Untitled

Foreword.

There is certainly no offence intended to any person mentioned in these pages.  The details are simply honest recollections of memories which may well be incomplete and flawed.  However, there will be details of events that may embarrass and humiliate some people, be disrespectful to the memories of those that have passed away and generally create a feeling of ill will…

TOUGH..!

The Round Tree 

At least that how Dave recalls the name of the first place in Scotland that he can remember.  A winding tree lined road passes gently sloping paddocks of hay adjacent to the downward slope of the land towards the burn, a Scottish name for a small creek.

The small bridge overlooks the burn; lush green foliage lines each bank, rocks overrun by steady and gently moving shallow water that creates a calming memory of another world so far away and so long ago.

A last look at the gold coloured paintwork on the small metal model of James Bond’s Aston Martin before it’s launched with all the might that a young boy can muster, into the water of the burn below, just to see a splash and never to utter a word to anyone.

Not far round a bend in the road the white walled house sat opposite of vast open fields of hay.  The wooden ranch style fence provides the visual barrier from the road.  The centre gate is the welcoming entrance the front door.

The second story had been constructed at some stage during the stay.  His memories of the building phase are sketchy at best.  Visions of a wooden staircase directly in front of the front door, leading up to the new addition with pine framed roof trusses and wall panelling on either side of the landing bring back memories and feelings of change.

On entering through the front door to the right through a doorway is what he recalls as the living room with couches and chairs and from memory, a table, perhaps a sideboard, a window in the rear wall.  Yet another doorway on the right lead to the kitchen area with a door, again on the rear wall,  that lead to the back of the house.  There were more rooms in that area but the visions don’t allow for more detail.  There was a room to the left of the front door but again the memories are sketchy.

The driveway to the left of the house lead directly to a garage with double wooden doors and an air of old world charm that would have complimented the original house.  Further to the left is the packing shed, a large building behind which lay two acres of strawberries in a market garden setting.  The glasshouses at the far left end on the plot housed other produce, the details of which escape him.

To the right of the house was an area which appeared to be a patio type affair with a gate or door, perhaps a car port, with a path leading to the back door.

Looking from the back door, the land sloped gently downward towards the burn.  A fair expanse of land by today’s standards and a lot of area for a young boy to hide and be in his own world where he was king and no-one could hurt him.

The first memories of school were of large rooms with high ceilings and cold chairs, to which he bitterly cried and complained about when first seated with mother at his side on day one.  The swift and sudden rebuke, followed by an equally sudden departure, provided the first memory of rejection and abandonment.

Even then he had the impression that he had embarrassed and disappointed his mother.  It was a feeling that would recur many times.

The snow line had hardened into ice overnight, just as the kids had hoped when they would pack snow from the playground into a small mound about half a metre wide by 10 metres long before going home the day before.

The more adventurous kids would take a great run up and slide along the ice, hopefully staying on their feet but more often than not ending up on their behinds and going into class with wet pants covering a sore behind.

It was an old building with large stone walls and huge steps leading up to doors that lead to corridors and classrooms that still conjure images of mean faced people masquerading as teachers and mentors.

His father had been at the school this particular day, he had a business cleaning windows and working on a few that obviously need attention.  Dave was so eager to impress and was so excited that his dad was there that he and a friend had ran from where they had visited him, making their way back to the classroom.   

As he rounded a corner, running at full stretch, he recalls seeing a rather large belt buckle belonging to someone much taller than himself.  The subsequent collision caused a shiner fit for a world champion boxer.

Apart from a few vague memories of the hay fields across from the house, going to town and being told off for throwing stones at a window in an old shack, there are precious few thoughts that sum up the time spent at the Round Tree.  
One particular thing he remembers is talk of going on an aeroplane. There was talk of leaving and going some place a long way away.

His big brother Stephen, two years his senior and the younger sister, Yvonne 4 years his junior, were about to embark on a long trip.  The word Australia didn’t mean a great deal at the time and certainly gave no indication of what was to come. 

