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			WENDY SHUREY 

			shares her story with Lynne Channing 

			Wendy Shurey is a friendly, articulate octogenarian who, as you will see, is extremely proud of her family both past and present. 

			Wendy Mabelle Phillips was born to Mabelle Mabs, (nee Elstead) and Winton Henry Phillips, at the Mildura Base Hospital on January 18, 1939. Her father drove her mother the 74kms to the Mildura hospital for Wendy’s birth. He then had to leave Wendy’s mother there and return straight away to Werrimull for work. Her father had taken over the private practice of Dr Tom Buxton at Werrimull in the Millewa. The Werrimull Bush Hospital had fourteen beds at that time. 

			Life in Werrimull was challenging as there were no phones, no electricity and the only refrigeration was a Coolgardie safe. Water had to be carted to town as the channel from Lake Cullulleraine to Werrimull only ran once or twice a year. Five days before Wendy was born there were devastating bushfires raging in the area. 

			The trip to hospital in Mildura took place on a day which was 118 degrees Fahrenheit. There was of course no air-conditioning in cars back then. As it turned out Wendy was born just days after Black Friday on January 13, 1939. The Black Friday fires burnt five million acres in Victoria and claimed 71 lives. 

			Wendy was baptised on April 9, 1939 at St. Nicholas’ Church of England in Werrimull. Wendy’s parents lived at Werrimull from May 1938, following their marriage at St. Paul’s Cathedral in Melbourne on April 23. They remained there until they moved with their children to Mildura in February 1941. It was then that Winton took up a locum tenens position for Mr John Bothroyd who had volunteered for the RAAF during WW2. They resided in the Bothroyd’s house while Winton served as the relieving doctor. Little did Wendy know that her future husband was living just across the street! 

			Wendy remembers that Werrimull and nearby Lock 9 had a variety of recreation facilities and while her mother played tennis, the lock master would take Wendy and Bruce fishing in his small tinny. The two children looked on the lockmaster Siddy and his wife Davie as proxy grandparents. 

			The lock was opened at sunrise and closed at sunset. 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Wendy and Bruce get fishing tips from Siddy at Lock 9

			Siddy, (believed to be a nickname for his given name of Cyril), was an enthusiastic lock master who, having beautified the grounds, won prizes several years running for the most improved lock. Davie loved to cook burnt butter cookies and the memory of her homemade lemon cordial, served ice cold in a glass with the Bovril emblem on the side makes Wendy smile when sharing the memory. 

			They had an underground cellar in which preserves and other goodies were stored. Siddy would tether the cod he caught under the willows so there would be fresh fish available when needed. At one point he caught a 92 pound cod. 

			These were of course war years and they were destined to have real consequences for Wendy’s immediate and extended family. In February 1942 Wendy’s uncle Geoffrey Phillips, who was an officer on the HMAS Canberra, was killed with six other officers when the Canberra was sunk. At around the same time her mother’s brother Gordon was killed when the Japanese auxiliary vessel Montevideo Maru which was carrying Australian prisoners of war was sunk by the American submarine USS Sturgeon. They only found out about his death once the war had finished. 

			In August 1945, Winton enlisted in the Australian Army Medical Corps where he served as Deputy Assistant Director of Medical Services – Southern Command, in Melbourne until 1947. His work entailed caring for POWs returning from WW 2. 

			While there, the family rented a house in Thornbury for 12 months and for a short time, the two children went to Darebin Primary State School. The siblings have great memories of their parents dinking them to school on the back of their bikes. 

			After he was demobilised, Wendy’s father returned to Mildura and commenced practice, having purchased a medical practice from Dr O. Groyne. The practice in Orange Avenue was next to the Old Mill (which is now Burns and Co). The Old Mill was a beautiful old dance hall that had live bands to provide the latest music for patrons on Saturday nights. In 1961, Winton built a new clinic in Deakin Avenue which operated until 1975. 

			Wendy’s only sibling, a brother, Bruce Winton Phillips, was born in February 1940. Bruce married Julie in 1963. Bruce had met Julie when they were both working for H. C. Sleigh, suppliers of Golden Fleece petrol. Bruce later took on a position as a travelling sales representative for the company. 

			Julie and Bruce had two children, a boy Robert (1965) and a daughter Allison (1968). 

			Julie passed away in 1985 due to an aggressive form of breast cancer. (Wendy’s mother had passed away because of a stroke not long before Julie’s passing). Bruce later married Judy and now lives at Milawa. Prior to his retirement, Bruce was vineyard manager at Brown Brothers Winery. Bruce and Judy are no longer together. 

