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MY STORY NOW

Welcome to my story, my name is Ivan 
George Warner but I have always been called 
Bill. I am now living in Dandenong, not far 
from where I was born and where nearly 
all of my life stories come from.  I live in a 
partnership with Eleanora Spiess.  I really 
like it here and we have a lovely garden, we 
have a gardener coming once a fortnight. My 
life is very busy and a day goes very quickly. 
By force of habit I still try to get up at 7am 
although I’m a little wobbly in the legs now. 
But I use my exercise bike as often as I can. 

My day and week is full of doing things like 
the Russian Seniors Club where we have 
exercises, dancing and lunch together. Back 
at home I get stuck into doing things and 
then by 4.30 watch a bit of the ‘Bold and 
Beautiful’, if I can manage it. My favorite 
programs now really are Landline (a must) 
Australian Story, Four Corners and more 
often or not I watch Q and A. I do Like James 
Bonds movies and any stories that are about 
the police force and solving crimes. 
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BEGINNINGS 
MY EARLY YEARS 

My full name is Ivan George Neil Warner 
but I have been called “Bill” ever since I was 
born. I have also been called “Plum” Warner 
after Sir Pelham Warner the English Cricketer 
Captain. I have also been called other names 
by persons. But Bill has stuck. 

My Grandparents George and Edith Rose 
Warner and their two sons Ivan George and 
Reginald Kenneth were born in Cranleigh 
Surrey England. They migrated to Australia in 
1911 my grandfather selling all their family 
possessions to pay for the journey by ship. 
I still have the receipts.  I was born on the 
23rd December 1925 in the two room private 

hospital in Buckingham Avenue Springvale. 
Later, it was replaced with a 28 bed Hospital 
(I was a Board Member for 13 years and 
Deputy Chairman at the Last three years). It 
was demolished and it’s funding and records 
transferred to the Monash Medical Centre. 
The area was replaced by a community 
center.

My Mum, Ivy Ellen Milton, lived in 22 
Gladstone Street Kew, with her Mother and 
Father. Her name was Ellen and his name 
was Edward. Unfortunately my mother 
died at the age of 42 with the birth of the 
youngest child. My father worked at Griffiths 

My Mother Ivy and Father Ivan on their wedding day in 1925 and 
in Elizabeth St prior to departure by ship for the UK in 1956. 
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Teas in Richmond at the printing shop. 
Unfortunately with the linotype lead they 
used, he was poisoned over time and this 
had a particularly bad effect on his hands.  In 
the meantime he met my Mother and they 
got on very well. 

But Grandfather Milton refused to let them 
get married because he wanted Mum to look 
after the other five children, because of the 
loss of the mother. He didn’t even come to 
the wedding, but this didn’t stop them and 
they had a lovely wedding at the Highbury St 
Kew Methodist church. All the ladies at the 
church pitched in and it was a great occasion. 

My Father managed to get a rental house in 
Balmoral Avenue (Number 18) in Springvale 
and he had hoped to buy it but this didn’t 
work out (Credit Foncier Scheme). One day 

after I was born my Father looked out the 
front window and there was Grandfather 
Milton walking up and down the street.  So 
my Father went out asked him what he was 
doing and grandfather said that he wanted 
to see his grandson; from that point we were 
reunited once more.  In the meantime my 
other grandfather, my Fathers Father who 
had the market garden in Sandown Road had 
an orchard. I found out in later years from 
my Victoria Police career that one of the 
Sergeants (Ginger Winn) who was promoted 
at the same time as I was in 1957 that he was 
one of those kids who used to get under the 
front wire fence and steal the quinces and 
other fruit along with other from the same 
area and they would steal the fruit from the 
very same orchard.  That was a humorous 
moment when I found that out. 

My Father Ivan George Warner 
as a “young man about Town”
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One of my earliest child memories was when 
the grandparents came over. Grandpa’s dog 
was trotting along ahead of the grandparents 
and got into a fight with a dog down the 
road. Grandfather’s dog came into our front 
driveway.   As a toddler I came down the 
steps to pat the dog but the dog got a fright 
and turned on me, my left eye appeared to 
be hanging out with a bite on the head. I was 
picked up by my dad who raced me up to the 
Doctors surgery and to this day I still have a 
scar on my cheek. Sadly the dog had to be 
put down. 

