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			KAAREN WHYTE 

			shares memories with Margaret Kelly 

			“I have been living in Mildura in the Princes Court Village for nearly six years. Before that I lived all my life in N.S.W. I was born in Sydney in 1932 and came to Mildura via Broken Hill, Curlwaa, Wentworth and Pomona. 

			“My father, Edgar Deans, was born in Perth W.A in 1903. As my grandfather was ordained as a minister in the Congregational Church, the family moved around a lot from Kalgoorlie (W.A) to the suburban areas of Sydney and Melbourne. My father left school at 16, found a job and studied at night school to become a qualified accountant. My mother, Amy Kathleen ‘Cappy’ Mahady was born in Melbourne in 1900. 

			“Her family also moved around as my grandfather worked for the Victorian Railways. He was for a time, Station Master at Minyip, and Heathcote. My Mum remembers climbing on stacks of bagged wheat, and also enduring a mice plague. When she was older the family moved to Melbourne, and she received training in secretarial skills-typing, shorthand, and book-keeping. 

			“She obtained a position in the Architectural Office of Walter Burley and Marion Griffin.

			“The Griffins were establishing a new office in Sydney as they developed a new subdivision called Castlecrag. Marion was already living there, and my mother was asked to join her. She and another architect and good friend, Louise, being adventurous agreed and were soon sharing a room in the Griffin’s home. 

			“My father Edgar working in a firm of Accountants in Melbourne, applied for a new position and became company secretary at the Griffins Company. This meant moving to Sydney to the new office in the city. He went to Castlecrag on the weekends. My parents met at Castlecrag -probably in the Griffin household. They married in 1929 and I was born in 1932 at Cabarisha Private Hospital in Castlecrag, still a Sydney suburb so new, most people had never heard of it. My brother Paul was born in 1934 and my sister Margo in 1938. 

			“The Griffin’s dream was to create a suburb where the natural environment was preserved, and all the buildings blended in. I think I was privileged to grow up in that environment: much of it, undisturbed bushland. There were very few children, so as we grew up, we had the freedom to roam and explore. 

			“We climbed the rocks, found the caves, built cubbies. We knew where the best wildflowers grew. We caught tadpoles in rainwater pools and went down to the bay to chase the little blue crabs at low tide. There was always a great variety of amazing wildflowers which grew in the area. I loved them all and learnt their names. The development of Castlecrag slowed down with the Depression but after 2nd World War many more new houses were built, and our glorious bushland shrank. No public schools were close-by, so I went to Northbridge School for two terms, until a new school bus route started, and I changed to Roseville. The school was a big brick building with separate Infants rooms: the girl’s department upstairs and the boy’s department downstairs. 

			“As a family we attended St Johns Church of England at East Willoughby. We went there by car: a 1930’s Studebaker. It was an uphill journey of about a mile and Dad always used to coast down the hill on the way home to save petrol, which still needed coupons. When we were old enough, we children walked to Sunday school in the afternoon. The church had several activities for young people, and I began riding my bike, even at night. I joined the church choir and I really enjoyed Friday night practice. 

			“I would meet up with Aileen, and Winsome at about the half-way mark, and we would ride on together. 

			“During the war, Dad was directed into the Public Service. He had two weeks’ leave in January. For several years, the family all went on a camping trip during that break. The car was loaded up -the petrol coupons were saved up carefully beforehand –and our destination was Avoca beach, near Gosford. We camped in the bush, between the sea and the Lake. It was a very basic camp: the Studebaker had a camping body which meant that the front seat back rest folded out to make a comfortable bed for Mum and Dad while we children slept in a tent. We swam -mostly in the lake. Dad caught lots of fish. And we had a canoe so could explore the Lake. 

			“My primary years were the years of World War Two. Our suburb was close to the harbour so lots of people were uneasy, and they evacuated to the safety of Western Sydney or the Blue Mountains. We had regular air raid practices at our school. The boys’ playground was dug up into trenches and all the exterior doors were sand bagged. The boys would be marched out into the trenches and we girls had to go downstairs and lie on the floor underneath the boy’s desk area. 

			“We felt humiliated. 

			“Many school supplies were limited. A set of colored pencils was an absolute treasure. I remember playing Vigoro at lunch times; and Jacks, using knuckle bones from the weekend roast. The girls also played hopscotch, and of course skipping. 

			Roseville Public was a good school but in 1945 I had to move onto high school. I was given a place at North Sydney Girl’s High School -a selective school. 

			“I was a reasonably successful student: good at Maths, but very poor at sport. And with five years of steady study, I passed my Intermediate Certificate at Year Three; I sat for my Leaving at Year 5; and had a successful pass. This meant I was offered a Teachers College Scholarship in 1950, and I began my training at Sydney Teacher’s College. 