			The two siblings were sent away to school at a young age. Wendy was seven years old and Bruce was six. While living in Melbourne during the war Wendy went to Ivanhoe Girls’ Grammar School. 

			She was subsequently enrolled at Melbourne Girls Grammar School which enabled her to be a boarder. Wendy attended Grammar from 1947 to 1956, from year 3 to year 12. 

			Wendy and Bruce’s paternal grandfather, Ambrose George Phillips, was a travelling salesman and because their father, Winton, had had to study hard to achieve his goals, he always wanted his children to get the best education he could provide. 

			Bruce attended Ivanhoe Grammar School. He then went on to board at Melbourne Church of England Grammar School at Grimwade House, a lovely old mansion formerly owned by the Grimwade family. The Grimwade children gave it to the school in memory of their parents. 

			Even though Wendy’s school, the Melbourne Church of England Girls Grammar, was run by the church, religion was not forced upon them. It was just part and parcel of life at a church school, with the expectation of attending chapel on Sundays. Wendy recalls a teacher, Miss Helen Isaacs, who had a beautiful voice and she read them the following books, The Big Fisherman and The Robe by Lloyd C. Douglas and We of the Never Never by Aeneas (Jeanie) Gunn. It was these books which gave the students their understanding of religion. 

			(Interestingly, Jeanie Gunn’s granddaughter was in Wendy’s class at school). 

			The school was very progressive in that there were no formal exams. There were assignments over the course of the year building up to the Intermediate at year 10 and Matriculation in year 12. Wendy has fond and positive memories of her school years. The siblings would travel home by train on holidays accompanied by older students also returning to the Sunraysia area. They all thought the train trip great fun. The train left Spencer Street Station around 9.30pm and the young travellers would sleep in the luggage racks, on the seats, or on the floor. Wendy’s mother would always greet them with tears in her eyes as she obviously missed them when they were not home with her. 

			When ANA (Australian National Airlines) commenced a flight service to Mildura, the children got to fly home on school breaks. 
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			Wendy and Bruce return to Mildura for the holidays by plane

			One of Wendy’s roommates was a lass from Thailand, and she made good friends with two of the day girls, Jane (nee Wheeler) and Susie (nee Miller) both of whom she is still in contact with today. 

			Living in proximity to the other girls in the boarding school made Wendy a very friendly and outgoing person. 

			During the Christmas holidays the siblings participated in the regional Country Swimming Championships held in the old pool on the riverfront, situated where the skate park now stands. While at school, Wendy was a champion swimmer and at one stage was captain of the swimming team. 

			Friends were made and remade over the holidays and at one stage Wendy contemplated staying at home in Mildura for school. It was when she was about thirteen or fourteen. But thoughts of school in Melbourne and no exams drew Wendy back to boarding school. 

			Wendy and Bruce only saw each other at holiday times and Bruce bonded with the boys at school more so than his big sister. 

			At school they were required to wear uniforms, and also to church on Sundays. The rest of the time they wore casual attire. As boarders they soon learnt to eat anything, and Wendy remembers there was always a big bowl of wheat hearts or wheat germ available. At school she played tennis and squash (but hated hockey!) 

			Wendy always wanted a dog but as their father had a beautiful landscaped garden with 200 rosebushes, a dog was not allowed. 

			Ironically, her mother, who loved animals, had a ginger cat, a kangaroo and a talking galah. 

			Wendy’s Aunty Phil lived in Middle Brighton and had a little dog called Barney. Wendy would travel by train from school in South Yarra to Middle Brighton to play with him and bathe him. When Wendy received her first pay in spring 1960, she saw an advertisement in the local paper for an Australian terrier, so she rode her bicycle out to Irymple to collect him. She named him Barney in memory of her Aunt’s dog. Her parents looked after Barney whilst she worked away but when she and John moved into their first house in Campbell Grove there were no fences and Barney loved to chase cars when he could. One day he slid in the gravel and was hit by a car. He managed to come home to Wendy but died at her feet. 

			Over the Easter break, Wendy’s parents would collect them from boarding school, then leaving early for the long trip, take the two children to Mt Buffalo, staying in the Mount Buffalo Mountain chalet. Wendy said vehemently, “The only snow we ever saw was brown slush!” 

			In the late 1940s early 1950s, Wendy’s father had the two-storey house on the corner of Orange and Ninth Streets built as the family home. The single storey extension was his consulting rooms which were accessed from the house via the den. 

