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			JANET LYNCH

			in conversation with Gwen Cooke

			A top made from a calico flour bag could be made to look quite perfect!

			I was born in Ouyen to Thomas Ceveri and Gwendoline Coustley on 7 February 1941. 

			Dad moved to Ouyen from Bendigo, his father having immigrated from Northern Italy in the 1890s. His mother, Catherina Svanosio, was also of Italian descent but was born in Bendigo. Her parents moved to Australia in the 1850s.

			When Tom was twelve, his mother died, and he was left in Bendigo when his father and the younger two children moved to Melbourne. He was left a horse, and he eventually found his brothers who were farm hands in the Manangatang district. Another brother farmed at Cullulleraine. For many years Tom was a farm hand and used to travel to Ouyen where he met Gwen, his future wife. My mum was bookkeeper at the Ouyen Flour Mill and was proud to be one of the first pupils at the Ouyen High School. She finished Year 10 which was a huge achievement at that time – particularly for a female.

			Mum’s father, Robert Coustley, was killed in WWI in Belgium – Coustley Avenue in Ouyen is named after him. He wrote beautiful letters from the front and spoke longingly about returning home to march down the main street and sing ‘God Save the King’ with his two little girls, Rose and Gwennie. He worked on the State Rivers and Water Supply and came to Ouyen in the settlement phase. He was part owner of the Top Café in Ouyen which provided an income whilst he was serving abroad. Grandma was a good cook so apparently made and supplied the cakes. A plaque at the site marks the location on Oke Street, near the IGA supermarket.

			Being connected to the clan McLean, my grandfather played the bagpipes and wore his kilt with pride. His girls had the tartan skirts. 

			Mum’s mother, Ruth, remarried Bill Whitford, the brother of a local identity, Maude Garner. They had three children together and became a family of five.Bill was a wonderful stepfather, and the girls were very much part of his extended family. In the early 1940s Dad and Mum farmed at Mittyack and had two children, Robert and Marie. Times were tough. When it was time for my delivery, Mum and her helper set off in the horse and gig but couldn’t control the horse, so Dad had to inconveniently knock off harvest to take mum into the hospital. Imagine that trip?

			Dad enlisted for WWII and left Mum on the farm with three little ones under three years of age. During training he contracted pneumonia and thankfully returned home. When life got too tough on the farm, the land was sold, and a house was purchased in Fuller Street, Ouyen. Dad then worked on the channels which provided a stable income. He would set off every week with his team of horses to work on the channels around Ouyen, Walpeup, Galah and Hattah. Baby sister Nola was born two years later. We had to go to Melbourne with her by train to a medical appointment and we stayed with Dad’s family in Melbourne. It was so different from home, and I wasn’t the easiest child to manage under those circumstances!

			In the summer we always went to the pool and played cricket out on the road with lots of neighbouring kids … the Caldows, the Munroes, the Rankins, and the O’Callaghans. Noreen Caldow was my age, and we often carted her sister around with us in a pram. We would spend hours looking for fairies on the moss in the backyard and we always found some that were dancing!

			As soon as spring came, we and the neighbouring kids would set off with our jam tin billy cans down the railway line to pick the harbingers of spring … the early nancy flowers. We would talk, play and sing until we collected our billy full and then we’d make our way back home again. We didn’t ever make it to Kiamal, but we must have gotten close at times. We were a little gang of hill billies.

			In winter, I remember walking through icy puddles on the way to school. We had open fireplaces in the Ouyen Primary School and on very cold days we were allowed to have a hot cocoa at lunchtimes for sixpence. It was so nice, and we all appreciated the extravagance. Every Friday afternoon, the mothers would gather at the Fairy Dell Café, and we kids would all meet them there while they had their afternoon tea. It was a regular Friday occurrence.
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			The Hill Billies
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			Janet and her sister Nola

			I was always younger for my year at school and was a ‘mollydooker’, a left-hander, like my brothers. The teachers knew not to try to change that – my Mum wouldn’t allow it. Whenever we visited Grandma on Coustley Avenue, Mum would always take us to Fairy Dell hill – it was never known to us as Ticklebelly Hill! We would roll down it - over the stones, prickles and grass.

