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			NORM JONES 

			shares his long life with Joe Watson

			A draft horse strained in its collar and the wheels of the cart slowly turned as the worldly possessions of a family were being taken from rented accommodation. Rent-arrears had forced yet another family to move. It is 1929 and it is the start of the Great Depression. This scene is being played out throughout Australia and the western world. Sitting beside the cartman and watching the gentle sway of the back of the draft animal was a six-year old boy. He is Norman Frederick Jones, and this is the first of his memories which span the next ten decades. Such memories embrace seismic changes in the world and 40 percent of European settlement of his country Australia. Norman Frederick Jones was born in Ballarat on 18th January 1923.

			Norm recalls the Early Years

			I was the youngest of a family of five children. My father was Alfred Edward Jones and my mother was Mabel Veronica Jones. The family lived in various rented houses in Ballarat. However, my memory is that of constant moving from home to home when my parents were unable to afford the rent which inevitably fell into arrears. Fortunately, in Ballarat at this time there were many rental homes available and we were always able to avoid becoming homeless. The standard of our houses, however, was always poor and I recall living in homes infested with bugs and other insects which made life uncomfortable for everyone. My father worked as a freelance journalist and in Ballarat he contributed to the local newspaper, the Ballarat Courier. My mother was engaged in full-time home duties and charged with the care of five children, my brothers Arthur and Alfred, my sisters, Beryl and Linda, and me. My father originally lived in Melbourne where his family was quite well to do. My mother was the daughter of the Railway Station Master at Buninyong, a small town approximately eleven kms south of Ballarat. My father was about ten years older than my mother and while they were supportive of one another, I believe that it may have been a marriage of convenience. Upon the death of my father’s family, he and his brother inherited a substantial building in St. Kilda. However, both my father and uncle were addicted to gambling and this inheritance was soon lost. It is my understanding that my father’s brother committed suicide by drowning in the Yarra River.

			Throughout his life my father continued to be an inveterate gambler which must have placed significant financial strain on the family, particularly during the depression years. I can recall clearly my brother Arthur telling me, “Norm, your father would bet on two flies crawling up the wall”. Although my father was a gambler, he was regularly in work during tough economic times as he was a very intelligent man. He was not a heavy drinker although he did drink a glass of scotch from time to time. Throughout my life I never saw him significantly affected by alcohol. Unfortunately, alcohol however was a significant problem for my mother. When my mother Mabel was sober, she was a loving, caring and attentive mother to myself and my four siblings. It was however, one of the great sadnesses of my life that my mother was frequently alcohol affected and drunk for extended periods of time.

			It was never discussed as to why my mother behaved in this manner. My best guess to explain my mother’s actions were that in addition to the financial strain caused by my father`s gambling she and my father had a ten-year age difference. I felt that they did not share the close loving bond that I, in my later years, was fortunate to enjoy with my wife Maisie.

			My mother came from a very social family and enjoyed parties and the good life. She may have believed that with my father’s family background that she had been entitled to a better standard of living than what she had received in the marriage. The family circumstances were hallmarked with a lack of money, constant changes of rental premises and little by way of even mild luxuries. Despite this the family was always adequately fed and appropriately clothed. Another possibility for my mother’s behaviour was the death of my older brother Alfred, known as Alfie, when he was 10 years old. Alfie complained of severe stomach pains. My family tried to obtain medical assistance for him, but the local doctor was attending a horse race meeting in the Ballarat area and did not come to assist. It was later found that Alfie had acute appendicitis. His appendix burst and he died of septicemia. This incident alone would have been highly traumatic and possibly aggravated any tendency of my mother towards the abuse of alcohol.

			My mother’s preferred drink was stout. If I ever found a bottle of stout at home, I would tip it down the drain. When my mother was alcohol affected, my sisters Beryl and Linda, would do much of the housework as my mother would often be unable to contribute for up to three or four days at a time. My mother would often go into her bedroom and sing when alcohol affected.

			However, my mother’s nature was usually kind, caring and gentle. Her demeanor changed when she was affected by alcohol and she would be abusive and argumentative to everybody in the family. I was very embarrassed to bring home any friends when she was in this state. I can recall clearly looking at our house and its chimney when returning from school or any other outing. If there was smoke rising from the chimney, I knew my mother was sober and attending to normal household activities. If there was no smoke rising from the chimney then I knew my mother was alcohol affected and that the atmosphere would be, at best uncomfortable, and at worst abusive. Despite the troubles together I cannot recall any incidence of domestic violence between my mother and father throughout their married life.

			When I was six, I commenced attending the Urquhart Street School in Ballarat. I did the whole of my schooling at Urquhart Street and on reflection I enjoyed my education very much. I was a keen student throughout my eight years at the school. My favorite subject was mental arithmetic. My teacher would call out the numbers and sums and the first one to put their hand up with the correct answer won. I was often the quickest and the most accurate at this subject. I had many friends at school which provided me with an outlet from the difficulties that I had at home. I did not play any formal type of sport but enjoyed kick-to-kick with the football during lunchtimes and socialising with my friends. But I recall on one occasion, I was given a severe verbal dressing down by our headmaster. I had gone out with friends over the weekend and painted my name on the brick wall surrounding Rawlings Soft Drinks in Ballarat.

			On reflection, this one of the sillier things I can recall doing as I wrote in letters about 8 inches tall, and it was quite clear who had done the graffiti. The headmaster at my school was notified and he got me out in front of the class and in no uncertain terms, told me how stupid I was and what a bad example I was to other students of the school. I was not however, caned or the subject of any physical discipline as even in those days, at our school, physical punishment was prohibited. 

			I continued with my studies until year 8 when I was 14 years old. It was standard at that time for children to leave school at that age and I was happy to do so. I feel, on reflection, that I should have stayed longer at school as I was a good scholar and enjoyed learning. When I left school, I received a prize of a book as acknowledgment of my academic achievements. However, with the Great Depression still affecting the  country, it was necessary for me to attempt to assist in the family finances and contribute to the household.

