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			TED ROBERTS OAM 

			in conversation with Michael Oates OAM 

			Well, someone had to do it! 

			Edmond (Ted) James Roberts was born in Stawell on the July 18, 1928, or so it says on his birth certificate. But his maternal grandmother claimed to recall the day well and she was adamant that Ted was born two days later. Being a practical man, Ted celebrates two birthdays, one on July 18, and one on July 20. “My friends clearly don’t accept July 20th as they feel I look two days older!” 

			Ted’s earliest memory as a little boy of three or four, is running outside his home, while holding on to the axle of a pair of pram wheels with a belt attached. That was over ninety years ago. Unfortunately, he fell on to the gravel road and sustained a cut lip. As his lip bled, both his mother and grandmother tried to comfort him and stop the bleeding, but he would only allow them to touch his wound with cotton wool. It’s an early indication of Ted’s single-mindedness and the determined personality that he has consistently demonstrated throughout his life. 

			Ted was born the middle child of five to William Roberts and Gwendoline (née Cawthorne) at a very challenging time, just months before the great stock market crash of 1929. Ted was flanked by two older brothers, Sydney and William (Bill), and by a younger sister Imelda, and his brother Knowles. 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Gwendoline Roberts nēe Cawthorne nirca 1920’s 

			Ted and his family lived immediately across the road from his grandmother’s house at number 5 Cyprus Street, Stawell. 

			Like most people back then, Ted recalls that his family had very little money. The ‘hand-me-down’ system was alive and well for the boys. Being third in line, Ted often inherited clothes and boots which were well worn in by the time he received them. There were few luxuries to be had. Even music and books were scarce, but he remembers the family as being a content and cheerful one.
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			Ted (top row centre) and his siblings 

			At Christmas, each of the children would receive modest presents in their stockings. Usually, his sister would get a new hand-made dress, and the boys would get items of clothing, most often socks, a bag of boiled lollies and a bag of cherries, which Ted especially looked forward to each year. Ted can only recall ever owning one toy of his own. It was a model tin aeroplane made in Japan, and it fairly captured his imagination. Little did he know then that he would spend over a year in Japan as part of an international occupation force following Japan’s defeat in World War 2. 

			Ted believes that his father was most likely born of Welsh parentage in Port Pirie, South Australia. Following the death of Ted’s paternal grandfather, his grandmother and her five children, (one of which was Ted’s father, Bill) walked most of the way from Port Pirie to Warracknabeal in Central Victoria. They pushed a pram to carry their provisions. The children were all quite young. 

			Ted says that his father Bill spent his sixteenth birthday fighting in the shocking, muddy trenches of The Somme. Following his discharge from the Army he was engaged as a farm labourer, and later took a job on the railway. Ted’s mother Gwen was a local girl, born to a family in Deep Lead, near Stawell. She had worked as a housekeeper for Dr Gibson, a local GP. 

			An early recollection of Ted’s was that of his older brothers deciding to paint him black from a discarded paint-pot they had found. Ted was clearly third in the pecking order. With the job done, Ted went about leaving his ‘black’ handprints on various surfaces, including a nearby post on Lake Road. He reckons it was very good paint, for the prints remained in fine condition for the next forty years, prior to the erection of a new fence. But it was a nightmare to get the paint off him, and no amount of scrubbing with flannels and ordinary soap would suffice, so Granny had to use sandsoap on the tricky areas in the hope of removing it before Ted’s father came home from work, saying to Ted’s mother, “Bill will kill him if he sees this.” 

			Gwen was a positive and steady influence on the children as a caring mother, until her tragic and untimely death from septicaemia when Ted was only eight. This massive loss threw the family into disarray with long term consequences for all. 

			Ted’s father Bill continued working to maintain an income for the family so without Mum, some additional housework fell on the shoulders of the older children who were having to fend more for themselves. The two younger ones were cared for by their grandmother while Bill was at work. 