			We attended the Methodist Church where Marie and I would usually sing a duet at any significant events. I always loved to sing, and Dad got me to sing wherever we went – especially to the aunts and uncles in Melbourne.

			We had a cow that Mum milked, and we three eldest kids delivered milk in the evenings. We had a veggie garden, grape vines and fruit trees. I remember one night being out with Robert and Marie watering and Robert wouldn’t let me squirt the water in the air because the bombers would get us.

			We would go to the Roxy Cinema most Friday evenings as a family. George Formby films were a favourite. Toys were rare, I never had a doll – something that still hurts today – but I had plenty of beautiful books.

			I’ve always been interested in fashion, and it probably stems from the outfits that were purchased or made for occasions - a top made from a calico flour bag could be made to look quite perfect!

			Christmas time was always very special. 

			Meals were always eaten together at the table and manners were instilled. Grace was always recited and “may I please leave the table” was always asked. There were games to be played and fun to be had. Prayers were said which I really didn’t understand at all. Pity my simplicity became “pity mice implicitly” and that was so odd because we really didn’t like mice. Eventually I figured it out and what a relief!

			At night we listened to the wireless, played cards, draughts, jacks (girls only with jacks) or any other board game available.

			In 1951, Dad bought land near Swan Hill, five miles east of Ultima. What a big shift for us all. There was no electricity and only a poor dam for water supply. Dad soon fixed the water situation by sinking a perfect dam – never to be swum in. That dam has only just been filled in seventy-three years later and my siblings and I were sad to hear that.

			My siblings are Robert William Ceveri, born June 13, 1938; Marie Jean Connor: May 7, 1939; Nola Joyce Dalrymple: December 14, 1943; Michael Thomas Ceveri: September 21, 1951. 

			Ultima life was significantly different. My baby brother Michael was born shortly after the move. We went from a big tribe in Ouyen to a small gang of five. We went to school at Goschen Primary and later, Swan Hill High on the Ultima bus on a horrible gravel road which was slippery in winter. Marie and I learned how to milk the cows; had good milking hands and strong wrists. I felt so clever making butter. We had a wooden churn and there was nothing better than using the butter patties to get the moisture out and shape it.

			The cream was separated from the milk (in plentiful supply) and sent to the St Arnaud butter factory in a cream can. Scalded cream was delicious. We made it by putting milk in the big preserving pan on the stove and after a time, the cream rose to the top and was scraped off. With homemade dried apricot jam on fresh bread - it was so yummy. The scalded cream had a very delicious flavour.

			Another memory - Dad used to kill a lamb for meat. One day Nola and I felt sorry for the poor lamb tied up waiting for Dad. We felt so sorry for it and wanted to let it go. Thank goodness Dad arrived in time, we sure would have suffered if we had been successful.

			Every year mustard weed and horehound flavoured the cow’s milk and the lambs’ meat gained a terrible taste and odour. It was the only time of year butter and meat were purchased.

			A Coolgardie safe was the only means of keeping food fresh. It had hessian down the sides which was kept wet from the water tray up the top. Then kerosene refrigerators became available (and affordable) and certainly changed things. We even made ice cream. We still had no power and relied on Tilley lamps and a Tilley iron. Power finally came through to the farm in 1958.

			When we were old enough, we began to play netball (called basketball then) and tennis. We also joined the Girls Friendly Society in Ultima. We used to put on a concert every few years and by then we had rediscovered that I could sing. I had many happy times there. Big brother Robert and I went to dancing classes and we put them to good use. I loved anything to do with sport or dancing and could usually pick it up easily and do well.

			Swan Hill High was always great, offering lots of sport. I received a scholarship in Form 3 and that set me on a path to Teachers’ College. I loved learning French and dreamed of going to France one day which, in time, we did. Speech night was always fabulous with lots of choirs and even a musical by Gilbert and Sullivan. 

