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			JOHN MUDGE 

			shares his memories with Denise McCarthy

			John Mudge’s history reveals him as a man of strong character whose important life choices and decisions have been based on sound values and a consistent belief in listening to the other side’s story.

			Although John spent almost all of his life in South Australia and New South Wales, he was never actually very far from Mildura and did spend some months here when he was a young man. After 58 years in Broken Hill John and his wife Margaret moved to Mildura in 2008 and settled into Unit 4, Princes Court Village, where John now lives alone.

			In regular Thursday afternoon Q & A sessions in the comfort of his living room, John shared many aspects of his life’s journey.

			In John’s words: My parents John and Sylvia Mudge met in a camp set up for government workers at Paringa in South Australia, where Sylvia lived with her parents and John was able to doss down in single men’s quarters when he was in town.

			I have the original Licence for Marriage which permitted them to marry in the Congregational Church at Barmera, S.A. on May 20, 1926.

			When I was born in 1929 my father was working on the major project of ‘locking’ or harnessing the Murray River’s waters. Between 1922 and 1935 Locks and Weirs 1 to 10, between Blanchetown and Wentworth, were completed. My father was a qualified Marine Engineer and I still have amongst my memorabilia original certificates he earned: Third Class Engineer (Steamship) Certificate of Competency, 1924, and First Class, Engine Driver’s Certificate, Second Class, Certificate of Competency, 1925.

			Workers and families involved in the major tri-state Murray River project moved from site to site, and I remember living at Lock 7, Rufus River as a small child. Lock 7 is not so far from Mildura with today’s roads and transport. I was five years old when the family moved to Goolwa in 1934 where my father’s expertise was needed to work on barrage building at the mouth of the Murray. Our family of parents and four children settled in Goolwa, in a house on one acre, and the fifth and last child was born in 1936.
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			John aged 2, looking for a drink at Grandma’s Cobdogla home

			My siblings were older sister Joan (dec), Donald (dec), Barbara and Peter. Although our parents were always struggling to make ends meet, life in Goolwa for children was free and easy. The river trade and barrage building provided entertainment and the shallows and golden beaches presented new treasures each day.

			On Sunday mornings Donald and I were out of bed at 4a.m. to be the first fossickers behind the Mechanics Institute hall. We searched for the refillable quart and flagon bottles left behind by the young blokes who stashed them before Saturday night dances and sneaked out of the hall for refreshments between dances.

			There was strong competition amongst the lads of Goolwa to retrieve the bottles as the publican paid six pence for a quart and one shilling for a flagon, large sums of money for kids to earn. Many Goolwa kids scoured the town for bottles, bones and scrap metal such as cast iron, copper and brass and each child kept his or her stash separate, hidden from others if necessary. The bottle-o came infrequently, maybe only once a year, but when he arrived it was bonanza time!”

			John and his siblings were educated at Goolwa Primary School.

			As he describes it, John did well at primary school and his work ethic, which was to be a lifelong attribute, was formed at an early age: 

			At Goolwa Primary School my remarkable memory enabled me to be one runner in a two-horse race to the top of the class. All through primary I had one rival for first place in spelling tests and other examinations, a girl named Patsy Pettigrew. Sometimes I hated that girl! It was a nasty shock to discover when I started at Victor Harbour High School that an extraordinary memory was not enough to even compete in the race to the top; education was moving away from rote learning. 

			As a 12-year old I was a ‘deckie’, on the Oscar W which was built in 1908 and now operates tourist cruises from Main Wharf at the Goolwa Riverboat Centre. I was one of a crew of four, the others being octogenarian Captain Dave Ritchie at the wheel, engineer Charlie Goode, and Mrs Goode in the galley. Each of them could call on me to do a job. At the height of the tourist season in the long school holidays, I spent Saturday mornings loading wood, and then darted across to the Goolwa station to meet the train from Adelaide and conduct the day’s visitors to the paddleboat. It was all in a day’s work.
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			John revisits the Oscar W paddleboat PS Melbourne in 2012

			During cooler weather, the Goolwa Gun Club members employed me to meet the train on Friday evening to retrieve crates of Gawler-bred pigeons for the sport of trap shooting. The pigeons needed food and water; the crates were not collected by the Gun Club secretary until next morning, when they were taken to a section of Ayliffe’s Paddock on Beach Road. I was asked to conscript a small team of boys to be the ‘runners’ for the afternoon’s sport and was joined by my brother Donald and cousins Harley and Ian.

