
        
            
                
            
        

    

  Kath's Story


  A resume of my life so far – for the benefit of my family

  
  I was born on the 12th February 1928 in Donald, Victoria at the home of my parents, Doris May and Gordon Alexander Kilpatrick Grewar, having beaten Doctor Colquhoun (our family GP) who was supposed to be in attendance.  Obviously I was keen to see what this life was all about!  However, I understand I was transferred to the hospital with my mother when she was comfortably settled after the event.  This was not too traumatic, I imagine, for either of us, as we lived just across the road from the Bush Nursing Hospital at the time.


  
    [image: My early years]
    My early years - in a carrier
  

  
    [image: My early years]
    My early years - in the garden
  

  
    [image: My early years]
    My early years - with Doris
  

  
    [image: Joan and Nan with Gordon]
    Joan and Nan with Gordon
  

  
    [image: Nan and Joan at the beach]
    Nan and Joan
  

  
    [image: Joan and Nan with Reseigh sisters]
    Joan and Nan with the Reseigh sisters (now June Morgan and Faye Adams)
  

  I was the third child for my parents. Joan, my oldest sister, was born on 4th March 1919 (I have never heard the details of her arrival, but I imagine it was at the hospital which was then situated at the other end of town and run by two local nursing sisters by the name of Hoare). The next in line was Nancy, born on 9th May 1922 (as a birthday present for our father who was born on the same date in 1885), who was also born at home. To complete the early details we were all given ‘family names’ for our second Christian names – Joan was named Joan Butler (Butler being our mother’s maiden name); Nancy was named Nancy Cranwill  (Cranwill being a family name on my father’s side) and I was named Kathleen Vallantyne (Vallantyne being a family name also on my father’s side).




  The story of my father begins with the move to Australia by your great-great-grandfather, Archibald Grewar, in October 1848 with his wife Margaret (maiden name McLaren) arriving in Adelaide in March 1849, being 5 months on the voyage. Only five of their seven children came with them. Two daughters Mary and Margaret remained in Scotland with their Grandmother who lived in a home of her own at “Petewan” where David, her second son, had a large farm and her youngest daughter lived with her also. Gold had not then been discovered in Australia.


  Archibald lived for a time near Burra, north of Adelaide, but later went by ship to Mount Gambier. During the journey they had some interesting experiences when they had to land on Kangaroo Island and make bread from flour belonging to the cargo. They started with provisions for three days (the expected length of the voyage) and were three weeks at sea with 15 families on board and a captain who did not know the coast. Luckily there was a man on board who knew the coast perfectly and directed the Captain’s course so they anchored safely, just as a big storm came up. The ship was quite unseaworthy and expected to sink, but it weathered the storm and the Captain went on to Melbourne, arriving safely there. (Your great-grandmother’s recollection was that the place where they left the ship was called Port McDonnell).


  While in Mount Gambier, Archibald was apparently in charge of some station of a friend (whose name was Captain Grant) and had the care of large flocks of sheep. When gold was discovered in Victoria they, with two other families, travelled overland on three teams of bullock drays. During the journey they camped one Sunday on the banks of the Glenelg River.  Great-grandfather John, who was about 14 years old, and another boy bathed in the river as the day was very hot and, it was supposed, stayed in too long; as both were laid up with fever and at one time they were considered close to death. However, they had reached Portland by that time.  They remained until the boys were better and then travelled to Castlemaine, a flourishing gold field.


  A large contractor and builder was very anxious for John to stay with him and learn to build etc. (he was sixteen years old) and he might have done so but the Avoca Rush broke out and the family went there. This must have been about 1854. When they camped on the goldfield, Mrs Jennison was their neighbour. They were among the earliest there. Flour was very scarce there and they were offered fifteen pounds per bag for what they had.


  They wanted to get land but it was not an easy matter to do so then and they followed mining for many years. Sometimes they were very successful then a long time and getting very little. They had a claim on Vales Reef and spent a lot of time and money on it for little return. It was there that John’s brother David Grewar was killed when a large block of stones fell in the mine where they were working.


  They continued mining at Avoca for some years but finally took up farming, leasing some land from Edmund Snell who had married Agnes Grewar. Some time later they purchased “Benarra”; where they lived before your Grandfather applied for land at Avondale.


  From your great-grandmother’s memory your great-great-grandmother died in 1883 and great-great-grandfather in 1884. There were other of your distant relatives who remained in Scotland, and yet others who were said to have scattered to other countries such as Russia, Italy, India, America and even later some to Canada and South Africa. No wonder I always had the ‘travel bug’!


  Your great-grandmother lost six of her younger siblings within three weeks during 1864 as a result of a diphtheria epidemic, which struck Avoca at that time. She married your great-grandfather, John, at Avoca in 1869. Your grandfather was the youngest of eight children, four of whom were born at “Benarra” between 1870 and 1876, and the younger four who were born at “Avondale” Cope Cope, then called Rich Avon West. Your great-grandmother was a very remarkable woman, and her husband a very clever farmer, turning his Avondale farm into a creditable ‘showplace’ of how well the land in the Wimmera could be developed into a viable, attractive property. My father, being the youngest of the family, remained at home on the farm until his marriage in 1918, when he moved into Donald to live permanently.


  
    [image: Rich Avon Cricket Team]
    The Rich Avon Cricket Team (1984) - John Grewar with bat and son, Gordon, in front row
  

  He continued to work the farm from Donald until finally leasing the property when he retired in 1956. While his unmarried sister, Evangeline (called Eva), lived at the farm, he used to travel regularly from Donald to the farm (about 11 miles out), usually on a Monday, returning on Wednesday evening, then going back again until the weekend, when he spent most of the time with us.


  
    [image: The ruins of Avondale homestead]
    The ruins of Avondale homestead (1997)
  

  
    [image: Wood Street, Donald]
    The family home in Wood Street, Donald
  

  
    [image: Gordon, as a young man]
    Gordon, as young man
  

  
    [image: Gordon, mowing the lawn in Donald]
    Gordon, mowing the lawn at Wood Street
  

  
    [image: Gordon, in the orchard]
    Gordon, showing off his orchard
  

  
    [image: Gordon, in the orchard with me]
    Gordon, in the orchard with me
  

  Among his other achievements your grandfather was responsible for rallying enough funds from outlying farmers and townspeople to open the Donald freezing works in 1921, which meant sheep could be slaughtered locally and the meat frozen and packed for the Australian and overseas markets, quite a boon to the area at that time. He also had a great interest in the Donald Jockey Club and was presented with a glass dish as a memento of his contribution to its continued success in the district.


  It was a very contented time in our young lives. We probably didn’t realize the effort our parents put in to make life so happy for us children. It was not until many years later during my adult life in Melbourne that he described the many drought years spent in those earlier years and how, not only he and his family, but many others scraped by, helped by the generosity of the folk who ran the businesses in town, allowing many to run up large accounts on the understanding that when times improved they would be paid. That is something that would be hard to find these days.  Mind you, accepting the dole was frowned upon then and certainly nobody abused the necessity, which was experienced by some at that time.




  
    [image: Doris as a baby]
    My mother as a babe
  

  
    [image: Doris as a bride]
    As a bride
  

  
    [image: Doris playing tennis]
    As a tennis star
  

  
    [image: Doris with Mother and cousin]
    My mother with her mother and cousin Horace Jones
  

  
    [image: Aunt Jane Jones]
    Mother’s Aunt Jane (Horace’s mother)
   

  My mother was born in Ararat on 5th May 1896 to Elizabeth Grace and Michael Joseph Butler. My maternal grandmother (Elizabeth Grace Butler – nee Cross) was born in Ararat, Victoria, in 1861. Her father, Charles Cross who was born in Bottley, Hampshire, England, and travelled to Australia in 1823. He came to Adelaide in 1853 and was attracted by the gold finds at Ararat in 1856. However, he was not very successful at digging and, in 1862, he removed to St Arnaud, and started saw milling in partnership with Messrs Bentley, Stewart and Dobson. This business was carried on for a number of years and also embraced contracting, the firm erecting the bridge below the police station at Donald somewhere about 1871.


  Charles Cross finally settled in Donald in 1874, taking up the Mt Jeffcott Hotel, which business he carried on for about 12 years and then handed to his son, James. After that he lived privately. He had taken an active part in local politics in the 1870s, being a member of the St Arnaud Shire Council, which at that time had its headquarters at St Arnaud, and he regularly drove from Donald to attend the meetings. Latterly, he had suffered terribly from gout and his agony at times was painful to witness – according to a report of his death in the Donald Times, July 22, 1898. He was also an original member of the Masonic brotherhood in Donald and a large number of the fraternity assembled in regalia to pay a last tribute of respect to his memory.  Many came from St Arnaud etc. Upwards of 60 vehicles were included in the procession. The Church of England service was read by the Rev. E.F. Barker, and the Masonic burial service was read by Bro. Thos. Corkill, W.M.