			I remember Dad bought us a Welsh pony, “Micky”. He was a creamy colour with a black stripe from his mane down to his tail - gee he was good! We weren’t allowed to have a saddle, we had to ride bareback because Dad didn’t want us to fall off and have our feet caught. I remember early mornings rounding up the sheep with Dad on our horses. It was just wonderful. A very special memory.

			After finishing High School, I went to Teachers’ College in Bendigo which was life changing - I had just turned seventeen. There was so much to do and so much to see. Shops – wow! I had an allowance, money that I had never had before, and I was soon in those dress and shoe shops.

			College was very like an extension of school, running from 9am until 4pm, five days a week. It was a twoyear course with regular teaching rounds in Bendigo. We were very well prepared for our profession.

			The first year of college was spent at Quarry Hill, part of an old school converted to a Teachers’ College. It was situated practically in the city centre. We used to walk home to the Sandhurst Hostel where we lived, every day. The hostel was very old, but clean. We always had an early evening meal which resulted in hungry farm girls later in the night. We managed to find ways to get into the kitchen for something to eat. Of course, it was soon locked.

			The hostel had a beautiful stairway with polished wooden balustrades, and we regularly slid down them. I might have been the instigator. When I was home sick one time, wearing my beautiful gold coloured candlewick dressing gown I got caught sliding down that balustrade. I was bored and thought I’d check if I had any mail from Mum. I didn’t know there was a meeting with the principal and board members taking place in the drawing room with the doors open and where I was in full view. I was off and back up those stairs, three at a time!

			I also had an escapade with a friend on the mighty high corrugated iron rooftop of our two-storey building. The chimney stack wasn’t wide enough to hide us when the college deputy ordered us to get down. We weren’t too popular when all rooftop pursuits were banned – including sunbathing!

			We discovered the Busy Bee Café where a toasted crumpet with butter and honey and a cappuccino became a regular two-shilling expense. How delicious it was – none of us had ever had coffee like that before. Over the road from the hostel was a lovely little cafe called Riechters, they made a very tasty ice cream sundae called the ‘College Sundae’.That became another regular purchase.

			In second year, we shifted to Pleasant Vale, a new college with hostels which were lovely. No more shovelling coal into the hot water heater (which all of us sometimes forgot and then had no hot water – brrrr!) The single rooms were such a change. A tram got us to town and bikes were handy. Rostered duties were less at the new hostels leading to more free time.

			Saturday nights were spent at the YMCA dance hall. One time, this handsome young man from the Mallee danced with me all night. I didn’t know his name, but gee he was nice, and I’ll always remember his lovely aqua tie and his well-fitting suit. I played softball, tennis and basketball and learned to play table tennis in the common room. In winter we would be purple with the cold! In second year, college, my basketball team won the Premiership, and I was so proud to be in the Firsts, which I couldn’t do at Ultima, but managed to in a much superior league. In softball, if I wasn’t pitcher or backstop, I wouldn’t play. They wanted to put me as an outer fielder because I could run and catch big hits but that wasn’t for me.

			We had a beautiful college choir. It was such a pleasure to sing regularly at assembly. I remember we had a glorious hymn for our graduation. At the end of the two years, we were proud graduates. We were teachers! I didn’t care where I went if it was in the Mallee.

			I ended up in Underbool, boarding with Mrs Willoughby (we called her Wibby). Another teacher also arrived, Margaret Hibbins, from Boolarra in Gippsland - what a difference for Marg. We both stayed at Wibby’s, shared a room, and became lifelong friends.

			Marg taught the Preps to Grade Two, and I taught Grades Three and Four and our Headmaster Mr Sharp taught the Grades Five and Six. Singing lessons were broadcast by ABC radio services and we used sch services wherever we could. Swimming lessons were held at the Ouyen pool in the summer months. Regular sporting events were conducted with nearby small schools including Torrita, Linga, Boinka and Tutye. We used our blackboards and chalk all the time. Pencils were used until Grade Three and then Grade Fours graduated to ink pens, inkwells and blotting paper.