			Thinking back on what we did, retrieving dead and injured pigeons after each round of marksmanship, and wringing necks to end suffering, I feel sickened. Later in life I made amends, I hope.

			There were a few games I played from an early age and continued through my life and thanks are due to my Hamilton grandfather, my mother’s father, for encouraging my interest in Chess. My grandparents came to visit at Goolwa, especially at Christmas, and I could often be found in Grandfather’s company learning and playing Chess, other board games and card games. From the age of eight or nine I was often called on by my parents to make up the table at Bridge.”

			A new phase began for the Mudge family in 1942, when World War 2 was at its height and much of the manufacturing industry in Adelaide turned to supplying the needs of Australia’s armed forces. Employment was high so it wasn’t a bad time for John’s father’s work at Goolwa to finish.

			In the family dynamic John’s mother Sylvia was the more forceful parent, always looking at the big picture and visualising where they should live and where future employment might be available for her children.

			John recalls his mother being the driver in choosing Kilkenny as the suburb for their home in Adelaide and his father having to travel by train to work and home again.

			In 1942 I was enrolled at Woodville High School where I had a chequered career. Having completed only the first half of First Year at Victor Harbour I was enrolled in the second half of First Year, and was then accelerated to Third Year, also called Intermediate.

			Outside of school, the new neighbourhood proved interesting enough and I was very rarely without any means of earning money, most of which I saved for the item I most wanted – my own bicycle. I achieved this goal while still a schoolboy and never tired of riding it.

			My first job in Kilkenny was after school hours and during holidays with the local greengrocer, our close neighbour Mr. Lee. I was his off-sider and runner as he delivered orders and sold fruit and veg across several suburbs. Mr Lee’s charcoal-burning, gas-driven Chevy lorry had been fitted with a roof, walls and shelving to carry the produce. It was wartime and petrol rationing required a fuel substitute.

			Mr. Lee’s Chevy had a burner attached to the outside, burning charcoal which gave off a gas to power the vehicle. The cumbersome outfit took 15 or more minutes to start and was not really safe enough to be on the road.

			Our trip was long, Kilkenny being located halfway between Port Adelaide and the city, and we needed to be at Adelaide’s East End Market by 4 am to get the best fresh vegetables and fruit. Goodness knows what time Mr Lee got out of bed those mornings. I worked full-time in school holidays and joined Mr. Lee on his trips twice a week.
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			A gas-powered charcoal burner truck

			Around the same time my mother who was a voracious reader found a small Lending Library in a barber’s shop operated by Mr Greenough, a one-legged First World War veteran. She was chatting with Mr Greenough one day and he said he was looking for an after-school ‘scout’ who could collect overdue library books and the money owing in fines. Mum sent me to talk to Mr Greenough and I was given the job. It paid well, threepence per successful collection of books and any fine due, very acceptable to a lad of thirteen.

			The main qualification needed for my third job in Kilkenny was the ability to ride a bike, one that varied a bit from the norm. The job was as delivery boy for the local grocer and the bike was a three-wheeler with a large wooden box at the front to carry groceries, so secondary qualifications of flexibility and good balance helped. After school I went directly to the shop to assist with packaging the dry goods of flour, sugar, rice and so on in one, two and sometimes five-pound paper sacks, according to the customers’ orders. Each order was packed into a wooden fruit case and several orders taken on each delivery. Accidents were not frequent, but they did happen, resulting in split packets and spilt kitchen necessities.

