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			ELIZABETH THERESA BOYLE

			in conversation with Sandra Bailey

			“You’re far too delicate to be a nurse”.

			The town of Donald in Victoria, halfway between Mildura and Melbourne, located on the Richardson River, at the junction of the Sunraysia Highway and the Borung Highway, is the beginning setting for this journey of memories.
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			The town of Donald grew after the early 1860s when the land was opened-up to farming. The earlier industries servicing the farmers, then food production such as dairies, flour millers, butchers and bakers, saw the town grow. A post office and town hall, hotels, boarding houses, churches, solicitors, midwives and doctors soon followed. It was not until after The Bill in 1872 which ordered ‘free, secular and compulsory’ education, that small schools were established.

			One could be forgiven for not knowing that it also had small private hospitals. It was at one of these private hospitals, called the Ivanhoe that Elizabeth Theresa Hoare was born on the 23rd February 1924. Her parents Annie Bridget (Moore) and William Bluff Hoare were now the proud Mumma and Dadda, as they were affectionately known to Elizabeth, of their second daughter.

			The name Elizabeth derives from the Hebrew name Elizabeth meaning ‘My God is my oath’ or ‘My God is abundance’.

			I was named after my Dadda’s eldest sister, Elizabeth Mary Anne (Lizzie) Hoare. They were very close, and she worked as a nurse at the Ivanhoe Private Hospital, that was owned by their mother, my Grandmother, Mary Jan Hoare. I was very proud to be named after Auntie Lizzie, we had a very special relationship throughout my life, and I was deeply sad when she died in 1963 at the age of 84. That makes sense and explains why I have always had so many God’s in my life, I strongly believe there is a God for all my oaths, so I do have them in abundance, I am truly blessed. My father went to the First World War; he was 31 years old.

			When he enlisted on the 26th October 1916, he had sadly already suffered loss. He had married his first wife Margaret Helen Hoare, her maiden name was Ryan, in 1914 at Dookie. She died on the 30th July 1915. During the 14 months following her death my father worked as an Editor at the Dookie and Katamatite Newspaper before he enlisted.

			After the First World War and throughout Dadda’s life he had problems with his lungs. I always wondered why he had that condition, now I realise this may have been a result of his admissions to the Military Hospital’s in both England and France for bronchitis. He had week-long stays in isolation, recorded in his Service Records. My father had returned to Australia and he moved back to Donald, to be near family.  His father had passed away in 1915 but his mother, Mary, was still alive and lived there. He took up a position at the Dookie and Katamatite Newspaper as a publisher in 1919. He met and became reacquainted with a young widow whom he had known for many years. Annie Bridget McDonald (nee: Moore). They courted and were married on the 29th December 1919 in Melbourne and my Dadda had an instant family. Annie had married Michael McDonald on the 13th May 1908 at St Mary’s Roman Catholic Church in Perth Western Australia”.

			They had two children, Mary Alphonsus McDonald who was born in 1909 and a son John (Jack) McDonald, he was born in 1911. Their father died in 1913. Much mystery surrounds Michael McDonald, he worked as race-course detective during that era and tracing him hit brick walls… it was some time after, Annie and her children moved from Perth back to Donald.

			Settling as a family in Donald was comfortable and in early 1921 an addition to their little family was a happy event for my parents. Margaret Annie who was born on the 21 February 1921. Mumma was a devoted wife and mother and with a baby, a 12-year-old and a 10-year-old, her days were very busy. I was born 3 years later, on the 23 February 1924 and at just 3 weeks old, we were all packed up and heading to Mildura, where Dadda was to take up his position at the Sunraysia Daily newspaper as the editor. We lived with my Grandparents for the first two and a half years, then Dadda brought a home on Deakin Avenue.

			When I was very small, I was given the nick name of Toddler, which became shortened to Todd, and stayed with me for many years.  One of my fondest memories was sitting up on top of Dadda’s shoulders watching the proceedings of the opening of Lock 11, in 1927. My father was there representing the Newspaper; I think I was about three years old. Our home was number 235 Deakin Avenue where Red Rooster is today. I remember how proud my Mumma was of her gardens, there were 32 standard roses along one side of the home and a lovely pergola area that was shaded by a vine. This area still had vineyards at the back of our home and an open earthen channel.