			Ted and his siblings attended the Stawell State School 502, and he remembers most of the teachers were strict, while others were just mean. Ted noted a change in his siblings following their mother’s death. This was more evident in his older brothers who became more unruly. Ted admits that at times, he was no angel either. Truancy became a regular practice, and although Ted often did not want to wag school, fearing his father would use the leather strop on him, his older brothers bullied him, and threatened to thump him unless he wagged school with them. The boys were frequently in trouble because of this, and on one memorable occasion, Ted was called out from his class and received a hiding, having no idea what for at the time. Later, he found out that his older brother had broken a pickle jar containing flowers, while he was putting wood on the fire for the teacher in another classroom. Bill was about to get the cane from the teacher, ‘Buck-tooth’ Thomas, but escaped through a window and took off. So, poor Ted was punished for the incident, in his place. 

			On another dramatic occasion, Ted recalls his two older brothers, Syd and Bill getting into serious trouble over truancy and were about to be severely chastised, but they escaped and ran down the schoolyard, hiding behind the pine trees. When Mr Aldey, and Mr Martin approached them, they climbed the trees and threatened to urinate on anyone who tried to get them down. Aldey directed Martin to “pull them down at once” and while Martin tried, sure enough, they peed on his head. That incident was seen as sufficient to having both boys sent to the Salvation Army training school. They remained there until they were sixteen and fourteen respectively. Afterwards when they were released, Syd initially did farm labouring, but later joined the army; brother Bill went to live with his aunt May and attended Collingwood Technical School. 

			With the older boys gone, Ted was now the oldest, and was entrusted with more responsibility for keeping the household together, and the younger siblings safe. Like so many other families the Roberts were not able to afford much in the line of entertainment, but they had imagination, and would occupy themselves as best they could. At the weekend for recreation, Ted would often walk with his friends over to Deep Lead. It was a couple of hours walk either way, to where his mother’s family, the Cawthornes and Hauslers lived. They would take their shanghai slingshots with them to shoot cans, bottles, rabbits, birds and anything that moved. It was during these early years of added responsibility that Ted developed the know-how of being well organised and self-sufficient. He also believes that his discipline may be due to the regular hidings he got from his father’s strop. He recalls with a smile, “I think I got more hidings from that strop, than Dad got shaves from his razor”. 

			One Sunday out of the blue, Dad said, “We are going to the Presbyterian church today kids”, (instead of the usual Baptist church). Ted was puzzled and asked why. “Aah”, said his father, “because there is more money there lad”. Although only nine, Ted understood and appreciated what his father meant. 

			It was around this time that Ted’s father went up to Mildura to work on the Mildura Sewerage System installation scheme. The house Ted grew up in, was no longer available to rent, as the owners had returned to reoccupy it. So, for a period, Ted lived with grandmother while his father was away. 

			Ted was attending the Technical School of Mines, and batched with his dad, when his father returned from Mildura. The two younger children lived with their grandmother. One morning on the way to school, Ted noticed a sign in a shop window, advertising a job. He decided to go into Mitchell’s Drapery to enquire about it. After a brief interview, he was employed on the spot by one of the Mitchell Brothers, who told him he was to start on Monday morning. The day being Friday, Ted went to the school, collected his books, and went home. His father was delighted to see him walk in with all his schoolbooks and assumed that he had intentions of doing a lot of homework. 

			Ted told him, “No, I’m leaving school.” “Oh no you’re not. Not until you get a job”, said Dad. At that point, Ted was proudly able to tell his father that he had one already. On the following Monday morning as agreed, he commenced his first job at the age of thirteen. He continued to live with dad for a couple more years. 

			Initially Ted’s work was washing windows, sweeping floors, polishing brass, and later he ran errands, including delivering cash and pay-packets. He did anything and everything that was required of him in a diligent fashion, and he rapidly earned a reputation of trustworthiness and reliability. He loved being busy, especially as he was being paid for it. His wage was twelve shillings and sixpence per week. He kept two and six for himself and the rest went into the family coffers. His next job was at the North-western Woollen Mills where the Mitchell family had investments. He worked eight-hour shifts in rotation and says he was a well-regarded employee. 