Another occasion that I accumulated a 
personal injury was when I went to the 
Sunday school. Our front fence at the time 
had one of the cyclone fences that were 
interwoven. But as a young kid you prefer to 
go over the fence rather than through the 
gate. I had been warned by my father not to 
climb the fence. However, on this occasion 
I swung my leg over, I climbed over and 
got my heel caught on the corrugated wire 
fencing and I feel down and broke a bone in 
my right foot. My father came out and asked 
me what I was doing and he again quickly 
took me the hospital. There my leg needed 
to be stretched to get the plaster on and my 
Dad had to help by pushing on the heel of 
my foot, so as to make sure that the bone 
knitted. It hurt a great deal and Dad said well 
what can you expect from not listening to 
me?

We had to move out of 18 Balmoral Avenue 
into Buckingham Avenue, (close to the 
Railway line) where we rented a house from 
the Burden Family. I remember my room 
and I could see the trains going past every 
day. Over time my Dad saved and collected 
sufficient funds to buy a block of land at 901 
Heatherton Rd. There my Dad built a three 
bedroom weatherboard home with some 
help from a couple of mates. He got all the 
studs up and the roof up and then he used 
some bed sheets for the walls to give us 
some privacy. My mum was working at I’m 
not sure what and   Dad kept at it and he 
was working for a finance contractor called 
Muller (he would build flats in Malvern), he 
was a contentious sort of fellow who caused 
my dad considerable heartburn. Dad was 
an excellent tradesmen and he learnt it all 
without the opportunity to go to school. 
He kept at it and did all the fixing and the 
architraves. With the money that he saved 
he was able to make living conditions better 
in the house.  He had a great veggie garden 
in the backyard as well. 

In the meantime my sister Margaret Rose 
was born in 1931. Dad kept on building a 
couple of sheds and a garage in the backyard.
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I can remember starting school going to 
Springvale Primary School as well as go to 
the Sunday school on the Sunday morning.  
After Sunday school I had to walk through 
the railway crossing in Spring Vale to get to 
my Grandparents home. Sometimes I would 
walk through the pedestrian crossing and 
when they swung open you had to be careful 
not to get caught inside. I can remember 
once when I put my head through the iron 
bars of the railway crossing gates to see the 
trains but my head got stuck and I couldn’t 

get it out. I got told off by the station master 
but soon had my head free. Around that time 
I can remember going to my grandmother’s 
place a lot after Sunday school.  I would have 
lunch with them and then I would play the 
upright player piano for about an hour and 
half, pumping away at the pedals.  I can recall 
some of the rolls were; Moonlight Sonata, 
Charmaine; all the old time dance tunes 
that my Grandmother used to like. We had 
some shocking days with it being 40 degrees 
in summer time. We had bush fires that we 
needed to be careful about. 

Walking along Sandown Road was pretty 
horrific in those days.  The road was made up 
of left over concrete from the Rocla Concrete 
Company and as you got closer to my 
Grandparents   Property you would always 
get “bombed” by the magpies who would 
swoop down from the pine trees lining each 
side of the driveway up to the homestead.  
At the end of the drive way there was a large 
shed with farming equipment and a water 
dam which used to have massive amounts of 
brown yabbies’. Opposite the dam was a well 
with a concrete cupola with a lid where you 
could lower a bucket and haul up water.

My primary school years were good, I had a 
few mates but not many. There was Uhlhorns 
Cash and Carry store on the way with a dirt 
pavement and Spring Vale Road was only two 
lanes not four lanes like it is now. My school 
teachers Mrs. Crellin, Miss Morgan and Miss 
Russell. Each year I would get awards for my 
handwriting. I loved handwriting.

My Sister Margaret Rose Warner in the backyard 
of 901 Heatherton Road
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Miss Comer was a teacher I really liked, she 
was kind and fair and use to wear dresses 
with white polka dots on them. That’s what 
I remember about the teachers and that 
they were terribly old. But looking back now 
maybe they were not so old after all. 

I remember once time when I was on my way 
to School and I met up with Ginger Winn just 
near the old Fire Station. I don’t know how 
it happened but we both finished up with 
black eyes Ginger was fiery and had a quick 
temper.

