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			JOAN DAYMOND 

			in conversation with Lynne Channing 

			Married women were not permitted to work!

			Joan Daymond is a friendly, astute 93-year-old who has led a very interesting life. I hope I have done justice to her memories. 

			Joan was born on April 17, 1928, to Alice, née Marshall, and Montague Bridge. She was their third child. Her sister, Frances, was five years older and her brother Fred, was two years older. Her second sister Beryl was born two years after her. They grew up in the Melbourne suburb of East Hawthorn where Joan resided with her parents until her marriage in 1951. Her father, Montague, was born in 1885. During the First World War her father served in France where he was gassed in the trenches. This caused him to suffer with bronchitis for the rest of his life. He was employed carting bricks by means of horse and cart at the Auburn Brickworks where Joan’s Grandpa Bridge was the manager. In 1935 he went to the Show and purchased a Studebaker flat tray truck to cart the bricks, a job which he continued until his retirement. 

			Joan’s mother, Alice, was born in 1900. She was always busy with the children, doing the washing in a wood-fuelled copper, as well as cooking and cleaning. Initially they had an icebox to keep things cool, then a Coolgardie safe. 
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			The Coolgardie safe is a low-tech food storage unit, using evaporative cooling to prolong the life of whatever edibles are kept in it. It applies the basic principle of heat transfer which occurs during evaporation of water. It was named after the place where it was invented – the small mining town of Coolgardie, Western Australia, near Kalgoorlie-Boulder. 

			One memory is of her mother on her hands and knees scrubbing the front veranda when the children came home from school. The children had chores and one of the chores was to chop the kindling for the copper and the slow combustion stove. Christmas saw them receiving new clothes, lollies and having a wonderful Christmas dinner. On a Saturday, their mother would bake an apple pie to accompany the Sunday roast. They always had a Sunday roast at home and Joan is happy that the tradition continues at Princes Court. They loved their food and always ate what was put in front of them. 

			There was a small shopping centre down at the corner with a grocer, greengrocer, and butcher. The children would run errands each day as food was purchased on a needs basis and the family having no refrigeration or freezers. On Saturdays, their father would go down the street to purchase the paper while there he would often buy them a penny Nestles chocolate in a red wrapper. In the summer, her mother would place things in the brick fireplace to keep them cool, as this was the coolest spot in the house. All kitchen utensils were manual as there were no electric appliances at that time. Cakes were beaten with a hand beater and a lot of baking was done. Entertainment was by way of her father’s AWA radio, and they would sit with ears glued to the radio listening to Dad and Dave as well as Martin’s Corner, to name just two. 

			The Bridge family home was full brick construction and, as Grandpa Bridge had the brickworks, bricks were readily available. The house was built in 1918 and had three bedrooms, living, dining and kitchen, with an indoor bathroom. The bathroom had a bath with a shower overhead. The family only had a bath once a week on a Saturday but sometimes had a quick shower mid-week. The laundry and toilet were outside down a ramp. The house was built on a large block. Nowadays, three town houses could be built on the block. It was always cool in summer and in the winter a roaring fire in the living-dining room fireplace kept them all warm. If it was especially hot, they would hang wet bags in the doorways to catch and cool any passing breeze. Frances, who never married, lived in the family home all her life. The house, after 102 years in the family, was sold in 2020 when Frances passed away. The family did not go away on holidays as such, but their father would take them to the beach at Rosebud for a fortnight. He would put up a tent for their mother and himself. There was a canopy over the truck bed where the children slept. They would swim and fish as well as spearing for flounder. They then cooked the catch over an open fire. 

			Before school Joan rode her bike to the brickworks paddock to milk their two cows. Her brother Fred, who had a morning paper round, had the job of milking the cows in the evening. Next to the cow paddock there was a two-storey house, owned by Moran & Cato Grocers, and the children would have to climb the fence to get water from the tap to wash the cow’s udders before milking. Part of the year there was only one cow to milk because the other cow was in calf. Their mother would boil the milk to separate the cream and some of this milk was also supplied to the neighbours. The family had chooks, grew vegetables, and loved gardening. Much of the produce grown was bottled or pickled for later use. 

