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			HEATHER McKENZIE 

			in conversation with Vernon Knight 

			These are my angels in the far west, 
and I say again, they are the best! 

			The notes provided by Murray House spoke of a lady born in Ballarat who later lived in numerous Mallee towns. After her marriage to Loughlin, the couple tried farming in various locations. When this did not work out, the couple moved to Curlwaa, NSW. After living for a time with Loughlin’s mother, the couple built their own home on the highway between Curlwaa and Wentworth. After moving to Wentworth, Loughlin would later make the move to Darwin. Heather opted to stay in Wentworth where she has lived for more than fifty years. Heather and Loughlin eventually separated. 

			It doesn’t take long to discover that there is much more to this story and a lot more to discover in relation to this remarkable lady! Now in her nineties, Heather is bubbly, sharp and talkative with an abundance of stories to share. 

			Heather’s father, Sid McIntosh, was farming on a property at Jeparit prior to Heather’s arrival. The property, ‘Ellam Park’, was owned by Sid’s parents. 

			The farm grew wheat and grazed sheep and cattle. Sid had always wanted to purchase the property from his parents, but that was never to happen. Heather was to make her arrival at the home of her maternal grandmother in Ballarat. 

			Keen to make their own way in the world and tend to Heather’s health, Sid, and his wife Ellen (known as Nell), shifted to Tutye, midway between Ouyen and Pinnaroo. Heather recalls that the name of the farm was ‘Uralla’. Aside from Sid’s parents not wishing to sell the farm, the move north was in part a response to Heather’s health needs. She had suffered illness as a baby because, as Heather was told, the dam water in Jeparit was tainted when the channels were not running. “The tanks became dry and smelly”! 

			The family relocated at the recommendation of their doctor. Heather feels that the move was also triggered by her father’s belief that “there would always be plenty of bore water in Tutye when the wind blew”. One assumes that the doctor knew little about the bore water in Tutye or that Heather is made of very ‘stern stuff’! 

			Heather’s informative scrap books contain some detailed information about her mother Nell, penned by Wilma Schmidt. This information is contained in notes headed ‘Files of our Esteemed Residents of Rachel Wilson House’ … 

			Nell McIntosh (née Gray) was born on a farm outside Ballarat in 1902. She was the second child in a family of four. Her younger brother died of diphtheria, aged two. When Nell started school, she went the four miles in a pony and gig. When she was older, she rode her own little black pony. In her teens she walked one and a half miles to the train to take her to Ballarat where she attended the Technical School and learnt shorthand, typing and book-keeping. 

			Nell met Sidney McCallum McIntosh when they were introduced on the train at Windermere. They were both 19 years of age. Sidney returned north to his family’s farm and then followed a year of letter writing. Sid came to Ballarat every year to go to the South Street competitions held in music, elocution, gymnastics etc. He stayed about a month and was able to spend a fair bit of time with Nell. 

			After three annual visits and a stream of letters, they were married when they were both aged 23. The newlyweds came to live at ‘Ellam Park’ and, as Sid was the last of his brothers to marry, they worked his parent’s farm for a few years. Then they wanted to strike out on their own, so when Brenda was four and Heather was a baby, a farm at Tutye was purchased. 

			Nell describes the farm … “There was nothing there at first, but with plenty of hard work, the farm was built up”. Her children remember her as a woman who could work alongside the men. She tossed sheaves and burned tree stumps after helping to grub them out. All the children’s clothes were made by Nell … She also helped them with their homework and encouraged them to read. 

			Sid took pride in his stud flock of Corriedale sheep. Over the years, he sold a lot of Corriedale rams all around the district. With the passing years the farm was expanded when adjoining farms were acquired. There was always a lot of native timber to cut down to make way for crops. Mallee stumps were everywhere. 
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			When Nell and Sid left the farm, they retired to a home in Windsor Street, Mildura where for the next twenty years they enjoyed gardening and fishing and watching their grandchildren grow. Their love match lasted almost 60 years. Sid died in June 1985 just three months short of their Diamond Wedding Anniversary. Nell came to live at Rachel Wilson House in January 1986. Her son Ian took over the farm at Tutye, and his son Shane wants to carry on with the farm work. It pleases Nell very much. 

