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Introduction

The Norton family is typical of any other family of this 
time; it is a family that for generations has practiced the 

art of getting on with life, without making too much fuss. 
Along the way, we have loved, and we have been loved; we 
have tried to keep our heads down but there has been a time 
when that wasn’t possible.

As a six year old, I even shook a tiny fist at the evils of 
Hitler’s bombers, and I lived to talk about it. As a teenager, 
I travelled from England to Australia. I crossed the Equator 
from one end of the world to the other. When I found 
myself in a hostile environment, I not only dealt with it, I 
turned it to my advantage; I made lasting friendships that 
have withstood the tests of time.

Together, Jean and I had four terrific children, and with 
each one life got more interesting. As time went on, I found 
myself asking questions, and looking for answers. When I 
saw things that weren’t right, I tried to right them. I have 
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endeavoured to change the world just a little, for the better, 
for our future generations.

I am an ordinary man, but I lived in an extraordinary time; 
I was presented with opportunities that I seized. Ultimately, 
I was led in directions that I could never have imagined.  
I found myself travelling some roads that were much travelled 
and some that have seen few people, either before, or since. 
I worked all over this country. I experienced the heat and 
dryness of the outback. I rattled along dirt roads, and I  
saw the bleached animal bones, and the predators that  
circled overhead. 

I built buildings in the remoteness of Central, Northern  
and Western Australia. I experienced life, and from it I 
learned lessons that kept me in good stead throughout all 
of these years.

I was to play my small part in the building of our nation. I 
would help to erect the buildings that housed our emerging 
society; and while these things can be said to have a finite 
life, my family and achievements on the home front will last 
for eternity, for they are my best and proudest achievement, 
and I love them all. 

Is this an ordinary story about an ordinary bloke? You be the 
judge and enjoy, the life and times of Derek Norton.
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1
My Early Years

The English summer had well and truly arrived; the 
world was in the grip of the Great Depression, and 

storm clouds were brewing all over Europe as the forces of 
evil gathered in Munich.

At number 1 Holbrook Way, Bromley Kent, near London, 
Charles and May Norton were oblivious to all that, as they 
welcomed their second child into the world. It was 29 June, 
1934 and that child was me, Derek Arthur Norton. I was 
born at home, as most children were during those years. After 
my birth, the family moved to 13 Albert Road in Bromley. 
This house was originally owned by my grandfather who had 
moved to Surrey after the death of my grandmother.

My parent’s first child, Cecil, was born in 1924; sadly, he 
had passed away from cot death at 6 months. Their third 
child, my sister Patricia, was born in 1937.
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My family was non religious, although Patricia and I 
attended Sunday school until we migrated to Australia. I 
was a member of the Boys’ Brigade which is in someway 
similar to the Boy Scouts movement but run by 
St Augustine Church.

At five years of age, in 1939, I commenced at Bromley School 
and that same year, the Second World War began. First 
there was a year of what would later be called the “Phony 
War”, when nothing much happened. Then the Battle of 
Britain started during the summer and autumn of 1940.  
It was followed by what is called ‘The Blitz’. I was six years 
old then.

The term ‘Battle of Britain’ comes from a speech made on 
18 June 1940. Prime Minister Winston Churchill said after 
the fall of France, “The Battle of France is over. I expect the 
Battle of Britain is about to begin.”

The Battle of Britain was the first major campaign to be 
fought entirely by air forces. It was the largest and the most 
sustained bombing campaign attempted up until that date. 
Germany failed to reach its objectives to destroy Britain’s air 
defence or to force us out of the war by forcing our surrender. 
It was considered both its first major defeat and a crucial 
turning point in the war. Had Germany been successful, we 
would have lost the war and the world would have been a 
sorry state. 

Rationing was introduced in 1939. People were issued with 
ration books which allocated an amount of meat, butter, 
cheese and other basic food items per person. All food 
items were rationed, except for milk and fruit, which was in 
short supply at times. My mother would go to the store to 
purchase items (if they were available) using the ration book. 
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After selecting the items, she handed over the ration book 
and the money to the shop keeper and the coupons for the 
food selected were removed. The book was returned to my 
mother to be used again on her next visit to the store. Fish 
was in plentiful supply and did not need to be rationed.