			I combined having fun and earning some money by going out with friends on weekends rabbiting. My family had some dogs and with my friends and their dogs we would catch rabbits. They were plentiful on the outskirts of Ballarat. We would then clean the rabbits and go from door to door attempting to sell the fresh rabbits for a shilling a pair. We would also sell the skins to a local buyer who operated out of the Ice Works. With this money I was able to earn pocket money for myself and earn some money for the family. I can’t recall a dog which was my favourite, but I did enjoy the company of the family fox terriers who always accompanied me rabbiting. My friends also had ferrets and it was an enjoyable way to make money in difficult times.

			While in Ballarat I discovered my life-long love of fishing. A friend, Bobby Geddison, became a mentor to me and taught me about fishing. Bobby was a returned soldier from the First World War who was wounded in the groin and could not have children. I recall Bobby coming to me in the early mornings and saying, “Titchy, Titchy, come on, it’s getting late”, and we’d head off down to Lake Wendouree. My nickname at school and for my adolescent life was Titchy as I was quite small for my age and looked younger than other students in my year. Bobby enjoyed having kids around at his home. I recall playing quoits regularly and socializing with my friends at Bobby`s home. At Lake Wendouree we caught mainly perch but occasionally trout and some tench which were harder to catch as they lived amongst the reeds. Occasionally I would hire a boat from Gill’s Boat Shed and row out for a day’s fishing.

			Ballarat has a well-deserved reputation for cold winters. The houses that the family rented were always bitterly cold in winter.  There was no central heating or electric or gas appliances at that stage. My father would have to buy a load of wood to have a fire and warm the property during winter. A load of wood would cost 5 shillings and sixpence which was quite expensive for the time and the wood was used sparingly. Despite the cold climate of central Victoria, I recall my father teaching me to swim on trips to Lake Daylesford. I recall being in the cold water with my father on the bank encouraging me to “strike out, strike out” with my arms to get motion and direction with my swimming. When I left school, I continued living at home with my parents in Ballarat and looking for employment. Work however, remained very scarce at this time and I undertook odd jobs around the district.

			I continued rabbiting with my friends which brought in some funds. I also assisted a neighbour who had racing greyhounds. I would walk the greyhounds for him and clean out the kennels for a small payment. If there was any gardening to do for our neighbours I would do this as well and any other menial jobs that I could find to earn some money for myself and the family. There was no formal unemployment or other form of government benefits to assist me and the family at this time. The government did, however, commence a sustenance scheme which was referred to by us locally as “susso”. This scheme provided work for unemployed men who would then receive £1 per week. For me £1 a week was a good income and I signed up for susso work with the government. On being accepted into the scheme I was placed in a team that was located in the Black Forest area of Woodend-Macedon in Central Victoria. We lived in tents and undertook forestry work. We cleaned up in the forests, maintained roads, removed fallen logs, cut bush and tidied up. I was very homesick at this time as it was my first experience of living away from home. On release from the susso camp I returned to Ballarat, I had two pounds and I was so pleased that I gave £1 to my mother and the other pound to my father.

			A major event occurred in my life when I was 15 years. I was attending a local hall where there was a dodgem car attraction. I clearly remember seeing a beautiful young girl driving dodgem cars and laughing. I thought to myself what a lovely girl and I made up my mind to get to know her better. The lovely young girl turned out to be Maisie Joyce Halson and she was three months younger than me. Maisie turned out to be my wife of 73 years and my soul mate in life. 

			I started seeing Maisie regularly from that time onwards but at first Maisie’s mother didn’t approve of her relationship with me. Maisie later told me that her mother had a strong conversation with her in which she said words to the effect “You’re not seeing that Titchy Jones are you?” Maisie replied, “Oh no mum no! Why did you hear something?” Ballarat being a small town in those days meant that there were no secrets and Maisie’s mother knew quite well that we were seeing a great deal of each other.

			For recreation in those days there would be regular dances in the various halls around Ballarat. Maisie and I would see each other at these dances and our relationship blossomed over the years. The only interruption to our relationship was during the war time period while I was away. Maisie became the object of interest of a sailor, however I was able to win her back and as I will explain later, we were married in 1943.

			Two years after I left school the Second World War broke out. Initially for me it meant that there was more work around as labour was needed in all sorts of areas to assist in the war effort. My brother Arthur enlisted with the Royal Australian Air Force and became a rigger working with the Air Force in Australia throughout the course of the war. I was still too young at the commencement of the war to enlist and I continued with odd jobs in the district. I enjoyed a life free of responsibilities in the Ballarat area and I had a good circle of friends. My friends and I enjoyed ourselves buying cheap wine on the weekends and getting into mischief but nothing of any serious nature. As my relationship with Maisie developed, she provided a steadying influence on my behaviour.

			I recall Maisie having a conversation with me about my use of alcohol. Maisie told me that she did not mind me having a drink but if I was to continue to drink heavily and go out with my mates then that’s the life I chose. She said that she had her own life and would do something different. This had the effect of moderating my behaviour significantly. In 1941 I turned 18 and was able to enlist in the armed forces. I recall walking down Sturt Street, Ballarat, when I saw a poster that said, “We need you!” As I still had no regular employment and as I was looking for adventure, I decided to enlist. In that one action the Army gave me a job and adventures beyond anything I could have imagined as a young man in Ballarat.