			Heather was the second child born to Sid and Nell McIntosh. Her big sister Brenda is two years older. Their third child, Ian, entered the world at Tutye. 
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			Heather and Brenda Mcintosh 

			The move from Jeparit was obviously challenging as Heather’s father needed to make several trips to bring his horses and his household to the small township on the Mallee Track. Nell, Brenda, and Heather were to come by train from Ballarat. “In those days”, according to Heather, “you could get the train from Ballarat to Ouyen where the carriage heading to Pinnaroo would be unhitched and connected to the goods train travelling west”. Ouyen was obviously an important freight hub for grains leaving the Mallee so depending on the season, those living on the Mallee Track would have had access to train travel. Heather says, “It was about the time of the Spirit of Progress. We used to call our train, the Spirit of Patience!” 

			Heather recalls that the move was made easier with the assistance of a ‘working man’. He was presumably Sid’s employee and once in Tutye, he helped with the construction of ‘Uralla’. At that stage, it was a property of 640 acres which was totally undeveloped, 640 acres being one square mile. It is believed that this was the standard acreage for the subdivision of Government land. 

			After building a home for his young family, Sid had to focus on clearing the land, erecting fences, and ensuring that his animals had feed and water. Heather reminds me that there were numerous towns along the ‘track’, each about six miles apart. Other ‘Living Histories’ inform us that six miles was deemed to be the right distance between schools given that students would need to walk or ride horses to attend class. 

			It is obvious that Heather and Brenda grew up in a household where there was much to be done and one suspects that they were endowed with a strong work ethic. I am later to learn that on leaving school, Heather would be her father’s ‘right-hand man’ for about ten years. She happily shares her recollections of building haystacks, cutting chaff, and grubbing mallee roots. 

			Alan shares some wonderful anecdotes … 

			“One of Mum’s jobs was to take the ‘smoko’ to the men during the harvest. Given the risk of setting fire to the crop, the boiling water for the cups of tea had to be carried down from the house. It was Mum’s job to bring it down on her horse”. Alan shakes his head when contemplating the challenge of carrying boiling water on horseback. “She also became the tractor driver when with great sadness, Sid had to move on from his much-loved team of horses”. 

			Alan also recounts his mother’s stories of the dust storms which were so bad that they had to light lamps inside the house during the day, just to see. He recalls his mother’s stories of the railway staff having to use grain shovels to remove the dust from inside the train carriages! 

			Several chats confirm that Heather had a happy childhood, and she seems to relish the chance to revisit her memories. She has very clear memories of Tutye. “We had a Post Office, a house for the Post Mistress, three station houses, and a bootmaker’s workshop in the old bank building”. One of Heather’s treasured books, ‘Kow Plains and Beyond’ provides a detailed history of the district from 1849 to 1988 with photos and descriptions of Tutye and the other townships. 

			The name Tutye is said to mean resting place, and this would be the place where Sid and Nell would work and rest until retiring to Mildura some fifty years later. It was also here that Heather’s younger brother Ian would be born. After Heather’s parent’s move to Mildura, Ian continued working the farm until his death in 2004. Tutye was in the County of Weeah and there was a great demand for land when the combined parishes of Tutye and Bunurouk “were thrown open”. There were 100 allotments covering 64,809 acres and 3,007 applicants for these blocks. 

			A special condition in the crown grant, provided “that the land be maintained and used for the purpose of agriculture, grazing and residence and that no person be permitted to subsequently acquire or have an interest in more than 1,000 acres”. 1 That limit could be varied as it was in the case of ‘Uralla’. 

			It was in 1913 that a proposal for a school at Tutye was submitted and a school was set up in the local public hall. 

			1. “Kow Plains and Beyond”, Cowangie, Tutye, Boinka back-to committee september 1988, ISBN0-7316-4011-X. 

			The Education Department would later supply a purpose-built school in 1920 and the school would continue to operate for fifty-five years. The history of Kow Plains records the subsequent development of two more schools – Tutye North State School and Tutye South Hall and School. It was the Central School that Heather and her siblings would attend. 