There was a black market running at the same time. Some 
rationed items like alcohol, perfumes and tobacco where 
available at inflated prices. Racketeer’s were given little to no 
respect. The majority of people didn’t have great amounts of 
money to splash around to beat the system. To my knowledge, 
my parents didn’t purchase any items via the black market. 
Money was tight, and although there wasn’t much variety 
in the meals we had, there was always enough food for the 
family; I was never hungry growing up. Sweets, chocolate, 
ice cream and soft drinks were not readily available during 
the war. The first time I saw these items was when we were 
on the ship heading towards Australia.

Patricia and I were in primary school during the blitz. At 
the beginning, everyone was issued with gas masks, and we 
were made to carry them with us at all times. Although we 
never had to use them, I am sure I would have tried mine 
on at some stage. In an effort to make it interesting for us 
children, our masks were smaller than the adults’ and some 
of them were often decorated with mouse ears.

Growing up close to London, we regularly saw German 
bombers flying across Bromley, towards the docks on the 
Thames. In the beginning, most of these bombings occurred 
during the day. Later, they began bombing during the night. 
We would often hear the planes and then watch the sky 
light up with the searchlights trying to pinpoint them, so 
the anti-aircraft batteries could shoot them down. 
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The sound of the anti aircraft guns could be heard in the 
distance, but by this time I was tucked in the shelter and 
unable to see what was going on.

Like most families in the London area, we had what became 
known as an Anderson bomb shelter at the bottom of our 
garden. These shelters were named after Mr. Anderson,  
their designer.

My memories are very sketchy of course, but I do remember 
the raids and the bombers coming over. I remember too the 
sort of things that went with it, like being rushed down to 
the air raid shelter at the bottom of the garden, and sleeping 
there with my parents. However, what I found strange was 
that our parents never explained to us what was going on. 
They could have been thinking that they didn’t want to 
frighten us. The house that we lived in was never hit by 
bombs or flack, although houses at the bottom of our street 
were hit, and damaged.

I never realised this at the time, and I doubt that my parents 
ever knew, but I believe that these times had a traumatic 
effect on me. I would have dreams for many years about 
running to the bomb shelter. 

We were conscious that something was unusual, because 
each morning, after we had been bombed, we would go out 
in the street and pick up the pieces of shrapnel scattered 
all over the place by shells and bombs. I started a shrapnel 
collection, which seemed to be a normal thing to do.  
When we left for Australia, my mother told me I wasn’t 
allowed to take my collection with me; it was with a heavy 
heart that I threw them away.

Biggin Hill Airfield wasn’t far from our home. It was a 
fighter base during the War. This is what Graham Hill said in  
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his introduction to the book that he wrote, called simply, 
Biggin Hill.

Situated on a plateau on top of the North Downs, Biggin 
Hill became a household word as long ago as 1943. This 
was when the Station, and its Sector airfields, was the first 
to claim a thousand enemy aircraft destroyed. Even the 
official veil of secrecy, that shrouded the intimate details of 
Fighter Command operations at the time, was laid aside, 
to reveal to the World, the claim of Biggin Hill. The event 
was celebrated by the most spectacular party of the Second 
World War. Over a thousand guests were invited and the 
top table was adorned by three large lobsters labelled Hitler, 
Mussolini and Goebbels. Fifty London cabbies insisted on 
driving the pilots up to Grosvenor House free of charge, for 
this celebration.

Obviously, this didn’t escape the attention of the Germans; 
consequently, Biggin Hill received a lot of unwelcome 
attention as well. We lived within a few miles of it, and so 
our area was frequently bombed. A house at the bottom 
of our street was hit, and so was another, two streets away. 
That’s as close as they actually got to our place; we never 
lost our windows but a lot of people did, and of course a lot 
of people lost more than their windows from the blasts of 
explosions.

Bombs were dropped around Bromley during the nights. 
The air raid siren usually started around 10pm. Both Patricia 
and I would be in our beds, and our parents would wake 
us, and tell us to put our coats on. As a family, we would 
head into the Anderson shelter, and it wasn’t long before we 
would go back to sleep on the bunks that had been built for 
us. As soon as the siren sounded that all was clear, we would 
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be woken again and returned to the house; this was usually 
two or three hours later.

