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My Mother 's name was El izabeth Ann Watson . Her Mother and Fa ther were 
James & Maryanne Watson . 
Her s ib l ings were: 

James - marr ied Alyce Abso lem. They adopted a little g i r l . 
Mary - marr ied George Pengel ly .They had five ch i ldren, four gir ls and a 

boy. 
Susan - marr ied Tom Kirby. They had three ch i ldren, two gir ls and a boy. 
Alf - never marr ied 
Char les - never marr ied 
F lo rence -mar r i ed Al lan Curr ie. They had one gir l ,and adopted another gir l . 
Wal ter - marr ied Gert rude Buchanan. They had a girl and a boy. 

G randpa worked on the Rai lway as a Line Repa i rer and later as the Gate Keeper 
at Myers Flat. They l ived there in the Gate House unti l Grandpa ret i red, then they 
moved jus t a few hundred yards up from the Gate House. That is where I 
r emembe r going to visit t hem. Lots of happy memor i e s of the t imes spent at 
the i r house. 

Mum's brothers all worked for the Rai lways for part or all of the i r work ing l ives. 
Mum was an Infant Teacher in Watchem and other country towns in V ic tor ia . She 
also taught Sunday Schoo l . Her sisters were all in domest i c se rv i ce - jus t a polite 
way of say ing house work- until they got mar r i ed . 

The very worst I ever heard said about my Mum's fami ly was that Uncle J im's 
wife d idn' t a lways tell the t ruth. Uncle Wal ter 's wife was a bit s tuck up, and Aunty 
Mary 's husband wasn ' t much good as he drank a bit. I th ink my Dad would have 
been counted with Aunty Mary 's husband as not much good, only that Dad didn't 
dr ink. They were all good l iv ing, nice people. 

My Mother was al l th ings to me. She was good , k ind, car ing, t rue - she was love. 
I a lways knew that she had great faith and that she loved the Lord. She a lways 
put every -one before herself. 

My Dad's family as I knew them when I was a child 

There was Uncle Fred and his sons and daughters , who we were to ld were our 
Unc les and Aunts . I d idn' t know the ladies, but the men would c ome to our house 
s ome t imes - we never v is i ted any of their homes . 

As we were to f ind out many years later, my Dad jus t grew up not knowing much 
about where he f itted in the fami ly, and he didn' t s eem to care. 

Dad wasn ' t a bad man - he didn't drink or do anyth ing bad, but he jus t didn't 
s e em to care much for anyone. He was a very s tubborn and se l f i sh man . 

I don' t th ink he knew the Lord, or the mean ing of love. He used to make fun of 
us when we prayed . 

Look ing back now I th ink it was very sad. As a boy Dad had gone to work for a 
Mrs Ann ie Tippi t in the Welsford Forest. She had a son Alf who was about the 
s ame age as Dad, and the boys used to help wi th the woodcut t ing and all the 
other jobs around the place. Dad got a few shi l l ings and his keep. Mrs Tippit 's 
husband was a very sick man . He died some t ime later and when Dad was 
twenty one years old he marr ied Mrs Tippit . They had a daughter . Myrt le . She 
was a bit o lder than Mum's chi ldren. 
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To say that Dad's life was a st range mixed up affair would be an unders ta tement . 
His s tepson, who was about his own age, marr ied May Oster f ie ld . She a l ready 
had two sons, Fred and Bill Osterf ie ld. We think May was Dad's half s ister but 
cannot be sure. They had three chi ldren but we were not a l lowed to speak to 
t h e m . We did speak to t hem of course. S o m e t imes we would meet them in the 
bush when we would be out looking for the cows, but we would never say that we 
had been ta lk ing to the other kids. 

My Mother had been marr ied before to a man who was much o lder than herself. 
He had two grown up sons. Mum had two ch i ldren to h im - J im and Rene. After 
the i r Father d ied. Mum took in wash ing and used to do sewing to suppor t hersel f 
and the ch i ldren. 

Abou t three years later she met my Dad. I don't know how they met as Mum 
l ived in town and Dad l ived in the bush. However they did meet, and were 
marr ied in July 1921 , and Mum went to l ive in the bush. 

I was born in July 1922 and my brother Les was born in October 1924. As well as 
be ing my brother Les was my best fr iend as we grew up, and he rema ined my 
best fr iend unti l his death in 1982. 

Dad used to cut wood in the Welsford Forest. I'm not sure how that worked , but 
I know that Dad wou ld have a permit to cut the wood in a certa in part of the 
forest . It would be cut in 5 ft lengths and s tacked in stacks 5 ft. h igh . Dad would 
car t it to the Bend igo Pottery using a horse and dray, and stack it in their ya rd . 
They would pay h im 2 Pounds ($4) a week, and at the end of the yea r they would 
measu re the s tacks . If he had more than he had been paid for he would be paid 
the ex t ra . Some t imes he would get 10 Pounds, ($20) or at o ther t imes he woul 
have to cart some more wi thout pay. / \ 

In the wet weather he wou ld jus t stack it in the forest unti l he could get the horse 
and dray out with it. It had to stand to dry anyway so it d idn ' t mat te r where it 
was . They had a s t amp to put on it to show who owned it. 

The tops of the t rees wou ld be cut in about 8 ft. lengths and Dad wou ld sell them 
to people for fire wood . He would get 10 shi l l ings a dray load ($1) . J im & Les 
wou ld go out with Dad and help h im with the cutt ing of the bushes and burning,., 
t h em . You had to c lean up all the rubbish and leave the forest t idy . 

That was when 1 was qu i te young and th ings were not too bad then . Dad had two 
horses and drays . S ome t ime s he would t ie one on to the back of the other dray, 
but most t imes the old horse would jus t fol low a long beh ind. 

When Dad had a load on the dray he would walk a longs ide most of the way - the 
horses knew what they had to do. I r emember when one of the o ther men who 
did the same work as Dad did was gett ing on to his load when his horse moved 
off and he s l ipped under the wheel and was ki l led. 

Dad said " that wou ldn ' t happen if you knew your t eam and were care fu l ! " That 
was my Dad - full of s ympa thy . 

I used to love to go in the dray with Dad when he was going to work . It would be 
th ree or four mi les f rom home . We would jus t go out .in the dray and then walk 
home through the bush . 
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I guess they were the t imes it was good not going to schoo l . We had lots of t ime 
to play in the bush. It was lovely on a frosty morn ing . We used to run and sl ide 
on the frost, and throw stones to break the ice on the dams . It d idn't seem to be 
as cold then and it was a lot of fun. 

On one of these morn ings I was running as fast as I could to try to s l ide as far as 
J im could, when somehow I fell over and twisted my leg. J im had to carry me all 
the way home. I was a lways in trouble for t ry ing to do the th ings the big kids 
could do. I was in bed for two weeks over that one. 

I still have a mark on my leg from a rope burn. J im would put the rope around 
his foot to lead the horse in the second dray, so of course I thought that was a 
good idea, but when the horse pulled back on me I couldn ' t hold it and the rope 
pulled across my leg and burnt it. Dad jus t yel led at me for be ing so stup id -
nothing new! 

I just d idn' t s e em to be able to stay out of t rouble for long. I did do s ome dumb 
things but I did get the b lame for s ome th ings that I shou ldn ' t have. Like one 
t ime we were told to go stra ight home - instead we s topped to pick some wild 
f lowers. When Dad came to look for us I got the whip around my legs- I didn't 
think that was fair as we were all do ing it. 

Our nearest ne ighbour was about half a mi le away - that was the No rman fami ly. 
Another mi le down the gul ly were Mr &. Mrs Wi lson - they had no fami ly . About 
two mi les in another d i rect ion in the next gul ly was Mr Go ldswor thy . He l ived by 
h imsel f and was ve ry good to us kids. Dad used to say that he was m a d . I guess 
he was a bit odd , but certa in ly not mad . He had been to the f irst wor ld war and 
he suffered shel l shock. He was never able to work as a result of the war but 
never the less he was a very good, k ind, man . Another mi le away was the Shad ie 
fami ly. 

Each of the fami ly homes was on fa rms if you could call t hem that. They were all 
about s ix ty acres and were in gul l ies in the bush. There was a creek that started 
at the top end of our place - known as Sandy Creek. 

Some of the land a long the creek was good to grow th ings when we could get 
water but you were never sure of a regu lar supply. The rest of the land was jus t 
bush and scrub. The fences on our place, l ike every th ing else, were very poor. 
The cows used to get out and wander off in the forest. There were lots of gul l ies 
where they wou ld f ind good feed. We would have to go and look for t h em . That 
was fun because there were a lways lots of th ings to see and hear in the bush. It 
wasn' t hard to f ind t hem - they all had names and when we cal led t hem by name 
they wou ld bel low at us. 

They were the th ings that were best about being in the bush. There was a lways 
an eer ie feel ing of not being alone. I sti l l feel that in the bush, but it's not a bad 
feel ing. 

We had an old j e r sey bull that used to get out some t imes and he would go down 
to Mr Norman ' s p lace and f ight through the fence with their big red bul l . Mr 
Norman would come up to our place and yel l at Dad and say that he would shoot 
the th ing if it went near his place aga in . I don't know who made the most noise -
the men or the bul ls , or for that matter , who I was more scared of! 

The Norman 's had four sons and two daughters , all o lder than us. I a lways 
thought that someth ing was a bit scary about them. 
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Mr No rman was very deaf and he would often say that you had said th ings that 
you didn' t say. Of course it was because he didn't hear what you had sa id, but I 
used to th ink he did it to get us into trouble. One son used to hide behind things 
and peer around corners all the t ime. I didn't know then but he was very sick. 
He shot h imsel f some t ime later. Poor Mum had got a r ide home f rom Bendigo in 
the car wi th Mr & Mrs No rman and he was dead when they got home . 

It was a very bad t ime for t h em . One of his s is ters never spoke aga in and she 
cou ldn ' t do anyth ing for herself. S ome t imes when we went to see her she would 
sm i l e at us but that was as good as she ever got. They sa id it was the shock. 

Mr & Mrs Wi lson were very nice. They had a nice house and ga rden . Even their 
cows and horses were nice and fat. The gig and harness were a lways sh iny. It 
s e emed to me that was the way th ings should be. They didn' t have any fami ly . 