			The history compiled for the ‘Back-to Tutye, Cowangie and Boinka (September 1988)’ gives a clear picture of very active communities with many sporting activities – football, tennis, and basketball. 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Tutye State School 

			Heather’s teacher was a married man, and he had the task of teaching about thirty children spread over eight different grades. “At lunchtime, he would often come outside with us and play ‘The Hare and the Hounds’. It was good training for football as our teacher was captain of the Tutye football team”. 

			Riding to and from school was obviously a highlight of the day and Heather has lots to say about their horses, Tommy and Toby. Toby was “a tall dark horse that was a challenge to mount”. Heather was one who managed to mount the tall dark horse and she remembers a time when at Christmas, there was a visit from Santa. When I was called up, Santa said, “You’re the girl that rides the tall dark horse!” 
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			Heather on Toby and Ian on Trixie 

			Heather recalls how, on one day, Tommy decided that school wasn’t for him and “he started pigrooting about 200 yards from home. That weekend, Mum, and I drove sheep to another paddock, and I had to go ahead on Tommy to open the gate. Once again Tommy wasn’t going, and he put on another act. Then Mum mounted him, and he was as docile as a lamb! I was never made to ride Tommy to school again”. 
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			Tutye School Pupils – Heather is in the middle of the top row 

			Heather and Brenda would ride together until Brenda left school and Heather had the horse to herself. She was amused one morning after rain when Toby decided he didn’t like one of the puddles and showed his dislike very plainly. “Coming home, I got ready for a little fun, but it wasn’t what I expected. Toby just put his head down and drank”. 

			When Ian started school, he and Heather would ride ‘double’. After Heather left school the following year, she continued to ride with Ian as his legs weren’t long enough to reach the stirrups. “I rode with him in the mornings and picked him up in the afternoon”. When he did get tall enough, Sid built a step at the school so that Ian could climb on board without any help. Ian then rode Toby to school until one morning Toby stood dejectedly, and they knew something was wrong. “Dad found he had broken a bone in his back leg and Dad shot him to stop his pain”. It was much the same for Trixie who would pull away when tethered. “Ian had tied Trixie to a tree at school but when he went to get Trixie after school, she was lying down. She had broken her neck”. Heather can’t remember how Ian got on after that but says “Ian had almost finished school at Tutye and by that time, it was the end of the horses, and we now had a car”. 

			‘Kow Plains and Beyond’ details the history of the many state schools encompassed in the Tutye and District Combined School Sports Association. They include … Boinka 3800, Boinka North 4276, Boinka West 3964, Bunorouk 3832, Cowangie 3829, Cowangie North 3908, Kadoon 4121, Pallarung 3969, Tutye 3839, Tutye North 4368, Tutye South 4022, Tyalla 3896, Worooa 4435. 

			Growing up in a small Mallee town, it seems that Heather and her siblings were largely ‘home-based’. She remembers playing a lot with her dolls. 

			“We didn’t go out much as there were always things to do - looking after the horses, milking the cows, collecting the mallee stumps. While there was a Presbyterian Church, we didn’t go that much until Dad decided to take us to Sunday School at Cowangie. Eventually the Minister decided to try and establish a Sunday School at Tutye but it did not last that long”. 
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			Heather and Brenda feeding the chooks 

			Heather was about twelve when the War began but she stayed at school until she was fourteen. Sid was not called-up to serve as he worked in a ‘protected industry’, and he did not have a son old enough to run the farm. On finishing school, Heather started studying by correspondence. Like her mother, she studied bookkeeping, shorthand and typing with Stott’s Business College. Her parents rented a typewriter from Stott’s and Heather was given three months to learn the keys. 

			On my arrival this morning, Heather was in the middle of a crossword puzzle without glasses! I asked her if she remembered any shorthand. She was only too happy to share a recent conversation with her daughter-in-law, Sue. “Sue could see that I was trying to write a list, but she couldn’t make out some of the words. I told her that I should probably switch to shorthand”. It would not have surprised me if she did. 
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			Stott’s Colleges in Adelaide, Perth, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and New Zealand

			Interestingly, Stott’s College dates to 1883. It refers to itself as a pioneer of business education being the first institution in Australia to provide specialised commercial training. The courses initially offered by Stott’s College were in shorthand and typing. 