			Despite his best endeavours, things did not always go smoothly for Ted. He remembers with fondness a modest little tin boat that he found abandoned. He carefully soldered it to fix the leaks. On getting it ‘water-worthy’ he took his friend Jimmy Cullen, as well as his young sister and brother, Imelda and Knowles out on Cato Lake for a paddle. 

			Unfortunately, the boat sank. While the two older boys could swim, the younger children could not. Ted grabbed Knowles before he went under and passed him on to Jimmy, who dragged him back to the bank. Horrified, Ted could not see his sister and he began to ‘duck-dive’ to try and find her. Precious seconds went by, but he still could not see her in the murky water. To his great relief, he felt the plaits of her hair brush his leg and he grasped them, hauling her to the surface. He managed to get her safely to the bank also. All four were carted off to hospital by ambulance for observation but luck was on their side that day. Irrespective of their close call, Ted lamented the loss of his little green boat, and the money he had saved to go to the pictures, which had fallen out of his pocket. The four adventurers made the front page of the local paper that week. 

			With the war now raging throughout Indochina, and getting ever closer, Ted decided he would join the forces. He was still only fifteen. When he presented to the recruiting office to join the Navy, the recruiting officer told him to go away, as he knew Ted’s father. So, he continued working for another two and a half years and when he was almost eighteen, he returned to the recruiting office and joined the army. By then the fighting had ended, but it opened another chapter in his many lifetime adventures. 
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			Ted joins the Army 

			Joining up in Stawell, Ted was drafted to Greta in New South Wales, for his initial three-month basic training. Then it was off to Broadmeadows, Victoria, where he was attached to Ordinance and clerking. His prime duty there was as a storeman. As a hard worker he was well respected, and he was given the chance to go to Japan as a member of the Australian Army contingent for the post-war international occupying force. An officer attempted to dissuade Ted from leaving Broadmeadows and offered to promote him to Corporal if he remained, but he opted to go to Japan. “It was too good an opportunity to miss”. 

			Ted and the others assembled at Marrickville to get re-kitted and receive their inoculations, as preparation for their impending journey. They boarded the Kanimbla and sailed from Sydney for New Zealand the next afternoon. Their bunks were in the hold which was alongside the galley. As they left the harbour, Ted was assigned to guard the ship’s bow but got very sea-sick and had to be carried to his bunk by three soldiers and an officer. The situation did not improve when he ate greasy pork chops later. Ted exclaimed, “I fed the fishes all the way”. They docked at Auckland initially to take on supplies and additional personnel. Being a member of the advance party, Ted got shore leave for twenty-four hours, and he tried out the wares of the Waitemata brewery. After a good feed, he also tried out the local dancehall at Papatoetoe, and got lucky on both counts. 

			As his ship left the harbour, he was waved off by Ann, his charming new friend whom he liked a lot. They exchanged letters for a while but to his regret, he did not make it back to New Zealand until many years had passed. When he did, their circumstances were very different. 

			From New Zealand, the Kanimbla sailed to New Guinea for another stopover to deliver supplies, before heading to their destination. One of the earliest greetings he received in Japan was from an earthquake. Ted had only two or three drinks on that first night before retiring. As he lay dozing in bed, the room began to shake. He thought to himself, “they have very strong beer over here”, and went back to sleep. He was surprised to find out next morning from his mates that a strong ‘quake had hit the Kitachi region, which of course explained the shaking of the room. 

			Over there, Ted’s enterprising nouse came to the fore and he joined a little business (black-market), trading in cigarettes. He made a nice little profit. He also sold chocolate and even beer-cards. Some of these items were strictly illegal for army personnel. (Being adventurous, quick-witted, and very streetwise, he flew under the radar for the entire length of his service there). 