I l iked to go to their house. Mrs Wi lson a lways had nice little cakes and biscuits 
to eat and she would make a cup of tea for Mum and the cups and teapot were all 
good ch ina with pretty rose patterns on them. She would give us cordia l in a 
pretty g lass. We all behaved very well when we vis i ted her house - somehow she 
made you feel very spec ia l . 

Mr Go ldswor thy would ask us to his house and he would also ask Roma Shad ie to 
c ome too. He would cook tea for us. It was a bit funny but we wou ld eat 
eve ry th ing in s ight and jus t g igg le a lot. He bought a g ramophone and records to 
have for us to play when we v is i ted. He did so many kind th ings for us. I 
r emembe r one t ime when he bought blue silk to make a dress for Rene and 
mysel f , and some whi te sandshoes . 

Mum made our dresses and I thought they were the most beaut i fu l th ings that I 
had ever seen. My Dad said that Rene looked nice, but blue didn't suit me. That 
was one t ime when I was hurt by someth ing that Dad had sa id . Most t imes I 
wou ld jus t think he wouldn ' t know what was nice or not. Mum was a good dress 
make r but our c lothes were made f rom old c lothes which people wou ld give to her 
to make over for us, so it was a great treat for us to have someth ing new. 

Mr Go ldswor thy would take us to his s ister 's place somet imes . We had to walk 
four mi les to White Hil ls to catch a bus to Bendigo, then a t r am to Golden Square , 
t hen walk another mi le to her house. She was a nice lady. She had four 
ch i ld ren , one girl, was about my age, and the others were older. 

They took me to the only Sunday Schoo l picnic that I ever went too. I was about 
e ight at the t ime. We went f rom Golden Square to Kangaroo Flat on a hay 
wagon , pul led by two horses - that was great fun too. Everyone was so good to 
me . I th ink that was the first t ime that I knew what it meant to say they were 
shar ing the love of God . There was more food than I had ever seen, and the 
ch i ld ren made sure that I was not left out of any th ing . I even won a blue penci l 
case . I know that they let me win because I couldn ' t run for nuts. That day has 
a lways been one of my most t reasured memor ies . 

Ano the r spec ia l day that I r emembe r was the day that Mr Go ldswor thy took us to 
One Tree Hil l. Aga in we wa lked to White Hills, caught a bus to Bend igo, a t ram to 
Quar ry Hil l , then walked about four mi les to One Tree Hil l . Mr Gold ie , as we 
ca l led h im, had packed a lunch of sandwiches , fruit, loll ies and cord ia l . He even 
c l imbed the Tower with us. He did so many kind th ings for us. 

Later when we all grew up and stopped vis it ing I had to pass his place to get to 
work . On my way home I wou ld get his mai l and papers for h im. He gave me 
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the old g ramophone and records - said there is no-one to use them now. I used 
them for many years . I still have fond memor i e s of that funny old gen t l eman . 
He was a true gen t l eman . I felt sad when that t ime in my life was over . I have 
been to One Tree Hill many t imes since but it never seemed to be as big, and it 
was never an adventure like the day that we went with Mr Go ld ie . 

MYRTLE 

Dad's daughte r Myrt le went out to work when I was very young . She had gone to 
school - used to ride a horse, and later got a bike. I never knew how old she 
was. I only r emembe r her coming home on her day off f rom work. I would go to 
the end of the lane and wait for her. I used to look forward to her com ing home. 
She was a lways good to me, but she didn't l ike J im and Rene. She wou ld f ight 
wi th t hem all the t ime. I r emember one t ime when she hit J im over the head 
with a big serv ing spoon . We were at the d inner table at the t ime and there was 
a big row - even Dad got in on that one. 

Myrt le worked in one of the better class homes in Bendigo as a cook. One of the 
No rman gir ls also worked in the same place as a housema id . They both l ived in 
of course. That was the way it was done, as I was to f ind out for myse l f later on. 

Myrt le was engaged to Mum's brother Char l ie . He used to come to ou r house 
some t imes when she was home. 

When I was about s ix years old she came home very sick. She s tayed in bed for 
two weeks and Mum looked after her. We were never told what was wrong with 
her, but when she got better she went back to work and never came home aga in . 

Not long after that she broke off her engagemen t to my unc le. She j u s t sent h im 
a note say ing that she d idn ' t want to see h im aga in . They had been engaged for 
about four years . He never marr ied and d ied in 1989, aged 91 years . 

We used to get a bit of news of Myrt le f rom the Norman girl who was work ing 
with her. About seven years after we were told that she was gett ing marr ied . 
Dad was not a sked , but he said he would go to the Church to let her husband 
know th^t she had a fami ly even if she d idn ' t want to know t h em . He did go, and 
int roduced himsel f to Jack when they came out of the Church . Mum was so 
embar ra s sed . She d idn ' t th ink that Dad shou ld do that, but if my Dad made up 
his m ind , that was it, no mat te r how anyone else felt. Myrt le never had any 
ch i ld ren. 

Myrt le spoke to me and later she sent me a wedd ing photo. I was about 13 at 
the t ime. When I was about 19 she came to see me and s tayed the night in the 
hotel where I l ived and worked as a housema id / wai t ress. I was go ing out a lot 
to dances and try ing to make up for all the things that I had missed out on along 
the way. I used to go out with boys but mos t t imes I went wi th my brother. Of 
course I didn't tell Myrt le that. 

She told me she was not very pleased with my behav iour and I shou ld not be 
l iving in a hotel . I d idn ' t th ink it was any of her bus iness so I did co lour the story 
a bit. I thought she was behaving like an old ma id . If she had only known how 
str ict the boss was, but I didn't tell her that e i ther. It was more fun to let her 
th ink what ever she l iked. 

The next t ime I saw her was jus t after my first baby Margaret was born . I met 
her in the street . She looked in the pram and said "where did you get that?" I 
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did thinl< of tel l ing her another story, but I was so happy with my baby and my 
life at that t ime, that I was nice about it. 

The next t ime she came to see me was about f ive years_later when my Mother 
d ied. She said that she was sorry I had lost my Mum but it d idn' t mean anyth ing 
to her. I felt that it would have been better not to come if she felt l ike that. She 
didn't go to see Dad. She said that there were a lot of th ings that I d idn ' t know, 
and wouldn ' t unders tand , and it was best to j u s t leave it that way. I have a lways 
wondered jus t who it was best for! 

So yet aga in Myrt le 's v is i t left me not car ing what she thought , hav ing jus t lost 
my mother , who by that t ime in my life, I knew was a wonderfu l lady, not jus t a 
good Mum . 

Some six years later Dad was in hospi ta l . He was living by h imse l f in a little place 
in Whi te Hills that J im, S tan & Rene's husband Fred had built for h im on some 
land that J im had bought when he came home f rom the War. When it was t ime 
for h im to leave hospita l they said he would need someone to care for h im for a 
whi le . I said that he cou ld stay wi th us for a whi le , but by the t ime he was to 
come out of hospital I had three chi ldren of my own, my niece who was expect ing 
a baby, and her 2year old son, all in bed with the f lu. They were all very s ick and 
I had a bad throat and was unable to speak, so of course Dad cou ldn ' t c ome into 
a househo ld with so much i l lness, and with Rene's husband refus ing to have him 
at the i r place, the only th ing I could think of was to ask Myrt le to have h im until I 
could cope. 

That put the cat amongs t the p igeons. Dad got the huff with me, and his lady 
fr iend of whom I knew nothing at that t ime, said I was no good, and Myrt le said 
that I had no r ight to have one of Rene's kids and her brat at my place anyway . I 
cou ldn ' t see why not as I was a lways very fond of Muriel and she needed help at 
that t ime . 

Anyway , Myrt le did have Dad at her place for two weeks , then he mar r i ed his 
lady. They didn't tell me that they were gett ing marr ied . S ome t ime later I got a 
letter f rom his wife to tel l me that he was in hospita l aga in, and that I shou ld go 
to see h im, and what a poor sort of daughter she thought I was - and then had 
the cheek to s ign hersel f Mother! That did it - I wasn' t going to be told what to 
do by her, and he used to go past my door on his bike but wou ldn ' t cal l in, so I ' 
saw no good reason for me to go to see h im. It was-about 15 years later that I -
read in the paper that Dad had d ied , aged about 86 years . 

When my dear brother Les d ied . Myrt le came to see me again and she sa id we 
mus t keep in touch, and that she would come to see me aga in . That was in 
1982 . It's now 1989 and I stil l haven't seen or heard from her. I th ink she is sti l l 
a l ive. 

More about Myrtle and her impact on my life later 

Look ing back now I'm not sure what was real and what was a n igh tmare . As I 
sa id before. Dad was a woodcut te r in the Welsford Forest where we l ived. I hated 
the p lace - it was so lonely. We never went to schoo l . It was jus t over four mi les 
to the nearest school and the law couldn' t make you go if you l ived four mi les i 0^ 
away. 

It s eemed to me that Dad only did what the law made h im do. Every yea r some­
one wou ld come to see why we were not go ing, but it was a lways the same 

7 



answer - too far, and we never had shoes to wear . It s eemed to me that there 
was one excuse after another why we couldn' t go. 

Now when I th ink about it, it was because we were so poor that we d idn ' t have 
very good c lothes, and didn' t have any shoes. I th ink Mum was scared that the 

• "Welfare would take us away. I r emember hear ing her talk about how the Welfare 
people used to go to her house and look th rough the house and d rawers to see 
that the chi ldren were being looked after. When her first husband d ied , there 
was someth ing about the Welfare. When they gave ass is tance for the chi ldren, 
the Mother had to show that she was earn ing the same amoun t or more . 

I am sure now that there had to be a good reason or Mum would have made sure 
that we went to schoo l . She did try to teach us, but she didn' t have the t ime to 
put in to make it wor thwhi le . I don't know why I didn't try harder as I wanted to 
read so badly. The others d idn' t s eem to mind not being able to read and there 
did seem to be lots to do with our t ime, even if it was jus t to go rabbi t ing. 

All I wanted to do was to go to school and be l ike the other kids. I wanted to 
read and learn about the wor ld , so that one day I could go and see what was 
beyond the bush that we cal led home. J im and Rene seemed to be happy just to 
let each day go by the s ame as the last, and Les was only l itt le and he a lways 
loved the bush. 

