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The creek was a major place in our lives there. On occasions in summer,
we used to sneak down to one of the local water holes and watch the
girls swimming naked. Unwitting Lolitas, all of them. One of us boys
was then elected to approach the girls and dare them to jump out of the
water and reveal their breasts to us. This they usually did, as it was all
part of the game of growing up.

I also enjoyed rabbiting. This exercise consisted of taking a load of
rabbit traps late in the afternoon on my pushbike out to the cemetery
which was near the local tip and set them in burrows and warrens. To
set a trap (which are now banned for non-commercial use) I would select
an active burrow - active
meaning it was still
being used. I would then
check for reasonably
fresh droppings and
scratch marks around
the burrow entrance -
then dig a small depres-
sion in which the set trap
would be laid, place a
square of newspaper
over the plate and catch,
then carefully cover the lot with a dusting of dirt. The trap would be
secured with a steel peg to prevent the rabbit disappearing down the
burrow. Very early next morning, like around 5 am., I would go around
the traps to see what I had caught. I also had a .22 rifle with which I also
shot rabbits. Later on I was to enlist a pair of ferrets to assist in the rab-
biting business. The bunny carcasses sold for 33 cents a pair gutted.
They were sold to the local freezing works in Quirindi.

Other childhood activities included pinching watermelons. We used
to sneak under a barbed wire fence at old Colin MacDougalls place,
about two kilometres from town, select a couple of the best melons we
could find and drag them back under the fence to a quiet spot, usually
a culvert under the highway and proceed to stuff ourselves! Another
favourite pastime in the season was to ride behind a tractor on a piece of
bark attached to the drawbar with a length of wire and when the ground
was being worked up. This was great fun even though we got covered
in dust as we surfed the sods which had been turned over with either
tynes or discs. Graham MacDougall did the tractor work and he always
had a water bag hanging off the tractor from which we could have a
swig every now and again.
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The tractor, which was an old grey Case, was of course an open unit
with a single metal seat over which was thrown a wheat bag to make
things a little more comfortable. There was no air conditioning and a
beach umbrella was propped up behind the seat to shade the driver. Roll
bars were not even thought of as a safety factor. Sometimes we would
just sit on the large rear mudguard while the tractor was working. ~ We
also went crawbobbing. “What's a crawbob?” I hear you ask. Well they
are also known as craydads, crayfish, yabbies, marrons, crawchies etc.
They are in fact freshwater crustaceans or lobsters which are found in
rivers, creeks and dams throughout Australia and are caught generally
in still water near the bank by dangling a piece of red meat on the end
of some string and slowly raising it to the surface, hopefully with one
attached. Then just as it nears the surface and before it decides to bail out
from nervousness, you scoop a chicken wire net, framed on a piece of
wire, underneath the creature and quickly whip it out of the water and
on to the river bank. They are delicious when cooked and are in fact
tastier than a lobster. The easiest way to prepare them for a feed is to
bring them home alive in a bucket then boil up a large saucepan of
water, drop them in until they turn pink (they are then cooked) peel the
scales off their tails and after sprinkling them with pepper and salt,
devour them with some fresh bread and butter, delicio!!

Other things we did around the creek was to make canoes out of large
agarve leaves. We would cut off a large spiked leaf, seal up the back end,
mount a mast and paper sail on it and send it off down the creek. We
would then hop on our bikes and race down stream for a ways and wait
for the “boats” to arrive, bombing them with rocks as they went past. I
used to make propellers out of wooden clothes pegs. I would cut one
“leg” off a peg, shape it like a propeller blade and attach it to the top of
another peg. When going for a drive in the car, I would hold the pro-
peller out the window and watch it go! It was a simple example of fun
that we could enjoy for virtually no cost.

During these years my schooling continued with my father being my
teacher. He taught years four, five and six. Those classes comprised of a
row of desks for each class so in effect he taught the three years side by
side at the same time. At the beginning of each year the class would
move across the aisle to the next form. My position as son of the head-
master carried no special privileges as I called him “Sir” and copped the
same treatment as the other kids. One memorable occasion I gave him
some “lip” during an examination in the classroom, was then sent to his
office and copped four cuts with the bamboo cane that was a part of the
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4 Principals equipment. In the afternoon, at home, I copped another belt-
ing with a strap. This was accepted justice in those days. And you would
just cop it sweet!

I was also a “Junior Farmer.” This was an organization that encour-
aged children to become familiar with agriculture and associated prod-
ucts. I prepared a vegetable patch and then planted simple items such as
carrots, spinach, radishes and beans. It was my responsibility to then
maintain the crops and keep records of activities. Trouble was that 1
soon got sick of the whole business and Mum and Dad ended up look-
ing after the project. 5

Our house was the typical teacher’s residence of the era. And in fact
is still there today. It is weatherboard, three bedrooms, kitchen, bath-
room, laundry etc. The bathroom had a chip heater for the bath and no
shower. There was a pit toilet in the back yard. During our years there,
Dad and I had to shift the position of the toilet when the pit filled. He
and I dug a new pit, dismantled the building and reassembled it over
the new hole. Other activities included building a shed for the car and a
wood shed. About once a month Dad would go and get a sheep from
friends, Rex and Mary Ingall of “Fairview,” Wallabadah. They were
sheep and wheat farmers. Dad would bring the sheep home and then
kill it by slitting its throat. He and I would then dress it out - skinning,
and cutting it up into manageable portions. The skin was sold to wool
buyers in Quirindi.

As the household heating was confined to wood fires in the lounge
and living rooms plus a wood stove in the kitchen, we had to cut our
own firewood. Dad would arrange for timber to be delivered and he and
I would then cut the logs into splittable lengths with a cross cut saw.
This was a double handled steel saw with large off-set teeth and with
Dad on one end and me on the other with the log on a cradle, we would
proceed to cut, one would pull and the other would push. We would get
through quite a bit of timber this way. These saws were also called “pit
saws” and were used out in the bush where a pit was dug, timber pulled
across it and with one person down in the pit and the other up above,
the log was sawed in half ready to be loaded on a wagon and taken for
further processing at a mill.

As Wallabadah was on the New England Highway, the village was
regularly patrolled by the local motorcycle policeman from Quirindi.
The patrolman was Malcolm Williams and we called him “Mac”. Mac
used to ride his Triumph Tiger 110 out from Quirindi via Willow Tree
because he didn’t like the more direct route of gravel road from Quirindi
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to Wallabadah. He used to set up next to the hotel, the "Marshall‘
McMahon” and wait for the speeders to race through. .We were
enthralled to watch him fishtail on to the highway and set off after his
target, usually catching them by the bridge just out of town over the
Quirindi creek. In those days, the officer had to follow the speeder for
one tenth of a mile and monitor his speed on the bike’s speedo before
apprehending the driver. The village also had its characters. There was
“Rascoe” and “Snifter,” “Fish” and “Mintie” and a few others as well.
There was a local also who was the town barber and shoe repairer, Mr.
McCulloch, who made me a pair of leather saddlebags for my A.J.S.
motorcycle. Alf and Joe Gardiner who were brothers ran the local store.
This was a shop where you could get most things, from groceries to
hardware from haberdashery to shoes. I remember Mum buying me
Dunlop tennis shoes there for 10/- (one dollar) The town had a bakery
and [ used to go there every morning for fresh bread straight out of the
oven. The bakery was owned and run by Bob Bastian. Ron Fisher was
the apprentice baker. Bob also ran the adjoining cafe where we used to
buy our lollies and icecreams.

Another of my early morning duties was to get the milk. I used to ride
out to a little farm about 3 kilometres out the Tamworth Road with a
round honey tin in a khaki backpack. The farmer and his wife used to
milk a few cows every morning. They had a separator as well. This used
to separate the cream from the milk and the products sold separately if
required. Our milk was straight from the cow. When the milk was
placed in the refrigerator, the cream would settle on the top of the milk
and it had to be stirred in prior to use. What a beautiful texture this
creamy natural milk had. In the wintertime it was freezing riding out to
the farm on frosty mornings so Mum knitted me a pair of woolen mit-
tens to wear. Sometimes [ would hop off the bike and walk along the
track, my boots crunching through the ice in the puddles as I went. In
the summertime I would of course be barefooted and walking along the
same track, the dust would puff up between my toes. Another thing I
recall was being attacked by nesting magpies in the spring and I used to
carry a stick and wave it over my head as I rode past their trees. Magpies
are doing the same thing to this day!

Family picnics were something we did regularly as well, Particularly
if other family members visited. We would try different spots around the
countryside. Also during the Christmas school holidays we used to go
camping for a few weeks at Avoca Beach near Gosford. Dad used to
pack up the trailer with camping equipment and off we would go in the
Vanguard.
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Upon arrival at the
camping ground we
would seek out friends
and/or relatives, usu-
ally Dad’s brother’s
family, Uncle Mick,
Aunty Lou, Barry,
Michael, Helen and
Warwick and set up
our tents. Our tent was
a 12 foot by 12 foot
green Birkmyre with internal poles. The first thing Dad would do was to
dig a trench all the way round the tent in case it rained so the water
would drain away instead of running inside the tent (tents didn’t have
floors in those days) We would sleep on narrow little stretchers. During
the day my cousins and I would play around the lake near where we
camped or go down to the beach. Sometimes we would hire canoes and
paddle around the lake. If we went down to the beach we would hire
black rubber inflatable mats and hit the surf. For refreshment we would
buy sherbets. These were a sugared white powder like substance in a
small triangular paper bag that had a hollow liquorice tube to suck the
powder up with. It would get up our noses and make us sneeze.

Q]:hapter Four - %igh School Days

In 1955 I started High School in Quirindi. Mum and Dad bought me
a “J. Farren Price” watch for my birthday that year. I still have that
watch. We caught the school bus each day which was always packed
and probably overloaded. So much so that we used to hang out of the
doors all the way in to Quirindi. Sometimes there was only enough
room for one foot on the bottom step and the other one would wave in
the breeze for the whole trip. Our bus driver’s name was “Pud.” He was
a very patient man.

Having arrived at school, the boys would occupy one half of the play-
ground and the girls the other. The only times we were integrated was
at morning assembly, in the classroom and on sports day. It was consid-
ered extremely daring to actually chat to a girl during recess even
though we sat next to them in class. I was always in an “A” Class - why
I don’t know because I was a pretty ordinary student at school. My
favourite subjects were Technical Drawing, Woodwork, Metalwork,
History and English.
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I couldn’t do Mathematics or Science and barely
tried to do any better at them much to the chagrin
of the teachers of those two subjects, respectively, k
Frank Garrety and Ray Mowbray.

What I really enjoyed at school was the Cadet
Corps. I was in the cadets for three years and rose
to the rank of Sergeant. Each year three cadets
were chosen to attend Cadet Under-Officer train-
ing camp at Singleton Army Camp. Two others
and [ were chosen in 1957. It was a great camp
and we had to live in tents just as the other ranks
did. I remember the mattresses were hessian bags
filled with straw. They were called palliasses. We
participated in many field activities such as f
patrol work, observing small arms demonstra-
tions, aircraft bombing and strafing runs. We
would also have long marches with full packs
and weapons. These were tough. At High School
the School Cadet Corps was run exactly on mili-
tary lines and each Cadet day we were issued e
with a .303 Lee Enfield rifle. Each weapon had a number painted on the
butt. We drew the same rifle each time. The number of mine was 13. We
wore woolen tunics and pants with web belts and gaiters. A slouch hat
perched on our heads sometimes at an un-military like angle.

[ had three
good friends
at school.
Kerry  Wills,
John McCann
and Lloyd
Anderson.
Along  with
myself,  we
four usually
managed to
get ourselves
a little trouble
most weeks at
school. We are listed in the school punishment book for minor infrac-
tions such as “Disturbance in Assembly” and “insolence.” This deed
attracted a punishment of two cuts with the cane and was administered
15
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enthusiastically by Mr. George Twogood, Deputy Principal or
Headmaster, as they were known in those days. On those occasions the
guilty one had to sit outside the Deputy Principals office and await the
call within. In one would go and receive an instruction to hold out a
hand with fingers extended, then Wack! a blow (or “cut”) as it was
called, straight across the lower part of the fingers, gee it used to hurt
too!

On 21 and 22 September, 1985 Quirindi High School celebrated its
50th Anniversary with a reunion and ex students and teachers came
from all over Australia with some from overseas as well to spend the
weekend of festivities. On the Friday night we had an informal get to-
gether at the school’s hall and on Saturday there was an assembly and
march past down the main street of Quirindi and on to the school for the
official welcoming and opening. We had a tour of the premises where
we visited our old rooms, viewed the punishment book (there were a
few laughs over that) and chatted with some of our teachers of years
ago. I even caught up with my old and (then) long-suffering mathemat-
ics teacher, Frank Garrety. And yes, he remembered me! Also my wood-
work teacher, Max Moore was there together with Llyris McHattan, the
English teacher. The occasion was an overwhelming success with in
excess of 5,000 assembled in the school grounds on the Saturday and
1,200 at the social on the Saturday night. It was a fantastic reunion and
it will remain in my memory forever (And in a photo album).

@hapter Five - @etting a Job

The end of 1957, following three years of high school, saw the end of
my formal education. I was not a great student and certainly never
entertained the idea of going any further at school. Anyway 1 was
relieved to have finished and so were my parents! I spent the end of my
schooling and the holidays that year with my friend Mervyn Lobsey for
a short period in a shearing shed sweeping and picking up fleeces on the
board. Eventually my Dad arranged an interview with a local Bank
Manager, Alec Commens. He was the Manager of the Quirindi Branch
of The Commercial Banking Company of Sydney Limited. I then applied
for a position with that Bank. I also applied to the Post Office for a posi-
tion as a Technician-in-Training. Within a week I was accepted by the
Bank and commenced duty as a junior officer on 28 January 1958. The
idea in country towns was to apply for the jobs that would eventually
take you out of town, such as a Bank, the Post Office or the Railway.
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My first three years were spent in Quirindi and for the first twelve‘
months I commuted from Wallabadah. Sometimes I used the school bus
and later on shared a car with other workers. Our transport was a 1956
Volkswagen Beetle driven by Sid Dart. Sid used to pack five or six peo-
ple into the beetle and he would really belt that little car into Quirindi
every day in record time. It was a gravel road and we would slip and

slide all the way.

At the end of 1958 my parents were transferred to Elanora Heights on
the Northern Beaches area of Sydney. I remained in the Bank at Quirindi
and spent twelve months boarding with Mervyn and Isabelle
MacDougall, parents of my friend Graham MacDougall. Later on I
moved into Quirindi and stayed at Mrs.Green’s boarding house. This
was an enjoyable place to stay and the other residents came from all dif-
ferent walks of life. We received three meals a day and if we were late
home, Mrs. Green would always wait up for “her boys.” One day 1
remember was the day my Triumph motorcycle caught fire in the back-
yard. I attempted to put the fire out by throwing dirt from the vegetable
garden on it. Eventually the local Fire Brigade turned up and put the fire
out. Unfortunately the bike was dead and it was sold for scrap.

In early 1961 I |
was transferred to
Dee Why Branch as
No.1 teller. Going to
the city was pretty
easy even though I
was a country kid
and [ settled in
quickly. At this
stage I was again
reunited with my
parents and I
moved back in with
them. We lived at Waratah Street, Mona Vale. For the first year or so I
made quite a few return trips to Wallabadah to see my friends and some-
times they came down to see me as well.

qghapter Six - ﬁlotorcycles

Aside from my family, one of the all-pervading interests throughout
my life has been motorcycles. Like any hobby or interest it’s difficult to
expect a person who doesn’t share the same enthusiasm to be as inter-
ested. However as this is my life story, here it is, warts and all.
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' I think the early stirrings of things motorcycling came from my brother
Wally who came home one day from Armidale Teachers College on a
Royal Enfield 500cc twin. This was circa 1952 when we were living at
Wallabadah. I remember Wal taking me for a ride out along the New
England Highway and weaving in an out of the broken centre line,
which in those days was yellow. They are of course now white. I was
hooked from that moment on (I was about ten or eleven years old).
Other memories of motorcycles included an American Indian of around
1940 vintage with side-car that my cousin Barry, eldest son of my
father’s brother, George Arthur (Uncle Mick) Jobson had at their place at
101 Kingston Street Haberfield in Sydney. I never saw this bike actually
go, but along with my other cousins Michael, Helen and Warwick (now
deceased) we used to sit on the thing and pretend to ride it anyway! The
bike had enormously wide handlebars, foot operated clutch and a three-
speed gearshift on the side of the tank.

