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ES&A Bank 1939 – 1941

It was difficult to obtain employment in those days. 
Fortunately for me it became somewhat easier as many 
employees joined the services, or were conscripted, 

following the outbreak of World War Two in September 1939.

One of my soldier settler neighbours, Lieutenant Jack 
Wiltshire MC and Bar (Military Cross and Bar), gave me a 
letter to his brother who was General Manager of the Bank 
of Australasia. Although impressed with my school report 
and references, this gentleman regretted he was unable to 
employ me because he had a waiting list of applicants, who 
not only held Leaving Certificates, but had also attended 
private schools such as Melbourne Grammar, Scotch College, 
Xavier College, and the like! I only had a state education, 
viz Melbourne Boys High School, and an Intermediate 
Certificate. When I returned home with this bad news, my 
father contacted Major General Sir Stanley Savige, with 
whom he served in the 24th Battalion in France and Syria in 
World War 1, and who was the founder of Legacy in 1923. 
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Father set up a meeting between Sir Stanley and me.

My mother and I travelled by train to 9 Queen Street, 
Melbourne, where Sir Stanley had his office. After checking 
my school report, and not requiring to see my references, Sir 
Stanley rang a Mr Frank Reidy, then Manager of the ES&A 
Bank, 388 Collins Street, Melbourne. After a short chat I 
was directed to see Mr Findlay, Personnel Manager ES&A 
Bank, Victorian Administration. What a great birthday gift 
this turned out to be! I was enrolled on my 16th birthday, to 
commence work with the ES&A Bank on 1st February 1939.

Mr Findlay courteously advised me that it was mandatory for 
all bank staff to wear a suit and hat to work. He recommended 
we visit the nearby London Stores, so off we went at a great 
pace to get me kitted out. Finding a conservative coloured 
suit which fitted was easy, and even finding a suitable hat not 
too difficult as I did not have a big head – nothing’s changed!!

I found wearing a hat hard to adjust to though, and, as it 
messed up my wavy auburn hair, instead I used it to carry 
my cut lunch. I would put it on my head before I entered the 
bank and sign on to work. Later on in the year though, when 
the winter months descended, I would wear an overcoat, 
scarf, and leather gloves, because it was darn cold on the 
trains. A bit of a sissy really!

After a two week training course, my work as a junior clerk 
at the North Melbourne branch commenced. Twelve months 
later I was taken on a permanent staff basis and appointed as 
a relieving junior. This entailed working at suburban branches 
for fortnightly stints while the respective permanent officers 
took their two weeks annual leave. In 1941 I was transferred 
to the head office Exchanges Department, at 388 Collins 
Street. Here my job was to collate all cheques drawn on other 
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banks, and paid into ES&A Bank customers’ accounts. In 
those days there were eight other banks and we needed to 
balance the totals, sort cheques into their respective boxes 
(eight in total) and then calculate the totals by using hand 
operated adding machines. This was not my scene. As the 
Friday exchange finished at 8pm it meant I would arrive home 
late and have to skip dinner as I needed to go to bed early in 
preparation for the football game the next day. At that time I 
played on Saturdays with Melbourne High School Old Boys, 
in the Victorian Junior Amateur Football Association. 

I approached the supervisor to state my case. She was 
unsympathetic, and I was referred to the Accountant, Mr 
Archie Laurie, the next day. Mr Laurie was a substantial and 
pompous man who sat in his own glass office behind a large 
table. Here he kept a bell which he rang with gusto to call 
everyone to his attention. Even though I had an appointment 
with him, he left me standing outside his office like a bottle 
of milk, while he read the paper. After about 15 minutes he 
rattled his bell and beckoned me in. After explaining that the 
mundane job was not for me because I joined the bank to use 
my brains not my fingers, his retorted reply was every officer 
has to do their share at this duty. In response I said, “With 
respect Sir, everyone except Paul Kitchin.” He was somewhat 
aghast at my cheeky attitude and suggested I come and see 
him next morning.

The same 15 minute wait, then he condescended to talk 
to me, advising his pleasure in meeting my request. I was 
demoted to the role of Postage Clerk in the Correspondence 
Department. Little did he realise the favour he gave me, as 
from that point my career with the bank was ever upwards.