I guess we did have a lot of fun. Like the t ime we were p lay ing hide and seek. 
J im hid in the big feed box in the shed . I l ifted the lid to look for h im . He j umped 
up to give me a fr ight and I banged the lid down and knocked h im out cold! Of 
course, guess who got into trouble for that, but it was funny af terwards. 

Then there was the t ime when the boys were putt ing glass ja r s on a post and 
break ing t hem. I put my foot into one to pick it up to save bending down. Of 
course I had no shoes on and a point of b roken g lass went into my instep. I still 
have the scar to show for that one. J im carr ied me about a mi le home. There 
was no-one home so he thought it should be c leaned up. He put my foot into a 
d ish of hot wate r and I passed out. I was in t rouble again for showing off and 
try ing to do bet ter than the boys. 

I was a lways in t reub le for someth ing or other. Dad would say - "if you don't 
behave you wil l be sent to schoo l , they wil l soon stra ighten you out . " As going to 
school was my big w i sh , I would set about mak ing them mad at me. I must have 
been the naught iest kid in the wor ld , and I must have been very s tup id too, 
because it took me a long t ime to wake up that it was jus t a threat, and they 
were never go ing to send me to school or anywhere else. 

To tell you how dumb I was, I put some marks on the wal l in J im's room with a 
little lead cannon , then wrote his name on the wal l to get h im into t rouble, but as 
I was the only one of the kids that could spel l his name - guess who was in 
t rouble gain? 

We all did d umb th ings. I don't know how one or more of us didn' t get kil led or 
badly hurt. We a lways wa i ted unti l Mum and Dad were away for the day and 
then got into mischief . 

There was a d a m near our house and it had a lot of fish in it. Dad used to bring 
home any little ones he caught in the r iver and put them in the d am , but he 
wouldn ' t let us catch t h em when they got bigger. One day when they had gone 
away, J im sa id " let 's ride the horse up and down in the d a m . When the water 
gets muddy the fish will c ome to the top and we can see how many there are in 
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the d a m . " But of course it l<illed the poor f i sh! Dad was gett ing dead f ish out for 
days and wonder ing what they had died f rom. No-one sa id a word . We l<new 
that we had gone jus t too far this t ime. It was many years before Dad was told 
what had happened. We had all left home before he found out. He was mad 
even then. 

Dad was a lways tel l ing us th ings that were si l ly, and often we would try t hem out 
to see if it was true, so when he said that pigs would cut the i r own throat wi th 
their feet if they swam much, we decided to f ind out for ourse lves . We put a big 
pig into the dam and got one on each side of the dam and wou ldn ' t let it out. He 
didn't cut his throat, but we were not game to tell Dad that he was wrong 
because we would have had to tell h im how we knew. 

We wou ld play Cowboys and Indians and bui ld huts out of scrub and the Ind ians 
wou ld burn them down. I don't know how we didn' t start a bush f ire or 
some th i ng . 

Soon after my s ixth b ir thday I went to my Grandmothe r s for two weeks . That 
was the only t ime that I was away f rom home. It was great hav ing my Unc les 
and Grandpa to myself , but there just had to be a but. I had long plaits wh ich I 
was very proud of. I was a sk inny kid and not much to look at as my Dad was 
a lways tel l ing me, but I was proud of my pla i ts . My Aunty Flo c ame home and 
she said that long hair was a nuisance so she cut it, in what she cal led a bob with 
a fr inge. She said it was very fash ionable. I hated it and I wanted to go home. I 
d idn' t l ike my Aunt any more. 

G r andma took me to my Aunty Sue 's house for a v is i t one day. I thought it was 
lovely. The beaut i fu l white sheep sk in rugs - I jus t couldn ' t bel ieve that any one 
would put them on the floor. I had never seen anyth ing l ike that. We had wheat 
bags for mats which Mum had bound with co loured mater ia l . Mum also unpicked 
bags and st i tched them together and covered them with bits and pieces of 
co loured mater ia l to make rugs for our beds (patchwork) . They were c lean and 
w a r m . Everyth ing in our house was very poor but it was c lean. Mum wou ld say 
"it doesn ' t cost much to be c lean". She used to make soap and sandsoap . It was 
awful but it did c lean th ings and woe bet ide anyone compla in ing about it or not 
us ing it. 

Just hav ing a bath was a story in itself. It wasn ' t so bad in winter when there 
was enough water in the tank. You jus t had to put a tin on the open fire to heat, 
then br ing in a big tub and if you were lucky you could put it in front of the fire, 
but in the s u m m e r when the tank water had to be kept for d r ink ing , we had a box 
on whee l s which was big enough to put two four ga l lon t ins in. We had to go 
about a mi le in to the water race, fill the t ins and pull the cart home with the 
water and go through the whole thing with the tub. The one who did the most 
work got the first bath, and if you didn't l ike that a r rangement you could go and 
get more water for yourself . Somehow I th ink poor old J im got the worst of that 
deal because he was o lder and was expected to help us, and usual ly got the last 
bath . 

Wash ing the c loth ing was on the same l ines. Mum had two tubs and a copper 
that stood on two bars on some bricks in the ya rd . You would l ight a fire under 
the copper to boil the whites and the other th ings would be scrubbed on a 
washboard in the tub . Of course us kids wou ld get the wate r f rom the race for 
that too. I guess we had a lot of fun doing it. We would get into the race and 
play around a bit. We would be dry by the t ime we got home. No one would 
know why it took us so long to get the wate r (we hoped) . One day as I was 
about to get into the race a dirty big goanna was s itt ing in the water . I sti l l think 
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it was as big as me. J im laughed at me for ever about that, and he loved to tell 
people about it. I don' t think we ever did anyth ing wi thout get t ing up to some 
sort of mischief. I th ink it made life more bearab le . 

•Fr iday was a lways a good day for us. Mum and Dad used to go to Bend igo and 
they would be away all day so that gave us lots of t ime to get up to all sorts of 
mischief. Like r id ing Dad's bike. We would carry it out of the yard so that he 
wouldn ' t see the t racks . We also had a big pig that we could r ide. We could 
make h im go where we wanted h im to by pul l ing his ears. 

A las , about this t ime th ings didn' t seem to be go ing so well for us. Mum seemed 
to f ind out too much about the th ings we did whi le they were away. She would 
say "neve r mind how I know, all you have to worry about is if it is t rue . " 

S o m e t ime later when Aunty Flo got marr ied and it came t ime for us to meet our 
new Uncle A lan , it all became very clear - surpr ise , surpr ise, he was the Mr Currie 
that we had been ta lk ing to in the forest for a long t ime. He worked for the 
Forrest Commis s i on and of course knew all about us. After that it was a bit hard 
to get away with any th ing , and it didn't seem like much fun anymore . 

Some t ime after that we found a box in Mum's room with a lot of nice baby th ings 
in it. We knew Mum had made t hem. We never asked her about t h em but we 
were sure that she mus t have been going to get a baby. We were so exc i ted 
about it. Dumb kids! Aunty Flo got the baby. I don' t th ink Mum eve r knew that 
we found the th ings or what we thought. 

J im was gett ing o lder by now and he liked to spend most of his t ime in the forest 
with the men . 

'Rene wasn ' t much fun, she wouldn' t play, so I had to f ind a way to fill in the t ime. 
I th ink that mus t have been when I started ta lk ing to my little do l l . I had my 
spec ia l place under a big tree at the back of the shed . I wou ld jus t day d ream 
about all the th ings that I was going to do one day. I was go ing to be a great 
dancer and t rave l all over the wor ld . 

A l itt le later I changed my mind . I was going to be a Nun and save the wor ld or 
someth ing . I was go ing to bring all the chi ldren to Jesus. I had heard Mum say 
so many t imes that Jesus said "suffer the little chi ldren to c ome unto me and • 
forbid them not." I th ink that must have been where I go t the idea that I would . 
tell the wor ld of His great love. , 

Every th ing seemed to be chang ing . I was about e ight and I was wak ing up to the 
fact that no mat te r what I d id, I wasn't going to be sent to schoo l . I wou ld day 
d ream a lot and pretend that I was going to do all sorts of wonder fu l th ings and 
have nice c lothes. 

One day two ladies and a man came to our house in a car. That was someth ing 
spec ia l jus t the fact that they had a car, and they were dressed in nice c lothes. 
One lady had a fur coat on and the man was in a nice suit and he had a gold 
watch and cha in and a big gold ring on his hand. I had never seen anyth ing like 
that. 

A las, they hadn' t come to see me. They were Rene's Aunt ies , her Father 's 
s isters. The one with the fur coat and the man were from Canada . They were 
v is i t ing the other lady, the i r s ister, and they wanted to take Rene home with 
t hem. They said she would go to school and have every th ing she needed. She 
didn' t want to go and Mum said no. I hoped they would take me but of course 
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they wanted their brother 's chi ld. I was so unhappy about that and Dad d idn ' t 
help. He said they cou ld have me! It was si l ly of course. Dad was jus t j ok i ng , 
but I was a lways looking for a way to get out of the bush and go to schoo l , and 
have nice th ings. I thought if only I was pretty it would help. 

We would go rabbit ing in the bush a lot, J im had a ferret. Some t imes it wou ld 
stay in the burrow and it would take all day to get it out. I could ki l l , sk in , and 
gut a rabbit as wel l as the boys cou ld. There were t imes that I w ished that I had 
been a boy. They s eemed to have the best s ide of th ings. They didn't want 
pretty th ings and they seemed to be happy jus t doing what they were do ing . No-
one ever said they were rough or tomboys when they c l imbed trees, or ki l led 
rabbits, but I got it all the t ime. The boys would take the rabbits to the Ice 
Works . They would get three pence for 2 rabbits, so they never got much . 
Some t imes they would be out all day and get two shi l l ings. (20cents) 

Some t ime after Tom Norman d ied, we used to go to see his s ister. They had got 
a girl to live in to help Mrs No rman . I l iked to go to their place then, She was the 
only young girl in the bush apart f rom Rene and me. They had a g ramophone 
and a lot of country and western records which I loved to play. 

We used to make a big fire in the lane between our place and the Normans . 
There was lots of scrub and bushes to burn. We would sit a round and s ing unti l 
late at night. Dad sa id our s ing ing was why there were no Abor ig ines in the 
Welsford Forest. The t ruth was that not even an Abor ig ine would l ive in the 
place.!. 