Acquiring a motorcycle of my own was some time away and it did-
n’t happen until near the end of 1958 and my first year at work. I had
saved up the sum of 25 pounds ($50) and purchased a 1948 A J.S. This
bike had a rigid frame (no rear suspension) and had an engine of 500cc
capacity in a single cylinder. The day I actually rode it home was very
exciting. I had no experience of riding a motorcycle at this stage. It had
been parked outside the Quirindi Picture Theatre by the previous owner
who was unable to be there to help me. Anyhow I couldn’t start the
thing and had spent so much time kicking it over with the kick-starter
that I was exhausted. Luckily some man passing by suggested that I turn
the petrol on! That helped enormously and I soon had it running. Next
thing was to select first gear and release the clutch. Piece of cake!
However
next thing the
bike took off
across the
road, straight
into the back
yard of the
police station,
around  the
yard (I hadn’t
worked out
the brakes at
g that stage) out
¥ the gate and
N up the hill.
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[ finally managed to get out of town and proudly rode home to‘
Wallabadah, on the gravel road, without mishap. What a day! It was
such a great feeling of freedom. There were no helmets in those days
either so it was real wind in the hair stuff. I really don’t think my par-
ents were all that impressed even though Dad was an old motorcyclist.
Mum never did like them anyway.

At that time my mates Graham MacDougall and Mervyn Lobsey had
bikes as well. Graham had a 1955 Triumph Speed Twin in chocolate and
cream colours with leather saddlebags and Mervyn had a 1956 Triumph
Tiger 110. It was black. Graham used to ride his bike everywhere even to
the toilet! The MacDougall’s house, which was next to Gardiner’s store,
had the usual outside pit toilet and Graham would come out the back
door, mount his bike which was parked there and ride it up the back
yard to the toot, a distance of about 20 metres. The three of us had many
adventures on our bikes, some were pretty hairy. One of our favourite
rides was to see how fast we could get to Quirindi. It was nine miles
(thirteen kilometres) on gravel and with three narrow, off-line wooden
bridges to cross plus a big dip in the road near Castle Mountain, about
half way. We used to ride flat out, sliding around the corners and drift-
ing into and off the bridges, become airborne at the dip and arrive at the
racecourse corner in around seven and a half minutes. There were no
helmets and usually jeans or shorts and T-shirts and sandshoes. Ahh
youth!

Another favourite route was around through Gaspard and back into
Quirindi or back to the New England Highway and on to Wallabadah.
This way had plenty of creeks to cross and the dirt road used to mean-
der through the hills, past grazing sheep and cattle and the occasional
house or farm. A really pretty ride or drive.

Because my bike was the oldest, slowest and most unreliable, I near-
ly always set off before the others if we were going on a long ride some-
where. This was in case my bike broke down then the others would
come along to assist! In my early riding days [ fell off a few times, usu-
ally on corners where I would drift out a bit wide, get into the table
drain (gutter) get the speed wobbles and fall off! I never broke anything
or received any serious injuries or anything. Just a bit of skin off here
and there and a dampened confidence for a while or until the next ride
anyway.

I eventually sold the “jazza” as it was colloquially known and pur-
chased a 1951 Triumph Tiger 100. A nice bike still, with a rigid rear end
but plenty of go in it. I had some good rides on this bike.
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r Then followed a succession of motorcycles one of which caught on
fire and was destroyed as previously mentioned.

In 1961 I was transferred to Dee Why Branch of the Bank and soon
after purchased a 1955 Triumph Speed Twin for seventy five pounds
from Doug Baker & Sons, motorcycle dealers at Balgowlah in Sydney.
This was the first bike I had that had swinging arm rear suspension and
what a difference it made to comfort, road holding and general riding
pleasure. Unfortunately one black day, a few days following my birth-
day and wearing a new suit that I had received, I was proceeding along
Waratah Street, Mona Vale and approached the Bungan Street intersec-
tion when a Volkswagen came through and I “T boned” the driver’s side
door. The bike fell in a heap on the road, I progressed in flight, over the
roof of the VW, landing in an unceremonious pile effectively removing
the seat and knees from my new suit! Luckily I was OK as was the
Volkswagen female driver. I had the rest of the day off after ringing my
boss at work and was OK for duty the next day. Regrettably the bike was
terminal and it was later sold for scrap.

It wasn’t long before I bought another bike and was soon visiting a
girlfriend, Sue Macpherson, whose parents owned a boarding house at
Collaroy. A friend and work mate of mine, Kerry Bridge, also stayed
there. The relationship with Sue didn’t last all that long and soon I was
taking out my now wife, Helen. Helen was an officer of the CBCo at Dee
Why and we worked together. Her mother Mavis was never very happy
about my bikes and wouldn’t allow me to take her daughter out on it.
So I had to buy a car. I looked around for a few months and eventually
settled on a 1956 :
Volkswagen beetle. As a
birthday present, my
father gave me a pair of
personalised number-
plates, DMJ-010. T had
them replaced with new
ones in 1995 to match our
new car however [ still
have one of the original
plates.

Other bikes followed
soon after my marriage -
in 1967. The first one was a 120cc Suzuki followed by a Honda C90 Tra11
Bike, a 250 Kawasaki Samurai then a 250 GT Suzuki. [ had this bike from
1974 until in March 1976, Helen bought me a brand new R75/6 BMW.
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I kept this bike for nearly seven years and in 1983 traded it in on an
R80 GS BMW. Over the next few years I had an R100 RT BMW.ex-police
bike, a R65 BMW (The worst bike I had ever owned - small, slow,
uncomfortable and with an annoying vibration in the motor. All these
BMWs were air-cooled “boxer” i.e., flat twins with shaft drive. In 1986 |
left the BMW marque for a few years and bought a two year old Yamaha
XJ900 RK. This bike had the ubiquitous four cylinder in-line Japanese
motor. These bikes were known as the UJM - Universal Japanese
Motorcycle. It also had shaft drive like the BMW's and was extremely
reliable. In fact I kept it until 1995 when I again decided to buy a new
BMW. This time [ selected the last of the two valve, pushrod boxer twins
built as the R100 RT Classic. It represented BMW's last build of the ven-
erable boxer as they had already swung over to a new style boxer or flat
twin with fuel injection and four valve cylinder heads. This motorcycle
model runs in conjunction with the in -line four cylinder “K” series of
1100, 1200 and 1340cc. I have now sold the RIOORT and purchased a
new Yamaha XJ90Os Diversion.

As the story unfolds into other aspects of my life, some of the above
motorcycles will play supporting roles so we will now journey on and
pick up on life in the sixties in Sydney leading up to marriage and fam-
ily.

@hnpter Seven - lifu in Sydney, Sixties Style

I moved to Sydney in early 1961 as part of a job transfer from the bank
in Quirindi. As mentioned previously, my mother and father had also
moved to Sydney and resided at 57A Waratah Street, Mona Vale. So |
moved in with them, staying there until 1967.

Life in Sydney’s northern beaches in the Nineteen Sixties was rela-
tively simple. The population was only about half what it is now. There
was virtually no drug scene, maybe a few marijuana smokers hanging
out but nothing like the tragic heroin addiction sweeping the country in
these the nineteen nineties. Let’s hope something can be done about it
before more of our kids get swamped and their lives get stuffed up. The
motorcycle industry was in the doldrums and sometimes I appeared to
be the only rider on the streets at that time. I bought a couple of my bikes
from Doug Baker and Sons of Balgowlah and I remember when I bought
my 1955 Speed Twin there, Doug delivered it to Mona Vale in a large
side box attached to a 1942 WLA Harley Davidson. I can still see him
driving up the driveway with my bike.
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} Two important annual excursions were to the combined Easter bike
and car races and the October Bathurst 1000 (Gallagher 500, Hardie
Ferodo 500/1000, Tooheys 1000 etc as they were called at various times
over the years). There were always a few of us that went and we took
our bikes to the Easter races and the cars to the Bathurst 1000. These
were held at Mount Panorama. We always camped and mostly up on the
mountain where all the action was. And there sure was action up there.
It was impossible to sleep (even after all the beer that we had consumed)
as there was so much noise and activities going on. We would stagger
out of our tents in the morning, about 6 am. and then go and look for
something to eat. It was usually something as nutritious as a cold pie or
a dagwood dog, a batter encrusted saveloy on a stick. We would then
stand around our dead or dying campfire and wash these things down
with a warm beer, followed by a cigarette or two. Very healthy stuff but
we were young and when you are twenty something you can handle just
about anything. At times through the day or night there would be all
sorts of activities going on and one of these was the doughnut - this is
where one mounts his motorcycle, jams on the front brake, revs the
machine up and throws it into a slide causing the bike to go around and
around in circles - great fun as long as the things remains under control.
I'have seen where the rider lost control and the bike careered into the on-
looking crowd with a few nasty injuries. Another hair- raising activity
was when a bike, with an inebriated passenger clinging to a sheet of gal-
vanized iron attached to it with wire, would race down the road
between the tents. A good activity to steer clear of if you wanted to
retain your toes and other vital parts of your body!

A nasty side to the motorcycle races at Bathurst was that of Collective
Conflict. This took place in the 1960’s and right through to the worst era
in the mid 1980’s when the confrontation between bikies and police cul-
minated in the motorcycle races being cancelled completely. This was in
1988 and since then competition at Mount Panorama has been spas-
modic and then only with a huge police presence. It should be realised
that at Bathurst, when a biker’s game forms, such as cockfighting or
doughnutting, a crowd of several hundred gathers around in a large cir-
cle. When ordered to disperse, the police move in and confrontation
would occur. The police would then move back to their compound and
would be besieged. There were usually a few busloads of riot police
waiting on the track behind the compound in case they were required.
Some of the bikies would hurl flaming rags or clothing over the fence as
well. These incidents were interesting for a while and we would check
them out, but all the time being careful that we didn’t get involved.
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The Bathurst 1000 in October was also a great weekend, particularly‘
in the late 60’s when the big V8 Holden Monaros and Falcon GT's were
being developed. Another highly competitive car of this era was the
Chrysler Chargers, the E38 and E49. All these cars were the epitome of
raw rugged power and heralded the beginning of the famous battles of
the marques right up until the late 1990’s. There was crowd problems at
these events too, however they didn’t end up as serious as the motorcy-
cle events.

There were other events happening in our lives too. The staff at the
CBC in Dee Why where [ worked, were a great group. We all socialised
together most weekends, driving our cars (four of us had Volkswagens)
up and down the coast, visiting national parks, beaches, just about
everywhere. We spent a fair bit of time in pubs and a nightclub called
the “Canopus Room” in Manly. The blokes also visited Kings Cross on
some Saturday nights attending the odd strip show at the “Pink
Pussycat” and other dubious places. Sometimes our Saturday evening
entertainment at the Cross was to prowl around the back lanes and
check out the prostitutes that worked from the doorways. We never
went in as customers though, we were all too chicken I think. On occa-
sions the police paddy wagons would arrive at each end of a particular
laneway and commence to come together with their doors open to catch
all the people - onlookers, customers et al - in the middle and charge
them with loitering. All this activity was illegal in those days. Once a
couple of my mates and I were caught in one of these patrols however
we managed to slip under the door of the wagon and bolted. Overall
though we never felt threatened with a bashing or anything because the
whole “Cross” scene was pretty tame compared to today. A popular
newspaper publication of the day was the “Kings Cross Whisper” This
contained a few explicit photographs plus news of the Kings Cross
scene.

Qur friends around that time were Fred and Marliene Venn, (These
are their married names as one by one we all got married anyway!). John
and Carol Falvo, Ross and Kerry DelGrande, Clyde and Carol Amps
(Clyde was killed about eighteen months after their marriage whilst
water-skiing - he hit a tree during a turn behind the boat) Kerry and
Judy Bridge, Bill and Margaret Stewart, Stewart and Denise Yallop and
Victor Beecraft. Regretfully Judy Bridge died from cancer in July 1999.
She was a great friend and is sadly missed.

About this time, 1963/64, Helen and I were in a solid relationship -
she was sixteen and I was twenty-one.
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This of course effected our concentration at
work and it wasn't long before I received
a transfer as Second Officer to
Balgowlah Branch of the Bank.
Helen continued on as the
Manager’s typist at Dee Why.
Balgowlah was OK although the
Manager there was pretty hard to
get along with. His name was Paul
Whiteman and was one of the old
/ school bank managers who enjoyed
hassling
his staff.
Anyway

life went on and
we continued to enjoy those years.

In the sixties there was no such thing
as blanket speed limits, motorcycle
crash helmets weren’t compulsory,
exceeding the .05 alcohol limit wasn't
even thought of so driving/riding on
the roads was straightforward. Apart
from 35 miles per hour (60 kilometres
per hour) in built up areas and the occa-
sional other posted limits, one could drive
ones vehicle in excess of 55 miles per hour (88 kilometres per hour) -
even 160 kph if you wanted to and if pulled up by the police, all you had
to prove was that you were not driving in a manner dangerous to the
public, consequently we all drove at fairly high speeds depending on the
traffic conditions. It meant that you didn’t have to drive with one eye on
the speedo and the other eye on the rear vision mirror. Most of the time
I rode without a helmet on the bike and it wasn’t until 1974 that helmets
became compulsory.

Drinking and driving was part of the Ozzie road culture. [ remember
one night at the Dee Why Hotel when three of us, Stuart Yallop, who
was my best man at my wedding later on, his brother Rodney and
myself came out of the hotel, climbed aboard my Triumph motorcycle
and headed to their home at Dee Why beach! And many a time I rode or
drove home barely able to see or understand what I was doing follow-
ing a big night out. Dangerous times but everybody did it and it was sort
of acceptable.
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A workmate of mine, Vic Beecraft had a 1958 FC Holden. A two tone‘
brown and white model in which we used to cruise the northern beach-
es and the Corso at Manly. The Corso is now closed to traffic. As the surf
culture was big in the sixties, Collaroy, Manly and up the coast to
Newport and Palm Beach became our playground. Not that we surfed
with boards, we just drove around, smoking cigarettes and generally
having a great
time.

A big trip I made
in 1964 was to
Alice Springs.
Another friend,
John McCormack
came with me in
my new Volks-
wagen which 1
had recently pur
chased.

We loaded up the £

car and headed up through western New South Wales to Mount Isa,
Camooweal, and the Three Ways and on to Alice Springs. Alice Springs
was a fairly small town in those days. The road to Darwin through
Tennant Creek was sealed but the Stuart Highway south to Port
Augusta was all gravel and bulldust. Although when we were there, the
road was actually mostly muddy and boggy due to heavy recent rains.

