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			IVY MAUREEN BARBER 

			in conversation with Hilary Makepeace

			Mum would heat a brick, put it in a sugar bag and we would take it in the sulky to keep us warm on our way to school.

			During our first meeting Ivy asked, ‘I haven’t done anything significant in my life. Why would you want to write a story about me?’ After listening to Ivy’s story, I strongly dispute her assertion. Ivy is a remarkable woman who has helped shape her family, her communities of Walla Walla and Wentworth, and those around her.

			Ivy Barber was born Ivy Maureen Wiesner on 17 December 1928, the third child of Harold Wiesner and Anna Elise Wiesner née Seidel.
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			Ivy Maureen Weisner aged two-three

			Harold was a Walla Walla local and Elise, who was born in Palmer, South Australia, had moved to Walbundrie with her family as a young child and then to Walla Walla where she met and married Harold. Ivy and her older siblings Ron and Doreen were later joined by twins Kevin and Coral and youngest brother Colin. Sadly, Coral died from diphtheria aged two.

			Walla Walla is a town in the Riverina region of southern New South Wales, about thirty-nine kilometres north of Albury.

			Ivy and her family moved to a farming property, Swandale, some nineteen kilometres from Walla Walla. The property was located on the edge of a swamp now known as Wiesner’s Swamp Nature Reserve. The reserve includes a low-lying area of ephemeral wetland, gently sloping land with river redgum woodlands, fifty species of birds, mammals, reptiles and amphibians, and introduced species including rabbits, foxes, feral cats and European Carp. When Ivy was about four a wood duck from the swamp befriended the children.

			This duck would come up to the house, share the chicken feed with the chickens and swim in the swamp with the other ducks. One weekend the swamp was “filled” with duck shooters and the next day their “pet” duck was nowhere to be found. Several days later the local newspaper reported “A Freak Duck” ... the duck had been shot at Wiesner’s Swamp and amazed everyone because of its weight.

			The family was sure this was their “pet” duck, its size influenced by the food they had been giving it.

			When they were little their mother told Ivy and her siblings there was a “boogeyman” in the swamp to keep them from straying too close to the water. As they grew older the children loved to go out onto the swamp in the family boat to observe the wildlife and the many birds’ nests. The swamp was shallow, and the children never learned to swim!
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			Ivy and her siblings in their boat on the swamp at Swandale – Ivy in the middle closest to the camera.

			Growing up on the farm had its challenges. Ivy and her siblings would ride the eight kilometres to and from school in Walkyrie each day. In winter Ivy’s mother would be up early to light the wood stove in which she would heat a brick, put it in a sugar bag and give it to the girls to take in the sulky to keep them warm in the winter. One day the brick was so hot it started a fire and had to be quickly thrown from the sulky. On other occasions Ivy and Doreen would ride to school on a horse, bare back as their mother would not let them have a saddle or stirrups. Ivy’s brother Ron would ride his bike … he did not like horses. On the way they would often meet up with school friends who were also making their way to school – on horseback, bike or by foot.

			Ivy’s primary school at Walkyrie had one classroom with four long rows of desks with bench seats, which were hard to sit on all day. In winter the classroom was very cold and heated by an open wood fire. The classroom housed students from Prep to Grade six. Ivy recalled the teacher carrying a green stick which she would use on recalcitrant students. Fortunately, Ivy was a well-behaved student and was never a recipient of the cane.

			One day the teacher called Ivy a “tittle tat” - all because Ivy asked her to speak to one of the boys in the class who had been annoying her. The school’s water came from rainwater tanks, with all sorts of creepy crawlies growing in them. Despite this the children were never sick.

			The drop toilets were cleaned by the teacher who was paid extra to do this. Ivy remembers playing Nelly in the school performance of “Grandpapa’s Spectacles”. She laughed that she could still recite the poem after all these years. Ivy also recalled several of the ditty’s recorded in the autograph book she had as a young girl.