			The War Years

			Having decided to enlist I went into the Ballarat Town Hall where the recruiting station had been setup. I recall the first thing that I was asked to do by the recruiter was to follow an order to “drop your pants”. I suppose this was to prove that I was male. I then undertook all the necessary medicals and paperwork required to join the Army. I had a choice of what service I wished to join and on impulse I chose the Army. At the time the Australian Army was fighting in the Middle East. Japan had not yet entered the war. To join the Army, you had to be over the age of 18 years but if you wanted to serve overseas you had to be 21 years or have your parent’s consent. When I discussed this with my mother, she initially refused to provide consent to enable me to serve overseas. I was insistent that this is what I wanted to do. I wished to support my country as my older brother Arthur was already in the Royal Australian Air Force.

			I told my mother that unless she gave me her consent I would still try to go overseas, and I would provide a false date of birth to the Army to achieve this. 

			Reluctantly my mother and father agreed to my wish and gave me their consent which was handed on to the Army authorities. After approximately two weeks at home I received my call-up papers which required me to attend Camp Pell. Camp Pell was an Army camp set up in Royal Parade in Parkville, Melbourne. The camp was named after Major Floyd Pell of the 33rd Pursuit Squad of the United States Army Air Corp. At Camp Pell I was issued with uniforms and a rifle. The training that I received was very basic. I was taught how to use a rifle. I was also given a bayonet and was instructed to practice using the rifle and bayonet by sticking the rifle with bayonet attached into a bag of straw.

			After about a month of this rudimentary training I was ordered to Sydney where I was to be sent overseas as a member of the 2/6th Battalion attached to the 17th Brigade of the Sixth Division. We were told that we were being sent as reinforcements for the Sixth Division. The Sixth Battalion became my home and I formed strong friendships with its members. Before my posting to the Sixth Battalion it had been heavily involved in the fighting in the Middle East having seen action at the Battle of Bardia, around Tobruk and later in the battles of Greece and Crete. The battalion had been reformed in Palestine before being sent to Syria in 1941/42 with the unit forming part of the allied occupation force that was established there in the aftermath of the Syria-Lebanon campaign. I was part of this reformation of the Battalion and I was heading in as a reinforcement in Syria.

			I recall going from Melbourne to Sydney by train where we were to be part of a convoy including the troop ship, the Queen Mary. The Queen Mary was famous as a luxury ocean liner but at this time she had been painted grey and I noticed that her decorations including oil paintings were covered up, but it was still clear to me what a beautiful ship she was. The Queen Mary was loaded and filled from the top decks down. As I was one of the early groups to be embarked, I had a bunk above the waterline. In total I believe there were around 7,000 men on the Queen Mary for this convoy. Once we were on the ship and the convoy started, we had the run of the ship except for the Officers Only areas. The convoy was escorted by two Australian destroyers. I recall that the weather for the convoy was relatively good, however one night I heard and felt a big bump and the sound of grinding metal. The ship did not slow down but later we were told that during the night the Queen Mary collided with an allied freighter in the dark and had sheared off the bow of the freighter which sunk with substantial loss of life.
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			The Queen Mary in troopship grey

			Because of the fear of submarines and possible attack to the convoy, the Queen Mary did not stop or slow down. At this stage of the war the ships in the convoy did not have lights on for security reasons.

			After about four weeks at sea, we arrived at Port Taufiq which is a port now known as Suez Port on the southern boundary of the Suez Canal on the western side. We disembarked from the Queen Mary and went for a short time to a camp that had been set up for us. We then crossed the Suez Canal by barge and were taken by train up to Syria where the Sixth Battalion was posted. Because of my young age and youthful looks, I was pulled aside by one of our Officers and asked, “Hold on, how old are you?” so with tongue in cheek I said to the Officer that I was, “Twenty-one sir”. The Officer said that he didn’t believe me. He then proceeded to tell me that he would see that I would not be going to the front line when we reached the battalion. That was the last I heard of this from the Officer and assumed that he must have had a change of mind. Overall our Officers and NCO’s were good people. The only exception to this was one officer who thought he was the cowboy Tom Micks. He would wear a pistol on each hip.

			We still had not received any significant training in preparation for the war. I could fire my rifle and use the bayonet but had no training in tactics and behaviour in a battle. The Seventeenth Brigade had been held in reserve to support an advance upon Mali against the Vichy French forces in the Syria Lebanon area. But before I was put into action an armistice was called and I was fortunate in that I did not see a shot fired in anger during my stay in the Middle East. However, on 7 December 1941 the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbour and Australia was at war with Japan. Australia now faced a threat in the Pacific and in early 1942 my battalion was withdrawn from the Middle East. My impressions of Syria during my stay was that it was very much like country Victoria with a similar climate.

			I got to see Damascus, the main city of Syria, which even in those days was a very large sprawling metropolis. I recall that the Army had set up in Damascus a brothel known as the White House which was for the use of service personal. I did not attend the ‘house’ but it was well known throughout my unit. The cost of time with a lady was £3 Syrian which was the equivalent of £1 Australian. The Army supervised the White House to ensure that it was run on an orderly basis and that health checks were undertaken for the benefit of both the girls and the service personnel.

			The food provided by the Army was enjoyable but rather monotonous. While in the Army I received a pay allotment of five shillings per day. Later I was promoted to Lance Corporal and this provided me with another six pence a day. While overseas I would write regularly to Maisie back in Australia. The mail would take about six weeks to get home and then six weeks for Maisie to reply. Maisie’s letters were a highlight for me when they arrived and gave me news of what was happening back in Australia. Maisie and I continued our understanding that we would be married when circumstances allowed. Because of the small amount of money, I received in the Army, I did not send money back to my family.

			However, my brother Arthur in the Air Force was paid more than me and he did provide funds to assist my parents. While I was serving in the Middle East, my father died. I was informed of my father’s death by my officers in Syria but because of the distance I was from home and the difficulties in communication there was nothing further I could do. My father was quite elderly at that stage and I believe he died of conditions relating to his advanced age.