My boss in the Correspondence Department was Mr Sam 
Wall, a real gentleman, who naturally played for Hawthorn! 

ES&A Bank 1939 – 1941
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When my father died at age 46 in July 1941 of war injuries 
(my mother being only 43 at that time), Mr Wall took over 
the mentor role and was instrumental in having me promoted 
to the Overseas Department within three months. This 
move gave me at least 18 months seniority over my former 
workmates in the Exchanges Department.

All went well until 3rd December 1941 when I enlisted in the 
Australian military forces and finished with the bank. This 
was not a permanent separation as after an eleven month term 
in the Army, followed by three years and three months in the 
RAAF, and three months leave after the War concluded, I 
re-joined the bank in May 1946.
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Coronation  
King George V1 and  

Queen Elizabeth - 1937

My parents and sister sailed to London to witness 
the Coronation on 12 May 1937, my father’s 42nd 
birthday. This was also an opportunity for mother to 

enjoy a reunion with her family which she had left 18 years 
earlier – and to show off her only daughter Carol.

While they were away my eldest brother, Kester, who was19 
at the time, was left in charge. I remember Kester being as 
disciplined as our father. Needless to say he had a rather 
difficult task in running the show though, and keeping us 
young ones under control – my youngest brother Noel was 
only eleven.

I well remember the cold June mornings when we had to arise 
at about 5am to go to the milking shed. Kester had difficulty 
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in getting us out of bed. By the time he had hustled the first 
one out of bed and got to the last of us, the first was back in 
and snuggled up again. He solved the problem by carrying a 
box of matches and lifting the top sheet. Presto, you got a hot 
foot which invariably did the trick; you were out in a flash!

We had all been allocated various chores of housekeeping, 
as well as farming, and we survived – injury free – for the 
months we were left to our own devices. 

As a souvenir of the Coronation I still have an authentic 
porcelain mug adorned with a coloured painting of the 
Royals, given to me by my mother on her return to Australia.
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The Outdoor Life
Rabbiting – Ferreting, Trapping, Greyhound Coursing 

Shooting – Rabbits, Foxes, Quail and Ducks

One of our chores on the farm at weekends was to 
take our two greyhounds Nip and Jess coursing for 
rabbits, on our neighbours’ farms. Occasionally the 

Mordialloc Coursing Club would arrive in their vans with six 
of their best greyhounds, to challenge our two pure-breds in 
hare coursing, which was quite an exciting event. Their dogs 
had softer pads and weren’t used to the rough terrain, so we 
– our dogs – usually had a victory, although we did give the 
hares we caught to the Mordialloc Club!

Another favourite pursuit was ferretting for rabbits. Using 
this method meant the rabbits would not be bruised and 
were therefore favoured by the rabbit man. This was a good, 
clean sport, and rewarding – one shilling a pair. Today in the 
Queen Victoria Market rabbits sell for $20 a pair, or in the 
butcher’s shop $15 EACH! That’s called inflation!!
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Another way of catching ‘bruise free’ bunnies was to trap or 
snare them, as I did in England during World War 11. I don’t 
use either method now, because of my age, and also because 
it is illegal to do so.

I can recall one of our best days. In 1946 my brother Gordon 
and I decided to renew old practices, and so borrowed two 
ferrets from a friend. We then headed down Jetty Lane in 
Lang Lang to Motton’s farm, and were rewarded with forty 
five healthy rabbits. There was an abundance of the blighters; 
they hadn’t been disturbed for years due to the War.

When my brother Victor was allotted a soldier settler block 
in 1956, it was infested with rabbits and we had a grand time 
shooting them at night, by spotlight. With the assistance of 
Victor’s two sons, Ross and Mark, and my two children, Sue 
and Rex, we also dug out many of the burrows to clear the 
plague.