  To continue about my mother’s parents. Her father, Michael Joseph Butler, married Elizabeth Grace Cross in 1898. In 1885, he had purchased a Boot Repairer’s shop in the main street of Donald opposite the Bank of Victoria, from a Mr T.C. Miners for whom he had previously worked for 18 months. In 1886, he was appointed as steward for the Donald District Jockey Club. As far as I know he died in 1900, as my mother told me he died when she was about 4 years old.


  Mother attended the Donald State School and was a creditable student although one newspaper report suggested she and one of her friends were invited to repeat their history exam. History was one of my poorer subjects too, but I appreciate it nowadays.


  
    [image: Mount Jeffcott Hotel]
    Mt Jeffcott Hotel in 1898
  

  
    [image: Forer's Emporium]
    Forer’s Emporium, circa 1923
   

  On leaving school she worked in the millinery section of a large drapery and grocery store owned by the Forer family. She obviously had a pleasant singing voice for the local papers frequently reported the delightful renditions given at some of the local concerts which were a very popular form of entertainment in those days. She lived with her mother at the corner of Mc Culloch and Houston Streets until your grandmother and grandfather were married in 1918 when her mother came to live with them in Woods Street until her death in 1925. Nanna and Grandpa continued to live there until 1956 when they purchased a home at 7 The Esplanade, Frankston, the town in which Nancy and Les lived.




  To keep the story in a reasonably chronological order, I spent my early days in Donald, attending the Donald State School.  We lived some distance from the school – virtually at the other end of the town. How well I recall walking to school during my primary school years, particularly during winter when frosts were common. I had to cross the local Park and can still remember my toes freezing and the water icicles hanging from the taps that were not turned off properly the night before. I always had to walk home for lunch and vividly recall one summer’s day running through the grasshoppers on the road during a grasshopper plague. Another childhood memory is being out at the farm, probably during school holidays, during a mouse plague. I can still remember helping (how effectively I’m not sure), to kill them with long handled ‘bats’, the ends having leather squares attached to them.


  To continue – I was considered reasonably bright as a pupil, usually vying for ‘Top of the Class’ with a Ron Coats until about the 6th Grade, when we were both beaten by a newcomer Brenda Payne, whose father was a new solicitor in town. My two closest friends at school were June Hancock (you know her as June Groser) and later Dawn Renfrey (now Dawn Hodgson) who came to live in Donald during our early school years.


  June and I joined the Brownies when we were young and proceeded into the Girl Guides, each becoming Patrol Leader of two of the four ‘Packs’. My pack was called The Rosellas, and June’s, The Blue Wrens. The other two packs were called the Robins and the Kookaburras. Dawn joined the Girl Guides too but I can’t remember which pack she belonged to.


  
    [image: Donald Elementary School]
    Donald Higher Elementary School, Forms I & II.
Me second from right, third row with June on my left, Brenda on my right and Dawn at left end of second row.
  

  The meetings were held on Friday nights and after the meeting we would go down the street where all the farming folk gathered to shop and generally socialize with their friends in town. Friday was market day in Donald, and the shops remained open until 9pm on those days. Of course, we visited the local Milk Bars (just called Cafes in those days!) for drinks, ice creams etc. before strolling around the street meeting others from the outlying areas. We enjoyed Guides very much, joining in the excursions and other activities including an indoor ‘camp’ at our Commissioner’s farm, about 10 miles out of town. We all slept in a large bedroom, on mattresses on the floor and among other things indulged in the ‘fun’ game of short-sheeting each other’s beds! This, of course, caused much hilarity and rushing around trying to get settled before the Commissioner came round to pronounce “lights out!”


  By the time we joined the Girl Guides, we were in the high school years, 7th, 8th, 9th and 10th years (but called Forms 1, 2, 3 and 4). June and I also played a lot of tennis, and in 1942 I managed to beat her in the final of the DHES (Donald Higher Elementary School) tennis championship. I still have the small “cup” they presented at the school presentation night. The High School was divided into two ‘houses’ – Donald, and Meyer.  Of course there were Sports Days and because of the small numbers in the higher end of the school, everybody had to participate. June was in Meyer House and I was in Donald House, so we often had to compete in the sporting events.  June was a very good runner – but I was not, and hence I hated having to run in the races. June nearly always won her races – I certainly did not! The one thing I seemed to do reasonably well was throw a tennis ball, and managed to have a win in that competition. However, we joined in the team sports and had better success in those events. Apart from games like netball, tennis, hockey etc. we played tunnel ball, overhead ball and cross ball – all included in the Annual Sports Day.


  A couple of other childhood memories of that time was the scooter I received from Santa when I was about nine. My first attempt at controlling it was up and down the main hall at home, venturing out onto the concrete paths when I had reasonable control. The year I got my scooter, Nan was given a bicycle. Dad decided, in his wisdom, and perhaps more importantly because times on the farm were quite difficult for some years due to a long period of drought. Consequently money was not exactly ‘growing on trees’ and Dad decided a boy’s bicycle would be better because Nan could dink me on the crossbar! She was never very pleased with that idea but agreed to some of the time.


  Of course, when she left school the bike was handed on to me. A wonderful addition to my enjoyment, because, apart from being able to ride to and from school, instead of walking, I was able to go on longer rides out of town with other friends we had made by then. Of course there was one occasion when I came home with knees grazed and bleeding, but usually there were not too many traumas. Incidentally, I learned to ride this bike by putting one leg through to the other side under the crossbar! Not exactly elegant, but it helped me get my balance before I was big enough to ride it properly. You have all heard the story told by Uncle Les of how he used to send me up the street on my bike to buy ice creams while he was courting Auntie Nan; and how I would race back so I wouldn’t miss anything, much to his annoyance!


  
    [image: Scooter]
    My present from Santa
  

  
    [image: Hand-me-down bike]
    The boy’s bike handed down to me
  

  A couple of years later I received a pair of roller skates and so did June! Needless to say we were the terror of the locals as we ventured onto the town paths, especially in the middle of town where the paths were smoother! One Saturday as we were careering along a main road beside our school grounds we were frightened by a toot from a following car. It happened to be driven by the Headmaster of the school, whose residence was in one corner of the rather large school ground. However, he was a pleasant man whose wife was friendly with June’s mother so all we got was the toot and a wave! It was considered dangerous to be out in the middle of the road.


  
    [image: Kath, Nan and Brian]
    With Nan and Brian
  

  Another early childhood memory is my friendship with my cousin, Brian Cumming, who was about my age. We used to spend quite a lot of time in each other’s company. He was actually my first cousin once removed (his father being my first cousin). One of Dad’s older sisters married an Arnold Cumming and Brian was her grandson.  There were two other boys in that family, John and Michael. Nan used to love to look after Michael when he was a baby and she would take him for walks in his pram and generally ‘baby-sit’ him. I guess Nan would have been about 15 or so at that time. Her ‘mothering’ instincts started quite early! She just adored looking after babies.


  When I was about 10 years old I contracted measles.  That was a period when mother belonged to a group of ladies who took it in turns to decorate the church for Sunday services. She used to have some friends who contributed flowers for the display, and on Saturday mornings she would travel around in the car collecting the extra flowers she needed for that purpose. One particular Saturday, Nan and I went with her in the car while she made her collection and towards the end of the morning I noticed a lot of spots on my legs. Only pale at this stage, but Nan realized they looked like measles. I was devastated because it happened to be Show Day that day and I thought I would miss out on all the excitement of the local annual event. However, Nan to the rescue!  She suggested as they were very pale, and only on my upper legs at that time, that I not mention it to Mum so I could go along as planned. This I did, with the help of my two loyal friends, June and Dawn, who, as the afternoon progressed, had to link arms with me to conceal the spots that were spreading and becoming more obvious.  In spite of this I enjoyed the day, but I do remember by the end of the afternoon, it was a struggle to walk home which happened to be at the opposite end of town! I was happy to be told to ‘go directly to bed’ when I finally arrived home and admitted that I felt unwell! June and Dawn both came to visit me while I was confined to bed, and as far as I can remember, neither of them contracted the disease at that time. How they missed out, I’ll never know.




  I attended school in Donald until the Intermediate year (equivalent to your Year 10). At the time anyone who wished to go further with their education, either had to travel to St Arnaud, or attend a College in Melbourne (or Ballarat). As both my older sisters had attended Melbourne Colleges it was decided that I should have the opportunity to do the same. However, both the colleges they attended had moved from the inner suburbs and it was decided that I should attend St Catherine’s Church of England Girls College in Toorak run by the two Langley sisters at that time.