			By 1914, Stott’s College offered courses in Commercial Shorthand, Typing, and Accountancy studies that catered to both adult and high school students. The College received much interest during the Second World War. 

			Many Australian women studied business when their husbands were drafted. During this period, it was common for the College to send assessable documents to students via the post making the College an early adopter of ‘distance education’. 

			Stott’s Business College was destined to further impact Heather’s life when she was battling to provide for her children while living at Wentworth. It was at Stott’s that Heather learnt dressmaking, a skill that would become a source of income in very tough times. 

			It was during the War that Heather’s dad became ill with what was thought to be appendicitis. He had to be admitted to the Murrayville Hospital but thankfully, he did not require surgery and he was able to return home after a couple of days. It prompted me to ask about the family’s access to a doctor at Tutye. Heather seemed proud to say, “We didn’t have one and I never needed one!” She did however admit that in time, Tutye had a visiting doctor who would see patients at the Post Office. Is it not surprising that the Post Offices soon came to know everyone’s business? 

			It seems that the McIntosh family rarely went out. “We just worked and played at home. Probably our biggest outings were when Dad hitched a draft horse to the dray, and we would go for a picnic in the desert. We kids would spend time rolling down sandhills. I remember when Brenda and Ian got sick from rolling down the sandhills after a big lunch. I didn’t as I have a cast iron stomach! At other times we would go to the lakes to collect salt for the animals”. 

			Heather has very clear memories of Tutye. She recalls seeing the gypsum from the Tutye mine being loaded onto the train, and the building of the Tutye silos. “I was riding past the silos one day when the workmen were using detonators to dig the foundations. One of the detonators shot out and hit my pony on the rump. That certainly made him go!” She describes the loading of the grain trains when the workmen with an empty bag on their backs would carry a heavy sack of wheat on their shoulders, carefully walking up a narrow plank to put their load on top of the pile. 

			Heather describes the skewers that were used to ‘sew’ the bags closed. “The skewers were like a large needle that was threaded along the top edges of the bags. They were very helpful because when the bags had to be emptied, it was just a matter of pulling out the skewer”. 

			At this point, Heather alerted me to the book which was written for the ‘Back-to’ celebrations. She encourages me to see if it is amongst the things that her daughter-in-law is minding. In time I would get to see the trunk full of photo albums, newspaper cuttings, Heather’s poetry, and numerous photos. 
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			Heather McIntosh, Aged 21 

			Heather worked on the farm up until her marriage. 

			“I don’t ever recall being paid up until the time I was given a pound note after I had managed the hay carting. I was told to buy a blazer and we went to the shops in Melbourne. I was given sixpence change and I recall asking my mother if I could keep it!” In time, Heather was paid a wage and was expected to pay board. “Brenda was in Melbourne then, working in an office. Ian was paid wages when he left school after he had spent two years at High School in Pinnaroo”. 

			Heather’s early years are etched in her memory. She recalls that for forty years her mother played the church organ at Cowangie, where Heather was to be a Sunday School teacher. She recalls the time when tossing hay, her father managed to scoop up a snake unknowingly, and toss it up on the wagon. She remembers that one of her jobs at Uralla was cutting the chaff – “the job that nobody liked”. 

			Heather aged 25 was to meet Loughlin in 1955. The couple were to marry at the Cowangie Methodist church, down the road from Tutye. “Cowangie had a Methodist Church and a Presbyterian Church, and we would go to both – Methodist one week and Presbyterian the next”. Heather reflects that she was married in a Methodist Church by a Presbyterian Minister in Cowangie while her daughter Denise was christened in a Presbyterian Church by a Methodist Minister in Wentworth. She is quick to suggest that her family probably invented the Uniting Church. 

			Words also spoken by Nell in her conversation with Wilma Schmidt. 

			The couple had first met at a Cowangie dance after Loughlin had lost interest in grape growing. He had been farming on his parent’s fruit block in Merbein and had made the move to Murrayville to try his hand at share farming. 

