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			Marie Freckleton

			Memories shared with Di Pearson and Sandra Bailey

			Just step outside your comfort zone! 

			I am Marie Jean Freckleton. I was born on July 7, 1942 at the ‘old’ Mildura Base Hospital to my parents Jean Muriel Jardine and Alexander Roy Jardine. They were living in Ouyen, but as there was not enough specialised care, it was decided that I would be born in Mildura. My mother had been quite ill having already lost her baby, Muriel Isabel, in 1936. My older brother Alan was born in 1938. My mother Jean (Stewart) was born in Prahran on October 23, 1905 to parents Amy and George Stewart. My grandfather was a master printer who worked at McCarron Bird & Co, in Collins Street, Melbourne.
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			The firm was established in 1872 in Flinders Street Lane West by John Francis McCarron having taken over the firm known as Ferguson & Moore.In 1887, the firm relocated to 479 Collins Street, as it continued growing.This building is listed on the Victorian Heritage Register.
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			Marie – aged four

			My grandmother was a tailoress before she was married. My mother’s siblings were Sybil, William and Alan. Both my mother and Sybil were teachers who were keen to apply for a school in the country, as their brother William had gone farming at Underbool. My mother applied for a position at Kiamal State School in June 1930. Kiamal State School was a one teacher school and very remote. She remained in that position until she was married in 1934. My father was working in Kiamal at the time my mother went there to teach. She boarded with my father’s brother, Jack (John Jardine), who was married and lived on a farm about a kilometre from the school. My mother would walk to school each day up a dirt road or across the paddock with the other school age children from the family.It would have been a very lonely and remote situation. My father was born on November 16, 1900. He was one of nine children growing-up on a farm at Rathscar. The two eldest boys, John and James, and my father Alex, came to the Mallee on the advice of their uncle who had already taken up land at Kiamal.  Over my father’s lifetime he had been a shearer, a farmer, a storekeeper, (my parents owned the Kiamal Store for a short time), a butcher, a stock agent, a wool buyer and an auctioneer!

			My mother was diagnosed with breast cancer when I was about eighteen months old and Alan and I were shipped around to various relatives while my mother was receiving treatment. She died in May 1944, aged just thirty-nine. My grandmother, Amy Augusta Ethel Stewart, my mother’s mother, was born in 1875. She was sixty-seven when she took on looking after me. It was quite a big task for someone of that age. My early life between the ages two and five years, I was probably a very lonely child, but didn’t realise it. 

			When I went to live with my grandmother in Melbourne at her home at 7 Houghton Street, North Balwyn. I was very restricted in terms of outside company. We had very few visitors - all elderly people with no children. I was not allowed to play with the children in the street. My cousins who lived in East Kew were not old enough to interact with me until I was about the age of five. No wonder I enjoyed my excursions to the city and going to Underbool!
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			Aunt Sybil, Marie, Grandmother Stewart and Alan 

			There was a private library service in North Balwyn shopping centre where you paid a penny a book. This was my one major enjoyment. I could borrow books and my grandmother read to me every night.  No wonder I grew up to be such a shy child and found it difficult to communicate with others. I don’t have much of a memory of anything prior to going to school, but I can remember my very first day. The bus came up our street and I caught it on the corner.

			I was to attend Balwyn State School and my grandmother accompanied me. I told my grandmother the next day I could manage on the bus by myself, and I did from then on. I remember my classroom door was green and when out at recess or lunch, I kept that green door in my sights. I gradually learnt to move further away from it. I can remember, not a sandpit as we know it now, but a pile of sand put in the corner of the yard, probably for workmen not children, but we had great fun digging tunnels in the sand. As these memories return it has become very apparent now that I was sheltered by my grandmother. Sometimes, people would ask me questions. Before I could reply, my grandmother would answer for me. I loved school; it was my connection to the outside world. I wasn’t allowed to play with children in the street so that made school so much more enjoyable, reacting and connecting with other children. When at home I learnt to entertain myself – I had many dolls which I enjoyed playing with as they were all beautifully dressed by my Aunt Sybil, who was a wonderful knitter and sewer. I had a beautiful blue wooden doll’s bed, all fitted out with sheets and blankets, as well as a doll’s pram. I had a little celluloid doll about 8” long called Betty, plus a ragdoll, a doll who went to sleep when you lay her down and a small table and chairs, just my size.