 
   [image: St Catherine's]
   St Catherine's, Toorak
 

 
   [image: School Hockey Team]
   Our hockey team versus Scotch College boys. Me 2nd left in front
 

 
   [image: Kath at School]
   Yours truly
 

 
   [image: Kath with friends]
   With friends before church
 

 
   [image: June at St Catherine's]
   June, at St Catherine’s
 

  In consultation with June’s parents (who had moved from their farm to live in Donald some years earlier) we found that June was attending St Catherine’s rather than the Presbyterian Ladies College where her sister Marjory had gone, so that influenced our choice. June and I became boarders at St Catherine’s and generally had a whale of a time because we were in the senior class and were billeted in the senior boarders’ dormitory.


  I should mention here my entrance into the College. The day I was supposed to arrive at St Catherine’s happened to be Auntie Nan and Uncle Les’s wedding day. I was given special dispensation from the College rules and allowed to arrive later in the evening – after the wedding reception.


  
    [image: Nan and Les, married]
    Nan and Les’s wedding
  

  
    [image: Bridal attendants]
    Bridal attendants, Joan centre, me right
  

  As this turned out it was about 10pm I seem to recall.  I was greeted at the front door – still in my bridesmaid’s dress – escorted across the large entrance hall to the grand staircase and taken to my room on the upper floor where the boarders’ dormitories were housed. That was the only time I was permitted to use those stairs!


  Oh, I think I recall we were permitted to use that staircase the day we left the College! There was a ‘servants’ staircase at the rear that we boarders always used! The College had four Prefects who also boarded and their individual cubicles were divided from our room by a partition wall so they could hear any nonsense going on! Fortunately they were pleasant girls and as we all became friends there were no problems for us. The girls were Marigold Myer (of the Myer Department Store family), Margaret Carlyon (of the Australian Hotels family), Heather Barry-Lambert and June Mackay. All were from well respected families in Victoria at that time.


  While at College, I became a member of the school hockey team, and played tennis and softball for other sports. I managed to pass five subjects for my Leaving Certificate.  English (compulsory of course), French, Maths II, Geography and Botany. I seem to recall I had to repeat French Dictation in a special exam held during the summer break to achieve my full Leaving Certificate. However, that was accomplished without too much trauma. I loved French and could never understand how I failed in my first attempt. However, as they say, that is “l’histoire”


  
    [image: The prefects]
    Marg, Heather, June, with Marigold in front
  

  
    [image: Kath in uniform]
    In uniform at St Cath’s
  

  I also took piano lessons (which I had been taking in Donald from a Miss Peard). At St Catherine’s my music teacher was a roly-poly man called Mr Smithers. Unfortunately, as you know, I no longer play the piano, having no instrument to use during my early working years, and at that stage of my ability, one needs to have constant practice to remain competent. Another interest at school was dancing and lessons were held on Saturday mornings with the students from Scotch College who were to attend our End-of-Year Ball. My partner was Trevor Hobson – quite a heartthrob I thought! My so-called friends used to make jokes about being ‘Hobson’s Choice” – an expression not used very much these days but you’ve possibly heard it at some time.




  
    [image: Kath as Lab Assistant]
    Lab. assistant
  

  After college I commenced work at Kodak, Abbotsford, (Melbourne) as a Laboratory Assistant in the Analytical Laboratory at the factory. My commencing salary was two pounds per week. When I first started work I lived at a YWCA Girl’s hostel in East St Kilda, later boarding privately with a Mr & Mrs Coggins, who lived next door to Claire Hughes (Uncle Les’s sister), her husband Owen and their children Pauline, Bill and David (whom I think you have met). I worked there happily, but during that time I arranged to do a typing and shorthand course at night because I had decided I did not want to return to formal schooling at Tech. to further my chemistry studies. At this time I also became more interested in the technical side of the photographic laboratory complex and after gaining reasonable proficiency at the typing and shorthand I was asked to become assistant to the Technical Adviser, who was also situated in the laboratory complex. Len Wells used to deal with customer’s questions about developing and printing of film, photographic effects which could be used etc. mainly from professional photographers, but also many questions from amateur photographers as well. Some of these questions I became able to answer through his tuition during our working hours, and some extra instruction he gave me at his home during the early evening about once a week. He and his family lived quite close to my home at that time, so it was not difficult to arrange these informal classes.


  Other sections of the laboratory complex were the Director and his secretary, the Organic Chemistry Laboratory, a workshop that serviced the factory and the laboratories, and an Electronics Section. During this time I became friendly with Birdie Hodgson who was a colourist located in the colour photography department on the ground floor of our three-storied building. This section was developing, and improving colour film production (still and movies) but in the meantime photographs were printed in sepia and hand-coloured by colourists such as Birdie.


  We were both at Kodak for many years and we joined with others to form the Kodak Theatre Group. We had loads of fun and spent lots of time rehearsing plays and vaudeville type concerts for the factory personnel. We usually produced at least one play and one concert each year. Birdie was quite a good singer – she and another friend from Kodak used to entertain the troops during the war by singing duets etc. Birdie was good at harmonizing, so occasionally Birdie and I would sing duets at these concerts (following in my mother’s footsteps!). I worked at Kodak for nine years, until I travelled to Darwin in July 1953. I talked your grandfather and grandmother into driving up there with me as Dad had recently placed the farm on lease and the excuse “that he couldn’t leave the farm” which he usually produced when a long trip was suggested, was no longer valid.


  
    [image: Waiting at Quorn]
    Waiting for the Ghan at Quorn
  

  
    [image: Simpson's Gap, N.T.]
    Simpson’s Gap, N.T.
  

  
    [image: Devil's Marbles]
    Devil’s Marbles, N.T.
  

  
    [image: Triptych of trip]
    Halfway!
  

  
    [image: Triptych of trip]
    Mataranka Hot Springs
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    With Bridie in Darwin
  

  
    [image: Mataranka Homestead]
    Mataranka Homestead, N.T.
  

  Darwin had been suggested to me by Birdie, who had travelled there with her sister a couple of years earlier after the death of their mother. As I had been unsettled with my living arrangements when the guesthouse I had lived in for some years decided to close part of its premises, I was keen to try something new. That was the start of the next ‘leg’ of my life’s journey!


  
    [image: Cars and caravans on the Ghan]
    Cars and caravans loaded onto the Ghan
  

  Father finally relented and we travelled from Donald to Quorn in South Australia where we boarded the train – “The Ghan” – (travelling from Port Augusta to Alice Springs). We had to load our car onto the flat-topped carriages which were used for that purpose and from Alice we travelled via the Stuart Highway to Darwin by road. We stayed at the Darwin Hotel for the first week where Dad had an introduction to a Mrs. Mim Sudholz. Mother and Dad only stayed in Darwin for the week travelling home via Queensland and the east coast, but I set about finding a job.


  
    [image: Agriculture Section Office]
    Agriculture Section Office, Darwin
  

  Through another friend of Mim’s I was introduced to the Manager of Rio-Tinto Mining Co. His office was based at the Larrakeah Army Barracks and he was looking for a secretary. I took up the position but as there was no accommodation available for single office staff and I couldn’t afford to stay at the hotel, I only stayed there for a couple of weeks. There was no private rental available and the only accommodation for single people at that time was in government hostels, and to be able to use that you had to work for a government department. This meant I had to look for other work, much to my disappointment for I loved the job I had. However, I applied to the Works Department where another male friend from Frankston worked, but there were no vacancies there. At his suggestion I tried the Administration Department and was employed as secretary in the Agricultural Section of the Lands Department. I worked there for the first year of my stay in Darwin for a Mr Walter Nixon-Smith who was the Agricultural Officer, and obtained accommodation at Marrenah House (the government girl’s hostel).
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    Darwin Hotel
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    Marrenah House
  

  Darwin was a very small town in 1953 and one soon made lots of friends with working colleagues, or members of sporting teams etc. It was a great time for young and unattached people. We soon had a large circle of friends and much socializing was done during the leisure hours of the days and nights.


  
    [image: On stage]
    On stage with the Darwin Amateur Theatre Group
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    in Noel Coward’s “Present Laughter”
  

  
    [image: Kath and Birdie, 1953]
    With Birdie in Darwin, 1953
  

  
    [image: Kath at Shipwreck party, 1954]
    At a shipwreck party at Nightcliffe, 1954
  

  One of the friends we made was Alec Fong whose parents owned the Victoria Hotel and the Milk Bar across the road in Smith Street. The sons worked at the hotel and their sisters worked in the milk bar, so naturally we became friends with all the family. We used to use the beer garden of the Vic Hotel as our meeting place after work, and the evenings very often developed from there, especially during the working week. It was during this time that I met your Auntie Cath, who was working as a teacher in Darwin at the time and living in another government hostel called ‘Town Mess’. She arrived in Darwin in October 1954. However, although I met Cath during 1954 I didn’t actually meet your Dad until I returned in July 1955.