			One day, a friend of Ted’s who normally drove the Major, borrowed the jeep. He drove Ted and a couple of friends to see what Hiroshima looked like following the atomic bomb. As they approached what was left of the city, a large American military police vehicle overtook them, and a second vehicle pulled in behind them. As they proceeded, they realised they were in a cavalcade of American military vehicles escorting the emperor Hirohito on a sight-seeing drive. They had to continue in the convoy, but to their relief, thinking they may have been in the wrong, they did not get into any trouble. 

			Afterwards they went to see an impressively large, fixed placement gun that the Japanese had erected on the hill to guard the harbour and the city below. Ted and his mates were glad not to have had that massive weapon greet them on arrival. He also recalled a run-in with a couple of not-so-friendly British ‘red-caps’ one night when he’d wandered out of bounds and was having a good time. They bailed him up at gunpoint, but he escaped charges and weathered the incident, wiser but undamaged. 

			Ted and most of his unit were based in Kuro and had daily contact with the local inhabitants, as several Japanese were employed to cater, clean, and attend to the needs of the occupying soldiers. He noted the contrasts with Japanese and the Japanese way of life. He also noted the different landscapes and climate which could be very cold on winter nights in Hiroshima because of the freezing arctic winds. By chance, while in Japan, he met a young man by the name of Windmouth. He was someone he used to play with when they were children in Stawell, proving true to Ted, that it’s a small world. 

			Kuro is a major shipbuilding city on Seto Island in Hiroshima Prefecture – attacked repeatedly during WW2. 

			Part of Ted’s responsibility in Hiroshima was operating the petrol, oil, and lube depot. This involved shifting a lot of 44-gallon drums, on and off trucks. Unfortunately, the heavy manual lifting left Ted with chronic back-pain that has plagued him ever since, although he has not allowed himself to be limited by disability. Before leaving the forces, he also completed an army driving course which he feels has served him well, post army times. 

			On the night before he departed Japan to return to Australia, Ted and a colleague discovered two crates of whiskey on the platform at Kuro railway station. These they ‘liberated’, deciding they would share them with their mates at the camp. Ted can only remember having a couple of drinks that night. In the morning, he was wakened by the reveille, and a fellow soldier reminding him that it was time to go home, but Ted was bemused, his whiskey was nowhere to be found. He never did find out what happened to the whiskey and was aggrieved he did not get his fair share. He felt sure, however, that the remainder would have found a good home. 

			After his discharge from the army, Ted stated he had a good time by drinking the worth of all his pay, his severance wages, and the black-market money he had accumulated in Japan. He was now boarding at the Royal Exchange Hotel. He had only three shillings and eight pence remaining when he met his father in the street in Stawell. He bought a drink for his dad, and one for himself, and with that, he left the pub and never drank grog again. 

			It was about this time that Ted met Norma Kuhn at a party at his grandmother’s home. They were instantly attracted to each other, and soon began going out together. Ted had just applied, successfully, for a training course which required him to spend six months in Echuca. He was to learn a trade in woodwork and further broaden his skills. Ted absorbed all the teacher could teach him early in the course, and he completed the requirements ahead of schedule. He was given the task of constructing a chook-house for a local family, with the instruction, “Now, do a good job young fella and don’t do anything that reflects badly on us here.” He did a ripper job (even if he says so himself) and passed with flying colours. While in Echuca, he and a couple of mates would go rabbiting on a local property, regularly subsidising their wallets by selling the rabbits to the locals at the weekend market. After that, he went back to Stawell. 

			There Ted worked at the Stawell Timber Industries as a carpenter’s labourer. He continued to court Norma over four years, and eventually they married in 1951 and lived with Ted’s grandmother. From their union, their daughter Jillian was born in the Coronation year. Ted, now a father, was a busy twenty-four-year-old, and for a while everything went well. Ted was little into sport or social activities, though he did play a few games of golf with his brother-in law, and even played a couple of golf tournaments in the early days. His priority was always work and providing for family. 
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			Ted, Jillian, and Norma 

			Ted bought, then sub-divided his grandmother’s old block. He constructed utility rooms, a garage, a woodshed, a workshop, and a toilet on the vacant end. He then purchased a house for two hundred pounds, which he completely renovated as a home for Norma, Jillian, and himself. By now, his younger siblings had grown up. 