During the blitz, our school, Raglan Road School, was 
damaged by bombing close to it a few times. When this 
happened, we were sent home; we didn’t have to attend 
school for up to two weeks, while repairs were being carried 
out. When night raids started, it was closed several times. 
Consequently, my early schooling was very disruptive.

My family and I lived in Bromley until 1942. During these 
years, most able bodied men joined the armed forces, and 
were sent to war. My father was a carpenter who couldn’t find 
work during the depression. He was working in a munitions 
factory making guns and bombs, he had some previous 
experience in mechanical engineering and as a result, he was 
deemed to be in an essential industry and not allowed to 
join the armed forces.

The factory where he worked in Bromley was constantly 
being bombed; the entire operation was moved to Reading, 
an area west of London that was considerably safer.  
This was a factor, when my parents decided that it would  
be safer for the whole family to move to Reading as well. 
When we first arrived there, we were billeted with a family 
that also had two young children. We stayed in their home 
for about two months, until we moved to the cottage on the 
estate at Southcote Lodge.

Our cottage was beside the mansion. Southcote Lodge had 
land of about 20 acres with woods, fruit trees and paddocks. 
At the end of the property, was Holly Brook river.

If you asked me what my happiest childhood memories 
are, I would have to say that it was living there in Reading, 
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beside that big house, and being able to explore the woods, 
or playing among the fields, where birds and animals had 
to be the absolute best. In my later years, I would be given 
picture of a field of bluebells, and just looking at it would 
bring back all the sights, sounds, smells and memories of 
those happy days.

I don’t remember seeing any fighter planes flying overhead in 
Reading, but I could hear them. At night time, I’d look out 
the window and see the searchlights. Sometimes, I would be 
able to see the silhouettes of bombers, and other planes, in 
the sky and against the stars. 

In hindsight, moving to Reading was a very good move. As 
I mentioned earlier, I doubt my parents would have known, 
or understood the trauma I felt being bombed every night, 
but here, living beside that manor house, it was relatively 
safe and peaceful, and I loved it.

As a child, I was an avid reader. The books I read were 
adventure stories which were very popular in those years. We 
had comics too, and there was one magazine in particular 
that I used to read. It consisted of stories that readers would 
send, in order to be eligible to win cash prizes. My love 
of reading has continued well into my adulthood, but my 
taste has moved away from novels to historical and true life 
stories, particularly of soldiers in the wars.

After school, my friends and I, would walk around the 
streets, and spend time wandering the wooded areas close to 
our home. My mother would call my friends and me, ‘the 
ragged arse gang’.

After the war, at least a couple of times, I would wake up 
in the middle of the night and say to my mother that we 
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had better go down to the shelter. She would always gently 
tell me to go back to bed and not to be afraid anymore. 
That this happened in spite of going to Reading, makes me 
wonder how I would have been, had we stayed in London 
through the bombing every night. My sister wasn’t aware of 
all this. She said it had no effect on her whatsoever. She’s 
three years younger than me.

Of course, I would like to think that I would have stood up 
just as well as all the other Londoners who survived, but you 
have to remember that if people were afraid, you would never 
hear about it. Londoners are a stoic lot; although it wouldn’t 
be unusual to hear them complain about everything, from 
the weather to taxes, and the Prime Minister; but drop a 
couple of hundred thousands of tonnes of bombs and they’ll 
stand together and tell the world to go to hell.

My father had bought a set of Encyclopaedias, and I used to 
read them from cover to cover. There were some beautiful 
colour plates, among other things, of English birds, and 
their eggs. From my wandering through the woods, and 
surrounding areas, I was able to build up quite a nice 
collection of bird’s eggs from different species. I had kept 
them neatly in a box that I lined with cotton wool. I made 
a mistake one day. I showed them to my little sister Patricia, 
and she placed a finger on each egg to ask me which bird it 
had come from. She was a little heavy handed and managed 
to break them all. Naturally, I was upset with her for being 
so rough.