			In 1937 the family moved into Walla Walla to a four roomed house. This led to a change in schooling – the Walla Walla Primary School had three classrooms, three teachers and a principal. When she was older Ivy and her peers would travel by train each Friday to Corowa where the boys were taught woodwork and the girls taught cooking. On one trip the boys misbehaved badly on the train resulting in the boys and girls being separated into different carriages for future trips. Ivy didn’t consider herself musical but during this time her mother purchased her a guitar and the principal gave her lessons.

			

			Ivy’s father was a farmer and later studied in Melbourne to become a header and tractor mechanic. Ivy’s father put his mechanic’s training to good use, establishing a mobile business servicing farm equipment. A cousin, Dulcie Seidel, came to live with the family after the death of her mother during childbirth. Dulcie would live with the family for the next seven or eight years. In 1939 the family moved again to a bigger house in Walla Walla.

			Ivy vividly recalls the day a circus came to Walla Walla. The family was living in town at the time and Ivy, aged about eight, and Doreen, aged nine, wandered down to the paddock at the edge of town where the circus had set up to check things out. The man in charge of the circus offered the girls a ride on the elephants, telling them they had nothing to worry about. Using his stick, he commanded the elephants to drop to their knees, encouraging the girls to climb up onto their backs, where they would be safely tucked in behind the elephants’ ears. Two young girls, on the backs of two elephants, walking up the main street of Walla Walla attracted a great deal of attention, particularly from Ivy and Doreen’s mother who, to say the least, was not happy to see her girls in this situation.

			The family moved back to the farm in 1942. That and the following year were years of significant drought and dust storms in the area. The school at Walkyrie had changed. With no teachers for students above Grade six level, packages of work were sent out for the older students to complete without teacher supervision or support. Often the answers were included in the packages!

			Ivy was about fourteen when she finished school, coinciding with her parents and her brother Colin moving back into Walla Walla. Ron, Doreen, Ivy and Kevin stayed on the farm, responsible for milking the cows and later managing a brood of layer hens. Day old chickens would come from Sydney on the train. When it was really cold, they would light a fire in a drum in the centre of the chicken enclosure to keep the chickens warm. Last to bed and first up in the morning was responsible for stoking the fire. When bigger, the chickens would be moved to the laying shed. Each day some 15 – 30 dozen eggs would be collected, packed and delivered to the mailbox where they would be collected by the mail man, delivered to Walla Walla and transported to the Egg Board in Albury by truck.

			Early starts were the order of the day with the cows needing to be milked. Cream was separated from the milk and sold, and milk was drunk by the family or churned to make butter. Wheat grown on the farm was ground for porridge and the family purchased flour to make their bread. Much later bread was delivered three times a week, and if they ran out of bread between deliveries a batch of scones would be made to tide them over. No-one in the family ever went hungry – Ivy’s mother was resourceful, and the family learned from her.

			There was always livestock on the farm - chickens, sheep and cattle, so there was no shortage of meat, eggs, milk and butter. The family grew their own vegetables, but the soil at Swandale was not suited to growing fruit trees. The remnant of their fruit tree growing efforts, a lone pear tree with a single pear, attracted Ivy, who in her attempts to pick it, dislodged a wasp nest incurring their wrath.

			All the bones and meat from slaughtered livestock were used and the animal fat rendered and sold.

			Each year the family would rear a piglet and later kill it for meat. Ivy said this was emotionally hard as they had hand reared the piglet, feeding it vegetable scraps and boiled wheat, and they would become very attached to the pig. The pig’s heart, lungs, liver and head were boiled up, mettwurst made for smoking, intestines used for sausage casings, and the rest of the pig cut up and salted or smoked. One day Ivy and Doreen were given two chickens to kill – the girls found themselves unable to go through with it and let the chickens go.

			The family often shopped for additional food supplies at Mackie’s Store in Walla Walla – on account. The account would be finalised when Ivy’s father had a successful wool sale. How Mr Mackie “carried” farming families like Ivy’s was a mystery, yet he would always give Ivy and her siblings a lolly when they went into the store, and a big bag of boiled lollies when the account was paid.