Leaving Alice Springs John and [ splashed our way southwards with
our little car handling the conditions admirably. We plugged on through
large boggy patches covered with sheets of water sometimes hundreds
of metres long, finally arriving at Coober Pedy where we camped the
night. Coober Pedy is an opal-mining town and was fairly rugged in the
sixties. There were very few buildings above ground, most being under-
ground to escape the incredible heat of the summer months. I recall a
small incident while we there, inspecting the township. 1 approached a
young Aboriginal woman with a child, to take a photograph - “No”! She
said. “You must pay two bob” (twenty cents). So I paid the money and
got the photo! Leaving Coober Pedy next day we continued on to Port
Augusta, Adelaide, the Barossa Valley and eventually home via the
Snowy Mountains. An excellent trip and [ was pleased to have done it
during the years that the Stuart Highway had very little traffic on it and
Alice Springs was a small town with few racial problems.
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ﬂlarriage ‘family, @:areer and Other Things

On 9th September 1967 my single status ended with my marriage to
Helen Elizabeth May Tracey. At the time of writing this book we are still
as close as we have always been and I would expect to remain with
Helen. “For better for
worse, for richer for
poorer, in sickness and in
health, to love and to
cherish till death us do
part” That was the deal
30 years ago made with
the Minister of St. Johns
Church of England at
Dee Why, the Reverend
Fred Weston, who mar-
ried us and who is now
deceased. The Reception was held at the Porta Villa at Dee Why and was
attended by all our friends who came from Wallabadah as well as
Sydney. For our honeymoon we headed north in the VW to Cairns and
Cooktown via all the magnificent Queensland beaches. On our way
back from Cooktown on a
very rough road, we were / \
motoring along when sud-
denly there was a tearing,
ripping noise from the rear
engine bay of the car.
Tentatively I got out, lifted
the engine cover lid and
peered into the works. To my
relief 1 discovered a rag
which had been left there
after checking the oil level,
had been sucked into the

cooling fan and been subse-
quently chewed up! After
cleaning the remnants out,
we headed off back to
Cairns. An unusual stop on |
the way back was the “Lions /
Den” Hotel where we had a
cool beer before continuing
our journey.
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We drove back inland via the Atherton Tablelands, which were really
beautiful. One night, and camping out as we usually did on that trip, we
stopped at a picnic area on top of a mountain. “Mosquito Mountain” we
subsequently named it, and set up our bed for the night. This ritual con-
sisted of taking everything out of the car and stowing it outside under
and around the vehicle. Then we would lay the seats back, fornfing a
(sort of) bed, pump up a double air bed and put that on top of the seats
to level out the hills and hollows and hit the sack. Well, this night we
were attacked by thousands of mosquitoes - this was North Queensland
remember - and I had insisted on sleeping with a window open to get
some fresh air. And so, a few minutes later we emerged, bloody but
unbeaten! I scratched around and located our backup system, this being
“Tiger” brand mosquito coils. “Aha!” says I “This will fix the buggers”
Well it nearly fixed us. We re-entered the Vee Dub with the coil burning
profusely, wound up the windows and once again settled down for the
night. We lasted about five minutes, burst out of the car gasping for
fresh air. We had nearly choked to death on the fumes from that damned
mozzie coil!

In November 1967 and back from our honeymoon, we went up to
Wallabadah for the centenary of the Wallabadah public school where
Dad had been Principal (then known as headmaster) from 1951 to 1959
when he and Mum were transferred to Sydney.

Formal education commenced in Wallabadah on 5 July 1867 and later
on, as the then Selection Laws brought an increase in population in the
1860’s, a need arose for schools in the outlying centres. Those schools
were Fairview, Woodton, Temi, Gaspard, Sugerloaf, Jacob and Joseph
Creek and Castle Mountain. The Castle Mountain School was the last of
these one-teachers to close. The reunion was a great success with hun-
dreds of ex-students and teachers coming from far and wide to partici-
pate in the festivities.

It is however, disappointing that these small schools are disappear-
ing as population shifts and other factors influence the bureaucrats
thinking in respect of the (school’s) future.

Following is an appropriate verse

by Dorothy Lockett and printed in

The Australian Women's Weekly,
dated 17 May, 1967:
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' THE OLD SCHOOL
Beside the road the old school nestles still
Among the trees as in those bygone days.

The children still come running down the hill
For time soon catches up with dawdling ways.
All day the school with lilting voices rings
The playground echoes with the happy calls.
But, oh, the silence that the cvening brings
The utter gloom that comes when darkness falls.
No longer is the school a meeting place where
All the country folk would love to call.
Where mothers with a bright and happy face would

Tuck their sleeping babies by the wall.
The euchre parties on a Tuesday night
Brought old and young alike upon the sc
Who cared if Mrs. Jones revoked with frig
Or cven if she trumped her partner’s Queen?
On Saturday the dances were the best
The waltz, the polka and Valetta too.
The Lancers and Fitzroys were quite a test
As fast the fiddle played and feet just flew.
Clutching the hope of partners bad or good
With lowered eyes the wallflowers >adh/ sat.
Whilst around the door a group of boys just stood
Discussing cows, crops, football, this and that.
Old Faithful stoked the fire behind the scene
The kerosine, tins slowly came to boil.
Cream sponges fit to place before the Queen
Were sliced by willing hands that cver toil.
The cups were handed around by gay young blades
The tea and coffee poured by strapping lads.
The cakes were handed around by giggling maids
Watched fondly by their doting mums and dads.
The dishes soon were cleared with frenzied haste
The while some lovers silently took flight.
The MC took his partner Iu/ the waist
Announced a waltz, the last dance for the night.
The school was locked, the hurricane lamps brought out
The men brought around the horses and the traps.
Good-nights were called with many a [nu«q/l and shout
As families settled on each ‘other’s laps.
Ah, times improve and things must grow apace
No weckly dances but a Monster Ball.
The old school is now not the meeting-place
For down the road they built a brand-new hall.

-
7
Back in Sydney we had moved into and rented the house that we later
purchased. It was situated at 146 Alfred Street, Narraweena and has
recently been demolished and a new one built on the site. The house
belonged to Helen’s mother’s uncle, Frank Taylor who was a retired
policeman. He was ill at the time we got married and moved into a flat
at the rear of Mavis and

Road, Dee Why. We paid g
rent for a couple of years
and when Frank Taylor
died, we purchased the
house for $11,000. We
obtained a loan from my
employer (the CBC
Bank) for $10,000 to buy
it.

A year after our wed-
ding, our first son, Keith
Andrew was born at
Mona  Vale  District
Hospital on 1 December
1968. Keith was a fine
young baby, although in
his early babyhood, was a bit of a whinger. However this didn’t last long
as Helen ignored his little episodes and he soon learnt that to get along
with his mother he had to cooperate! Being the first child and a boy to
boot, I soon had Keith on the front of my Honda 90 and the pair of us
did many laps around the yard at Narraweena. I assume those small
early trips impacted on Keith’s brain as he grew up to be a motorcycle
enthusiast like his Dad.

In October 1969 we updated our car. Our faithful 1964 VW was found
to be a little small and with a new baby on the way we finally settled on
a new HT Holden. It was blue with a white roof and had the 186¢i motor
with (2) speed powerglide transmission. It cost $3,200 on the road.

On 16 April 1970, our second child and only daughter, Alison Jane
was born, also at Mona Vale Hospital. Alison was the typical indepen-
dent little miss who, as she got older, insisted on being dressed correct-
ly and neatly even down to her socks which had to be perfectly even at
the tops. She and Keith got along well and played happily together.
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About this time we
also had a dog. A small
Maltese named “Buffy”
She was a marvellous pet
for the kids but like most
of the cats and dogs
which followed, she did
not last all that long.
| Following the Maltese
we got a blue heeler, an
Australian cattle dog,
which was really a nice
animal. She was called

“Tess” and had an excel-
44 Jent temperament
! although when strangers
approached the kids shc would lift her top lip to show that she had a job
to do! She never bit anyone though and was popular around the area.

In between having kids, we both worked. At this stage of my career
I was in the Head Office of the CBCo at the corner of George and Barrack
Streets and working in the Clearings Branch section under Don
Bullivant, Manager. | had been put in charge of Centralised Proof section
where we processed the days work from city branches. This was the first
time in my career that I had not been in a branch and it was a welcome
change. Helen had been working still at Dee Why Branch of the bank
and later at the new St. Leonards Computer Centre. Our two kids were
taken down to Helen’s mother’s place when Helen went to work on the
night shift and I would pick them up when I came home in the after-
noon.

9th September, 1972 saw our third child, Luke, born also at Mona Vale
Hospital. This was a significant day in my life because, as well as hav-
ing another son, it was the day I gave up smoking. Yes! The dreaded
weed and I parted company at that time. Since that day [ have never had
another cigarette. For the record, | used to smoke “Viscount” and at that
time they cost around thirty-three cents for twenty and I used to smoke
twenty to thirty a day.

Around this time our department moved from the city to the new
computer centre at St. Leonards. This building and its equipment were
the most modern up to date data processing centre in Sydney and prob-
ably in Australia at that time.
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The building was unusual and was widely known as “The Silo.” We
had ID cards to allow us to enter and leave the building. I used to ride
the bike most days to work although sometimes I would drive the car. It
was during my time here that I lost my licence for three months having
accumulated excess points under the traffic act. Most of the points had
been given when I was riding to work and when I used to ride on the
left-hand side of the traffic lane. I had to appear in North Sydney Court
and I lost my bike licence for three
months and my car licence for two
weeks. All most inconvenient how-
ever it was a good lesson learned [
expect and I was more careful in the
future.

In 1975 1 was transferred to
Neutral Bay and back to Branch
work as Accountant. It was a busy
little suburban branch with mostly a
retired customer base. I was at this
branch for a little over twelve months
and received a promotion as
Accountant at Dee Why Branch, the
same place that I had been a teller at
some fifteen years before.

In March 1976 and as mentioned
previously, Helen bought me a new
BMW motorcycle. It was a 75/6
model and was purchased from Tom Byrnes in Sydney for $3,000. I will
never forget the day I picked it up and rode it proudly (and carefully)
home. I felt king of the road on the beemer as these bikes were consid-
ered highly desirable in those years. It was a beautiful machine, black
with white pin stripes on the tank and mudguards. A unique feature of
BMW's in those days was that the initials of the tradesman/woman who
hand applied the pin stripes to the machine were applied to the bottom
of the tank for posterity.

Our family was growing with the three kids, Keith, Alison and Luke
now aged eight, six and four respectively (this was 1976). We did a lot as
a family and each year went on a long holiday usually with the caravan.
I had bought one in 1976. In May 1974 we drove to Perth in our 1973 HQ
Holden Kingswood 4.2 litre V8 sedan together with Bill Tracey’s Millard
caravan in tow.
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' It was an excellent trip, the road from Ceduna to the WA border was
all dirt although when we went it rained nearly all the way over! We
didn’t get bogged but quite a few other vehicles did. We did the circle
from Norseman to Esperance, Albany and up the coast to Fremantle and
Perth. On the way and at Albany, we stopped to watch the whaling,
which was still being practiced in those days. We went to the whaling
station and watched the slaughtered whales being towed to the ramp
and then dragged up by chain. At this point a workman would stand on
top of the animal with a large axe shaped implement and proceed to
slice through the skin and flesh cutting off great chunks for further pro-
cessing. All very interesting and a part of our history which hopefully,
will not be repeated. It was a really good holiday.

On 21 July 1977,
another major
event took place
in our household.
The twins, Peter
and Ben were
born, again at
Mona Vale Hos-
pital. All of a sud-
den we were a
family of seven.
And again Rev.
Fred Weston, who
had married us

ten years before,
baptized our new additions. A problem which appeared following the
arrival of P. and B. was the fact that our trusty HQ Kingswood wasn’t
big enough to hold two adults and five kids! So soon after the event |
decided to go and look for a bigger vehicle. Remember in those days

there weren't the range of “people movers” that there are now. Virtually
the only option was the venerable station wagon. Anyway down | went
0 “790” Car Sales at Brookvale where, as good fortune would have it,
they had a 1974 XB Ford Fairmont 302 V8 wagon that had just been trad-
ed. I eventually settled on giving them the HQ plus $2,000 cash and dri-
ving away in the Fairmont. This was an ideal vehicle and allowed us to
spread out with the three older kids in the back seat and Peter and Ben
in their bassinets right over the back. There were no compulsory seat
belts or restraining devices in those days. This car had the full range of
options available at that time.
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Mag wheels, Air Conditioning, chrome luggage racks, two way tailgate
and a full set, front and back, of sheep skin seat covers. It was a magnif-
icent vehicle but a very thirsty one, having the big 302 V8 motor how-
ever petrol was only around 16 cents per litre then, compared to 87 cents
today (1999.) A few months before Peter and Ben were born, a friend of
mine, Gary Leonard and myself set off on a bike trip along the Birdsville
track from Maree to Birdsville. Gary was on a Honda XL 350 and I was
on the BMW. We took all our own gear and bush camped the whole way.
It was an interesting trip with a few falls in the sand and bulldust along
the way. Cooper Creek was flooded on the inside track so we had to
detour along the outside track and cross the creek by ferry. This was a
small ferry set up to carry trailers with cattle across the other side where
they would be re-attached to a prime mover and the journey would con-
tinue. At the other side we again set off through rough and boggy
stretches and over big sand hills, finally arriving in Birdsville. We set up
camp in the “caravan park” and beelined for the famous Birdsville Pub
where we partook ot a few cleansing ales.

A couple of days later we headed east and homeward bound. The
road was terrible with a very rocky surface, which continually pounded
the suspension and tyres on the bikes without mercy. Along the way we
stopped at the small settlement of Betoota which had a hotel but which
had been abandoned a few years before. The place was abandoned
when the publican apparently had some sort of mental disturbance and
shot and killed his wife across the road from the hotel. He was charged
with murder and served a few years in gaol before returning to Betoota
and reopening the pub. However the venture did not last and the pub
closed again. There was no sign of life anywhere so we pushed on to
Windorah. Here we were invited to a football club social that night and
we enjoyed a great time with plenty of beer and song. There were girls
available we were told, black or white, however we declined graciously!
From Windorah we headed to Charleville and down through Moree and
home. An excellent trip.

In the first few months of 1978, I was advised by my employer that a
promotion to Branch Manager was forthcoming and would I be prepared
to accept a transfer to a country town. After discussing the pros and cons
with the family I advised the bank of our willingness to accept a move. It
was only a month or so later that I learned of my appointment as
Manager at Corowa Branch of the CBC Bank and in mid July of that year
we packed up the kids and our gear, hooked the van up and headed off
to Corowa having learnt that it was a pleasant little town nestled on the
banks of the mighty Murray river some 60 kilometres west of Albury.
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r After breaking the journey with an overnight stop, we finally arrived
in Corowa and cruised slowly down the main street aware of many pairs
of eyes sussing out the new bank manager, such was the respect the
position held in those days in small towns. (Corowa’s population was
around 2,500 in 1978.)

We soon settled in quickly in our new home and new town. The
Bank’s residence was a full brick double storied building with the bank-
ing facilities in the downstairs part and kitchen/laundry/dining room
behind. Upstairs was the living quarters consisting of four bedrooms,
bathroom, loungeroom and a dressing room. There was also the maid’s
quarters and a separate service stairway at the rear. The backyard was a
big one with plenty of fruit trees - a Fig, a Valencia and Navel Orange, a
Mandarin, a Plum, a Mulberry and some Grapevines. The grapes
proved very popular. We had been nurturing this crop for months, fer-
tilizing, watering and weeding. Anyway one day Luke and his friend
Chris Tidd decided that they would pick the lot, crush them all up in a
bucket and make some wine! So endeth the grapes.

The residence required some major maintenance when we arrived.
We had both bathrooms renovated with new floors and plumbing. The
maid’s bathroom was still in original condition with a large showerhead
the size of a dinner plate and a galvanised iron shower “curtain.” The
shower was in the bath, which was also galvanised iron with the classic
lion’s feet on each corner. After the necessary repairs were finished the
place was painted inside and out. The dining room downstairs was fit-
ted out with a quality flock wallpaper. There was an open fireplace in
the dining room, which was used to entertain the bank'’s clients, and in
nearly every room upstairs as well.

A couple of months after we arrived I was approached by my new
friend Ron Tidd who introduced me to the Corowa APEX club. The
Association of APEX Clubs was a young mans service club for men aged
between eighteen years and forty years. I subsequently joined the club
and it proved to be one of the best periods of my life. We had a terrific
time and straight away my family and I were in touch with thirty other
young families. We went on wood drives, car rallies, picnics, built com-
munity structures such as a toilet block at Bangarang park, park seats
and raised funds for many other projects. Each year there was the annu-
al raft race from Lone Pine Avenue to the John Foord Bridge. We spent
weeks making up our special raft for the event even to the point of hav-
ing a large water pump mounted on it with which to soak our competi-
tors! We were also sure to have on board, a large esky filled with cold
cans to refresh ourselves on the long and arduous trip down the river.
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One year Helen, Luke and Alison also entered the race with a series
of tractor, car and pushbike tubes attached together (in that order.)
Unfortunately we (the intrepid Apexians) had to rescue them half way
as they got off course and were in slight trouble on a bend in the river.
Keith and a mate also made up a special raft with seats on it and they
too entered the event. We all had a marvelous time and the fact that we
as a family did these things together counted for a lot. Peter and Ben
were too young to participate at that stage.