			“I was to go to Teachers College which was, in those days, part of N.S.W. State Education Department. Students were given a living allowance for a two-year course, and then bonded to teach for three years, wherever you were appointed. Many students got posts close to where they lived, my first appointment was to Chatswood Infant School in a nearby suburb. 

			“It was a huge two storey brick building with shady trees, a bitumen playground, and a large Infant Department comprising Kindergarten, Grade 1 and Grade 2. I started teaching kindergarten with 48 children; this time was known as the ‘baby boomer’ years. We had only one child there who had any preschool experience although most of them knew the traditional nursery rhymes. There was very little equipment until the mother’s club members bought some colourful and educational toys and puzzles. 

			“I enjoyed that first year of teaching, but in March 1953 I received a telegram appointing me to Alma Infant School in Broken Hill. What a surprise! In a week I was packed ready for the trip to Broken Hill, departing Sydney Central railway station. I had never been further than the Blue Mountains before that. But now I found myself firstly in a sleeper on a steam train to Parkes; then a connection to Broken Hill on the Silver City Comet. Arriving late in the afternoon, I was met by the local school inspector who took me straight to the Grand Hotel where a room had been reserved for me. I soon found private board. 

			“Alma Infants School, Broken Hill, had large classes. I had a group of six-year-olds to teach. 

			“Alma Infants was next to the main primary school, an old building with added portables. By happy co-incidence, Aileen, a friend from Sydney was already teaching there. She had accommodation near the school, and I lived further into town, but we got together at weekends. We made a few friends in the local church group, and both offered to help in the local Sunday school. We each had a bike and went exploring along the Menindee road and out to the Pinnacles. 

			“We experienced extremes of weather in Broken Hill. A really severe dust storm was quite a test –I recall one storm that made the classroom become almost totally dark at 11 in the morning. Having lived on the coast, I had never experienced a frost before, one morning my landlady knocked on my bedroom door with a completely frozen sock straight from the clothesline. Even when we returned to Alma Infants School after the long, hot, summer school holidays spent with our families, we couldn’t believe how hot Broken Hill was. 

			“When we returned, the school inspector was trying to rearrange staff to cope with a shortage of teachers in the Wentworth area. He knew Aileen and I were friends and asked if we would both relocate south to Wentworth. 

			“We were willing, so the second week of the term saw us packed up, and on the bus for Wentworth –a very hot trip, on an old unsealed road, with no air conditioning on the bus. 

			“I was appointed to Curlwaa public school a few miles from Wentworth and Aileen to the school at Dareton, so we parted ways. Curlwaa was a very welcoming community, there was no real town as such. Around the school there was a shop and post office, a church, the DELTA brand citrus packing shed and a scout hall. A mile away was the Curlwaa Hall. Curlwaa was a lovely little school with three teachers, and about 90 children, I taught kindergarten and first grade in a double room with a piano. The children were great, and the school had a real family atmosphere. The Principal lived next door, in a department house. The school grounds were spacious, including a citrus endowment block, and a plantation of 100 gum trees. 

			“Most families in Curlwaa lived on irrigation blocks growing mostly citrus, and some grapes. The fathers were referred to as ‘Blockies’. I was given board by a very generous family who lived on a mixed fruit block of citrus, grapes and soft fruit. I learnt a lot about irrigation, and fruit growing, and the work involved in picking, and drying sultanas. 

			“My hostess even taught me how to bottle apricots in a Fowlers bottling outfit. 

			“By the end of my first year at Curlwaa I had completed my three years teaching, so after inspection, I was awarded my Teachers Certificate and was no longer on a bond. After a year of living in Curlwaa, there was a vacancy in the teachers flat in Wentworth, so I moved to share with two other girls who taught at the Wentworth Central School. I was able to travel to Curlwaa public school by bus, but sometimes in good weather I rode my bike. 

			“Wentworth school included a secondary department, and most of the teachers lived in Wentworth, as young people didn’t have cars in the early 50’s. Living in the town meant getting involved in the community, so teachers joined in sporting clubs, church activities, the drama society, and craft groups. One of the girls I shared a flat with, started a Brownie pack. Later one teacher did get a car, a VW beetle. It was amazing how many young teachers could fit in the Beetle if they wanted to go to Mildura to the pictures. There were no seatbelts then! Now that I was in town, I could attend church whenever I wanted too. I had already met some of the folk there as I had been taken in from Curlwaa on occasions. 

			“St Johns Anglican Church is a very historic building with amazing stained-glass windows. I was asked to help with Sunday School. This was held in a rather old parish hall behind the church. Sunday school always had a good attendance. As many outback children lived in the Wentworth hostel to attend school, they were expected to attend a Sunday school of their choice. 