My early childhood days as I recall that I was 
a “very skinny kid” I got measles, diphtheria, 
whooping cough, influenza, I lacked iron and 
my parents kept giving me doses of “iron” 
which wasn’t very pleasant at all.  I was 
susceptible to catarrh and my tonsils gave 

me a lot of trouble.   In fact, my Mother took 
me by train to Malvern Railway Station and 
then by tram to the Alfred Hospital where 
they removed my tonsils and I had to stay 
overnight on a bed on the balcony along with 
a lot of other children.  In the early hours of 
the morning I wanted to go the toilet but no 
nurse came and I peed in the bed.   Along 
came the Matron and directed the nurse in 
charge of us to change the sheets and at the 
same time she administered a very hard slap 
on my bare backside to remind me not to 
do it again.   The next day my Mother came 
to collect me and we travelled  the return 
journey by tram to Malvern Railway Station 
and Mum bought be an ice-cream which was 
great as it helped to chill the wounds  where 
my tonsils had been.
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I remember my mother fondly over this 
period, she was a great community worker; 
she was a great supporter of the mother’s 
club, she was on the committee as Treasurer, 
Honorary Secretary and occasionally 
President as well as classified as the School 
Correspondent which is equivalent to the 
news reporter. She would write the weekly 
report that would go to the Dandong Journal.    
Andrew Ericksen (who owned a News agency 
with a couple of petrol pumps out the front) 
would collect all the items for submitting to 
the Dandenong Journal. There is a plaque 
on the wall at the Spring Vale Primary school 
that records the fact that my mother gave 35 
years of volunteer service to the school.  The 
school use to have a street stall in the main 
street. My Dad would use a truck to move 
all the chattels for sale to the front of the 
picture theatre. I believe that my Mum and 
Dads example in charity and volunteer work 
was critical to establishing core values for me 
and my civic life. 

I had a few scuffles as a kid, one I remember 
was when another kid took my banana 
off me (Billy Glover) so I biffed him and he 
biffed me.  I got my Merit Certificate from 
Springvale and in those days, there were 
huge cypress trees along the boundary of 

the school with a shelter shed (dirt floor) and 
then another lot of Cypress Trees. There was 
a reserve at the back where we played footy 
and things like that. Well and truly covered 
with gravel dumped by Council. 

At the end of the 6th grade I applied to 
go with some of the other kids to attend 
Caulfield Tech, but I didn’t get in. So Don 
Hutt and I applied to go to Richmond 
Tech and we did get in.  By that time my 
grandmother had given me a bicycle to ride, 
so I use to ride from 901 Heatherton Road, 
to the Herbert Adams shop.  Mr. Reader the 
Sunday School Teacher was the proprietor of 
the shop which had a side lane where kids 
could leave their bikes if they caught the 
train so that I could travel on the train into 
Richmond.  We would really enjoy ourselves 
(Don and me) going back and forwards, from 
the Richmond station we would walk past 
St Ignatius Catholic School on top of the hill 
in Church St Richmond and often get into 
scuffles. The headmaster was Mr. McKenzie 
who had a gammy hand that was covered 
with a leather glove.  The tech teacher I 
remember the most was Mr. Green and then 
another teacher called rubber neck, Mr. 
Whitworth who taught Clay modelling. 
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MY TECHNICAL YEARS 

My Technical school years ended with 
me obtaining my Junior Technical and 
Intermediate Technical Certificates.  I 
managed to cram three years into two 
years.  I then applied for an apprenticeship at 
Kelly and Lewis the Pump Manufacturers at 
Springvale but they declined and said I was 
too young because they found that when 
apprentices got to 16 they would leave.  My 
Mother and I went to the Commonwealth 
Aircraft Corporation (10,000 employees) 
at Fisherman’s Bend and I was interviewed 
by a Mr. Fred Bettes who was in charge 
of the apprenticeship program.  So they 
employed me straight away as a process 
worker and after three weeks from the 
15thDecember I was on probation as an 
Engineering Apprentice.  At the end of the 
three months’ Probation I was signed up for 
an apprenticeship

During my apprenticeship years I would go 
to the pictures on the Saturday afternoon 
(if I wasn’t on shifts). I can remember times 
that the black and white movies would 
sometimes break down; another time we 
spotted rats on the floor of the balcony. 
Some of the fellows threw bottles at them. 
Another time we were having a very raucous 

time and particularly the boys were making 
so much noise that the lights came on. Tom 
Nelson the usher, came onto the stage, a big 
strong meaty looking fellow. He yelled out 
“shut up you young blokes” and it became so 
quiet that you could hear a pin drop.

