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			ALICE GRIFFITHS 

			shares her life journey with Sandra Bailey-Haynes

			What Alice loves most, is LIFE.

			A small suitcase with its lid firmly held in place by a striped belt is held in a small hand. Hanging over her shoulder by a piece of string is the regulation gas mask and held tightly in her left hand is the little hand of her baby brother. As they walked behind their father in a reluctant pace, the thin young girl lifts her eyes to see so many other children ahead. 

			It was what lay ahead that changed the life of not only this young girl, her brother and that of her parents but would also form a memory of a life lived through the Great Depression, World War Two, struggles through uncertainty, happiness, camaraderie, love, loss, loneliness and wonder.

			Alice Bridget O’Donnell was born in London on May 11, 1928, at 30 Paddington Green, England. Her mother was Katherine (Kate) Angus O’Donnell (Callaghan) who was born on August 29, 1908. Her father was James John O’Donnell who was born on November 11, 1906. 

			Alice recalls:

			I was born at home in our rented flat, one in a building that made up a whole block of flats in Marylebone. My mother was a house cleaner and many of the homes she cleaned were nearby. My father was a stone mason and worked in the building industry. Even during the tough years of the depression and when the second world war broke out, Dad always managed to have work. I remember we moved quite a bit, for what reason I have no idea. At one time we lived in a huge building that we shared with another family. We had the first and second floors and they had the basement. It was right near Paddington Green Railway Station.

			When I was about nine years old my mother was offered a permanent housemaid position at Westbourne Square. They were a very wealthy Jewish family. Mr. Leonard was a property owner and owned all the houses in our street. He was the loveliest man who treated us so kindly. We moved into one of his flats. Mum worked for many years in his employment and whenever Mum was ill, I would go and do the tasks for him. His wife was a very beautiful looking woman and seemed very nice.They had three children but after the war his wife left him for a ‘yank’. Mum continued working for Mr. Leonard helping with the care of his children.

			Mr. Leonard always wore his kippah on his head.

			Orthodox Jewish men always cover their heads by wearing a skullcap known in Hebrew as a kippah or in Yiddish, a yarmulke. Liberal or reformed Jews see the covering of the head as optional.

			Playing in our neighbourhood with the other children had its boundaries, but on the whole, it was a lovely area and only a ten-minute walk to Buckingham Palace. I attended Seymour Public school. I didn’t have a favourite subject, I really had little interest in school.

			My baby brother was born on September 9, 1934 and I was delighted. He was just what I wanted. My parents named him James after my Dad. As he grew and became his own identity, he was nicknamed Bimbo as he was always jumping or swinging from something, be it the rail on the staircase or from the trees in the garden. He was a real monkey our Dad would say. My parent’s nickname for me was Lal. It carried through all my life.

			I was eleven years old when the Second World War was declared and like all the children of London, I became very scared.

			The whole of Paddington Green became a ghost square as people were trying to come to grips with the planned evacuations of children, pregnant women and babies.

			When the Second World War broke out in September 1939, the situation in Europe had looked threatening for some time. Everyone was affected by the war, men, women, and children. No one could claim complete safety from the bombing raids or, the V1 flying bombs and V2 rockets. On a day to day level everyone was affected by the rationing, the black-outs, shortages and all the changes that war brought with it.

			On Monday August 28, 1939, before the summer holidays had ended, London school children went back to school to take part in an evacuation rehearsal. Many of the children had assembled at 6am, carrying their kit. A government leaflet outlined what this should comprise; ‘a handbag or case containing the child’s gas mask, a change of underclothing, night clothes, house shoes or plimsolls (sand shoes), spare stockings or socks, a toothbrush, a comb, towel, soap and face cloth, handkerchiefs; and, if possible, a warm coat or mackintosh.

			Each child should bring a packet of food for the day. Every school had been given a number and been told when to go and to which railway station. The cost of the journey was paid for by the government. Then, on the morning of August 31, 1939, three days before war broke out, the order was given for the evacuation plans to be put into operation, and during the next four days nearly 1.9 million people were evacuated.
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			Evacuees leave London by train

			I remember that day so vividly, it was exciting but also a bit scary as I had no idea where I was going. I also had my little brother James to look after. My mother never came to the railway station to see us off, just our Dad. It was very hard for our mother as she could not bring herself to say good-bye. I would often catch her quickly bring the bottom of her apron to her eyes, wiping them as she would snuffle a comment, ‘Oh this blessed dust. It gets in my eyes’.