			As the Japanese threat to Australia grew with bombings in Darwin, my battalion was told that we were to be withdrawn from the Middle East. Within two weeks of being informed that we were to depart Syria we were again on a troop ship, but we did not come directly back to Australia. There was a concern that the Japanese were going to invade what was then known as the island of Ceylon in preparation for an attack India. We arrived in Ceylon to undertake garrison duties in March 1942, and we stayed until July of that year. I did not enjoy my time there as I found it hot and humid and full of sand flies. Our camp in Ceylon was located close to an RAF base. During the day and night, the sound of clanging metal tins resounded though the Battalion as the ground crew would refuel all the planes from forty-four-gallon drums of petrol.

			There were no major events that I remember occurring during our stay in Ceylon however the Japanese forces continued to press on towards Australia and we were ordered back home in August 1942 aboard the troop ship Athlone Castle. Because of war time security issues, we arrived in Port Melbourne unannounced. Our battalion was given 14 days disembarkation leave. If the authorities hadn’t given us leave, I imagine that there would have been a riot, as we were all very keen to have some time to ourselves at home. I visited my mother in Ballarat, but I also stayed with Maisie’s mother who was at that stage living in Richmond. I did enjoy myself during this leave catching up with Maisie and with both my family and hers. During the war time Maisie worked at Hecla Electrics in Melbourne. Hecla initially made homewares but switched over to war production. Maisie worked on the assembly line and continued to work for them even after the war finished.

			After the end of our 14 days of leave the battalion was sent to the Cairns area. I remember that we were not permitted off the train for the whole journey from Melbourne to Cairns. We slept, washed and ate as best we could. The most favoured place to sleep was if you were lucky enough to get up on the luggage racks. They were relatively comfortable, and you would cover yourself with a blanket to get some rest. Going back to the tropics again exposed me to the heat, humidity and insects which I had faced during my time in Ceylon. In this posting to the Cairns area, I contracted Dengue Fever and became extremely sick. Because of my illness I was hospitalised until I was fit to return to active service. I was also replaced in the 2/6th Battalion which was being retrained for jungle warfare. The battalion was deployed to New Guinea in January 1943 and fought around Wau and in the Salamaua-Lae campaign. I was very disappointed to no longer be part of the battalion which had become like family to me. On rejoining the army after my illness, I became part of the 109 General Transport Unit. I thought this was a good change as it meant I could drive rather than having to walk everywhere as part of the infantry.

			I told the Army that I could drive trucks which was not exactly true as I had no prior experience with heavy vehicles. I did however learn fast and drove Ford and Chevrolet trucks. A short time later I was asked if I could ride a motorcycle as there was a need for a dispatch rider between the Army base and Cairns Headquarters. Again, I told the Army that I had experience with motorcycles, and I was given the job riding a BSA motorcycle for the 20-minute trip from the camp to Cairns. It was during one of these trips that I came a “gutser”.

			On this occasion one of the transport trucks coming in the opposite direction hit me causing me to come off my bike and fall down a ravine. While I was in the ravine, a civilian arrived in an old Model T Ford and he and some servicemen from the truck put me into the back of the Ford. I can remember now that I was worried about bleeding all over the back of the car. I was again taken to hospital and I believe that I was there for approximately three weeks with injuries to my left eye and right foot. In the Cairns area, myself and two other servicemen were befriended by the Jones family consisting of husband and wife and their two daughters, Sylvia and Brenda. It was common for civilian households to assist the servicemen at that time.

			Mrs Jones would provide a weekly home cooked meal for us. We rarely saw Mr Jones as I believed he was an SP Bookie and spent most of his time at the local hotels.My friendship with Mrs Jones and her family was such that we kept in touch even after the war finished. Maisie and I travelled to Cairns to meet her after the war and she also came to Melbourne to visit us. My second daughter Brenda was named after Mrs Jones’ daughter.

			At our army camp we lived in Nissan huts which provided good accommodation for us in the tropics. The huts had open eaves and we could get a cooling breeze circulating through the huts most of the time and they kept off the heavy tropical rain. Our daily routine involved an early start with a roll call which had to be answered even if you were in pyjamas. After roll call we were allowed to return to the barracks to dress, tidy up the barracks and have breakfast. After this the balance of the day was spent in training or undertaking the transport work.

			On days where we had leave from the Army, we explored around the Cairns area. On one occasion I took a trip out to Green Island. At that stage of my life I was not that impressed with the prospect of a tropical island and thereafter did my touring on the mainland. Hotels in the war time period were only open for two hours a day. Beer was in short supply. 

			I would go to the hotel, queueing up for opening time. It would then be a race to the bar.

			I would then order six pots which I would carry out for myself to drink with my mates at our leisure. The hotels would open for a short time in the morning and then reopen again for a short time in the afternoon. To overcome the beer shortage myself and a number of my mates decided to take matters into our own hands. We noticed that near our camp there was a steep rise in the rail line bringing supplies into the township of Cairns. Amongst us we hatched a plan to intercept the train when it was attempting to climb the steep gradient and where it was travelling very slow. Having determined that the train was hauling the local beer supply my mates and I ran up beside the train which was heavily laden on its north bound trip. We undid the tarpaulins on the goods carriage, relieved it of a nine-gallon keg of beer before tying down the tarp, all the while the train was moving. We approached a local publican and hired a beer tap from him and then took the keg into the bush and boy did we have a party that night. The keg did not last long at all.

			On another occasion we tried a similar trick on the track to obtain new boots. On this occasion however we were unsuccessful as the box we took from the train was full of left foot boots only.

			We were quite amused at the prospect that it could only be the army that would send boxes of left foot boots and right foot boots separately to one another. I look back at this period in the Army in North Queensland with fondness and recalling a lot of good experiences and great company with my fellow servicemen. During this time my relationship with Maisie continued to develop and we decided that we would marry on 10 April 1943. To facilitate the wedding, I applied for marriage leave from the Army. My Officer was surprised that I was taking this step.