It is lovely on a very co ld , moonl i t night if you have a good fire. If you are qu iet 
you can hear all sorts of sounds. Somet imes when J im was late gett ing home . 
Mum would go outs ide and jus t l isten. She would say "he won' t be long, I can 
hear h im wh is t l ing . " 

My Uncle Alf used to v is i t us somet imes . He was an inval id pensioner. We used 
to look forward to his v is i ts . He was a nice man . We all l iked h im, but I th ink it 
was the boi led lol l ies he used to br ing that was the big th ing at the t ime. 

4JjTcle Char l i eandCUnc le WaJ grew tomatoes and other vegetab les for marke t for a 
whi le and they used to l ive at our house. That was good too. The Uncles used to 
give us some money for help ing with water ing and picking tomatoes . When they 
left and went away to work somewhere else we d idn ' t see them .much. I th ink 
that was about the t ime Uncle Wal got marr ied . 

OUR HOUSE 

I th ink the car toonis t that did the comic str ip Footrot Flats got his inspirat ion from 
our house . It was very o ld and some of the boards had fal len off the back wa l l . 
Dad made some mud br icks and put up a new wal l on the back of the house. 
That was fine but then Dad got a bright idea! He would make lots more br icks 
and make the house b igger . He would put the front wal l out about 3 ft. and make 
the rooms bigger He wou ld put up walls inside before he took the old one down. 
That was jus t as wel l , because when he got t hem up to about 4 ft. inside and one 
r ight a long the front ve r andah , mak ing it quite use less, he ran out of ideas! 

I th ink the prob lem was that when he got that far, he real ised that he couldn ' t 
make a roof fit, so it was jus t left like that unti l we left the place about e ight 
years later. (My Dad was a woodcutter , not a bui lder.) 
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The E t tamogah Pub has g iven new mean ing to our house. Every th ing had a • 
s t range lean to it. There were two ch imneys that had odd leans on t hem . Mum 
used to say " they wil l fall one day" but somehow they s tayed up. 

The k i tchen had to be seen to be bel ieved. The oven was cal led a co lon ia l oven I 
think. You had to put a fire under it and one on top. It had two bars across the 
top. They rested on the hobs. Pots, pans, and kett le all had to sit on the bars 
and there was a big sor t of urn thing with a tap on it that sat on the s ide of the 
fire for hot water . They were all cast i ron, black and heavy. 

Somehow Mum could cook anyth ing on it. She was a great cook. She used to 
make nice meals , bread, cakes and anyth ing that you could th ink of. 

I can r emember her mak ing a three t iered wedd ing cake for Aun ty Flo, and one 
for G randma ' s golden wedd ing , and she decorated them as wel l . Of course my 

•"Mum could do just about anyth ing . I r emembe r Mum mak ing a wedd ing cake for 
a fr iend's daughter . It was in the depress ion. The lady gave Mum all the things 
to make and decorate the cake. It was lovely. They were very p leased with it. 
They had a big fami ly - nine I think. They were a lovely fami ly, very good 
Chr is t ians. This was the eldest girl and she had been work ing in Melbourne for a 
long t ime as a nurse in a pr ivate hospital and the boy she was mar ry ing was 
supposed to be a somebody . Anyway , wi th all the big plans going on, we were all 
very interested in what they were going to wear, and all about it. One of the gir ls 
was about my age and she was pretty and in the wedd ing . 

We were at the house ta lk ing about all th is when the father came in and said 
f lat ly that he would not go, as he bel ieved it was wrong to spend all that money 
when there were so many people in great need, and he didn' t care who was 
pay ing for it. He was on State relief at the t ime and that was aga ins t his 
pr inc ipals. He was a hard work ing man and didn' t like handouts . 

The poor mother said but you mus t come, it wou ldn ' t look right. "What will I tell 
the boy 's fami l y?" "You can tell them that I fell of the horse when I was riding on 
the ranch" said father. I thought that was very funny as he d idn ' t even have a 
horse. 

He d idn ' t go. I don't know what they told the in- laws, but I was p leased at that 
. young age to know someone who would stand by what they be l ieved. I was a 

rebel and never l iked to do th ings just because it was the th ing to do! I still need 
a bet ter reason for do ing th ings. 

&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&& 

However , not to be put off by Dad's hal fway brick wal ls - they were used to stand 
th ings on, l ike f lowers in old ja rs with coloured paper pasted on the, pictures and 
all manne r of th ings went on Dad's wal ls! 

Mum was a great one for looking on the br ight s ide - she would say "noth ing is 
ever so bad tha t it can ' t get worse, you jus t be thankfu l for what you have got 
and don't worry about what you have not." 

Mum made all of our c lothes, most ly f rom old c lothes that people wou ld give to 
her. When Myrtle was sti l l coming home on her days off, the we l l - to-do family 
she was work ing for used to give her some of the i r old c lothes for Mum to make 
over for us. Mum said they were good qual i ty so she didn't m ind putt ing a lot of 
work into mak ing t hem over. 
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When it came to underwear that was another story. Flour used to come in calico 
bags. When they were unpicked it was about % of a yard in each. Of course it 
had a lot of wr i t ing and a big wheel pr inted on it, but with a lot of boi l ing with 
some of Mum's home-made soap most of it would come out and the calico 
wou ldn ' t be quite so hard. Mum would then make b loomers and bodices 
(s ing lets) and pett icoats. The bodices would have little tucks and crochet edges 
to make them as nice as poss ib le. Unbleached cal ico was cheap to buy so it got 
used for a lot of th ings. Aprons and table c loths were two th ings I can th ink of 
and of course everyone wore an apron. 

Aga in , because Mum was so creat ive she would dress t hem up by drawing things 
on t h em and then embro ider ing or appl iqueing coloured mater ia l on to the calico. 
She would then work pretty little crochet edges on them. Just look ing at my 
Busy Need les book I find that nothing is new, jus t more soph is t i ca ted and more 
expens ive . 

Mum could do a lmost anyth ing in the way of sew ing , knitt ing and crochet ing, 
therefore our c lothes didn't look too bad even though they were made over out of 
other people 's cast offs, and cal ico. 

The only thing Mum had to work with was an old S inger mach ine , t read le j ob , no 
fri l ls, none of your z igzag and fancy st i tches, not even a l ight on it. 

We on ly had kerosene lamps or candles. Our l amps were j u s t the wick type, not 
much of a l ight. 

Not l ike Mrs Wi lson 's - they were big kerosene lamps that hung f rom the cel l ing. 
They had a mant le that covered the wick. It was a very good l ight, nothing like 
ours. They had pink shades with glass pr i sms hang ing on t h em . 

I used to d ream about hav ing nice things l ike that. Mrs Wi lson 's and my Aunty . 
Sue 's homes were j u s t beaut i fu l . I thought that was the way everyone ' s homes 
were except ours, and they were nice ladies too. 

They were a lways dressed nicely. I thought that we were the only people in the 
wor ld that were poor and didn't have a nice home and c lothes. 

How wrong I was - th ings were to get much worse . It was a depress ion and a lot 
of people had it worse than we d id . 

L iv ing in the bush as we did and not going to schoo l , it d idn ' t mat te r much how 
we were dressed and we d idn ' t wear shoes any way. 

We had cows so we had as much mi lk as we wanted . We a lso had a separator 
and a butter churn so we had lots of c ream and butter. 

S ome t imes Mum would scald the milk and leave it to cool in a wide dish, When it 
was qui te cold the c r eam would set on top. Mum had a th ing that looked like a 
plate wi th holes in it to let the mi lk drain out, then you wou ld have lovely thick 
c r eam . It was great on home made bread and j a m . 

We also had an i cec ream churn . We didn't get icecream very often as you had to 
have dry ice to put in the outer bowl of the churn, and it was a lot of work to 
make it. It had milk, eggs, sugar and vani l la that I know of in it. I often wonder 
if it was as good as I th ink it was. 

13 



We also had ducks and chooks so we had lots of eggs and ch icken and ducks to 
eat, and of course there were a lways rabbits. I think Mum knew at least ten 
ways to cook t hem. 

Dad would go f ishing in the Campaspe River. He a lways got some Redf in so we 
would have fish to eat as wel l . Dad also got honey f rom the forest. The bees 
would make their h ives in hollow trees. Dad would strain it th rough mus l in . The 
honey was put into ja r s and sea led, and the honeycomb was me l ted and put in a 
t in. I r emember my Uncle Alf using beeswax on hemp to st i tch boots and on the 
harness . 

Uncle Alf was a lot l ike Mum when it came to do ing th ings with his hands, even 
though he was a semi inval id he would mend boots and the horse harness , and 
he r igged up a lathe out of an old treadle mach ine , lots of bike cogs , cha ins and 
th ings. It mus t have been the only one of it's kind but it did work. He made all 
sorts of little wooden th ings including a little danc ing doll for me, and all sorts of 
wooden handles for chisels and other tools. 

We had pigs and a few lambs but Dad wou ldn ' t kill t hem. The l ambs were pets, 
but the pigs would get so ld . Some of them were pets too. I r emembe r one that I 
had when Dad was tak ing it to market . I ran after the dray cry ing my head off 
but he still had to go. 

In the garden we had all sorts of p lum trees, qu ince trees, lots of rhubarb and 
whi te turnips. They seemed to be there all the t ime. I didn't like t h em . In 
season there were cabbage, caul i f lower, carrots , onions, potatoes, peas, beans , 
tomatoes , mar row, pumpk in , water me lon , rock melon, cucumber , lettuce. About 
a mi le from our house there had been a house many years before and there were 
some big old apple, f ig, and pear trees. We used to get the fruit f r om them too. 
It was very poor qua l i ty fruit, but Mum could cook anyth ing and it wou ld tas te 
good . I r emembe r the Pear G inger that was out of this wor ld, but she made all 
sorts of j ams , p ick les, chutney, sauce, and tomato paste to make tomato soup in 
w in te r t ime. 

By th is t ime Dad was out of work. He got s ome sort of money o rde r f rom the 
Gove rnment . You had to go to the same Butcher , Baker and Grocer . You didn't 
get any money . It was paid to them. I th ink it was about One Pound , 5 shi l l ings 
Grocer , 6 shi l l ings Butcher, and 4 shi l l ings to the Baker. 