The B.O.A.C. aeroplane, nowadays called British Airways, was dark blue and silver, at least that’s how it appeared through the eyes of a 6 year old.  

§

The constant droning and boredom seemed never ending.  In between bouts of fitful sleep a walk up the aisle to where the stewardess seemed to live broke the monotony, not to mention always getting a cup of orange juice.

He wasn’t sure what it was but the trips to the stewardess seemed comforting, perhaps because she paid attention to him, didn’t ignore him and always asked if he was OK with a reassuring rub on the shoulder.

The landing had seemed like a bit of an adventure, a bump followed by skidding noises and roaring engines.  The weather outside was oppressively hot and there were men with really dark skin and funny clothes just standing round and looking out past the aeroplane.

Ceylon, as it was known back then, was a completely different environment from what he was used to, an eye opener that had him watching and taking in everything at once.

One of the dark skinned men was holding a rifle up to his chest and looking out past the aeroplane with huge eyes.  His eyes were about to pop out he thought to himself as he followed the mans gaze to the other side of the tarmac.

There was a jeep or some kind of jungle vehicle moving slowing, turning right at the edge of the black landing strip.  Just a few metres to the left the rather large brightly coloured Tiger was casually walking back into towards the jungle fringe and out of sight, having been sufficiently coerced back into his native habitat.

The remainder of the flight was a blur, in fact there wasn’t anything he could recall, not even the arrival in South Australia where a new life was about to commence.

§

Possibly the only real memory was the heat.  January 1967 (from memory but could be wrong) was typically a hot month of the year and the first recollection of a trip to the beach was the resulting cold bath in the evening to soothe the blisters that covered his body.

As Billy Connolly so aptly put it, Scottish people need a week of tanning to go from pale blue to white!

He recovered and began to settle into this new world of constant heat.  Although the experience of peeling dead skin off in large strips was a whole new experience, prompting the expression “look at peely wally”  

The newly arrived family somehow fitted into the small house of the relatives who had sponsored their migration.

He always seemed to want to make people happy and pleased with him.  Too young to understand why or what had happened to make him think this way but it continued and became worse as time went by.

The first house recalled as being their own, where many disjointed memories were founded, was in Selth Street Albert Park.  Long summers, a back yard pool constructed from a continuous sheet of finely corrugated sheet metal that formed a circle and a large piece of light blue plastic that somehow fitted inside to form a well.  This was to become a legacy that would follow from house to house.

There were days when the candles would melt and droop over like a dehydrated flower.  Eating outside was a novelty, playing on the swings that their father had erected in the back yard that were as much for him as it was for the kids.  He would do his exercises on the bars because he wanted to keep fit and showed the two boys how to swing up and sit on a parallel bar above the ground.

“You used to be a good wee worker, what’s wrong with you?”  his mother had said one day, unsure of what prompted the outburst.  All he can remember was feeling that he just didn’t seem to be able to make her happy, no matter what he did, no matter how hard he tried.  

He could vaguely recall many such times when mother seemed to be angry or frustrated for whatever reason and he would just retreat, a trait he would became accustomed to.  

It became increasingly uncomfortable as the arguments continued, getting yelled at for reasons unknown, having father have his go as well after being primed by mother.  It was as if she wanted to really drive home a point, to really make the kids pay by not just yelling and screaming with histrionics engineered to inflict the worst possible feelings of guilt but followed it all by long periods of ignoring them.  The cold shoulder treatment, a method of rejection, a withdrawal of love and ultimately – abandonment, compounded by being made to feel that it was all their fault.  

Was it their fault? Or was it a case of mother taking out her frustrations on the kids and using father to help. 

Perhaps the antics of two growing boys following the arrival of Anne-Marie, the fourth in the clan, were wearing on the two parents.  Two normal young boys, behaving as boys do, not knowing any different being yelled at for anything and everything.