			The Officer asked me, “Are you sure you are going to be married?” I said to the Officer, “Here’s the Minister’s letter.” I therefore got 10 days leave to return to Victoria and marry Maisie. As a serviceman I got free travel to and from Victoria. Because of the low Army pay Maisie borrowed £10 to pay for the marriage ceremony which occurred at the Church of Christ in Dawson Street, Ballarat. After the marriage and reception, my sister Beryl saw us off on a bus to Daylesford. As it was war time, we were unable to make any advanced booking for accommodation. However, the bus driver said, “I will find somewhere for you”. The bus driver did just this and found a woman who was living in a bedsitter in Daylesford. At first, she thought that Maisie and I were just travelling for the purposes of an affair but when she saw the confetti in Maisie’s hair, she realised that we had really been married. This kind lady gave up her bed sitting room for us to have our honeymoon.

			Obviously, I was very reluctant to leave Maisie at this time and return to my unit in Cairns. I did however, but I was one day late returning to the camp. As I was late, I was officially Absent Without Leave.

			The consequence of this AWOL was that I was demoted from Lance Corporal and lost six pence a day pay.
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			Back in Cairns my unit was being prepared for deployment to Bougainville. We embarked on serious jungle training to get us ready for the conditions that we would soon face. We were taken into the jungle and we had to build little humpy type shelters for ourselves as there were no tents. Our training was tough, and we were exposed to the tropical elements and tactics to carry out jungle warfare. I was taught to drive a Bren gun carrier which was in my opinion a terrible thing.

			The Bren gun carrier gave no protection as the driver had to have his head above the canopy and there was no windscreen or armour. The vehicle was however quite reliable. On 18 May 1945 we heard on the radio that Germany had surrendered. The news was everywhere around the base. Understandably it was an important moment for us, but it was not unexpected as by that stage we knew that things were going our way against the Germans in Europe. There was no special ceremony or dinner provided and the standard camp routine continued. On 15 August 1945 we heard via the radio that Japan had surrendered, and we were informed of the use of the atomic bombs. As with the earlier surrender of Germany and VE Day there was no special meal or celebration in the camp, but we were extremely happy that the war had finally come to an end and we were not needed to be deployed to Bougainville.

			Like the surrender of Germany, we knew that we had the Japs on the run and that the surrender was not unexpected. Looking back on this period, I believe that the Battle of the Coral Sea was the turning point. In this battle the Japanese advance on Australia was stopped. We acknowledged that in addition to our own efforts, the battle was won due to the American commitment in men, materials and money. As the war had ended it was now a high priority to get back home and to resume a normal life as soon as possible. The Army had a policy that married men would be demobilised first. Accordingly, I was discharged on 7 November 1945. My war service had come to an end and on reflection I feel that this period of my life was very important to me as it broadened my outlook from a teenager living in Ballarat to somebody who had experienced overseas travel and travel to other parts of Australia itself.

			I recall speaking to my brother, Arthur, about our war service and his regret that he had not been posted overseas. I told Arthur that everybody had to do their bit as required and that meant that some people served at home. With this period of my life coming to an end, it was now time to look forward to my life with Maisie living in Richmond, Victoria.

			Return to Civilian Life

			With the war in the Pacific having come to an end and with my discharge from the army, the government set up a scheme to assist ex-servicemen re-enter civilian life. The Army arranged interviews for me with a Careers Advisor. We discussed what I preferred to do for an income as I had no formal trade qualifications. I initially stated that I would like to be a printer, but I was informed by the interviewer that the technology in the printing industry was changing rapidly and there might not be a long-term future in the industry. I was told that there would be a lot of building going on with the returned servicemen and the refugees that were coming from Europe. After further discussion I decided to pursue a trade as a carpenter. On my return from the Army, Maisie and I had commenced living together as husband and wife in her mother’s home in Cubit Street, Richmond. The house was near the Bryant and May Match Factory. Maisie’s family were very good to us and we had use of one bedroom in the property.

			I commenced trade classes which lasted for approximately six months and were held in the Brighton Town Hall. When the classes were finished, I was then put out with a builder who had applied for labour.

			I learned the finer details of being a carpenter and builder, generally ‘on the job’. My pay for this work was subsidised by the Australian Government. Maisie continued to work on the assembly line at Hecla and we saved to be able to establish our own household and in due course, have a family of our own. After a few months Maisie and I moved from her parents’ home and rented a very poor standard property, also in Richmond. This was in 1946. Shortly after renting our home together Maisie became pregnant with our first child, Pamela Fay, who was born 10 November 1946. I was particularly happy to be a father. I can recall going up and down the street in which we lived, knocking on the doors and telling our neighbours that I just had a little baby daughter. I got a range of responses from shared joy at the arrival of Pamela to polite acknowledgement. Pamela was born in the Richmond Hospital and her birth had no complications and I remember it as one of the happiest times in my life.

			After a short time, Maisie returned to work and Pamela was babysat by her maternal grandmother as our respective households were only a short distance apart. With the money that we were able to save through our employment, we purchased a block of land in Preston. But soon after, Maisie and I decided that the Preston district did not suit us and we sold this block of land and bought a vacant block at 3 Haig Street, Box Hill for the sum of £72. As a returned serviceman, I was entitled to a War Service Loan which provided finance to build our family home at the low interest rate of 3%. Although I was in the building trade, I could not build the home myself. Government regulations required it to be constructed by an independent professional builder.

			The house in Box Hill cost £2,200 and we moved in there in approximately 1950. I continued my employment as a sub-contractor in the building trade. On 27 November 1951 our second child was born, Brenda Kay Jones. Both Brenda and Maisie were in good health and I was again extremely excited to be a father for the second time. Our third child, Norman Wayne Jones, was born 11 February 1956. I had the home professionally clad and with our growing family, I used my skills to extend the kitchen area. This was the only major alteration to the home during our residence. By 1961 I felt that there was not a great deal of a future continuing as a sub-contractor in the building industry. I had a ‘round table’ conference with Maisie and the children, we decided that we would purchase a mixed business in the Burwood East area.