			When Wendy finished her nurses’ training and commenced working at the Mildura Base Hospital, she would ride her bike from Ninth Street to the hospital. Wendy spent 12 months away working six months in Sydney and then further north to Townsville. In Sydney she worked mainly night duty at the John Williams Convalescent Home in Wahroonga. The home was an annexe of the Royal Children’s Hospital in Sydney. It was a lovely old mansion and children from the Far West requiring specialist care were sent there for treatment for conditions such as polio and cleft palates, and for physiotherapy. She also spent six months at an exclusive private hospital at Killara on the North Shore, Sydney. 

			It was an old wooden building which was run and owned by an elderly matron. One of her jobs was to cut French sticks very finely, put butter and vegemite on the slices and serve them when waking the patients with the first cup of tea in the morning. 

			Other jobs were to make sure the old boiler used for hot water was alight and to keep an eye out for the cow in the back paddock which was ready to calve. (It was a different type of nursing!) The hospital was later purchased by a Jewish consortium. 

			Winton Henry Phillips M.B., B.S., F.R., A.C.G.P, was a General Practitioner in the Mildura area for a total of 65 years from 1938 to 2003. He then went to a Melbourne retirement village in 2004. Wendy’s mother passed away in 1985 aged 79 and Winton passed away in 2010, aged 95. Her father, twelve months after the passing of his first wife, married Edna, who was the nurse at his clinic. Winton played tennis well into his 80’s. 

			Wendy’s father and John’s father (Bill Shurey) were both Rotarians, and their mothers ‘Mabs’ and Bessie played tennis together. Wendy only met John formally in February 1963 when he was doing some renovations at Dr Blair’s Ophthalmologist surgery where Wendy was employed as the nurse. 

			The secretary at that time, Ann, was getting married and as John was a friend of her fiancé, she invited John and Wendy to the wedding together as the only single guests. After the wedding their first date was to the drive-in. 

			Wendy seems to think that as their parents knew each other, there was definitely some sort of matchmaking going on in the background. 

			Wendy’s parents’ 25th wedding anniversary fell on April 23, 1963 and at the conclusion of the celebrations Wendy’s and John’s engagement was announced after only four months courtship. 

			They were married 12 months later on April 18, 1964 at St. Margaret’s Church of England Mildura thus starting a very happy journey of 51 years. John passed away on April 5, 2017. 

			John didn’t like public speaking and at their wedding in his short speech thanked everyone for their “beautiful and useless gifts”. He couldn’t work out why they all laughed. 

			Instead of formal speeches they had songs; Bride and Groom – I’ll Be Loving You Always; Bridesmaids – Stay As Sweet As You Are; Parents of Bride and Groom – You Will Never Grow Old; cutting the cake – When You Are In Love and for the Bridal Waltz – For Ever and Ever. 

			Wendy’s Matron of Honour was Katrina Lloyd (nee Honeybone) and the Bridesmaids were Robin Phillips and Marie Louise Forster. John’s Best Man was Robert Shurey and the Groomsmen were Douglas McKendrick and Maurice Williams.

			Their wedding reception was held at the Grand Hotel, Mildura. Wendy and John went to Perth for their two-week honeymoon. 

			Returning to their new home in Campbell Grove they discovered that their parents had been around to make it ready for them. John’s father had devised an interesting ornament for the mantlepiece – the ‘S’ bend from a porcelain toilet. On their first night in their new home they were awakened by a cacophony of sounds, from trains, trucks, babies crying and music, loud enough to wake their neighbours. John’s work mates had set up a speaker in the ceiling above their bed. 

			They were transmitting the sound from across the fence where they were hiding. It is Wendy’s understanding that the local “sound man” Des Tobin was one of the culprits. Years later, renovations discovered the speaker still in situ. 

			On Wendy’s 21st birthday her father gave her a baby Austin car but as she didn’t have a licence her brother Bruce mainly drove the car. He took her driving on Sundays and one memorable Sunday he let her drive down Brighton Road (the busiest day of the week at that time). It was on this drive that Wendy fumbled the clutch and ran into the back of a Ford Zephyr in front of them. 

			Wendy recalls that she knocked off the bumper ornament but did more damage to her car than the Zephyr. 

			She got her driver’s licence at around 23 or 24 years of age. When Bruce got a company car the baby Austin was returned to Wendy and was traded in for an Austin Lancer which was kept until Wendy and John’s family started to grow. Their next vehicle was a Ford Falcon station wagon. 