			My buddy and adventurer, Billy Kain, lived at 239 Deakin Avenue, a young boy who was short, stubby and an unruly version of Huckleberry Finn and myself, who was skinny, and I was very bossy, we had some fun times. We played in the wide earthen channel when it would be full of water, we were attacked by leaches. They would latch onto our legs and were very hard to get off.

			Then we found a way to remove them with salt, we would put them into our old billy can. Collecting as many as we could, then snuck through the vines to the Base Hospital where we sold them. After being handed our payment I can’t recall how much, but it was in sixpences and pennies. We ran to the Mottram’s shop on the corner of Deakin Avenue and Thirteenth Street, spending our fortune on bags of lollies. I guess you could say we were young entrepreneurs well before our time.
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			Early days of Mildura Base Hospital

			Leeches have been used in medicine to treat nervous system abnormalities, dental procedures, skin diseases and infections for centuries. Today, they’re mostly used in plastic surgery and another microsurgery.

			This is because leeches secrete peptide and proteins that work to prevent blood clots. The new then, three storey Mildura Base Hospital, designed by Melbourne architects Irwin and Stevenson in the ‘Modeme’ style, was built by JC Taylor of Geelong. The Governor of Victoria officially opened the new hospital, which provided surgical, medical and midwifery care, on the 30 August 1934, the day Mildura was proclaimed a City.

			Sneaking along between the grapevines I crawled the last few feet so no one would see me. A group of men were gathered around, then one chap placed his foot on his shovel and dug into the rich red soil. I can proudly boast that I saw the first sod of soil turned on the day the Mildura Base Hospital commenced construction. I cannot remember the exact date, but it would have been about 1930, and I was 6 years old.

			I began my schooling at Sacred Heart then St Joseph’s Catholic College during our time living in Mildura. I took interest in some of the subjects, but I hated arithmetic. Just as well I had ten fingers, because I relied on them for every sum that was on the blackboard. I enjoyed school but had no real plans of a career during that part of my schooling. All I wanted to do was get out of there and find a job. I loved writing stories, extensions of my imagination, the pages of fiction would just flow. My serious writing began when I was around age 14 years, when after going to the movies, I would lay on my bed and recall some of the story lines and then just let my pencil flow. I was very conscious of making a real effort. I even made my written stories into little books. I kept them for many years, then circumstances change, and I tore them up.

			I vividly remember, that when I was laying on my bed, during the daytime, I would close the door, as my Mumma had this strict rule that ‘once the bed was made for the day, you were not allowed to sit on it! I had to quickly straighten it out after my writing sessions. I often thought I would perhaps grow up to be a nurse, but my halfbrother Jack squashed that idea. He would often stand in as the decision maker in the household, sharing his belief, Elizabeth is far too delicate for nursing. I guess this was due to my being a child who managed to catch every childhood illness if it was about, Elizabeth explained.

			What was to happen in her later life was one of the most amazing and rewarding aspects of her whole being.

			At Church, I met Thelma Kelly and we remained best friends throughout primary school and our years at St Joseph’s Catholic College. The Mercy Nuns were very strict teachers. We walked to the Aero Ovals for sports, I played rounders and loved that game, it is called softball now. Those balls were not soft if they hit you. My halfbrother Jack was a volunteer fire fighter in his teenage years with the Country Fire Brigade at Mildura. I remember we attended the Fire Brigade Christmas Picnics at the Murray River. I vividly remember being thrown into the river by my half-brother Jack and his mates. I still see and can recall that terrible sensation of ‘nothingness’ of drowning. They thought I could swim, I nearly drowned. I loved to go with Dadda to the river, we spent many days fishing there, it was much safer on the bank. Dadda also took me kangaroo shooting with him. We always had pets, especially dogs, our cocker spaniel named Jyp was a beautiful dog.

			Mumma didn’t like cats, and I remember when I arrived home with kittens, she was not happy, I would just say, ‘but they followed me home’. 

			I remember my father was the President of the Mildura RSL from 1931-1933. He was involved in the allocation of land at Red Cliffs to Returned Soldiers who served in the First World War.  He was also very involved in our Church, the Sacred Heart Catholic Church and assisted the police with setting up a Boys Club for the young boys in Mildura. When I was 9 years old, I met Sir Charles Kingsford -Smith when he flew his Southern Cross aircraft to Mildura on the 11th November 1933. My Dadda was there covering the landings to write a story for his newspaper. Sir Charles Kingsford-Smith had two other pilots flying two of his other aircraft at that time, they had landed the Southern Cross, Southern Midget and Miss Southern Cross at the Mildura Aerodrome on 11th Street. The Southern Cross Midget had broken its undercarriage on landing after one of the joy flights.