There must have been some good times had by the family as a whole but the lack of clear and happy recollection of any is still a mystery.  Perhaps that’s unfair when there are vague memories of picnics in parks, the visit to Navy ships and the Air shows when the kids were young and so forth.  Why do the bad feelings override anything that may have been good?
It was obvious that their father worked very hard and was a good physical provider but his own childhood left him bereft of any valuable parental nurturing skills, consequently all the children missed this very important and vital aspect of their own childhood formative years.  

To this day, little is known about their father’s childhood.  An evacuee at age five during the Second World War, separated and moved regularly to avoid the bombings in war torn London.  Cared for by foster families in different areas until he was sent back to his mother at age eleven.   He joined the British Army and served a few years before meeting Margaret who was to become his wife and mother to the four children.

It was only realized in later years, by the adult children, that he was completely dominated by his wife.  This would perhaps account for his constant frustration and apparent anger.  There always seemed to be raised voices, yelling, screaming, arguing and of course the subsequent silence indicating a lack of willingness to resolve issues.  

Young Dave would always be asking himself, “Why do they have to yell all the time, why are they always arguing, is it me?”  Whenever the yelling started he would sit and cringe, waiting for a blast from one or both of them, even if he hadn’t done anything.  
There are vivid memories of wanting to scream back, just to say “SHUTUP!!! JUST SHUTUP, YOU’RE SCARING ME AND I DON”T KNOW WHAT I’VE DONE, I DON’T UNDERSTAND!!”  
The anger would build and build continuously but had to be repressed, he wouldn’t dare react for fear of the consequences.  The anger eventually turned into internalized rage.  Raised voices in later years would bring on an uncontrollable and angry response that shocked anyone within earshot.

It was more or less the same in the second house in Campbelltown some three years later.

If he was doing wrong he certainly didn’t realise it, didn’t understand and the wrath that followed, even to someone as young as eight or nine, just seemed to be an overreaction.  No explanation, if any, seemed to make any sense

“You’re so self centred”, “Selfish, always thinking of yourself, never thinking about anyone else but yourself”, “You should be ashamed of yourself”, “Get out of my sight” and one that would hurt for years to come “WHAT’S WRONG WITH YOU”
He would grow with that saying bouncing around in his head continuously, prompting a constant analysis of what he’d been doing; desperately trying to work out if there was something wrong with him.  Maybe, just maybe he was being a normal kid who was retreating more and more to a mental sanctuary because of an apparent will of mother to try to catch them out at something, looking for a reason to have a go.  Father was being the expert overbearing standover figure, that constant threat that just wouldn’t go away, a very effective method of enforcing compliance and obedience.  

Of course mother would make the most of that also, “Just you wait til your father gets home” usually told to one or all of the kids just before they went off to school for some reason or another.  That had the maximum effect because it would be uppermost in his mind the whole day, wondering what hell he would be in for when father came home.

These feelings could well be overstated, maybe even exaggerated slightly to some extent (or is that the programming?), ignoring whatever good times there may have been but he doesn’t recall any closeness between the family members, quite the opposite in fact. It was as though none of them could tolerate each other.  Tension in the house appeared to be a constant thing, nobody ever seemed to be comfortable and relaxed.

There was a strong impression that mother was dividing and conquering by driving wedges between the kids, turning each of them against each other.  One of her cruel acts that stuck most in his mind was being berated for whatever reason after which she would turn to one of the other kids who just happened to be there at the time and side with them saying something like “Come on Stephen, you and I will do something” then turn her back and walk away.  What kind of person would do that to a young child?

Everything just seemed to increase when the family moved again three years or so later to Tea Tree Gully but it may have been because he was older and being more of a teenager.

The hurt was building almost as fast as the ever increasing rage.  He just didn’t seem to be able to do anything right or to do anything good enough.  The constant feeling of severe discomfort, wariness and heightened sensitivity to body language and facial expressions had well and truly set in.  
There were times when it would take on new levels of confusion when he was told that he could have thought to do this or that instead of sitting on his backside.  Great now I have to be a mind reader as well, he thought to himself.

