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			DULCIE WAUGH 

			shares her story with Barb Tilley

			As we walked into Dulcie’s room, she pointed to a striking painting of a Cobb and Co. coach and horse team pulled up in front of a once two-storey hotel in Wentworth. With hand on hip near the coach stands great-grandfather John Oxley. John and wife Sarah Ann had sailed from England to Africa, then on to Adelaide as a young married couple. Leaving there, they travelled up the Murray River to Chowilla station in a riverboat. They lived there for some years.

			It was virgin bush when the land was first taken up. Sarah told family that the only white people she saw were those on the boats that called in to the stations to pick up the wool bales or bring provisions. John and Sarah had quite a large family of children, one of them being Dulcie’s grandmother. For a short time, they leased the Saltbush Pub from Cobb and Co. Coach Lines. The pub was about 10 miles east of Wentworth. Dulcie Jean Hoyle-Holdsworth made her arrival into this world on the 11th of August 1923, at Kirkee Private hospital in Deakin Avenue. The hospital was run by Sister Giddings from 1920 to 1942. A second daughter, her sister Shirley, was born two years and four months later.

			A special treasure she showed me was given to her on the first day of school. A card about 9” by 5” with a religious picture on it, Dulcie had embroidered stitches around the edges. It was presented to her in 1928 from St Francis Xavier’s school in Box Hill.
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			Her parents had lived in Magnolia Avenue, Mildura for the first years of their married life until sadly, their home was destroyed by fire.

			There was a storm, and a sparrow’s nest in the ceiling caught fire. Her father and his cousin decided to go back in to rescue the phonograph, His Master’s Voice with a trumpet speaker. As they were carrying it down the front step, they both fell. The phonograph was smashed beyond repair. Dulcie remembers the picture of the little dog looking inquisitively up at the place from where His Master’s Voice would have emanated.

			When her dad, who was a carpenter and owned a truck, was offered a job to contract build part of the Boy’s High School on Whitehorse Road, they moved to Melbourne. Dulcie’s first school years were spent there. But later, they moved north again, when her dad acquired a fruit block at Red Cliffs, on Nursery Ridge Road. The vine nursery for which it was named, adjoined the corner of their block.

			Their land had previously been allocated to a Mr McGrath, who didn’t have the experience to work it, so it went to ‘rack and ruin’. Eventually her father was able to purchase it and brought it back to full production. Most of the first blockies were English and weren’t fit for the Australian conditions, so they ended-up walking off their farms. At the end of Nursery Ridge Road there was a pumping station on the river. About eight or nine houses were built for the working men and their families, plus a small shop. A narrow-gauge railway line came from Red Cliffs, went past the Catholic Church, and along Fitzroy Avenue.

			The coal was taken out to the station in small rail trucks. Not far away there was another small shop. It was the place where everyone gathered. A tennis court was a huge attraction, and many a set was played there.

			Dulcie was also an avid cricket player. There were two women’s cricket teams at Red Cliffs, as well as teams for the Co-operative, Aurora and Stewart. The men played on Saturdays and the girls on Sundays. Dulcie said the girls always got a good audience.

			The only neighbour when they first moved there was an old man and his son, living in an old house with no conveniences. They would carry the water they needed from the open channel. Dulcie told me that she was driving a tractor for her Dad when she was only ten. He had bought the first tractor in the district. It meant a lot to him, so before he left for the war, and someone else had to help work the block, he built a shed around the tractor and locked the door. He said, “No-one is going to drive the tractor but me!”

			The closest school was Red Cliffs East, about a quarter of a mile from their home. The headmaster there was Mr. Tongway. In the beginning there was only one wing to the school, with about twenty children attending, but later, as more came, another wing was added with a corridor between the two buildings. Marg Jordan was incharge of that area. Dulcie loved school, and finished after year 8, as that was the highest grade at Red Cliffs East. Dulcie got her grade 8 Merit Certificate there. She did go on to High School in Mildura, but the season was so dry that sand covered the road, and as she had to ride into Red Cliffs to get further transport to Mildura, it was very difficult. There was a sand-hill between their house and the channel, and it was just impossible to ride through or push her bike. Mrs Anderson’s house wasn’t far from the channel, so she left her bike there and was able to trudge through the sand and walk into Red Cliffs.