Because we had all the th ings on the " f a rm" - I use the word l ight ly - we were 
not too badly off. Mum used to sell some eggs and butter to the Grocer . I th ink 
it was more of an exchange for other th ings. The Baker was good too. He would 
let Mum have some f lour instead of bread - that way she could m a k e th ings go 
fur ther - l ike rabbit s tew with parsley dump l ings (yuck) . 

Mum made very good bread, buns and all sorts of goodies when she had yeast 
and th ings to use. Look ing back at that list of th ings we were a lot better off than 
people l iving in towns . They didn't have as much as we had. 

Dad had all sorts of f a rm mach inery - all horse drawn of course. He grew wheat 
and oats for stock feed, A man used to come with a chaff cutter once a year to 
cut the hay into chaff. 

That was a lways someth ing to look forward to. It was one of the big events in 
our year . The men wou ld camp in the shed and Mum would cook the i r mea ls . 
We didn't see many people at our place so it was great to see t h em (just more 
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work for Mum) but we loved to watch the hay being cut into chaff and the men 
would talk to us - that was great. 

Then came the drought . Mum and Dad got into debt and lost eve ry th ing . I 
r emember very well the day that Mr Sm i t h the Po l iceman f rom Whi te Hil ls came 
to make a list of th ings that were in Dad 's name. He did the very best that he 
could for us. He put the bike down as belonging to J im and the drays and all the 
furniture in Mum's name so that they couldn ' t take them. Every th ing else was 
Dad's so a few days later another man came and took the lot. It was a very sad 
t ime for us a l l . 

Most of the an ima ls d ied . There was no feed for them and no money to buy any, 
and the dr ink ing water had to be carted in a tank on the dray. Of course there 
wasn ' t any water for the garden . The only th ings left seemed to be qu inces and 
the old apple and pear t rees which stil l had some poor qual i ty fruit, and rabbits. 
Even the fish died as the r iver dr ied up, and the poor old chooks had g iven up 
lay ing. They weren ' t gett ing enough to eat, so they got k i l led. We seemed to get 
a lot of ch icken soup for some t ime . I th ink the poor old th ings were too sk inny 
for anyth ing e lse. 

I often wonder jus t how Mum fed us wi th the little she had and sti l l rema ined 
sane as well as being a loving Mum and wife. 

That was a very hard t ime for eve ryone . We each had our own pet cow. They all 
had names . Mine was "Bet ty" . Us kids used to milk t hem. Les was the only one 
who couldn ' t mi lk a cow. We didn' t m ind him not doing it - we all thought he was 
too l itt le. When he grew up he used to say that he was jus t smar te r than us, he 
didn't learn how. 

Th ings just s eemed to get worse every day. The cows were gett ing so poor that 
they would j u s t die or Dad would have to put t hem down. I can r emembe r cry ing 
when ever we heard a gun shot because we knew it meant that another one was 
gone. Dad wou ld sk in t hem and sell the hides. You had to lay the sk in out and 
put sal t on it, then fold it to cover all the raw bits, and take it to the sk in 
merchant . If it was c lean and didn' t have cuts in it you would get a few shi l l ings 
for it, depend ing on the weight . 

My cow was a big red one . Dad came home one day and said that she had got 
caught up in the fence t ry ing to get out of the paddock and that she had fal len in 
to the creek and d rowned . I wou ldn ' t let anyone touch her. I got the big knife 
and set about sk inn ing her mysel f , cry ing all the t ime. I loved that poor old 
th ing. She had been like a fr iend to me. But no matter how I felt, she was dead 
and I had to accept it and get on with what had to be done. I knew that if I 
sk inned her myse l f I wou ld get a few shi l l ings for her hide and I could buy some 
mater ia l and some woo l . When I got one side done I had to put ropes on her feet 
and get my brother to help me turn her over so that I could do the other s ide. 
Then I salted and fo lded the hide. It was awful but I had lost so many pets over 
the years that I jus t got used to mak ing the best of what ever came my way. I 
was about nine years old at the t ime and I was learning the hard way that life 
wasn' t going to be easy. 

Things were real ly tough by now. The bread was made like a big scone that you 
would slice (there was no yeast now to make real bread), toast spread with 
dr ipp ing, the meat was most ly sausage mince, rabbits and even hare with lots of 
dumpl ings . 
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Sweets were boi led rice, sago, quince dunnplings, j am roly poly- made of a scone 
like dough rolled out thin and spread with j a m , rolled up and put in a cal ico c loth 
and boi led. S ome t imes we would be lucky and have go lden sy rup dump l ings . 

Al l these th ings are nice when they are made with butter, eggs and milk, but by 
now it was dr ipp ing, f lour and water. A spoon of golden syrup in place of an egg 
helps, but when you are hungry they taste pretty good. 

Dad used to do a bit of d igging for go ld . He never found much , but when he did 
f ind a bit he would sell it and buy extra food. I don't know if it was because it 
was cheap or if he l iked them, but he would buy a big barracouta f i sh, and some 
black and white pudd ing. That was supposed to be a treat but I d idn ' t like f ish 
much and the black and white puddings were awfu l . Dad said the black one was 
made of pigs blood - there was no way I would eat that, then or now. 

The old horse that Mum drove jus t died so Mum would have to wa lk the 4 mi les 
into White Hills and catch a bus to Bendigo. Rene, Les and myse l f wou ld wa lk 
over about the t ime that she get back to White Hil ls to help her carry the 
shopping home. We wou ld go early so that we could sit on a seat at the bus stop 
and have a rest and wai t for Mum then we would walk home. 

There was a shop near the bus stop. Some t imes when Mum got back if she had 
any money, she would let us buy an iceblock each . They were one penny each , 
but there were many t imes that she wouldn ' t have even that much . She wou ld 
jus t go to a nearby tap and get a dr ink of water for herself. There were three 
kids at the shop and they would talk to us whi le we were wai t ing for Mum. One 
day we were told that one of the boys was in hospi ta l . S ome t ime later we were 
told that he had d ied. He was only e ight years old and had had d iphther ia . I 
th ink that was why I was so scared when I went to hospita l years later. 

Another of the relief s chemes Dad was in for a whi le was looking for go ld . I th ink 
it was run by the Sh i re Counc i l or someth ing . They gave h im a pick, shove l , and 
a min ing dish (on loan), and a permit to dig for go ld . You could on ly do that in 
wet weather because you had to have water to wash the dirt away . He never 
found much but it did g ive h im someth ing to do. 

At one t ime Dad made a th ing he cal led a crad le . It was a big box that had lots 
of ledges in it and holes in a tray at the top and a rocker l ike th ing on the bo t tom. 
You put the dirt in the top, run water over it and rocked it back and fo rward . The 
gold was supposed to s tay on the ledges. Dad used to say " the t roub le is there is 
too much dirt mixed wi th the go ld . " Dad made a little cradle for Les and he would 
put them on the whee lbar row and head off into the gul l ies to look for go ld . He 
would dig shafts in the bush that looked like graves and a lways not far f rom this 
wou ld be a little one that Les would d ig. He was only a little kid but he used to 
work hard as long as Dad d id. I often wonder what people wou ld th ink when they 
found the holes later. 

Another t ime I r emembe r Dad was away with a relief gang. He was away for 
three months at a t ime work ing on repair ing ra i lway tracks. We didn ' t l ike h im 
being away but it was good hav ing some money . He got his keep on the job and 
they sent his pay to M u m . 

Then th ings seemed to get a bit better aga in . Dad was cutt ing wood and cart ing 
it to the Pottery aga in . 
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*3IM & VIOLET 

J im used to get a few odd jobs l ielping on some of the other propert ies in the 
distr ict, cutt ing scrub and c leaning up rubbish. He would get a few shi l l ings and a 
mea l . About this t ime J im started going with a girl that no one l iked much . She 
would come to our house some t imes and she wou ld a lways f ight wi th J im . One 
t ime she threw her engagement ring at h im outs ide in the long grass . It was 
a lmos t dark. We all had to look for it. Another t ime she ran off into the bush and 
got lost. We were all out for hours looking for her. It was dark when we found 
her and she was hyster ica l by then. Just to make th ings worse she was part 
Ch inese and a Roman Cathol ic . Mum didn't want J im to mar ry her but of course 
no-one could tell h im anyth ing . 

It all looks pretty funny now. Violet 's fami ly were worse off than ours if that was 
poss ib le, but they did go to school . They l ived jus t on the edge of the forest near 
Whi te Hil ls. It was a corner of land that belonged to the Water Commi s s i on . 
They bui lt a hut out of f lattened t ins. It was a real shanty town. 

When J im and Violet got marr ied they built another two roomed hut, and l ived 
there for s ome years . J im was cutt ing euca lyptus leaves for the forest plant. 
Later he had an old truck and saw bench. He used to cut wood into blocks and 
sell it for fire wood . He wasn' t making a bad sort of l iving out of it at the t ime. 

Everyone l iked J im and said he would work very hard, but never bel ieve anyth ing 
that he told you . I don ' t know why he was l ike that, but he was the same right 
up till his death aged about 76 years. But he did live a very hard life, and no 
mat te r how you tr ied, you could not change h im, and you couldn ' t help but like 
h im. 

His wife used to manage th ings for h im and work wi th h im too. I went to work 
for t h em . I was to get paid threepence a heap for what ever I cut. You had to 
cut the bushes down wi th an axe then str ip t hem down to sma l l twigs wi th a hook 
sort of th ing cal led a s ick le. The heaps would be about 3ft. by 3ft. 

It was hard work but al l went wel l for a whi le and I got a few shi l l ings, then one 
day V io let sa id that they didn't get paid for the last lot so she cou ldn ' t pay me. I 
d idn' t bel ieve her (I st i l l don' t) . She owed me six shi l l ings - that was a lot of 
work. We had a big row and I kept away f rom her f rom then on . I had spent a 
lot of t ime with them unti l then. 