He was told on more than a few occasions that he was so ungrateful, made to feel that he owed them for every breath he took for the rest of his life.  

He can still picture in his mind the day when he was ten or eleven, in the Campbelltown house, being lectured again by father, along with the other kids, about being selfish. Mother sitting at the kitchen table, looking out the window but telling us that she would cough up blood from working so hard and worrying about us so much. The ultimate guilt trip used to great effect and with long lasting detrimental consequences as time would prove. 
The feelings he suffered at that point were simply horrendous.  What he thought he was hearing was his mother telling him that she was dying and it was all his fault!  Clearly it was nowhere near that bad but how was it supposed to sound to a ten year old kid?

There was absolutely no doubt they both made sacrifices and worked their fingers to the bone, as mother loved to repeat, to provide a home, clothes, food on the table and schooling.

He just remembers feeling so uncomfortable most of the time; there was a constant feeling of anxiety whenever he needed to tell them anything for fear of the response or the reaction, no matter how minor or unimportant.  In the end it was just easier to keep quiet, stay out of the way and say nothing unless it was absolutely necessary.

It was the same if he ever wanted to ask for something.  The body language was unmistakable, the look on mother’s face and the usual response “Och WHAT, WHAT IS IT NOW?” or “Can’t ye just leave me alone for five minutes”. 

he often thought that if he and his brother and sisters were such a nuisance, and she had so little patience, why did they have them?

Being made to feel guilty was an almost daily occurrence, or so it seemed.  

“There’s three other kids in this family, what makes you think you’re so special? and what about us, when are we supposed to get something, money doesn’t grow on trees you know”  

Anything that was given seemed to be done so begrudgingly and conditionally, he felt so ashamed and guilty, felt that he didn’t deserve anything because that’s what he was told most of the time. 

It would have been so much easier to try and talk with him rather than at him.  Explain things in a reasonable and civil manner in a way that a child of that age can understand instead of just laying on the guilt whenever an opportunity to do so presented itself.

Apart from playing Hockey on Saturday mornings and afternoons it seemed like the majority of the time was spent in his bedroom.  Of course there was no lock on the door and respect for privacy didn’t seem to register with the parents.  

The fact was that it was just the least uncomfortable place to be in the house.  If father or mother walked into the lounge room while he was watching television he simply walked out and into his room, hoping to be left alone.  If he did as little as possible around the place he was less likely to get in trouble for something.

Dave was no angel, no doubt about it, he could misbehave or do wrong in some way and try to talk his way out of it but to constantly try to find something to have a go at him for was beyond justification.

Understandably over time he simply kept to himself, retreated more and more to that dark place in his mind where he was safe, he was in control.  Imagination ran wild in there and he imagined himself performing all sorts of deeds with ease, being acknowledged and appreciated for helping other people along the way.  

That dark place also had it’s demons that gradually crept in, competing for attention.  The voices that constantly ridiculed him, ran him down, criticized him, taunted him, made him feel worthless, useless and really made him feel that he was a constant source of embarrassment to everyone because he was just a weird kid that didn’t belong.

All this resulted in him getting more and more angry inside, now he couldn’t even escape his thoughts.  Day after day, fighting with his thoughts in addition to constantly feeling like he had better make sure there wasn’t anything that he could possibly get blamed for.  Feeling like he had to second guess mother and father to try and stay one step ahead to avoid the confrontation.

“Why, why am I so weird, why can’t I be like normal kids and be friends with them like other kids, WHY, WHY?.  Will somebody please just tell me what’s wrong with me and help me WITHOUT YELLING AT ME”   

In more ways than one his schooling suffered and his relationships with friends were difficult.  He never felt like one of the gang, always felt like people just tolerated his existence and treated him like this weird kid with a good imagination.  He had very poor social skills due to a lack of effective mentoring from any source.  It’s not that he couldn’t do the school work; he just felt like why should he bother when it would never be good enough.