			Riding the three-wheeled bike was only an occupational activity; after I had saved enough and was riding my own it was a different matter. It was more than just a way to reach a destination; riding became a favourite pastime and I built up endurance as well as strength as I grew, especially in later adolescence. After the family relocated to Adelaide, I occasionally rode sixty miles back to Goolwa on a weekend or in school holidays to visit my aunt, uncle and their children and stay overnight. On one never forgotten occasion I rode down, arriving round noon and found the house empty and closed. I had to turn around and ride back! One hundred and twenty miles in a day and the return trip wasn’t near as speedy as the first. I found out later that my aunt had taken the children to the beach that morning, with a picnic lunch; I hadn’t thought of looking for them.

			At the end of Third Year I left school to start a job at Becker’s Chemicals. It was a man’s job really, labouring, and I was paid one pound and five shillings a week. I had been pretty well prepared for working life by my Goolwa jobs and then the Kilkenny experiences, but found I was unable to progress at Becker Chemicals because of my lack of tertiary qualifications. I returned to school and jumped another level to struggle through Fifth Year and achieve Leaving standard but not University entrance. My first full time job was in the Adelaide General Post Office where I worked in the telegraph room, usually on the sorting belt as one of 20 or so very young employees.

			When business and commerce were opening again after World War Two the telegraph lines were very busy from early morning to evening. About a year after the war ended, I moved to the laboratory at ICI Chemicals, joining my father on the ICI payroll. I worked there for about eighteen months but was overlooked for promotions because of a preference for uni graduates and even dropouts.

			Told by a process worker “You’re a mug doing that job for such low money”, I smartly switched to process work and an average of ten pounds per week, due to shift work. I was earning more than my father who had been a good worker all his life.

			Coming up to my 21st birthday in 1950 I was feeling restless, and I answered a newspaper ad for a travelling mate, placed by a driver my age who was returning to Queensland and planning to work along the way.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			John as a teenager in Adelaide

			I stayed for my birthday party, complete with a tengallon keg of beer acquired through my brother’s membership of an Adelaide militia unit.

			We had to take delivery of the keg three weeks prior to the party so it was hoisted into a laundry trough at home and kept cool with regular dumpings of ice, delivered by the “ice-man”. The final requirement was buying a spigot to tap the barrel.

			It was a good drop and a happy birthday to me!” 

			John retrieved an object from the top of a wall unit; it was unfamiliar to me and I hazarded a guess or two but couldn’t name it. It was the wooden spigot which he has been able to keep track of for 70 years, mounted on a stand by his son.

			Prompted by my questioning John recalled another gift; it was his first personal timepiece, a wristwatch from the “boys” of C shift at ICI who had conducted the traditional whip-around and presented the watch to him at the party.

			He continued: Shortly after the birthday I farewelled the family, took a tent and suitcase and headed off with John Budd, the Queenslander, who was driving his 1936 Chevy coupe. Our first job was picking peas at Paringa and then we headed to Mildura where we were employed to pull out cut canes on the dried fruit vines, a seasonal job.

			I recall vividly a Saturday afternoon which did not work out as planned and was probably the greatest disappointment of the entire trip. We were working on a Red Cliffs property where we camped in my tent and worked five and a half days a week. Our sights were set on seeing a bit of life one afternoon and evening so after a tin dish bath and the best spruce-up we could manage we headed into town.

			John Budd’s car was registered in both the Northern Territory and South Australia but displaying a South Australian sticker and NT plates. Both were legitimate and current, but should not have been displayed together, a fine point which would not have occurred to either of us.

			We were sitting in the car on Deakin Avenue between Seventh and Eighth Streets, lining our stomachs with bakery goods before broaching a hotel bar, when we were spotted by two police officers. We could see that they reacted to seeing us, but we weren’t expecting what followed. It was in fact an entire afternoon at the watch house where we were held in separate rooms and questioned minutely, with a number of phone calls made to NT and SA police to sort out the registration details.

			There was also the matter of two firearms in the car, eventually cleared as registered to the two of us.