			They first met at a football match. “When it started to rain, we all crammed into a small tin shed. I think I found myself standing next to him, so I asked him to come home for a meal”. 
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			Heather’s sister Brenda was bridesmaid 

			Heather and Loughlin quickly got to know each other and would together attend the dances at the Cowangie Hall, and at Boinka and Linga. These were the dances that Heather had previously attended with her father, while Nell was having to stay home and care for Ian. Following a courtship of several years, Heather and Loughlin married. 

			After their wedding, the couple moved to Karte, north-west of Pinnaroo and south of Renmark. Heather’s description of Karte is uncomfortable at best. She describes a shack with three walls stacked with bags of superphosphate, a dirt floor, no water supply, no stove, and a toilet ‘down the back’. But she happily remembers her honeymoon, a five-day cruise on the Paddleboat ‘Wanera’. 

			Heather remembers that on the way back to Karte after their honeymoon, they stopped at Tutye to pick up the furniture and the chimney they had purchased. They loaded the truck and set off, stopping at Pinnaroo for groceries and lunch. 

			“The truck seemed to be going slower, but we arrived eventually. Locky got out and told me to stay in the truck as he wanted to carry me over the threshold – after he had removed the tractor from the house! But there was no front on the house prior to installing the chimney and the door. 

			Heather laughs ... “There wasn’t a threshold anyway as we didn’t have a door. The truck had got us there, but it didn’t move a yard after that, unless it was towed. The door for our house had to wait until the truck was fixed so Locky fitted a heavy cement sheet which was too heavy to open or close. 

			“There was another shed up the hill where Locky had left the bed, and a table and chairs which we had to carry down to the house by hand in the dark. We sat on the floor and ate our tea that night. Our neighbours took us into town on Friday. We stayed for tea and then they took us to play table tennis, a popular sport around then. 
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			Locky moves the farm shed closer to the house the truck had to be towed by the tractor 

			Thankfully, Heather and Locky had good neighbours who would help out buying bread and other essentials on their weekly trips to Pinnaroo. 

			“But one day when Locky didn’t get an order in on time, we had a week without bread, and we lived on scones fried in mutton fat.” Heather appears testament to the benefits of a bad diet! 
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			It was here at Karte that Alan was born

			“Mum and Dad gave us a cow and some hens. As a result, the hens were free to roam. One day I was sitting inside when this red hen walked inside and stood in front of the stove … telling me a story! She looked me in the eye, lifted a foot up and down and when she had finished talking, she bobbed her head and calmly walked out. We built a shed for the hens; a paddock was fenced for the cow and its calf, and we got a proper door on the house. We bought four more cows and more chooks. I made good money selling the eggs and cream, sending them on the train to other towns. We also added a lean-to on the house with a washhouse and bathroom. 

			“We used to tow the truck in from Karte to pick up fuel and grain for planting. The first time we were coming down a steep hill and while I planted my foot on the brake, the truck kept going. The tow chain had become unhooked. The next time we went down a hill, Locky would pull the tractor to one side, and I would give him a wave as I went past. 

			“1956 was the year of the Big Flood. We hoped to go to Curlwaa where his parents lived, to see the flood. On the way to Pinnaroo to shop, we broke a back axle, and it was dark by the time we got home. We found a black swan caught in the fence. I was pregnant and tired so Locky decided to shoot the swan so we could eat it. It was not nice!” 

			With no running water, no copper to wash clothes and only a dish for bathing, Heather says, “We had to survive on ‘canary’ washes”. Heather recalls that when Alan was born on January 3, 1957, the Pinnaroo Hospital presented her with six dozen cans of baby food for having the first baby born that year. 
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			The ’new’ home that Locky built for Heather in Karte 

			But farming at Karte was all becoming too much. While floods inundated the Murray and the Darling rivers in 1956, Karte was to be blessed with a crippling drought. “Before long, Locky decided that he couldn’t carry on so we sold what we could and went back to Tutye so Locky could look for work”. It was a move which would lead the young family to Woomelang where Heather and Alan were at least to enjoy reasonable accommodation. But for one reason or another, this too didn’t work, and Locky sought and obtained work in Barham. 