			At the pictures in the Underbool Hall the week after arriving, I saw this same handsome man I had danced with in Bendigo and learned his name was David Lynch. The next weekend all the young people went down to Pine Plains, driving through the sand and desert - what a trip! I was terrified. We went to the Snow Drift and spent time shooting cans with a .22 rifle. David was an excellent marksman and I managed to impress him. I went home with David, the beginning of our life together.

			Dances were held every weekend at either Underbool or Walpeup. We regularly went and David was a good dancer – we danced well together. In November that year we became engaged. I often went out to their home on the farm and got to know his family. His mum, Mavis (née Hinneberg) and father, Gordon were great people. Mavis was a wonderful cook. Evelyn, David’s younger sister, drove us everywhere and in fact taught me to drive.

			We married in Swan Hill at the Methodist church on a beautiful September day. Over one hundred guests joined us for an alcohol-free wedding breakfast in the Methodist Church Hall. Unfortunately, many of us had gastro the next day (I always blamed the ox tongue meat in the salad!).
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			Janet and David Lynch

			For our honeymoon, we travelled around Victoria for two weeks and had a lovely time – except for the road (more like a track) from Wodonga to Omeo. Motels were just coming into vogue, and we made the mistake of not using them very much. We stayed in old hotels. We didn’t really know what motels were then.

			Once married, I stopped teaching because we lived nine miles out of Underbool, and I didn’t have my driving licence. Married life was so different! I was now living on the farm! We were very isolated, the nearest neighbours - the Farnsworth family - lived about three or four miles away and were great. Barbara Farnsworth, originally from England and a former Underbool Bush Nursing Sister, was marvellous as were Edna and Max Lynch. We all kept in touch via a party line phone (9 N).

			David was a busy farmer, mostly working miles away. I was on my own, a non-driver without a vehicle (David had that). Our first baby, Stephen, was born in 1962 in November. Sadly, David’s father died one month before Steve was born. Fifteen months later Ricky was born. Oh, how busy we were then! But at least we had a Holden station wagon, and I now had my licence! Our two little boys were very busy. One of Steve’s best tricks was to paint Rick’s face with brown nugget. He vowed one day when escaping the house yard, they had seen an emu wearing gum boots!
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			Janet in the driver’s seat.

			The Underbool kindergarten began in 1967 in the Underbool Hall supper room under the supervision of Margaret Willsmore, Bernice Lynch and me. David, being a very good welder, made items that were needed and very handy. We opened with eight children with some lucky to be permitted to attend although not meeting the required age. Children from Walpeup, and Linga also attended. With my licence now, I could drive into Ouyen or over to Ultima to visit Mum and Dad. Steve suffered with bronchitis quite often and one day, when driving him into the doctor, I managed to run (literally!!) into the minister, Mr Savage. Fortunately, nobody was injured.

			In 1968 Stephen started school and this changed things for our family. He had to be driven about two or three miles to and from the bus. We were finding the travelling difficult to manage. After much planning and deliberation, it was decided to have our house shifted into Underbool. Mick O’Callaghan from Ouyen did the task. Our block was next to Jim and Evelyn Willsmore (David’s sister) and the other side were Albert and Jean Lynch (David’s uncle and aunt) and we were soon ensconced in the community. I also became pregnant that year and stopped leading the Kinder program. In August our daughter Kylie was born. Ricky began school in 1969. He was so happy when at term break, I told him it was break up day at school. He was very excited, he wanted to know how he could break it!