			Athletic activities were high on her list, and she played in a cricket team, the Stewart tennis team and basketball. She told me of her father taking her, when she was 16, to the roller-skating rink in Seventh Street, Mildura, so he could teach her how to skate. He was the one who had a fall. The most handsome man there came across and helped him up, so Dulcie’s father offered him a ride back home to save him catching a bus. They soon found out that his name was Harry Waugh. He was working for a Mr Phelan at Red Cliffs, but he had grown up in Ararat. Harry was 21 when they met in 1939, and shortly after he became a frequent visitor to the family home, as one young lady had attracted his attention!

			When she was going to High School, Dulcie had a Saturday job with Coles in Langtree Avenue, and often she would see Princess Mary Woorlong, the last of the Kulkyne tribe. In 1874, Kulkyne Station was gazetted as an Aboriginal Reserve. Mary was the last full-blooded aborigine in the region. She often sat near the fountain in Deakin Avenue when she moved to Mildura and Dulcie would sit beside her and have long conversations.Mary was always dressed in pure white clothes.  When she died in 1943, she was buried in the Mildura Cemetery.

			After Dulcie left school, she walked into the baker’s shop and Mrs Davey asked why she wasn’t at school. When she said that she’d left, she was immediately offered a job. It was there she learnt about book-keeping. As the Davey’s were selling their business, they felt it needed a bookkeeper to go with it, so Dulcie filled that need. But the new owner expected her to do cleaning and doing housework for him. That wasn’t on her agenda, so that’s when she went to the local Medical Clinic to work.

			The clinic was on the main street in Red Cliffs, and Drs Zimmer and Barker practised there. She was employed as a secretary and helped with whatever was needed on her shift. Her hours were 1.30pm to 8.30pm, which gave her the mornings free, during which time she continued to do sewing. But as the hour was late when she finished work, her mother would often come part of the way, with her little dog, and wait for Dulcie to make sure she got home safely.

			As she neared the place where she left her bike in the evening, there would be four little boys in pyjamas lined up waiting for the sweets she brought for them. In the morning a little girl always stood and waved as she went past on her way to work. “The doctors and their wives were wonderfully kind people to work with and work for”.

			One day Dr Zimmer came into the clinic very excited, saying that he’d found a beautiful flower by the road and was going to dig it up. Dr Barker told Dulcie to go with him, and when she saw it, she said, “That’s a weed.” It was a Scotch thistle. He’d never seen one. He did take it back and Dr Barker told him that the blockies don’t want that! But he did cut the flower off. It was a tough time when Dulcie worked at the clinic, but Dr Barker was a good doctor and he taught her some tricks.

			There was only one nurse allocated during the day in war time, so if there was an emergency in the night, Dulcie was called in to give a hand. As she leaned over one of the patients to comfort them, Doctor said, “Dulcie, get your face back from the chloroform!” When someone had an anaesthetic, she had to take a bowl to them in case they were sick. She carried another one for herself.

			When Dulcie, herself, had to have an impacted tooth extraction, it needed so much anaesthetic to put her to sleep, that she took half a day to recover.

			Mrs Harkins lived in Red Cliffs next door to Dulcie’s grandmother. She was a dressmaker, and Dulcie would stop and talk to her. When Mrs Harkins realised that Dulcie was accomplished in hand sewing and hemming, and was very busy, she was glad of someone to help. Consequently, she ended up riding into town early and working for Mrs Harkins until lunch time before going to the clinic. She said, “I got two pays – it was very good! I was on clover.”

			On Wednesdays when it was coupon day, Dulcie had half a day off, so she would go to Mildura to buy fabrics. She would then go down to Granny Oxley’s place where her great aunts met, and they would all have a cuppa’ and a chat. When she was young, the extended family would get together and spend Christmas at Hattah, and as they wandered through the bush, she often caught sight of Mary Woorlong. When she was doing ‘birding,’ she would also see Mary in the bush. Another place they would get together was at Gol Gol Lakes. “The lakes had water in them then”. Many trees in that area had canoes cut out of them.

			Dancing, as well as skating, were Dulcie’s passions. Wherever there was a dance the young ones would go, all piling on to the back of a truck, even going to Ouyen. During WW2 Mildura was a pilot training centre, and many young men were billeted at the Air Force camp. Two busloads of boys would go to the dances. Dulcie and another girl helped voluntarily to get meals for those coming in late.