Around Bromley, there were a lot of large houses. Some of 
them had large ornamental pools containing exotic fish. 
When I was eight, I decided, with a friend of mine, to climb 
one those fences in order to catch some of the goldfish. This 
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we did, and armed with a torch, we put the fish we had 
caught into jars before taking them home. When I later asked 
my mother for a bigger jar, innocently telling her what I had 
done, she explained that they weren’t ordinary goldfish; they 
were Japanese Koi. She told me that what I had done was 
wrong. She said that I had to take them back again, not just 
because they were expensive, but because they belonged to 
someone else, and that I would get into trouble if someone 
found them on me. My friend and I had to return them to 
their owners.

When I came to Australia and built my own house, I built 
an aquarium and filled it with goldfish. I have had a tank 
with fish the whole of my time in this country. My cousin 
Roger has his own pond of Japanese Koi at his home in 
Downe.

As children, Patricia and I had plenty of land and free space 
to run around. I had a black Labrador called Blackie during 
this time, and she joined me as I wandered around the 
grounds. I would often slip underneath the fence at the back 
of the property, to walk down to the Holy Brook river to 
fish. It was at the river that we met some Italian prisoners of 
war. They could not speak English, and we did not know one 
word of Italian. However, we managed to understand each 
other in some way, and they shared their rations of cheese 
and bread with us; this was a different type of food, one 
we hadn’t seen before. Partially, it was due to the rationing 
in force, but mainly because it was continental bread and 
cheese, not generally available in England during the war.

My mother worked in the manor house as a cook, while 
my father worked at the munitions factory. During the 
evacuation to Reading, we continued our schooling at a 
local school there. 
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During one of our trips to England, I caught up with my 
cousin Roger, and together we went to Reading to visit the 
old manor house and the cottage I had stayed at. When 
we arrived, we found that the bulk of the main house had 
been demolished, and only one section was left. We made 
some enquiries and were told that the main house had been 
rebuilt, and that it was now a retirement centre. One of 
the people living in the centre told me that there was one 
resident from the original Southcote Lodge still living there. 
She was the daughter of the original family. At that time, 
she would have been in her 80s. She told us that after her 
family had died; it had fallen to her to pay the death duties.  
Due to the large amount of money payable, she had 
been forced to sub-divide the estate. The main house was 
demolished leaving one wing for her to live out the rest of 
her days.

In 1944, it was safe for us to move back to Bromley.  
My father transferred, and the munitions factory in Bromley 
was re-opened. The bombing had ceased and it was safe to 
return to work. He worked in the factory until the end of 
the war, and then returned to his carpentry vocation. 

During the war, when families were evacuated, they would 
leave their houses and all their furniture until it was safe to 
return. More often than not, when they did return, if the 
home hadn’t been bombed, they would invariably find the 
house exactly as they had left it years earlier, fully furnished, 
as if the family had simply left for a short holiday. This is 
something that probably would not happen today.



Possie

11

2
Deciding to Leave England

In 1947, two young Australian boys were living in a house 
in our street. They had stowed away on a ship to England. 

When they were found, they were jailed for a month. After 
their release from prison, they stayed with a neighbour in 
our street.

As rationing was still going on in England, our neighbour 
was finding it difficult to look after the boys; she 
asked my mother if they could stay with us for a while. 
They stayed with our family for a couple of months.  
My father found them jobs on the building site where he 
was working, to help them earn some money while they 
were in England.

One of the boys’ mother, Mrs. Walton, wrote to my mother 
to thank her for looking after her son. She suggested in 
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a letter that if the Norton family ever considered moving 
to Australia, she would be happy to be our sponsor. This 
must have been at the time my dad became interested in 
emigrating; he had put an application in around this time, 
and although it took a couple of years to be approved, 
everything seems to have been set in motion from then.

Many years later, I found out that my father had applied 
for immigration to New Zealand. For reasons that he never 
explained, or didn’t know, or didn’t wish to talk about, 
our application was rejected. After that, and meeting the 
young boys from Australia, my parents decided that living 
in Australia would give their children a better life than the 
one they had in England.