			“The Falcon had no air conditioning so going on summer holidays to Anglesea was a hot trip. In those days it did not seem to matter as the windows were open to the fresh air”, Wendy said. 

			Wendy remembers when Jill was a baby, still at the breast, they had gone for a drive out the back of Gol Gol in the Austin Lancer looking for mushrooms. 

			Luckily, they had visited a friend Kevin Follet before heading out. Kevin, having sensed something was wrong, went looking for them and found them bogged. John loved the bush and had great admiration for Kevin’s bush knowledge and skills. 

			Wendy and John had four children and Wendy took time off from her job nursing for Dr. Blair to be a mum and look after the children. 

			Jill, born 1965, followed in her mother’s and grandmother’s footsteps and became a nurse. She is married to Peter McCalman who is a MICA Paramedic with Airwing. They have two children, Abbey, born 2003 and Emma, born 2005. 

			Carolyn, born 1966, is a teacher and Education Officer at Melbourne Botanical Gardens; her partner is Greg Giannis (PhD). They have one daughter, Angelina, born 2005. Malcolm, born 1968, is an officer in the Victorian Police Force and is married to Anna Simpson who is a Cordon Bleu chef. They have a son Oliver, born 2004 and a daughter Meg, born 2006. Last but not least is Jenni, born 1970. Jenni is employed at Bunnings. She is married to Jason Sparks, a pilot for Qantaslink, and they have a son William, born 2009. 

			All the children went to the Mildura West Primary School and both Wendy and John were involved in their schooling; including parents’ clubs, school fetes, field days and other fundraising functions, and helping at the school canteen. At one time Wendy was on the School Council, president of the Mothers’ Club, and the Sunraysia District Parent and Citizen representative, travelling to Melbourne for state meetings. 

			The children also attended the Mildura High School which is now Mildura Senior College. 

			When the children were little Wendy’s favourite pastime was tennis which she would play each Wednesday at St. Andrew’s Courts. She would take along a mesh playpen with a solid bottom to put the children in to stop them from wandering off. She returned to nursing when Jenni started secondary school. In 1988 she undertook a refresher course in nursing at the Old Base Hospital. 

			Wendy was more interested in Aged Care and she left to work at Red Cliffs Hospital and Nursing Home from 1988 to 1994. When the hospital closed, she was offered a redundancy package. After this she undertook some agency nursing jobs and kept her certificate current for a few years longer. 

			John, being in the building trade, had three weeks off through late December and early January when the building material suppliers were closed for the Christmas break. During the much anticipated break, the family would holiday at Wendy’s parent’s holiday house at Anglesea on the Great Ocean Road. It was a long trip taking eight hours, but they enjoyed the seaside and the game of Scrabble. 

			Scrabble was frequently played by the family as well as in their close-knit holiday community. 

			Wendy’s mother would sometimes join them in Anglesea for the holiday, but her father rarely did. 
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			A ‘60’s summer holiday gathering of friends at Anglesea

			The home sat on a hill overlooking the valley and they could see across the bay to the lights of Mt Martha on the Mornington Peninsula. 

			The Shurey family’s “shack” at Paringi on the Murray was available during the school holidays for fishing and boating adventures, ensuring plenty of cod, perch and catfish. 

			The babies would be safe from insects in the “meat safe” cot. The loo was outside and, with the door to the “long-drop” open, the sitter would have a panoramic view across the water to Lambert Island. 

			One year the family went for a farm stay in Adaminaby where the “big trout” resides. This was possibly the last big family holiday before the children went their own ways. The kids rode horses and learned fly-fishing on Lake Eucumbene. Their teacher was none other than Andy Lomnici – the creator of the Big Trout sculpture in Adaminaby. 

			In the three months between leaving school and commencing nursing training Wendy went with her parents to Warrnambool for a Rotary conference, travelling across country then down the Great Ocean Road in an old black Dodge. Wendy was not a good traveller and was ill on the journey. 

			Whilst the men were at the conference the women did touristy things and on the return trip Wendy was dropped off to start her studies at the Trewella Nurses’ Preliminary Training school at Toorak. From the age of four Wendy knew that all she ever wanted to be was a nurse and in the final year of school she received a bursary which paid for year 12 text books, with the proviso that she went on to do nursing training at a public hospital. 