He played Hockey for the South Australian Under 12’s in 1972 and travelled to Victoria for the national championships.  Not a bad achievement for an eleven year old and an obvious proud moment for the parents.  The playing continued but father had taken on the role of coach of the Under 14’s and 16’s at the local club.  

The standard of play was expected to continue to improve and there was a substantial amount of yelling from the sidelines, both good and bad.  

He could have gone on to be a regular State or even National player but he eventually started to let the hockey slide as well, just another thing he felt he wasn’t going to be good enough at.

In January of 1975, aged sixteen, Stephen left home to join the Royal Australian Navy.  It had been his ambition since about the age of ten after a guided inspection tour of a visiting Navy ship in the Adelaide port.

The very same day, father moved out of the marital bedroom and into Stephen’s old bedroom where he would live from that day on.  The excuse was that he was a light sleeper and often rose early for work.  They had commenced to live separate lives and that’s the way it stayed.

The ensuing months brought news of Steve’s progress at HMAS Leeuwin, the Junior Recruit training depot in Fremantle Western Australia.  Those months also brought further feelings of isolation to Dave. 

Mother turned her attention to the younger sisters, in particular to Anne-Marie who she tried to spoil.  That didn’t go unnoticed and just added to the building problems.  Father was busy with the house, work, doing his own thing and driving Dave to Hockey on weekends which most times turned into an opportunity to lecture him on different things.  Was that his way of communicating?, his way of mentoring?  

He remembers being asked once why he didn’t speak or acknowledge what was being said.  “I’m just concentrating on what we’ll do in the match and how we played against this team last time.”  But in reality he just shut down and didn’t respond or react because of the extreme anxiety associated with any form of interaction with father or mother.

Around the same time, after a parent night at the High School, one of his teachers took him aside and told him that he had spoken to mother and father.  He apparently passed on his thoughts that Dave didn’t appear to be trying too hard, that he could do much better and he didn’t know why he  wasn’t.  Father’s response to the teacher; “I’ll thrash it out of him”
Well, young Dave broke down and cried his eyes out, uncontrollably in front of the teacher.  The frustration, fear, internalized anger, severe anxiety and tension was just too much. 

July 14th 1976
After an unsuccessful application for entry into the Air Force some months beforehand the news of his acceptance into Royal Australian Navy was welcome relief.  He had a fascination with aircraft and flying.  The level of schooling required to be a pilot was very high indeed.  

The Navy had a Fleet Air Arm, the idea was to get in first and work towards becoming a Pilot later if possible but just to work with jets, helicopters and other aircraft would a great adventure in the meantime.

Having packed a few personal belongings he waited to be driven to the Recruiting centre in Adelaide to be officially sworn in.  He was excited with anticipation at the thought of going to Western Australia to do what his brother Stephen had done 18 months before him.

There were a few other fifteen year old boys signing up at the same time and after the swearing in it was off to the Adelaide Airport.

The long walk down the terminal towards the boarding gate seemed to take forever.  Mother and Father beside him and Anne-Marie on the right, he just wanted to get going, the wait was just so uncomfortable.  Mother had started crying but young Dave was looking out the window at the plane, no emotion.

Finally the call came over the loudspeaker to start boarding.  Quick handshake from father, an uncomfortable embrace from mother and a kiss on the cheek for Anne-Marie then it was out the door and onto the tarmac for the walk to the steps at the rear of the jet.

When the door swung closed behind him and he started walking away the most completely overwhelming sense of relief came over him.  So much so that he had a huge grin on his face that he tried to suppress, he felt like laughing out loud and screaming “I’m free!”
He remembered all the horror stories Steve had told him about the Navy recruit training but it just didn’t seem to matter because he thought to himself that nothing could be as bad as what he had just escaped from.