			It was a move that was also short-lived, and it was at this point that the family went to live with Locky’s mother who had moved from Merbein to Curlwaa. In listening to all this, I am starting to think that Heather must have had more ‘patience’ than the Mallee Track steam train. As we continue to chat, it’s obvious that Heather was probably getting a little ‘tired’ of their lifestyle and some decision-making that seemed to lack a ‘team approach’. While living at Curlwaa with Locky’s mother, Alan was to be joined by a brother Bruce, and the couple felt it was time that the family had their own home. A site was selected on the highway between Curlwaa and Wentworth. Heather says it was a comfortable home and Alan observes that his father was a capable builder. 
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			The McKenzies new home at Curlwaa 

			I’m told that the house was roughly in the area where there is now a billboard promoting the Bendigo Bank. When I ask about the disappearance of the house, I’m told that it was sold and relocated to a block opposite the Wentworth Primary School. 

			Alan and Bruce were to have two more siblings, Colin and Denise. Heather says, “I named them with the starting letters of A, B, C, and D, so they would not have the same initials.” It is quickly apparent that Heather loves words and writing and she happily shows me some of her poetry. Her scrap books contain numerous press clippings which feature the achievements of her son Alan, her daughter-in-law, Sue, and several grandchildren. She is clearly very proud of them all. Among other things, they include her son Alan’s appointment as the 2021 Wentworth Shire Citizen of the Year and Sue’s nomination for an Australia Day award for her ‘long serving commitment to the Wentworth Show Society’. 

			They also feature some of the poems which she has written over the years. There is a poem celebrating the 70th birthday of Red Cross in Wentworth and one which recognised the 50-year wedding anniversary of her parents. But Heather is especially keen for me to see a poem titled ‘Angels’. It’s a poem she wrote in tribute to the home care ladies who looked after her, prior to her move to Murray House. 

			It reads in part … 
We have angels in the Far West. Glad to say, they are the best, 
We can’t see their halos, 
They do not have wings 
But that doesn’t stop them from doing many things 
Some have beards, Others have boots 
But all look swell in their Australian Unity suits. 
These are my angels in the Far West 
And I say again, they are the best! 2. 

			It is obvious that reading and writing are very important to Heather as evidenced in her poetry. It is also apparent that the fruit does not fall far from the tree! Heather proudly shares the work of her granddaughter, Colin’s daughter, Cassandra Nyholt, a 2020 student in RMIT’s Associate Degree in Professional Writing. It is an impressive piece of creative writing published in an anthology entitled ‘Spiral’, a collection of fictional tapestries and thought-provoking non-fiction. 

			The family’s time at Curlwaa would be short. Heather says it came unstuck when Locky negotiated the purchase of an irrigation system. 

			2. Australian Unity is a provider of home care services in the Wentworth Shire. Heather’s poem was written as a thank you to the staff who supported her. She is proud to say that the poem was relayed to Australian Unity’s office in Broken Hill and then to the office in Sydney. Heather will proudly share the complete poem whenever you visit her. 

			“Sadly, we never got to discuss it and the contract became a problem. 

			“I’m not being critical of Locky because, he was doing his best. But it eventually led to bankruptcy. Dad owned the house and while we could stay, Locky couldn’t do the work he wanted to. 

			“Then Dad sold the house, and we were forced to shift again”. This time it was to rental accommodation in Wentworth. It was to ‘Tara’, a station property house that will be well known to Wentworth residents. Heather reflects that she had to pack up the house at Curlwaa when Colin was just three weeks old. 

			‘Tara’ is on the Pooncarie Road, on the banks of the Darling, just north of Wentworth. Alan says that it was a great place to grow up as he could go exploring and play along the riverbank. “Locky’s mother loved the kids and had moved in with us by then”. But Heather indicates that Tara was ‘a bit the worse for wear’ having been inundated in the ’56 floods. She recalls having to clean-out the house at the time of their move. It was then discovered that the roof on the toilet was electrically alive. “When the electrician came, he put the axe through the power board”. The family were to live at Tara for six years before relocating to ‘the bright green house’ in Adelaide Street. Alan was twelve at the time of this move. 
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			Locky with Alan and Bruce on board. In the background is Locky’s truck which Alan informs me was painted using a pump action fly spray. Alan says, “he actually did a good job!” 