			Their father had built a swing in the yard and all the neighbourhood children used to come around to play. Joan was never interested in or wanted dolls. She had her bike and roller skates and spent more time with her brother Fred than she did with her sisters. 

			Occasionally the siblings would go to the Gardiner Picture Theatre where all the seats were numbered as were the tickets. There was a lucky seat draw and her sister Beryl was fortunate enough to be sitting in the lucky seat. The prize was a pedigree puppy and their parents had to be asked if they were permitted to keep it. 
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			Beryl and ‘Ponto’

			The parents agreed and “Harrietville Prince” (renamed Ponto by the family) went home with them. Ponto was loved by all the family and lived to a ripe, old age. Their father also had a large dog called Sandy and both dogs got on very well. 

			Frances, called Peg by the family, was disabled with bad legs. She’d had rheumatic fever and so was unable to walk until she was older, and she subsequently had surgery on her hips. She was looked after and protected by Joan and Fred at school where they stood up for her, against the bullies. Frances worked as a stenographer and lived until she was 98. Their brother Fred had an engineering apprenticeship. He bought an old Chevy, and they would go on drives and picnics. 
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			At this time, East Hawthorn was an area of market gardens and bush. Fred passed away at the age of 73. Beryl and Joan were not close. Beryl had a friend Ruth who had friends in Horsham. Beryl and Ruth went to Horsham for a visit where Beryl met her future husband, Stan Eldridge. They had one daughter and four sons, lived in Horsham, and share farmed. They also moved around a lot. 

			Schooling was at Gardiner Central which went from preps to second year high school. Joan liked English but was not very good at maths. In the classroom, there was a platform in front of the board on which a teacher would stand, and she recollects her six-grade teacher, Mr Mercovitch, walking backwards and forwards in front of the board chewing tobacco. The school sport was rounders, as well as swimming at the Gardiner Swimming Pool (later renamed the Harold Holt Centre). 

			Joan joined the Girl Guides when she was eleven and continued until she commenced work at fourteen years of age. When her oldest son Bradley turned eight, he joined the cubs and Joan became ‘Bagheera’ to the cub pack. Philip also joined cubs on turning eight, but Richard was not interested so by the time Robert was old enough to join, Joan was no longer involved. While in her role as ‘Bagheera’, she took the cubs camping as well as many other interesting activities. None of her boys went on to Scouts. 

			Whilst growing up, Joan’s dearest friend was Glynes Mulder. Glynes’ mum took it upon herself to entertain the visiting war personnel by providing a roast meal and accommodation on weekends. They had sing-a-longs and the girls, being sixteen or seventeen, had lots of fun interacting with the service people from the different countries. 
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			Joan and her friend Glynes – September 1944 

			Ice skating at the St Moritz rink in St Kilda was also a fun pastime. When she was young, her mother used to make their clothes. Joan did not mind knitting, and her sister could crochet, but Joan did not like sewing and all her clothes were bought. Items were either put on lay-by or they waited until they had saved up enough money to buy what they wanted. 

			Whilst still at school, Joan had a job at a cake shop on weekday afternoons as well as on Saturday mornings, doing dishes. Mrs Harper worked the shop and Mr Harper did the baking. She was paid one shilling a week. Mrs Harper also taught her to decorate the cakes. In 1941, not long before she turned fourteen, Joan left school, and went to Stott’s Business College where she studied shorthand and typing. She had to catch two trams to get to the college. 