			I recall this business was purchased on a leasehold basis for the then considerable sum of £7,000. To finance this purchase, I sold the Box Hill property and obtained a loan from Top Dollar Loans for the balance. Maisie, the children and I moved to live in the residence which was attached to the mixed business. It became clear shortly after we commenced the business that it was not as profitable as we had hoped. The business suffered from competition by nearby supermarkets and the expense of the loan instalments together with rent placed a great deal of financial stress on the family. By this time our eldest daughter Pamela was 16 and she left school to assist Maisie and myself in the running of the business. The family struggled on with the mixed business until approximately 1966 when it became clear to me that if I was to properly provide for the family, I would have to obtain outside employment.

			After a further family discussion, I joined with my good friends Len Harrop and Keith Robertson in applying for positions with the Melbourne Metropolitan Board of Works. There were no job advertisements placed by the MMBW but the three of us fronted up to the office in Melbourne anyway and asked if they could use three good tradesmen. To our relief the Board of Works said that they could, and we all commenced work together. My employment with the Board of Works commenced as a carpenter making form works for the construction of underground sewerage pipes which were being installed throughout Melbourne. Len, Keith and I worked on the same site together and we referred to ourselves as ‘The Allstars’. As we worked on the same jobs we carpooled to get to and from our employment.

			I enjoyed my work with the Board of Works and because we were working underground, I received good wages. Around 1967 our daughter Pamela left to travel overseas and our lease on the mixed business and the residence was up for renewal. Our landlord, Mr Cox, thought that he had ‘a gun to our heads’ and told me that he would only re-let the premises if the rent was tripled. This was totally unacceptable and would have made the business unprofitable. To avoid being financially exploited at the end of the lease period Maisie and I closed the shop on the Saturday and with the help of family and friends we relocated the whole shop including plant, equipment and fittings together with all our own residential furniture and belongings to the new premises which were three doors away from our original location. Maisie then continued to operate the shop with the assistance of paid labour and I would help on my time off from the Board of Works. The work which I was involved in was highly technical.

			The employer must have felt that I was doing a good job as I was promoted to Safety Officer and I received two further promotions during my 17 years at the Board. Our work involved the construction of casements which were shafts from the surface down to the underground tunnels. This work involved the forming of concrete circles which were forced by gravity underground to make up a round shaft for servicing of the sewerage system. In relation to the underground sewers themselves, this was all undertaken in a compressed air environment. The compressed air kept the water out of the tunnel and strengthened the walls while the construction of the sewerage tunnel was being undertaken.

			To start our shift, we would enter an airlock which when closed would be pressurised to the same degree as the tunnel in which we were working. At the end of a shift we would again return to the decompression chamber and the pressure would be equalised over time to that of the surface. The length of time that we worked in the tunnel depended upon the depth and pressure of the tunnel. The deeper the tunnel and the higher the pressure meant we spent less time working and more time in the decompression chamber. I recall one dreadful occasion when the management let the air out of the tunnel system too early and three of my workmates were suffocated. Because of the high-risk nature of the tunnelling work my job as a Safety Inspector was extremely critical. It would be necessary for me to ensure that all regulations were met by the workers to minimise any risk to their welfare while employed on the job. By the time that I retired from my employment I had achieved the position as First Class Inspector.

			Although my employment with the Board significantly eased the financial stress on the family it was clear that the mixed business was still not earning sufficient funds. Maisie and I visited our accountant with the businessbooks and he did an analysis of the business. It became apparent that the profit that we were making did not correspond to the amount of sales that the business was generating. It then was discovered that an employee had been taking funds from the business. By 1969 Maisie and I saw no future in attempting to continue with the business and it was placed on the market for sale. As a result of the sale we did lose a significant amount of money. As the business also provided us with the residence in which we lived, we had to find alternative accommodation on its sale. Because of the financial difficulties caused by the business, I did not have a large amount of savings. My friend, and workmate, Keith Robertson came to the rescue and provided us with a loan to obtain a deposit for the purchase of a house in Burwood. It was moments like these that I came to truly appreciate the friendships and strong family life that Maisie and I enjoyed despite our significant work commitments and hours spent in the business.

			When Pamela was young, she was a very good swimmer and won many races and awards, especially backstroke. I would frequently take her to swimming training and watch her in competitions. Our younger children Brenda and Wayne had an enduring love of horses. On the weekends I would take Brenda and Wayne to a local riding school where they could ride for a morning or afternoon. It would cost 3 to 4 shillings each for the session. As all my children grew up to adolescence, I would also take them, particularly Pamela and Brenda, to and from dances.

			It may have been embarrassing for Pamela and Brenda, but I would be there at the end of the dance or party to collect them and drive them home to ensure their safety.

			Maisie and I were particularly friendly with Len and Dolly Harrop. Len had been in the Air Force during the war, so we had a lot in common as ex-servicemen. Maisie and Dolly became good friends and we would often socialise. I recall that in 1956 when television came to Melbourne we would visit a local family who had a TV to watch shows or the children and I would go to the shopping centre and watch the television through the windows of the local electrical shop. I was deeply saddened when after we had both retired, Len Harrop died suddenly of a heart attack at the bus stop across the road from the Box Hill Station. In relation to Keith Robertson, he and I and our respective families would often go to the football and we both barracked for Richmond. Keith’s son was a very good footballer and played for Richmond in the VFL.