I thought how marvelous to be in a position 
to control a crowd like that. It stuck in my 
memory, it showed to me that in his own 
way that he was a leader. For me it had 
an influence on me, I realized that for me 
to survive that I would have to persevere 
with things that were important to me, in 
order to achieve.  With my apprenticeship 
I knew that I would have to try and get the 
top marks and I just kept at the five years 
of the apprenticeship. This was at the end 
of the war years.  My Dad couldn’t serve in 
the army as he wasn’t physically fit enough 
and was rejected. He was classified under 
the essential services act and he got a job 
with General Motors Holden. He was there 
for the five years of the war. We were both 
on different shifts and sometimes on night 
shift we would meet for breakfast. Dad had 
problems with migraines and would have to 
have the house blacked out, this was very 
debilitating for my Father.  
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THE YMCA – 
FOND MEMORIES AND BEGINNING OF MY LEADERSHIP TRAINING

My sports involvement as a young boy was 
limited but I tried. I can remember trying 
football and I wasn’t too successful at 
football, I got a black eye out of cricket and 
played handball and I got a broken nose out 
of that. Then lots of swimming at the Tech. 
After the War I was attending the YMCA, 
which I enjoyed very much in City Road 
South Melbourne. With structured meetings 
we would start at 6pm, having a meal, with a 

discussion on something topical, a religious 
reading and someone would give us a talk. 
After 8pm we would play Men’s Basketball, 
competitions against ourselves, then have 
swimming competitions and compete against 
other Vikings Clubs both City and Country  
YMCAS. I became Section Leader (Rovers) 
and Social Secretary there for a time and I 
did a Leadership course which I thoroughly 
enjoyed.

Fond memories of my time at the YMCA. That’s me on the far right with the big smile
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MY CAREER

When I finished my apprenticeship, I 
qualified to be a tool maker and I also did a 
certificate for refrigeration and a certificate 
in welding. I went on to do a 3 year diploma 
in mechanical engineering and draftmanship. 
I did the first 2 years and unfortunately we 
went on strike after the war. The strike went 
on and on and I was getting sick of it. So 
for a time I went to the Mallee to load up 
bags of wheat and then bring them back to 
Springvale. I was then asked to sell shares in 
a gold mining venture which was good fun. 
Then my Mum said when you are going to 
get a real job. I said that I was thinking about 
it and she said you better get a hurry on. 

Every  Thursday night  I would travel by train 
to Flinders Street and get off at Platform 
6  and attend the South Melbourne YMCA 

Vikings Club and come home on the 10.17 
pm train, I would walk to the local Mechanics 
Hall in Balmoral Avenue and I would dance 
with whoever I could. There I met up 
with Bonnie and Lois, lovely girls from the 
Salvation Army. They asked me out and I 
said, “What do you have in mind”. They said 
come over for dinner tomorrow night and I 
went around to their place and I nearly died 
when I realised it was the Springvale Police 
Station. They had prepared a lovely dinner 
for me and we all sat down. An hour later the 
father and Mother came back, and the father 
said. “Hey, you have eaten my dinner”. I 
nearly died but the girls where laughing their 
heads off and clearly I had been taken in. The 
father then said well you better get going 
home now. So, I did. 

Bill Warner  
(18 Years old) with his 
Aunt Edna Laxon (nee 
Milton) getting ready 
for a fundraising dance 
for the Armed Services.
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A POLICEMAN AT THE FRONT DOOR

The next day which was a Saturday I was 
fast asleep and my Dad said, “There is 
a policeman at the door, what have you 
done?”  I thought that I was in real trouble, 
but it was the girl’s father. I greeted him 
cautiously and he said that he wanted to 
have a word to me. I was still thinking what I 
had done. Anyway, have you thought about 
being in the police force? I responded that 
I had thought about the Navy, Air Force 
and Army but never the Police Force. He 
reiterated that I would be very good in the 
police force. Is that right I said, maybe I 
should consider it. He had me over a bit of a 
barrel, but I decided why not so I submitted 
and application and saw my doctor. I waited 

for a couple of month. I got a letter to say 
to front up to St Kilda Road with 150 other 
young guys. They went through us one 
by one by one and then we did a written 
test and I did OK. They had all come from 
University High school or University, so I 
thought that this was going to be tough. But 
it got knocked down to 25 young men and I 
found out that I came 11th. I was excited but 
they called me in and queried my medical 
and said that I had “Sugar”. I went straight 
to my doctor and said what sort of Doctor 
are you Dr McDonald? Young people are 
often full of cheek. Dr McDonald said rubbish 
and did the tests and showed that I didn’t 
have “sugar” at all. So I went back to StKilda 