			Church was an important part of family life. They would travel to church each Sunday in the family car wearing their best clothes. Some days they would have to wear a dust coat – the car had no windows and a leaky roof. A roast lunch would follow and then the girls would spend time doing “fancy work” - Ivy enjoyed sewing, especially smocking, believing even if you were sitting you could be busy - before cleaning and filling the kerosene lamps.

			At nighttime the outside toilet felt like it was miles away from the house. Toilet paper was made from cut-up newspaper and once a week the toilet had to be cleaned out and its contents disposed. Saturday was bath day. Water would be heated outside in the copper and carried into the house. More hot water was added in between with the last person getting the deepest bath. In hindsight it was most likely good luck that no one was seriously burned carrying boiling water from the copper to the bath.

			Regardless of the weather, Monday was washing day. The fire under the copper was lit early to get a good start. Homemade soap was used to wash the clothes, and a double concrete tub was filled with water for rinsing, with knobs of Reckitt’s Blue added to the final rinse to make the whites whiter. An old manual wringer squeezed the excess water from the clean washing, which was generally hung outside to dry, unless the weather was bad when it would be hung on clothes horses in front of one of the fireplaces in the house. Once the washing was finished the copper would be scrubbed with vinegar and salt until it sparkled. It was a big job to cut the wood to heat the water for washing and bath days and to keep the fires in the kitchen and lounge burning.

			Ivy’s father was also resourceful. Ivy recalled him building a generator to power the lights in the family home at Swandale. The generator’s reliance on fuel meant it was ”retired” during World War II due to fuel rationing.

			Christmas was a wonderful time. Although the family did not have a lot of money Ivy’s father would cut down the “perfect” Murray Pine tree (which he would identify and monitor well before December each year) and the house would fill with the scent of pine. With their mother, Ivy and Doreen would do lots of baking – biscuits, plum pudding and Christmas cake. Sixpences and threepences were added to the pudding mixture and you got to keep what you found in your serve on Christmas Day.

			Biscuits would be iced and, along with lollies, would be hung on the Christmas tree for decoration. Home brewed ginger beer, and treats were left out for Santa on Christmas Eve. Given their closeness in age, Ivy and Doreen often received the same gifts, distinguished only by shades of pink and purple. On New Years Day the decorations would be removed and the tree taken down. The children all enjoyed their share of lollies from the tree.

			Rawleigh’s ointment was a household staple and the panacea for all sorts of injuries, especially scrapes and burns. Other remedies including bella donna, sugar and castor oil, and Altona Drops were relied on when anyone in the family was sick. Dental care was not a thing – by eighteen, most people had false teeth.

			Ivy made her debut at a local debutante ball alongside her sister Doreen. Both girls wore dresses made by their mother, who would later own a drapery store in Walla Walla. The event coincided with the end of World War II. The photographer charged with recording the event imbibed in too many celebratory drinks and most of his photos were of the ceiling of the Walbundrie Hall.
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			Ivy Weisner and her sister Doreen at the family home 
all ready for their Debutante Ball

			Ivy was lucky that a family member took a photo of her and Doreen in the grounds of the family home before the event. Four weeks after the ball attempts were made to retake photos, however not everyone was available so many people missed out. Ivy loved going to balls and dances and would often, with her mother’s help, sew dresses to wear.
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			Ivy Weisner on herTwenty-Frst Birthday

			

			Ivy cannot recall the first time she met Ivor Barber. They would often see each other at community events and church. Ivy and Ivor’s first official date was at a local dance; ironic given Ivor didn’t dance. They married at the Lutheran Church in Walla Walla on 5 March 1957, when Ivy was 28 and Ivor 39. Ivy helped her mother to make her wedding dress and dresses for the matron of honour, bridesmaids and flower girl. The couple honeymooned in Tasmania, taking their car across on the ferry and travelling around the island.