We also produced an annual paper called the “APEX Mess” in which
we would report our years activities and also a few other articles which
weren't quite true! We also took photographs of local landmarks and
altered them, placing them in different parts of the town. We sought
(and sourced) advertisements from local businesses and ended up
delivering the paper during one night from our cars, on foot and from
the back of motorcycles. It was a lot of fun and the townspeople looked
forward to the publication each year.

Corowa APEX Club was and still is, the proud owner of a 1/12th scale
steam locomotive which the club members operate at the local
Bangarang Park for special occasions such as Christmas and other pub-
lic holidays. The engine is coal fired and steam propelled and hauls
rolling stock around a scale track situated within the park. 1t was hobby
built in 1938 and became the property of the club in 1955.

In 1978 Gary Leonard, }Jim Graham and myself decided on another
bike trip, this time to Innamincka. Gary and Jim were bankers too
although the both of them were ready to resign and they had purchased
a property at St. George in Queensland. Anyway we set off via
Wilcannia, Menindee Lake and Broken Hill and up through Tibooburra
and the dog fence. [ was on my R75/6 BMW, the same one that [ had rid-
den on the Birdsville trip and Gary and Jim were on their Yamaha 750D
triples. The tracks were pretty rugged with lots of sand. We all fell off a
couple of times but made it to Innamincka and the famous Burke and
Wills “Dig” tree. In those days there wasn’t much at Innamincka, a store,
a hotel a couple of houses and the remains of the Inland Mission
Hospital. This Hospital has since been restored and is now the Tourist
and Information Centre as well as the headquarters for the local rangers.
We lett after a couple of days and returned part of the way we had come
and headed east to Thargomindah in Western Queensland.

The roads out that way were terrible and our bikes received a severe
pounding over the rocks and corrugations. On the way we stopped at
“Bransby” outstation.
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'This was a deserted property and a lone gravesite near the homestead
was a reminder of the harsh conditions that the settlers of those days
faced. We pushed on to the Noccundra Hotel where we enjoyed a few
beers and the hospitality of the publican. Leaving Noccundra, which
was, in original form, the main station property controlling “Bransby”
which the owners had bought when the property failed as a business in
its own right, we travelled to Thargomindah, Cunnamulla, Bourke and
home through Dubbo.

Another excellent trip for the photo album. A detailed story of this
trip is in the April 1979 issue of “Two Wheels” magazine, page 50. This
magazine is in my full set of “Two Wheels” currently in my possession.
In fact there are two copies of the magazine. [ received a cheque for $80
for this story from the publishers!

An important established activity at Corowa was and still is, para-
chuting or sky diving. When we arrived in Corowa in 1978 the sport was
being pursued by an increasing number of enthusiasts and the local
ladies, of which Helen was one, used to work the canteen on occasions
to make money for the local Public School and the town band. We used
to go out and watch the skydivers at weekends and after a while | decid-
ed that that was what I would like to have a go at. So it was during the
Christmas Holidays in 1979 that I finally decided that I too could fall out
of an aeroplane just as easily as those international and local skydivers.

So one morning at work I mentioned to my staff at the Bank that I was
keen to learn how to parachute. To my surprise, David Nicholson, john
Ebsworth and Reliever, Ashley Honeyman also expressed their desire to
have a go too. One staff member, Sandra Tait declined, saying that some-
one had to ring Head Office and to report that 75% of Corowa staff had
broken their necks! After the decision, things began to develop quickly
and before long we had completed our training with Twin City
Skydivers in Albury and then waited for a week to make our first jump.
Sunday 2 March, 1980 dawned clear and windless perfect conditions for
a jump. Nervously we assembled at a private field at Burrumbuttock, a
popular jump zone between Corowa and Albury. David Nicholson did
not jump because he had twisted an ankle at football the previous day.
After gearing up and with words of encouragement from our instructor,
Col Streeter, we boarded the plane and after taking off, slowly circled up
to the required height, 2,500 feet (around 850 metres).

All of a sudden it was my turn! In a moment of dreamlike disbelief, {
managed to locate my left foot on the step outside the edge of the plane.
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I dived for the wing strut and, with my right foot dangling in mid-
air, | hung on desperately. Suddenly Col called “go”. I relaxed my grip,
arched my back and started to count, one thousand, two thousand, three
thousand as we had been taught and then...! There was a flurry of
movement, a gentle jerk upwards and [ saw this big beautiful white cir-
cle above me. I was of course attached to a static line for this jump. The
line is attached to the aeroplane and automatically opens the parachute
when the jumper is clear - generally around six seconds. Parachutes or
canopies as they are more correctly known were in those days always
the traditional round ones for trainees, the “square” ones used by expe-
rienced skydivers. These days everyone uses square canopies as they are
more controllable and allow the user to land on his or her feet without
the need to roll on one’s side when landing with the round ones. The
round canopies were 8.6 metres across and in normal conditions, had a
38-degree forward glide. There was also an emergency parachute as part
of the kit.

The official definition of a parachute is that it is a device designed to
trap a large volume of air to slow the attached load. From the french
words “para”: shield and “chute”: fall. It literally means, * To defend
from a fall” For the next thirty seconds or so I enjoyed the sensation, the
quiet and experimented with the rigging, steering lines etc. Then I
realised that the ground was appearing fairly quickly so the serious
business of landing began to occupy the next minute or so. At this point
I was about 200 metres off target, a large square blue plastic sheet away
in the distance. | looked around for the wind indicator - about five
metres of toilet paper hanging off a tree - (Not what one would call a
very high tech item these days) and checked my landing position. The
main thing was to miss trees and fences. Gradually I floated down,
knees slightly bent, legs together, watch that fence with the barbed
wire!! My feet touched, legs buckled, landing on my side, 1 lay there for
a few seconds, 1 had done it. I had made my first parachute jump.

The log entry from my Student logbook dated 1 March, 1980 and
signed by the Instructor, Col Streeter, quotes “Good exit and arch. Keep
an eye on the TCO (Target Control Officer) 1 was fifty metres off target,
which wasn’t too bad. Anyway it was a lot of fun. I did another three
jumps and then decided to move onto other things. Landings via the
round parachutes were a bit dicky too and most landings were hard
landings. This helped to speed up my decision to try other things! In the
years since, Keith did a couple of static line jumps and Peter and Ben
had a tandem jump in December 1999.
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'I shouted the boys this adventure in recognition of their efforts in edu-

cation and work. Ben because he did so well at University and Peter
because he had finished a Tech course and landed a good job in Sydney.

In 1981 we were transferred to Milton on the south coast of New
South Wales. The move was not an easy one in respect of family happi-
ness and I can recall all seven of us being quite emotional in the car as
we were driving out of Corowa, caravan in tow with our menagerie of
guinea pigs, cat, bantams and “Dutchess” the duck on board. However
we arrived in Milton a couple of days later and during the unpacking,
took a break down to the beach at Narrawallee. The sight of the surf and
sun lifted our spirits though and we soon settled into our new home and
community. I transferred to the local APEX club so I soon got to know
people and the kids had their new friends at school. Of all the kids,
Alison found it the most difficult transition as she had had really close
friends at Corowa School, Sarah Reeve, Sharon Rodway and Meredith
Izon. These kids were a close knit group.

To help the kids settle in a little easier, we obtained some chooks, as
there was an existing chookyard (fowlhouse) up the back behind the old
Bank car shed. We also got a rooster. The chookyard also became home
for “Dutchess” and “Henrietta”, the Bantam hen.

Keith, Luke and I used to do quite a bit of trail bike riding up in the
hills behind Milton. Pigeon House Mountain was a favourite spot. We
would tow the bikes up into the hills as far as we could go, then mount
up and ride for a few hours. We were always on the lookout for steep
bony fire trails and boggy tracks as these conditions made the expedi-
tion all the more enjoyable. We had my Yamaha TY175 trials bike, Luke’s
TY80 trials bike and another old TY 175 that Keith rode (and bought
with his own money).

April 1982 saw Peter and Ben start school. I can still see them in their
neat grey pants, blue shirts, grey socks and desert boots, carrying their
nylon school bags on their backs in which were plastic lunch and drink
containers. In my day we had leather school bags and carried our lunch-
es in a paper bag. There were lots of birthdays parties at our house in
Charles Street, Milton because we had five kids and then there were lots
of other kids from around the town who were friends of ours so it was
usual to see twenty or so kids in the house at birthday times. Luke was
a great organiser and would see that all the children were fed and enter-
tained. He would arrange the games, display the presents and dole out
the birthday cake.
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Keith continued his involvement with the Milton-Uladulla Brass Band ‘
and proudly marched in the various parades playing his cornet on many
an occasion. Keith originally started with Border Brass Band in Corowa.
Even Alison was in the band for a while. She played a Euphonium. Luke
had a blow too for a while.

Keith was also involved in the Ulladulla Sea Scouts. He enjoyed his
scouting and participatcd in many outings with them - camps, boat trips
and other things. Keith earned many badges and at one stage thought
about going for his Queen’s Scout Award however he became busy with
work and other issues and stopped after receiving his First Class Scout
Award.

In June 1984 I arranged a “Nostalgia Special” reunion for ex CBC
Bank staff from the early 1960’s. It was a great success with over 20
attending - even ex managers and their wives came along. I did an arti-
cle for the National Australia Bank’s staff magazine on the event and
they gave it good coverage. We still hold these reunions every three -
five years, in Sydney and usually at a large club. It's a great night and
gives us all a chance to have a yarn and a few beers.

In Milton we bought Peter and Ben a peewee 50. This was a small
Yamaha motorcycle that the kids used to flog around the back yard at
Milton behind the bank. There was a track around the perimeter of the
yard that they used. And they really rode the thing flat chat. Luke also
had an old Yamaha 80 (not the trials TY80, but another one) and it was
fondly known as the “hack machine” This bike was not the most reliable
however it served its pur-
pose and everyone had a go
on it.

Life in Milton plodded }
on. I had left APEX at 40 |
years of age, which is the
age limit for membership
and the members of Milton-
Ulladulla APEX Club pre-
sented me with a suitably
inscribed walking stick to | 4
help me on my way. Not
long after I helped form the
local OASIS club. This was a
club consisting of ex-Apexians and we held a social night once a month.
a few beers and a meal.
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' The letters “OASIS” stand for “Old Apexians still interested in
Service”. In fact we did very little service work and really only helped

out the local APEX Club when they required additional man-power on
a project.

I enjoyed being a Bank Manager in Milton. I had many customers
from varied businesses and occupations and enjoyed going out and vis-
iting them. One such customer was Anton Toth, a Tuna fisherman from
Ulladulla. On one occasion I went out fishing with him, a remarkable
evening and one not to be repeated! Huge waves, nausea and very little
else was what we experienced that night. Anton was a good fisherman
and made good money from catching the blue fin tuna. These fish some-
times weighed in at around 150/200 kilograms and if treated carefully,
could bring as much as $5,000 on the Japanese market. When the fish
was landed on board the trawler, it was placed carefully on a mattress
on the deck before being placed in a bin in an ice slurry. When the boat
got back to the harbour, the bin was trucked immediately to Sydney and
was on an aeroplane that night to Japan where it was prepared as a sushi
delicacy for the Japanese market next day.

In 1985, we went on holidays to Alice Springs and Ayers Rock. We
took all the kids except Alison who wasn’t interested in coming with us.
Something to do with being fifteen and independent I think. Anyway
she missed a great trip as we all had the best time. We took a trailer in
which we carried our gear and camped out. Except at Ayers Rock where
we had hired an on-site caravan. We all climbed the rock and walked
through the Olgas as well as taking an aeroplane trip over and around
Ayers Rock. On the way back we turned off the Stuart Highway at Marla
and drove down the Oodnadatta track through William Creek, Past
Lake Eyre South and on to Maree, which is the junction for the Birdsville
track, which I did by motorcycle in 1977. Then home through the
Flinders Ranges. An excellent holiday. Over the years we have been on
many holidays to all parts of the country and I have taken probably
thousands of slides and photographs. I can only record the details of
some of the more memorable ones. This was one of those. And possibly
because it involved nearly the whole family.

The beach on the south coast was important to us and Helen and I
went for many walks along Narrawallee Beach in the evenings. Peter
and Ben used to surf a lot with their mates and our other children were
fond of the water also. We went for many drives along the beaches in the
area, from Jervis Bay to Moruya.
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Alison had a good friend in Hilary Neal who lived across the road
from us with her parents, Fred and Helen and sister Ashley. Fred was a
retired Accountant and Helen used to clean the Bank. I remember one
day when Peter accidentally let off the handbrake in our car and it ran
down our driveway, across the road and bumped into Helen’s car!
Another day, the VW we had at that time somehow, also ran across the
road into the Neal's yard and ended up in Fred’s fishpond!

Peter and Ben have related to
me a couple of stories of their time
in Milton. One was that they used
to stand on the front porch and
then with one of them standing on
the driveway with a bodyboard on
their head, the other would drop
golf balls on to the board and the |
balls would bounce all over the
countryside! Another was drop-
ping the cat over the balcony to
see if she would land on all fours
without breaking her legs! She survived, thank heavens.

Peter and Ben also joined the local Mini League. This was an official
part of the Australian Rugby League (ARL). They played in the Under
Sevens and went through two seasons without winning a game!
Anyway who cares, they enjoyed themselves - not sure whether the
coach did though! They also played hockey.

In mid 1987 we were transferred to Wollongong. I had been appoint-
ed Manager at Unanderra and we moved into the Manager’s residence
at Mangerton. Still having three of our kids with us at that time, (we had
left Alison at Milton to finish her Higher School Certificate and Keith
had already started with the National Australia Bank at Ulladulla) we
arranged for the Bank to build an extra bedroom and ensuite on to the
house so that we could all fit in comfortably.

We enjoyed Wollongong and it was here that Alison and later on
Luke, commenced their working lives. Keith had already been trans-
ferred to the Bank’s Computer Centre in Sydney and Alison had moved
back with us after completing her schooling in Ulladulla. She then also
joined the National Australia Bank at Kiama. Alison transferred to one
of the Wollongong Branches and eventually resigned from NAB and
joined Macquarie Bank in Sydney. Luke left school in Year 10 and man-
aged to land an apprenticeship as a trainee chef at The OASIS resort in

Warrawong, a suburb of Wollongong.
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r Luke used to ride his pushbike every day to work, rain, hail or shine.
Wollongong had some excellent cycleways and one could ride around
14 kilometres north, to the same distance south, to Shellharbour. We
spent many enjoyable hours riding our bikes on these paths. Still on
pushbikes, every year there was a big bike ride from Sydney to the Gong
which was about 80 kilometres in distance and Luke and [ rode in the
event twice. It was tough but an interesting ride. I think it took me about
6 hours and Luke about 3 hours! The difference between 46 years of age
and 16 years at that time!

In 1988 we had a holiday in New Zcaland. We decided to fly over and
see Helen’s sister Suzanne. We arranged a campervan before we went
and spent a couple of weeks touring around the North Island, eventual-
ly wending our way up to the Bay of Islands and then across to
Omapere, which is near where Suzanne and her family lives. Suzanne
was married to Roger who, unfortunately died of a heart attack some
months later.

While we were in Auckland, we visited an old work colleague of
mine, Janet Gow (nee MacDonald) with whom [ had worked at The
Commercial Banking Company in Quirindi in 1958/60. So we had a lot
to talk about all those years ago. Her family made us very welcome and
we have kept in touch ever since. Janet runs a Genealogical search busi-
ness and her husband David has his own computer business.

Also in 1988, Australia had its Bi-Centenary. There were big celebra-
tions all over the country, Expo ‘88 being one that was held in Brisbane.
We went up to that and had a marvellous time. Sydney also had a huge
celebration with a massive display of fireworks on the harbour. We also
went up to that as well. So you can see we were pretty busy in 1988.