			The table and chairs and doll’s bed were made by a friend of my uncle, who had returned from the war and possibly was unable to get a job due to his injuries. Also, in my possession was a collection of many and varied rubber stamps. You could stamp a picture if you were clever! As I got older, I had a rubber ball which I could throw and catch any which way possible – over my head, over my shoulder, between my legs, turn around and catch it. Anything I could think of. Playing with the ball absorbed many long hours of playing by myself. We had a large brick wall at the rear of the house which I made good use of. All that training in hand eye co-ordination probably helped my skills in tennis at a later time.

			Skipping also entertained me for quite a long time and I became a very proficient skipper because I had plenty of time to practice. I loved skipping at school where we could do “Double Dutch” and “French” as we needed other people to turn the rope. Later, my father gave me a bike which I was only allowed to ride around the back lawn – not out in the street, but it helped me to master my riding skills. My grandmother introduced me to reading at an early age. Every night we would go to bed early, in twin beds sharing the same room. My grandmother would read to me from Enid Blyton’s, The Famous Five, The Far Away Tree and many others. We soon moved on to Mary Grant Bruce Billabong books, which I really loved as I thought I was Nora…. I would always say to my grandmother, “just one more chapter please” and she usually did. Then I would dream about being Nora and how I would love to wear that red cape and white veil. Yes, I was going to be a nurse when I grew up! When I was seven, I was given the complete Adventures of Blinky Bill by my Uncle Alan. I thought it was a really fabulous book.
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			One of Marie’s favourite books published in 1928 

			My grandchildren now have it, but it doesn’t seem to have the same appeal to them as it did for me. My brother Alan would come to Melbourne every Christmas school holidays and stay with us. This was the only time I got to see him. He was four years older than me and seemed very old! I can remember once he and I got on the tram and went to a park by ourselves.

			We also stopped at a lolly shop and bought a lolly. I had never been allowed to do so in the past. I was probably about eight or nine at the time. Once when we were in Ouyen, Alan was trying to teach me to ride a bike along the back lane where there were large tree roots across the laneway. Every time, I got started I was unable to steer around the roots and I would fall off. I eventually mastered it. Every winter my grandmother and I would go to the Mallee to visit my aunt in Underbool, my uncle on a farm also in Underbool and we would spend some time with my father, brother and stepmother in Ouyen. My father had married Margaret Munro from Ouyen.

			Overall, I think we would spend about six or eight weeks there every year. I loved being in the country. I think I was really meant to be a country girl.While we were staying with my aunt in Underbool, I would go to school. It was so easy. I could just run to school. When we stayed out on the farm with my uncle and his three children, I went to school with them on a horse and gig. I loved spending this time in Underbool each year, it was certainly different from my life in the city.

			When I was in Grade 4 and still attending Balwyn State School, they built a new school at the bottom of our street, Balwyn North State School. It was only 200 yards away. Unfortunately, I was not permitted to attend there as I was already enrolled in another school. But after our holidays in Underbool, I was able to get a transfer to Balwyn North. I stayed at this school until my grandmother died the following year. I loved going to Balwyn North school as it was very close, and I was able to come home for lunch each day.

			It was there that I learnt to skip “French” and “Double Dutch” – two ropes turned at the same time, one with both ropes turned in and the other with the two ropes turned out! I was very fortunate with some great holidays. One I particularly remember was when I was quite young. It was with my grandmother and my aunt. We went to stay at Dudley House in Hepburn Springs. I had a wonderful time there as there were two young girls who would teach me how to play table tennis, board games and take me on walks.
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			Dudley House – Hepburn Springs

			Dudley House is an Historic Hepburn Springs guesthouse that was built in 1908 and was named after Lord Dudley Lord Dudley was Australia’s fourth Governor-General. He had visited the property in the year it was built. It was listed for sale in September 2019.