			The week before the evacuation, our parents were given lists of what we were to take. The school had made labels with our names, plus the name and the number of the school. James was only five years old and had only just started his schooling, so he just wanted to play outside with his friends. Our parents were not keen to send us away but realised it was for our safety and therefore signed the papers. At our school we were lined up and the teachers and a nurse began the process of checking each child for any illnesses, diseases, and our heads for lice! This was the most humiliating thing I had ever endured, and I was very upset, not just for myself and my little brother, but for all my classmates too. If you were unfortunate enough to have been found with lice, which back then was rampant in most schools, the treatment was brutal. You had your hair plastered with some lotion and then wrapped in clean rags for several days before it was washed out with soap and water.

			Each day we practised carrying our few belongings in a bag or small case and our own gas mask to and from school in the lead up to our departure to the country. It was a procedure carried out with all the precision of a military exercise. The mask was quite cumbersome, and it was attached to string, to hang over your shoulder. I found it made a great football and had fun kicking it to a few of my friends in the street as we walked to school. Of course, I was caught carrying out this sporting activity by a teacher and remember being in a bit of trouble over that. We were also given a stamped postcard addressed to our parents for us to write our new address and add a few words to say we were happy at our new home, before mailing it home.

			Many country people believed that urban children were dirty, lice-ridden and behaved badly. This was not always the case. Many were from good homes and had been brought up with strict manners. But the worst thing was not knowing how long we would be going away from home. The fear of not knowing if we were ever going to go back home.

			The train trip from Paddington Street Station where we were lined up along the platform by the teachers and nuns, began with an inspection. If you had a snotty nose you were quickly dealt with. A harsh piece of paper was very quickly swiped across your nose often leaving you red nosed and red faced.

			Our first evacuation home was with two elderly spinster women who had never had children in their lives. It was very apparent to me years later, that it was the ‘money paid’ that lured some of these people to take the children”.

			It became compulsory for homes to billet assigned evacuees, with host families being paid 10 shillings and sixpence (equivalent today to 26 pounds UK) for the first unaccompanied child, and 8 shillings and six pence for any subsequent children. Places were assessed in terms of accommodation available rather than suitability or the host’s inclination for raising children. This could lead to resentment of those who would be forced to care for children against their will.

			The living conditions for many of the evacuees taught you to be tough, so many of the kids were billeted by some very mean and cruel foster parents.

			James found it very hard to fall asleep at night. One song I remember was very popular during the war was sung by Vera Lynne. Oh, I still remember that, it was a lullaby called ‘Goodnight Children Everywhere’ and I would sneak from my bed to his lay and sing it to him every night when he was scared and we were missing home.

			GOODNIGHT CHILDREN EVERYWHERE

Goodnight children everywhere,
Your mummy thinks of you tonight
Lay your head upon your pillow
Don’t be a kid or a weeping willow.

			Close your eyes and say a prayer
And surely you can find a kiss to spare
Though you are far away
She’s with you night and day

Goodnight children everywhere…

			There was no way I was going to stay with these nasty old birds, let alone have my brother stay there either. They had repeatedly taken to James with a strap. So, I secretly put my plan into action assuring James that he would be safe until I returned with our father.

			In the dark of the night I climbed out of the bedroom window landing in a garden bed below. James stood staring at me, but as I put my finger to my lips to indicate the shush signal, he gave me a little wave. I ran to the local railway station, sneaked onto the train that was sitting on the platform, with the sign above indicating its departure to Paddington Green station.

			I found a seat on the train amongst a group hoping I would be mistaken for their child. I squeezed my eyes closed and pretended to be asleep whenever the train guard passed through the cabin. Having no money for a ticket and being a child on my own would have obviously drawn attention to my situation. Arriving at Paddington station I slipped off the train unnoticed. At the back of my mind was my father’s advice, “if you’re ever in trouble, go to a Policeman”. On this particular occasion, the police were the last ones I wanted to see. All I wanted to do was get back home and get my Dad. You could say I was on a mission! I remember no one even taking any notice of me as I ran all the way home. My mother was shocked to see me, and although my Dad never made comment, I think he was pretty proud that I had taken a bad situation into my own hands and came to get help.