			“The superintendent there was John Whyte; I didn’t really get to know him for quite a long time. John lived with his parents on their fruit block at Pomona. He only came to Wentworth on a Sunday, and his chief means of transport was a Bantam motorbike. I liked sharing a flat and it was very different to private board with a family. The teachers’ flat was a bit of a meeting place for other teachers, who often came around. But most of us still went home for school holidays, sometimes flying via Mildura to Sydney. 

			“The following year, 1956, was very eventful -the year of the big flood. 

			“Before that happened, I had begun to think 4 years in the far west was quite long enough. I still missed my family, and friends on the coast, so I applied to the Education Department for a transfer for 1957. 

			“My friend, Aileen over at Dareton, was making similar plans. 

			“By wintertime we could all see the Murray and Darling rivers were rising steadily and eventually Wentworth and Curlwaa were surrounded by flood waters. We girls still lived in our flat, and the school stayed open. We did go out and help fill sandbags, all the time wondering what we would do if the town was flooded. Many families evacuated their children, so school numbers were down. The main road north of Wentworth was breached so the area of Pomona was completely cut off. Many families did not come to town for several months. 

			“I knew John and his neighbours were working hard to protect their properties, and also carting their citrus crop down the river by boat. It was a difficult time for many. 

			“When, at last, the rivers started going down, there was a lot of cleaning up, and repairing to do. One Sunday morning, John turned up at Church having come downriver with a barge loaded with Pomona produce because the road had been completely washed away in two places. I began to realise how much I had missed him. 

			“Late in the last school term of the year, I received a transfer notice appointing me to Bulli Public School. Bulli was on the south coast of NSW. Aileen had also received a transfer to Cringila on the south coast. I packed up all my gear in Wentworth and was home with my family for Christmas. In January I started at Bulli School having found accommodation at nearby Thirroul. 

			“A letter came from John; he was coming to Sydney for the Easter Show and would like to catch up with me. I was in Sydney for Easter, so John came out to Castlecrag and met my family. I was more than pleased to see him. By the end of the Easter break, we were engaged, and planned to marry at the end of the school year. I completed the year at Bulli, and we were married in St Johns East Willoughby, Sydney on 14 December in 1957. Reverend Gordon Dent, Rector of Wentworth officiated. The church choir sang for us, John’s friend, Ted Crane was best man and my sister Margo was bridesmaid. We had a small reception in my family home at Castlecrag –it was a truly wonderful, and joyful day. 

			“John and I had a short honeymoon, getting back to spend Christmas with my family. 

			“Then the Bedford ute was loaded, and we headed west. By early in the year, we were home at Pomona, and I knew I was in the right place, so I stayed there for nearly fifty years. 

			“A few years previously John had bought a block (citrus and dried fruit) which was next to his fathers and, later, a nearby small dried fruit block. He and his father worked together as partners trading as EV and JV Whyte. 
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			Kaaren and John and their first car, a Bedford utility, 
September, 1957

			“On John’s block was a house, although it was a typical small block cottage, we had a very basic home with a few pieces of old furniture. 

			“Our first purchase was a mattress (placed on the floor for a month or two). The second purchase was an electric Fowlers bottling outfit –apricots were ripe and peaches to follow. Gradually we bought what we needed and made some improvements to the old house. The house was in a beautiful position on the west bank of the Darling River, surrounded by trees, huge river red gums in front, citrus trees behind. Importantly it was above the peak level of the recent flood. 

			“Eventually we were able to replace the old cottage with a new house in almost the same spot. But by then we had 4 children. Our eldest son, Alan John, was born 10 December 1958, his sister Jennifer Anne on 16 February 1961 then came two more boys Graeme David 22 July 1963 and Ian Richard 1 September 1965. 

			“The children were all born in Wentworth District hospital (as was their father). Dr Ross Morris the local GP was in attendance, and all the children were healthy. There wasn’t much help then; no baby health centre in Wentworth, day care or kindergarten. But John’s parents, Verco and Maud lived next door, also his sister Pat, who worked at Crang’s Accountancy office in Wentworth. 

			“They kept a cow and chooks, so we never lacked for fresh milk and eggs. John and his father were both very efficient fruit growers, always ready to embrace new ideas. Physically they worked very hard. Citrus was their chief interest –navels and valencias; mandarins; and grapefruit. For some years there was dried fruit (sultanas) but these were later removed, and more citrus planted. John was very clever with machinery, repairing or making new implements. He was always inventing something that would do a better job. He entered items in the Gadget Field Days and sometimes had a reward. 