			As it was during the Second World War, there was a need for people to take over the jobs left behind by those serving in the Forces, so before her course finished, Joan left to work at the local bakery which needed a person delivering the bread, door-to-door. This meant leaving home at 4.30am, riding her bike to work, harnessing the horses, and then delivering the bread. Her zone was in Glen Iris where she had to deliver bread to each house. At that time, a quarter loaf was three pennies, a half loaf was six pence, a full square loaf was eleven pence, and a Vienna loaf was one shilling. She did this job for three years until the war ended. Joan knew a lot about horses as her father had six of them which he used for pulling the cart to carry bricks. After the war she returned to Stott’s Business College, but she only studied typing this time and became a proficient typist, able to type fifty words a minute. On commencing work she paid board, amounting to one third of her wages to help with the household expenses. 

			Later on, Joan got a government position with the Post War Reconstruction Department where she manned the teleprinter, connecting the major centres of Melbourne, Canberra, and Sydney. She also undertook typing assignments. The offices were in the Wentworth Building above the Regent Cinema in Collins Street. Joan recalls watching the celebrations in Collins Street at the end of the war with people jumping around and dancing in the street. 

			Joan’s mother had charge of the ration books and provided well for her family. As the children were young, they only knew that the ration books had to be produced to receive the allotted goods. The War was so far away that the full impact was only felt when someone they knew, or knew of, was involved. Their immediate family had no service personnel overseas. 

			End of World War 2 celebrations in Melbourne 
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			Joan then went on to work for a newspaper merchant, Andrew Jack Dyson in Lonsdale Street as a typist and telephonist. She used to lunch in the Flagstaff Gardens where she met her future husband Eric who then worked as a truck mechanic in Franklin Street. 

			On Saturday nights, Joan worked as an usherette at the Malvern Embassy Theatre but when Eric asked her out to a dance at the Hawthorn Town Hall, held on Saturday nights, Joan relinquished that job. After dating for five years, they married in 1951. 

			Eric had a dry humour, and they had an incredibly happy marriage of fifty years. They both enjoyed the outdoors and had many picnics. Eric had tried to join the Air Force when he was sixteen but being too young was rejected. The war finished in 1945 so when Eric was around eighteen, he joined the RAAF in peace time. Eric and Joan were married on January 27, 1951, at the Gardiner Congregational Church in Malvern Road and their reception was a luncheon held at Trafalgar House, Camberwell. Fred, Joan’s brother, had a two-seater Wolseley car which he lent them for their honeymoon. Straight after the reception they left for Barwon Heads where they rented a house on the beach for two pounds, five shillings for the week. The happy couple had a week away for their honeymoon. After marriage Joan had to give up work, as married women were not permitted to work at the paper merchants where she had been employed. 

			When they got back from their honeymoon, they had to find somewhere to live so they stayed with Joan’s family. As it was very crowded, they later went on to rent a maisonette in Moonee Ponds and Joan got a position at the local Post Office. Eric was posted to Forrest Hill RAAF Base in Wagga Wagga and rented a room in a bed and breakfast so Joan could join him. 
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			Joan and Eric ready to go on their honeymoon - 27 Jan 1951

			They stayed in Wagga Wagga for over a year then Joan moved back to Melbourne in 1953 to live with her parents as she was expecting her first child, Bradley. Whilst in Wagga, Joan had a job in the Post Office working behind the counter. After the Wagga posting, Eric was then posted to Laverton. 

			After serving for nine years, Eric could have re-enlisted but decided on a discharge as they were well on the way to building their new home at Mt Waverley and they had their three little boys. They moved into their new home even though it was not completed, but they did have water and power connected, so it was good to be living on the job. In 1949, they had purchased two blocks of land in Mount Waverley at auction; a corner block for thirty-nine pounds as well as the block they built on for sixteen pounds. The corner block was sold, and the money put towards the foundations of their weatherboard house. Originally, they borrowed five thousand pounds from a building society but most of the building was done on a pay as you go system. While still enlisted Eric would put in time after work and as it was peace time he had weekends off, so he spent his weekends building the house in which they lived for thirteen years. Their kitchen had a slow combustion stove and if there was ever a power outage neighbours would come to their home to boil the kettle on the Everhot wood stove. They also had a Silent Knight Kerosene fridge. Theirs was also the first house in the area to have a telephone and neighbours would come in to use the phone as the alternative was having to hike to the nearest phone box. After Eric’s discharge from the Air Force, they leased a BP service station in Glen Waverley which they worked for five or six years. During this time Joan took on the tasks of book-keeping, pulling petrol, checking under the bonnet as well as other driveway services. They gave excellent service and had a wonderful clientele and whilst working there they gradually got on with building their home. One of her sons recently came across the old adding machine and declared it was no longer usable as it only added up in, pounds, shillings, and pence. She wonders what has happened to that handy machine. She still has friends in Mount Waverley with whom she keeps in contact. 