			I had only been home for two hours when the alarm was sounded of a bomb threatening. My father never believed that bomb shelters were a safe option and therefore he refused to allow us to use them. We just stood or sat in what was the safest place in the house. The house we were living in at that time was three storeys, so the basement was the safest place. Once the ‘all clear’ was sounded, and before I knew it, we were back on a train heading to Beaconsfield to ‘rescue’ James. I don’t remember what story my Dad spun to the old birds, but we ended-up temporally billeted at Cornwell by an older couple who it turned out were also terrible and once more the authorities quickly found our next family.

			Our third and final billet family were Professor and Mrs Gaske at Henley on Thames at Hambleton. You could say ‘third time lucky’. They only had a son who was a doctor in the British Navy. Professor Gaske had retired from his medical profession, then when war broke out, he was required to return to help-out where needed as many doctors had been sent to the war effort. He drove to and from his country residence and the city practice each day of the week. The Gaske home was a huge two storey mansion with massive gardens with a brook running through the beautiful manicured lawns with hundreds of tall trees. They had a maid. Her name was Nancy (but not much older than I was), a cook, a gardener and a chauffeur for their family car. James and I were treated like royalty. We were schooled and well looked after. We needed for nothing. We also had other evacuee children come to play in the grounds at the Gaske home. They would give us parties on our birthdays and many of these children were invited. Professor Gaske rang our parents every week to let them know James and I were fine. We often spoke to them. Our parents even made the train trip to the country to see us.
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			The Gaske home at Henley on Thames Hambleton

			It was a time in my life I will always remember as privileged. In September 1944, many of the children had started returning to their families and our parents were relieved that we were safely back home.

			I was 14 years old when we finally left the Gaske’s. They were beautiful people, whom I was so grateful to have had in our lives. 

			Some years later, when Ted and I flew to London and stayed with my brother and his family we made the trip and visited the Gaske’s. Then many years later when I went home, I was able to visit the country, but I didn’t go up to the house, I just went to have a look. It hadn’t changed but I wasn’t sure if any of the Gaske family still lived there.

			It was very hard adjusting to life back at Paddington Green as both Dad and Mum had changed. They seemed so much older. I had no interest in returning to my old school, so I told my parents I was going to get a job. Professor & Mrs Gaske had made sure both James and I never missed any schooling. We had both learnt more than we may have had we stayed in London.

			I applied for a telephonist position with England Telephone Exchange and was appointed a few days later. I whole different world opened-up for me, and I loved that job very much. I made lots of new friends although times were still tough being young and stepping out into the adult world was exciting for me.

			I attended dances with my friends and even sneaked a few beers, even though I was not old enough. I think the war years had changed a lot of attitudes and everyone just wanted the freedom and the ability to be able to laugh again. I loved the dance nights and going to the theatres.
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			Alice age 16 years

			I met Ted at the Laurie Arms, a pub at Marylebone, London. I was seventeen years of age. The minute I laid eyes on this handsome tall Australian soldier I knew he was the one.
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			Private Edmund Arthur Griffiths, Australian Imperial Force
Service Number VX 33980

			Born on February 5 1923 at Caulfield, he was 17 years and 4 months when he enlisted. Ted enlisted into the Australian Army on June 22, 1940 at Royal Park, Noogee Victoria. He joined the 2/24th Infantry Battalion, 9th Division at the time of enlistment. He also joined under an alias name of James Carew and put his date of birth as May 5, 1919 as he was too young to join.

			The Army soon caught up with him over this and very quickly his paperwork was amended. 