			“As each child turned five, they started school at Pomona, a small school with two teachers, and in many ways the heart of the Pomona settlement. Two big social events every year were the Strawberry Fete and the Fancy Dress Party. Both made lots of work for the parents. After 6th class Alan and Jenny moved onto Wentworth Central School. When Coomealla High school opened Alan was in year 11, and Jenny in year 9. Graham and Ian had all their secondary schooling in Coomealla. The children all did well at school and finished Year 12 with very good results. Each of them moved away to the cities for university and completed their courses. 

			“At that time university study was free, and the Tertiary Education Assistance Scheme was available to those who qualified, which they did. While the children were small, I was always at home. Keeping them occupied was not difficult with plenty of outdoor space, books and toys. I sewed and made most of their clothes and knitted jumpers. I did some gardening and grew vegetables. However once all were at school, I registered with the Department for Casual Teaching in the Wentworth Area primary schools. 

			“This was really mostly Emergency Teaching-sometimes one or two days, or a week or more. I did this for several years. Pomona was some distance from Wentworth and as the family got older, they needed to do things in town. Driving them to and fro became my responsibility-tennis, swimming, Scouts and Guides, music lessons. They did ride bikes to primary school. 

			“When all the family had finished school and moved to the cities for study, I had more time and needed something new. I joined the Wentworth Branch of the CWA. It wasn’t long before I was very involved with all their activities. The Branch was strong on drama and after being persuaded to take a small part in a play I really enjoyed it. 

			“For many years the Drama Group produced a play and a sketch each year and performed locally and at CWA State Festivals. Later I also joined the Group Choir. 

			“In the 1970s John and I purchased some additional land further up the Darling River. John recognized the good soil and saw its potential. He started developing this land, planting citrus and avocadoes while still maintaining the Pomona property. Our eldest son Alan became a citrus grower. After university he did some extra study and some other projects while working with his father. 

			“He began to live in a house on the land up the river and to do most of the work there. John and I felt that this property should be his, so the ownership was transferred to Alan. 

			“Alan and Graeme brought two amazing young women into our family. Alan married Nina and they have twin daughters, Sarah and Kate. Over the years Alan developed his land into a large and highly productive citrus property. Graeme married Merryl and they have three sons Eamonn, Cameron and Rohan. When young, Graeme spent a year on an Agricultural Exchange Program spending 6 months in Denmark, and 6 months in the USA. 

			“He now works as a Property Valuer and the family live in Irymple. 

			“Jenny and Ian have never married. After attaining a Science Degree Jenny added a Masters’ degree in Environmental Studies. She worked in Darwin for a few years, and then went to Vanuatu as part of the Australian Volunteers Abroad Program. Jenny has a daughter Lifa. They returned to Australia about 10 years ago. Lifa needed to be in Australia for her secondary education. They have made their home in Gympie, Queensland. 

			“Ian had one ambition: to be an Airforce Pilot. He succeeded. He went from school to the Airforce Academy at Point Cook. After years of study and training he did become an Airforce Pilot. Much later he became a Qantas pilot. He is no longer flying and has made his home in Cairns, Queensland. “John became very committed to the Citrus Growers Association in Sunraysia. I was able to accompany him to meetings in other states. Later we were able to travel overseas to International Citrus Congresses in several very interesting countries. Some touring was usually included. Eventually it was time to move on as the blocks at Pomona were becoming too much for John to manage. 

			“He hated to admit it. But we were prepared as we had already built a small house on some land closer to Wentworth. All the property was sold, and John and I left Pomona. 

			“John was still busy. As a hobby he grew native finger limes and clumping bamboos. His real interest was in restoring vintage tractors. I made a garden, mostly native plants. I also had time to sit and do tapestry and ‘counted cross stitch’. The new house was also on the Darling River so I could still watch the river, and the water birds. The mighty river red gums watched over us. Life was just a bit slower, and the CWA remained an ongoing interest for me. 

			“Late in 2013 John began to be unwell, and in February he died. We had been married for 57 years. It was hard to be on my own and I had big decisions to make. I knew I could not stay where I was as I could not look after the 12 acres we lived on. I looked at various options in Wentworth and Mildura, finally deciding on Princes Court Village. 

			“When I look back, I feel that I have been truly blessed. John and I had a wonderful life together-we had love, a shared faith, children we were proud of and amazing grandchildren. 
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			Kaaren by the Darling River at Arandale August 2002

			“Princes Court Village has proved to be a very good choice for me. I am midway between Graeme and his family in Irymple, and Alan and his family who have a house in Mildura West. 

			“I have friendly people around me and both Ian and Jenny have come to visit and stay with me”.
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