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At this time, we lived in Daley’s Cottage, a farm house just outside the  boundaries 

of the base.  Dad invested in a rather exotic choice of vehicle at this time, a 
Borgward Hansa station wagon.  It had two attractions; it was a very early example 
of a front wheel drive car, and it was a larger wagon than the A30 we had 
previously.  He rather liked to fang it down the runways at Nirimba (which was 
actually the old airfield) and take the corners at significant speed taking advantage 
of the front wheel drive.  Perhaps it took him back to his days of owning a sportscar 
in England, but difficult to believe given his religiously law-abiding driving in later 
years.  

The highlight of the week at Nirimba was divisions; the formal parade on Sunday 
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morning followed by tromping off to Chapel.  Dad was a fine figure standing in front 
of the parade in Navy blacks, and inspecting the guard and band and the 
assembled ranks. He would issue the command; “March on the Guard and Band”, 
and on they would come to a stirring march, and he would inspect the guard while 
the band played a slow march.  Dad was fond of military band music, and the band 
were excellent.  Heart of Oak, which was played at Dad’s funeral, was a regular 
feature as they joined the parade. Years afterwards, I find band music intensely 
evocative of my childhood.   

Chapel services were short.  There was a limited tolerance of long sermons and 
Dad also advised the Padre that his choice of hymns was a little esoteric for the 
average apprentice, so Onwards Christian Soldiers and the Battle Hymn of the 
Republic (Glory, Glory, Hallelujah) feature on a regular rotation.  Of course, chapel 
always finished with the Naval Hymn.   

About 700 apprentices went through Nirimba during the period that he was the 
Executive Officer. One of them wrote after Dad died:  ''Jim Hume was the epitome 
and yardstick by which I judged all naval commanders. He still is.''  Of course he 
really looked the part.  In full parade dress with a chest full of medals.  At about 
that time, somebody coined the acronym MOBI (''most objectionable blighters 
imaginable''), by which Nirimba graduates were known forever after.  This has to 
be Dad, I can imagine him saying it.  Fifty years on, they all wear the tag with pride, 
and still revere Jim Hume. 

By this time, my recollections of Dad are 
much clearer. Daley’s cottage was quite 
isolated and we kids were left to our own 
entertainment a lot of the time. 
Television came rather late in our time 
at Quaker’s Hill, and did not dominate 
our lives. I became interested in building 
airfix models of ships and planes, and 
decorated my room, which was 
essentially a sleep out, with the products 
of my labours.  Dad built a father 
wonderful board for a train set, with 
models of mountains and houses and 
bridges, which produced hours of fun.  I 
wonder if he was recalling the Hornby 
train set that was a feature of his own 
childhood.   

I also recall most from this time the 
games with the children in the parents 
bedroom, which was opposite the room 

we three children shared in the front corridor of the cottage, before I was moved to 
the sleep out at the back.  We would sit on Dad’s knees, and wait with excitement 
for one or other or both to suddenly drop.  As shown in the picture of the three of 
us, we had dogs at this time for the first time.  Although they were notionally Mum’s 
project (she even registered the RANGold kennel to try and become a breeder) 
and Dad would sometimes grumble about the costs and bother, he loved dogs and 
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was especially fond of our first cocker spaniel, Penny. I think we may actually have 
bought Penny in Canberra before we moved to Quaker’s hill.  In part, she was 
useful security, because no one came near the house without being greeted loudly, 
and she would bite occasionally when she did not like someone. She also hated 
cats, which further endeared her to Dad, who also had not time for cats.  She had 
one lovely litter of pups, and this was a great event in our household. Sadly, Penny 
just disappeared one day and we never found out what happened to her.  Noone 
was more upset about it than Dad.  He scoured the neighbourhood all day, but she 
was not to be found.   