			His sister Imelda worked at the flax mill and later at a rope factory, while his young brother Knowles worked for Brown’s Heavy Haulage Company. It was Knowles who moved the house to the site for him, minus the stove, which the previous owner kept. Ted believes he was a good provider for his family and stated he used to work every hour God sent to achieve this. However, he reflected later, this may have put a strain on the relationship, as he was away from home a lot, and Norma began to seek solace in alcohol. 

			Sadly, Ted also tells of the demise of Grandma Cawthorne. While walking on the street in Stawell she was butted by a cranky goat. She fell and sustained a fractured hip for which she was hospitalised. Unfortunately, she developed pneumonia, and did not recover, dying some months after. Yet another loss for Ted to bear. 

			Work for Ted was a tonic. He’d accumulated knowledge, practical and artisan skills through education, and from the teaching of his two uncles, Dave and Ted Cawthorne. They had building and mechanical skills between them and helped to equip Ted to tackle almost any kind of task, especially if it involved wood. He put this ability to good advantage over the years, regularly altering, restoring, renovating, and constructing houses in the Stawell area, and beyond. Still today, you may find many buildings that stand in good stead, thanks to his attention. Among the bigger jobs that Ted tackled, was a shearing shed in Marnoo with three others, who left him to finish it on his own. Another job was with a friend, Jack Cray. They travelled out to Lubeck Community Hall to finish the building that had been started by someone else, but not completed. It was a sizable undertaking and they lived frugally for a couple of months, sleeping on the worksite, and eating at the pub. They were earning ten pounds a week; good money for the day. With the job done, they were making their way home, when Ted felt something was amiss with one of the wheels on the Pontiac. 

			(Ted’s first car was an early model American Willy’s Knight sleeve-valve Belle that was converted to a utility. He had paid one hundred pounds cash. It only got ten miles or so to the gallon on oil and would belch out clouds of smoke in its wake, but he was proud of it, and it in turn gave him good service. He replaced it with a Pontiac that he also bought with cash). 

			Concerned, he dropped down a gear to avoid damage. As they descended a steep hill, the car began to shudder. The dodgy wheel disintegrated, sending sparks and gravel flying. Luckily there was minimal damage to the car, and neither were injured. With assistance, they parked it on the roadside and Ted took home the damaged wheel and hub. Unable to find a garage that could either repair, or replace it, he found an old wheel from the Willy’s Knight Belle that almost fitted. There was a narrow circular cavity around the hub, so Ted went to work with a suitable piece of timber, and with his basic tools, he made a large wooden collar that fitted exactly; such was his skill in taming wood. He was very pleased with the result. 

			With building work being a bit slack at times, Ted took the opportunity to train as a nurse at the Stawell Pleasant Creek Training Centre for intellectually disabled children. He completed his three years of theory and practical training as required and qualified to become a staff nurse. He was rapidly promoted up the ranks to charge-nurse level. Finally, he reached the role of Assistant Head Nurse. Ted also had a couple of stints in the acting Head Nurse position, and he was reliably informed prior to retirement, that he had been ear-marked for the role of Director of Nursing. 

			Ted described his attitude towards the young patients in his charge in simple terms. “They could have been my family, and I looked after them as if they were”. He worked two twelve-hour shifts on, then two days off, which allowed him time to have some rest, and continue renovating and building. Because of this, he rarely had time to himself, and only limited time, to spend with his family. Ted had his ups and downs at work, including the odd clash with the Matron, and the CEO, which he recalled with some delight. He was rarely fazed by either, taking such things in his stride; a determined man, always willing to stand his ground. As he frequently remarks, “I always enjoy a challenge!” 