			I loved going on the tram with my grandmother into the city. We would spend a day shopping and then go and see my great uncle who was a manufacturing jeweller and had a workshop in a city building. I still love cities with all their hustle and bustle! On Saturday mornings, my Uncle Alan and Auntie Joan and their three children, would come and pick us up and take us to Burke Road, Camberwell for shopping. Afterwards we would usually return to their home for lunch and I would stay and play with the boys and sometimes stay overnight. They lived in Munro Street, East Kew which was not far from where we lived. The Yarra River was very close by and I loved playing outdoors amongst the natural environment. It was a most exciting time for me. Douglas, the eldest of the three boys, and I would go fishing with a long stick, a bit of string and a bent pin in the very shallow creek at the bottom of the hill. This area is now a well-known all abilities playground and a picnic area called Hay’s Paddock.
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			I loved the weekends when we would often drive into the hills and pick blackberries which my grandmother would make into beautiful blackberry jam. She was a wonderful cook and we would often picnic along the roadside with a homemade egg and bacon pie for lunch.

			One Christmas holiday my father took me to stay with my other grandmother, Elizabeth Isabella Jardine who lived in Rathscar, where my father had grown up. I loved being on the farm but was very homesick, as I had never been away from my grandmother before. An older cousin, Isabel, lived with this grandmother, as her mother had died in childbirth. I have very good memories of her making wonderful ice creams. They had a house cow and the ice creams were made from fresh cream. I can’t remember the flavouring, but they were delicious.

			Rathscar is a central Victorian town. Gold was mined in the area. The area to the east of the Avoca River known as Rathscar West was surveyed in 1899. Rathscar straddles both the Pyrenees Shire and the Shire of Central Goldfields. 

			My father’s youngest brother Keith lived on the farm next door and I would go to his place as he had three young children for me to play with. I was a bit naughty when I was there as I encouraged my younger cousin to have this adventure and walk up Broom Hill, which was just across the road. I did think it would be very easy, but it didn’t prove to be. I had probably read too many Enid Blyton books and thought I was part of the Famous Five. I can remember going to Rathscar twice in the school holidays. During one stay I was at my cousin’s place. My uncle and aunt had gone to collect the mail at the Post Office, about a mile away.

			The four of us were left at home and it must have been late evening as the moon was rising. As I wasn’t used to seeing a moon rise like that, I thought it was a bushfire coming through the trees. It was so bright and red, and I was quite frightened but as it rose higher, I could see it was the moon and I was then OK. On one of these visits my Uncle Keith thought he would teach me to ride a horse. He put me on the horse, held onto my leg and ran with me – I never did learn to ride a horse. All my father’s brothers were very involved with horse racing and trotting, as they had all grown up at a time when horse riding was very common. While staying at Rathscar, my Aunt Margaret made me a new dress which I loved. It had hollyhocks coming up everywhere around the bottom. It was quite different to what my grandmother made, as she made more formal clothing for me. I did enjoy my visits to Rathscar to meet my other grandmother and get to know her, also a few of my 28 cousins. My father had eight siblings. 

			In September 1953 my grandmother who I had been living with in Balwyn, died of stomach cancer. She had been ill for a short time and my aunt from Underbool had come down to look after her. It was then decided that I should go and live with my aunt in Underbool. Nobody ever consulted me, it was just presumed that’s what I would be happy to do – which it was. I was already familiar with life in Underbool as my grandmother and I stayed there for some weeks during winter each year. The house at Balwyn was packed up and we departed on a steam train for Underbool. Travelling on the train all night was an exciting experience for me. We had to change trains at Ouyen and arrived in the early hours of the morning at Underbool, where someone picked us up and took us home. I soon settled into life in the country although school was very different. 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Marie (aged 3) and Grandmother Stewart 

			I had gone from a large city school to a small country school with two to three children in the same grade as me. I was aged 11 and in Grade 5 and it was only a short walk from my aunt’s home to the school, so I was able to go home for lunch each day. Underbool State School was a two-teacher school. My cousin John was the same age and grade as me and he would ask me if I would like a seesaw. I was silly enough to hop on and he would wait until I was up in the air and jump off with me crashing to the ground. It took me a while to wake up to his little trick. I was very trusting, but I soon learnt. 