			After several hours we were let go and raced to the Wintersun Hotel where the door was shut in our faces; six o’clock closing left us very dry. It may have been easier for the two officers than walking the beat all afternoon, but it dashed our hopes of finding some excitement around the town. Our plans in disarray, we returned to Red Cliffs. Later, totally off the plan, I found myself with a medical situation that needed to be resolved. The (old) Mildura Base Hospital was then a major regional centre with full medical and surgical facilities and I found myself a patient there, requiring surgery for haemorrhoids. My travelling mate stayed on working and when I came out of hospital after the rather brutal surgery, not only sore but stony broke, we decided to head to Broken Hill.”

			Broken Hill’s mining industry required a lot of manpower and as the Korean War was now affecting the availability of men of the right age and health profile, the travellers considered their chances of employment to be high.

			In addition, John Mudge’s uncle was already working in a Broken Hill mine and living in a roomy house with his wife and young family. Although the distance from Mildura to Broken Hill is not great, they could have covered it a lot more quickly than they did.

			John takes up the story: As we were leaving on a Saturday, our plan was to take in the Wentworth Show, camp for the night and continue. We reached Wentworth as planned and set up camp on the aerodrome side of town. We rewarded ourselves with a drink, having brought supplies to see us through the weekend. We must have got carried away as we eventually realised it was midafternoon and raining. It was too late and too wet to go to the Show, so we moved on to evening drinks; consequently, we had an early night under canvas!

			You need to be aware of the condition of the road in 1950 to appreciate the many potential difficulties travellers faced; most difficult being the actual road surface which varied from sand to clay – both black and grey – and variations between the two. Not in a hurry we thought we’d make over-night camp north of the Bunnerungee Lakes and eat off the land. We were unaware of how rain would affect the road and there had been quite a lot the night before.

			The road crossed Popiltah Lake, literally cutting right through the centre. We started off confidently enough (keep in mind we were travelling in a 1936 Chevrolet Coupe) but reached halfway, and down came another shower. Suddenly the long-fronted heavy frame car was facing backwards after a thrilling fast corkscrew turn on the slippery clay. We decided on new tactics for continuing the crossing and eventually achieved it, leaving the clay behind. We made camp on the north side of the lakes and got our respective firearms out to catch some bunny meat for tea. John Budd’s .303 rifle caused the rabbits to explode but my .22 was suitable and we ate well around the fire that evening.

			We reached Broken Hill on Monday around 8 p.m. and called in to the Oriental Hotel where we breasted the bar and bought a couple of beers. It was commonplace then to simply float a question to a group of locals to find your intended destination in a new town, so sure enough, when I asked, “Does anyone know Rex Hamilton?” there was a jovial response to the effect, “Everyone knows Rex!” Armed with directions to Rex’s address, in the shade of Mt. Hebbard and directly opposite the All Nations Hotel, but thought that turning up in the morning would be a better idea.

			We stayed at the pub a bit longer then spent another night making do – sleeping in the car.

			Next morning, we found Rex and his wife Alma in the old area of South Broken Hill in a rambling house of brick and stone where there was room for us to stay and we were made welcome. It wasn’t long before Rex and Alma moved into a modern house which was then in the process of being built, with the help of his employer’s company Building Society. Rex and his mates supplied the labour and the Building Society’s contribution was the complete steel-frame kit for a family home and finance at two per cent interest. When the Hamilton family moved in the two Johns, Mudge and Budd, moved with them. Rex was very helpful, steering us in the right direction to find employment and filling us in on Broken Hill’s famous Line of Lode, the companies mining it and the unique industrial framework, requiring adherence to certain conditions in return for above award wages.”

			Line of Lode is the ore body discovered in the 1880’s and bisecting the town into North and South Broken Hill. The introduction of the Lead Bonus was a significant step taken in 1925, applying to all miners. It was a scheme to help the workers by allowing them a share of the wealth they produced.

			The bonus, linked to movements in lead prices, was intended to allow the men to build up capital for their families’ benefit should their death occur as a direct result of work practices. The lead bonus (ten pounds per week in 1950) was paid on top of the base wage which was automatically adjusted quarterly.