J im & Vio let had a l itt le girl Cath leen. She was about two years old when J im 
went to the war. When he came home he ran the wood yard aga in in shanty 
town . I d idn' t see much of h im. He drank too much and I didn't t rust the pair of 
t hem any more . He told me I was worse than Mum. I told him that was a 
comp l iment . He sa id "yes , I suppose it is at that . " He was a tough man . He got 
his hand caught in the saw when he was cutt ing the wood, and mut i la ted it quite 
badly. He picked up a dirty old towel, wrapped it around his hand and asked a 
fr iend who had jus t cal led in to drive h im to the hospita l in the old truck. 
Some t ime later I was ta lk ing to the fr iend and he told me that on the way J im 
remembered that he d idn ' t pick up his smokes so he said to jus t s top at the shop 
and he'd get some . His fr iend said worry about that later, but J im said "hel l I 'm 
not go ing wi thout s ome now." By the t ime they got to the Hospita l his fr iend was 
in a worse state than J im. J im had lost three f ingers on his left hand , not that it 
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s lowed h im down. He was back work ing in the wood yard before he had the 
bandages off. After a few years they went to Echuca to live. 

They went on to have two little boys - James & David, and seemed to be doing 
OK for a whi le, but his dr ink ing got worse and he lost his dr ivers l icence. Violet 
used to dr ive for h im with the wood for a whi le, but th ings got worse . The next I 
heard was when the Police came to my house to ask me to bail h im out. He 
hadn' t done any th ing , only drunk and d isorder ly . I told them he could s tay there 
- he didn't need my help to get in there, why should I help h im to get out. They 
thought I was a bit hard on h im, but he knew what I thought of his d r ink ing . 

Many years later he turned up at my door looking very sorry for h imsel f . I didn't 
know him at first, but I did relent and ask h im in and gave h im a mea l and bed 
for the night. He gave me a great yarn about what a good s is ter I was - lots 
better than his full s ister. I did remind h im that I was only his half s ister. He told 
me that he was a reformed man and that he was going for a job interv iew, then 
he would come back to see me before he went home. He didn' t come back and it 
was some years later before I saw him aga in . It was all l ies. Why he was looking 
so d isheve l led when he got to my place was that he had been locked up aga in, 
and this t ime the Pol ice had got Les to bail h im. Les wouldn ' t take h im to his 
home like that , so he took h im out to the old d isused euca lyptus p lant in the 
Wels ford near where we had l ived as kids and told him to s leep it off then walk 
the 8 mi les to his place the next day, but he wouldn ' t face Les, so he came to my 
place with his yarn about looking for work. 

I shou ld have known that it was lies. It was the standing joke that if J im told you 
it was ra in ing, you shou ld go out to have a look to make sure. Many years later 
he turned up again to tel l me that he was gett ing marr ied aga in and as I was the 
on ly one he ever thought of as a sister, he wanted me to go to the wedd ing . Ivy 
s eemed to be qui te a nice person but why she would marry h im beat me, but 
she d id, and looked after h im for the rest of his life, which he s eemed to l ive in a 
haze, jus t a sad was te of a life. I don't know how old he was when he d ied, but it 
wou ld have had to have been around 76 or so. They had one son . Rod . 

&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&& 

After my euca lyptus cutt ing fai lure I went p ick ing p lums in an orchard a t White 
Hil ls. I got paid 3pence a box - for that I earned 12 shi l l ings (a lot of p lums) . . . 

Abou t this t ime I got sick. It was jus t a cold at first or so we thought , but I got 
worse and in the midd le of the night I began wheez ing and chok ing . I was very 
scared . Dad was cross with me for keep ing h im awake. Mum mus t have been 
very worr ied because she sent some one off to get Mr Norman to take me to 
Hospi ta l in the midd le of the night. I r emembe r Mrs Norman t ry ing to g ive me 
brandy that near ly choked me. Anyway , I got into Hospital and was put in a big 
ward with 14 beds in it, and there was a ba lcony with 7 beds on the outs ide. 
Most of the ladies in there were old and very sick. There was lots of noise and 
shadowy f igures in the night l ight. I don't th ink I have ever been so fr ightened in 
my life. 

Mum had to go home . I d idn' t think I would see her aga in, but it wasn ' t so bad 
when it got day l ight and I could see everyone. I was there for f ive weeks . I had 
some sort of a lung compla int . My dear Mum walked 8 mi les to see me and then 
had to walk home. She came twice every week . Dad had a bike but he only 
came twice in all the t ime I was there. I did hate being away f rom home, but 
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everyone was so good to me it did help a bit. The nurses were wonder fu l . I 
didn't think they were rea l . I thought they mus t be ange ls or someth ing . I was 
about 11 yeas old at the t ime. Some of the ladies in the ward were very nice to 
me. Most of them were o ld. I think they felt sorry for me. They would give me 
lollies and nice cakes some- t imes when their v is i tors wou ld bring them in. One 
lady about 28 years old died while I was there. That scared me. They thought 
she was dying three t imes before she actual ly d id . Al l her fami ly would come in 
and sit near her bed beh ind screens. You could only see shadowy f igures behind 
the screens. My imag inat ion was work ing over t ime. There was a girl in the next 
bed to me. She was only 19 and was a great help to me. She had g rown up in 
an orphanage and d idn ' t know much more about the wor ld than I did but she 
could read. She wanted to be a nun but she said she had a lot to learn before 
she cou ld . The S is ters f rom the orphanage used to come to see her every week 
and they would talk to me too. I thought they were lovely. 

Not long after I got out of hospital a young man who was work ing for Mr Norman 
was looking for s omewhe re to board. J im knew h im so Mum took h im in. I d idn't 
like h im . He was only a little man . I only l iked tal l men - my uncles and my 
brothers were all ta l l . It wasn ' t long before Rene star ted to go with him and they 
got marr ied about a yea r later. 

Rene and Fred were marr ied when I was 13 years old and I was in the wedd ing (a 
photo I would like to forget) . They stayed home for a whi le then went to live in 
White Hil ls. I never got on very well with Fred. They had a baby girl about a 
year after they were mar r i ed . I loved her and used to look after her a lot. 

Two Japanese men came to live about a mi le f rom our p lace. They asked Dad if 
they could lease the land to grow tomatoes . He let it to t hem and they became 
very good fr iends with the fami ly, and were very good to Les and me. 

It wasn ' t long before I woke up that if I could get t hem on my s ide I could get 
around Mum and Dad , so I would get t hem to say someth ing was a good idea 
then it was easy to get Mum to agree. Some of the th ings I used to tel l Mum 
were a bit s t retched but I was careful not to over do it and for the first t ime in my 
life I s eemed to be get t ing th ings to go my way a bit. I to ld Mum that the men 
said that I could get a job looking after chi ldren or doing housework as I was so 
good with my niece. It was nearly true. They did say that but I had asked them 
if they thought I could get a job . For some reason Mum and Dad seemed to 
bel ieve anyth ing if they thought these men said-it". I th ink they had been in the 
bush too long. But as a lways , I had a price to pay. 

The o lder one of the men asked if I would like to go to the footbal l Sa turday 
afternoon and to the p ictures afterwards. I sa id I wou ld l ike to go with him so he 
asked Dad if I could go. I th ink it was the first t ime that anyone had ever asked 
Dad's permiss ion for any th ing and he said yes I could go. 

That was fine but then the younger brother got the huff w i th me. He said that he 
was going to ask if I cou ld go with h im. He wouldn ' t ta lk to me after that. The 
older brother was many yeas older than me. I th ink that was why Dad thought it 
was a good idea for me to go out with h im. It was the only way for me to get out 
but it was also the end of my hopes of meet ing any boys and going to dances, so 
the next six years saw me going to footbal l , tennis , and golf, just as a spectator . I 
was never asked if I wou ld like to learn anyth ing . I wou ld have loved to try, but 
that was out. I jus t watched and l istened to his f r iends talk and just sa id yes or 
no if I was asked any th i ng . However I did meet a lot of nice gir ls. They were all 
o lder than me, but were a lways nice to me. That was someth ing to be thankfu l 
for. 

19 



I did get worl< iool<ing after two ch i ldren. The i r Mum ran a coffee shop, and their 
Dad went out to work. They l ived in rooms at the back of the shop. It was my 
job to be there by 7 .00am to get the kids up, g ive them their breakfast , c lean the 
rooms and keep the kids out of the way all day. When they had a s leep I would 
dp their wash ing , bath them after tea, then I could go by 7 .00pm. I had to ride 
the bike 8 mi les to and f rom work. I got paid 7 shi l l ings and s ixpence and had 
my lunch - that was for 6 days a week. 

Les was only 11 years old but he was work ing on the tomatoes in the summer , 
and in the forest in the winter. He was gett ing paid 10 shi l l ings a week. He used 
to ride his bike to Whi te Hills to meet me because it was dark by the t ime I got 
there and he knew that I was scared in the bush at night. He was a very special 
brother - he had been work ing all day. He used to laugh at me for being scared 
but he was a lways there for me! 

Gett ing my bike was another story. I had to borrow 10 shi l l ings off Dad and that 
took some doing because about two years before I had got two shi l l ings f rom Dad 
to buy some wool and I was to cut some scrub for it but I never f in ished it 
because when I got the wool I started knitt ing and didn't have t ime to cut scrub. 
Dad didn't think that was a good enough excuse . 

Anyway he lent me 10 shi l l ings for the depos i t on the bike. I had to g ive h im two 
shi l l ings and 6 pence a week, and the same to the bike shop. I was supposed to 
g ive Mum the same a week but she let me off unti l I had paid Dad his 10 
shi l l ings, as I was only gett ing 7shi l l ings 5 pence (75c) a week. We knew that 
Dad had some money . We had found a tin he had hidden in a hole in the 
bedroom wal l . It had 8 pounds, 10 shi l l ings in it when I last looked. 

That was more money than I had ever seen. Of course Dad didn' t know that we 
had found it. We didn' t even th ink of tak ing any of it or of tel l ing Mum about it. 
It d id make us mad knowing that he would hide it f rom her - she never had 
anyth ing for herself. ^ 

The bike was 10 pounds and with interest it took me a yea r to pay it off. 

I d idn ' t s tay in that j ob very long but I did learn one good lesson- to th ink what I 
lik'ed but to be carefu l what I sa id. I had got another job l ined up jus t help ing a 
Jady with the house work, wash ing , i roning, and anyth ing else that she n e e d e d . ' 
help w i th . She was a ve ry nice lady and I d idn ' t start work unti l 8 . 00am and 
f in ished at 2 .00pm, and was paid 10 shi l l ings a week! 