			The radio was every family’s entertainment in those years. The local radio station 3MA ran a Children’s Talent program. My older sister Margaret who was about 16 years old then, played the piano to accompany the acts. I remember standing in that studio that was upstairs in the T&G Building on the corner of 8th Street and Langtree Avenue as I listened to the program going live to air, and seeing the biggest, darkest, dust storm rolling in from the south east I had seen. Day turned to night in an instance, it was terribly scary. I felt the sensation of claustrophobia.Margaret and I both had piano lessons with Sister Cecilia one of the nuns from our Catholic school. I had lessons for eight years, but it has been a long time since I sat at a keyboard, I couldn’t play now.

			During the aftermath of the depression, in the early 1930’s men were finding it extremely difficult to find work. They had lost their jobs, many had been professional workers, solicitors, and labourers. It was not unusual for them to knock on your door asking for food. I would sit at the front of our home on Deakin Avenue, when these men would shuffle by. My Mumma was not agreeable to my saying ‘hello’ to them, but even though I was young, I understood their plight. ‘They are ‘hobo’s,’ she would say, and then very quickly regret her words. One chap offered to chop our wood when Mumma had handed him food, but she would say that it was not necessary, only to find after he had eaten, all our wood had been cut and stacked. Mumma managed to hand food to many of these very proud men, we met a chap who was a solicitor before the depression. Another chap called himself a ‘clicker’ and he had worked in a leather factory.

			A ‘clicker’ is the person who cuts the uppers for boots or shoes from a skin of leather or a piece of manmade material, (usually from a bulk roll). This includes all components of the upper, including linings, facings stiffeners, reinforcements for eyelets and zipper protectors. The job historically named prior to mechanisation, due to the sound of the operator’s handknife blade rattling against the brass edge-binding (including the joints in the binding) used to protect the board patterns which were overlaid on the skin.

			They walked from country town to country town for many years. When I think about that period, I realise my parents sheltered me from what was happening in ‘the real world’.
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			From left, Elizabeth, Annie, John, Mary, William & Margaret

			With friends to play with at church, school and around our homes, life was pretty happy, we didn’t have a care in the world. No one locked their homes; we were able to walk to and from school and there were not a lot of rules other than the very strict ones expected of a child growing up in a practising Catholic home.

			I had friends that lived on the corner of Deakin Avenue and Hunter Street, their Dad was a blacksmith. I loved to go to their home, their mum would cut off big chunks of fresh bread and smoother it in dripping, it was delicious. We never had dripping at home, Mumma used butter. Our home being on Deakin Avenue, I walked to and from school and church through the vacant land between 12th Street and 11th Street.

			It is now Henderson Park where the War Memorial Honour Rolls and cenotaph are there set in a lovely shaded lawn area with gardens. A very beautiful place to come with your family and friends on ANZAC Day and Remembrance Day to honour those who have served or are still serving our country. When my family left Mildura, Thelma and I missed each other very much, I was 13 years old.

			Moving to St Kilda, Melbourne in 1937 at age 13 she attended Columbus Catholic School for one year. The depression years for Elizabeth and her family were still full of fun, her parents made sure that life was happy.

			Settling into life in Melbourne was easy as being of the Catholic Church, friendships were made, it was not unusual in those days to mix and stay close within the Catholic community, ninety-eight percent of our friends were catholic. You could say our parents gave us a very privileged life. Dadda and Mumma continued their charity work, being heavily involved in fundraising and helping those worse off than us. Mumma was a very excellent dressmaker and milliner and worked from home, her clients were all private customers. Dadda worked at the Argus newspaper as a reporter and he travelled to and from home on a tram to Flinders Street Station.

			I had a dear friendship with Nancy King when we were both teenagers and we completed our final years at school together. We went to the town hall every Saturday night for the dancing. This is where I loved to wear very high stiletto shoes and dance all night. I had quite a few cousins, my favourite was a few years younger than me, his name is Brian Jostlear and he is still alive at age 90 and lives in Warragul.