Was he escaping what had gone on in his mind? and still going on in that dark place?  Was it really as bad as what he felt it was at home or just his imagination and feeling sorry for himself?  Was he really a troublesome kid or a normal young teenager? Sure he did things and tried to cover it up, tried to talk his way out of things that had happened, teenagers will do that from time to time but was that the reason that he felt so guilty and anxious all the time?  What really caused it all?

Even from day one at HMAS Leeuwin he felt confident that he could succeed but he battled and fought against the negative thoughts everyday and behaved with arrogance in a constant effort to prove he was as good as the next guy.  That didn’t leave him with many friends.  

Once again the lack of effective mentoring, feeling isolated most of the time at home had left him with very poor social skills.  His actions, comments and behaviour at times were thoughtless, inconsiderate and inappropriate.  He was young, free from the parents’ constant scrutiny, he was unwittingly letting his pent up emotions take over.

It was obvious that he had skill and ability, he also had great determination and with the very strict discipline instilled in him by father he excelled at the Junior Recruit Training. 

He took everything in his stride and made every effort to do things to the best of his ability in the hope that he would get positive recognition.  He hoped that someone would praise him and be happy with him.

After only a few weeks he was promoted to Leading Junior Recruit due to showing obvious signs of leadership and a proven ability to get things done, however he definitely did not temper all that with the right attitude.

At first his immaturity, cockiness, and arrogance left him with few friends and made him vulnerable to attack if he made so much as a slight mistake.  In fact there were many such incidents where other recruits would take any opportunity to embarrass or humiliate him.  The effect of that was to make him more determined but in so doing he isolated himself from the majority.

He had friends and made more as he settled into the role of being a leader to over a hundred other kids that joined the same day he did.  As he matured into an effective role model he thought more and more of ways to use his position to control the others, to get them to do what needed to be done without getting them off side.

Towards the end of the twelve months he had gained the respect of most of his fellow recruits.   He had become determined and confident. He expected criticism, accepted that he didn’t get on with everyone and most often spent his time alone or with perhaps one or two other recruits that were a little like him, misfits and loners who didn’t fit the mould but battled on regardless.  

It was here in Fremantle where he met his future wife, we’ll call her X.  At 16, he was smitten with her despite sensing that she had been deprived of intimacy by her family situation.  A Dutch mother who thought she could rule the house with an iron tongue.  One of her most remarkable sayings “These kids not smart upstairs but good with their hands” which drew a rather sarcastic remark from Dave a few years later “Well, what’s driving their hands? their arseholes?” 

That was a response based on anger.  X’s mother reminded him of his own mother who had to control everything, she only compounded her arrogant stupidity by saying “Oh what do I know I’m just an old woman”.  So now she was insulting peoples’ intelligence by saying something that she thought would get her off the hook.  

The Passing out Parade was always a big deal for the graduating Divisions.  Parents would come from all over Australia to see their young sons marching in full uniform, such a proud moment for all.  

The transformation for some of these young men was amazing to see.  The best 27 or so recruits who marched well, looked good in their uniforms, took pride in what they did or just stood out from the others were selected to form the Passing out Guard.

It was considered an honour, a real privilege that most of the recruits hoped would be bestowed upon them.  Dave was selected for the Guard and started to practice the marching routine with the .762 SLR rifles.  It was only a week or so later that he pulled out and offered his spot to one of the others who had missed out.

It was perhaps that with the parents coming from Adelaide for the Passing out Parade he felt like retreating again, the scrutiny was returning and with it the anxiety.  There was some perverse pleasure in telling the parents that he pulled out of the Guard.  Their disappointment was obvious and he seemed to get some sort of satisfaction in that.

The Graduation dinner didn’t go nearly as well as the parade.  Sitting with the people who had sponsored him for the year and their daughters, the parents and the girlfriend was extremely uncomfortable.  Sponsors were folks with an affiliation with the Navy, having been in themselves or had family members serve.  They would have a recruit stay with them on weekends and provide a family environment as a break from the week of training.

