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			MARILYN RIX 

			in conversation with Ruth Cupper

			I don’t know what I would have done in my life without sport

			Marilyn Rix’s story has been gleaned from her brothers David and Geoff Tulloch’s written memories, and stories shared by her sons Tim and Geoff Rix

			It should have come as no surprise that the perky, adventurous four-year-old would climb the Southern Cross windmill that stood beside her home. Having both maternal and paternal relatives with a keen sense of adventure, determination, and resilience, it wasn’t unexpected that Marilyn Tulloch would inherit these traits. After all she possessed genes from ancestors who were brave enough to cross an ocean to the ‘unknown’ leaving family, friends, and life as they knew it. 

			Marilyn’s paternal grandparents, John and Anne Tulloch, emigrated from the small island of ‘Eday’ in the Scottish Orkney Group in 1851. Only half a century earlier, it was deemed a punishment to be sent to Australia, but they were choosing to sever ties with home and begin a new life. It must have suited them as they settled into the community and raised their family. They settled in Heyfield in Gippsland working a farm and a bakery.

			One of their sons, William - Marilyn’s grandfather -became a builder in Morwell, and later discovered brown coal at Yallourn North. He owned and operated the mine until its closure. The Tulloch mine was the start of the Latrobe Valley conglomerate which transferred to the ownership of the State Electricity Commission in 1918. William’s son, Charles William Tulloch married Adele Catherine Wellington on Easter Monday, 1933 at St. John’s Church of England, Merbein. For a short time, they lived in Commercial Street Merbein in a house built by Adele’s father, Nelson Wellington. The bank that employed Charles, then transferred them to Melbourne. 

			The family grew, with two sons, David and Geoffrey and baby Marilyn and lived in a beautiful new English style brick home designed by their mother Adele, and built on the south side of Gilman Street, number 27, east of Charman Road Cheltenham. The boys attended Cheltenham Primary School for a short time and recall playing ‘cherry bobs’ in the school yard. Cherry bobs is a game played with cherry stones flicked by hand into holes in the ground. 

			Beyond the wooden back fence was a lane, and beyond that a vacant paddock with willow trees. There were vacant blocks of land in Gilman Street and a market garden at the eastern end of the street accessed by a large iron and wire gate. It was a pleasant place to live despite the worry of war overseas involving Australian men and women serving in the Army, Navy, and Air Force. With Australia at war, the Government required Charles to build an air raid shelter in the back yard. After work at the local bank, he performed night-time duty as an air raid warden checking houses in Gilman Street to ensure that no lights were showing and that there was a total black out. Motor car head lamps had metal covers over the top of their head lights so they could not be seen from the air. One night an unidentified aeroplane believed to be Japanese had flown over Melbourne. The Japanese were known to launch seaplanes carried in submarines. 

			Houses had air raid shelters which were slit trenches in the ground. Residents had to jump into the trenches when the air raid siren sounded. Around 1940, Charles resigned from the Cheltenham Branch of the Commercial Banking Company of Sydney having worked for the bank since finishing his education at Sale High School. On leaving school he initially worked at the CBC Heyfield Branch. 

			Charles had been rejected from joining the Australian Army and decided to pursue horticulture as a ‘blockie’ at Merbein South, in north-western Victoria. 

			Household goods were packed and transferred by motorised furniture van from Cheltenham to Merbein South, a few miles south-west of Mildura on the Sturt Highway and about 350 miles or 550 km from Melbourne. The family travelled on the overnight steam train from Spencer Street Melbourne to Mildura, a journey of about twelve hours. Steam train smokestacks emitted lots of black soot that made its way into the carriages and covered passengers in grit and grime. The carriages were rough to ride in, continuously jolting over the wooden sleepers, as the train gathered or reduced speed. The Melbourne train drivers drove the train as far as Cope Cope in central Victoria and, in the early hours of the morning they transferred to the Mildura to Melbourne bound steam train, taking it to Melbourne. The Mildura train drivers transferred to the Mildura bound train, taking it to Mildura. 