			He did basic training at Wangaratta and he had also requested inclusion into the 2nd AIF (Australian Imperial Force). Ted was one of 1500 men who boarded the troop carrier ‘STRATHMORE’ in November 1940. The troops disembarked at the Suez Canal and then were transported by road to the Gaza Strip. In March 1941 they headed to Libya, in the Western Desert, making camp at Tocra, north of Benghazi. The anticipated arrival of German forces, under Rommel, occurred and the Allies were outnumbered and significantly lacked in military hardware. They were forced to retreat to Tobruk where they became the target of a siege that began on April 10, 1941. Then a second offensive move by the German’s hit the 2/24th Battalion full on by their Panzer Division that had advanced from the western side.

			Over half the battalion were killed, wounded or taken prisoner. Ted was both wounded and captured. 

			Ted was treated at a German field hospital then transported by road with other prisoners to an Italian hospital at Dema where he met up with other Australian prisoners. The next move was by aircraft to Benghazi where he was reunited with five men from his own battalion. After a short sea journey on an Italian hospital ship and a stay in an Italian prison hospital on the slopes of Mount Vesuvius, Ted was discharged. He was able to walk and was reasonably well fed so his physical condition was fairly good when he was transferred to Sulmona POW camp. This camp had the dubious reputation of having been built to contain German prisoners during WW1 when Germany and Italy were on opposite sides.

			Ted worked in a building construction working party of about 120 men. He was the only Aussie among mostly British men. He worked at a place called Aquila for nearly two years when the Allies began to break through into Italy, taking Sicily. German troops were coming down from the north, so with the prospect of action starting in the vicinity, a break was made.

			Ted was one of those who escaped, dressed in British battle dress but with no food or arms, they spent weeks travelling mostly at night in the Apennine’s region. He was captured and taken prisoner again and moved north by train, picking up dribs and drabs of prisoners along the way. His destination now was Leipzig where he was to join with other Aussies in a working party to go to a coal mine. Winter in central Europe was bitterly cold but the Allied soldiers were better off than the Russians who were imprisoned in the camp at Teschen. While Ted and his compatriots had full British uniforms including great coats and woollen underwear, blankets and at least survival rations, the Russians had no blankets and virtually no food.

			Ted remembered his first day as a coal miner, it was his 21st birthday and the next 12 months passed with work seven days a week, half a mile underground. The winter of 1944 was a very severe winter in a normally cold part of the world. The Russians were advancing, and the Germans almost brought to their knees – gone was the superior hardware. Guns were mounted on horse and donkey carts and soldiers were just surviving in almost the same conditions as the prisoners.

			Ted was one of 140 to 150 Aussies who set out from southern Poland on a forced march which was to take them 1000 kilometres, passing very close to Nuremburg and Dresden at the time of the 1000 Bomber Raids. Finally – liberation. The first sightings of the Americans brought relief, joy, hope and cigarettes and eventually the supply trucks caught up and there was food. The feeling of hope, in Europe at least, seemed to indicate that ‘it was over’. Ted was moved via France to England, arriving at Eastbourne Reception camp near the end of May 1945.

			On release he headed straight for a pub and it was there he met Alice.

			Alice recalls the memory: He was thin, his uniform hung off him, but he was strong and had a smile on his face. He asked me for a dance and as they say in the classics, ‘it was love at first sight’.

			Ted came home with me to meet my parents and they immediately liked this Australian chap. We had been courting for only two weeks when Ted asked my Dad for permission to marry me.

			There was no hesitation for an answer of ‘yes’ whatsoever. He had brought an engagement ring and very quickly slipped it on my finger. The wedding plans went into action straight away and we were married two weeks later.

			World War Two had finished and we brought everything for our wedding on the ‘black market’, the bridal gown and two bridesmaids dresses. My bridesmaids were Patsy Hudson and Gladys Reynolds who I grew up with. Ted wore his Army uniform, and his best man was Wally Bates from Brunswick and the groomsman was Mick Wolstenholme. They had both been prisoners of war with Ted. We were married on June 16, 1945 at St John’s Wood Catholic Church, Marylebone, London. Our honeymoon was at Eastbourne for a week and then we returned to Paddington Green. In no time at all Ted was due to sail from London back to Melbourne with many of the other prisoners of war and soldiers. It was hard to say goodbye after such a whirlwind romance and marriage. I had to pinch myself at times to bring reality back to normal. Ted sailed on the RANGITIKI to Australia via the Panama Canal in August 1945. He was discharged from the Army on the 17 October 1945 and did rehabilitation training in carpentry.