  That first Xmas in Darwin was a special time for me. As I mentioned earlier, I had become friendly with Alec Fong and his family. Another friend was a working colleague of mine in the Agricultural Section called Ken Brown, who was an entomologist. We went about quite a lot together and were both invited to the Fong home to share their Xmas dinner. We had a beautiful meal and for the first time I tasted fresh litchis (sometimes spelt lychees), yummie! We were also taken by Alec to a Chinese New Year feast during February. I remember huge platters of boiled rice and especially being impressed with the way some of the Chinese men ate complete, hot, chilies! Details of the next few months are rather sketchy. I remember going fishing with Mim Sudholz and picnicking down the track to either Berry Springs or Howard Springs with other friends to swim. It was unsafe to swim in the ocean during the summer months because of bluebottles (Portuguese Man-of-War) and stone fish that were prevalent at that time of the year.


  
    [image: Friends at Berry Springs]
    Some friends at Berry Springs
  

  We also played tennis (mainly late in the afternoon or evening when the weather cooled down a bit) and netball. Your dad always tells me it was at one of these tennis matches that he first saw, and later met me. I believe he is right, and this was how we attended the same parties etc. later.  We also played some challenge matches of basketball against the boys. Basketball was only a man’s game then. Incidentally, our team won the lady’s netball competition that year. I still have the medallion (in the form of a pendant) for the highest goal-scorer for 1954!


  Another friend was Frank Hannan, a meteorologist who I met through Len Wells with whom I worked at Kodak. Frank also was friendly with Ken Brown (they had been to the Antarctic together). Frank was then stationed at the Air Force base and invited us to several ‘musical evenings’ held by his friends on the base. We used to listen to classical records, and sometimes to operatic recordings when we followed the stories in the printed books they had. Quite a little ‘culture’ sprinkled in an otherwise carefree time of my life. One very sad time during that year was when Ken Brown committed suicide. There was a court inquiry regarding his death to clarify the circumstances in which he died – all very unpleasant for all his friends. He had been having some family problems (his wife and child were still in Sydney) and he had spent some time in the Antarctic before that, which probably contributed to difficulties in their marriage. We assumed this to be the only answer. It wrecked us all for quite a while.


  However, life went on for us and I left Darwin in October 1954 with Mim Sudholz. We flew to Cunnamulla in Queensland and travelled to Wilga and Tom Schmidt’s property at Offham Siding. Wilga was Mim’s sister. We stayed there for about a week and then flew to Brisbane where I took a flight to Port Moresby to spend a month with Jo and Ron Astbury, old friends from Darwin whom I met while living at the Darwin Hotel in 1953. Ron was the Engineer in Charge of building the new wharf in Darwin at that time. Later he moved to Lae in New Guinea to supervise the building of the first wooden bridge across the Markham River to extend the road to Goroke, in the highlands.


  That was another interesting experience for me. Lae is quite tropical (unlike Port Moresby) and we usually had rainstorms most nights at that time of the year. The camp was built right on the banks of the river in a clearing cut out of the jungle. Jo and Ron lived in a small two bed-roomed hut called a Donga, located in the small clearing where I saw my first fireflies and glowworms. There were several other small huts built to house the other workmen and families. Jo and Ron had a native ‘house boy’ who used to clean and cook for them in return for provisions of flour, sugar, tea etc – and anything else he could pilfer from the fridge! The shower we used was a 4-gallon can, which was hung from the roof in a small shower recess. It would be filled with water and when you were ready to shower you pulled a cord hanging from the bottom that opened the showerhead and provided a cold shower. Fortunately in that climate you welcomed the cold water rather than warm showers.


  
    [image: Markham bridge]
    The old Markham River Bridge from the new one, 1967
  

  The wooden bridge, built by Hornibrooks under Ron’s supervision, has since been replaced by an up-to-date concrete one. (However, the old wooden bridge was still there beside the new concrete one in 1967 when your Dad and I travelled to New Guinea for a Survey Conference in Port Moresby.) While in New Guinea, I met some of the Astbury’s friends of course, two of whom were timber men. They took us into the jungle where they were felling trees for building houses – another interesting sight for me to see. We also took a boat trip along the coast from Lae, past Finschhafen to Madang where we spent the day on a coconut plantation owned by their friends whose name escapes me. My other fond memories of this visit to New Guinea are the cat and dog owned by the Asbury’s that used to play hide and seek around the furniture in their lounge, their two dogs romping outside (one’s name was ‘Lik Lik’ – Pidgin for you can guess what - the other I can’t remember!) and of the brilliantly coloured butterflies in the tropical garden they developed around their donga.


  I returned home from New Guinea in time for Xmas with the family in Frankston. At the time, Nanna and Grandpa were renting the home of friends of Nan and Les’s who happened to live next door to the Bartlett seniors. We were able to cross the creek to Long Island and the beach via a lane between the Bartlett’s house and the one we were renting, so it was all very convenient and enjoyable. We remained there until Easter 1955 when I had arranged with Helen and Rita to travel across to Perth by car, en route to Darwin. We actually spent a month in Perth where Rita’s parents lived. En route to Perth we were joined at Penong (near Eucla in S.A.) by Pat Flanagan – now Barnard, Olive Sorensen and Marie McKenzie, all friends from Darwin. We remained in Perth for a month. Rita holidayed with her parents. The rest of us rented a house in Cottesloe. The other girls all got temporary work while in Perth. As I had not been too well, I remained on holiday and was designated the COOK for the household! However, we survived my cooking and Helen, Rita and I set off by road for Darwin at the beginning of June 1955. Marie was a radio announcer and remained in Perth. Pat and Olive (and their dog, Spike) remained in Perth for a while and then eventually returned to Melbourne, where they stayed.


  Helen, Rita and I arrived at midnight on Auntie Cath’s birthday, after our eventful trip up the coast of Western Australia. We travelled via Geraldton, Carnarvan, Onslow, Port Hedland, Broome, Derby, Fitzroy Crossing, Halls Creek and up to the Kimberley Research Station situated close to Wyndham. There we visited a friend, Kevin Fitzgerald (an Agronomist), who used to work with me in the Agricultural Section in Darwin but was now based at the Research Station. We spent a night or two there and then proceeded eastward across the Ord River to Newry and Auvergne stations, then to Victoria River roadhouse and on through Wave Hill to Katherine where we joined the Stuart Highway.  From there we continued to Darwin (after a shower and some food provided by Poppy Secrett who was Wendy James’ mother. (Wendy was not married at that time.) You have seen the movies of our adventures I took on that trip up the West Coast. There was much celebrating on our arrival in Darwin. Friends had been celebrating Cath’s birthday at Mick Fremel’s Nissan hut in Nightcliffe and this was where I met up with your Dad again. We did not see much of each other at that time, because Dad worked out at the uranium mine at Sleisbeck (south east of Darwin on the Katherine River) and he only came to Darwin for R&R or to visit the Lands Department. It was at one of these parties that I realized this Len Turner was a rather nice guy! It was during this time we all met and became firm friends, which we have been ever since. However Len and Cath left Darwin in November 1955, not too far behind Jo and Alan Harford, who also met while in Darwin and travelled south together to Adelaide via the East Coast, where they cemented their friendship and later married before travelling to England where they spent some years. They then returned to Australia to live permanently.


  After our return to Darwin from the West, I returned to Marrenah House to live and there met Marye Hemsley (now Percival). Marye had arrived in Australia from England during 1954 and worked in Canberra for about 6 months (I think). While there she met Eric Percival at Beauchamp House – a guesthouse in Canberra where they both resided at the time. She worked in the Department of Statistics in Canberra and her boss (the Statistician) suggested she should travel to Darwin to see more of Australia and arranged a transfer for her to the Darwin office. Accommodation was arranged for her at Marrenah House and that was how we met. Of course, Marye became one of our friends while we were all there. After my return to Darwin I resumed work in the Agriculture Section as a Clerk (and occasional typist) for Bill Curteis who was by then the new Agricultural Officer and so, once again I was given accommodation at Marrenah. He was great to work for, a little easier to get on with than Nixon-Smith. As the Clerk of the Section I used to look after the accounts and he allowed me to drive one of our one-ton utilities to Katherine to do a stock-take of their equipment at the Agricultural experimental farms in that district – something Nixon-Smith would have frowned on – a woman in charge of a government vehicle, tut-tut!