			In 1948 the Barrier Industrial Council regulated workers’ consumption and savings by having half of each worker’s lead bonus earnings channelled into a compulsory savings fund. John Mudge and John Budd were both successful in obtaining jobs with Zinc Corporation Limited & New Broken Hill Consolidated but they were not employed on equal terms.

			One of the Workers Industrial Union’s controlling mechanisms of employment in the mines was a ‘residential clause’. Put simply, John Budd was not eligible to be a member of the WIU because he was born in Queensland and the clause required employees to be born within 250 miles of Broken Hill. The WIU was the miners’ union; therefore, he could not work as a miner. He could however work in a trade as a member of the Federated Engine Drivers and Firemen’s Association (FEDFA) and he was employed as a pipe fitter.
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			The shaft crew at North Broken Hill Consolidated mine. 
From left: Brakeman Johnny Donovan, Platman John Mudge, Loco Driver Dick Ladlow, Braceman Bob Sinclair, Braceman George Hyde and Platman Peter Degoumis.

			As I was born at Paringa, I passed the residential clause test and became a member of the WIU, and a miner. I was subject to different discrimination within the WIU as I failed the A group/B group test. To be an A grouper you had to satisfy one of these: born in the town, educated in the town, married to a Broken Hill woman, or have worked in the town for eight years consecutively or more. The B group underground miner could never attain A group status, so the division was a form of discrimination.

			I worked for the company from August 1950 until April 1983 and while many things remained the same, there was also a lot of development and new opportunities were opening for different jobs. ‘Daily paid’ mining had lost any attraction it had for me and I was able to train in fire and rescue in the mid-1960’s. In 1966, now a certified First Aid officer, I applied to Security and Ambulance and was employed in a permanent position.

			This was my first job as a staffer and from then forwards the distinction between A and B groups no longer applied to me. Positions then available were more interesting and less physically demanding and some were above ground, a situation more amenable to a lot of workers.

			The Geology Department was a very important part of the mining industry and at one stage I had a position in that section, my tools a chipping hammer and stock of sample bags. My job entailed collecting samples of minerals for assay and keeping detailed daily records. All samples were sent to the Assay Office above ground where the mining geologists carried out testing and from where directions for opening-up new stopes for minerals excavation were issued.

			My final underground staff position covered Magazine Security and Storeman duties, with a considerable amount of weighing and recording; it also included First Aid from bandaging a thumb to carrying out deceased workmates. Fatal accidents, although not common, did happen and involvement in these never got any easier. Miners agree amongst themselves that their workplace ‘talks’ to them; its creaks and groans, cracks and bangs are sometimes normal but other times a warning. As years go by the underground miner is constantly learning the language of the stopes. Mishaps also strike without warning of course, and some of those who perished were my close mates.

			The industry was subject to social and economic change and an example of this was an economic downturn in 1958, playing out as recession in Europe, the United States and Canada. The drop in demand for minerals led to the retrenchment of a significant number of A-group miners in the South and North Mines. The Workers Industrial Union demanded the sacking of B-groupers from the ZCL & NBHC mines to open up jobs for A-groupers. This issue went to the Commonwealth Court of Conciliation and Arbitration and the ruling was in favour of workers (B-groupers) with 8 years or more continuous service and they retained their jobs.

			However, the majority of the workers failed the eight-year test and the C & A verdict had to be accepted.

			In spite of the occasional industrial disturbance and the inherent dangers of mining, it suited me for the first 15 or so years. Of course, when I first took up mining as a 21-year old single man the greatest attraction was the lead bonus, meaning the job paid more than any other job I was qualified for. The companies looked after workers and families as well as any other Australian employer, and better than many.

			The Largs Bay Holiday Camp just south of Adelaide city is a good example. Each year the mines closed for three weeks for the Christmas/summer break so most Broken Hill families holidayed at the same time. The Zinc Corporation Limited and New Broken Hill Consolidated companies built and maintained a huge holiday park under canvas in the 1940’s and it was still very popular when our children were growing up in the 1950’s and 60’s.