			Unfortunately, his marriage to Norma came under increasing pressure until it eventually broke down in 1968, following a gruelling trip to Queensland with Norma, Jillian and Ted’s father, Bill. Following the break-up and divorce, Norma remained in the family house with Ted’s support, but she later re-partnered. All the while, Ted ensured that his daughter was well provided for, continuing this into Jillian’s adulthood. He supported her to purchase and renovate a house when she got married, and later he helped her and her husband again, to acquire a local butchery in Buronga. 

			The value of money is not lost on Ted. His wisdom with finance would, in due course, pay dividends for the benefit of many family members, including his father. Ted’s father had been working as a postman in Stawell conducting two deliveries around the town each day, until arthritis and ill-health became a major problem. Ted intervened. He arranged with his doctor, for Bill to spend a period in hospital, and to secure a regular income for Bill and his wife. With his doctor’s assistance, Ted organised a Temporary/Permanent Incapacity pension which sustained his father until his passing a few years later. 

			For twenty-four years, Ted was a member of the Citizens Military Force, where he was the Section Leader, Quartermaster, driving instructor, and medic for first aid when required. He was a mentor for the younger recruits, and he would help out with the cooking if needed but would not describe himself as a cook of any great merit. 

			One significant day as Ted was on his lunchbreak, a father and daughter pulled up in a car seeking directions to the matron’s office. The lady’s name was Lorraine. She would later become Ted’s wife. Lorraine commenced work at Pleasant Creek where she had previously qualified as a nurse. When Ted became acquainted with her standard of work, he was most impressed. He described her as ‘a lady with ideas’, and together as a working team they introduced many improvements and purposeful activities in occupation for the young residents. 

			Over time, a relationship between them developed and flourished. Ted recognised Lorraine as a woman who was ‘caring and sharing’. This he identified as being a new experience for him. It was a happy time for Ted. They were well suited, and consequently were married in 1981. 
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			There was an age difference of nearly seventeen years between them, but neither saw it as a problem. They travelled together to various places in Australia, including a trip to Cairns to see Lorraine’s aunt. They journeyed on the Ghan to Darwin, toured Tasmania, and the coast of Western Australia. Together they visited New Zealand, Europe, and China. Their visit to China coincided with the tragic events in Tiananmen Square when authorities brutally cracked down on protesters. Film footage of troops shooting protesters was entrusted to Ted and Lorraine by a journalist wanting to smuggle his story from Beijing to Hong Kong. The journalist knew he would be searched, and his evidence would be confiscated. Ted understood the risks involved, but he and his wife did it anyway. Others, when asked, had earlier refused for fear of serious repercussions. Ted returned the films to the journalist’s associates as agreed and the world got to view the horrors of this event. 

			At one point when Ted was late getting back from a holiday in Western Australia with Lorraine and her daughter Joanne, he was carpeted by his boss. He was accused of being absent from duty without permission, overstaying his leave by one day. Ted explained that it was unforeseen but unavoidable, indicating that he had planned for a colleague to cover for him if a delay on his return occurred. This had been sanctioned by another senior staff member. But the boss was not having any of it. Ted insisted they go and see the personnel involved to confirm the plan as agreed. His boss unfairly docked him a day’s pay, but inevitably Ted would have the last laugh. Ted knew that although he may not have been liked for his forthrightness, he would be respected for it, and that was more important. He was the Occupational Health and Safety Officer and the Union representative also. He was known at his workplace as ‘Red Ted’, an interesting nickname for a man of traditional conservative values. 

			There were few things that Ted enjoyed more than finishing work early on Friday evenings, getting home, drinking a cup of coffee, yoking up the boat and trailer, and fishing for eels and redfin with Lorraine at Lake Bolac, and elsewhere. He noted that she always caught more fish than he did, so he’d do the cooking. Lorraine believed that Ted was overdoing things at work, and advised him to slow down and retire, as they had sufficient income to have a comfortable life. This proposition coincided with Ted being told he was in line for the post of Director of Nursing. Despite working there for thirty-four years, and being tempted to stay on, he opted for Lorraine’s wisdom; retired, and never regretted it. 