Coursing rabbits
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Having done the hard yards with rabbit clearances, we took 
to the necessary sport of shooting foxes, as well as quail and 
ducks. This was certainly a challenge for the reflexes. To assist 
Victor and I with quail shooting we employed our children, 
Victor’s Mark and Ross, and my Sue and Rex, to act as dogs, 
walking line abreast with Victor and I at each end of the line. 
It was a most successful experiment, yielding some forty odd 
quail, which our wives made into a sumptuous meal that 
night, for the eight of us to devour.

The good news being that rabbit meat is one of the best, being 
fat free. Rabbit, wrapped in bacon and roasted is delicious. 
Roast stuffed quail is another delicacy, as is duck.

The sad news is that my favourite pure bred greyhound Jess, 
finally reached her ‘use by date’ with age taking its toll. Jess 
had broken a leg, which we had repaired, and she also had 
mange. Dad decided it was time to have her put down. He 
asked me to take her, and our gun, to our neighbour Mr 
Swaddling who lived half a mile down the road. I cried all 
the way there, then handed Jess and the gun to Mr Swaddling 
who took both behind a shed some distance away. I stood 
with my hands tightly over my ears until Mr Swaddling 
returned and said, “She is at peace now lad.” Crying all the 
way, I returned home alone.

The experience of losing such a faithful and attached friend 
had an enormous impact – that loss was eighty years ago and, 
to this day, I have never owned another dog. Of course it was 
the humane thing to do, but that did not make it easier.

The Outdoor Life
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Army Days:  
3/12/1941 – 11/11/1942

I enlisted in the Army on 3rd December 1941, at the old 
Drill Hall on the corner of Punt Road and Commercial 
Road, Prahran – since demolished. I was taken on 

strength, with No. 4 Brigade Group at Royal Park. I was 
issued with Army clothes, had the various mandatory 
injections, and then marched to camp site 17 Seymour, on 
24th January 1942, to join the 106th Anti-Tank Regiment. 
I was promoted to Bombardier on 9th March 1942 and to 
Sergeant, on 11th May 1942. Being a newly formed regiment 
it was not difficult to gain promotion in such a short space 
of time.

From Seymour, we marched to Bonegilla on the shores of the 
Hume Weir, where we were fitted out with a truck and a two 
pounder anti-tank gun. We formed part of the 21st Battery 
of the 106th Anti-Tank Regiment, 3rd Australian Division.
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Each gun crew consisted of six men who trained together and 
lived together in one tent. We moved in stages northward 
to form part of the ‘Brisbane Line’ at Landsborough. The 
problem was four of us were AMF – conscripted at age 
18 – while two older blokes in their late 20s were AIF – 
volunteers. They seemed to take umbrage at the fact that I 
was a conscript, and they had to obey my orders! As I could 
feel the tension, I felt it best to terminate the association.

Fortunately, I met a “blue orchid”, or one of “Menzies’ 
Mannequins”, as they were called, in town one night. From 
this fine fellow I ascertained that this lot slept between sheets 
and had eggs for breakfast – a far cry from our conditions. 
I learned that any air cadet who had applied to join the Air 
Force – aircrew only – prior to being conscripted to the Army, 
could be transferred to the RAAF. He also disclosed that all 
the respective applications lodged prior to the end of April 
1942 had been sent to Brisbane. My mind went into overdrive 
and I thought to myself, “I could be one of those blokes, if I 
used my imagination!”

Sergeant Paul Kitchin
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Armed with this information or rumour, I absented myself 
without leave, and made my way directly to the No. 3 
Recruiting Centre, Brisbane, on 26th October 1942. After 
telling the recruiting officer my story, he confirmed the 
information I had been given and went searching for my 
application. Despite his best efforts on two occasions, even 
the information that it was lodged on 26th March 1942 – a 
little fib – did not help! After checking that he had looked 
for Kitchin with two ‘i’s’, he told me confidentially that 
quite a number of applications had gone astray. A helpful 
fellow, he agreed that if I would complete an aptitude test and 
medical/colour blindness test, he would accept me! I signed 
up without hesitation, but he was doubtful the Army would 
release me in view of my rank of Sergeant.