			As they were trainees, there were a few mishaps, and some lives lost. One pilot got into trouble out Red Cliffs way and had to bail out with a parachute. He landed safely, but the plane buried itself nose first on Nursery Ridge. There were some daredevil young men who were known to fly under the Mildura Bridge. Of course, the river needed to be low! There is an area in the Nichols Point Cemetery where some of the trainees are buried.

			When war broke out, Harry enlisted in the Army on the first day of enlistments in Mildura. It was October 1939. He was in the famous Second Seven Battalion. Harry sailed for Bardia in Egypt in April 1940 with his platoon. It was there he and his platoon were captured. They managed to escape to Syria and made their way to Greece, and from there, went to Crete. After that they went on barges to Alexandria. Harry wrote to Dulcie every day and she received up to six letters at one time.

			When the Japanese entered the war, and there were fears for Australia’s safety, Harry who was stationed in Sri Lanka then was moved to New Guinea. Before he went into action there, the soldiers did a course on jungle warfare. As they walked or climbed in the Owen Stanley Ranges, he kicked a booby trap and was injured. The fuzzy-wuzzy angels took four days to carry him back to the hospital before he was flown back to Australia.

			At one stage he was stationed at Tenterfield and Dulcie decided to go and see him. She hitched rides. Firstly, her Dad took her in to Mildura, as the newsagent delivered newspapers to Balranald. So that was the first part of her journey.

			While there, she inquired about a lift further on with some troops, who were conveying to Hay some Italian POW’s who had been laying sleepers in the railway line at Balranald. But as they didn’t know when they were leaving, she booked to stay overnight at the hotel. There was a knock on the door about two hours after she fell asleep, and they said they would be ready to leave in half-an-hour. This ‘hitch’ took her to Hay where she boarded the school bus and went on to Narrandera. There she found that the train to Sydney wasn’t leaving until midnight, so she had a long wait ahead of her. The station was isolated, there were no people about, so she sat alone on a seat on the platform. A young man dressed in civvies but with an Army coat on, sat on the other end of the seat. They talked and he suggested that as they both had such a long wait, “Why not go to the pictures?” They did.

			He was an Army reporter going home to Sydney to say goodbye to his family. Dulcie then continued by train until she arrived in Sydney, where she had to change trains to board the one to Tenterfield. This could have been difficult as she had no permit for travel, but the reporter and a mate organised a permit number for her from his sister. She was able to continue to Tenterfield, and Harry was there to meet her. The train pulled up but there was no platform where Harry was waiting, so she opened the window and climbed out that way. In 1942, while her father was away at war, Dulcie and her mother continued to work the fruit block. He was away for three harvests. They knew four sisters from Maryborough, who came to Red Cliffs and helped with the picking, while Mr Jenkins and his son did the heavy work, carting and shaking racks. Mother cooked for them all.
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			Harry’s and Dulcie’s engagement – 1942

			When Harry came home from the War, he and Dulcie married on the 8th of November in 1943, in the Mildura Presbyterian Church. Dulcie was wearing the beautiful gown which she herself had created and sewn. They had been allocated a block of land in Robinvale, barren of any improvements.

			They first erected a tent on land close to the town where the cemetery is now. It was to be their first home. There were 27 other settlers in the area, wives came a little later, many from the Red Cliffs area. These settlers had tents set up near the pumping station by the river. When they first came, they would be supplied with an evening meal and somewhere to sleep. In 1947 there was a shocking storm and every tent was demolished.

			After that they built a small hut. A mate had some galvanised iron at Red Cliffs, and rather than leave it there for someone to take, he suggested they build Dulcie a kitchen with it. Dulcie remembers when they were supplied with a rainwater tank, but it was their responsibility to go to Mildura to get it to their property. They hired a truck, put four-year-old Gary in with the driver and a mattress in the tank for them to both sit on. They rocked and rolled all the way home to Robinvale.

			Dulcie’s father built a large cool safe for them when they were living in the hut. It was cooled by water dripping over hessian on the sides. Ice would be brought from Manangatang, but by the time it arrived having travelled on the back of a truck it was often only a quarter of the size to what it was originally. The grocer called and collected her order for goods, then delivered them.