I did what I thought was the r ight th ing and gave notice at the f irst job and on 
the last day I took the k ids to s§e their Dad play footbal l as I did every week. 
The i r Dad had his shor ts pul led off h im in the game and I in all my r ighteous 
ind ignat ion said " that won' t worry h im, he isn't too fussy." I had said this to an 
o lder woman who I thought was my fr iend, She left the game before I did and 
when I got back with the kids she was there and had told the boss what I had 
said about her husband . I was ordered out there and then. What I sa id was 
t rue, he wasn ' t a very nice man , but it didn't mat te r that it was t rue. I learned to 
keep my thoughts to myse l f - I was 13 V2 at the t ime. 

I never forgot that, and I saw and heard lots of th ings that I knew were wrong 
after that but I j u s t did my job the best I could and kept my mouth shut . 

I got on very wel l wi th everyone else that I worked for. The second job I had was 
for a very nice lady who had been in hospital and couldn't do much for somet ime 
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after she came home. Her husband was a nice man too. I learned a lot f rom her. 
The f irst thing was to eat bacon. I would not eat any part of a p ig. My Dad said 
that I was a Jew. I didn't know what he meant by that at the t ime. 

The f irst morn ing when I got to work at 8 .00am Mrs Sa rgean t was jus t gett ing 
. .'- breakfast . She had cooked bacon and eggs for me too. She said I needed 

someth ing after r iding the bike so far. I d idn' t l ike eggs much e i ther but I was to 
scared to say that I d idn' t like it, so I ate it all up and found that I loved bacon. 

Then came all the c lean ing. I knew how to sweep and scrub board f loors, but I 
didn't know how to use a carpet sweeper or to pol ish l ino leum, and to pol ish 
brass door knobs and taps and the si lver, and to do the wash ing in wash troughs* 
and a copper that was in a stand in the laundry wh ich you put a f ire in. I had 
never seen th ings like that. They even had taps over the t roughs and the copper 
- cold water of course. 

I had to learn to sort the c lothes and what had to be boi led and wh ich ones had 
to be s ta rched, then came the Ironing. I had never seen a box iron and that was 
what I had to use. It was a big thing with a ch imney on the top. You had to put 
coals in the box part and keep changing them to keep it hot. You had to be very 
carefu l not to get ash on the clothes, then how to iron at least seven whi te shirts 
a week, a long with all the other things - s ta rched tab lec loths and pil low s l ips. 
The shirts had separate col lars which had to be put into raw starch to make them 
very stiff. I didn't know how to do any of these th ings. 

I often th ink about that dear lady. I don't th ink I was much help for her at first -
more of a worry I th ink, but she never said so. She was so kind and showed me 
how to do eve ry th ing . I owe a big debt of grat i tude to her. I'll bet I never told 
her that though. 

I r emembe r her s is ter coming to stay whi lst I was there . She had been to Lome 
for ho l idays. I thought she must be very r ich. She had a full length s i lver mink 
coat - that 's what she told me it was. I put it on one day when they were out. I 
thought it was jus t wha t I would like to have one day . Of course I never did get 
one. I don't even like fur coats anyway, but I was a d r eame r when I was young . 
She was a nurs ing s is ter and that made her spec ia l to me. 

Once Mrs Sargeant d idn ' t need my serv ices anymore , I wen t to work at Noonans. 
'. ' I wou ld get up at 6 . 30am, get the husband's breakfast , pack his lunch, mi lk the -

cow, feed the chooks, get in the fire wood, g ive the wife breakfast in bed, get the 
o lder kids off to schoo l , at tend to the younger ones and do what ever else needed 
do ing . 

The Mother would be up by this t ime and I wou ld work wi th her, wash ing , i roning, 
cook ing , and all the other jobs . No wash ing mach ine , v a cuum or any other a ides. 
No electr ic i ty in mos t homes . 

Most homes were l ike that but it was OK. No one ever sa id that I was stupid or 
lazy and I was a lways we l come to go to v is i t when I left, and I did in mos t cases 
because I got to love the kids and it was good to see t hem . I had had ten jobs by 
the t ime I was 16 because they were with Mums who had new babies or had been 
sick, and jus t needed help for a few months . I got 15 shi l l ings a week and lived 
in. I was jus t l ike one of the fami ly in most jobs . 

Dawn was a girl about 10 when I worked for her Mum (Mrs Mitchel l ) . She had 
been bitten by her cat and near ly lost her leg. I sti l l see her somet imes and think 
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of her as a f r iend. Her Mum had a new baby at the t ime. I l iked work ing for 
t h em . 

I th ink I had a lways l iked to show off by doing more than I was a sked to do. It 
took me a long t ime to grow out of that - l ike about 30 years ! 

At th is t ime I could only write my name and a few other words , and read very 
little, so it was no good anyone writ ing down anyth ing for me to do, but I did 
have a very good memory . Once I was told what to do and how to do it I could 
do most th ings in and around the home, and hard work never wor r ied me. 

&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&& 

I r emembe r one day very wel l . I was home on my day off when Unc le Al len came 
to tel l Mum that her Mother had died sudden ly . She had gone out and told 
Grandfa ther that his breakfast was ready. When he came in she was dead . It 
was an awful shock. 

Mum went off wi th the Uncle to Grandpas and I went to stay at my s is ter Rene's 
house in White Hil ls. Not being able to read and we didn't i iave a radio at home, 
I d idn' t know much about what was going on in the wor ld, but I r emembe r 
hear ing on Rene's radio the Pr ime Minister of England say ing in a ve ry so lemn 
voice that war was dec lared. I don't th ink I understood what it wou ld mean to 
the wor ld but I cr ied for hours. On top of my Grandmother ' s dea th , that was just 
too much . The only good thing I could think of was that my brother was too 
young to have to go - he was only 15 - how wrong I was! 

&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&& 

I never knew qui te what the story was about our property, but I th ink Myrt le 's 
Mother left it that it had to be sold and given to her son to her f irst marr iage , and 
Myrt le . Dad got the drays and th ings. 

Mr Ras smussen bought the place and Dad was buying it off h im, but when Dad 
was out of work they got so far behind with the payments that he sa id if Dad 
could jus t pay the interest we could stay there, but even that got so far behind 
that Mr Rasmussen told Mum that now Les and I were work ing , if we would like to 
buy the place, he wou ld jus t write of all the back money,- interest and al l , and 
star t ove r ' i n our names . We knew how good that was of h im , but hated the place 
so much and the old house was so bad, we thought it would be much nicer for 
Mum to have someth ing a bit better and not so far f rom town. We found a four 
roomed mud brick house on an acre of land. It was what they cal led R.A. land -
you only had to pay ten shi l l ings a year to have a house on it. 

They don ' t have that now. Many years later, Les had to buy the land, but at the 
t ime we only had to buy the house, and it was only 100 Pounds, but of course 
that was a lot of money for two kids l ike us, so with the help of our Japanese 
f r iends and the kind man who owned the house, we got the place. My fr iend lent 
us 10 Pounds for the deposi t , and the man who owned the place sa id we could 
pay h im ten shi l l ings a week and no interest. 

Les was to pay ten shi l l ings of his pay to my fr iend a week, and I was to pay ten 
shi l l ings off the house for 20 weeks, then we would each pay five sh i l l ings until 
we had paid the 90 Pounds to the owner. It only left Les with 10 shi l l ings and me 
with 5 shi l l ings for the first 20 weeks but we knew how to make do wi th very little 
so we made it OK. 
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The Lawyer who f ixed it all up was so touched by our story that he didn' t charge 
anyth ing for his work. If there was s tamp duty, t ransfer fees or anyth ing I don't 
know who paid for t h em . We didn't know anyth ing about th ings like that. We 
didn't know anyth ing about buy ing or sel l ing and we could not read or write more 
than our names at that t ime. 

Up to this point Mum and Dad didn't know what we were do ing. I guess my 
fr iend mus t have had to guarantee the paymen t s for us, if so he never said 
any th ing . 

We did pay it off and I look with much p leasure and grat i tude to whoever helped 
us in any way. 

Now to tell Mum and Dad. Mum felt that it was a bit ungrateful to Mr Rasmussen . 
She didn't quite know how to tell h im. Dad wasn ' t p leased at al l . He couldn ' t see 
anyth ing wrong with what they had. When you think about it, that was noth ing. 
Mr Rasmussen owned it and he wanted his money . That was fair enough . After 
all he had been wa i t ing for years for it! 

Anyway , we told Dad that we were mov ing all our th ings and Mum was coming 
with us and he could come if he wanted to. He never gave us the sat is fact ion of 
say ing he wou ld , but when we got the last of the th ings loaded up he came a long. 
He never comp la ined once we got there, and Mum was very happy and that was 
all we wanted anyway . 

The house wasn ' t any th ing to get exc i ted about. It d idn't have electr ic i ty or town 
water but it did have a good wood stove and an open fire place that you could 
use, not a bad ga rden , and a sort of fernery where Mum could have her pot 
plants. There was a tap f rom the dam. Just at the back of the house was a brick 
path . You jus t cou ldn ' t know how good that s eemed after the old place, but best 
of a l l , j us t a f ive m inu te walk away, was a nice couple who also had a grown up 
fami ly . Mum had known them when she was a g i r l . We hadn't known who l ived 
there when we bought the house but we were ve ry happy for Mum when we 
found out. 

Mum was able to keep one cow and a few chooks . The baker used to cal l three 
t imes a week, and it was only about a 20 minute walk to a shop or to catch a bus 
to Bend igo. I wil l neve r forget my Mother 's grat i tude and the p leasure she got 
f rom so"l i tt le. 