			He has lived in Warragul all his life. He was a builder and retired at age 46. He did a lot of swimming all throughout his life. I remember following him through his football playing years, I was his favourite supporter. He played for Elsternwick. His wife died 3 months ago; we plan to talk to each other on the telephone more often. During my childhood we were very fortunate to have holidays, Dadda & Mumma took us to the beach, in Melbourne.

			When one thinks of what money was spent on back in those days, my parents must have saved for those holidays. After leaving school, I began an apprenticeship in hairdressing at North Brighton in 1938 and four years later it was completed. I vividly remember an incident of my hairdressing career; I cannot believe I wasn’t sacked. Although when I think about it, I was employed in the apprenticed program, so it may not have been easily done.

			I had been given the task of curling a lady’s long hair. The salon had one of those new electric curling machines called ‘Crokinel’ that hung from the ceiling with long cords with a number of rods attached. The hairdresser wound the hair around the rods and switched on the machine that sent heat through the rods. I was happy with my curling technique and decided to take my morning tea break. I returned quickly when the salon owner asked whose hair was burning! As I turned the heat off and started to unwind the curls, they fell off…a very dissatisfied customer left the salon with very short hair and no curls.

			With the outbreak of World War II, I felt it was important that I support the war effort and decided to leave my hairdressing position and take on a more important job.

			I applied for a telephonist position with the then PMG. The Secret Service Act was enforced and confidentiality was to be observed with every connection. The decision to disconnect certain parties was a switchboard operators’ moment of power. We were instructed to answer each call with, “number please’ and connect the parties,’ if the operator was dealing with someone with a foreign tongue and hadn’t listen to the instructions, we had to disconnect, or pull the plug.

			The Great Depression in Australia from 1929 through to 1932 caused hardship throughout Australia and it took almost a decade to recover.

			It was during that time and throughout the 2nd World War I saw my Mumma always preparing what foods she could spare, into food packages and handing out to those in need. She truly was a very caring and generous person. Whilst I was working at the switchboard room, the PMG operators had to be escorted home after their shift due to the murders of three women in Melbourne and the suburb of Ivanhoe, it was called ‘The Leonski Murders’, Elizabeth shared a story I certainly did not know about, I researched it and this is what I found.

			After a 5-day trial, Private Edward Joseph Leonski, 24, US soldier, was found guilty of 3 charges, having murdered Mrs Ivy McLeod, Mrs Pauline Buchan Thompson and Miss Gladys Hosking, and was sentenced to be hanged on 18 July 1942. These murders had a huge impact on the whole of Melbourne at a time when the country was at war. Fear amongst the young women that were replacing many of the men in jobs both day and night, then having to walk long distances home.

			I remember the PMG (Post-Master General), would ensure the telephonists were escorted home and you had no choice, they were not always the most dashing of young men”, Elizabeth informs me with a cheeky smile. My half-brother Jack was working as an apprentice printer at Red Cliffs with George Livock who owned Livock Printing Service. When World War Two broke, he enlisted with the Royal Australian Air Force on the 21 August 1940 in Melbourne.

			He became Flight Sergeant John McDonald; Service Number 18133. After his WW2 discharge on the 4th October 1945, he remained in the RAAF posted at Air Force Head Quarters for a short time. John (Jack) returned to Red Cliffs in 1946 and formed a partnership with Jim Hickey and they started their printing business named Sunnyland Press. John (Jack) married Merna Agnes Doig on the 4th April,1942.

			They had four children, Ian married Patsy Kelly, they had a son Craig and daughter Kerryn. Catherine Ann died in 1977 aged 31 years, Phillip married Jean and Peter remained single. John passed away on the 21st July 1979, his grave is at the Red Cliffs Cemetery. I met Harold Williams in 1948 whilst I was employed with a Taxi company and operated the switchboard, he was regular patron of the service and would come in and book his taxi personally. One evening he asked me on a date and so a brief relationship developed.

			A few months in Elizabeth discovered she had become pregnant; Harold had no interest whatsoever. With support from her parents, plans were made for a holiday in Tasmania.

			Single girls were frowned upon in those days, usually sent to boarding homes and having their baby adopted out.