Now the journey back to camp, and an almost certainly 
hostile reception to come from Sergeant Major ‘Happy’ Jack 
Dwyer! After assuring him that my mother would contact 
our friend Major General Savige, who got me a job in the 
bank in 1939, he begrudgingly agreed to my discharge, as 

Four of my Anti-Tank gun crew

Army Days: 3/12/1941 – 11/11/1942
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from 11th November 1942. I joined the RAAF on the next 
day; sometimes telling a small fib to achieve your goals can 
alter your life course dramatically!

In hindsight, it was a good decision. The use of tanks was very 
limited by the Japanese in the islands, because of the nature 
of the terrain. As a consequence my former Army unit did not 
see action, spending instead a boring time in Australia. By 
comparison my career in the RAAF and RAF provided quite 
some excitement, with highs and lows, plus a trip around the 
world via Canada and the United Kingdom. This was not 
without some risks and serious challenges of course – a major 
one for me being to overcome acrophobia!



37

My Flying Years  
1942 - 1946

After my honourable (?!) discharge from the AMF on 
11 November 1942, the very next day I enlisted in the 
RAAF – not a day to be spared! My first posting was 

to No. 3 Recruiting Depot (No. 3 RD) at Maryborough, 
Queensland, 12 November 1942 to 28 January 1943. Upon 
arrival we were issued with our clothing and rifle, before it 
was down to work learning drill movements and marching. 
Having been an instructor in the Army, this did not sit too 
well with me, but I did learn to go with the flow.

My next posting was to No. 3 Initial Training Service (No. 
3 ITS) at Kingaroy, Queensland, 29 January 1943 to 2 
June 1943. Here we learned all about aerodynamics – how 
aeroplanes actually fly - and many theories relating thereto, 
including learning about engine functionality. A written 
examination was our reward at the end of this very intensive 
four month course!
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After completing No. 3 ITS, the next step was fronting the 
selection board. This panel comprised a pilot, navigator, 
wireless operator, gunner and bomb-aimer.

I chose to be a pilot but I knew I faced two problems. I 
had initially selected to be a navigator, and I had gunnery 
experience in the Army!

“Why I had changed my preference from navigator to pilot?” 
My answer to the navigator on the selection board was short; 
“Having met all these very young lads I would prefer to 
control my own destiny.” “Oh I see,” said the navigator, “And 
how old are you?” “Twenty, Sir.” “You really are an old man!”

Second obstacle was the gunner representative; I assured him 
my experience in gunnery was limited only to operating a two 
pound anti-tank gun.

Thankfully next up was the pilot representative who asked if 
I was afraid of heights? “Definitely not, Sir.” “Did you every 
climb trees to rob eggs from the bird’s nest?” “Yes, Sir.” “How 
did you bring them down?” “The small eggs were put in my 
mouth and larger ones put under my hat, Sir.” Judging by 
the smile on his face I had completely fooled him – I was 
terrified of heights! There were no more questions from the 
board members.

Two days later a parade was called and we were given the 
classifications in which we would be flying. I was more than 
happy with the result.

My third posting was to No. 5 Elementary Flying Training 
School (No. 5 EFTS) Narromine, from 5 July 1943 to 28 
August 1943, flying DH82s, commonly known as Tiger 
Moths. The first introduction was ten hours instruction – 
including how to recover from a spiral downward spin, i.e. 
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forward stick, opposite rudder and pray?! If successful you 
were cleared to fly solo for circuits and landings. If you were 
unsuccessful within this initial ten hours of instruction, you 
were scrubbed.

I can remember 22 July 1943 when accompanied by Flight 
Sergeant Murdoch, I was doing some very admirable circuits 
and landings – or so I thought. After the plane landed and 
stopped, my supervisor took his control stick, jumped out of 
the plane and exclaimed if I wanted to kill my b....y self, he 
was not going with me! 

Having psyched me up, I was now hell bent on showing him 
I was capable. After completing one circuit with elation, he 

The Day I Went Solo! 22 July 1943

My Flying Years 1942 - 1946
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waved me on to do it again. Next time I landed, not even 
casting him a glance as I taxied back to the parking area.

After this came many, many circuits and landings, restarting 
the engine in f light, emergency landings, aerobatics, 
night-flying and cross country trips.