We were both l iv ing in on our j obs by then . I was gett ing 15 shi l l ings and my . 
keep work ing on a bit of a fa rm for a fami ly cal led Sm i th . I had to look after two 
school k ids, do the house work, mi lk cows, separate the milk, feed the chooks, 
col lect the eggs and wash and pack them . I d idn ' t mind all that. S omehow it all 
seemed OK. The boss and his wife both went out to work. She could earn more 
than they were pay ing me and I could do my job better than she could anyway. 
That 's not a modes t th ing to say but it was true, even my employer said it! All 
was going well until one day the boss let some ch ickens out in the yard and a 
hawk came and took three of t hem. The boss went off at me. He sa id if I had 
been looking after t h em it wouldn ' t have happened . That was just too much for 
me so I gave not ice. He apo log ised later and asked me to stay. But no, I had my 
pr ide. That was abou t all I had and no-one was going to b lame me for someth ing 
that was not my fault , when it was his own stupid i ty. Any fool knew that you 
can't let ch ickens out when there are hawks about . It made me so mad . I knew 
how to look after the an ima l s better than he d id . I had been doing it all my life 
and he was jus t a d u m b office worker . That is the way that I perce ived office 
workers at that t ime . 
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Les had been working on the tomatoes ever since the Japanese men came to our 
place so when they left they said if he wanted to go on working for them at 
Fosterville. he could live at their place and they would pay him 1 pound a week. 
He was about 14 at the time so that is what he did. Les said he couldn't 
understand a word that the Mother said but she was a good cook, and the men 
were good to him. We each gave Mum a few shillings to help her with the 
housekeeping. By now the war had been going on for some time and a lot of the 
boys we knew from football had gone off to war and some had already been 
killed. I never felt very patriotic. I felt that the people who started the war 
should have to fight it, and I was scared my brother was getting nearer to having 
to go. 

I remember when one boy, John Edwards who I liked a lot, joined the A.I.F. He 
came to where I was working to tell me. He was very proud of what he had done 
and he did look very handsome in his uniform but I wasn't about to let that 
change my mind about the war. I told him he was wrong to be going off to fight 
in a war that had nothing to do with him. He told me what he thought about it 
and how proud he was to be able to fight for his country. 

I think I had the idea that if no-one would fight, there would be no war, and I 
took myself very seriously at that time. 

So now was the time for me to stop helping with new babies or women who 
wanted to go out to work, and get myself a better job in one of the big houses in 
town. I was remembering Myrtle. She had lived in a big house, got well paid, 
and they used to give her a lot of things to bring home. 

Fortunately for us, but as I was to find out in a hurry, that all the big homes and 
better class people were not like that. I got a job with no trouble. It was hard to 
get girls to do house work by then, with all the boys off at the war, girls were 
doing all sorts of jobs that they would never have done before, and lots of girls 
were in the Army too. By this time I would have joined too but they wouldn't 
take girls that couldn't read or write. 

From Smith's I went to visit a lady about a job. If I had been a bit wiser in the 
ways of the world I would have woken up to her right away when she looked at 
my references which were very good, even from the job that I had just left 
because I was mad about the chickens. Anyway, she just Joo_e d at them and ·saia 
yes, b·ut none of these people are of any importance! 

The nerve of the woman. The worst of them were better than she was. However 
I didn't see that at the time. I had the job. The house was a big two storeyed 
brick one right in town. The kids went to a church school. All mod cons. of the 
day. I had a nice room. I was to get One Pound a week and my keep. 

The first shock! I had to eat in the kitchen after I had taken their's into the 
dining room. The mistress would serve mine and ring a bell for me to go and get 
it, then she would ring the bell when I was to take away the dishes and take in 
the sweets, and again when they were ready for coffee. 

The kids were the worst kids I had ever met. They would say "you are the maid. 
I don't have to do what you say." It put me off two storeyed houses, church 
schools and better class people. 

I had to start work at 6.30am, get the boss off to work, take the mistress her 
breakfast in bed upstairs, then take up breakfast to the two school kids, get the 
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two little ones up and feed them, see the other two off to school , c lean up the 
k i tchen, make the beds, do the washing, house c lean ing, help wi th the cook ing 
and anyth ing else she could think of. After tea I would bath the kids and get 
t hem to bed, and do the i roning. I never got f in ished before 10 .30pm. I d idn' t 
m ind the work but to be treated like dirt d idn' t go down wel l . 

The Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbour dur ing the six weeks I worked at Hal ls. 
My fr iend had been interned because he was born in Japan . He was two years old 
when he came to Aust ra l i a . His brother who was ten years younger was in the 
A.I .F. in the Middle East. 

I was 19 by now and I was not sure about God and his love as I had been as a 
k id, and I could see that the war was going on and Les was gett ing nearer 18 and 
that meant that he would have to go too. I wasn ' t very happy at a l l . In fact I 
wasn ' t sure about any th ing . I didn't unders tand why they would have to put 
someone in a P.O.W. c amp when he had been here all his life, and I didn't know 
wha t I was go ing to do. I had done whatever he told me too s ince I was 13 years 
o ld , now I wou ld have to th ink for myself. It d idn ' t take me long to get over that. 
I had never been a l lowed to mix with kids my own age. The only f r iends I had 
were his fr iends, all about 20 years older than me, nice people but not much fun 
for a k id. He said that he would marry me when I grew up. S omehow I d idn' t 
th ink I had any say in it. He seemed to own me. Les was still work ing for h im 
too, but that was about to change as wel l . Les d idn ' t l ike work ing for the old 
Japanese mother , so he got himself another job wi th better pay. 

He had jus t taken what this man said as being r ight but now he was th ink ing for 
h imse l f too. We star ted going out together and ju s t enjoy ing life. We were stil l 
pay ing for the house and Les was l iving home. He was keeping Mum and Dad . 
Dad didn't work at all now. He grew vegetab les so that helped a bit. I used to 
g ive Mum some money for c lothes. You cou ldn ' t get much because they were 
rat ioned. We were so f lat broke at t imes we wou ld pool our money to pay one 
shi l l ing (10c) to get me into the dance. Les wou ld c l imb over the wal l into the 
men ' s toi let then come into the hal l , but we were hav ing fun. 

My ind ignat ion at the behav iour of the boss and the i r f r iends got the better of me. 
I knew enough by now not to say what I thought , so I made an excuse about 
want ing to go home. The mistress was most annoyed . She said that I wou ldn ' t 
get as good a job in a home like that aga in with my l imitat ions - a nobody. 

After that exper ience I had had enough of life in pr ivate housework. I got a job in 
a hotel as a housema id / waitress. I got two pounds a week and my keep and a 
nice room of my own, and there were two other gir ls there. The cook was a bit 
o lder than I was, the wa i t ress was the same age as me. We had a day and a half 
off every week. I used to do the cook's job on her days off. I d idn ' t like that 
much but that was the j ob . I was the wa i t ress on her days off too. We would 
start at 7 .00am and f in ish at 7.00pm but we had three hours off in the af ternoon. 
I hated dr ink in any shape or form (I stil l do), but kept my mouth shut about it 
and they were very str ict about the staff dr ink ing so it was easy if anyone asked 
you to have a dr ink you could just say the boss wou ldn ' t allow us to dr ink. We 
were not a l lowed to go into the bar when it was open so we didn' t often have 
anyth ing to do with dr ink. 
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One old guy used to come into tine l<itcinen somet imes winen Ine had a bit too 
much to drinl<. There was a big bed of plants just outs ide the k i tchen door and 
one day he was stagger ing in jus t as I was going out "not too carefu l ly" I might 
say as I never l iked drunks. He staggered back to get out of my way and fell 
head over, r ight into the garden (no sympathy f rom me) . The yard man who had 
seen what happened waited for the old guy when he wasn ' t drunk and told him 
that the big girl in the k i tchen (me) had picked h im up and threw h im into the 
ga rden . The poor bloke didn't know if it was true or not, and kept away f rom me 
after that. 

I had never had it so good. The work was hard, the boss was a mean old loud 
mou th , his wife was mean and narrow minded, but that jus t made it more fun 
t ry ing to put th ings over them. I th ink I was a rebel l ious person f rom way back, 
but I knew enough by now not to go far enough to get into t rouble, but I did 
en joy buck ing author i ty . 

The boss and his wife had two sons and a daughter . She was a bit o lder than me 
and she thought she was a lot better than us. One of the boys was a bit the 
s ame but the other one was the rebel of the fami ly . He was good fun and had a 
nice g ir l f r iend. We would all meet at the dances and the coffee shop after the 
dance or pictures and he would tell us anyth ing his parents said about us or what 
we were do ing, so we had an al ly on the inside. 

We would start work at 7 .00am. The cook would go to the k i tchen, the waitress 
wou ld c lean the stairs, a rotten job. They had a carpet runner down the middle 
and brown boards on each s ide. The carpet had to be swept wi th a carpet brush 
and the boards po l i shed, all on the knees. At 7 .30am she would go to the dining 
room to set up for breakfast at 8 o'clock. The rest of the day wou ld be spent 
c lean ing the d in ing room, pol ishing s i lver and helping the cook. I wou ld start 
po l ish ing the bar and two big rooms they cal led bar par lour and corr idor, all 
b rown l ino leum. It all had to be done on hands and knees. At 7 .30am I had to 
take a tray of tea and grapefru i t upsta i rs to the boss and wife. They would come 
down for breakfast j u s t before 9 o'clock. 

I had to be f in ished my pol ishing by 9 o'clock, then we would have our breakfast. 
We would have 30 minutes for breakfast . I would go upsta irs, make beds, c lean 
and pol ish rooms and more corr idors with carpet down the midd le and boards at 
the s ides. All rooms were l ino leum with mats by the beds. I had to c lean toi lets 
and bathrooms and anyth ing else the boss could th ink of. A t 2 o'c lock I went to 
the k i tchen t o wash d ishes, pots and pans, and help the cook, have lunch on the 
run and f inish up at 2 .00pm. Back at 5 o'clock, cook and wai t ress , back to the 
k i t chen. I wou ld go upsta i rs , do i roning, whi te l inen tab lec loths and serv iet tes for 
the d in ing room and househo ld i ron ing. S ix o'clock back to the k i tchen, more 
wash ing up, tea on the run and f inish at 7 .00pm if you d idn ' t get s ome c lown 
c ome in late for tea . 

L ike one night when I was wa i t ress and a man came in drunk, s lopped his tea on 
the tab lec loth which meant I had to change the c loth and set up aga in before I 
could go, then he s taggered back to ask me how he could get into the place later 
as he was s tay ing the night. As I was not known for my pat ience with drunks, I 
snapped " through the door of course, how else would you get in, through the dam 
w indow?" The old pig reported me to the boss, but lucky for me, the boss 
be l ieved me when I sa id that I knew better than to speak to a house guest like 
that . With my very best innocent look I sa id the man was drunk, he must have 
misunders tood what I sa id . 
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