			The Broken Hill families travelled en masse there and back by train and there were canteen tents supplying food, and various organised entertainments for kids.

			I began as a daily paid miner in 1950 and finished as a staffer on salary in 1983, five years before reaching official retirement age of fifty-nine. I was very happy to be free of the mines at fifty-four but still had plenty of energy for some other kind of work. Running a caravan park had been a dream for many years – I was a gregarious type and thought it would be a good life meeting new people and working in a minimum risk environment. Through family connections to a local park an opportunity arose when a manager was required to fill in at short notice. I was informed of the opening and accepted it but was ‘cured’ in a couple of months. It is enough to say there were a number of drawbacks.

			Not long after, also through a family connection, I heard a similar ‘fill-in’ was required in the messenger position at the Commonwealth Bank. The man who held the job permanently was sick, so I took over his duties temporarily. Sadly, he never recovered, and I became the permanent employee. I enjoyed it, being out and about in the town a lot carrying messages and meeting up with many friends and acquaintances while I was on security duty at busy times of the day. The bank began retrenching support staff and going over to contractors in 1992 and I finished up, aged 63.

			The conditions of the job were generous, and I was able to add to the superannuation I already had from my years with ZCL & NBHC.”

			John remained interested in pigeons throughout his life and in 1958, when he heard of an opportunity to buy a stable of racing pigeons through a fellow mine worker, he responded. After discussing the plan with Margaret, he acquainted himself with the requirements and routines of owning and racing the birds, built housing for them and took the game on.

			The retiring owner included equipment such as baskets and bird feeders when he handed the birds over. I learnt that each owner usually made up his own bird diet of wheat, peas, maize and a few other ingredients. At the risk of giving someone an advantage I can now disclose my secret ingredient – linseed; because of it, my birds had beautiful lustrous feathers.

			I became a member of the Broken Hill Homing Club and was dragooned into the position of assistant secretary within about six months. Shortly I was full secretary, with the benefit of having a phone at home which we had not had before. The phone bill was split between the Mudges and the club, a good arrangement.

			When the committee demanded the phone back, strained feelings surfaced and I joined with some disgruntled members to form the Barrier Homing Society. This grew from strength to strength.

			A highlight of owning and racing pigeons was the train trip to deliver the birds to a distant location where they were deposited in baskets with a request to townspeople or railway workers to release them at a certain time. These trips could be to Gawler, Oodnadatta, far-flung Barton on the Indian-Pacific line and even to Horsham in Victoria, a trip made by road. Races differed from fifty miles to six hundred or more.

			Initially the pigeons raced as the ‘J and M Mudge’ stable but when our son Peter was growing into adolescence and needing a focus, we changed the name to ‘J Mudge and Son’ and he became very keen. He was helpful looking after the birds and really liked collecting the many trophies we brought home, bearing his name. We had a lot of success as owners and exceptional birds were retired to our stock house as breeders.

			Not long after John first secured permanent work in the mine there was a strike at the ICI plant in Adelaide and John’s parents took the opportunity to visit Broken Hill.

			In ‘management mode’ Mrs Mudge decided the mining town offered a better life and future than they had in Adelaide, and in a short time had arranged with a Broken Hill family to make a house swap.

			The family network was another factor in John remaining with ZCL & NBHC for thirty-three years.

			My parents, apprentice brother, unmarried younger sister, youngest school boy brother, married sister and her husband came as a unit to Broken Hill, settling into a rambling 1890’s house built of local stone with numerous add-ons and conversions – and room for everyone. My younger sister Barbara started nursing training at Broken Hill Hospital, and she was required to live in the nurses’ quarters where she befriended some young women from other parts of New South Wales.

			She generously invited her friends home when they had free days and all the family got to know various young ladies. A gentle beauty named Margaret Dixon, from Tullamore in central New South Wales, caught my eye and I got to know her well as time went on. She had been casually going out with my cousin, but I could see she was interested in me and I knew we would be a compatible couple.