 No 4 Squad of 1951 Passing Out Parade at the former Police Depot, St Kilda Road, Melbourne.
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Rd, that was April in 1951 and I started my 
career with the Victoria Police Force.  I began 
with training for 10 weeks. I didn’t mind 
the marching and the drills but you had to 
clean out the stables and the ashes from the 
boiler house and they kept us busy.  My law 
lecturer was named Jack Lowry who was 
pretty good. I passed the tests pretty well, 
but the law theory was a struggle, but I got 
through. We studied in the barracks there 
with the country members living in and the 
city folk travelling back and forth. One of the 
highlights was with the Sergeant in charge 
with him and his wife playing the piano and 
singing songs, they made sure we were well 
entertained. 

After the 10 weeks course you then get your 
registered number mine was 11195. My 
Cap Badge No was 2213 then you march 
along St Kilda Road to the Russell Street 

Headquarters. I was on the 9th floor. Then 
you paraded at Russell Street and my first 
job was to go to the City Watchhouse. The 
first job that I got at the Watchhouse was to 
put on the overalls and on the Monday,  you 
had to wash out the wet cells after all the 
drunks had been in there, make sure that 
cells and passageways were tidy. At that time 
there had been a murder down at Skye Road 
in Frankston: in a fenced off area in a shack 
a man had been killed and they had found 
a bottle and it needed to be finger printed. 
When the drunks had finally sobered up 
we had to finger print them. Some of them 
were well dressed guys others not so. That 
was my first posting that lasted 18 months. 
A Member of the Fingerprint Branch Senior 
Constable Roderick Penrose Williams came 
over one day and said that you are pretty 
good at taking finger prints. So I applied for 
a transfer and started in my role with finger 
printing but you didn’t get out much.  

When I was at the Watchhouse there was 
much more action and I got to know a lot 
of the crims. There was Norman Edwin   
Bradshaw who was a standover man, 
thought to be responsible for two murders:   
In later years he was a passenger in a plane 
that crash landed in Port Phillip Bay and he 
drowned. John Eric Twist, he was the one 
with the gold bars robberies. There was Joey 
Turner a nasty criminal who used to wear 
zoot suits... I then asked to go back to Russell 
Street where I did a lot of prisoner escorts 
all over the State. And payroll escorts for 
the Melbourne and Metropolitan Board of 
Works.

A young policeman looking for adventure and 
doing things a bit differently
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OFF TO HEYFIELD 

I went from there to Toorak and saw an 
advert in the paper one day and went to 
Heyfield for a couple of years. Then I got a 
call from the Chief Commissioners Office 
would I come from Heyfield and apply 
for a new position to be created at East 
Preston.  The reason being that I had done 
a Leadership Course with the National 
Fitness Council and had been very involved 
with the Scout Movement in Heyfield that 
asked about a position because I had done 
some youth work I was invited to look at 
a proposal on a Housing Commission of 
Victoria Estate. Henry Bolte when he was 
Premier of Victoria, he decided to get rid of 
Camp Pell in Parkville, So many thousand 
people living in poverty conditions. A third 
would go to Doveton, Woodend and the 
final slice to East Preston. This area was 
like a triangle bounded by Tyler and Wood 
Streets with the Merri Creek as its base. The 
Inspecting Superintendent Colin Samuel 
McPhersont said I should go and have a look. 
So, we drove out to see it with the concrete 
housing covering one and half square miles. 
As fast as they put up fences, they would 
pull them down. Most of the tenants lived 
in these concrete houses with the backyards 
being volcanic soil. When they put the 
sewerage through it was a real problem. 
With such poor people the place was a mess, 
they had no money, they would knock off 
and sell the fire places and the cupboards. 
Council would put a dump master (four tyre 
vehicle) and the kids would let the car tyres 

down and overall the place was a real mess. 
So, we went back and had a talk with the 
Superintendent and he asked if we had a 
look at the house and what did I think. Well 
it has no office, no phone and no garage. I 
said that it has to have a garage, so he got 
straight on the phone there and then to the 
boss of the Housing Commission of Victoria, 
Mr John Gaskin. He said we had to have 
a garage before you move in. That’s what 
they did so we came down from Heyfield.   
All the light globes had been broken or 
stolen. Straight away a fight had broken out 
next door and I was called over, but I said 
I couldn’t help and rang the Preston police 
station. But that night we didn’t have any 
lights as the furniture arrived at around 
10.30pm and we were in the dark.