Around this time, I also 
started to be old enough 
to be vaguely useful, 
starting with bringing in 
cups of tea in the 
morning and graduating 
to making his breakfast, 
which always consisted 
of a half grapefruit, cut 
into segments, and two 
poached eggs, which 
had to be just right.  The 
production of what was 
called a brick egg was 
not to be tolerated.  I 
recall from this time, 
although it was probably 
much earlier, that he used affectionate names; “Butch” for me, and “Pusses” for 
Tricia.  And he was an inspired giver of presents; clearly making an effort to know 
exactly which model or book or toy to get without being asked.  Christmases and 

birthdays were 
eagerly 

anticipated.  He 
bought me my first 
bicycle, repainted 
it in blue and white 
and put on the 
then fashionable 
wide handlebars. 
Some time 
afterwards, I 
managed to ride it 
into a large 
pothole, and break 
the frame in two.  
Dad took it into the 
apprentices, and 
managed to get 
them to weld it 
back together.  To 
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strengthen the frame, they apparently filled it, so that the bike was thereafter rather 
heavy!! 

Almost at the end of our time at Nirimba, Janet was born by emergency caesarean, 
so suddenly we were back into the rigmarole of babies and nappies.  We almost 
immediately made the move to Canberra, where Dad became the Director of Naval 
Recruiting.  This involved us in a move into another brand new house, to become 
one of the first occupants of the new suburb of Hughes, at 10 Jensen Street. 

 

 
 

This was a return to the joys of establishing a garden in a new suburban 
wasteland, and rediscovering his DIY talents.  The house was a small 4 bedroom 
cottage, which was decidedly cramped for 4 children.  The two girls shared the  

 
second largest bedroom, and Graeme and I had a small bedroom each. Prior to 
the filling of the lake, Canberra could be rather chilly.  The lounge was the only 
source of heating, a briquette stove, and the house was perishing on a winter 
morning. Dad rapidly planted a lawn, and lots of trees, including a couple of 
Tasmanian blue gums which very rapidly grew to become a threat to both our 
house and those of the neighbours.  This was a mistake he was to repeat at 71 
Kent Street, where gigantic gum trees in the back garden threatened the 
neighbour’s house.  The fruits of his labours were evident years later; the house is 
almost invisible from the road.  By 1965, the house was clearly too cramped, and 
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the parents invested in an extension to increase the size of the kitchen and add a 
decent laundry and rumpus room at the back so they could have a bit of piece.  
The folly of the Borgward was replaced by the first of his traditional Ford Falcons, a 
1963/4 wagon.  This was fairly regularly used to go to the drive-in, usually for 
movies that were not of great interest to the kids; we usually drifted off after the 
“funnies”. The standard Sunday activity remained a drive out to the rivers, now 
even more challenging to the carsickness prone with 4 kids in the car, so that one 
at least was generally banished to the “far ben the hoose” (the back of the station 
wagon).  We did not see much of Dad during the week; his job as Director of Naval 
Recruiting was generally in civilian clothes, and it took him out of town fairly  
regularly and often home relatively late, eating after we had all finished.  Mum 
subsisted and ran the house on a “house-keeping allowance” from Dad’s pay.  He 
expected to have his dinner when he arrived home; generally not too pleased to be 
inflicted with the end of week standby of “all-in stew” (which was replaced by a 
piece of steak for him).  However, he was actually a somewhat more adventurous 
cook than Mum, and most weeks he would cook a meal on either Saturday or 
Sunday evening and would also rush around a clean the house on Saturday 
morning(to a higher standard than Mum was inspired to achieve) before we all 
went out to Kingston to do the weekly shopping.  Of course, Janet was only an 
infant at this time, and with three primary kids as well, Mum had her hands full.  
Dad did his share, whilst still mainly doing the male tasks of gardening and DIY. All 
in all, it was a traditional household of its time.  Early in 1966, Pop died in 
Melbourne, and I think Dad was even more hit by this than Mum.   Pop was 
definitely a father figure to him, and he was very grateful to him.  Many years later, 
when we wrote up the story of Pop’s life, Dad did not feel this was right and wanted 
his “privacy” respected.  Mum and Dad went down for the funeral, and we children 
were left in Canberra.  
 