			One very humid, rainy drying season, Harry thought they would lose all the fruit on the racks. Dulcie looked and suggested they take all the top rack and put on a hessian cover, which they did. Next day, Harry was amazed, as it wasn’t as sticky, and they were able to save the crop. Having grown up on the block, Dulcie knew a lot of little tricks like that.

			The milkman delivered fresh milk, and some people had vegetable gardens on the river flats, so they wandered down there and got their fresh vegetables. Mrs Wilde had the dairy, and one day her son Trevor took Dulcie to see ‘the town that never was.’ Evidently a town had been planned for southern NSW and set out with a railway line, tennis courts, school, windmill and dam. It was all marked out, but as the wheat crop wasn’t successful. It was never built.

			There weren’t any doctors or a chemist nearby, but the Red Cliffs girls remembered that Dulcie had worked for the doctor’s there. Dr Barker had given her a big bag of different medicines to take with her, and it soon became known to go to Dulcie as, “She’ll have the cure!” She said that she was proud of what she had done. They were overjoyed to welcome their first child, a son, in December 1944. They named him Gary. His brother Gregory was born in 1949, and sister Raylee in 1955.

			When their eldest son Gary was at school, he was a good scholar, but not an artist, so they were surprised when at about 8 or 9 years of age he was awarded the yearly overall prize for one of his drawings. It was titled, ‘Men at Work,’ and the drawing was of gangers sitting around a fire boiling a billy.

			Gary went on to win the highest award ever given in Victoria or Australia, because of the excellent work he put into his final year at Robinvale High. He was awarded scholarships for the Education Department, the Agriculture and Forestry Department and the Army.

			He had to choose which to accept. He told his mother that he didn’t even need to think about it and chose the Forestry Department. After choosing his career path, Gary wrote non-acceptance letters to the other three offers, and they told him that he’d made a wonderful choice. He is now a scientist and holds one of the top jobs which takes him to many countries. Gregory always wanted to work in the Post Office, so his position eventually took him all over Victoria to check on trig points (survey points), some in the Mallee. Raylee had her own business in Etiwanda Avenue, opposite Jack Abell.

			But back to Dulcie’s room. Another frame on her wall holds a certificate to show that she achieved a degree from the School of Landscape Gardening - a course in Horticultural Botany, and Landscape Design, Gardening and Plant Nomenclature (the scientific naming of plant species). She did this by correspondence, at the age of 58, taking two-and-a-half years to complete. She also had an avid interest in Mallee fowl, and worked with the Councils, finding the whereabouts of the nests. Once she even crept close enough to see young chicks emerge from the ground. The chicks hatch underground and struggle to the surface, where they flop out totally exhausted. She argued for the eradication of foxes in the reserves, (foxes are the enemy of the Mallee Fowl) and finally the area near Boundary Bend was free of them.

			The Wandown Nature Reserve and Box Lagoon were areas she monitored after driving to Bannerton Reserve, then leaving the car and walking. She marked the nests with a stick with a number on it. She saw foxes listening for the sound of chicks scrabbling their way out of the nest. They were just waiting to devour the chicks. Dulcie is very passionate about not letting the Mallee Fowl die out.

			In 1977, Harry and Dulcie bought one-and-a-half acres of land with a house on it, overlooking the Murray River, below the weir. They later built their retirement home there and with her knowledge of horticulture and her ‘green fingers’, Dulcie designed an extensive garden with all varieties of shrubbery and exotic trees and plants. She said that one day a beautiful peacock arrived and stayed there with them for the next seven years, and then just left again.

			There are steep cliffs between the house and the river, and years ago, people lived in the caves in the cliffs. Tourist boats often stopped at the foot of them and passengers climbed up to ground level to view Dulcie’s garden. They met many interesting people. One story she told was of a large feral cat which she saw in her garden. She told Harry that it was huge, like a tiger. He thought she was imagining things until one day he saw it for himself, and it seemed as though it was going to attack them. Another day, when she was in the garden, Dulcie heard scuffling sounds that she couldn’t identify until, looking down the cliff face, she could see the big cat caught in a narrow ravine and struggling to escape. But it was stuck and unable to get out. Harry got a gun and made short work of it.