The next day I started to have a look around 
and saw the school that had 1200 kids 
which made it the largest school in the 
Southern Hemisphere. My role in community 
policing was a combined effort of the Police 
Department and the Housing Commission of 
Victoria.  At a basic level I started out trying 
to stop people wrecking the place. Nearly 
all the males in the community had criminal 
records. When I walked down one side of 
the street everybody walked down the other 
side. They were told that this copper who 
was coming was 6 foot plus tall and 6 axe 
handles across the shoulders and would 
shoot anyone that would misbehave. So 
everything was quiet for a little while. 
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I wanted to start a Sunday school and had 
several discussions with Elery Hamilton Smith 
from the Victorian Association of Youth 
Clubs, the Reverend Turner from the Preston 
Methodist Church, then I spoke with the 
Brotherhood of St Laurence and at the time 
with Reverend Peter Hollingsworth who was 
the youth activities advisor at the time and 
later would become the Governor of Australia. 
Then I went to the Catholic School, Church 
of the Holy Rosary I think it was and I spoke 
to the priest there and asked for help, but 
he said he couldn’t help because they were 
sinners and couldn’t be helped. I said well 
they may be but they need as much help as 
we can give. Anyway, he wouldn’t help at all. 

As I patrolled around, I would often find kids 
that were wagging school and I would often 
take these   kids back to school. I found two 
Sisters of Charity and they agreed that I had 
a gruelling job and they would give me a 
hand. I also found some help from the local 
Methodist minister. In my patrolling I found 
an old Army hut down the end of Oak Street, 
it was relatively clean and I was able to start 
a Sunday school with these other helpers. 
My wife taught there for a while and then 
I started up a scout troop and a cub pack. I 
really became a part time social worker and 
was able to help lots of people with their 
welfare problems and I got the rotary club 
involved as well and they came with a great 
number of Rotarians and we worked on some 
projects that cleaned up some of the streets. 
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A FUNNY STORY 

One of my funniest stories was with a guy 
called Ryan. He had assaulted me and the 
next thing I knew that I was in a fight with 
him and I was losing badly. He had just got 
out of gaol and was built up and strong.  
Then the local women about twenty of them 
came out with their frying pans and belted 
the tripe out of him. They certainly saved 
me. Later I passed the word around that he 
needed to come and see me, or he would 
be in real trouble. We had adopted our first 
child at that stage. We had a knock on the 
door and I always had a baseball bat near 
the front door. He turned up and agreed to 
be charged with assault. We went to court 
with Mr Cuthill on the bench. He was a hard 
man but fair. Because I put in a word for 
him, he said he wouldn’t send him to gaol 
but gave him a roasting. That changed the 
atmosphere a cross the community

Next, I had to deal with a very nasty family 
called Kane at the top of the rise. You had to 
walk up 18 concrete steps and a big vicious 
dog came at me and I was able to kick him 
under the chin to protect myself. The father 
came to the front door and asked me what 
the hell you want with a number of choice 
words.  I said that you don’t need to be like 
that, I just want to talk with you. I have had 

a couple of complaints about your boys. I 
hear they are Golden Glove Champions. All I 
ask is that your boys and your family behave 
themselves and if you don’t control your 
dog, I will shoot it between the eyes. He took 
some notice of that. Later I was told that the 
family had already killed some people and 
had not been held to account.  There was a 
fellow that was called Horatio Nelson who 
would walk across the other side of the road 
as he saw me coming. I got a reputation of 
being pretty tough.  But I kept going and 
got on the school committee as well, with 
the School Principal Mr Lia who often didn’t 
want me to bring the kids back, couldn’t they 
go somewhere else. 