			I was 25 years old, and one might say, ‘old enough to have known better’. I went to live with my Auntie and Uncle, Mumma’s family in Hobart. They were wonderful and I was cared for with love and understanding. When I gave birth to my first child. Susan Ellen on the 26th March 1949 in Hobart there had never been one thought all through my pregnancy that I would ever part with my baby. The moment I looked at my dear little baby daughter, and I still have that vision so vivid in my memory, I made this little person! Her father never came to see or support her. I went to the court and he was made to pay a small pittance of maintenance until Susan turned 16 years of age. Susan made her own decision at age 14 to meet her father and they remained friends until his death over thirty years ago.

			The time spent at Hobart with her relatives was happy and restful for Elizabeth. She instantly became a caring mother to baby Susan. Plans were made for the return to Melbourne.

			We flew back to Melbourne; Susan’s first flight went without a hitch. Dadda and Mumma welcomed us home and my life returned to normal.Mumma cared for Susan when I returned to work, she was an exceptional woman. After a long working day, coming home to a meal ready and a contented little baby, was a very privileged life. I was also able to meet my friends and attend church, social functions and go dancing in those high stiletto heels!

			I finally met a dashing young man, Lawrence Patrick Boyle. He came into the switchboard room at the Taxi terminal, where I worked. 

			The War had ended, and it was 1950. Life was returning to normal for many families, or as normal as would be possible after the reality of the loss of so many young men who had fought and paid the ultimate sacrifice for their country.

			This young chap reminded me of the film, theatre and radio star, Van Johnson”, Elizabeth tells me, “do you remember him?” she asks. Lawrence Patrick Boyle was born on 26 April 1926, he was a professional long distance runner, who worked as a horse strapper at a stable in Melbourne. He soon made a name for himself after breaking the 4-minute mile record held by Roger Bannister in long distance running. He ran in numerous track meets. He was always just ‘Boyle’, to me, Elizabeth said with a soft voice and a distant look in her eyes.

			Roger Bannister was the first person to run the 4 Minute Mile. He ran in a time of 3 minutes 59.4 seconds at a sporting ground in Oxford on 6 May 1954. His rivalry with Australian John Landy was legendary.

			He came all dressed up one evening and proposed. When he realised, I was waiting for the ring to be pulled from his pocket he said he didn’t have one, but he would borrow some money of his mate and get it. I was not happy about that, and said I would rather not have one, than owe money to his mate. We were married on the 4th September 1953 at St Columbus Roman Catholic Church. It was a very small occasion we had only two witnesses.

			My Mumma was in Perth with our sister Mary, Dadda chose to mind Susan for us, as it was just a small private service, I was not concerned that they were not present. My friend Ann insisted I have orchids, I attached them to my clutch purse. I was dressed in a charcoal costume as it was known in those days today it is called a two-piece suit. I chose my own wedding ring and if my memory is correct, I also paid for it, as Boyle wasn’t working at the time.

			We lived with my parents for many years and I continued working at William Adams at West Melbourne in reception and operated the switchboard. Spasmodically Boyle worked and took wonderful care of Susan. Our son Peter Anthony Boyle was born on the 19th October 1954. Then Veronica Anne Boyle was born on the 4th March 1956. Both babies were premature births, Peter seven and half weeks and Veronica four and a half weeks, they were born at the Queen Victoria Hospital in Melbourne. In 1958 we moved into our first home as a family.

			It was with the Housing Commission in Doveton. Boyle had picked up a job delivering bread and I continued working at William Adams. As the children grew up, they became their own identities, Susan was a beautiful child and so easy to get along with. Peter was quiet, he had a sense of humour and his lovely good graces came from me I’m sure. At age 13 he had part time work during the school holidays at a mattress company where they made Susan electric blankets. When he turned 16 years old in 1970, left school and worked at the same Electric Company for 20 years. Susan Ellen loved being the big sister, she was a bit of a rebel growing up. She attended secondary school in Dandenong and worked in factories throughout her adult life.

			Susan married Malcolm Grubb at Frankston when she was 19 years old, they had 4 children – Robert, twins - Kirk and Bruce and Samantha who has since died”. “When Susan moved to Shepparton she worked at factories. Susan’s second marriage was to Dennis Moynihan. She was the arty type and spent her spare time doing her own thing. Sadly, Susan died on the 17 Dec 2017 aged 69 at her home in Frankston.