			When asked if she could remember where she was when the men landed on the moon, it took a while, then her reply was: “Oh! We did not have a television, so I went across the road to neighbours and watched it on a black and white set. We did not have a television set for a long while. Money was not plentiful but when we took on the service station money became more available. Eric was very clever and could put his hand to anything. Joan and Eric had four sons Bradley Montague (1953), Philip Eric (1955), Richard John (1956) and Robert Forbes (1964). 

			Bradley married Barbara and they have a son Luke and a daughter Kate. Luke and his wife Liz have a son Ned. Philip and Tina have two children, a son Ben and a daughter Emma. Philip is the Lock Master at Lock 8 on the Murray River. Richard and Pamela have two daughters Bronwyn and Rochelle, and twin boys Rowan and Simon. Richard is now retired, and his daughter Rochelle bought his Daymond Partners Cleaning business. Robert and Diane have a daughter Olivia. Robert works at E. E. Muir Horticultural supplies in Coomealla. 

			When the boys were at home, they had chores and one of them was the dishes. They had their separate nights as to have them work together would cause fights. Friday nights was fish and chips and this being Robert, the youngest’s night, he only had to crumple up the paper and put it in the bin. The boys spent hours playing in the bush around Mount Waverley which is now the Valley Road Reserve with lovely, manicured lawns and gardens. One day, one of the older neighbourhood boys and Philip went into the bush with a packet of cigarettes and managed to set fire to the bush and the Fire Brigade had to be called. 

			Snakes are not on Joan’s favourites list and while at Mount Waverley when coming in from outside she saw a four-foot brown snake on the carpet in front of the fan. On startling it, the snake slithered behind the floor length curtains. Joan rang Richard and he came and removed it. 

			Eric (1927 – 2001) was a country boy having been born in Gippsland. He was one of thirteen children. His mother passed away when he was born, he was her sixth child. His father remarried and Eric’s seven half siblings were born from this union. His sister Irene lived in Merbein, and the family had visited her and her husband Tom at holiday time. Joan and Eric’s children always loved to spend time there. They would go ‘yabbying’ and loved spending time on the Murray River. 

			In 1973, Eric left Joan in charge of the service station and drove to Mildura. His brother-in-law Tom worked at the Water Board and knew all the old fruit blocks in the irrigation area. Eric looked at one in Coomealla which had 43 acres of dried fruit and citrus trees. He really liked it, so he rang Joan, told her to get Robbie out of school (he was only 9 years old), and booked them a ticket to fly to Mildura to get her views on the property. She loved it as soon as she walked down the driveway. There was a large five-bedroom home which the family could live in. The owners had worked the block for 28 years. The block and home had been well cared for and the owners were anxious to retire. This is how Joan came to live in Sunraysia. 

			Eric bought the property in Coomealla, then later cleared a few acres for a house paddock and built them a lovely two-bedroom home. Robert and Richard both came with them to live in Coomealla. Bradley had a printing apprenticeship in East Melbourne at the Herald-Sun, which was then the leading newspaper in Melbourne. Philip had a diesel fitting apprenticeship at Blackwood Hodge, so he and Bradley stayed behind in Melbourne. 