  
    [image: Marye, Kath and Helen in Darwin]
    Marye, Helen, and me, ready to leave
  

  As it happened Helen, Marye and I all decided it was time to leave Darwin and we travelled together in Helen’s Austin A40 utility towards the end of 1955. I kept a diary of our trip and have recently copied it onto the computer.




  When I returned to Frankston, Bill Hanton offered me a job in his pharmacy, to manage the photographic section and to manage the accounts. This part of the shop had previously been used to sell handbags. A section then handled by Bill’s wife but who had recently died and he wanted to change the image of that section. This meant I had to get rid of the stock still held, but with a sale we were able to clear the decks for the photographic materials. The accounts and Hospital Benefits contributions were also part of my duties.


  
    [image: Easter Craig]
    “Easter Craig”, 7 The Esplanade, Frankston
  

  During the next couple of years I lived with Nanna and Puppa, but had many visits to Melbourne to see Helen, Cath, Pat and Olive, who had all returned to Melbourne and lived together in a home they called ‘Auntie Thingy’s House’!


  During 1956, black and white television arrived in Australia. We did not purchase a set for some time, but at the beginning we were frequently invited to John Duncan’s (a friend) home to ‘watch’ sessions that became favourites – Graham Kennedy’s In Melbourne Tonight was one such programme. Of course, the Olympics were in Melbourne in 1956 and that was something else worth watching.


  The next couple of years went fairly uneventfully while I lived at Frankston. I did start taking golf lessons prior to my trip overseas in 1959, but once the travel bug got me golf was abandoned to save my pennies for travel! Another interest during those years was the Frankston Repertory Group. I was introduced to this by Conzie McLorinan, who also worked at Hanton’s Pharmacy. I thoroughly enjoyed this time in Repertory, acting in most of their amateur plays that were presented to the public and helping back-stage with ‘props’, prompting etc. We managed to get quite a local following, which included my friends mentioned above who used to travel down to Frankston to see the performances and then travel back to Melbourne – a good hour’s drive each way. Quite a fan club they were! I also joined in Scottish Country Dancing with Nan, Les and some of their friends in Frankston and Mt Eliza. Roly and Shirley Egleton, who now live in Bermagui, were two of these, and apart from a hall in Mt Eliza, we used to go to the Egleton’s home in Towerhill Road, Frankston, for these evenings. Unfortunately I also gave up tennis while in Frankston – much regretted in later years.


  In May 1959, Rita Burrows and Wendy McKee (now Roberts) – who was a friend of Rita’s from Darwin – and I decided to travel further afield and booked our passage to England on the P&O Steamship, ‘Fair Sky’. I could not convince Helen to join us, much to my disappointment. Wendy lived at Burleigh Heads in Queensland with her parents at that time and joined the ship in Brisbane. I started my journey in Melbourne, Rita joined me in Sydney where she had been living with Mary and Don Cole.  Joan Tourner and Wendy McKee, joined us in Brisbane. Joan was also a friend of Rita’s from Darwin.  She was an English girl on a working holiday who had also been to Darwin (after Helen, Marye and I left). She had married an Australian boy by the name of John Tourner and was returning home to visit her father (who was not well), her brother and mother.


  
    [image: Eartha Kitt]
    The only picture of the car, Eartha
  

  The record of my two years, including the trip over, to England is in a separate document called “Dear Family” which you all possess. However, one detail worth repeating is the fact that I purchased my second-hand Ford Prefect, named after Eartha Kitt, while visiting Joan’s family with her some time after our arrival in England. This was the car we used to travel all over England and Scotland while overseas. When I left England I left it with a friend to sell, not being able to do so before I left because it had been required to take Marion Downe (a friend from Frankston who happened to be overseas as well and with whom I had spent quite bit of time while there, attending live shows, pictures etc.) Incidentally, it was never sold, and I believe might have been towed away by the authorities because it was considered an ‘abandoned vehicle’ having spent so long on the nature strip outside his residence. I certainly never received any money from a sale!


  
    [image: Joan and Jimmy]
    Joan and Jimmy’s Wedding Day
  

  I returned to Australia in time for Xmas at the end of 1960. For some time while I was away the family had lost contact with Joan. They knew she worked somewhere in Melbourne, but for some reason known only to herself, she did not keep in touch with anyone. Joan and Jimmy (who she met during the war) were married, but later divorced and she even lost touch with Wendye and Rex (her children), which was largely Jimmy’s doing. He had mistreated her during their marriage (hence the divorce), and he kept the children from her – that’s another story, which I only heard about in recent years from Wendye.


  Our first news of Joan was through some work-mates who rang Nanna and Puppa to tell them that she was in hospital with kidney trouble. They were devastated of course and we quickly arranged to visit her in St Vincent’s Hospital in Melbourne. Unfortunately, in those days medicine had not advanced sufficiently to help her and she died shortly afterwards on 15th February only about three weeks before her 42nd birthday. We were all shattered, as you can imagine. Shortly after this Nan and I persuaded Mother and Dad to take a trip away to help ease the pain of Joan’s death and, of course, I went with them. We decided to go to Queensland so I could catch up with a friend I had made while overseas, Ayala Longhurst (now Cox). It was on our return from this trip that we decided to call in to Maitland and visit your Auntie Cath, who was then working at the Bradmill Cotton Mill in Maitland as their Personnel Officer. As fortune would have it, while we were visiting her in her office, who should ring but Len! She mentioned we were visiting, and suggested we should arrange to meet him while we were passing through Sydney on our homeward journey. Of course we did, and as the saying goes, the rest is history!




  Just a few details regarding those early years of my association with your Dad. Len, Cath, a friend of Cath’s, Nan Steele, and I went out to dinner while we were in Sydney which turned out to be a very happy reunion for both Dad and I (as we found out later!). After a day or so Mum, Dad and I returned to Melbourne. Thanks to a phone call to, or from, Helen (I can’t remember which) she and I arranged to return to Sydney to spend Easter with the Coles who had invited us to stay with them and with the prospect of seeing your Dad again I was delighted to accept. So Helen and I returned to Sydney for Easter. When we arrived who should also be staying at the Coles but Cath and Len.
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    Dining at the Copenhagen Restaurant, Sydney
  

  My recollection of the precise order of happenings at that time is sketchy, but we were all in Sydney for Easter after which Helen and I returned to Melbourne via Canberra where we had arranged to stay a day or so with Marye and Eric Percival. Cath and Len decided they would travel as far as Canberra in convoy with us to see Marye again. After that they returned to Sydney and Helen and I continued to Melbourne. On my return to Melbourne I was offered a job with Kodak as secretary to a Mr Eric Merton, who was a Senior Technical Sales Rep. working in the Melbourne Office in Latrobe Street. I accepted the offer and so moved in with Helen in her home in Woodside Crescent, Toorak.


  While visiting Nanna and Puppa one weekend shortly after Easter I received a phone call from Len saying he was considering coming to Melbourne. I seem to remember during that conversation he said that if he decided to come to Melbourne it would be only for one reason. You guessed it! To propose to me. I was ecstatic of course and could not wait for him to arrive. Needless to say Nanna and Puppa had the wind knocked out of their sails. But he’s younger than you isn’t he? Yes, said I, but I need a younger man to keep up with me! A bit brazen probably, but I was over the moon at the prospect. So you can see why we’ve lasted for 40 years! Fortunately, your Dad felt the same and we’ve never regretted a moment. Your Dad has reminded me of the trauma he went through at that time because Grandpa insisted he ‘ask for my hand in marriage’ formally! It must have been agony for him because Grandpa took great delight in keeping a straight face throughout the request, even though he had no intention of refusing!


  We were engaged more or less straight away. We had an engagement party at Helen’s with our young friends from Darwin, who were all in Melbourne at that time. Then we managed another party in Frankston at Conzee McLorinan’s, with our, or rather my, friends who lived in and around Frankston. I had mainly met them through Nan and Les, and some while I had been involved with the Repertory Group there. They were two great nights. We decided we didn’t want to waste any more time, as we felt we had done during the previous seven or so years since leaving Darwin, so we planned our wedding for the 23 August – about four months later. In the meantime Len had been offered a job with the Division of National Mapping in their Melbourne office run by a Mr Joe Lines, whom Len had met while in Darwin working at Sleisbek. And so it was all arranged. Len found accommodation in South Melbourne and we saw each other whenever we could – mainly at weekends of course, but as he was in South Melbourne (not far from St Kilda Railway Station and I was in Toorak with Helen, we were able to see each other occasionally.