As we were preparing to leave, I gave my dog Blackie, to one 
of my friends as I wouldn’t be able to bring her with us. My 
father had bought the dog for me when we were living in 
Reading. She was a constant companion when I was running 
around the woods, and playing with my mates. After the  
war, when we brought her back to Bromley, she was about 
six or seven years old. 

I was surprised to see Blackie turn up on the doorstep the 
morning after I gave her to my friend. The rope around her 
neck had been chewed through; my mother, being a person 
who took no nonsense of any kind, told me I would have 
to take her to the vets to be put down. She said it was clear  
Blackie was bonded to me, and wouldn’t survive if she was 
left behind.

 I don’t know where my mum got this from, and I couldn’t 
understand it at the time. Plainly, and simply though, she 
was my mother, and I had to do what I was told. I was 
heartbroken, and it just about pulled my heart right out of 
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my chest. Mum was a tough lady, and there was to be no 
pleading when her mind was made up. She arranged it, and 
I did it. My mother was a very stern person, there was never 
any comeback. I just did as I was told. In those days you 
obeyed your mother and that was that.

The assisted passenger scheme cost 10 pounds Sterling 
per adult; children travelled free. People could immigrate 
to certain countries, if there was a sponsor family in that 
country. After applying for the sponsorship, the whole family 
was subjected to numerous medical tests over the course of 
two years. The approval to move to Australia, when it did 
eventually arrive, was sudden and unexpected. 

During Christmas of 1948, Patricia and I were staying 
with an Aunt in Nottingham. Our parents were 
packing everything up, and selling the furniture. They 
were getting everything ready to leave for Australia.  
By 10 January 1949, we were on our way to Southampton to 
board the ship that would eventually take us to Melbourne. 
The ship was the MV Georgic, and the total trip took four 
weeks. I was fourteen years old then.

I wasn’t allowed to take my shrapnel collection with me 
either to Australia. My father told me that it was rubbish, 
and not worth taking. It was true, it was of no value, and 
it never would have been. It was, however, my connection 
with my youth and the troubled times I had lived through.  
It was proof that I had been there, and abandoning it was 
one more thing from my childhood that I couldn’t keep. It 
would have been a great talking point, particularly in my 
new school.
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3
The Voyage

During the trip, the children had free reign to walk 
around and explore the ship during the day. We would 

often go to areas we were not meant to be. We spent some 
time below decks with the ship’s crew, talking to them for 
hours. To keep us entertained, there were picture shows 
running during the day. There were also card games and 
games rooms. We found plenty of things to do to keep us 
occupied until meal times when we would join the family. 

On the voyage, men and women slept on different decks. 
My father and I shared a cabin with two other fathers and 
sons. We joined up with my mother and sister during meal 
times and daylight hours. Male and female cabin decks were 
out of bounds to the opposite sex from 1pm to 6am. Even 
married couples were separated. Passengers on the ship were 
families with young children, like ourselves, or married 
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couples. There was a total of 2000 people on the ship. When 
it docked in Melbourne, 804 people disembarked, while the 
remainder of the passengers sailed onto Sydney.

During meals on board the ship, our family sat at a large 
table with other families. The food on the ship was of a 
higher standard than we were used to getting at home. The 
dining room was set up as a restaurant, and the families were 
served by stewards. This was a new experience for us all,  
as none of us had ever been to a restaurant before. Being 
handed a menu, with options for different food, was really 
something quite special. We had to ask the stewards what an 
‘entrée’ was, as this was a new word to us.

 Even though the war had finished in 1945, food was still 
being rationed in England because the country was basically 
flat broke. Some things though, that hadn’t been seen for some 
time were becoming more available, and there was a larger 
variety to choose from, but nothing could compare to what 
was offered on board this ship. It had been commissioned 
by the Australian government, and they had made sure that 
there was an absolute abundance of the best quality food 
available for the passengers during their journey.