At the conclusion of the course, the pupils were classified 
into two categories; training as fighter pilots or bomber 
pilots. I joined the bomber pilot group, to discover eleven 
volunteer trainees were required to join with their interstate 
counterparts, to form a team of fifty trainees to attend a 
course in Canada. At that parade I am sure I was the first to 
line up – the quickest I have ever moved!! I left Narromine 
on 28 August, and moved to Sydney.

My fourth posting was to No. 2 Embarkation Depot (No. 
2 ED), Bradfield Park, Sydney. It was from here that we left 
for Canada on 10 September, on the USA ship “Matsonia”.

My plane – Avro Anson in low-level flying formation
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After sailing across the gentle swells of the Pacific all night, 
to our surprise we awoke in sight of Auckland Harbour! 
Apparently while we slept peacefully, a Japanese submarine 
was detected, prompting a quick change of direction. We then 
sailed eastward to San Francisco and north to Vancouver, 
before disembarking on 29 September. We travelled by train 
through the Canadian Rockies to our next home at Macleod 
in Alberta, about sixty miles north of the Yankee border.

My fifth posting was No. 1 Squadron, No. 7 Service Flying 
Training School, Course No. 9, Macleod, where we flew Avro 
Ansons – twin engine trainers. The four month course was 
very full on, including formation flying, a great deal of solo 
navigation and many night flights. The course ended on 25 
February, when I was authorised to wear the Pilot’s flying 
badge. At last I had earned my wings!!

The day I got my Wings!

My Flying Years 1942 - 1946
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Having obtained my pilot’s licence, the next goal was learning 
to survive.

We left Macleod and travelled east by train to Y Depot 
Lachine, Quebec, near Montreal, a French dominated city 
known as “the City of Sin”! On the way, looking for a little 
entertainment, my mate Bob Hogarth and I took a slight 
detour, skipping the train and heading via Buffalo and 
Niagara Falls, to New York. Here we found the Anzac House 
staff most helpful to us, assisting us to find tickets to see the 
live show “Oklahoma”, and a visit to the Diamond House 
Shoe Inn where we met a few celebrities, including film star 
Franchot Tone, who gave me his autograph.

The Yanks were great hosts and showed us around the popular 
spots and places of interest. Finally, not wanting to extend 
our luck too much we headed north to the Lachine Manning 
Depot and back to work. Surprisingly, we received no penalty. 

Leaving Lachine to attend an Officers’ Training School at 
St Marguerite on the nearby hills, we also enjoyed time 
at Domaine d’Esterel (a Laurentian resort hotel which in 
other days catered to wealthy Montrealers), snow skiing and 
tobogganing – I had learned to ice skate on the Oldman 
River at Macleod. This was a great two week respite then it 
was back to Lachine Depot for a farewell party in Montreal, 
before heading to the port of Halifax. 

During the farewell party at a local restaurant we noticed 
some French f lags on display, but no Union Jacks. We 
reckoned that as the French were now our enemy – having 
surrendered to Germany – it was quite appropriate to remove 
the French flags. Next morning I was awakened by a six foot 
gendarme standing over me enquiring where had I been the 
previous night? To which my reply… I couldn’t remember?! 
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He suggested if I and my fellow Aussies apologised to the 
restaurant manager, no charges would be laid. We dutifully 
arrived at the restaurant the following evening, where we were 
acclaimed by the guests who insisted on buying us a revival 
drink! Having apologised to the manager, a Mr Honey, who 
had already replaced the flags, it was pleasing to discover 
there were some Anglo Saxons in the community supporting 
our War effort.

So it was farewell to Montreal, and off to Halifax, where we 
set sail for Liverpool on the good ship “Andes”, with a crowd 
of Canucks – Canadian soldiers on their way to training in 
England for eventual service in France and other War zones.

It was a freezing cold ship, overcrowded with servicemen. The 
amenities were crude, but the good news – no submarines 
were detected during the ten day cruise – or not that we knew 
of, and no more detours! After arriving at Liverpool we were 
‘trained’ down to Brighton on the south coast, where we 
stayed in the Grand and Metropole Hotels for three weeks, 
before being moved once more, to Padgate near Warrington 
in Lancashire.