			It was three months later that I sailed from London to Melbourne, onboard the RANGITIKI passenger ship, my first voyage and certainly my first time ever leaving my own country. On the ship I met women like myself who had fallen in love and we were excited to be on our way to begin our married lives in Australia. We lived with Ted’s father, Harold Victor Griffiths, who was born on April 16, 1896 at Clifton Hill and had served in WW1 with the AIF and was awarded the Meritorious Service Medal from His Majesty the King in recognition of valuable services rendered with the Forces in France during WW1. 
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			Ted’s mother, Glory had died in 1944 and his father had kept running the household with the help of a woman to do the cooking. Ted’s youngest brother Harold Neil who was about 14 years old, was still living at home.

			Harold senior met and married Joy Earl in 1945 (her maiden name was Joy Smith). Her young son Ian Geoffrey Smith born in 1938 had his surname changed to Griffiths several years after Harold and Joy’s marriage. We lived with them at Bealiba Road, Caulfield while Ted went through his rehabilitation in carpentry with a small war pension. Ted then found full time work in the building industry.

			I was heavily pregnant with our first child. Not long after our son Jamie was born in 1947. Ted’s Dad also became a father again at the age of 51, to a daughter we named Annette Joy.

			After Jamie was born, on January 4, 1947, we moved in with Ted’s best mate Wally Bates’s mother as she had a spare room at Brunswick. Wally and his wife had moved out. I was expecting our second child when Ted started building our first home on a block of land on what was the old Pie Orchard in Croydon. My father had travelled out from England to help us build that house. It was all hands-on-deck to get our first home finished as I had now given birth to our daughter Jillian on February 10, 1948. My Dad returned to England and was happy to see us settled into our first home. Sadly, my dad died in 1949.

			Life was busy with two infant children who were both very adventurous and I remember when Jamie and Jill wandered into the bush land surrounding our property when a search for the entire day to find them turned me into a frantic mess. We found the cost of living very hard with a bank mortgage. We defaulted on our repayments and sadly we were declared bankrupt. So, we packed up the T Model Ford truck and headed for Warrandyte.

			We rented a little cottage on Kangaroo Ground Road for only a short time while saving to purchase land on the opposite side of the road. Our plans were that we would build on this property with help from a friend Allan Chapman. We lived in a tent with a wooden floor and end walls. It was weather-proof!

			This was our home during the long hard back breaking work of building a log cabin.
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			We were able to borrow a draught horse who was affectionally named Dolly.

			Dolly dragged every one of those long logs from the bush after Ted had cut them down using only hand axes and hand saws, to the building site. No power tools back in those days. It was many months before we finally moved into the log cabin.

			Ted’s brother Allan had built a mud brick house just down from where our cabin was. He and his wife Dulcie offered to buy 5 acres of our property and began building their bigger home. If my memory serves me correct, I don’t think they ever paid us for that land! Ted had work in the building industry, and I had a telephonist job at the Warrandyte Post Office. The Ford truck was retired, and our next vehicle was a Bantam motorbike with sidecar that saw Ted on the bike and Jamie and Jill in the sidecar with me. Sometimes I sat behind Ted on the bike if we were going a short distance and the kids had the sidecar to themselves. We often travelled to visit Ted’s parents at Caulfield, so the kids got to see their grandparents.

			The wheelbarrow was used for many things and one of the kids remember is being pushed to and from friends’ homes for visits much easier than carrying them. The tent was cold during the winter and Ted decided to spruce up our threadbare carpet square.

			He painted it in pink and blue stripes, hung it on the clothesline, a wire stretched between posts across the yard. He had Jamie and Jill who were still quite small hang onto each corner when the wind blew. Much laughter and squeals and Ted calling out when the wind blew, ‘Onya corners’!

			Ted was very clever with his hands he made dear little chairs for the kids out of beer barrels that sat in front of the fireplace. He also had a soft spot for the wildlife in our bush setting. One night two possums fell into our water tank. Ted rescued them and instead of just letting them scatter off he brought the two inside, sitting them on the kid’s little chairs in front of the fire to dry out. Hearing the noise woke me and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, screaming, “Ted get them out”, waking the kids who were happy to see the possums stay until they were dry, then Ted let them out.