Then there was the Bird family and they 
were notorious for not going to school.  As 
I drove past the place there was a horse’s 
head sticking out of the window. I said to 
myself here I go, so I knocked on the door. 
There was young Billy Bird who let me in and 
I said how was the horses going? Billy said 
very good Mr Warner. Shouldn’t you let the 
horse outside? No Mr Warner he likes it in 
there. I then went into the bathroom and it 
was full of chooks with eggs everywhere. It 
was a real dosshouse. 
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MY FIRST PROMOTION 

After 18 months and with lot of support 
from the Housing Commission I was given 
a promotion to become a Sergeant and 
transferred to Russell St Headquarters.  They 
had a big farewell for me down at the hall 
and they said that they were ever grateful for 
me.  One of my last memories just after I got 

transferred was how the treasurer had run 
off with the money that we had raised. But 
the club kept going with the other leaders 
that we had created. 

So from the age of 25 I was a police officer 
until I retired 33 years later at the age of 58. 

A recovered stolen 
car having been 
powdered for 
fingerprints by 
Constable Warner
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BILLS COMMUNITY CONTRIBUTIONS ARE MANY 

In 2005 Bill was made a “LIVING TREASURE” 
by the City of Greater Dandenong for his 
Services to the Community.

 Bill was a Past President of the Springvale 
Primary School Committee and a school 
house was named: “Warner House” in 2005 
and Bill was recognised by the school for his 
extensive voluntary service in presenting 
House Captains Badges  at the beginning of 
each year and at the end of the each year 
presenting  Certificates of Graduation to 
Secondary Colleges and other associated 
awards.  He also gave much assistance at the 
100 year celebration of the school in 2012.

For several years Bill has been a member 
of the Ambassadors, a voluntary group 
auspiced by the City of Greater Dandenong 
whereby the Ambassadors in a voluntary 
capacity assist at many functions  such 
as car racing, horse racing, market days 
Dandenong Show and many other functions 
throughout the year. Bill has been a member 
of the City of Greater Dandenong Collections 
Committee and because of his experience 
he has been able to assist the Committee 

because of his local knowledge in locating 
artefacts and other memorabilia relating to 
the City. Bill was President of the Combined 
Probus Club of Noble Park Inc. on two 
occasions first in 2004/05, then later Bill was 
Vice President for two years and then again 
President. In 1999 he made a Life Member 
of the Keysborough & District Multi-cultural 
Senior Citizens Club Inc.  Over the last few 
years Bill has been the Entertainment Co-
ordinator for both the Senior Citizens Club 
and the Parkglen Retirement Community.   
He has now retired from both those 
positions.  Bill has been a Member of the 
Millenials a group of Freemasons who raised 
several thousand dollars to purchase mobile 
low slung wheel chairs to enable  disabled 
persons  to ride into the sea and then  ride 
out again.  He was President of this group for 
two years and then Secretary for one year 
retiring from those positions in September 
2012. 

A number of years ago he became the 
Public Officer of the “Russian Seniors in 
Dandenong” and assisted them in their 
becoming incorporated.

Extract from the Dandenong Journal  
Showing Ivan George Neil Warner’s Order of Australia and Living Treasure History
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SOME REFLECTIONS ON MY LIFE AT THE AGE OF 90 PLUS

Some of the lessons that I have learnt about 
myself from challenges that I faced was when 
I was a junior member of the police force. I 
was always sent out to do the dirty jobs such 
as finger printing bodies from the river. This 
taught me humility. One of the other things 
that I learnt was how to run a cross a big 
factory roof making sure that I placed my feet 
in the correct positions ensuring I didn’t go 
through the roof, before locating a burglar 
who had gone through.  As a result of some 
of those experiences I never worried about 
heights and I’ve climbed to the top of Mt 
Kosciusko, hiked across the Mt Bogong high 
plains, climbed Cradle Mountain, and been up 
to the top of the Statue of Liberty, the Empire 
State building, the Twin Towers before they 
were erased. Then Pikes peak in Colorado up 
to 14000 feet. Mt Cook in New Zealand and 
then across a glacier.  I’m a great believer in 
nothing ventured nothing gained, if you don’t 
have a go you will never find out. 

Leadership has always been a strength and 
loyalty has always been important.  My 
loyalty has been expressed certainly to my 
parents and family and to the teachings of 
free masonry and to the teachings of the 
scout movement and the Victoria police force. 
Professional integrity has also been important 
and a must. My leadership style was often 
seen by the recruits that I supervised. I always 
encouraged them to think for themselves 
and if they were in doubt to always come 
and see me and I would always do my best 
to give them the right answer. I encouraged 

members to use their own initiative in order 
to achieve results. This meant that they would 
benefit from my authority and have to learn 
to develop their own. 

