAF during WW11. Basic rate on enlistment 6 shillings 
(60c) per day.  An extra 5c for L.A.C. then a big jump to 
16shillings for a W.A.G. Sergeant, pay varied with mustering. 
Until August 1943 the RAAF pay in the hand for personnel in the 
U.K. was reduced to the lower R.A.F. rate.  With the Yanks 
arriving in great numbers with their much higher pay we received 
the money held back and our normal Aussie pay. Air crew officers 
of the same rank and regardless of mustering received the same 
rate of pay.  All service personnel serving in Australia received a 
deferred daily 5pence and overseas 25pence a day.  We had to 
wait 5 years to receive this deferred pay. 

As a new P/O I received a cheque for 35 pounds, made out to a 
clothing store in London to kit me out with the appropriate gear.  
My daily pay was then 21 shillings and 7 pence.  The odd 7pence 
per day was to clothe myself. 

Whilst on leave from a squadron in the U.K. all air crew received 
an extra 6 shillings a day, paid for by Lord Nuffield of Morris car 
fame. 