			While living at Tara, Locky worked as an orderly at the Wentworth Hospital. Alan says that he was “probably Wentworth’s first ambulance driver”. Alan remembers the regular cuffuffle when the matron’s monkey (yes monkey!) would take off with the keys to the ambulance. 

			It was after the move to Adelaide Street - the ‘bright green house’, that Denise was born. It was to begin even tougher times for Heather. Not long after Denise arrived, Heather was diagnosed with breast cancer and thanks to major surgery, the cancer was removed and has never returned. 

			It was also at this time that Locky decided to pursue ‘opportunities’ in Darwin. He quickly found work at the Darwin Hospital. 
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			Heather with Alan, Denise, Bruce, and Colin at the ‘Bright Green House’ in Adelaide Street 

			There is a measure of frustration in Heather, recalling Locky’s decision to go north. It seems clear now that Heather and her children were not going anywhere else! Life would become even harder for Heather given her need to raise four children on her own. 

			“Locky would send money when he could, but it was nine months before I was able to get a pension”. Heather talks openly about the challenges. 
“Colin and Bruce were both in Scouts, but I could never sew badges on their uniforms as they had to share the same clothes”. Thanks again to the help of her parents, Heather would come to own ‘the bright green house’ and live in Adelaide Street for the next fifty-three years. Heather and Locky maintained cordial relations but getting back together was never on the cards. She openly indicates that she had no wish to resume the marriage and she had no wish to marry anyone else. 

			It was around this time that Heather’s parents gave up driving so Heather would go into Mildura once a week to take them shopping. “When Dad passed on, Mum moved into Adelaide Street with us as only Denise and I were home. She was only with me for six months before going into Rachel Wilson House in Mildura”. 

			In time Locky was to be diagnosed with prostate cancer and he realised the need to be closer to his family. With that, he came south and lived in a house at ‘Lamplough’, a homestead on the Anabranch about 60kms north of Wentworth. 

			As the cancer progressed and there were growing concerns for his welfare, he moved to live with Alan and Sue in Wentworth up until he died. Heather came to sit with him during the day while Alan and Sue were at work. While there have been many challenges during her life, Heather is accepting and philosophical. Her photo albums record numerous holidays including a ‘big trip’ to Sydney with the aid of Locky’s caravan. 
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			Remembering good times, Heather points to a camping holiday with the trailer which Locky made. Alan says that Mum, Dad, and Colin slept in the van while Alan and Bruce slept in the Morris Minor with the back seat folded down. 

			After Heather’s mother died, Heather joined the Red Cross where she served as secretary for a couple of years and as secretary of the Hospital Auxiliary. 

			Heather was secretary of the School Mother’s Club “at one time and secretary-president of the Uniting Church Guild for many years”. Heather worked at the old museum in Wentworth but donated her pay to the building of Murray House. 

			Earlier this year, Heather sold the ‘bright green house’ and used the proceeds to move to Murray House where she seems quite at home. Heather is now 93. Her sister Brenda lives in a Nursing Home in Melbourne. She is 96. Heather thinks she last saw Brenda on her 90th birthday. Her younger brother, Ian, stayed on the farm at Tutye until his death. 
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			Heather with Alan and Sue and grandson Scott 

			Of her children, Alan has stayed at Wentworth where he and Sue have been recognised for their community work. Bruce lives in Townsville while Colin and Denise live in Melbourne. 

			Heather is proud to declare that she has six grandchildren – Scott, Sarah, Gregory, Emma, Loughlin, and Cassandra, and two great grandchildren – Angus and Pippa. 

			When in company with Heather and Alan, I enquired about the spelling of ‘Loughlin’. I was informed by Alan that when he was sorting out his father’s affairs after his death, he discovered that his name was even misspelt on his birth certificate! I was also to learn that despite the spelling, Locky was always spelt Locky.

			Vernon
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