			Peter married Hazel Margaret Beasley and they had 2 children; Russell Anthony was born on 22 May 1983; he is a university professor. Kellie Elise was born 3 Aug, Russell never married, and Kellie married Nathan Evans. They have 2 children Zach and Leila. Veronica Anne Boyle had four children, Jai Anthony, Gareth Barrington, Damien William and Clayton Leo. She later married Mathew Woller but they never had children together.

			Dadda had retired but he continued working at a small print shop on High Street, St Kilda. Then he and Mumma packed up and moved back to Mildura he moved to a home on the corner of San Mateo and Ninth Street. In 1963 he received an award from Sir Rohan Delacombe, the Governor of Victoria, in recognition of his 60 years of unbroken work as a journalist. One of Mildura’s bestknown identities Mr W.B.(Bill) Hoare who for many years he and his single-seater Ford were part of the district scene as he covered the country rounds for the Sunraysia Daily.

			A very proud moment for him and one of the proudest for me, of a man who was my father and my best friend. Sadly, he died on the 13th April 1964 at Mildura and he is resting at the Mildura Cemetery at Nichols Point.
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			Elizabeth’s Dadda at his typewriter aged 75 years.

			When I first met Elizabeth as we commenced this journey of her memories, it was very evident to me, that her father was one of the most important aspects of her life. I would ask her what memory she has of this or that, during one of chats at the Princes Court Coffee Shop, she would answer with a brief reply. Then very quickly say, “I feel my Dadda’s presence, he would have said, ‘You could have done that a little better Todd’”, and with that went on to add to her previous answer. Then proudly added, ‘and to that story he would have said, ‘you have done a good job of that’.

			He took great interest in our lives and was a wonderful father. He worked all his life and provided for his family without a harsh word ever.

			It was 6 years after Dadda had died that I met Harry Biddle in 1970. We both worked at the Ford Motor Transit Company, he was a mechanic and I was in reception and looked after the switchboard. We chatted in the lunchroom and got on very well, he asked me on a date and our friendship developed. He was the kindest gentleman I had ever met. Harold Arthur Biddle was born on the 23rd Sept 1925, at Hammersmith, London UK.

			He had been married and had divorced some time before we met. He was of a short stocky build, lovely blue eyes and had the most amazing sense of humour. He got on well with my adult children and they all loved him, he was the father they never had. Mumma knew him and they thought the world of each other. Harry and I had twenty years together, he moved into my home with me, and they were the happiest years I had ever spent with a man. We attended social functions together, he loved dancing too, and we went on camping holidays. He was an avid Richmond football club supporter and loved his football.

			He was called upon to help-out on many occasions and I remember one of the funniest things he had to do. Our neighbour was celebrating a significant birthday and Harry was involved with the production of a huge cardboard birthday cake. I had also been helping make this cake. That evening when the cake was ready to be cut, out pops Harry from the top of the cake, dressed as a fairy! Everyone was in hysterics; it was so funny. It was during this era that I changed my employment and began working at Dulux Paints.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Elizabeth at age 46

			I was responsible for the switchboard and carried out stenographer duties when required. The most exciting part of this job was, when I was sent to the ‘research and development’ section.

			It’s where testing was continually done to improve the quality of paints. One product that wasn’t on the list of sale was the Advocaat that we would make in the research department. This was done under much secrecy by a handful of staff who then left work with a great drop, purloined from Dulux!

			In 1973 Elizabeth filed for her divorce from Lawrence Boyle and paid all the costs herself. As that chapter closed, another was being written, this one, where her strong family positive beliefs were to be fulfilled. ‘Enjoy life’.

			On one of our regular camping holidays, this time at Lakes Entrance, it was getting near dusk and we had been having a few beers, then decided we better get the tent up for the night. My role was to hold the centre tent pole, while Harry worked around the outside pulling the sides out and hammering in the pegs. We hadn’t got very far when a great gust of wind sprang up, blowing me over, still holding tightly to the centre pole, but now all wrapped up in the entire tent. As we giggled away, stumbling around we finally got that tent up.

			I retired from my position at the Ford Motor company later in 1970 when I was 46 years old and worked from home. A lovely Jewish friend at Elsternwick asked me one day if I would clean her home for her. In those days you charged $4 an hour and it was hard work. Soon word got around that I was a brilliant cleaner and the work piled up. Of course I was never going to make a huge amount of money, because I was too particular. I spent more hours getting their homes spotless and only paid for the agreed number of hours.