That year also saw the arrival in Australia of Karla Strotz, an
American Exchange student from Albuquerque, New Mexico, United
States. Karla came out as a guest of the Rotary Club of Unanderra, which
1 had joined. Karla was a fairly typical American teenager (she was fif-
teen at the time) and it took a while for her and us to sort each other out.
However, after a few weeks we were all OK and Karla settled in quite
well. She has now graduated from University as a lawyer and should do
very well in that career. Her father is a lawyer also. We still maintain
contact with Karla.

Of course, during all these years our kids were having birthdays. In
fact we were all having birthdays. Keith attained the age of twenty-one
on 1st December 1989 and we had a family party for him at our house in
Mangerton.
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His birthday present from us was a very nice silver, mechanical wind,
pocket watch. This watch should make a good family heirloom maybe
to hand down to Keith's son, Sam in time.

In mid 1990 we were moved again. This move came at a time when 1
had been considering getting out of the Bank. The work had become
very demanding, particularly in the Wollongong area as the excesses of
the fiscally exciting eighties came home to roost. I began to look around
for a career change and thought about the Taxi Industry. So up to Sydney
1 went and did a course to prepare me for a taxi licence. However while
all this was happening I received a telephone call from the Regional
Manager, Terry Rutledge, who advised me that [ had been appointed
Manager at Corowa Branch of the bank. Yes, we were off to Corowa
again! So we packed up the caravan and with Peter and Ben, who were
the only two kids left in the original family unit at this point and head-
ed off.

Luke of course remained behind to complete his cooking apprentice-
ship. At this stage Luke had a motorcycle, a Honda VT250. An excellent
little bike and the one on which he rode down to Melbourne on his “L”
plates to visit Keith. Soon after Luke sold the bike and bought a VW bee-
tle.

We arrived in Corowa in July 1990 and moved into the Manager's res-
idence at 14 Sauvignon Drive. It didn’t take long to settle into the town
again because we already knew a lot of people, both socially and in busi-
ness. Peter and Ben of course didn’t remember much about the town, as
they were only four years of age when we left here all those years ago.
Also arriving in Corowa with us was our pet Burmese cat, “Mintie” who
disappeared a few days later and was later replaced with another cat,
which we named “Jingles”. This cat was run over and killed when |
reversed over it in the car while backing out of the driveway.

One of our motorcycle trips this year was to Philip Istand for the first
Australian round of a 500cc Motorcycle Grand Prix to be held in this
country. My old friend, Graham MacDougall rode down to Corowa and
then he and I together with Peter and Ben headed off to the Isle for the
weekend’s great race. And what a terrific race it was with Australia’s
Wayne Gardner winning the 500 GP. As a matter of interest and record
he also won the same race the following year, 1991. This race has now
been firmly entrenched into the motorcycling racing calendar. We all
camped at the trackside campsite and enjoyed a top weekend.
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' I had joined Rotary soon after coming to Corowa. This was good for
business and it gave me something to do in the town. I had been in
Rotary in Unanderra and enjoyed it there too. The club always had a
project or two on the go so there was plenty of ways to assist in the local
community.

There was plenty of work to do at the Bank. I liked to go on farm vis-
its with customers and look around their enterprises. I also attended a
weeklong course at Marcus Oldham Farm Management College. This
course kept bank managers up to date with farming practices and
enabled us to do our jobs with additional confidence.

Late in 1990, Peter, who was then fourteen, mentioned that he would
like to go on a long ride on the motorcycle. So that set me thinking that
it was in fact time for a good long ride that would include Peter and Ben.
I had already planned a trip to Longreach with my friend Graham
MacDougall soon and that should prove to be a good practice run for
my forty nine-year-old bones. “OK” I said after some more thought,
“How about Perth?”

So Perth it was and a few months later we set about planning the trip
to the west. Having two fourteen year olds and one Yamaha X]J900 did
not prove to be the problem it appeared. No, there wasn’t a sidecar, but
Keith who had his Yamaha FJ1200. So there was the extra seat available.
As the months rolled closer to July 1991, our planned departure date, we
included Graham and Deidre on their BMW RIOORS and another
friend, Mick on his Yamaha XT600 trail bike, to come with us .

We left Corowa in early July 1991, fully loaded and were to meet up
with Graham, Deidre and Mick at Port Augusta a few days later and
which we did. All of us then headed west across the Nullabor and on to
Kalgoorlie where we stayed for a day or so to do some sightseeing.
Arriving in Fremantle. We stayed with friends and based ourselves there
while we looked around the city of Fremantle and Perth.

After a few days we headed off without Graham, Deidre and Mick
who elected to stay in Fremantle for a few more days. Down the coast
through Margaret River and Pemberton and further around to Albany
and Esperance where we camped. In fact we camped the whole way,
every night with our tents, airbeds and sleeping bags. On then north-
wards to Norseman where we turned east and once again travelled
across the Nullabor, stopping at the roadhouses, Caiguna, Cocklebiddy,
Madura, Mundrabilla, Eucla, Nullabor, Yalata, Nundroo, Penong and
Ceduna. Magnificent scenery across here, passing the huge cliffs that
form the Great Australian Bight.
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The road was excellent, not like the gravel and bulldust we experi—‘
enced across here in 1974 with the Kingswood and caravan. Following
our return camp at Port Augusta, we rode on to Adelaide and the
Birdwood Motor Museum where we saw a magnificent collection of cars
and motorcycles. From there we returned to Corowa after twenty days,
8651 kilometres and 588 litres of fuel (my bike.) A top ride and one
which prompted Peter to say, as he stepped off the bike at home, “let’s
do that again Dad!”

In March Helen and I attended another Ulysses Club Annual General
Meeting, this time at Jindabyne in the Snowy Mountains.The Ulysses
Club is for
“old?”
motorcy-
clists, those
who have
reached at |§
least  the
age of forty.
Helen and I
are  both
members,
my number
is 2146 and
Helen’s is
18909. The
club  was
started by Stephen Dearnley in 1981 and the name is derived from one
of the poems of Alfred Lord Tennyson entitled Ulysses. The story is
about Ulysses and a few of his mates that realise that they are getting on
in years and wish to have a number of “last flings” or adventures before
they get too old. So they embark on a series of odysseys - not sure if it
was exactly raping and pillaging, however they had a good time, just
like their modern counterparts, the Ullysseans. The last verse from that
work epitomises the philosophies of the Ulysses Club and whose motto
is: Grow Old Disgracefully.

“.We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are,
One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will,
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield”
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' We also did another bike trip to the East Coast of Victoria with Keith
and Sarah during the Easter break. In July, Helen and I flew to New
Zealand again and this time with Peter and Ben. We hired a motorhome
and toured the North Island once again visiting Helen’s sister Suzanne.
We tried jet boating and the boys experienced a bungy jump. Later that
year, in September, Helen and I did a trip (by car this time) to Broken
Hill, Mootwingee, and White Cliffs and then to Wallabadah where we
attended the 125th Anniversary of Wallabadah public school. We had
also attended the centenary of the same school in 1967 and which was
mentioned in previous pages. Not sure whether I will be able to make
the 150th anniversary. But then again I will only be seventy-six, so the
odds aren’t all that bad are they?

Melbourne Cup day, November 1993 is a day that will remain in our
minds as a very sad one. Our close friends, Ron and Beth Tidd and their
family were rocked when their youngest son Chris committed suicide at
their home. The funeral was a big one and one of the saddest we have
experienced. It took Ron and Beth many years to come to terms with
their tragic loss. A fine young man apparently with problems that no
one knew about.

R.L.P. Christopher Tidd.
A close childhood mate of our son Luke.

This year saw Alison take off to The United States for a holiday and
to see a friend Ron, whom she had met a few months before. She stayed
there until April 1994 and came home for a while before moving over
there on a permanent basis. Alison still lives in the United States at the
time of writing although she has been home a few times and since she
obtained her “Green Card,” an American Work Permit.

Late this same year I took twelve months long service leave from my
job at the bank while we thought about what we were going to do in the
future. The bank had decided to move us yet again from Corowa and as
we weren't really keen about leaving, I took leave. At the same time we
sold our house in Narraweena, Sydney and purchased one here, at 49
Banff street, Corowa. In January of 1995, Keith married Sarah Ellingham
and bought a house in Ferntree Gully, Melbourne. Luke too went over-
seas this year and with his friend Nick, went to Canada where they
obtained work as chefs. They did a bit of touring about and also caught
up with Alison who at that stage was working in Connecticut as a
Nanny.
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In April 1995 I attended the Ulysses Club Annual General Meeting
and rally in Alice Springs. Helen didn’t go this year and I rode up with
Graham and Deidre MacDougall. Following the rally, We continued up
to Darwin and returned via the Three Ways and Mount Isa then back
home via the coast. These rides are on every year and we attend all of
them with the odd exception.

Helen celebrated her 50th birthday in October 1996. As a lasting
reminder the family organised a tandem parachute jump for her. She did
this at Corowa Airport and loved every minute of it. A video recorded
the occasion.

My brother Paul remarried this year to Tracy, having divorced from
wife Sue. Paul and Sue have a son Kim who is presently training in the
hospitality area.

Over the last three years, and until the completion of this autobiog-
raphy at the end of 1999, many things have happened in our family, as
indeed, they happen in everyone’s family. These events are detailed in
my yearly newsletter, Jobo’s Diary that I include with our outgoing
Christmas cards. Copies of these newsletters, which commenced in
December 1989, are in each photo album, which are kept in order, and
may be read by all and sundry. Suffice to say there is not much point in
repeating all those facts here. Most events are covered, bike trips, holi-
days, births, deaths and marriages, Career changes et al.

For myself, When I returned from
long service leave and subsequently left
the Bank’s employment in January 1995,
1 commenced a small Car Detailing busi-
ness which has now wound down due
in part, to competition.

[ am not too concerned about
this, as it has come at approxi-
mately the right time for us. Ben
has just completed four years of
University studies and will grad-

: uate with an Honours Degree in
Economics. Therefore our years of child support are now over and the
last of our children will be venturing out into the big bad world.
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At this time,
Keith is still a
computer banker
and studying a
course in Child
Care part time,
Alison is working
overseas and has
a partner, Luke
has put aside his
| career as a chef
and is currently
working in coun-
try radio as
announcer at Star FM, Port Macquarie and Peter is employed at the Ritz
Carlton Hotel in Sydney. Peter and Ben intend to travel overseas in 2000.

The family line continues on with our grandchildren born to Keith
and Sarah. There is
Samuel Elijah,
born 21 September
1996 and recently,
Anna  Keilyanh
who arrived on
this planet on 6
October 1999.
They are two
beautiful children
and Helen and I
look forward to
observing  their
development as
they journey along
the fragile path
that is life.

In conclusion, this project has been an interesting one. When I start-
ed it some two years ago, I wondered when I would finish it. An auto-
biography in fact keeps going and going. So when do you put the final
dot at the end of the last sentence? If the work is going to print and not
just remaining electronically in a computer then there just has to be an
end, at least to the past fifty-eight years of my life anyway and this is it.
Hope you like it.
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Section Two
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
DAVID MURRAY MARTIN JOBSON

chapter One - @he Banking Career

Well, it all started on 28 January, 1958 at Quirindi NSW and finished,
unspectacularly, at Walla Walla on 5 January 1995, 13492 days later. A
few days short of thirty-seven years.

I am talking about a banking career. My banking career. One that com-
menced at the Quirindi Branch of The Commercial Banking Company of
Sydney Limited as a sixteen year old callow youth and finished as a
relieving manager with the National Australia Bank at a small Riverina
town at the age of fifty three years and three months.

On that Tuesday morning all those years ago, it was a very apprehen-
sive young man that g ™

knocked on the back §
door of the branch and §
was shown into the §
Manager’s office for the
official signing of the
employment “contract”
and the most impres-
sively titled “Declaration
of Secrecy!). Formalities
completed, the Manager,
Mr. Alec Commens, took
me out to the branch
accountant’s office and : :
introduced me to Mr. Shearer Watt, a middle aged Scotsman who had
joined the CBC some eight years before and following a career with a
Scottish Bank.

Following introductions all round, my mentor was one Les Turner, a

most experienced young banker of some twelve months. Les and I got
along well and it wasn’t long before he had me running around doing
all the mundane but necessary work that required attention in the busy
world of finance.

My introduction to banking was due to a second career choice following
completion of the old Intermediate Certificate at Quirindi High School
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'in 1957. My scholastic attainments were certainly not brilliant and I was
keen to join the Post Office as a Technician in Training. So, upon leaving
school, I did an examination for the position and waited patiently for the
o results of my
application. These
however, were not
immediately forth-
coming so my
father arranged an
interview with
Alec Commens, a
friend and fellow
Rotarian and the
local Manager of
the CBC Bank. As
already noted, my
application  was
successful and I
started work. As a matter of interest, about one month later, I received a
telegram from the GPO (Post Office) to report to Sydney for training as
a Technician. Fate moves in many strange ways as I didn’t accept that
position, and if I had, then I wouldn’t be writing these words today!

One of the first pieces of technology that I had to master was the
“National” adding machine. This amazing device had only recently
arrived at the branch and it wasn’t long before I had developed a rea-
sonable turn of speed with the big handle on the side. I recall that the
numbers appeared behind a thick piece of glass for reconciliation pur-
poses.

Another duty was processing and balancing the days work. In later
years it was “batching” and nowadays is “ proof”. In those days though
it was just called doing the rems. (Remittances). This exercise consisted
of machine listing all cheques (and credits) on schedules and in their
individual banks. As well, cheques drawn on Head Office had to be list-
ed by drawer’s name and amount in a book by hand! Another process
at the same time was the calculating of “exchange” on interstate and
intrastate cheques. For example a cheque drawn on a bank in say
Darwin, attracted, I think, about two shillings exchange plus stamp
duty. A town in the same state, say Moree,would attract about sixpence
(five cents). If the teller missed these charges, then one would just debit
the customer’s account.
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Another quaint little item was the Rem envelope. This consisted of a
smaller than A4 size piece of thick brown paper upon which were the
words “The Manager, The Commercial Banking Company of Sydney
Limited ....vveeeeeeriennanes Branch”. This was a four way address enve-
lope and could be used four times to different towns. One placed the
cheques for say Brewarrina Branch, together with a credit portion in it,
folded it over and skewered a hole through the lot then inserting a metal
(usually brass) paper clip through it to hold the cheques in place. These
rems were sent via post at the then postal rate of threepence halfpenny
(3 1/2d).

All inward and outward mail was recorded in books. Each individ-
ual letter was entered up with the sender’s name and subject. The out-
ward mail was likewise treated and the relevant postage recorded
against each one. We also had to balance the stamps each week or when
a fresh supply of stamps were required. The book was ruled off at Half-
Yearly Balance day, 30th June and 31st December each year.

In the event that there was some surplus time on hand, it was a good
time to get the domiciling of stationary up to date. This involved stamp-
ing the branch name on internal debits and credits. Sometimes we
would run out and while waiting for the stationary order to come, I
would obtain some from another branch., so there could be documents
in the days work bearing Murrurundi or Werris Creek on them.

It was traditional for juniors to be sent on various journeys to conduct
searches for impossible to find items and other documents such as the
“Verbal Agreement Form”. One junior from the Bank of New South
Wales (now Westpac) managed to return to his branch with the
Commonwealths Bank’s General Ledger under his arm! Another amus-
ing story was when the new junior at the Commonwealth Bank’s local
branch was given a large bell and instructed to walk up and down the
footpath at opening time (l0am in those days) crying out “The
Commonwealth Bank is open for business” which was the Bank’s adver-
tising slogan at the time. All good fun and we had time to indulge in it
in those easygoing days.

Twice a day we had the local exchanges. This was the exchange of
cheques drawn on locally represented banks and we would all meet at
the Rural Bank ( now Colonial State Bank of NSW) to hand over and col-
lect our cheques. Each Wednesday we would then “settle up” with each
Bank by either giving them a warrant for the amount we owed over the
past week or receive a warrant if we were owed money in settlement.
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' It was imperative to have your totals calculated and warrants made
out by the time of settlement on the Wednesdays because if you were
late, the other juniors would only wait about 5 minutes then head back
to their branches, leaving the late one to visit each individual bank to do
the settlement! It really stuffed up your day if that happened.