The best decisions I made in my life includes 
joining the Freemasons, my career as a police 
officer and the decision to have a family. 

The best decisions I have made include one of 
my earliest decisions to join the Freemasons. 
The Freemasons provide you with group 
expectation to live up to certain principles 
of which I have aimed to live to for all of my 
life.  So when I joined the Freemasons I never 
looked back. Joining the police force was also 
an important decision that I made.  Then to 
have a family happened by design but with 
some difficulty. When we discovered that 
my wife was unable to conceive we went to 
all ends to try to have children but we were 
unsuccessful. We then decided to adopt. We 
adopted three children through the Methodist 
church. This happened over a period of 6 
years. Stationed at Highfield Police station 
at the time. We were told that it would take 
18 months but sooner than later we were at 
the Methodist babies home in Copelan Street 
South Yarra. There were 18 babies to choose 
from and it was an exciting time. Our first 
was 6 lbs and three ounces, Christine Anne, 
then Jennifer Margaret was 7 lbs 4 ounces 
just a little bit heavier. Then a few years later 
we were asked if we wanted a boy, Neil Lewis 
came into our lives. What a busy time sharing 
our lives with almost an instant family.
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PEOPLE I  LOOKED UP TO AND MY NEED TO BE A BIT 
CREATIVE

The person I have been influenced most is 
Mr Justice Oliver Gillard QC. He was about 
6 foot 6 inches tall and was a gifted a gifted 
speaker and leader. He was someone I literally 
looked up to. Then there was Reg Jackson and 
Sinclair Imrie Miller who became the Chief 
Commissioner of the police.  

I haven’t always stuck to the traditional 
pathway particularly in the Victoria Police, 
I had to be a little creative.  Once upon a 
time in the finger print Department, a senior 
detective Albert Collins from Brunswick CIB 
came in and said to the boss of the finger 
print branch. “Look can you send someone 
out to a house in Brunswick and just powder 
it, It will help the woman out there, we cannot 
find the culprit but we need to do something”. 
The boss said right Plum you can do that. So 
I went out to the house and the lady of the 
house was home and after settling her down, 
I asked her to tell me what had happened, 
where he was when he was first in the house. 
I made her carefully repeat the actions and 
in the bedroom she had been grabbed from 
behind and pushed into the wardrobe. I asked 
her where he had come from. She thought 
that he was from behind the bedroom door. 
So I opened the door and went behind and 
placed myself into the position I thought that 
he may have placed himself, turned about 
and breathed onto fibrous plaster.  I carefully 
brushed the powder over the location of 
where I thought the finger print came up, I 
brushed more powder and more prints came 
up. 

He clearly had his arms up against the wall, 
this meant that I could come up with a 
complete set of finger prints, he must have 
been sweating profusely at the time. There is 
a special type of box camera that you take a 
photo with. So I returned to the finger print 
branch and reported what had happened. 
I copped a mouth full of abuse from the 
senior members who called me a bloody liar... 
Never heard of getting prints off a fibrous 
wall they said it was ridiculous. One of the 
sergeants named Bill Samblebe said “If Plum 
said that I will back him.” We went back out 
there again and showed him what I did and 
he was amazed. He said, “Plum you’ve made 
history”.  We took some more photographs 
and returned to the office. The photographs 
were developed and they were checked 
through the single finger print collection after 
a day of searching they discovered that it was 
a known offender who had not been seen in 
the State if Victoria for several years.  A couple 
of years later whilst I was stationed at Heyfield 
I received a phone message to appear at the 
County Court where an offender had been 
charged with these offences.  It appeared to 
be that he lived in Sydney and would catch 
a plane to Melbourne, ran around wherever 
breaking into houses and stealing only cash. 
He had been doing it for several years and 
flying back to Sydney. Whilst I was at the 
court he had changed his plea to guilty. Senior 
Detective Albie congratulated me on the work 
that I did but I never got a compliment from 
my peers.  
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As part of the Inspiring Life Stories 
service this provides a snapshot of my 
life and in many ways I would like to say 
more and reminisce more.  This provides 
some reflections on my early life, parts 
of my career, some of my community 
involvements and some general 
reminiscing about my life. But space and 
time are always limitations. For now this 
is my story and I leave this story for others 
as part of my legacy and certainly as my 
personal reflections on a life lived as well 
as I have known how.  
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