			It came as a terrible shock when Mumma died in 1973, she had been living in Melbourne with her eldest daughter Mary. I need to tell you about Mary, she was my eldest half-sister and was 15 years older than me. She attended Sacred Heart Primary and secondary schools and left home for work at Bryant and May Matchmakers in Melbourne. She was a very attractive young woman and reminded me of Barbara Stanwyck who was a famous American actress, model and dancer.

			Barbara Stanwyck was also a stage, film and television star, she had a 60-year career, having been born on 16 July 1907 and died at age 82 on the 20 January 1990.
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			From left at back, John & Elizabeth
from left front seated Margaret, William, Annie & Mary

			Mary loved dancing too, I’m sure we all got that trait from our parents, who would attend dances and danced along to the very first record player we had in our home.

			Mary spent almost every day during the summer after work and on the weekends sunbaking on St Kilda beach, her skin was baked and yet all through her life she never had wrinkle on her face, her skin was just beautiful.

			Mary met her first husband William Joseph Howson and they were married on the 29 December 1934 in Mildura. They had one son John Michael Howson who was born on the 8th August 1936, he is still alive and lives in Melbourne. He was a journalist at Sunraysia Daily some years ago, he also became a television personality, he never married. “Mary divorced William Howson and a few years later married her second husband Daniel Bataune Considine in November 1952. They never had any children and lead a happy life together. Mary became ill with pneumonia in her final years and spent a long time in St Francis Cabrini Hospital where she was very well cared for, she lost her battle in 2003 at age 94 years.

			I remember I would bake a favourite family recipe, that my Mumma baked every Christmas, it was a beautiful fruit cake. Another recipe that went down well, it was a meat pastie that was handed down from my Grandmother. My father-in-law Paddy back then, always asked for it when he came for a meal. I began volunteering as a Palliative Carer in 1978 through San Remo District Nursing at Cowes on Phillip Island, a role I continued in for 20 years.

			This was such a privilege, to be there with the patient in their own home, supporting them and also their families if they were not alone. The deepest and most rewarding experience I have ever had. It also, if you allowed, may easily destroy your very soul.

			You had to be able to remain calm, not show signs of being upset, you felt their pain as if you were in the grips of that horrible disease yourself, and yet you were helpless. Their comfort was your priority, explaining to family, preparing them as it progressed, all the while putting on a brave front. At the end of your shift and sometimes that would be many hours over what was expected of you, you left exhausted. I survived the only way I knew how, to switch off once I left my patient.

			This was the aspect of Elizabeth’s life that although, not on her list of ‘goals’, it was by far the most rewarding of her memories. One I think her half-brother John, who predicted she was ‘far too delicate to be a nurse’, may well have been proud, had he been alive to witness the duration of her service to her role as a volunteer palliative care nurse. Sadly, John died in 1979. Life for Elizabeth was busy with her volunteer work and she enjoyed her time with Harry for company. In 1994 that all changed, on the 24th October 1994 when at age 72 Harry passed away after being diagnosed with cancer only a few months earlier.

			I missed Harry terribly and it took a long time to move on with my life. I continued my daily commitment to my patients until I was starting to feel the strain and finally retired in 1994, I was 74 years of age. I had been diagnosed incorrectly with pancreatic cancer when I was about 80 years old, at the time I was living in my own home at Phillip Island. I decided to sell it and moved into San Remo Aged Care. I spent quite a few years there, but in the end the toll of a geriatric resident using my room as a toilet and a few other things that were terrible, I had endured enough, so I left.

			In 2015 I moved to Mildura having placed my name on the waiting list at Princes Court Home. I lived with my daughter Veronica, during the waiting period. I moved into Princess Court Homes in 2017 where I have my own room and I am very grateful for the care I receive here. The staff are wonderful people and if I do have a problem it is attended to very quickly. I keep busy to pass the time, attending bingo, playing carpet bowls and love the AFL Football Tipping competition during the winter months. I really enjoy Sunday in the activity room, where Helen reads a story or poetry, it is so relaxing, and I love poetry.

			The golden years and that lifelong philosophy of ‘Enjoy Life’ was still being fulfilled. High on the list of ‘goals’ that Elizabeth set for herself, she recalled some of the things she has done.