I recall a disastrous trip to the Rural Bank one day to collect two bags
of shilling coins. There was two hundred pounds ($400) in each cloth
bag. As I staggered back across the road with the bags dislocating my
arms from their sockets and the weight of the Bank issue .38 cal. wood-
en handled revolver threatening to pull my pants down, (it was manda-
tory to carry a revolver if you were collecting cash from another Bank,
although to shoot someone who was trying to abscond with bags of
coins, wasn’t high on the list of priorities), I tripped over the gutter near
the Terminus Hotel and one of the bags split open as I fell, scattering
coins in every direction! Instantly, patrons from the pub appeared and
spent the next few minutes helping me retrieve the coins. As I recall,
there were only a few missing when I reported back to the No. 1 Teller
with my tale of woe.

Another daily duty was preparing the banking chamber for the days
activities. The inkwells had to be checked, this meant firstly removing
the dead flies and bits of paper from the contents and then topping them
up. There was powdered ink for this purpose and the powder had to be
carefully mixed with water to make a brew. There was also red ink to be
mixed for the ledger girls. The pen nibs had to be changed if they had
splayed ends on them. Blotting paper had to be turned over or replaced
as necessary. The Accountant didn’t want his nib changed as it had firm
ends and was used for carbon copy work. This nib was called a poly-
graph. The Manager issued instructions not to touch his blotting pad
because he had important notes on it!

Every three months or so a couple of ladies would come to the branch
to clean the office typewriters (typewriters were b.c. - before computers)
They would come in wearing blue uniforms, lay out their bags contain-
ing the cleaning equipment, pull on a pair of rubber gloves and proceed
to clean the rollers, keys and letters with a toothbrush. When they had
cleaned everything they would wipe the unit with a rag. Job's done!

The Bank doors of course had to be opened at 10.00 am. and closed
at 3.00 pm. The punctuality of the opening and closing times of this exer-
cise could not be stressed highly enough by the Branch Accountant. He
and [ both watched the office clock like hawks as the minutes ticked
away.
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If T was not out there to the second (and I was, believe me!), he would
bellow at me across the office in his Scottish brogue to liven me up.

After I had completed a few months, I was dispatched to Sydney on
the train to attend the Inductee’s Training Course. This three-week
course was held in a couple of rooms above Broadway Branch and we
attended this venue daily having travelled from our accommodation at
Mosman. I recall we stayed at a private hotel or boarding house there
and travelled by tram down to the wharf at Taronga Park Zoo and then
by ferry across to Circular Quay. Our first day to the city was predictably
disastrous as, having boarded the City Circle train, we didn’t know how
or when to disembark so around and around the city circle we went
until we finally discovered how to get off. Our group of six (all country
kids and inexperienced in the ways of the big city) finally arrived at
Broadway for our first day’s training at well after 10.00 am!

As a further test of our responsibility, we were all given a key to the
side door of Broadway Branch with which to let ourselves in each morn-
ing. Unfortunately for me a few days later, I was showing my fellow
course members on the ferry coming to work one morning how far [
could toss my key in the air and catch it again, when it disappeared over
the side of the “South Steyne” and 37 years later, I assume is still on the
bottom of the harbour! Needless to say, my story to the Course Director
that day didn’t impress him mightily and he instructed me to be at the
branch the following Saturday morning for “some extra work” This
resulted in me counting, rolling and bagging pennies. Each roll of five
shillings (.50c) was bagged into five-pound lots. The trouble was, when
cach bag was finished, the Course Director, who was there supervising
me, would belt the bags against a table leg until the rolls broke and 1
would have to do it all over again! A bit like digging a hole and filling it
in again, over and over. Anyway I learnt my lesson and I was very care-
ful of my keys in future. In a few weeks the course finished and we all
headed off to our respective homes and branches, keen to practice our
new skills.

It was twelve months before I was allowed to learn the counter. How
to be a teller. I trained with another officer beside me in the tellers box,
one of those rarely seen enclosures nowadays, with its head high walls,
lockable (sometimes) door with a small slot or shelf upon which the
teller placed his completed deposits for the Rem clerk. Following train-
ing I soon became quite proficient at counting notes and rolling coin.
There was a fair bit of dexterity required to hold five bobs worth of pen-
nies (sixty coins nearly as big as a fifty cent piece) in one hand whilst
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putting them down on the coin wrapper ready to roll. Just as much skill
was needed to roll ten bobs worth of threepences. My tellers duties were
restricted to lunch time only. The cash holding, usually about three hun-
dred and fifty pounds ( seven hundred dollars),was counted at the start
of the lunchtime shift and balanced up an hour later to hand back to the
No.1 teller.

Our No.l teller was one Neville Hillenberg who, with the Branch
Accountant, Shearer Watt, had many attempts at giving up smoking.
They both entered into various pacts to give up the dreaded weed and
consumed many pounds (kilograms) of boiled lollies in lieu of. Of
course while they were suffering the symptoms of withdrawals, the rest
of the staff was also suffering! Other staff members, from memory, were
Janet MacDonald, whom I have met since and who lives in New
Zealand, Pat Doolan, Nancy McGuiness and a couple of others, names
of whom escape me. The Manager, Mr Commens was one of the old type
Bank Managers who we did not see much of. As he did not venture out
much on “business calls”, we didn’t really know what he did in his
office. We assumed that it was some very complicated banking business
that was beyond mere mortals such as us to understand.

[ also remember when one of the girls instructed me in the art of keep-
ing the strong-room tidy. I can recall sitting up on top of the ladder we
used to reach items stored near the roof when she used to stand at the
bottom and present me with a fine view of her ample breasts. This was
usually on Saturday mornings when the girls didn’t have to wear their
regulation maroon and white Bank uniforms and wore ordinary clothes
instead. This particular young lady usually wore a low cut and well -
filled blouse on those days and they were most impressive to a sixteen -
year old youth!

As far as Saturday morning work went, we worked every Saturday
morning, opening the doors at 9.30 am. and closing them at 12.00 pm.
For that effort I received twelve shillings and sixpence (12/6d or $1.25)
penalty rates. Another of my duties was the calculation of the fortnight-
ly salaries and I used to dream about the day that I would receive the
same money as the teller who received about twenty-four pounds ($48)
per fortnight after tax and superannuation. This was about twelve
pounds more than I received.

Each year there was an amount levied on the staff - I think only the
male staff, although I'm not sure about that - which was the “Officers
Fidelity Fund” This fund provided for restitution in case an officer
absconded or diddled the Bank of its money.
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One day we were honoured by the arrival of The Auditor! Mr. ]ack‘
Williams, whose presence caused much consternation to the Manager
and the Accountant. Mr. Williams showed me how to destroy old vouch-
ers and cheques by placing the bundles in a 44-gallon drum with the
bottom cut out and stacking them around the sides. A fire was then lit at
the bottom and it took a few hours then to destroy them.

A yearly event took place at Tamworth in the form of a Northern
Dinner for branch staff of the North West and New England areas. All
staff were invited and we used to get a ride up to Tamworth which was
50 kms away in Nev Hillenberg's Peugeot 203. A really good time was
had by all at these functions which were also attended by some of the
Brass from Sydney.

About this time | had saved up twenty - five pounds ($50) - not bad
considering my pay was around eleven pounds ($22) per fortnight and
I usually spent it all, on what I don’t really remember. So I decided to
buy a second hand motorcycle, a 1948 500cc AJS. It was a bit of a bomb
but I thought it was terrific and had a great time with it. I used to ride it
from my home at Wallabadah to work, ten miles on a gravel road. I had
had the bike only a few weeks when, going home one afternoon, I col-
lided with a piglet and threw the lot down the road. I can still remem-
ber the look on Dad'’s face (he was an old motorcyclist of previous days)
when I hobbled into the house with the knee out of my trousers and a
fair amount of skin off my arms. I didn’t wear a leather jacket in those
days or in fact a helmet as they weren’t compulsory, as a matter of fact
helmets were a rarity, even the local motorcycle cop, Malcolm Williams
didn’t wear one, he wore a leather cap on his Triumph Thunderbird.

Quite a few times I would arrive at work with dirt and oil on my
pants so I used to kecp a clean pair at work.

A couple of years after I started work, Mum and Dad got moved to
Sydney - Dad was a school teacher and he had been appointed to
Principal at Elanora Heights on Sydney’s northern beaches. I stayed
with a family at Wallabadah for a while then moved into Quirindi to
Green’s Boarding House. There were about eight of us there, a few
bankies and a couple of Stock and Station Agent’s clerks. It was a fairly
typical boarding establishment and was run by Mrs. Green and her
daughter, Lorna. Mrs. Green was a fine old lady who used to wait up for
us to come home from our evening’s entertainment.
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'Even if we staggered in from the pub at midnight or later, Mrs. Green
would always be up, sipping tea in the kitchen. She would instruct us to
have a large drink of water before going to bed. This was to minimize
the resultant hangover she told us. It worked too, and I will still have a
drink of water nowadays if 1 have had too many beers.

There was one incident at the boarding house I recall and that was
when my motorcycle backfired and burst into flame after I tried to start
it. It was all most exciting - there was me desperately scooping up large
quantities of Mrs. Green’s garden to throw on the bike to douse the fire,
while part of the back fence caught alight at the same time. The fire
brigade appeared within minutes however and took control.
Unfortunately the bike (it was a Triumph at that stage) was dead and 1
had to buy another one in Sydney on my next annual leave.

After three years at Quirindi Branch it was time to move on myself
and a transfer, the first of many, came in the form of the usual letter of
the time, from Head Office and starting with the immortal words,
“Please provide Mr D.M.M Jobson with a letter of introduction and
instruct him to report to ............. “ In this first case it was to Dee Why
Branch, Sydney. Not a bad move for a country kid and quite handy as 1
would be able to live at home with my parents at Mona Vale where they
had moved a year or so before. So off I went, on my 1951 model Triumph
Tiger 100 motorcycle.

Reporting to Dee Why Branch in January 1961, [ was appointed No.1
teller. Now this was a far cry from lunchtime teller in the bush! Dee Why
was and still is, a busy beach-side suburb and I can tell you I was really
hanging out for the first few weeks as I tried to get on top of the job. One
thing that made it easier to settle in was the boss’s new typist and junior
officer, Helen Tracey. Over 30 years later and after raising a fine family,
we are still happily married and very fond of each other. May it contin-
ue! Helen and I started going out as a group with other staff members
and nearly all that original group are also still together so that says
something for those sixties relationships.

We all had a ball in those days. Four of us fellows had VW beetles and
we drove all over the countryside with our partners. We went on picnics,
to the drive-ins, to Oran Park and Amaroo racetracks, the Blue
Mountains, down the south coast, up the north coast, everywhere!
Everyone got on well at work and we formed long lasting friendships.
As a matter of fact around 15/20 of us get together every three years for
our Ex CBC Dee Why staff get-to-gether.
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The reunion was formed in 1984 and at those first couple of meetings,
in 1984 and 1987, we had our original three managers from those early
1960's - Adrian Abrams, Ken Errington and Cecil Waddy. The last meet-
ing was in February, 1999 and hopefully will continue for many years to
come.

Around 1964, the Manager, Ken Errington, decided that his typist,
Helen and his No.1 teller were getting a little too friendly for the better-
ment of their respective careers (I used to give Helen a kiss every now
and again in the strong-room!) 50 it was time to be moved out and once
again the dreaded letter! This time not too far away as [ was appointed
2nd officer at Balgowlah Branch. While there, and in September 1967,
Helen and I were married at St. Johns, Dee Why and bought a house in
Alfred Street Narraweena where we settled into family life. Over the
next ten years our five children were born. A son, a daughter, another
son and to top it off, in 1977, twin boys!

In October 1969 [ was transferred to the position of General Hand at
Pitt and Bathurst Streets Branch in Sydney. A couple of extra weekly
duties there were to conduct agencies away from the branch. One was at
the old Dental Hospital in Elizabeth Street and the other was at the
Anglican Church at Town Hall. Two of us would go and set up a small
banking facility by way of accepting deposits to staff and pupils pass-
book accounts.

Pitt and Bathurst Streets Branch was classed as an “Early Opener” We
would open at 8.00 am. and close at 6.00 pm. to allow early workers to
conduct Savings Bank transactions on their way to work. There was a
roster system to staff this facility.

This was my first city branch and it was quite different from subur-
ban branch banking. I enjoyed my stay here.

In June 1970 I went to Head Office, 343 George Street, where | helped
set up a Centralised Proof area within our Clearings Branch. This was
another area where we enjoyed ourselves. There appeared to be more
time and as well, a relaxed attitude which made the days pass quicker
and more enjoyably. We worked hard and at odd hours. If we had a late
night, say 10.00 or 11.00 pn,, then we might not start until mid morning
next day, as the first of our workflow didn’t commence until lunchtime.
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r 1 remember on a couple of occasions when we had had a really bad week
what with machine breakdowns, staff problems, system problems etc.,
and yours truly and Supervisor Myfanwy White, together with two or
three other senior staff, met early next day at a local tavern where we
well and truly primed ourselves for the day ahead! I can remember the
Manager of Clearings Branch, Don Bullivant, discreetly ignoring our
enebriated ways at the time. He had little choice actually between mak-
ing a fuss or leaving us alone as no one else would want to or would
have been able to work those hours. At that time more and more branch-
es were coming on line and the pressure was beginning to tell. A light
appeared though, at last and in the shape of a new Data Processing
Centre at St. Leonards at North Sydney and we moved into it in mid
1972.

St. Leonards was an excellent area to work in. Modern and with state
of the art proof and computer hardware. Whereas at Clearings Branch,
Sydney our machines were IBM 2000’s - mechanical proof machines that
had wrist operated bins! When the operator keyed in the amount fol-
lowed by the relative bin number, she (yes, they were all females) acti-
vated the bin by hitting the edge of it with the heel of her hand where-
upon the bin would fly open and the cheque could be put in! The girls
were extremely proficient at the operations too I might add.

At the new centre we were supplied with NCR 450’s. These were a
computerised unit and were very quick. Initial teething problems were
soon behind us however and the Proof Centre settled down to a pretty
efficient department. We had some good times at St. Leonards too. As
work increased, shifts were introduced and the supervisory staff found
themselves working from say 8.00 am. until 4.00 pm. one week, from
4.30 pm. to 11.30 pm. another week and then, the graveyard shift! - from
midnight to 7.30 am. The operators had their own times. They were
mostly ethnic women, Argentines, Brazilians and some Asians. They
were nearly all married and were the only ones willing to work those
hours. They were excellent staff, all with a very high work ethic. Some
couldn’t even speak English when they were employed and 1 had to
appoint a Supervisor to teach them some English and numbers so they
could use the machines! Most of them picked it up very quickly.

Early in 1973 I received another transfer, This time back to the branch-
es and I was appointed Accountant at 35 Pitt Street Branch, down near
Circular Quay, Sydney. This was a good little branch to work in. [ had a
good boss, Col Boomer and he and I got along really well. A well remem-
bered incident at 35 Pitt Street was when we were robbed one day!
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I was sitting in my office when Col came out complaining that his
alarm had gone off. There were quite a few false alarms in those days
with unreliable systems in place and Col thought that it was just anoth-
er one of those. When I glanced down at the tellers counters however
my eyes popped as I observed a large female jamming cash into a small
bag while holding a small pistol under the neck of the eighteen year old
male teller. At that moment she ran (read: waddled) out the door and up
Pitt Street, Pitt Lane and into George Street. Col and I, brandishing our
own bank .38 Smith & Wesson’s, pursued her up George Street (by this
time our guns were uncomfortably in our pockets) where | grabbed her
by the shoulder and inquired, rather shakily, whether she had just held
up our Bank! We frog-marched her back to the Branch where the Armed
Hold-up Squad had just arrived.