In the middle of 1966, 
Dad was posted to 
Singapore to act as 
Executive Officer of the 
main naval base of the 
Malaysian Navy at KD 
Malaya.  Prior to our 
transfer, he was off at 
Point Cook for three 
months, to learn to 
speak Malay, whilst 
Mum was left to 
prepare for the move, 
including retaking her 
driver’s license in 

anticipation of the relative isolation of the Naval Base on the north of the island.  
The move was a rather massive change of life-style, from the cottage in Hughes to 
a large colonial house with separate servants quarters (and servants to occupy 
them) and expectations of regularly entertaining.  It was not long after we arrived 
that the news came that Jo had died in Melbourne, and neither Mum nor Dad was 
not able to go back for the funeral, which must have been very difficult for them 
both.  
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Dad’s position at KD Malaya was as Commanding Officer of a base of some 2000 
men, and involved quite complex interactions with the Malaysian and Singapore 
governments.  The King of Malaysia and the Sultan of Johor, as well Lee Kuan 
Yew, the infamous Singapore Prime Minister, were all relatively familiar through 
official visits.  As at HMAS Nirimba, Dad was required to develop a much higher 
level of discipline in the nascent Malaysian Navy (then only three years old), and 
the work he did was highly commended.  He maintained a life long friendship with 
Bob Thanabalasingam, who as Admiral was the most senior Malaysian officer.  On 
the other hand, he was not awfully fond of either the British Officer(s) who lived 
across the way from us, nor of the British Officers who he regarded as pompous 
racists (not without considerable justification).  On one occasion, I was involved in 
an altercation with a senior British Officer at the HMS Terror Officers club pool, 
who questioned whether I should bring my Asian school friends.  A complaint came 
back to father, but was given a pretty short hearing.   

Despite his intensive training, his use 
of Malay was limited and his accent 
was awful, a reflection of his total tone 
deafness. He did, however, manage to 
issue commands on the parade 
ground somehow.  We children, 
especially me (since I have to learn 
the language very rapidly to cope with 
a Malaysian school) rapidly 
outstripped his abilities, and this 
produced occasional disagreements.  
At some early stage in his time there, 
he must have mentioned that had 
actually been to Saudi Arabia, and 

knew a deal of 
Arabic, because he 
acquired the 
nickname Haji 
Hume.  His decision 
to send us all to 
Malaysian schools, 
was also a decision 
of respect for local 
traditions and 
institutions.  In my 
case, this was no 
great hardship, 
because English 
College was an elite 
school alongside 

Raffles Institute in Singapore and Victoria Institute in KL. My education did not 
suffer from the experience.  The new car was a Toyota Crown Station wagon, 
another rather adventurous purchase for the time, and one that he loved so much it 
was shipped back to Australia (where they were not yet available).  Mum drove this 
car to take us to school, and to the local shops, with considerable apprehension.  
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Life on the base was quite idyllic, the house was always wide open to the large 
yard.  There were a small number of other families our age on the base, and we 
spent much time between houses.  In my case, the younger sailors were not much 
older than me, and I played badminton with them many nights of the week.  
Sunday nights were often spent up at the wardroom, which was just above our 
house, watching movies of the day in lounge chairs out in the open, on a large 
screen.  I well remember Lawrence of Arabia, which Dad especially enjoyed, 
although I did find one scene decidedly nightmare provoking.   
Our time in Malaysia, with its access to cheaper Japanese electricals, was also the 
start of Dad’s love affair with gadgets, initially stereo systems.  We had the large 

traditional cabinet record player, and 
various reel-to-reel tape recorders on 
which he would produce tapes that we 
would use to provide background music 
when we entertained.  He seldom 
actively put on music for his own 
enjoyment, and if he did, it was generally 
military band music, Scottish or 
Australian ballads (Kenneth McKellar 
and Lionel Long were favourites).  Mum 
was more inclined to sit and listen to 
music. Mostly when I put it on for her, 
other than the obligatory playing of the 
Mendelsohn wedding March on their 
anniversary on December 15th.   But in 
any case, the music systems were 
generally upgraded regularly.   
In our second year in Singapore, Janet 
became gravely ill through renal 
complications of a measles infections, 
and was only saved after a number of 
cardiac arrests at the British Military 
hospital 

 