  As our wedding date approached I resigned from my job and went home to stay with Nanna and Puppa to decide on a wedding dress and general arrangements for the big day. That was a great day. Quite overcast and some rain but we managed to get from car to church and into Butleigh Wooten, the delightful ‘manor’ house where our reception was held, in between showers. Dad was very nervous and feeling quite faint during the service. Fortunately the minister, Earl and I all realized this. The minister hurried through the service a little while Earl and I took a grip on Dad’s arms to keep him upright. He recovered somewhat while we were in the Vestry signing the register, although I’m sure he still looked a little pale as we returned down the aisle to the front of the church (now demolished which is very sad because it was a dear little Methodist church on the corner of Punt Road and Toorak Road in South Yarra.)
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    Making the deed official
  

  
    [image: Getting into the car]
    Trying to keep dry
  

  
    [image: Cutting the cake]
    Cutting the first slice
  

  
    [image: Wedding party]
    Wedding Party – Earl, Nan, Dad, Me, Helen, & Uncle Les
  

  We were married in the Methodist church because Dad had been divorced, and at that time the Church of England refused to remarry anyone who was divorced. Some church, I thought, but they were the rules and I suppose they had to abide by them. We went to Surfers’ Paradise for our honeymoon – a very happy time for both of us. Ask your Dad (if you haven’t already heard the story) of my doing a striptease for him after we had seen a show at one of the hotels there! We have often laughed about that evening since.


  After we returned from our honeymoon, June and Ray Taylor (June’s first husband) ran the newsagency in Mitcham in the suburbs of Melbourne, and they offered me a job with them which I took.  I really enjoyed that experience and we managed to rent a half-house in Surry Hills. We were told about this house by a young surveyor who worked with Dad. They were moving and suggested we take over their lease which we did. It was a great place. Quite an old house, but with quite large rooms with high ceilings and older style furniture. We were very happy there, and I can still remember sitting on the front steps of the verandah sipping before dinner drinks – our special we used to call it. It was a mixed drink of brandy, squash and soda. Very refreshing. While we were there we purchased a kitten that we still had when you were children. We called him Eddie! (He was later run over in Overport Road and we buried him there). As part of our Wedding present from Nanna and Puppa they purchased a block of land in Frankston for us, so we decided to build our first home in Tara Drive, where we lived when Timothy and Dianne were born.
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    30 Tara Drive, Frankston. Our first home!
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    Eddie. Our first cat, taken at Tara Drive
  

  Not long before Michelle was born, but after Puppa died, we decided we would need more space for the three of you to grow up in. So we purchased a 2/3-acre block of land a little further out of town at 99 Overport Road. Having sold our Tara Drive home before the new home was completed Nanna arranged to move into a unit which Uncle Les owned at that time – a little further up Cliff Road – and we moved into her home ‘Easter Craig’, at 7 The Esplanade.


  
    [image: Children at Easter Craig]
    At 7 The Esplanade, Frankston
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    “Tararua”. Our home at 99 Overport Road, Frankston
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    Tim with preschool equipment
  

  
    [image: Di with blocks]
    Dianne using the same equipment two years later
  

  We remained there until our Overport Road home was completed and moved in towards the end of 1966. By this time Michelle had arrived, Tim was in Preschool, Dianne followed in a couple of years during which time I used to help the teacher there, taking Michelle along in her rather large carry basket and she would play happily there – or sleep – until it was time to go home. Life went on happily there for about four years.
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    Tim, Di, and Josephine
  

  
    [image: Kids on bikes]
    In the drive at Overport Road
  

  You probably remember Bernadette (?) and Josephine Quinn who lived on either side of our home in Overport Road. Bernadette often seemed to be in ‘scraps’ with you children, but Josephine was a pleasant little girl, and although you attended different schools, you all played happily together. Mr Quinn was a great gardener and frequently supplied us with fresh vegetables. During the time we lived in Overport Road the Lines family passed on to you a playhouse, and a bike for Tim, that were no longer used by their children. Dad put the playhouse near the back boundary of our land and you spent quite a lot of time playing in it.




  In 1970 Dad received a promotion at work and became Head of the newly formed Bathymetric Section of National Mapping. This meant he had to relocate to Canberra. That was another adventure in our lives together. Tim was about eight by then and so went into Grade 3 at the Lyneham Primary School. We had managed to rent a house in Scrivener Street, O’Connor that was within walking distance of the school. Dianne would have been in Grade 1 but was never really happy at Lyneham.  Michelle was preschool age and attended the nearest preschool which was in Turner, the next suburb towards Civic, situated at one end of Haig Park.


  
    [image: 122 Scrivener Street]
    Home we rented in Scrivener Street, O'Connor
  

  
    [image: 11 Clint Place]
    Our new home at 11 Client Place, Macquarie
  

  However, we were anxious to look for a permanent home. This was delayed a little because we had been unable to sell our Frankston home before we left for Canberra. We finally sold Overport Road and moved into Clint Place, Macquarie in July 1971, where we remained for about ten years. You all commenced school at Macquarie, although Michelle still had to finish that year at the Macquarie Preschool – situated right next to the Primary School. Needless to say I helped there occasionally, but also did Canteen duty at the primary school and later joined the School Board when they were introduced into the education system in Canberra. That was quite a busy time in our lives. Apart from the school activities, I joined the local branch of the Red Cross and the Penguins (a lady’s public speaking group), Dad was Treasurer of the local Scouts and we also joined the Victoria League, Tim played cricket with the local teams, became a boy scout and Dianne and Michelle played netball for the school and later joined the Girls Brigade, run by the Baptist Church. I had helped with the Brownies as an Assistant Guider, and even though you girls became brownies, you did not go on to Girl Guides, but instead joined the Girls Brigade. I’m not sure why, but I think it was because some of your friends had joined. A rather similar group, but more like the Girls Friendly Society run by the Church of England, for young girls of course.


  
    [image: Netball team]
    Macquarie School Netball Team, Second from Left – Michelle; Flagbearer on Right – Dianne
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    Melanie, Dianne, Sonja and Peta in their Girls Brigade uniform, with Michelle and Glenda
  

  While a member of the Penguins I met Vina Nay, the wife of the Ambassador for Cambodia and we became quite friendly. Later she asked another friend from the club (Joy Powell) and I to help her with the decorations for an open day they were to hold in their residence, featuring food, culture and entertainment from their country, held to celebrate the Chinese New Year. We accepted and helped mainly with the decorations. She insisted we help on the actual day and decided we should be dressed in the traditional costumes for ladies. This we did, and on the day I took movies of the activities for the Dr Nay, the Ambassador.


  
    [image: Vina and Dr Nay]
    Vina Nay with Col Cho Lee, from Cambodia
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    Ceremony for Grandparents performed by Mom and Celia Bamford
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    Back row: Dad, John Powell & Dr Nay
Front Row: Joy Powell, Vina Nay and me
  

  
    [image: New Year's celebration]
    New Year Celebrations at Cambodian Embassy, Canberra
  

  That evening they held a reception, dinner and dance to which Dad and I were invited. Later, when the movies were developed, Dr Nay asked me to provide a commentary (in English) for the film, so you can see we had quite a bit of contact with them over that time and later they invited us, as a family, to a barbecue at their home. On another occasion they were to come to our home to dinner, but at the last moment Dr Nay had some official engagement to attend, so they sent their house girl a little Vietnamese girl, whose name was Mom, to our home, with dinner and to serve us while we ate!  Another unique experience while we lived in Canberra.


  While we were living in O’Connor I talked Dad into buying a puppy, and so Abdul came into our family. A delightful, playful, fluffy puppy – but you know what he grew into. A sleek Afghan Hound who had a penchant for running away whenever the gate was not closed properly and who we had to chase all over the suburb to bring him home again. I’m afraid it was lack of training. Guess we were all too busy to take that side of owning a dog seriously, and because of this he took great delight in running away from us, just as we were about to catch him by his collar. We also brought with us to Macquarie some guinea-pigs and unfortunately they came to a sad end when Abdul upset their cage while trying to play with them and we came home to find them spread about on the lawn where they had died of fright as he must have tossed them in his game.
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    Abdul in the family room at Macquarie
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    Silky in the family room at Macquarie
  

  Poor old Abbie, he finally brought his own end when he escaped from the back garden in Weetangera, running himself breathless on his last attempt at ‘doing his own thing’ exploring where his nose took him and suffering a heart attack. A wonderful pet, missed by us all, but we all have loving memories of him I know. While in Clint Place we also acquired a black and white kitten that we named Silky – another favourite pet.