The Police then took over and she was duly arrested and subse-
quently charged with the offence. We discovered later that this woman
had come from a country town with her small children whom she had
trained in minor burglary. Apparently her kids used to slip into houses
and unlock doors so they could nick the contents. As a reward for han-
dling the drama, the staff received extra days off, not at the time, but
added onto their annual leave and Col and [ received the call to go to the
State Manager’s office the following week where we both received a
cheque for $250 and a letter of commendation for our efforts! No
Counsellors in those days, just re-open the Branch after the police had
departed and back to work!

A few months after 1 started at 35 Pitt Street Branch, 1 went to
Fernleigh Castle for a training course. Fernleigh Castle, which is at Rose
Bay in Sydney, was established as a training college in 1966 and dedi-
cated by the then General Manager, Mr R.H.S. Cavan. Fernleigh Castle,
like the Bank it served, has a long history, which extends as far back as
1831. In that year 60 acres was granted to one Samuel Breakwater who
eventually sold the land to Charles W. Roberts who built himself a smali
stone cottage which he named “The Ferns”. In 1881 the property then
known as “Fernleigh” was sold to Frank Bennett, a well-known Sydney
Newspaperman. Bennett decided to remodel the cottage into a replica of
a Scottish castle. The original stone cottage was not demolished, it was
incorporated into the castle and now forms the present lounge and din-
ing rooms. The gardens are, even now, quite extensive. The castle was
used by the CBC bank as its training venue from 1966 to 1982, when the
CBC and the National Bank of Australasia Ltd merged to form National
Australia Bank. The castle was sold a couple of years after merger for
around $4m.
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y The course at Fernleigh was excellent. The Principal Cyril Coxon, was
a senior banker and who was an ex-army officer and the courses were
run with typical military precision. Each morning the Australian flag
was raised from one of the turrets and each evening the flag was low-
ered. On a couple of occasions, the flag flew all night to the great unhap-
piness of the Principal and to the extreme embarrassment of the bank
officer who failed in his duty the previous night.

We were treated as gentlemen by the domestic staff. The chef served
the most delectable meals, all with the proper linen and silverware etc.
We made many friendships there and the memories will live with me for
a lifetime.

Not long after my return to 35 Pitt Street Branch, I received a call from
the Personnel chief, Norm Hanlan who requested my “temporary”
return to St. Leonards Centre DP to assist an emergency tecam being
formed to clear up a whole lot of errors and general mess that had com-
pounded since the Bank went on line (with computers) two years before.
So, off I went, back to the old job, ostensibly for “a few weeks” which, in
reality, became a further three years.

The first few days at St. Leonards saw the formation of our new team
headed by Bob Young. There were also quite a few “heavies” from Audit
and Systems who were obviously charged with the overseeing of the
exercise. It wasn’t long before we had our brief and we departed into the
bowels of the Centre to concentrate on clearing a paper deficit of some
$35m! The next few months turned into years and it took us that long to
finally clear most of the errors - by legitimate means and some not so
legitimate means which really means cross balancing some entries
which didn’t have relative contras. Anyway the job was eventually
finalised to the satisfaction of the Auditors and the whole team was then
disbanded. My next appointment was as Accountant at Neutral Bay
Branch and I commenced duties there in November 1975.

Neutral Bay was a cramped little branch that had the strongroom
built in the middle of the branch. This meant that all activities were cen-
tred on the room and it was an awkward place in which to work. I was
not there long - around ten months or so and in October of 1976 I was
appointed Accountant at Dee Why Branch. Yes, I had gone back to the
old stamping grounds of the 1960’s. The branch had been relocated diag-
onally across the road in new premises and was a very modern place to
work in. There was a large staff of about 25 with a large ledger section
and three securities officers.
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My role as Branch Accountant was virtually an Assistant Manager’s
job as there was an Assistant Accountant who actually supervised the
staff and day to day activities. The job was a busy one and many late
nights were experienced to keep the show moving.

In mid 1978, Personnel phoned and advised that I was in line for my
first Managerial appointment. They said that if [ chose country service I
would get a Branch more quickly however if I elected to stay in the
city/suburbs the appointment would take a little longer. At home I
talked it over with the family and it was decided that we would head
bush!

A couple of months later I received word that I had been appointed
Manager at Corowa Branch. “Where’s that?” I asked, “I've never heard
of it” So when we looked at the map and saw it was down on the
Murray River, well!

Anyway arrive we did. The whole seven of us, Keith aged 10, Alison
8, Luke 5 and Peter and Ben aged 1 as well as Helen and I. I remember
that day of arrival quite well. As we cruised down the street in our
Falcon XB V8 station wagon with Millard caravan on behind and look-
ing for the Branch, some people yelled out that we could park around
the back via the
parking area of the
local pub. So
around the block
we went and man-
aged to slot the car
and van into the
back yard of the |
bank.

Our three-year
stay in Corowa
was probably the §
best three years of
our lives as a fami-
ly group. It was
only a matter of
weeks when [ was inducted into the local APEX club which immediate-
ly introduced us to 25 different families most of which had kids of
around the same age group. We had some great outings, wood drives,
paper drives, car rallies and a variety of working bees. We made some
long lasting friendships, which continue to this day.
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Corowa Branch
. | was a four hander
i | in those days and
was one of the last
of the manual
branches. ic: it had
manual posted cur-
rent account and
savings bank led-
gers. Some days if
the work started to
back up, I would
assist the ledger
keeper to post the ledgers. The system being that you would hand enter
the cheque number and amount (or credit) and either add or subtract
that amount from the previous balance and enter the new balance, writ-
ing beside it dr. or cr.

Each account operated on then had a small slip of paper called a
marker put at the top of the page so we knew next day which account to
call back. If a credit account was overdrawn or a debit account was in
excess of its limit, then the cheques posted to it were turned out as “ref-
erences” these had to be initialled by the Manager if paid or processed
as dishonours if not paid. At the same time as the balances were calcu-
lated, interest products had to be entered into a separate “ Decimal “
book and interest products ruled off each month so that interest due
could be calculated for payment each six months, in June and December.

In 1981 the Bank decided to withdraw revolvers from branches. These
firearms were wooden and plastic handled Webley Scotts. So we decid-
ed to get rid of all the old boxes of ammunition on hand by having a
shoot. Instructions in those days were that all staff had to have a prac-
tice shoot every six months presumably so that we could all pot a rob-
ber who dared to rob our Bank. Anyway out we went to a customer’s
property and found a dam in one of his paddocks. There we set up a few
old cans and proceeded to blast away with our pair of ancient old .38's.
I think we went through at least 6 boxes of ammunition that day and
from memory most of the cans were unmarked! A couple of months
later, an officer from Premises Department came to the branch and took
our revolvers away. Another old tradition had gone!

Getting to know your customers was very important and more par-
ticularly in country towns.
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I made up my mind initially that I would go and call on as many cus-
tomers as possible in the time we were in Corowa. And so over the next
three years I called on lots of farmers. There were visits to a wide vari-
ety of farming enterprises, sheep, cattle, and crops. I did quite a few
rounds on harvesters as the farmers harvested their crops. I also went to
local sheep sales and field days and of course the pub after sale day! [
think the whole family fitted in very well with the local community,
which was a closely-knit one in those days.

Our kids were in just about everything going. They were in the local
Band, the Border Brass Band, the Swimming Club, Hockey and Little
Athletics. Peter and Ben were well known up and down the street and
many times some local customers brought them in off the street where
they had been riding their scooters. A favourite trick of Peter and Ben
was to sit on the ledge of the upstairs balcony and Frisbee the lids off
Helen’s saucepans. This didn’t do them much good. (the kids or the
lids). The residence was quite large with big bedrooms and a formal din-
ing room with fireplace. In the back yard were fruit trees and a grape
vine. In the kitchen were a series of mechanical bells which were linked
to some areas upstairs. For example if the Manager or his wife required
the services of the maid (who was provided in the early days - she had
separate quarters upstairs) then they pushed a button on the wall and it
rang a bell downstairs, at the same time lifting a small flap to disclose a
number which indicated the room to which she was summoned. There
was even a bell over the bath in the bathroom, the mind boggles! In the
back yard were the old horse stables where the Manager kept his horse.
They have since been converted to flats.

In June of 1981 we once again received our marching orders. This time
it was to the South Coast, Milton, (between Nowra and Batemans Bay)
There were many tears on the day we drove out of Corowa, from all of
us, however we headed off to our new life and it wasn’t long before we
arrived in Milton and set about unpacking all our gear again! Included
in this gear was “Dutchess” the pet duck and “Henrietta” our pet ban-
tam plus her babies. There was also “Puss” our black and white cat as
well as some guinea pigs. On the trip to the coast, we stayed one night
in a motel at Batemans Bay. When we went to pack up the caravan next
morning for the short trip to Milton, we found that all the poultry had
escaped from their respective cages/boxes in the van and were happily
wandering around inside! Eventually we got them all mustered and
recaged and headed off.
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Milton was quite a nice little town although Helen never really liked
it there. Of course my connections and impressions were different to
Helen'’s generally as she didn’t have the same contacts as I did. All the
kids settled down quickly which was fairly predictable. Kids get along
well with others and of course the beaches were only a few kilometres
away so they quickly adapted to the surf culture.

The residence at Milton was separate from the Bank as it had been
built a few years before at the bottom of the block and well away from
the branch. It was a four bedroom brick cottage of fairly average con-
struction and presentation. We had some very good neighbors in the
form of Steve and Sue Abbott and kids. Steve arrived about the same
time that we did and had been appointed as the local Anglican Minister.
Our families got on very well together.

Attached to the branch was the original Manager’s residence. The
whole unit had been constructed in the 1880's and was fairly typical of
its time. Large high ceiling rooms with a long dark central hallway.
Outside laundry and garage. The kitchen had been updated at one stage.
The residence was in unofficial use as a relieving staff “Milton Hilton.”
This was where the Relieving staff stayed when they were on duty in the
local area and if they were travelling up and down the coast on jobs. |
never really found out how many keys to the front door were in exis-
tence!

The branch was well set up and accommodated the six staff quite
well. Some Milton branch staff members stayed in the old residence per-
manently and paid $10 per week for the privilege.

We stayed in Milton for nearly six years, a couple of years too long
really. However I enjoyed it and the job variety it presented. The area
was timber and dairy farming and as a community, was very parochial.
Most of the townspeople were born and bred “Miltonites” however,
there started in the early 1980’s, an influx of alternative lifestyle people
who brought an arty/crafty flavour to the area. I thought this was quite
good but many locals didn’t really go for it. They also had trouble recog-
nising that the nearby town of Ulladulla was becoming a booming
tourist town. Milton was the original inland village when the area was
settled last century because of the rich soil and farming potential and
Ulladulla was the sea port where the supplies from Sydney arrived for
delivery by horse drawn vehicles.

There were many small beachside settlements in the area. One of the
most popular was Lake Conjola which became a very busy area when
the tourists moved in.
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[ used to do quite a lot of property valuations there and around the
area. This was usually when the tourists had gone home and reflected
on their recent holiday and what fun it was. They would then think
about buying a house or a business in the district and approach their
banks for finance who would then contact us for an inspection.

In mid 1987 we moved again. This time to Unanderra, a suburb of
Wollongong near Figtree. The Bank's residence was at Mangerton and it
was a very nice house. The branch was in a busy part industrial part res-
idential section and was a fairly busy spot. [ had an excellent staff there,
only two males and seven females. By this time the Bank was supplying
motor cars to their managers and I was driving the second car since they
became available in 1984. The first one was an XE Falcon, the second
was an XF Falcon, bought just before moving to Unanderra.

While in Unanderra 1 went to an Advanced Managers course in
Melbourne. This was the second Manager’s course that I had attended,
the first one being at Fernleigh Castle in 1980 whilst at Corowa Branch.
These courses were very good both academically and socially. | also
attended a Sales course in Newcastle, driving up from Unandetrra.

All the Managers in Wollongong got on very well and every few
weeks a few of us would take half the Friday off and head off to lunch
at a couple of select Italian Restaurants. There we would partake of deli-
cious Fettuccine and Pasta dishes washed down with Italian reds fol-
lowed by a sambucca and short black! Unfortunately this pleasant state
of affairs didn’t last very long following the arrival of our new Area
Manager who learnt fairly quickly where half of his Managers had gone
every other Friday! We were supposedly out “calling” - which we in fact
were, calling on our restaurant owning customers!

While in Wollongong and living at Mangerton, the Bank’s car, pro-
vided for our use, was stolen twice! It was recovered both times with
only minor damage. Apparently it was used once in a robbery in Sydney
overnight and abandoned back at Wollongong the next morning.

The family enjoyed Wollongong. There were excellent beaches, quick
access to the south coast and rain forests all within easy reach of our
place and the city.

In June 1990 1 received the call to transfer back to Corowa ! Yes we
were off again and back to where we had been some nine years before.
This time the move was easier as we knew the town and the people.
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’ The branch was a lot busier than the one I had left in 1981 as the CBC

and National had merged some years before and of course the business
had more than doubled.

Three years later I was informed of my impending movement yet
again however this time, following family consultation, we decided that
we didn’t want to move again for various reasons. One was that Helen
had established a business in town and our twin boys were in the senior
years at high school. So.... I decided to take a year off on Long Service
leave and concentrate on a few jobs around our house which we had
recently purchased in Corowa, having sold our old Narraweena house
in Sydney.

The year off went fairly quickly (don’t they all)? and as December
1993 rolled around it was time to consider my future. Contact with the
bank regarding an “early retirement” didn’t produce the desired result
so, on 5 December, 1994 I returned to duty having been appointed a
relieving Manager based in Wagga Wagga. [ went to our District Office
in Canberra for rehab purposes and decided after a few days that I real-
ly didn’t want to do this job any more and so decided to give the Bank
away. I had been looking at a small business for the past few months so
now was the time to take the plunge and become self-employed, some-
thing I always said [ wouldn’t do. I am now the sole proprictor of a Car
Detailing business in Corowa and it is something that [ enjoy doing very
much.

The final chapter in my banking career was as a relieving manager at
Walla Walla Branch, near Albury. This is a small three hander branch, an
old CBC branch , which was very appropriate, and it was a very enjoy-
able last three weeks spent there. On the very last day, Thursday 5
January, 1995 I opened the doors at 9.30 am and closed them at 4.00 pm!
Exactly what my first day’s duties had been 37 years before at Quirindi,
the only difference being that in those days the doors opened at 10.00
am. and closed at 3.00 pm.

An enjoyable career has finally ended. The past has been interesting,
my family has made many friends and our children’s outlook on life has
been broadened as has ours. I guess that if [ had any disappointments it
would only be that as Helen and I tour around the countryside on two
wheels or four, I notice that practically all the old bank branches, of any
bank, not just CBC, are now craft shops, antique shops, secondhand
shops and, horrors of horrors, “piggy banks!” those small boutique style
establishments that provide a counter service of sorts but where you can-
not get selective financial advice and or a lending decision from the staff.
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That, as they say, is progress. Is it really? The question is for you to‘
ponder because I've been there and done that. The readers of the future
will only know about the old “proper” days of banking by reading first
hand accounts like this.

David Murray Martin Jobson
5th January, 1995
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CBC Dee Why Staff - 1964
Nicolette, Jeanette, Helen, John, Carol, Marlicne,
Fred, Kerry and Ross
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Section One
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
DAVID MURRAY MARTIN JOBSON

Q]:hapter One - mhe Beginnings

In writing one’s life story, one has to find a starting point and I guess
this commences with my own parents, Walter Henry Jobson and
Carmen Wilga Jobson (nee Goverts.)

My Dad was born at Chatsworth Island, NSW on 4 March, 1903 to
George Henry Jobson and Edith Annie Jobson (nee Taylor.) His siblings
were George Arthur and Gwendoline Mary. (Known as “Mick” and
“Girl” respectively.) George and Edith Annie were married in 1902 at
Maclean NSW. George’s parents were Henry Jobson and Mary Tevelein
who were married in Launceston Tasmania in 1870. A Family Tree con-
nection traces the Jobson Clan back to Henry Jobson, Victualler,
Yorkshire England, in 1815. My father died at Mona Vale on 16 January
1971 following a series of heart attacks, strokes and at one stage, an
amputation of his right leg.