			At the age of 78 I lived the dream of falling out of an aircraft, and yes, I did wear a parachute and it was the most exhilarating feeling. In 2015 I took my hot air balloon flight with Cameron’s. Then in February this year (2019), not hindered by my age or fitness, I had my Harley Davison motorbike ride. This was a trip of memories. We rode to the riverfront which was in the progress stages of development and beautification. I remembered being at the opening of the terraced area from the lawns on 7th Street to Hugh King drive back in 1975. That was when the succulents and cacti’s and palms were planted. Now they have been removed and it does look very nice. I was so grateful to Grant Hamence for taking the time to make my ride a wonderful experience and one I will remember forever. Here at Princes Court Homes we have had some additional activities introduced and the one I enjoyed was the ‘little people’ visiting.

			They were about 4 years old and I had a new friend in Jack. He took great interest in the little bonnets I was knitting for babies. ‘Would you be able to knit me one of those’, he asked. Yes, I can knit you one, what colour would you like it to be Jack? Very quickly he replied, ‘Rainbow, and can you knit one for my baby brother too? he added. So, I brought rainbow wool on my next outing with Karen and knitted the beanie hats for Jack and his little brother.

			Every so often I do get lonely, it is usually in the evenings and it can cause me anxiety. On these occasions I ask the carer on duty, to wheel me to the Waratah residence, where the residents are sitting watching television. No one there is up for a conversation and can be lost in their own world. There is always a staff member on duty that will talk to me. There is always something going on around me, so much nicer than sitting alone in my room. At the end of each day it is the routine for us to have dinner then head to our rooms, watch television and many are tucked up in bed early. This is the time I find the loneliness, once the RN has given out the medications, that’s days end.

			Elizabeth waits each Monday morning for our date, then I wheel her to our favourite spot, the Fountain Coffee Shop. It is here we have formed the most rewarding friendship I have had with a senior lady, since I lost my beautiful mother 12 years ago. Elizabeth was born a year later than my Mum and it is lovely to share her stories, just like I did with my Mum. The resident rabbit bounces around in his cage, “Gee that rabbit is getting fatter every day”, Elizabeth tells me.

			Then out of the garden another furry resident is strolling along in front of the wheelchair, the much-loved cat, Emily is always on the lookout for a pat or cuddle.

			When I lived on Phillip Island, we had a cat that joined Harry and I when we went for our walks, it was named Bandit and there was no way it was missing out walking with our dog Bingo.

			We both love gardens and we can’t get enough of the spring display here at Princes Court, the roses with their varying fragrant and brilliant colours, awaken your soul. A credit to the gardeners. While we mingle with a group of regulars from the Princes Court Village, whom we refer to as ‘the village people’, we find a spot to settle in for a chat to everyone around us, then order our cuppas and begin chatting. Then a group of primary age children walk in a line past the Coffee Shop, on their way past Elizabeth tells me, ‘The children are all new to Australia, having come through the migrant system and they come to read with some of the seniors. English is new to them and it is a wonderful experience for them and the older people. They are being helped with English as they learn to read, the benefits are also, the seniors have found some lovely new friends, that are visiting regularly’.

			My surviving two children have stayed in touch over the years. Veronica lives at Kununurra WA she works as a cashier at a Coles Supermarket and loves to ride her Harley motorbike and does a lot of camping.

			Peter owns Peter a Boyle Transport in Melbourne and is still working; he is a keen golfer and plays as often as he can. His wife Hazel rings me every Sunday, which is so kind of her.

			One of my nephews, Ian McDonald lives in Mildura, he is a lovely young man and he is my ‘Next of Kin’. If I need him for anything he is here in a flash. I also have a wonderful friend in Karen, who is always caring of my day-to-day needs. She is a wonderful young woman who takes me shopping and out and about on her day off each week. She also takes me to concerts that her Grandchildren are performing in or to shows I may like. I am truly blessed to have her in my life. I have a great niece, Kerryn who is an RN at Mildura Base Hospital and two great, great nephews in Mildura, I don’t see a lot of them, everyone is busy these days, they have their own lives to live.

			Throughout my life I have never had an ambition to be wealthy, and although I had a few goals, I have accomplished those. I just like to enjoy life as best I can.
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			Sandra Bailey and Elizabeth Boyle feature in the 2019 Summer Edition of Mildura Living.
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