			One day when she was around home on one of her frequent visits, I surprised her with a proposal of marriage. It may sound as though this was a spur of the moment thing, but I had given it a lot of thought. Margaret was young, only eighteen, and it would surely have been the first proposal offered to her. Her reaction was to blush, cover her face, shriek in confusion and shock and run away! Despite this, a short time later she sought me out and asked, “Were you serious?”

			It was a happy outcome when I convinced Margaret of my sincerity and she joyfully accepted. We were married in 1952 when I was 23 and Margaret 19 and were a handsome pair if I do say so myself! We were married in Broken Hill’s Sacred Heart Cathedral as Margaret’s family was Catholic.

			There was no religious allegiance in the Mudge family, and it presented no problem for me that I was required to promise to bring up our children in the Catholic faith. In time we added five to the number of Catholics in the town and they received most of their religious education at their schools, the boys from the Marist Brothers and the girls from the Sisters of Saint Joseph.
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			Our first home was a couple of rooms in the sprawling family home, my parents possibly forgetting we were there some of the time, there were so many rooms off rooms and shadowy corners. Due to the conditions imposed in Broken Hill then, Margaret had to give up nursing as wives were not permitted to work. David, our first child, was born before our first wedding anniversary so Margaret then had her time occupied. With marriage came maturity and a sense of responsibility not much demonstrated in me before; I was soon inquiring into the home-buying process available to workers through the Zinc Consolidated Limited Building Society.

			Its two per cent interest loan made it possible for us to have our own home in South Broken Hill, also known as the Town of Alma in old maps.

			We were opposite the old racecourse, within the protection of the Regeneration Area, for which we often mentally thanked the instigator Albert Morris. Carried out in the 1930’s the project enclosed the town’s residential areas within an arc of native vegetation, a buffer against sand drift, dust storms and desertification. We moved into the house in 1953, baby David having the nursery to himself for a while before Judith arrived, followed by Peter, Kathleen and Alison. The brick house had two bedrooms and an enclosed veranda as a ‘sleep-out’ where the boys slept, as in so many Australian families last century. Over the years I developed a fine garden in which Margaret also took an interest when she had time. Its lawns provided a safe space for the kids to play and there was room to grow vegetables and fruits. Our home served us well; we had fifty-five years there, nurtured five children and various pets, grew some of our own food and celebrated who knows how many birthdays and other joyous occasions. We led a simple life, not owning a car for the first twelve or so years, but we procured for our children a sound education and looked after their health.
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			John, Margaret and their entire family celebrate John’s 70th birthday at Glen Davis in the Blue Mountains

			My brother Donald was a very generous man and we had some wonderful family holidays in his VW Kombivan which he loaned without a second thought. We made great memories when we travelled to Sydney with all the family and saw the sights.

			If we called to see the maternal grandparents on the Tullamore farm it was not unknown for one child, usually the ‘golden-haired boy’ Peter, to be tucked under Grandma’s arm and kept on the farm when the rest of us continued on. Our five children’s lives, and those of their children, keep me interested and involved now, and I have a granddaughter to cut my hair and another, a nurse, to check lumps and bumps. David lives at Beachmere on Queensland’s Sunshine Coast, Judy Barlow, executive officer of Wentworth Meals on Wheels, lives at Curlwaa.

			Peter is at Hervey Bay in Queensland. Kathleen is at Mt Cooroy in the Queensland coastal hinterland and Alison is at Wagga Wagga where she is a teacher. Their offspring total 11 grandchildren and 14 great grandchildren. Margaret and I moved to Mildura in 2008, and Margaret died in 2015. She had suffered Alzheimer’s disease for a few years.

			I was most reluctant for us to part, so I was her sole carer prior to her admission to a nursing home in 2010. Our marriage was of 63 years duration when she died, and life is very different now.

			We drove to Queensland every year prior to 2010 and if my travelling companion was with me now, I would still be driving into the sunshine.
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			The caravan hired in the 1950’s for the first family holiday
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			John and Margaret soon after their move to Princes Court Village
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