			As well as gardening, Dulcie loved craft, knitting and sewing clothes. Harry played golf as relaxation from work, and Dulcie joined him. One year she won the district championship for the area from Swan Hill to Renmark and across to Sea Lake. In 1997 she gave a talk to the 5K and 5G children at the Robinvale School, telling them what the living conditions were like, and how the blocks were established 50 years ago. Another memory from way back when she was quite young, was of travelling on the Melbourne Road via Hattah which was a dirt track with sandy hills. There was a gypsy camp at Hattah, and anyone travelling through that area was very wary. Father said to hang on tight as he revved the car to get past that area as quickly as he could, or the gypsies would have clambered onto the car and stolen anything they could lay their hands on.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Dulcie’s grandparents – Jim and Ada Holdsworth, 
Walter and Jean – Dulcie’s Dad and Aunt

			Grandpa lived next door to them at Nursery Ridge, and Dulcie walked past his stables as she went to visit a school friend. She saw three smallish, stunted trees there, and while she didn’t know what variety they were, she could see that they flowered, produced fruit, and that the birds ate them, so she thought she would try them too. She liked the taste, so she would take water from the horse troughs and they started to grow. She believes that she was the first person to introduce avocados to the Sunraysia district. She was invited to the CSIRO when they were officially introduced to the region.

			In 1999, Dulcie realised they needed to be nearer medical help for Harry, and she started thinking about moving to Mildura. She and Raylee looked at houses here, and one in Ford Close appealed to them, so they took Harry with an agent to have a look. As he walked down the side of the house, Harry said, “It’s very like home”, then after looking through it said, “I think I’m going to love it”. So, it was quite a seamless move.

			The sale of the Robinvale house was also quite seamless. Many people were interested in it because of the beautiful garden, and its position overlooking the river. The agent brought one buyer who was wanting to bargain for a lower price than she and Harry had agreed on. Dulcie felt he had a real cheek to ask to drop the price. She told him he had five minutes to make up his mind as there were twelve other buyers waiting outside the gate. Anyway, he quickly made up his mind and bought it!
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			Harry and Dulcie Waugh at their Robinvale home

			Harry Waugh was born on September 8, 1917. He enlisted at Mildura on the first day of enlistments so is designated a ‘39er’. Dulcie recalls that he was awarded numerous medals, here worn on his left breast. It is believed the medal on his right breast was one awarded by the Greek Government for his participation in the Greek and Crete campaigns. Many of Harry’s mates were either captured, killed or stranded on Crete and Harry was lucky to have escaped.

			Because the narrator can visualise in the mind’s eye, the incidents in the story being told and the listener is only able to see as through a dark glass, we decided to take a trip down memory lane. We drove out to Red Cliffs and on to Nursery Ridge, and as we went, Dulcie would tell me the names of the folk who once lived in the properties each side of the road. She pointed out the roof of her parent’s home, the house she and Harry first lived in beside the road and it is still occupied, the place where Grandpa’s stables were located.

			Further along the road we came to Red Cliffs East school. Still very much being used. A lovely old building, with tennis court and well-kept grounds. Dulcie said that there was even a tuck shop at the time she was going to the school. She told me also, that Spider’s Web got that name because in the early days the houses were just being built in a higgledy-piggledy fashion and then linked up with roads, so got that name as a result. I saw where Mrs Davey lived, where the doctors’ clinic was situated, also what was once the bakery where she learnt bookkeeping. On the way home, we came in Eleventh St., and between Benetook and Etiwanda Avenues, on either side of the road were the properties of Grandpa and others of the family. On down to Cureton Avenue, to see the lovely old house where Aunty and Uncle Steve Mansell lived, before heading back to Princes Homes.
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			Dulcie was clearly a talented dressmaker 

			Dulcie was very appreciative of our chats together and asked me more than once had I learned anything about her – and I reassured her. I asked how she felt about her life, and she replied ‘I had a happy marriage’.

			Harry and I always communicated before deciding on anything that was important, our three children gave us so much pleasure and have all succeeded in their own lives, and now their children are following on. I can sit back and enjoy what started off as just Harry and me. I am alone with my family and my dreams. Yes, I have had a wonderful life, and I am being well cared for at Princes Court.

			All who read this will agree; there was an enquiring mind, a real verve and enthusiasm for life, and for every experience that came her way.
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