Dave’s sponsors were terrific people who had three daughters of varying age.  Stephen had stayed with these people also so they were no strangers to the parents.  The two younger daughters clearly didn’t like Dave at all, thought he was an embarrassing idiot with no social skills and the youngest one, who thought highly of herself, was not backward in speaking her mind.  

Dave tried to get on her good side but it was just as hard to get her to like him as it was to try keeping mother happy.

One of the Officers who had attended the dinner was also a hockey player, he managed to get Dave into the Navy side for the interservice competition against the Army and Air Force.  This particular Officer called over to the table to congratulate him on graduating, he was doing the rounds as it were and didn’t stop long.  The Sponsor and his second eldest daughter were the only others seated at the table at the time but were behind Dave as he had turned to speak with the Officer.

After the Officer had left the daughter’s sudden outburst caught Dave by surprise.  “Well don’t introduce us then will you” and other such words which seemed to be spat out with venom directed squarely at him.

The absolute humiliation and embarrassment was overwhelming, he didn’t know where to look, what to say or do, the pain he felt then was very familiar and not at all what he was expecting.  Again the lack of social skills had left him vulnerable, or was it just that he was still growing up and still learning life skills the hard way.  Either way there just didn’t seem to be any lenience, understanding or forgiveness from any source for anything, it was like everyone was just waiting for him to make a mistake or do something that would give them an excuse to create a scene and cut him down.

The following few weeks were taken up with Annual Leave back in South Australia, visiting old school friends and feeling anxious all over again.  The train trip across to Victoria on the first leg of the trip to the Naval Air Station in Nowra, New South Wales, couldn’t come quick enough.

Reunited with colleagues who were destined to be scattered among the various Naval training establishments, some to be cooks and stewards, others to be Marine Electricians, Radar Operators, Divers, Storemen and a few, like Dave, Aviation Sailors.

The Naval Air Station was some two and a half hours south of Sydney itself, close to the picturesque coastline of Jervois Bay.  The base itself had almost everything but still had a feeling of isolation if anyone didn’t have private transport.

Aviation training consisted mainly of learning the core function skills of Aircraft Fire fighting and Crash Rescue, predominantly with the Aircraft Carrier as the focus.  Exciting stuff for a sixteen and a half year old kid, playing with huge fire pits, climbing all over the various fixed wing and rotary aircraft to learn the emergency shutdown and crew rescue procedures of each.

After the training was completed the new Aviation graduates were deployed at various sections on the base, waiting for their turn to be drafted to HMAS Melbourne, the aircraft carrier.  Shortly after turning seventeen, Dave was finally drafted.  January 1978, hot and humid in Garden Island dockyard in Sydney, the beginning of a new chapter which was to bring about some drastic changes in his life.

 Living conditions were primitive to say the least but with youth on his side he became quite adept at adapting to his environment.  The first mess deck he was assigned to was a major gangway mess, in other words bunks were on either side of a major thoroughfare between major sections of the ship.

It was noisy and the constant odour of furnace fuel oil became familiar attributes of life below decks.

The worst condition of all in that crowded mess was the stench of acrid cigarette smoke.  Smoking was permitted below decks in those days and the health warnings were not so prevalent.  There was just no escaping it, in time it took it’s toll on him.  His lung capacity reduced dramatically and breathing at times was difficult to say the least.

He eventually moved from that mess deck to a more open one, inhabited by only Aviation sailors as it was close to the Flight Deck.  He would remain there for the duration of his two year deployment.

There were training trips of ten days duration, some just a few days to bring on Aircraft from the shore based Squadrons in readiness for major war games with other nations.  Dave had taken some photographs of the first A4 Skyhawk Jet to be launched while he was actually on the deck, all this at seventeen years of age and he still has those photos to this day.

************  30th Aug 2006 *********  There is a little more but not ready to be tacked on yet……
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