			Ivor’s father Matthew Barber had been allocated a 404-acre allotment in a ballot in 1909, following the subdivision of Walla Walla Station. Over time the family increased their acreage and Ivor, along with his brother George, went on to farm alongside their father. Following their marriage Ivy moved to live with Ivor at Gumleigh, Ivor’s family’s farm. By the time Ivy and Ivor left the farm it was some 1500 acres in size. They ran sheep, grew wheat, oats, barley and peas. Like all farmers Ivy indicated they had good years and bad years on the land.

			The farmhouse at Gumleigh was very old, with no electricity and only limited access to water. If it was an overcast day or the sun was behind the clouds it was so dark in the kitchen Ivy would have to light a lamp so she could see to do the cooking. The bath was outside on the veranda and again the copper had to be lit to heat water for both bathing and clothes washing. One day, after Ivy had spent all

			morning doing the washing, one of the sticks propping up the clothesline broke, and all the washing fell to the ground. Ivy shed a few tears before lighting the copper and starting over again.
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			Ivy and Ivor Barber and their wedding party, 
the dresses all made by Ivy and her mother

			There was power to the shearing sheds and Ivy would go there to do the ironing. One day she drove to the shearing shed, parked the car but forgot to put it in park. She returned to the car later to find it had rolled down the hill, stopped only by a farm fence.

			Despite being due in December, Ivy and Ivor’s first child, a son Trevor, was born on 23 November 1957. Ivy’s waters broke unexpectedly in the early hours of the morning. Ivy lit the lantern on the bedside table and woke Ivor as she was unclear as to what they needed to do. Ivor went back to sleep, so Ivy laid quietly in bed until 6 am when she got up and rang her mother who encouraged her to head to the hospital. Ivy woke Ivor and prepared some breakfast before Ivor decided he needed to cut up sheep he had slaughtered the day before so he could take some lamb to his parents on their way to Blackie House in Albury, where all Ivy and Ivor’s children were born.

			With Ivy’s anxiety and labour pains increasing the pair finally set off to hospital. Ivy recalls being placed in a room where one of the women assisting her said “she doesn’t know what she is in for”. To add further to Ivy’s anxiety, the doctor she had seen throughout her pregnancy was unavailable and she had a doctor she had never met. As was common practice in those days, Ivor was not allowed at the birth. Around 4:45pm the doctor was called in for Trevor’s imminent delivery. He rushed in, did what he needed to do, then quickly left to return to his Saturday afternoon cricket match that Trevor’s birth had rudely interrupted.

			Ivy’s daughters, Dianne and Elizabeth, followed in 1959 and 1961 respectively. Following the birth of Elizabeth, the family moved to their newly built brick veneer home on the farm. This home, shaped like a ‘Y’, had electricity, running water, an inside bath and was surrounded on most sides by a veranda, which became a ready-built racing track for the children to ride their bikes and pedal cars around. Ivy regretted paying so much attention to the advice of her sisters-in-law regarding the design of the home as she ended up with a kitchen far too small for someone who cooked as much and as frequently as she did. For a while the children continued to frequent the yard of the old house, where much of their play equipment remained following the move.

			Elizabeth was left at home with family when Ivor and Ivy took Trevor and Dianne on their first family holiday to Rosebud. Ivy remembers how bad the accommodation was. The main bed sunk to the floor when laid on so Ivor put their suitcases under it so they could get some sleep. Trevor and Dianne’s room was in such a state Ivy had to thoroughly clean it before she would let them sleep in it. A second family holiday some years later, with all the children, was much better. The family travelled to Manly, the accommodation was good, and the children loved spending time at the beach. Later, in 1988, Ivy and Ivor travelled overseas. They visited the United Kingdom, a highlight of which included attending the Royal Highland Show in Edinburgh, to watch the Clydesdale Horses there, before touring Germany, France, and Switzerland.