  
    [image: 18 Jarvis Place]
    Nanna’s home in Jarvis Place, Macquarie
  

  
    [image: Family group portrait]
    Celebrating Nanna’s 80th birthday while she lived with us
  

  In 1976, Nanna came to live in Canberra when Nan and Les moved to Sydney. We arranged for Nanna to purchase a home in Jarvis Place, Macquarie for her. Being just through a short walkway from Clint Place, we thought this would be ideal. However, her move to Canberra was not really as successful as we had hoped and she became very lonely and rather disoriented. The move was quite a large change to her existence, probably too stressful at her age and more importantly removed from her friends. We decided it would be best to sell her home and for her to come to live with us, which she did. You may remember we purchased a caravan which we put in behind the house, for Tim to use as his bedroom. Some time later we realized this was not a satisfactory arrangement and decided to extend the house with another room at the rear. We used a part of your bedroom as a passage and built another larger room partitioned by two wall units for you two girls to share, Tim then moved into your original room. This arrangement went reasonably well I think, although I’m sure you children, much as you loved your Nanna, were a little put out by her criticisms of some of your behaviour. (Generation Gap I think we called it!) All went well for about three years, when sadly Nanna had several small strokes. We decided then, rather than giving up my job in the college, we would hire someone to look after her and keep her company during the weekdays.
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    Nanna with Michelle
  

  
    [image: Nanna with family and carers]
    Nanna with Di, Marg, Nan, Me, Judy & Tim
  

  That was when Judy Milner and Margaret Peters shared the task during the working week. Unfortunately Nanna gradually deteriorated, and when she suffered a rather more severe stroke it was necessary to take her to the Allambee Nursing Home where she could receive the proper care, night and day. Not a particularly happy time in our lives, and in April, 1980, Nanna suffered a final stroke and died.


  Your Dad always said my desire to move from Macquarie was Nanna’s death, but I had by then moved to Hawker College that was much closer than Dickson, and I also felt that we had outgrown our Macquarie home. Another factor was a larger house in Weetangera that came onto the market at a very reasonable price for that area. The owner had been overseas for some time and was not made aware of the increases in the value of real estate that had occurred at that time.


  So in July 1980 we moved to Weetangera.




  During our time there Dad and I re-designed our back garden with plenty of backbreaking work. However, we were both very happy with the result.


  
    [image: Backyard at Weetangera 1]
    Transformation of part of
  

  
    [image: Backyard at Weetangera 2]
    the back garden at Weetangera
  

  
    [image: 40 O'Rourke St]
    Our home at 40 O’Rourke St, Weetangera
  

  
    [image: Group portrait of girlfriends at Weetangera]
    L to R: Lisa, Michelle, Cathy, Dianne, & Jenny
  

  Another event during our stay in Weetangera was your friendship with Cathy Perry. Cathy had been having trouble at home – her mother was living in Cairns and she was living with her father. I am not sure really of the details of her troubles, but she needed a lot of loving care at that time. We all did our best to make her feel one of the family and for some time she seemed happy enough. Then she met Zelko, fell in love with him, but because his family was not happy with the relationship they had to stop seeing each other and she became a mixed up little girl again. Cathy finally moved out into a unit in Hawker and Dianne went to keep her company. Tim had also moved out into a group house in Higgins (not a very happy arrangement I believe, and he moved a little later to Cook where he shared with Jonathan and Adrian). We lived in Weetangera for about four years and although we had enjoyed happy times there with parties with your young friends, etc.
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    Zelko
  

  
    [image: Group portrait of friends at a party]
    With friends at a party at 40 O'Rourke Street
  

  By this time Dianne had decided to spread her wings and travel to Brisbane to where a previous work colleague from Shepherd Ford Motors had moved and who suggested she would be able to find work and cheaper accommodation in Queensland and Tim had moved into a unit in cook with Jon & Adrian.


  
    [image: Dianne in a car]
    Dianne ready to depart for Brisbane
  

  
    [image: Group portrait of friends]
    Back: Jon, Adrian and Timothy
Front: Cathy, Jenny, Michelle and Dianne
  

  With Timothy and Dianne no longer living at home we began thinking about a smaller home and put our home on the market. At the time Jennings was developing the area in Belconnen known as South Bruce.  We had hoped to buy one of their Town Houses within the development, but were unable to sell our home and we had to relinquish our interest in that residence. However, we finally sold our home in Weetangera to the Canberra College of Advanced Education for their new principal. This College later became the Canberra University. When this sale was completed we were able to choose another block in South Bruce. With a few modifications (including the split level) we chose one of their designs and built our home in Jaeger Circuit, where we lived for about four years.
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    80 Jaeger Circuit, Bruce - Front View
  

  
    [image: Courtyard at South Bruce]
    Courtyard
 

  Our lives went quite smoothly from then on for several years. I enjoyed my time as Secretary to the Principal, firstly at Dickson College and then at Hawker College.


  
    [image: Ancillary staff at Dickson College]
    Ancillary staff at Dickson College during 1977-79
  

  
    [image: Office staff at Hawker College]
    Office staff and Lance Chapman at Hawker College on John Edmunds’ birthday 19/9/79
  

  My first boss was John Edmunds, but he retired early through ill health. This position was temporarily filled by Lance Chapman (one of the Assistant Principals). Gloria Walker and I were kept very busy, with extra use of our own time, typing up the thesis that Lance had prepared for his Doctorate.  However, finally the position of Principal was filled permanently by Bill Donovan. Michelle finished her year 12 schooling there and was accepted into The Canberra College of Advanced Education (later the Canberra University) to do a course in Architecture.   Following her ‘year out’ in Lismore for work experience, Michelle returned to Canberra and shared a house in Macquarie with some friends from Uni. for her final two years.




  In 1987 your Dad decided to retire from the Public Service, so I also finished work at the end of the first term in 1988, we sold our Jaeger Circuit home at South Bruce, stored most of our furniture and travelled north to an undecided destination. Our first port of call was Lismore, where Michelle was working with a local architect for her ‘year-out’ experience.


  
    [image: Michelle's unit in Lismore]
    Front view of Michelle’s unit in Lismore
  

  
    [image: Channel in flood]
    View through window of channel in flood
  

  At that time, we owned a car and a ute, onto which we loaded all the furniture and belongings we took with us. Because I was not well at the time Tim drove the utility as far as Lismore and returned to Canberra by air from Casino. We sold (or you could almost say, gave away), the utility while in Lismore and stored the furniture in a self-storage unit, until we decided where we would live. Somewhere around that area we thought. However we found the land prices were much higher than we expected, and the type of farm we had hoped to purchase (a small fruit farm, we thought) was far too expensive and promised very little in return for much effort, so our dreams of owning a small hobby farm evaporated.


  Next we travelled to Brisbane where Dianne was working, to see what opportunities might be in that area (much the same climate we thought). We decided that we would have to at least find a house to live in while we decided what to do next. House prices in Brisbane were considerably lower than Canberra and we purchased a comfortable 3-bedroom home in Springwood and another Town House (also a free standing 3-bedroom house) in an area of ‘cluster houses’ that mainly consisted of duplex homes.


  
    [image: 20 Shortland Street]
    Our home at 20 Shortland St., Springwood
  

  
    [image: Windsor, a puppy]
    Windsor when a puppy at Springwood
  

  This move was only meant to be temporary, while we still looked for a small property to work as a hobby farm. Dad and I both liked the Mt Tambourine area, and as luck would have it a one-acre area (with 2-bedroom home) was on the market.


  We negotiated with the vendors, but their price would require us to sell both of our present homes. We tried to make an arrangement for their daughter, who was looking for a house somewhere closer to Brisbane where she worked, to buy our home as part of the settlement for their property at Mt Tambourine. While all this was being considered, we were called to New Zealand, where your Uncle Alan was very sick. So we travelled to New Zealand to visit him and to see if there was anything we could do for him. When we returned we heard from the Estate Agent that the Mt Tambourine property had been sold to someone who paid the price they were asking, so our dreams of a small protea farm went out the window. We were still keen on the idea of a larger block of land out of the city and this was when we decided to purchase a newly built home at Gaven, just north of Nerang in the Gold Coast hinterland. It was on a one-acre property that had been cleared in a small pine forest. It was a fairly sloping block, about half of which had been cleared for building the home. It was quite an unusual design that appealed to us.


  
    [image: Home in Gaven]
    Our home in the forest area at Gaven, Qld
  

  
    [image: Front view of house]
    Front view of house after paving & garden were added
  

  Dad had thoughts of having the trees felled and selling the pine for building timber. However, the only way we could get rid of the trees was to pay to have them removed. Something we realized would not leave us any cash to redevelop the land so, having purchased the home, we decided we would live in it and try to think of other ways to bring in a little extra cash, and keep us happily occupied. As things turned out, this did not happen. Firstly, I was not feeling too well and a visit to the doctor revealed a heart defect (with me from birth) that needed to be repaired if I was to live more than about another five years. At the time that seemed much too short a time to consider so I was sent to a Cardiac Specialist, who in turn sent me to a surgeon to perform the operation. The surgeon’s name was Dr Mark O’Brien.