			Unfortunately, Keith’s son was injured in the shoulder and somehow this injury developed into cancer and he died. I also continued to keep in contact with Mrs Jones and her family in Cairns who had been so kind to myself and my two army mates when we were posted in North Queensland. I can recall having a holiday with Maisie and flying to Cairns. Mrs Jones was extremely pleased to see us and she travelled to Melbourne to visit us also. Unfortunately, I believe Mrs Jones was killed when she was hit by a car in Cairns. As my children got to their teenage years, they moved out to establish their own lives. After returning to Australia, Pamela obtained a clerical position in an insurance company. Brenda also found employment in office work.

			Our son Wayne continued with his love of horses. When he was 16, Maisie took him to a trainer that she knew in Caulfield as Wayne had expressed a wish to become a jockey. The trainer said to Wayne that he would grow too big to be a jockey but if he wanted to pursue a career with horses, he could be apprenticed to a leading farrier to learn the trade of shoeing horses. Wayne did this and became an extremely competent farrier and worked in this trade until his death.

			In 1970 our eldest daughter Pamela married Vangi Tsakiris and on 7 February 1971 Pam gave birth to our first grandson, Paul. I was delighted to be a grandfather and enjoyed my time with Paul and his parents. But tragedy struck in 1975 when Vangi who had just purchased a new truck was driving with Pamela and Paul and the truck overturned. Vangi was killed and Pamela was rendered unconscious in the cabin while Paul was thrown free of the truck and suffered only minor injuries. As a result of his father’s death, I became the father figure for Paul who was only four at the time. Paul and I would undertake trips to the football, and I introduced him to fishing. Pamela continued to live with Paul in her former family home which was only a block or two away from our residence in Burwood. I spent a great deal of time with Pamela and Paul giving support to them both.

			Our second daughter, Brenda, whose love of horses continued, met her future husband Clem Young at a rodeo. Brenda and Clem were married in 1977 and her first son, Wade, was born later that year. Our son Wayne also was married at about this time and he had his first child, Troy, who was born 9 February 1978.

			Our eldest daughter, Pamela, had re-partnered and married Sam Kouzounian in 1978. Pamela and Sam had their own mixed business and Maisie helped in the business as Pamela had helped Maisie and I many years prior. As all the children had moved out of home, Maisie and I decided to sell the property in Burwood in approximately 1978/79. The Burwood home was on a large block of land and neither Maisie or I were very keen gardeners, so we decided to downsize and purchased a home in Vermont South. After Brenda’s marriage to Clem, I had attempted to assist their family by arranging for Clem to obtain employment at the Board of Works, but this did not prove to his liking. Clem had been born in Wagga Wagga and liked the country life and he and Brenda moved to various locations before they eventually settled in Toowoomba, Queensland where Clem runs his own caravan dealership.

			On 5 February 1979 Brenda had her second child, Travis. Travis has inherited his parents love of horses and rodeo and has ridden professionally in rodeos. On 21 November 1980 Pamela and Sam had a child of their own, Adam, and Sam adopted Paul as his son. As I was a returned serviceman, I was entitled to retire at the age of 60 years. When 1983 approached and I was eligible to retire, the MMBW provided a package for me which involved 17 week’s pay, being one week’s pay for each year of service. After discussing this with Maisie, it was decided that I would retire. This left me more time to spend with Maisie and the family and to visit extended family throughout the country.

			Retirement

			I enjoyed a full and active life after my retirement. Maisie and I went on a number of short trips together around Australia. My friend Len Harrop who had also retired from the Board at the same time as myself went on a trip with me to northern Australia for about two weeks. Len and his wife, Dolly, and Maisie and I also enjoyed bus and train trips to various locations around Victoria. With the extra time now available to Maisie and I we also undertook driving trips up to see our daughter Brenda and her family in Toowoomba. Throughout my life I have always kept in touch with my mother and brother and sisters.

			My mother died at the age of 83. She had lived in rented accommodation for most of her life however my sisters and brother and I attempted to have her cared for in a nursing home towards the end of her days. My mother, however, did not enjoy this accommodation and fretted badly. Therefore, my siblings and I spoke to a family friend who had a large block of land in the Ballarat area. We had a cottage built at the rear of the home and my mother lived there until she passed away. My mother’s drinking moderated slightly with her advancing years. She never re-partnered after the death of my father. 

			On reflection I feel that my mother had overall an unhappy life and I felt that she may have been jealous of the close and loving relationship that Maisie and I enjoyed.  My mother when not affected by alcohol was a wonderful woman and loving parent.  She took great pride in all of her children and in her grandchildren. My eldest brother, Arthur, also stayed in the Ballarat area.

			Arthur worked for the Ballarat Brewing Company, first as a Boiler Attendant and then later as an Engineer. Arthur had a great interest in steam, and he educated himself and obtained qualifications to progress from being a Boiler Attendant to an Engineer. He worked with the Ballarat Brewing Company until his retirement. My brother’s death affected me greatly as I had great love for him. I recall visiting Ballarat upon his death and saying to his children that, “He was the bloke I would like to have been”. There was just something about my brother that made him very special. I said to his children that one of my great life regrets was that I never said to him that I loved him. To my immense relief the children informed me that their father knew that and felt the same close bond to me.

			My second eldest sister Linda married locally and lived in the Ballarat area until her passing. My eldest sister Beryl married a Baptist Minister. She moved with her husband to various parishes and lived in Ringwood, Melbourne for some time. Upon Beryl and her husband retiring they moved to Nelson Bay on the mid-north coast of New South Wales. With a War Service Loan, they built a small two-bedroom home for retirement. I particularly enjoyed going to Nelson Bay for holidays once a year. Maisie would come with me, and Pamela’s son Paul on occasions. I remember the first time Paul came with us, he was very homesick and not sure about taking such a long trip away from his mother. I recall Maisie and I with Paul stopping at a motel on the way up to Nelson Bay and that night watching Rocky II. After being inspired by this movie, Paul was happy to go, and we had several wonderful trips to Nelson Bay. On one trip in particular, I was very concerned for the welfare of Paul.