			Julie was born in 1964. When Julie was four months old, a “worn out” Ivy went on her own, to stay with family in Sydney for a month to recuperate. Elsa Lindner, a wonderful neighbour and friend, cared for Julie and for some of the time Elizabeth. Ivy’s sister Doreen cared for Trevor and Dianne and for part of the time Elizabeth. As a young child Julie had measles and was very sick. One of the side effects of the measles for Julie was ongoing issues with her sight.

			Raising four children and helping on the farm and in the community kept Ivy busy. In the early days, nappies were washed in a big boiler on the kitchen stove. During shearing Ivy would cook a range of main meals and desserts for the shearers, and she also cooked for many community and church events.

			Trevor went missing on several occasions. One time he was found playing on the edge of one of the farm dams. Another time there was absolute panic – Trevor was missing and not coming when called. Ivor set out on the tractor driving all over the farm looking for him without success. Trevor was subsequently found sleeping in the family car. Parked in its garage Trevor had found his way into the car, gaining access to the garage by lifting a small plank, oblivious to the drama he had created.

			One night, at a church activity in Albury, Trevor tried to restrain Julie as she ran from the building onto the road in front of a passing vehicle. The car braked heavily to avoid hitting her. Ivy commented ‘how Julie wasn’t hit by the car was an absolute miracle’.

			The children went to school in Walla Walla, travelling there and back by bus each day – to Walla Walla Primary School and then St Paul’s College. They would be driven to the bus stop at the front gate to Gumleigh. The children were involved in various sporting groups and other activities, and Ivy was involved in the school’s parents and friends’ committees and regularly took her turn on tuck shop duty.

			Ivor loved animals and birds and at Gumleigh there was no shortage – milking cows, chickens for eggs and meat, lambs, a peacock and peahen and for a period a kangaroo, known as “Skippy”! One day Skippy hurt his foot and had to be taken in the family car to the vet in Albury. Several years later Skippy disappeared. It was not uncommon for Ivy to be bottle feeding up to twenty-five lambs, four times a day. One year the lambs were very small and Ivy enclosed part of the veranda and left a heater on to keep them warm. Another time she found a small lamb on the side of the road near Cootamundra. Ivy took the lamb home, initially keeping it in the wood box next to the slow combustion stove to keep it warm. “Cootar” grew to a large wether and lived with the chickens.

			One day Ivy, helped by Ivor and Trevor, killed and dressed thirty-eight chickens, which went into the freezer, and tasted beautiful when cooked. Ivor shared his father’s love of Clydesdale Horses and took over the running of the family’s Avonberry Clydesdale Stud. This saw him travel regularly, making lifelong friendships. Many vegetables were grown in the vegetable garden and, with soil better suited to fruit trees, the family enjoyed the many fruits they were able to grow, both fresh and in Ivy’s cooking.

			As he got older Trevor worked alongside his father on the family farm, taking over when Ivor’s health deteriorated. Trevor married Maree Boyd and they have recently retired, selling Gumleigh after one hundred and sixteen years.

			When Dianne finished secondary school, she went on to study teaching in Wagga Wagga. Following her graduation Dianne was offered a teaching position in Dareton, New South Wales. Ivy recalls the family gathering around the table looking at an atlas to see where Dareton was. One of the activities Dianne involved herself in on her arrival in the area was rowing – here she met her future husband, Peter Buffon. They made their home in Sunnycliffs and Dianne teaches at Trinity Lutheran College in Mildura. Elizabeth studied to become an enrolled nurse in Cowra, New South Wales. She has since completed additional training and now practices as a registered nurse with Buronga Health One.

			Through Dianne and Peter, Elizabeth met Peter’s brother Andrew. They too were married and live in Wentworth. The Buffon family are well known in the area as three generations of their family owned and operated brickworks in Wentworth and then Mildura. Before it closed in 2012 Buffon’s brickworks produced bricks, pavers and terracotta pipes.
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			Ivy’s children (left to right) Dianne Buffon, Elizabeth Buffon, 
Trevor Barber and Julie Barber

			Julie attended Roseworthy Agricultural College and later Charles Sturt University undertaking Equine Science. Julie works at St Paul’s College in Walla Walla – where she teaches Equine Studies and assists in the school’s Agricultural and Farm Department. Julie continues to maintain Avonberry Clydesdale Stud, originally started by her grandfather Matthew Barber in 1923.