			One day Ted returned home to find his best tools being employed by Lorraine who was in the process of cutting up his prized building timber with intentions of making out-door settings for all the family members. When Ted asked what she was up to, and why she was using his best tools and timber, she replied “Oh, you can easily get more, can’t you?” He could only smile. Like himself, he found her adventurous. 

			Ted credited Lorraine for prompting him to making other good decisions. Some of these included making beneficial financial investments, reducing his building workload and eventually in 1986, moving from Stawell to Sunraysia. Together they purchased eight acres with a house. As always, Ted’s building skills came in handy. He constructed sheds and put-up fencing. Lorraine then proceeded to find a variety of living creatures to occupy the grounds, such as dogs, cats, ducks, chooks, goats, etc. Ted said, that at times, it resembled a menagerie. Between the two of them, they made a pleasant and comfortable home. Lorraine loved it so much. Ted recalls with fondness and sadness, her saying one afternoon to him, “The only way you are going to get me to leave this place is in a pine box”. 

			As a couple, they did much together. They became involved in several local activities … the Orchid Club, and SOLVE, a volunteer support group providing practical assistance for those living with disabilities and health limitations. This assistance included the installation of handrails, grip-rails, and ramps; modifying showers/baths/toilets and kitchens etc, designed to improve the lifestyle and extend the independence of people with impairments. They were also involved in the Maremma sheepdog rescue service and rescued neglected and unwanted dogs from all over Victoria, South Australia and New South Wales. 

			Both Ted and Lorraine were most active in the Returned and Services League. They have been fund-raisers for the RSL branch in Red Cliffs/Irymple, being remarkably successful in their endeavours over many years in various respective roles. They conducted three raffles each year. In May they organised a firewood raffle, and in August, a garden raffle. For the Christmas raffle, Ted employed a huge sleigh he rescued from the Mildura RSL. He and Lorraine would fill the sleigh with prizes, including three huge, filled Christmas stockings. Together, they begged, borrowed, encouraged and brow-beat others, including organisations and businesses, to part with items and vouchers for the raffles, turning the fortunes of the floundering Red Cliffs branch around in a considerably short time. 

			Their work involved an amount of administration, and the benefits that a computer could deliver in reducing the paperwork became apparent. This led to Ted purchasing an early model computer; a great boon to the couple in managing their commitments. Lorraine quickly developed competency in its operation and applied it to many tasks. It lightened the weight of many an assignment, especially with correspondence and general communication. 

			Lorraine was an affiliate member of the RSL for many years. She was their secretary and their editor. She was also the curator of the military museum in Red Cliffs and supported Ted in maintaining and contributing to the needs of local war widows, earning for her efforts the highest honour that the Australian R.S.L. bestows on a civilian - the National Certificate of Merit. Ted is exceedingly proud of her. 

			Ted always believed that Lorraine would outlive him due to the age gap in her favour as she was the ‘young one’. He’d made good provision to ensure she would be comfortably off, after his passing. But fate had other ideas. Yet, even when her physical health began to decline, and she fully disclosed to him how serious her situation was, he admitted that he was in denial; the reality was too awful to contemplate. 

			Ted himself, after an eight-week course of treatment, had recovered from prostate cancer, and he expected and hoped Lorraine to do likewise. Sadly, she did not; leaving him devastated. He still misses her very much. Both Ted and Lorraine have had the honour of being awarded the Order of Australia Medal for their dedication and stoic efforts over the years, not only for their service to the RSL, but to the wider community in general. Ted received his OAM in 2017, and a year later in 2018, Lorraine received hers, awarded posthumously. 