Mum was born at Hay NSW on 19 June, 1909 and was the only child
of Adolph Goverts and Freda Wilhelmina Lucia Goverts (nee Meier).
There was however a half-sister named Lotte who was born to my
Grandmother Freda when she was younger and before she met Adolph.
The father is unknown. Mum’s parents had come to Australia from
Germany a few years before mum was born to start a new life. The
Govert's family tree can be traced back to 1426 and is documented in a
small family volume. In late 1911 the family returned to Germany for a
short holiday. That was the only time that my mother met her half-sister
Lotte, although in later years after Lotte married, they wrote letters to
each other. These were unfortunately misplaced in the late 1950's and
contact was lost.

Dad grew up on and around the North Coast of NSW and decided to
become a schoolteacher. Teachers of this period did a twelve month
course initially followed by many years of further study. His first
appointment was to Gangara, a very small settlement near Dorrigo in
northern New South Wales. One of the stories that Mum told me about
Dad when he was at Dorrigo was, that when he went away on a course
or holiday, the sons of the woman whose home he boarded at, would
wear his clothes around the town! Dad spent some twelve months there
before transferring to Milvale between Temora and Young, then later on,

to Erigolia near Rankins Springs in Western New South Wales.
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r It was also at Dorrigo that my father purchased his first motorcycle,
a Douglas. This bike was a flat twin and featured belt drive to the rear
wheel. The trouble was, that on a wet day, riding up the infamous
Dorrigo mountain, the rear wheel would clog with red mud and even-
tually cease to function as a conveyance! Dad also played Rugby League
for Dorrigo, which was a great effort as he suffered from asthma and
other chronic nasal conditions at that time and indeed throughout the
rest of his life. It was hoped that his transfer to Erigolia would be of ben-
efit to his health. Dad also played Australian Rules Football for Rankins
Springs.

My mother and her family moved to Sydney very early in her life and
settled at North Sydney. It wasn't long after this move that her father,
Adolph, being of German stock, volunteered to go to a Concentration
Camp at Liverpool, west of Sydney at the outbreak of World War One
because there were no jobs and he thought that it would be easier on the
family. Apparently a lot of German Nationals were interned for the
duration because they were “the enemy.” This situation meant that my
grandmother had to solely take care of my mother who was then aged
about five years.

“Mutti” (and German for “mother”), as my grandmother was known,
obtained various cleaning jobs around Sydney and my mother used to
trot along with her and help out. My grandmother also worked for an
important Sydney Woolbuyer, Ludwig Bersch who owned a big man-
sion at Neutral Bay. The home is still there and at one stage was used (in
much later years) as the Norwegian Seaman’s Mission. The Berchs were
very good to my grandparents and set them up in a house in Belmore.
They paid for the house and when the mortgage was cleared, gifted it to
my grandparents.

Once a fortnight Mum and Mutti would take the train out to the
Liverpool Camp to see her father. This ritual was kept up throughout the
war years until my grandfather died of diabetes on 2 January, 1918 at
Victoria Barracks in Sydney. He was fifty-six, having been born in
Hamburg, Germany, on 10 December, 1862. Five months before, in a let-
ter to my mother, who was then eight years old, he wrote of the impend-
ing fortnightly visit from his family. Mum still has that letter and here it
is in translated form, original grammar and spelling:
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CONCENTRATION CAMPS, AUSTRALIA
AUSTRALIA PRISONER OF WAR LETTER

Liverpool 14 August, 1917
My dear daughter

Here at last is a letter from your Father the answer I owe you so long but if
I had more convenience like you have you would have had your reply some days
ago. But never mind this is not the fopic I am to write about it is to speak about
the coming visiting day next Sunday. If the strike is not settled in the next few
days, which I do not think will happen, then we will have to wait and whistle
another fortnight. So you may tell your dear mother not to come out here unless
everything is settled if no inconvenience for mother and you to travel. The last
disappointed visiting day mainly I missed was the pigs cheek. If only you could
have made use of the big pigs ears as wings and sent it out to me like an aero-
plane.

Next you come to visit me I shall try to gather a few wild flowers which grow
around my working place in profusion.

I must conclude now. 1 wishing to be remembered to Mrs. McKay and Jack.
With fondest love to you and your dear mother.

From your Father

The reference to the pigs cheek was that my grandmother used to buy
pigs heads from the butcher very cheaply and make a soup to take with
her upon their visits.

During his internment, my grandfather made, amongst other things,
a document box from red cedar. The box has carved German printing on
the lid, above a map of Australia and flanked by the dates 1914 and 1917
and a kangaroo and an emu. Names and addresses of Adolph and
Frieda are on the back and front of the box respectively. There are Family
Crests on each end. The box is beautifully made and is lockable.
Unfortunately the soft timber has split at one stage and was repaired.
The inscription on the lid translates thus:
“Remember my time as Prisoner - of - War during the World War.
To my beloved wife to hand down from her husband Adolph.”

My mother and grandmother struggled along through life following
the death of their father and husband and in her spare time, my mother
played, as kids do, extensively around the foreshores of Milsons Point
and Lavender Bay mostly with her childhood friends, Kit Kindler and
Hazel Savage.
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' Eventually Mutti met another man, Ernest Berndt, a wharf labourer
on the Sydney waterfront. They met through an advertisement that
Ernest had placed in a newspaper. They eventually married. Ernie was
good to my grandmother and the family got on well. By this time my
mother was in a Convent School in Lavender Bay Sydney, having gone
there when she was eleven years old. A few years later she attended
Pymble Ladies College.

As my mother and her friends grew up it was time to think about get-
ting on with their own lives. So one day my mother and Aunty Kit were
travelling to Manly on the ferry from Circular Quay when they spotted
an advertisement in the Sydney Morning Herald for a shop assistant at
Erigolia. My mother applied for and got the job and in early 1926 caught
a train to a new life and her destiny at the tender age of seventeen! The
position she took on was general shop assistant which meant serving
customers, doing the stores books and other things as required. The
store was owned by the Moller family and, along with the school and
hotel, have long since disappeared from the area.

A short time later fate took a hand when my father was transferred
from Milvale to Erigolia. Of course a single young man of twenty three,
with a good job and a motorcycle was a great hit with the townspeople
in general and the young ladies in particular! Of specific interest was my
mother who was a beautiful young woman with waist length golden
hair. Mum and Dad were introduced to
each other by one Basil Luelf. The Luelf
family still farm the district. Another
brother, Murray (from whom my mid-
dle name was taken) presently lives in
Corowa with his wife Esme.

Mum and Dad started keeping com- pits
pany and a year later got engaged. My k&
mother then moved back to Belmore
where her family lived and learnt to
sew, as she was to become a sewing
teacher at my father’s school after their
wedding. They were married at Saint
Andrews Church of England, Lakemba §
in Sydney on 29 December, 1928.
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Following my parent’s honeymoon, which was spent at Thirroul near‘

Wollongong, they were transferred to Hermidale, a small village
between Cobar and Nyngan in far Western New
South Wales. The year was 1929 and a time
when roads were red dirt and communica-
tion was primitive. The main mode of
transport was the railway and people
used the train to travel to nearby larger
towns for shopping. It was on one of
these trains that my mother journeyed to
Sydney in preparation for the birth of her
first child, my older brother Walter \
George, who was born at Belmore on 16
December, 1931.

@hapter Two - mhe Early Years

Nearly ten years later, on 22 October 1941, I was born at Bindawalla
Private Hospital at Wellington New South Wales. Our family had moved
to Wellington in 1935 following my father’s transfer to Apsley, a small
community some 10 kilometres west of Wellington which had a one
teacher school. The school and most of the community are now gone.

My childhood was a lot of fun. The earliest recollection in my own
mind was, at the tender age of two, taking our Sealyham terrier, Paddy,
for a “holiday” down to the Wellington Railway Station without inform-
ing my mother of course! This event caused great consternation to my
parents and it was some hours before I was located, sitting at the station,
Paddy patiently by my side. I don’t know what I would have done had
a train come in! Another memorable event was the first day at school.
This was a terrible day for both me and my unfortunate mother. Mum
had left me in the tender care of Miss Reidy, one of the infants teachers
and I remember her cajoling me into the classroom with the promise of
many toys to play with. Unfortunately when I opened the cupboard, the
contents all fell out on top of me. This drama motivated me to immedi-
ately head for home as fast as possible, howling all the way. My mother
eventually brought me back and my education resumed albeit a little
tentatively.
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' Other childhood memories included my friends. My best mate and part-

ner was one Sarah Croudas. Sarah and I were involved in many adven-

tures and eventually drove my poor mother to a nervous breakdown!
One of the incidents that precipitat-
ed that emotional collapse was the
paint episode. One day the two of us
were apparently having a boring
time so we decided that we would
paint a fence that a neighbour had
been painting. He had left the paint

near the fence while having a break
| when Sarah and I set to with the
brushes and tins and proceeded to
make an unholy mess of everything.
After a few minutes we were sick of our new found careers and thought
it would be a good idea to pour the contents of the can over our heads!
This we did to each other then trotted off to our respective homes. My
mother tells me that she and Dad spent hours with turps etc. cleaning
me up. I think Sarah’s mum ended up with a nervous condition also!
Other little gems we came up with were tearing up neighbour’s mail
and rearranging the flowers in their gardens. Oh yes, we were little hor-
rors and yet we looked like angels especially Sarah who was a pretty lit-
tle girl with blonde hair.

Our back yard in Jean Street was always full of kids and bikes. One
of my favourite toys when I was a little younger was a model pedal car
and I remember that Dad used to call it a “humdinger.” Some of my
friends were Murray Shields, Ray Devenish and Peter Collins. We had
plum, apricot and peach trees in the back yard. Another game we played
was parachuting off the back shed with an umbrella. It never worked
very satisfactorily.

I enjoyed the social side of my early education and my mates and |
had a good time at school. My father used to cycle out to Apsley School
every morning and some days, if I were running late he would double
me on the handlebars of his “Conqueror” road racing push bike and
drop me off at Wellington Primary School. At school each morning, we
had milk delivered in 1/3 pint bottles. We used to line up at recess and
quaff our quota of lukewarm milk on the understanding that it was
doing us some good. Also at recess we played many games, marbles,
hide and seek, sticks and some other “games” which were not approved
by teachers, one being rock fights where we would fill our pockets with
stones (which were plentiful in those days of natural surface playgrounds,
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no concrete and only limit-
ed black asphalt in some
areas) and then proceed to
pelt each other with the
rocks until someone got
hurt then we would give |
that up and move on to }
some other nefarious activi-
ty.

My father was very inter-
ested in the Scouting movement and brother Wal was a Scout also. When
I was younger | was a Cub. In those days our uniform included a little
green “skull” cap with gold braid on the seams. Very smart. Dad was the
local Scoutmaster and ran a very effective troop as the group was called.
[ remember going to Melbourne for a big international Scout Jamboree
in 1949. It was a huge event with Scouts from around the world attend-
ing.

During the war years at Wellington, the early 1940’s, the items con-
sidered these days as essential, didn’t exist in most cases. Our refrigera-
tor was a hession bag placed over a large wooden container with the bag
being kept damp. The idea being that the air blowing through the bag
kept the items cool. Mum used to do the washing in a copper which was
heated up by a fire underneath and the clothes stirred around by a stick.
They were then hung out on a wire clothes line propped up by long
poles. Wooden pegs were used.

After the 1939-1945 War, my grandmother died from the effects of a
stroke. Soon after, Uncle Ernie met another woman and the two of them
remained in my grandmother’s house in Belmore until the estate was
settled and the house sold. My mother shared half the proceeds of the
sale with Uncle Ernie. Mum kept in contact with him for a few years but
that contact was lost and the family
never did find out what happened
to him.

My parents had a Dodge car circa
1936. It had a bench front seat for
two passengers and a “dicky” seat in
the rear. This was a seat that folded
into the boot line when not being | .
used and when opened up had the [#
capacity to seat two kids.
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r Usually Wally sat in the back and I did later when I got bigger. I remem-
ber being in the front on wet days or nights sometimes and using the
hand operated windscreen wiper for Dad. Later on when I sat in the
back with my brother Wal, he used to make me howl by continually
flicking me on the ear! The car didn’t have a fuel gauge, instead Dad
used to keep a small stick handy which he inserted into the petrol tank
to see how much fuel was left.

Another major event around this time was the arrival of younger
brother Paul who was born on 4 July, 1950. So now there were three
boys, Wal born in 1931 and I was born in 1941. At this point we also
needed a bigger car. Dad looked at three cars, an F] Holden, a Ford Pilot
V8and a Vanguard. There was a long waiting list for the Holden in those
days so Dad settled on the Vanguard. This was paid for from part of the
proceeds of my Grandmothers estate.

@:hapter Three - %allabadah

In the early summer of 1951 my father received notification from the
Department of Education of our family’s move from Wellington/Apsley
to a little village called Wallabadah. Wallabadah is some 50 kilometres
south of Tamworth in the New England region of New South Wales and
fifteen kilometres from the town of Quirindi. I recall our arrival on the
outskirts of the village in our new green Standard Vanguard car when
Dad said “Here we are!” and I replied, from the back seat, after having
a look at the place, “What a dump!” The township comprised of a Post
Office, a Garage (service station), General Store, a Cafe, a Bakery, two
Churches, Church of England and Catholic and a Pub along with the
usual jumble of houses. The New England Highway still runs through
the village. And of course there was the two building school with resi-
dence next door. In later years another room was built. These rooms
were known by the community as “The Big Room”, “The Little Room”
and the “New Room”. There was a timber weathershed out the back and
of course the bell tower which is still there. There was also a tennis court.

Our family, minus brother Wal who was now attending Teachers
College in Armidale, soon settled in. At that time the school was a two
teacher one. My father’s assistant was Jim Davidson who boarded with
one of the local families, the Barnetts. Jim eventually married Gladys,
the eldest daughter of the family. In those days, the local teachers were
highly respected in the community and Dad fitted the role very well. He
was on numerous committees, helped out on wood drives, rolled and
marked the tennis courts for the ladies on their Wednesday tennis days

and started up a local “Lone Scout” Troop.
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The Lones were Scouts who were short on numbers to run a full troop.
We wore distinctive blue and white scarves and khaki uniforms.

My scouting days were great days. We had lots of camps, went on
overnight hikes and participated in the “Bob-a-Job” fund raising
scheme. This was when we did jobs for people around the town and
they paid us what they thought was fair, the minimum amount being a
“bob” or shilling or 10 cents in today’s currency. A big occasion was
when the town supported three Scouts, David Smith, Harry Kelly and
myself with funds to send us to a Scout Jamboree in Auckland, New
Zealand. Everyone became involved selling wood, conducting various
raffles etc. to raise nine hundred pounds ($1800.) This was in 1959. Our
transportation to New Zealand was in a QANTAS Super Constellation,
the last of the piston engine passenger aeroplanes. It had four engines.
Recently one was discovered in the Mojave Desert in the USA and has
been fully restored. The flight time to Auckland in 1959 was four and
quarter hours. Nowadays jet planes do the trip in around two hours.
Progress!

Growing up as a kid
in Wallabadah was ter-
rific. We all did things
that kids did in those
days. Things like racing [g*
around on push-bikes
with no brakes - and |
most of the time we had
no shoes on either, so the
drill for braking (if really |
necessary) was to jam
ones bare foot against the front tyre untll it started to burn, lift it off and
re-apply as conditions demanded ! Punctures in the tyres of our pushys
were a problem in the autumn and winter when the dreaded catheads
dried out and became quite hard and would pierce the tyre and tube
with relentless monotony. Bathurst burrs and khaki weed were two
other challenges for our feet which, by this time were as tough as lizard
skins! Other adventures took place when the local creek was in flood.
We used to grab a log, mount it and then ride it down the turbulent
muddy water containing all sorts of flotsam and jetsam to a flood fence
which we would grab as we rushed underneath! If we missed it, (which
never happened) then I guess we would have to bail out at the next
fence, if it was still there that is, as the floods would destroy most of the
flood fences.

'13.5.
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