			Paul and I had gone out fishing in a rented boat when the wind blew up strongly offshore. The waves became quite large and although I attempted to head straight back into land, the force of the wind and waves stopped our progress. I tried to stay calm and not give Paul any cause for alarm. I suggested casually that we put our life jackets on. Having done this, I remembered a little bit of seamanship and decided to tack or zig zag into the shore. We duly arrived safely, and Paul was none the wiser to the great peril I felt we were facing. I was not so much concerned about my own welfare but thought of the great amount of upset and distress that would be caused to Pamela if having lost Paul’s father, she also lost Paul and her own father. The fishing at Nelson Bay was usually very good until the government did earthworks around the district which upset the natural flow of the fish. At Nelson Bay each evening the fish would come into the coast and it was always a time when they could be caught. Maisie and I had fish for dinner regularly during our trips to Nelson Bay.

			To assist my sister and her husband I extended their small home building another room off to the rear of their property. At about the time of my retirement my daughter Pamela’s marriage to her second husband, Sam, broke down. Again, I provided support to Pamela and her children during this difficult time before she formed a relationship with Geoff Quinell in approximately 1985. Pamela married Geoff in 1990 and they have together given wonderful assistance to Maisie and I in our later years. Wayne also suffered greatly with relationship problems over time. Wayne’s first marriage broke up and this restricted his time with his son Troy which caused him great distress.

			Wayne married for a second time, but this relationship only lasted for approximately six months before it too broke down. Later Wayne married for a third time to his wife Debbie in approximately 1990 and they had two children Rhiannon born 18 October 1990 and Christopher born 27 November 1992. It was after the break down of this third marriage that Maisie and I noticed a deterioration in Wayne’s mental health. I would describe Wayne as falling into a very deep hole which turned into serious depression. Wayne was not a heavy drinker nor were there any issues of domestic violence in his relationships to the best of my knowledge. Wayne started to talk about his feeling of loss, particularly as he loved all of his three children deeply. It was my belief at the time, and it remains my thought that Wayne believed himself to be a failure.

			Before this became apparent to Maisie and I we had discussed a move from Vermont South to be closer to Pamela and Geoff in Mildura. I thought this would be a new adventure and meant that Maisie and I could be more readily assisted by Pamela and Geoff if necessary. Accordingly, in approximately 2001 we sold the Vermont South home and moved to 394-396 Serenity Heights, Walnut Avenue, Mildura. This was a unit we had purchased ‘off-plan’. I had thought that I could continue my hobby of fishing in the Murray River but my attempts to catch fish were usually unsuccessful and the fishing was certainly not as good as Nelson Bay. However, Maisie and I joined the local Senior Citizens group in Mildura which met regularly, and I took up carpet bowls. While we were in Mildura it became clear that Wayne’s mental health was continuing to worsen. Wayne did receive professional help from both public and private psychologists and psychiatrists.

			It was decided by Maisie and I that we would return to Melbourne to provide Wayne with support as we were extremely concerned for his welfare. Maisie and I went to live in Wayne’s unit with him in Heidelberg in 2004. Despite all the medical assistance Wayne’s condition continued to deteriorate. I recall vividly being in Wayne’s unit on 8 October 2004 and looking down the road to see a police car pull up. I immediately feared the worst. The police arrived and informed us of Wayne’s death. I was shocked and passed out with grief. I believe the police contacted the local ambulance station which was across the road from the unit to come and provide assistance to Maisie and I.

			After Wayne’s death Maisie and I returned to speak to Wayne’s psychiatrist. The psychiatrist informed us that she thought that Wayne was always going, “along that track”. She said that she knew the depth of Wayne’s problems but could not go into further details with us. Maisie and I returned to our Mildura unit, but we were both badly affected by Wayne’s passing. I had a number of years counselling to come to terms with this tragedy. But the family traumas did not stop. On 14 December 2008 Brenda’s eldest son Wade also took his life. Wade had had learning difficulties throughout his life and was a recovering alcoholic. After the tragedy of Wayne’s passing, I just felt deep numbness in relation to this news.

			For a number of years Maisie and I withdrew socially and only engaged with others on rare occasions. Due to my advancing age it became more difficult for me to attend to my daily needs. Although Maisie provided as much assistance as she could, she herself was struggling as we were both feeling our age.

			In October 2016 it was decided that I would move into Princes Court Homes where I live to this day. Maisie stayed in our unit in Walnut Avenue, but she had developed heart problems and was hospitalised. The welfare officers at the hospital in conjunction with Pamela and Geoff did not feel it appropriate for her to return by herself to the unit. So, in November 2016,Maisie followed me into Princes Court Homes. Maisie and I enjoyed our time together and I resumed activities at Princes Court Homes, especially carpet bowls. In 2017 Maisie’s heart condition became terminal and she passed away ending 74 years of marriage and a 79 year-relationship. I remain close to all my grandchildren who although I do not see them regularly, I keep in touch by phone and cards from time to time. I continue to receive the love and support of my daughters Pamela and Brenda. I appreciate the regular attendance by Pamela and Geoff to my needs and I appreciate the kindness and support of all my family members in my twilight times.

			* * * *

			Norman Frederick Jones sits comfortably in his favourite chair in his room at Princes Court Homes having reflected on a lifetime in which society, families and his country have changed enormously. Throughout the ten decades of Norm’s life the one unchanging principle has been Norman’s unshakeable devotion to those people and institutions which he holds dearest to him. Norm’s commitment as the “quiet Australian” to his wife Maisie, his children and grandchildren, to his work and to his country stands both as a beacon and a pathway which hopefully can guide future generations of the Jones’ family to take small steps in improving the life of all those to whom they come in contact.
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