We were then transferred to 18 EFTS at Fairoaks, north of 
Woking, Surrey, for a refresher course on DH82As (Tiger 
Moths). Located south east of London in what was known as 
‘buzz bomb alley’ we were on the route taken by the German 
pilotless rockets V1 and V2. Fortunately only one exploded 
on our airfield at that time. 

The next move for me was to Transport Command at Hendon, 
a suburb on the London rail network. The aerodrome was 
bombed only twice whilst I was there – good air raid shelters! 
The Germans were losing the battles and relied on their V1s 
and V2s to create havoc.

My Flying Years 1942 - 1946
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Whilst at Hendon Airport, on a couple of occasions I was 
required to fly VIPs (Very Important Persons) on a DC3, 
to SHAEF (Supreme Headquarters Allied Expeditionary 
Force), on the outskirts of Paris. This trip always required an 
overnight stay and was the best job I ever had!

One of the reasons we hadn’t stayed long in Brighton were 
the plans of the German spy ring, led by William Joyce, an 
English educated traitor, otherwise known as Lord Haw Haw. 
Joyce’s radio broadcasts from Nazi Germany revealed that the 
Germans knew of the Aussie airmen, whom he referred to 
as “blue orchids”, being accommodated in the two Brighton 
hotels. Sure enough we were the target of a Junkers twin 
engine bomber (JU88). Fortunately our anti-aircraft gunners 
shot the plane down in flames, and it landed appropriately 
in the Brighton Cemetery behind us, before the pilot could 
dump his bombs.  No survivors, was the good news. The 
message was to get us out pronto!

One of my memories of our stay in these first class hotels 
was the lack of showering facilities. We Aussies would take a 
towel and soap some 100 yards down the street, and join the 
queue at the local showering centre. The Pommies could not 
understand why we showered daily, whereas they only bathed 
at most once a week. Hence they were nicknamed “pongoes”.

Not long after Lord Haw Haw’s warnings and our stay at 
Padgate, we moved to Whitley Bay near Newcastle for a 
three week commando course – where we froze! I was then 
transferred to a Personal Advanced Flying Unit, No. 6 PAFU 
at Chipping Norton, Oxfordshire, to fly Airspeed Oxfords – a 
twin engine trainer – followed by a Beam Approach Training 
Course at nearby Chipping Warden, also in Oxfordshire. 
It took only five days to learn blind flying, using the beam 
signals.
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Back to Chipping Norton for another three weeks, including 
two weeks night flying, before our next stop at Lichfield, 
Staffordshire – No. 27 OTU Operational Training Unit - to 
fly Wellington Bombers. We were greeted at our first parade 
in front of the Wing Commander by this welcoming address. 
“Now you Aussie pilots, I don’t want you to smash up these 
planes which cost the government seventeen thousand 
pounds!” Apparently twelve months prior, an Aussie pilot 
and crew had taken off one dark night, only to crash in 
flames killing all the crew, due to a pilot error. What a happy 
introduction, I thought. 

Our first assignment was to ‘crew up’. We were given two 
weeks to mingle with other members, so we could amicably 
choose our crew. This usually involved comparing flying 
records before acceptance. I gathered a mixed lot – a navigator 
from Hull, bomb aimer from London, rear gunner from 
Birmingham, and a wireless operator from Carlisle, who 
assured me the only reason he lived in that cold smoggy city 
was to keep the Scots north of the border. They turned out 
to be a happy efficient bunch. The reason for an all Pommy 
crew was that we RAAF pilots became attached to the RAF, 
viz the British Air Force, upon our arrival in the UK. With 
our full crew aboard, and accompanied by a Flight Lieutenant 
instructor, after completing a two-hour familiarisation flight, 
followed by five hours of circuits and landing, we were able to 
commence our solo trips; circuits and landing, cross-country, 
high-level bombing practice and fighter affiliation exercises. 

I recall one memorable solo high-level bombing cross-country 
flight that nearly turned out to be a disaster. After dropping 
all our bombs except one – which for some unknown reason 
could not be released – we decided to return to base. At this 
point we discovered that the undercarriage (wheels) would 
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