			Our next vehicle was a bit flasher it was a blue Standard Eight Convertible with a ‘dickie seat’ in the back where Jamie and Jill sat. We had some fun in that car. As we settled into our log cabin, I gave birth to our third child Jonathan on December 23 1953, an early Christmas present for us all. By now Jamie was 6 years old and Jill was 5.

			Both were attending school. Remembering the little blue car and visiting our friends the Thomas’s in Warrandyte after an afternoon visit that went into the evening we headed home. We were travelling fast down a big hill building up speed to encourage the little car around a bend and up a steep hill. I had a terrible habit of never closing doors properly and as we rounded the bend I fell out of the car. Rolling down the hill laughing my head off I could hear the kids screaming out to Ted. As I found myself tangled up in the wild blueberry bushes, they were screaming out for Ted to stop. He had not noticed I was no longer in the car and was yelling, “Lal shut those bloody kids up!!” 

			He couldn’t stop the car as he would never had made it up that hill. Stopping at the top, Ted and the kids walked down the road to find me over the bank with a few cuts and bruises. I have never lived that down. The kids still remind me to this day whenever they take me in their cars, “Have you shut the door properly Mum?”

			Ted had become a member of the Warrandyte RSL and one New Year’s Eve we got all dressed up and headed in for a night of singing, dancing and a few beers.

			It had rained all throughout the day and the road was very muddy. As we headed into town we got bogged in the little blue car. As I didn’t drive, I was the one who had to get out to push. Slipping and sliding around I lost my balance and fell over into the mud. We managed to get the car out and went onto the RSL. I was still covered in mud, but I danced all night. I loved being with my girlfriends singing and dancing, making the most of life no matter how tough it was at times. Certainly, a different life to my early days in London, but I wouldn’t have changed it for quids. Bon fire night was always a huge event on our calendar and every year on November 5, when our neighbours the MacLean’s, Chapman’s and Thomas’s built a huge bonfire at either of their properties. We watched as the Guy Fawkes sitting on top of a huge bonfire and the fireworks set off. This was always a favourite with the kids.

			Ted then took up a job building the Leongatha Technical School and Jamie and Jill were enrolled at the Inverloch Primary School. I often wonder how we managed to make all these changes to our lives get so much done and yet still enjoy life with three kids. We spent wonderful times with our friends. There were no mod cons like today, but we never cared. We had made the most of what we had. Jon was a quiet little boy, Jamie and Jill were growing up before our eyes.

			When the building of the Tech school at Leongatha was finished, we moved to Coburg were the kids enrolled at the Bell Street Primary School on Sydney Road. It was near Pentridge Prison and the kids played in the drains that ran underneath the prison! We will never forget the day O’Malley escaped from that prison as the kids were buying fish and chips for lunch as a police shoot-out took place out the front. In 1958 we moved to Mildura were Ted took up his teaching position at Mildura Technical School.

			We bought a property in Fourteenth Street between Sandilong and Cowra Avenues. We all loved turning this into our sanctuary and home. I think we all grew up here. Ted and I were still very young and there were so many fun-loving things for us all to do. It was a fantastic neighbourhood. Our neighbours were like extended family, there was a pig farm and horse stables and a dairy nearby. When we first arrived, we enrolled Jamie and Jill at Mildura South School, Jamie was 11 and Jill 10. Jon was 4 years old and when he turned 5, we sent all the kids to Irymple Primary School.

			It was at school they grew up with kids from different backgrounds which made it very vibrant. We soon had friends to entertain and I loved cooking and experimenting with rice dishes in my electric frypan along with huge stir fries in the monster wok on the Weber. All these new cooking products that came out post WW2.

			It was this love of cooking that I, along with Ted and a few friends organised a few wedding functions. You might say organised chaos but gee, we had some fun. Years later this extended to RSL Ladies Auxiliary volunteer work in a kitchen smaller than mine in our home. Jon had a dog named Socks that followed him around, and one day it stole a lamb roast from our neighbours Pam and Sam’s kitchen table. But not even that changed the wonderful friendships.