			We were very keen on golf. A babysitter minded all the players’ children which was a heavy task, but we enjoyed the time playing and meeting other people. By now I was involved in the community and had taken office on many different committees. Kinder and Mothers Club were a great learning period. Then I was appointed Underbool Golf Ladies President. That broke me in! I also became emergency teacher at Walpeup for six months then back to the Underbool school where I was full time teaching for approximately five years. Our two boys became interested in football and cricket so we would take them to training. Both boys loved swimming in the Underbool Lake which was over by the Underbool reservoirs. The community realised the need for a swimming pool. A committee was elected with Councillor Bernie Brown acting President and I was elected Secretary - a position I held for many years. My involvement on this committee led to a very busy time for me and the family. My community roles have been President of the Underbool Mothers’ Club; Golf President; Netball umpire and President of the Netball Club. I was also involved in the Underbool Hall Committee and was appointed President. The Underbool Progress Group also attracted my attention, and I enjoyed my involvement there. I was the first elected female to the then Ouyen High School Council (now Ouyen P-12 College).

			Over the many years of community involvement Janet has achieved much for the Underboo community through her successful submission writing on behalf of the various groups. - Gwen.

			One of my most enjoyable community roles was when I was approached by Women’s Health Loddon Mallee, to join an Advisory Group to represent Underbool and District women on the Northwest Women’s Expo Committee. For nine years we organised an Expo for Mallee women at the then Mallee Research Station. Each year we had over two hundred women attend a day of information sessions on women’s health, women’s business, leadership, mental health and self-esteem. I met amazing women, and inspiring keynote speakers, while effectively building the self-esteem and courage of many women across the region (and my own).
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			Janet and her daughter Kylie

			During these years, our daughter Kylie was proving to be an excellent singer and our family was busy getting her to various performances in and around the Mallee Track. 

			Kylie followed her mum’s love of singing and sang at many functions, concerts, school events, weddings and funerals. 

			I loved going out to the farm. My best effort was the day when the sheep were being dipped and I was called out to help. The sheep were sprayed, and the water drained into a shallow pit. I stepped forward onto what looked like cement but was very dirty water. I went into the dip, up to my thighs and cut my knee, adding injury to insult! I had to strip off and drive myself into the Bush Nursing Centre in Underbool (quickly before anyone saw me!). The Doctor on duty that day managed to laugh, and I was on crutches for a while.

			David and I played lawn bowls. Of course, I became very involved and trained to be an umpire and held all available office bearing positions at various times. During our married life David and I have travelled overseas many times together and particularly while Kylie and Andrew were working in Saudi Arabia. These trips led us to many more overseas trips including to meet relatives in northern Italy, Mull Island in Scotland to see the McLean castle and Menin Gate at Ypres where the names of fallen soldiers (my grandfather being one of them) are recorded. We have such wonderful memories to reflect on. We also went on outback Australia adventures regularly – always with friends and what fabulous times we had setting up camp, playing cards and driving the rough roads.
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			Janet and David in 2023.

			We led a very interesting and active life while David was working the farm. Then in 2016 my health deteriorated, and this led us to the decision to move to Mildura where we bought our new home in Bene Vista Boulevarde.

			David and I were happy there until a series of very serious strokes I suffered led us to another decision. I moved to Princes Court Aged Care where I have a lovely room my chair is in front of a sunny window that looks over the lovely rose gardens. David is living in our home in Bene Vista and his daily visits are so anticipated and enjoyable. I look forward to visits and phone calls from friends and family and members of the aged care community at Princes Court. We have nine grandchildren and five great grandchildren who we adore and speak with regularly. It has been magnificent to see our little family tree grow.
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			Janet and David and their extended family
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			The poem penned by Gwen on Lodge Night in 1992 

			Lodge night is here,
It’s always a rush,
I sometimes wish he’d give it the brush.
Some wives will relate to this I am sure
It really is hard to get ‘em out of the door.
The clothes are ready and on the bed
Let’s hope the pressure relieves in my head…
Me shirt me shirt, the collar’s too tight.
Me trousers, these pants are they looking all right?
Now me gloves,
Aw hell they’re dirty.
Now he wonders why I get shirty.
Get me book, find the page,
Hurry up! Don’t take an age.
A car horn sounds, as he smooths his hair,
Leaving me to collapse in the nearest chair.

			Janet Lynch
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