  As you know, after about 12 months recuperation, this has proved most successful and here I am at the ripe old age of 74 typing out this story of my life! As I was 61 years old at the time of the operation, I consider that a vast improvement on five years of just scraping around.


  
    [image: Windsor in the garden at Gaven]
    Windsor exploring the drive at at Gaven
  

  
    [image: Windsor playing with a bone]
    Much later, playing with a bone
  

  When we were to move to Gaven, Peter Cross and Dianne decided we should have a dog! On our return from New Zealand visiting Uncle Alan they gave us ‘Windsor’, then a delightful, fluffy, playful puppy.  He, like Abdul, grew into a large dog of uncertain parentage – a mixture of Rotweiller, German shepherd and possibly Labrador, we thought. Unfortunately, once again I was not well enough to train him properly and he was very difficult to control when it came to ‘exploring’ the district, so for some peace of mind because our neighbours owned chickens, ducks and two goats, we decided to put him on a long wire to allow him some exercise without running away! Not the ideal way to bring up a large dog I’m afraid, and when it was time to go to the unit Peter and Dianne took him up to be with their dogs. However, this was unsuccessful (they fought!) and he had to be taken to the RSPCA for finding a suitable home. So it was another sad goodbye to an old friend.


  
    [image: Units at Robina]
    Our Robina unit, 2nd from right
  

  
    [image: Front view of Robina Unit]
    Courtyard entrance at Robina
  

  We had purchased a campervan while we lived in Gaven, with the idea of traveling around Australia. Dad decided that if we were to do that, we should move into a unit, which would be safer to leave either unattended or rented, while we went on our extended trip. With this in mind we went looking for available units. We found a very attractive unit in Robina, built on a newly created lake. Unfortunately the market in Queensland seemed to have flattened out and we were unable to achieve what we had hoped for our Gaven property. Consequently we had to spend more for the unit than we really wanted to and we decided that we would abandon our thoughts of travelling around Australia. We also had difficulty in garaging our van (too tall for the entrance of the garage at the unit) so we decided to cut our losses and sell the van, which we did, but of course as our luck seemed to have deserted us at this time, we had to sell it at a loss! So with that, and the lowered price we had to take for our home in Gaven, we decided the tripping around would have to be abandoned again.


  After about three years, I started to get restless, mainly because I felt Dad and I were in danger of turning into ‘couch potatoes’ because we didn’t have enough to do. Dad encouraged me to start playing golf again, and we commenced by going to a small private, 9-hole course that we considered adequate for ‘beginners’ which I was at that time. I suppose I gradually improved a little, and we then ventured further afield to Banora Point, near Tweed Heads, where we played social golf with Dick Flint and a friend of his, Gordon Fitzgerald. We enjoyed these days, but as it was only once a week, I really did not have much chance to improve, although I became more enthusiastic about the game in the process.


  
    [image: Family portrait at Robina]
    Taken during your visit to us
  

  
    [image: Front view of Robina Unit]
    for Christmas at Robina, Queensland
  

  During our time in Robina, you all visited us at some time, and I remember a happy time when you all came to spend Xmas with us at the unit. Tim was then living with Michele Foster and Michelle had met Jack while working at the Weston Creek Football Club and sharing a town house with Julie Platt. She decided to move in with Jack in a rented house at Rivett until they bought a permanent home in Fisher. Dianne was still working and living with Peter Cross in Nathan, a suburb of Brisbane.



  
    [image: Michelle, Julie and Kath]
    Taken in the townhouse Michelle shared with Julie
  

  
    [image: 72 Kambalda Street]
    Michelle and Jack’s home at 72 Kambalda St, Fisher
  

  However, in about March 1994, Dianne decided to return to Canberra where she had renewed a friendship with Bob, whom she had met during her years at Shepherd Ford Motors. About the same time I still felt Dad and I were not occupied enough. We had frequented all the interesting spots on the Gold Coast and we had enjoyed our Breakfast in the Park (Mackintosh Park at Southport) each weekend with Peter Cross and Dianne and their friends Brian Hicks and Dianne Crimmins who used to join us. This coincided with my restlessness about the circumstances of our rather inactive lifestyle and as we had been looking, rather unsuccessfully, for a house where we would at least have a garden to potter in, we finally decided that perhaps we would be happier to move south again, nearer the family and perhaps a more interesting lifestyle.




  
    [image: Breakfast in McIntosh Park]
    Breakfast in McIntosh Park, Southpart
  

  
    [image: 9 John Penn Avenue, Merimbula]
    9 John Penn Avenue, Merimbula
  

  In February 1994, Nan and Uncle Les celebrated their Golden Wedding (50 years of marriage) and, on our way down to their family celebration, we travelled via the coast. At Merimbula we decided to look at the availability of houses in that area. After only looking at a few homes, we found a house that we loved at 9 John Penn Avenue, Merimbula. We put a deposit on the home and arranged for an extended time of 6 months before settlement to give us time to sell our Robina unit. Because of the time limit, and the slowing down of the Queensland market, this was rather a stressful time for us both.


  We finally got a buyer with whom we negotiated a sale (we had to drop our asking price though). We were given to understand that it was an unconditional sale, but we were not informed at that time that it was unconditional on the sale of about four other homes! It took us until the July before we finally moved south, but that was not the end of it all. When we arrived in Merimbula we found that our furniture, which had arrived before us, had been stored in the large garage of the home, but that we could not gain entry to the residence because there had been a delay in the settlement of our Queensland home! So, we had to arrange for bridging finance with the bank (always an expensive exercise). Fortunately, we only had to wait over the weekend before the bridging finance was arranged, so we decided to visit Jon Harford who lived in Mallacoota at that time.


  After that weekend we returned to Merimbula and found that the house in John Penn Ave had been entered and some of our belongings had been stolen from the garage. Another set back! Most of our losses were covered by insurance, which helped somewhat.


  We then set about organizing the rather large garden that had only been partially designed. It was a rather difficult block, in that it was cut into a rather steepish hill. Dad also did lots of maintenance to the house. However, with quite a bit of effort, mostly on Dad’s part, but with me helping where I could, we managed to get it sorted out. We remained in John Penn Avenue for seven years.


  It was during this time, in 1999, that Dad became unwell. As we all know, it was finally discovered that he had leukaemia. What a devastating time that was for all the family. Dad was most concerned that if anything were to happen to him I would not be able to maintain the house and garden at John Penn Ave., so we put the house up for sale. It took approximately two years to find a buyer, but in 2001 Lesley Thomas inspected the home, loved it and then had to organize finance to purchase. The sale of her father’s home in Canberra was to provide the finance for her, but this was delayed for quite some time.


  It was during this time that Timothy met Kate, while they were both studying at Canberra University. Tim broke off his association with Michelle Foster and after some time of living together he and Kate acquired a town house in Braddon. They then decided they would marry and their wedding took place on 22nd March 1998.


  
    [image: Tim and Kate]
    Tim and Kate at Bilyara Gallery
  

  
    [image: Tim's wedding party]
    The wedding group in National Gallery Sculpture Gardens
  

  However, in July 2001 the sale was finally settled. Of course we were looking for something more suitable in size and upkeep, and we finally found the unit at 1/3 Banksia Court, Tura Beach, where we now live. We have also made a few improvements to this home and are now happily settled here. Our roots are finally put down to stay! I have just recently celebrated my 74th birthday and feel this is a suitable time to end this record of my life to date.


  


  Since completing this life story, my sister Nan, has celebrated her 80th birthday, which I feel warrants mention, for she has always been part of my life experiences. I have included a couple of photographic memories of that occasion below.



  
    [image: 1/3 Banksia Court]
    Side-front view of 1/3 Banksia Court, Tura Beach
  

  
    [image: Inside Banksia Court]
   Internal view from garage, 1/3 Banksia Court
  

  
    [image: Courtyard before landscaping]
    Courtyard, before landscaping
  

  
    [image: Courtyard after landscaping]
    Courtyard, after landscaping
  

  
    [image: Group at Nan's 80th]
    Congratulatory drink before the ride
  

  
    [image: Nan in Harley t-shirt]
    Nan, showing off her Harley t-shirt
  

  
    [image: Nan on a Harley]
    Nan ready for the ride of her life
  

  
    [image: The Bartlett clan]
    On the balcony at Morning Star Gardens
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