			Since the great loss of Lorraine, Ted has kept himself busy. As president and life member of Red Cliffs RSL branch, he has devoted himself to organising and maintaining their military museum. Every year when ANZAC and Remembrance Days approach, he can be found sitting for hours on end, talking to people, and selling the memorabilia, badges, poppies, pens etc. In addition, he is actively involved in the organisation of marches, ceremonies and celebrations, and co-ordinating others in carrying out their roles. When you want something done, ask a busy man is a very appropriate saying when applied to Ted. As if all he does during these busy times is not enough, he also attends ongoing meetings, organises requisitions, formal correspondence, book-keeping, and accounts as required. 

			Ironically, all four of Ted’s siblings have fallen victim to illnesses relating to the dreaded ‘Jack the dancer’ (cancer). He is alert to the dangers and is determined not to be the fifth. On a brighter note, Ted’s daughter Jillian has added to the Robert’s family line with three fine grandchildren, Daniel, Luke and Michelle, all of whom are fully fledged and self-sufficient young people. 
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			Lorraine and Ted help celebrate Joanne’s wedding 

			These days, most members of Ted’s family, live close by, including Lorraine’s daughter Joanne, who has three children of her own … Jayde, Aislyn and Tyron. Ted regards them all as his family, and he is very proud of them. 

			He is clearly a patient man. He relates a particular occasion in Stawell when he was carrying out renovations to Jillian’s veranda. He’d poured a new concrete floor and went to get lunch. On returning, he found little footprints all over it. He called out, “Who’s been walking on my nice even floor?” A little angelic voice came back to him with, “I have Poppy, but it’s alright ‘cos I was wearing my gumboots.” The voice belonged to little Michelle. Some years later, another equally persuasive voice, belonging to Aislyn rang to ask, “Would you like to go for a drive Poppy? Because if you do, can I drive?” Ted was soon to become Aislyn’s devoted driving instructor. Like Ted, Aislyn has chosen nursing as a profession; a profession that Ted found himself on the receiving end of when he had an unfortunate, and totally preventable altercation with a car. It happened one morning while walking two of his dogs, Trixie and Casper. The accident has compromised his health, as he sustained substantial injuries; a fractured hip, leg, and pelvis, leaving him with multiple chronic aches and pains. 
He acknowledges that he is lucky to be alive. 

			Last year in 2021, Ted was presented with the Meritorious Service Medal by the RSL for many years of dedicated involvement. He’s also been honoured in the past by the Rotary Club of Red Cliffs as a Paul Harris Fellow and the Red Cliffs community with their ‘Citizen of the Year’ award. Earlier this year at the Red Cliffs Centenary celebrations, which was primarily a soldier settler’s town, Ted proudly addressed a sizable audience in Barclay Square as the local RSL president. His speech outlined its historical military connections. 

			He was elected president of the local branch in 1997, a role that affords him much gratification, and he is also a Life Member. Although he revels in being busy, when the time is right, Ted says he would like to relinquish some of the tasks he’s carried for years but fears it may be hard to find a replacement. 

			Ted remains a strict teetotaller. He drives independently and achieves more than many folk, half his age. He collects his mail from the post office, shops for his essentials, and takes his old dog Bailey for a walk each day. He remains young at heart with a razor-sharp entertaining wit, and sense of humour that often leaves you in stitches. Though his bulk is not as lively on its pins as it used to be, he is resolved to remain active and sociable. 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Photography by Chris John 

			“It keeps me fit, and out of mischief,” he reckons, (but some of us have doubts about the latter). 

			No one can dispute that Ted is an active man. During the writing of Ted’s story, he converted a large unused water-tank into a woodshed for the local Girl Guides, in a bid to prevent some unscrupulous individuals from stealing their wood. With ninety-four years under his belt, his recall for events both old and recent is remarkably good. Despite all that he’s achieved Ted remains modest, dignified and even dismissive of his efforts and his notable achievements. His response to a compliment is generally as follows, “Well someone had to do it”. 

			Thank you sincerely and more power to you cobber. 
Mike. 
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