The MV Georgic was the last ship built by Harland and 
Wolff, Belfast, for the White Star Line. She was completed 
in 1931, and her maiden voyage was on June 25, 1932 from 
Liverpool, to New York. In 1941, while functioning as a 
troop transport, the Georgic sailed to Port Tewfik, in the 
Gulf of Suez, with the same British naval convoy that hunted 
and sank the German battleship Bismarck. While at anchor, 
German aircraft spotted the Georgic and bombed her. She 
was hit twice, and the stern of the ship caught on fire as 
a result. The fire reached the ship’s fuel and ammunition 
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destroying the entire stern area. The order was given to 
abandon ship, and the half-submerged Georgic, was left to 
burn. Almost completely destroyed, and sunk in her berth, 
the decision was made to salvage her.

The next month, the Georgic was raised, and two months 
later, temporary plugging of the hull was completed. She 
was towed, stern first, to Port Sudan, where she was made 
seaworthy. A year later, she had arrived in Bombay, under her 
own power. Hull rebuilding was completed in January 1943, 
and the Georgic left Bombay for Belfast, back to Harland 
and Wolff for a complete refit. When it was completed in 
December 1944, the exterior had been totally redesigned. 
The forward funnel, which was a dummy, had been removed, 
together with the after mast;, and the forward mast was 
shortened. 

During the last year of the war, the Georgic served again as a 
troop transport in Italy, the Middle East, and India. Her last 
war duties continued until 1948. She was the first ship to 
be chartered for the Australian migrant transport trade, and 
she was responsible for a great many migrants being brought 
here. At 27,000, tonnes she was huge for her time, but by 
today’s standards somewhat tiny. She was decommissioned 
in 1955 and sold to be broken up in February of 1956. Our 
journey on the historical MV Georgic ended on Friday, 11 
February 1949, when we docked in Melbourne.
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4
Australia  

and the Culture Shock

We were sponsored for migration to Australia, by the 
parents of the boy we had taken care of in 1947. They 

came to pick us up at the train station when we arrived. It 
was my first introduction to a hot night, and they told us to 
go down the street and play. Some other boys were playing 
cricket in the street, so I went out and made myself known. 
Because I was new, and possibly because they mistakenly 
thought that all the English knew how to play cricket,  
they gave me the bat. Unfortunately, I hadn’t handled a 
cricket bat in my life. Cricket wasn’t played in the area where 
I grew up.

I knew how to kick a football around, but I had never seen 
a cricket bat. I was hopeless of course, and one of the boys 
called me a useless Pom. I didn’t ask him what useless was, 
I knew that, but I didn’t know what a Pom was, and so I 
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asked. He laughed and told me that that’s what I was, a 
‘Prisoner of Mother England’, a bloody Pom. They laughed 
at me for making a fool of myself, and I thought that this 
was a terrible place. When it got dark, I went back inside 
and asked my dad if we could we go back home. He just said 
no, we couldn’t because too many bridges had been burned 
when we left, “There is no return,” he told me, “this is our 
home from this day forwards, this is where we live”, and I 
would just have to soak it up.

We lived with our sponsor family, the Waltons, at 14 Adams 
Street Bentleigh, for one year. We lived in two spare rooms; 
my parents in one room while I shared the other with my 
sister. We would eat our evening meals with the family. 
During the day, while my sister and I were at school, both 
of my parents were working. The Waltons had one son  
living with them who was aged around 10 at the time. As 
time went by, I became aware that there was some tension 
in the house between the adults. It was worse at weekends, 
because everyone was in the house, and they appeared to get 
under each other’s feet all the time.
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5
Going to School and 

Assimilating

We arrived in Australia on a Friday, and I started at 
Ormond State Primary the following Monday. 

Patricia started school at Bentleigh West. On my first day 
at school, I was put in front of the class and introduced 
as an English migrant who needed to be looked after. The 
teacher sat me next to John Adams. John told the teacher 
“Don’t worry sir, I’ll look after him”. True to his word, John 
became my best friend, and he was helpful to me in the new 
and daunting environment that I found myself in. During 
the first recess of this first day, I was surrounded by a group 
of kids who asked me to say something in Pom. It was as 
though Pom was some sort of foreign language. I said the 
first thing that popped into my head, the other kids would 
laugh at my accent. John stepped in and stopped them from  
teasing me. 
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When we returned to the class after recess, the teacher pulled 
me aside and told me that it might be better if I stayed 
indoors to have lunch. He had watched what had happened 
from the window of the classroom. I told him that it would 
be all right. I had to learn how to deal with it eventually, and 
I knew that I would have John Adams with me if there were 
any problems. Eventually, I learnt how to speak Australian 
English so the kids wouldn’t tease me as much.