			Soon after arriving in Underbool I received two pets. The people in the town must have thought I needed company. One was a beautiful fluffy ginger cat call ‘Pooh’ and the other was a little Fox Terrier called ‘Stinky’. I did not choose the names. At school we were very lucky to have an asphalt tennis court. It was the start of a long and happy career enjoying tennis. We lived very close to the town tennis courts and I could hear the balls being hit, if anyone was on the court. I would quickly jump on my bike and ride there hoping for a game.

			My life in the very relaxed open spaces of Underbool was a wonderful experience. My aunt bought me a bike, which I just loved. I could ride all around the town whenever I liked as there were very few cars to contend with. The road was all mine! One of the highlights of my primary school years in Underbool would have to be the school picnic. City schools didn’t seem to have school picnics as I had never been to one before. The Underbool school picnic was held at a large sandhill out by the salt lakes.We had such fun running up this sandhill, but never having been up a sandhill before, I thought I could run down it.

			Once you start you cannot stop, and I ended up ‘splat’ at the foot of the hill. I learnt that lesson well. To help my recovery from this unfortunate happening I was given a glass of raspberry cordial, which seemed to come out of a large watering can. I have never tasted raspberry cordial as nice as that. Other Underbool treats that I had never heard of before were the visiting concerts. The Blind always had a concert as well as the Deaf and Dumb. Those names would be very politically incorrect these days. They would come to town and the children from the school would sell the tickets.

			Sometimes we were given a free ticket if we sold enough. I thought the concerts were just terrific, they were a mix of song, dance and comedy and were held in the local hall, which was always crowded to overflowing.Another treat was the Guy Fawkes bonfire night. In the station yard, the locals would collect large bundles of firewood and make a huge bonfire.Everyone would buy crackers, skyrockets, jumping jacks, penny bungers and whatever else was available in the fireworks line. I loved going to the general store to choose what I could with the money I had.

			For me it was such an exciting night. The next exciting night to look forward to, was when the circus came to town. Everything to me looked ‘glitz and glamour’. It probably wasn’t, but I thought it was fantastic, not ever having seen a circus before. These events happened every year, so we always had something to look forward to. Another highlight event was going to the pictures. The local people who ran the garage and the electricity, also ran the pictures. Every fortnight they would show a film in the local hall.

			I loved walking past the billboard in the main street that had a large poster of what the next movie was going to be. You could dream all sorts of things just by looking at one of those posters. It would seem to be the most exciting movie ever. My aunt and I went most of the time. The seats were very hard wood with straight backs. Many people took their own cushions and a rug as it was very cold in the winter.

			In 1954 my brother Alan came out from Ouyen to live with my aunt and myself and it was the first time we had spent any length of time together as siblings. Alan was in his last year of high school and would come home telling me wonderful stories of secondary school, all of which I believed. Alan had been living with my father and stepmother and half-brother Gordon, in Ouyen. He must have been given a choice if he would like to live in Underbool with my aunt and myself. A highlight of my final year at primary school was boarding the steam train at Underbool on the March 25, 1954 and travelling to the Red Cliffs railway station. We were marched down to Quandong Park and stood neatly waving our Australian and Union Jack flags as we watched Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth 2 and His Royal Highness Prince Phillip. They were standing in the back of a Land Rover being driven around the inside of the railing around the oval.

			In 1955 I began secondary schooling in Ouyen with very little idea of how to go about it, as there were no orientation days like now. I just hopped on the bus on the first day of school, got off at the school and hoped for the best. I caught the bus at 7.45 each day and returned about 5 o’clock. The bus took about an hour to go from Underbool to Ouyen picking up children from Torrita, Walpeup, Galah and Tiega, also picking up children from farms along the way, after they had walked from their homes to the highway.

			The bus was always full when we left Ouyen. Some days it was standing room only for a while. At the first two stops coming out of Ouyen, large families got off and made more room. 

			I was never very good getting up early in the morning as I always felt that I needed one more minute in bed, but I always managed to catch the bus. The bus stopped right in front of our house which was very convenient. I seemed to find my way around at High School and had the help of my cousin, Dorothy Jardine. She was a younger member of the family where my mother boarded when she was teaching in Kiamal. She was a year older than me and one of nine children. Dorothy taught me how to dance.At recess they would put on music in the quadrangle and the girls would dance. I don’t remember any boys dancing, but it certainly gave me my first instructions on ballroom dancing.