			Ivor was a returned serviceman having seen active duty in both Australia and Papua New Guinea in World War II. His war experience led to both he and Ivy’s active involvement in the Walla Walla Returned Services League (RSL). Ivy spoke with pride of Ivor being made a Life Member of the RSL. Ivor held positions as president, treasurer and was secretary for thirty-seven years. Ivy contributed by catering for RSL events and was, herself, treasurer for six years. Ivor was responsible for identifying host families for the many RSL Legatee’s children who participated in the RSL’s farm stay program. Ivy and Ivor would host two children from Melbourne in the school holidays for two weeks at a time. Ivy said it was challenging hosting young people, balancing their needs, the needs of her family and farm and community responsibilities.

			

			When she moved to Wentworth Ivy quickly became active in Wentworth RSL. She was a familiar face about town selling raffle tickets and ANZAC badges. Ivy indicated Ivor had nightmares long after he returned from the war, however he rarely spoke of his wartime experiences.

			Ivy’s contribution to the community of Wentworth was recognised when she was nominated, much to her surprise, for Wentworth’s Citizen of the Year as part of their Australia Day celebrations. Ivy was surprised by her nomination as she was not ‘a long time Wentworth resident’.

			For as long as she can remember Ivy has wanted to publish her memoirs. While this is yet to happen, Ivy is a published author – Ivy Barber’s Cookbook, first published in 2009, and recently re-printed for the seventh time. For Ivy cooking has been a big part of her life, a demonstration of her love for her family, friends and communities. Ivy’s earliest recollections are of cooking alongside her mother. As she got older Ivy cooked for her family, friends, the shearers working on the farm, and the various community organisations she was involved with. Ivy would often prepare food for various wakes in Walla Walla, with one lady telling her she only attended the funerals and wakes knowing this. Like many others, this lady’s favourite was Ivy’s lemon chiffon.

			The idea of a cookbook was proposed by son Trevor as a celebration of the family’s hundred years at Gumleigh in 2009. The first edition of Ivy Barber’s Cookbook was launched at events at both Walla Walla and at Elizabeth and Andrew’s home in Wentworth. Of course, Ivy did the catering! Articles featuring the book launch were published in The Weekly Times, the Sunraysia Daily, Mildura Midweek and the New South Wales Standard Bulletin. The cookbook contains Ivy’s favourite recipes, recipes from family and friends and reflections from Ivy’s children, grandchildren and others who were the recipients of her wonderful cooking.

			Grandson Peter Barber described Ivy’s kitchen as a “refuge”’; granddaughter Anna Buffon described Ivy’s kind, caring and generous nature and grandson Edward Buffon rated Ivy’s chocolate chip biscuits and chocolate cakes as his favourites.
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			All eight of Ivy’s grandchildren have fond recollections of spending time with her in the kitchen “helping”, learning to cook and enjoying the many wonderful dishes she prepared. Jeff Seidel, who worked in the family’s shearing shed for almost 25 years, reported ‘we were treated like kings’ and ‘it was like a smorgasbord’ with the number of both mains and desserts on offer.

			Shearer Brian Cunningham openly admitted taking his wife Bambi to meet Ivy so Ivy could teach her how to cook! When many farmers stopped cooking for the shearers in the 1990s Ivy didn’t - thankfully. Ivy reported shearing was a challenging time as there were lots of men to be fed and she liked to give them a variety of good quality food. The Marriott family, owners of Aarunga Clydesdales, developed a multigenerational relationship with the Barber family. They looked forward to Ivor’s attendance at the Royal Melbourne Show where their family benefited from Ivy’s generosity, the food that she would send described as “one of the highlights” of the Show. Proceeds from Ivy’s cookbook have been donated to the Walla Walla Development Committee and Murray House. Proceeds from the most recent addition will support the activities program at Murray House.