			On April 1, 1957 Wendy commenced her training at the Royal Melbourne Hospital where intakes of 60 trainees took place every four months. Training consisted of six months at the Royal Children’s Hospital, six months at Royal Melbourne Hospital and six months at the Fairfield Infectious Diseases Hospital where she trained under WW2 survivor Vivian Bullwinkle. The rest of the training was done in residential study blocks in Malvern. 

			While at the Royal Melbourne Hospital Wendy trained under some of the nurses that had trained with her mother. Her post-graduate year or staff nurse training took place at Mildura Base Hospital where she started off in the infectious diseases ward. Conditions were not up to the same standards as Fairfield Infectious Diseases Hospital and Wendy was soon moved to the children’s ward given her extensive training at the Royal Children’s Hospital. A close-knit group of nurses who did their training at Royal Melbourne Hospital still keep in touch and have a catch-up on April 1 each year. 

			When living at the nurses’ home, many of the nurses smoked so Wendy and one of her friends bought a packet of Rothmans cigarettes. After one puff they declared that smoking left a revolting taste in their mouths. Smoking was not for them, so they promptly gave it up. Wendy still finds the smell of cigarette smoke abhorrent to this day. 

			Wendy went on to aged care nursing in 1986, mainly on night shift. She is a member of the Mildura District Hospital Nursing Association and 2020 would have been the 64th annual dinner but due to the COVID-19 virus the dinner had to be cancelled. Over the years Wendy has held various executive positions in this association of which she has been a member for between 25 and 30 years. 

			John and Wendy had an A’van in which they travelled, with a group of four other vans, up through the centre of Australia visiting Roxby Downs, Alice Springs, Kings Canyon then back through Bourke. They stayed at Trilby Station where the station owner gave them a lovely perch, which he had caught on “waratah worms”. Waratah worms was the name given to a cage made from Waratah fencing wire (otherwise known as a “drum net”). 

			They participated in two of Bill Peach’s Tours in which they flew from place to place seeing the sights, then on to the next place. Tours included luxury flights and cruises. One cruise was on the Orion, a National Geographic ship. 

			The couple only left Australian shores once and that was to attend their nephew Robert’s 40th birthday in New Zealand. 

			In April 1987 Wendy had a mammogram and was diagnosed with breast cancer in the right breast. The biopsy showed ductal cancer and radical surgery removed her right breast. As surgery had removed all lymph nodes she did not require chemotherapy. Memories of what her sister-in-law Julie had gone through were in her mind at that time but the positivity of the surgeon John Collins gave her confidence of a good outcome. 

			Given that John Shurey was colour-blind he said he was really worried something could happen to her. He complained that “There would be no-one to coordinate his clothes”. Wendy confides that he even numbered his trousers and shirts so he would know “what went with what!” Later that year she also had a hysterectomy. It helped her that up until 1987 she had been a regular blood donor. 

			1997 saw Wendy have her left breast removed, not due to cancer but to the inconvenience of constant screenings. 

			The Shurey family lived in Campbell Grove, a cul-de-sac of 28 houses, for sixteen years and during this time made life-long friends. 

			The families would hold a Christmas party each year in early December, each taking turns to host the festivities. 

			At the end of the night the men would party on and the wives would take the tired youngsters home to bed. After 55 years the remaining friends still meet at Christmas but now at the Gol Gol Hotel. 

			The group has now dwindled to six couples and four widows. John was a volunteer fireman and there was a fire alarm installed in the laundry of the Campbell Grove house which would go off at any time of the day or night and was a big part of the family’s life. 

			After Campbell Grove, in 1978, the family moved to Irymple where they had a large house with five bedrooms and eight-foot-wide verandas on the north and south sides. The house was designed to be as energy efficient as it could be for those times. 
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			A group of neighbourhood kids at Henderson Park during the war years. Wendy is fifth from the left and Bruce is second from the right. 

			On April 8, 2018, twelve months after John died, Wendy moved to the Princes Court Village. She sold the family home in Irymple in November that year. 

			Wendy had a fall in 2019 and smashed her kneecap and had surgery in early 2020. 

			In the hiatus between the first and second lockdown due to the COVID-19 pandemic Wendy once again took to the Waves pool for those few short weeks. 

			She also enjoys being able to join the Scrabble players on a Wednesday afternoon. One of the positive attractions of Princes Court Village was the advertised Scrabble game each Wednesday. 

			Wendy’s love of Scrabble started at her mother’s knee, and she still loves the game today. 

			Scoring takes last place behind her love of words and companionship. The enjoyment of participating and the placement of a well thought out word is what it is all about. 

			Like all of us she hopes that we will get back to a normal life soon.
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