			I soon made friends at high school. The other students came from a wide area around Ouyen, so I did not see them outside school hours. In my first year at high school I discovered bat tennis and really loved it. When let out for recess we would make a mad dash to get a court and a bat. Alan made me a bat out of a large chunk of wood which was probably far too heavy, but I found it great because he put some inner tubing from a bike tyre on the handle, which made it very smooth on your hand.

			I completed secondary school in Form 5 and like all young women back then, wondered what I would do next. I thought nursing was my destiny but an emergency trip to hospital with appendicitis changed those thoughts. Hospital life was not for me. Banking was another option as there was always an opening in banks to train a young woman. I hated maths so I decided against that option also.

			So, it was teaching, and I headed off to Bendigo Teachers College in 1960.

			The Bendigo Teachers College on Osborne Street, Flora Hill then (Pleasant Vale) was constructed in 1959 although the institution itself pre-dated this period by several decades. Post-war, the state government realised there was a looming shortage of teachers and so the Department of Education desperately set about constructing new training colleges. The buildings were built on the cheap of light timber constructions. Today it is owned by La Trobe University, with many of the former buildings demolished.

			Going to teacher’s college was a huge change for me. I had to step out of my comfort zone, meet new people, make new friends, adapt to a new lifestyle. My good friend Helena Cooke and I were the only two from Ouyen High School to go to Bendigo College. Everybody else all seemed to know many people from the school they came from, a lot of the children came from the Swan Hill and Shepparton areas. We soon made new friends mainly in the hostel rather than our group classes. One of the requirements for college was to bring a pushbike which we did and rode many miles around. We also used them for our teaching rounds. My first teaching round was at Spring Gully not far from the college, so I rode my bike there. If we walked down Caroline Street, we could catch the tram into the city which we often did. I had teaching rounds also at Violet Street, Quarry Hill and Kangaroo Flat. Two years at teacher’s college certainly made me grow up quite a lot. I had received a bursary to go to college, so they actually paid me to go. It was quite sufficient funds to survive well. All our meals were provided in the dining room at college. We paid a small amount of our pay for our board.

			My first posting was to Cardross Primary School, a small school between Mildura and Red Cliffs. I was fortunate enough to find board with a family behind the school in Sandy Lane, very aptly named. I could walk to school in five minutes. One of the rooms I taught in was called the Meat Safe, a large standalone room with weatherboards up to shoulder height and flywire above that. The fly wire was covered by canvas blinds in the winter as it was rather cold. There was a wood heater inside. I enjoyed boarding with the family. They had a daughter, also named Marie, who had left home the year before so I just took her place. Her husband Maurice worked with Kevin at Smiths Auto. That is how I met Kevin Freckleton. I became comfortable and settled into community life there.

			Kevin worked as a mechanic with Smith’s Service Station on the corner of Deakin Avenue and Ninth Street Mildura, where The Professionals Real Estate is now established. Interestingly the car-park area at the rear side is still used for staff parking today. We courted during my time at Cardross. Kevin and I both enjoyed sports, I played tennis for Cardross in the winter and Kevin played football for Irymple. We also both joined the Red Cliff’s Golf Club and enjoyed many Sundays there. After two years in Cardross I felt it was time to move on for a change. I applied for many schools and received a posting to Sea Lake. I asked my Cardross principal did he have any advice for me moving to a new school. He said, “Whatever you do, do not say. When I was at Cardross we did it like this”. It was very good advice. Sea Lake was a new challenge. I shared a house with three other teachers, one secondary teacher and the other two at primary with me. I had a great time. There was always someone around to talk to or go to, whatever else was happening in town.

			Halfway through the year we had the option to move into the old Manse next to the Uniting church which we did. On Sundays you either stayed in bed or got up and went to church. It was easier to stay in bed.
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			Underbool Methodist Church

			We had great fun at the Manse as it was a drop-in centre for all teachers who had private board. We also had a piano and someone who could play it. Kevin would come down to Sea Lake on many Sundays or I would drive to Mildura for the weekend. When I turned 21, I received half of my mother’s inheritance from my grandparents, (Alan received the other half), so I bought a Cortina car which took me many miles. In 1965 we set about organising the building of our future home at 5 Leonard Street Mildura as we had decided to get married. We were engaged in January 1966.
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			Marie, Marie’s cousin and Grandmother Stewart

			It was completed in time for our marriage and we moved in straight away.