Therefore, I had sucked it up, just like I was told by Dad. It 
didn’t take too long for me to be accepted. Yes, I remained 
a brand new kid for a long time, I was homesick, and it 
did hurt. I had left all my friends, my dog and my country 
behind; there was no chance of returning. I did resent it, and 
I never gave much thought to how my parents had sacrificed 
all they knew, in order that I, and future generations, could 
have a better life. That realisation came much later. Here 
in Australia, my dad could buy two blocks of land, build  
his own home and later another for investment. He also 
helped me to build my home. Neither my father nor I would 
have ever been able to own homes in England; but more on 
that later.

I learnt very quickly that I had to assimilate myself with 
the Australians. I couldn’t understand at first, but nobody 
wanted to know where I came from, or what I did before. 
They didn’t ask me questions, they already had their 
assumptions, and that was that. When I first started school, 
I made friends with this particular fellow, and he told me, 
plainly and simply, that I was in Australia now, and I should 
learn new rules. He told me to lay in the sand, and start 
doing it now.

Unfortunately, we all seem to think that wherever we are 
at this moment, is the centre of the Universe; twelve year 
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old Australian children are no different. They have no idea 
of what it may have been like, either for me or my family; 
how many things I had to give up to get here in the first 
place. Don’t get me wrong, I had nothing in my life that was 
too onerous, but some others, who have arrived here, had 
literally been through hell.

We are still the same now; we don’t seem to care about the 
refugees. We don’t know about their struggles, we don’t ask 
them. It’s a shame, because we can learn from their stories, 
yet if everybody could learn a little more about our fellow 
humans, the world would be a little better because of it.

In England, I had never had any pocket money, and even if I had,  
there wasn’t anything to spend it on anyway. When I 
started school here, there were sweets and lollies, but 
I still didn’t have any money. My new found friend, 
John Adams, told me to go up to the tuck shop and buy  
some lollies. When I told him that I didn’t have any money, 
he just bought me a ten cent bag. Many years later, on my 
70th birthday, I had a party, and I formally recognised that 
his gift had a profound effect on me. Moreover, I then 
took great pleasure in giving him back a bag containing an 
equivalent amount of lollies! 

Most of the kids in Australia had part-time jobs by the 
time they were thirteen; usually they had a paper round, or 
something similar, and that’s how they could have a little 
money. I found a job delivering grocery orders, Friday nights 
and Saturday mornings.

I never collected birds’ eggs in Australia as I did in England. 
I had moved on somewhat. Furthermore, the variety of bird 
life in this country is different, and I had very little knowledge 
of them. I knew about the ferocious magpies, and their nasty 
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habit of swooping down on their unsuspecting victims, 
scaring the living daylights out of them, and sometimes 
clawing the backs of children’s heads; I think it should make 
it understandable that I would lose interest.

All of this was happening in 1949 and the early 1950s. 
At the same time, in London, they started to experience 
what would become known as the London smog. During 
the Great Smog, thousands of people died because of the 
smog and the pollution. When it came down, visibility 
was reduced to just a few feet, resulting in massive traffic 
problems, as well as illness, panic and confusion. We 
were saved from that in Melbourne, and we might not 
be alive today if we had not come here. Had we stayed in 
England, I could probably have developed lung disease or 
something serious of that nature. My mother and father 
both died from asthma; probably a result from their early 
life. I admire them now even more for making that move.  
I was only a teenager whose thoughts were typically directed 
inwardly, and it was at least twelve months before I stopped 
thinking about stowing away on ships. That’s how I adjusted, 
acclimatised and assimilated.

During my life I have had a group of friends that I made 
during school days and technical college years, and they have 
remained lifelong friends.

The group was: Bobby Ritchie (dec), John Adams (dec), 
Cyrus McFarlaine, Ian Lewington (dec), Arnold Newitt 
(dec), Colin Swan, Max Pignolet and the twins Rex (dec) 
and Carl Morey.