			Ted soon became a member of the Mildura RSL and he volunteered his spare time to whatever needed doing, be it various committees, fundraising the Carryon group or just helping fellow comrades. He enjoyed his time there as we all did. In lots of ways it was his life after he retired from teaching.

			He served on the committee and also visited schools sharing war history with the students.

			Throughout my life I have always found work, be it in a paid position or as a volunteer. When we lived at Warrandyte I worked as a telephonist at the Post Office. When we moved to Mildura, I worked in the cafeteria at the 16th Street, Hoyts Drive-In Theatre. I loved my job at the Mildura Technical School. I spent almost thirty years in the canteen and got to know all the students and staff. They all became ‘family’ to me. Even today a young person will ask, “Did you worked in the canteen at the Tech, I remember you”. It was great working there as Ted also had a teaching position there in the woodwork and carpentry department. He also had a huge interest in meteorology and taught this also. Ted went on to have a long career at the Tech and when he retired, he devoted his time to the Mildura RSL. During the school holidays I went to South Australia and worked in many fruit packing-sheds there.

			Then our family grew, as our kids had left home, establishing their careers and found their life partners, we soon had grandchildren. Ted and I loved to have them come and stay with us in the school holidays at Irymple.

			They splashed around in our backyard pool and enjoyed all the ice cream treats we had for them. I will always cherish the memories of watching them grow up into adults themselves.

			When I finally retired Ted and I continued our RSL volunteer work. The most rewarding volunteer position was being recognised for my 40 years of Service at the Mildura RSL in 2010. The award acknowledged my service to the RSL welfare programs, as a seller of the ANZAC badges and poppies. I remember my first ANZAC Day Appeal badge selling outlet was on the footpath outside of Bowring’s Buildings near the corner of Eight Street and Langtree Avenue, (now known as the Langtree Mall) the busiest corner in Mildura in those days. I did two shifts of three hours over the week of the appeal. I can’t remember how many badges I would have sold over 40 years. The young kids back then were very supportive which was great and I’m sure that still happens today. Every ANZAC Day it was a very early start for me and girls from our RSL Ladies Auxiliary who all helped with the cooking of the Anzac Day breakfast for the hundreds who would gather for the dawn service at Henderson Park. How we managed to serve up all those meals from a tiny little kitchen was just amazing in itself.

			We were busy, but we had the most memorable times that I will never forget.
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			In our retiring years our home on Walnut Avenue was often full of laughter and wonderful times. Our kids had completed their educations with Jamie and Jill at Mildura High School, then Jamie transferring to Mildura Technical. Jon went to the Tech also.

			We sent Jill off to the Emily McPherson College in Melbourne when she turned 16 years. They all made career decisions going on their individual journeys marrying and starting their families.

			I was age 78 and a war widow, having lost my Ted on July 30, 2005. I felt I couldn’t continue, as we had always done all our volunteer work together. But the Auxiliary girls would not have a bar of me not being there. As I never drove or had a driver’s licence, someone always arranged to pick me up and take me home after any function. I had become so dependent on my Ted. I was so lucky to have such a wonderful, caring man in my life. We had 60 years of married life that I will cherish forever.

			The RSL has changed so much these days. I guess for us older generation it may not feel the same. There are not many of us from the WW2 era left now and I miss not being able to go there during this Covid-19 lockdown. I hope to be able to get back there soon and catch up with a few people. You know, Kim, (Kim Archibald Manager RSL Mildura) has done a great job there. He was so young when he took over from Jack Cullinan. Now look at the place. The young Vietnam chaps are looking after the veterans these days, so that is great.

			I have been blessed with my grandchildren. I have Mark and Joanne from Jill, Michael and Eliza from Jon. My great grandchildren from Mark, are Jessica, Lachlan and Molly and from Joanne, I have Ruby, Archie and Harvey.

			Michael who lives overseas has given me great grandchildren in Kiaga and Riku. I was so excited to see and speak with them on my birthday this year with a Zoom connection here at Princes Court Home. All very complicated for me to understand, but it was the best gift ever, just seeing them and Michael was wonderful”.

			“What I love most, is LIFE!”
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