			On New Year’s Eve 1966 we were married at the Methodist Church Underbool and I transferred to Mildura Central School Infant’s Department and taught there for the next two years. I really enjoyed the infant grade as I had had senior grades prior to that. In 1969 I received a promotion to Irymple South School and was there for a year and two terms as I was pregnant with our first son Andrew. Andrew was born on the 16 December 1970. During this time Kevin established South East Motors in Scott Crescent in partnership with Maurice Harding. After some years, Maurice left to start his own business. Kevin carried on the business with the help of an apprentice for some time until it became very apparent our boys had no idea about spanners. Adrian was born on the 15 February 1973 and when he was one year old, I returned to teaching part-time.

			Emergency teaching had just been established to cover teachers away for a short time as there were permanent relief teachers for long-term absences. I enjoyed this work as it was on a casual basis, maybe several days a week or it could be several weeks long. I continued doing this until 2001. Kevin then worked at Stuart and Harrison’s on Deakin Avenue, then returning to where he commenced his motor mechanic career at Smith’s Autos, now Lou Robertson’s. Kevin worked at Stuart and Harrison’s and Robertson’s for a short time before joining Sunraysia Trading in Scott Crescent where he stayed until his retirement.
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			Marie aged four

			They spent every daylight hour playing sport. Their secondary schooling was at Mildura Technical. Adrian played basketball with the Mavericks and Andrew excelled at cricket, baseball and tennis. Between them and my husband Kevin it wasn’t unusual to pick up the local newspaper and find one of them featured on the sporting pages. Kevin had a long association with local cricket. I always played sport myself and was a member of the Saint Andrews Tennis Club for thirty years. After retiring I played golf for ten years.

			Andrew is married to Gill and they have two children, Matilda and Hugh and they live in Bendigo. Adrian married Zara and they have three daughters, Jade, Sienna and Ruby. The girls live with their mother at Merimbula, NSW. Adrian and Zara are divorced. Adrian married Roya this year (2019). My family are all happy and that is all I can hope for. Life certainly does have its challenges and Kevin and I have travelled those journeys in our golden years.

			I had a five-year battle with acute myeloid leukemia and in 2001 I underwent stem cell transplant with a perfect match from my brother Alan. In 2008 Kevin was diagnosed with cancer and given only three months to live. We were very blessed that it went on to become eighteen months and he lost his battle on February 20, 2010. During 2009 we moved into our home in Princes Court Village where life became much more sedate. In 2012, I was again struck by that horrible disease and luckily it was treated successfully, and I remain cancer free. I spend my time attending U3A, joining in a walking group, a book club and catching up with former colleagues and visiting my family whenever possible.
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			A Princes Court Village Unit

		

	OEBPS/image/Playground.jpg





OEBPS/image/Marie3yo_GrandmotherStewart.jpg





OEBPS/image/MarieFreckleton_Story-Cover.jpg
MARIE FRECKLETON

in conversation with Di Pearson and Sandra Bailey





OEBPS/image/Marie4yo.jpg





OEBPS/image/Underbool_Methodist_Church.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						MarieFreckleton._inConversation


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


			


		
	

OEBPS/image/Medallion_Grandfather.jpg
JUBILEE
PRINTING
EXHIBITION
18821932





OEBPS/image/Unit_Princes_Crt_Village.jpg





OEBPS/image/MarieFreckleton_Story-Cover.png
MARIE FRECKLETON

in conversation with Di Pearson and Sandra Bailey





OEBPS/image/AuntSybil_Marie_GranStewart_Alan.jpg





OEBPS/image/Marie_cousin_GrandmotherStewart.jpg





OEBPS/image/Marie4yo_portrait.jpg





OEBPS/image/Fav_Book.png
[ BILLABONG






OEBPS/image/Dudley_House_Hepburn_Springs.jpg