			Joan doesn’t see the area she lived as the Mallee as such because the area was irrigated, green and lush with vines and citrus trees in November when they moved in. But in May when the vines shed their leaves and were pruned, it was very bare. Then it reminded her of the Mallee with the lovely red earth. When the season changed in August the buds would burst forth and before long the area would be lush and green again. They worked the block together and employed pickers at harvest time. There were both good and bad years, but they loved it and were very happy with their new home. From 1973 to 1985 they lived in the big old house and had lots of visitors. The boys had their friends to stay and there were many barbecues and fishing trips. If there was not enough room in the house there was always the pickers’ huts. 

			After moving to Coomealla Joan became an Avon lady. Having interacted with lots of people in a busy service station, living on a block with no neighbours was lonely so being an Avon Lady filled part of the void. Joan also helped Eric out on the block. The block at Coomealla consisted of 43 acres, 37 growing sultana grapes and 6 acres of citrus. Growing sultanas for the dried fruit market was a labour-intensive occupation. From harvest to drying racks, keeping an eye on the weather in case they got wet, then it was pruning and rolling on, spraying, and watering, then back to harvest again. It was a year-round pursuit. Originally there were channels carrying the water to the vineyard, but they were later filled in and pipelines replaced the channels. The neighbours were approximately half a kilometre away. Once in Sunraysia the family did not want to return to Melbourne. Joan was one of the original staff when the Mildura Kmart opened their doors. Her job was security, checking people as they came and went. There was a list of undesirables that had to be watched if they entered the store as they were not always honest. 

			Joan and two of her friends Margaret Alvey and Edna Watts would go to the local football on Saturdays during the season and would also go to their away games. Her other friend Verna did not follow the football so played cards with other friends on Saturdays. Margaret and Edna both passed away in 2020. 

			Joan and Eric were both involved in the local football club as well as working weekends in the canteen during football season. 

			During her time in the Mallee Joan has seen many changes and said she preferred it when most of the retail stores and amenities were in the centre of town around Langtree and Deakin Avenues. Having to go out to Fifteenth Street was just too far. 

			Joan volunteered for Meals on Wheels in Dareton when the meals had to be collected from the Wentworth Hospital then delivered to the clients. Due to distance, in 1988, they opened a chapter of Meals on Wheels in Dareton. Joan would organise volunteers and put together the rosters. Sometimes it was difficult to get someone to cook the meals. From 2012, the meals for Dareton and Coomealla were collected from Murray House in Wentworth. The service is still going strong. 

			Golf was a pastime with Eric playing in men’s competitions on a Sunday at the Coomealla Golf Club and Joan playing socially with the ladies on a Wednesday afternoon. Eric was a board member and sports officer of the Coomealla Memorial Club as well as a member of the Lions Club. They also played tennis on a friend’s property in Dareton. There were dances at the club on Saturday nights. 

			In 1983 Eric had a cancer operation and in 1988, due to his ill health, the block was sub-divided, a quarter acre house block was kept, and the rest of the acreage was sold. The boys worked the block for a while until it got too much for them. Joan was a member of the Sunraysia Cancer Support Group with her friends Verna Farnsworth and Jenny Gledhill. They raised a lot of money to go to this worthy cause by way of street stalls and Mother’s Day flower stalls in Dareton. 

			Eric and Joan purchased a caravan and for eighteen years they would leave home in May and travel around Australia. One year they would go clockwise, the next going anti-clockwise, returning home in October. After Eric’s passing in 2001, at 73 years of age, Joan continued to live by herself in their home until a series of falls saw her spend time as a patient in the Wentworth Hospital. 

			In November 2020 she moved to Princes Court Homes and her home was subsequently sold to one of the first people to view it. Joan was still driving until early 2020; her car was also sold when she moved to Prince’s Court. Joan is always busy at Princes Court Homes with daily exercise, flower arranging and baking activities when available. She has also been on the panel for staff interviews. 

			Due to the COVID outbreak, there has been little chance of Joan going out into the community and socialising, but she is very grateful for technology and her iPad through which she can converse and see her family members in real time. Her grand-daughter Kate gave her a great-granddaughter, called Maree, in August this year (2021). That is something for the family to really celebrate in this pandemic environment.
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