			Writer’s note: 
During my first visit to her, Ivy gifted me a copy of her cookbook. Not known for my culinary skills but as a way of engaging Ivy I set about picking and baking a recipe from the cookbook for my next visit to her. Following this Ivy started setting me a challenge – yo yos, jelly slice and even her infamous lemon chiffon! Ivy was brutally honest with her feedback, recommending ‘I always use good quality butter and flour’. Imagine my delight when my attempt at a jelly slice received positive feedback, not just from Ivy but also from her son Trevor who was visiting at the time!

			Not surprisingly, Ivy was a member of the Country Women’s Association (CWA), the perfect environment to showcase her sewing and cooking skills. Ivy won a local CWA sponge cooking competition. She went on to progress through area and regional finals, securing herself a position in the state finals in Sydney. Ivy travelled by train to Sydney, taking with her ingredients and cooking utensils. She found it challenging, cooking in an electric oven, when she generally cooked in a slow combustion wood stove. Ivy did not progress past her heat which was not without controversy. The lady who won the heat needed Ivy’s assistance to get her cake out of the cake tin and despite the cake being broken in places the judges gave her first place because her cake had ‘the best flavour and texture’. Ivy did not come home empty handed, with her date and walnut loaf, baked at home and taken with her to Sydney, placing third.

			Ivy and Ivor moved to Wentworth in 2007; Ivor’s health had deteriorated, his care needs were increasing, and the family felt they could be better supported in Wentworth. After several months Ivor moved to Murray House and Ivy to a unit close by. Before the move, Ivy and Ivor celebrated their 50th Wedding Anniversary with family and friends in Walla Walla.

			Ivy settled into life in Wentworth and quickly became involved in her new community. She drove until she was 90, voluntarily handing in her licence ‘before the kids told me too’. Ivor passed away on 25 August 2012, aged 95. He is buried in Walla Walla. The Marriott family travelled to Walla Walla for the funeral, transporting Ivor from the church to the cemetery on a wagon pulled by four of their Clydesdales.

			In March 2024 Ivy came into Murray House for respite. Having visited Ivor there over many years she was familiar with the environment. Ivy subsequently made the decision to transition into full time care. She enjoys regular phone calls and visits from her family and loves to hear from her eight grandchildren Peter, Andrew and Marlee (Barber), Anna, Victoria and Mary (Buffon) and Lucy and Edward (Buffon) and her eight great grandchildren.

			Ivy Maureen Barber passed away peacefully on Sunday 10 August 2025, at Murray House, surrounded by love and family.

			On the Sunday before her death, as was their usual practice, daughter Dianne collected her from Murray House and took Ivy to her unit in Wentworth where daughter Elizabeth joined them. During the visit Dianne and Elizabeth read the draft of Ivy’s story to her. Ivy offered feedback and talked to them about another part of her life she wanted included in her story that she would tell me about next time we met.

			Unfortunately, this did not happen, but I met with Dianne and Elizabeth, fittingly at Ivy’s home, where they shared with me the story Ivy was wanting to share with me.

			Ivy was a woman of deep and quiet faith and was thankful to be raised in the Christian – Lutheran faith. Ivy kept devotion books in the drawer of her bedside table and would read from them each morning and evening. She also enjoyed reading from the Bible which her family now treasures as it includes passages Ivy highlighted and in which Ivy recorded her thoughts and reflections.

			In the week before she died Ivy wrote a birthday card for one of her dear friends at Murray House and included the following – a verse she regularly recited and reflected on:

			

			Wherever I am – He’s with me,
Whenever I need Him – He’s there,
Whatever the day may bring me,
I’m in his loving care.
For peace, joy and comfort
On Him I can depend,
Jesus my constant Companion,
My never-failing friend.
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