			At eight o’clock next morning, Adele’s sister Marjorie Missen met the family at the Mildura Railway Station in Seventh Street at the northern end of Langtree Avenue. The great Murray River passed by the north side of the railway station. Aunty Marj drove their 1936 Dodge Sedan with the family and luggage to their home on Yelta Road at West Merbein. Adele and Charles did not have enough deposit money to buy the fruit block, so, prior to taking legal possession, the vendor, Mr Hippsley, gave them permission to harvest some navel oranges and take them by horse and cart to the Merbein Co-Operative to sell and obtain enough money to make up the deposit for the purchase of the fruit block. The Merbein Co-Op was about five miles from the fruit block along red dirt corrugated roads. 

			A small square wooden house, about ten squares in size, had a covered-in flywire veranda at the front with a corrugated iron roof. The internal walls were hessian covered with wallpaper and painted over with calcimine. Used throughout the 19th and into the early part of the 20th century, calcimine paint was a popular and economical solution to give interior walls a cover. They had a wood-fired stove in the kitchen and an outdoors stand-alone wood-fired copper for washing clothes. The backyard clothesline consisted of two wires about thirty feet long, strung between wooden posts. 

			In the middle of the clothesline was a six foot ‘prop’ with a fork at one end to raise and lower the line. A wood chip-heater in the bathroom supplied water for the tin bath or overhead shower. The metal shower was positioned high above the bath and consisted of a tin plate about sixteen centimetres in diameter with lots of small holes to let the water through when you turned the tap on. Safety matches were used to light the newspaper and fine wood chips in the firebox that heated the water. Beside the house stood a Southern Cross windmill and two large iron water tanks which were filled by water running off the corrugated iron roof of the house. If there was insufficient rain the windmill was activated, subject to wind. The windmill pumped water from the nearby dam into the tanks. One day four-year old Marilyn climbed the ladder to the top of the windmill and froze with fright. It was a scary situation until mum and dad got her down safely. The fruit block included sultanas and currant grape vines, mandarins, lemons, oranges, and half an acre of fruit trees for family use. Almonds, apples, apricots, figs, nectarines, peaches, pears, blood plums and quinces which were regularly preserved in glass jars for later consumption. 

			Marilyn Rix, née Tulloch, born January 22, 1940, at Saint Helen’s Private Hospital, Windsor, was the third child of Charles William Tulloch and Adele Catherine Tulloch. Being the first daughter following two sons, Marilyn was a favoured child, particularly in the eyes of her father. Older brothers Geoffrey Charles and David James were soon joined by Susan Elizabeth, four years after Marilyn. Block life suited them for several years and it is where the young family lived. School was an easy walk down the road, and around the corner onto the highway to attend Merbein South Primary. Neighbouring children were the playmates and closest friends of the four children. 

			Eventually, due to the salinity problems faced on the property, the land was sold in 1946 and the family shifted to Dareton. Again, the family settled into the ‘blockie’ lifestyle growing oranges and grapes. They were close enough to town for the children to cycle the two miles to Dareton Primary school. Dareton had started to become a prosperous town after the Second World War as returned servicemen had been allocated ten to fifteen acres of land to develop. Several succeeded, but many failed, as the conditions and the weather were harsh. Those who succeeded helped the township grow. 

			Charles could see the business potential of Dareton, so selling his fruit block to his cousin Jack Missen, he went on to purchase the established newsagency previously owned and operated by Harold Copestake. Charles and Adele built a new shop, incorporating groceries, a newsagency and on land close by, an Ampol bulk fuel depot which also had kerbside bowsers. Tulloch’s was the first self-serve supermarket in south-western N.S.W. The family lived in the rear of the shop, accessible by laneway. 

			All went well until Adele left the iron turned ‘on’ and part of the Tulloch store was destroyed. One good outcome, however, was that the community responded by forming a fire brigade. Ivan Gates was the captain, Vin Burns, Jock Stevens (the local mechanic) and the Tullochs were its members. Wentworth Council supplied a car trailer with a water tank, and four extinguishers. The first call out was to George Wells’ property, two miles distant, when petrol being poured into a tractor fuel tank ignited, setting the implement shed ablaze. The town was growing, supporting its citizens with a bakery, a newsagency, a post office, a Rural Bank - where Marilyn later worked, a butcher’s shop, a café, a hairdresser, and two grocery and hardware stores – Fisher’s and Tulloch’s. There was also a cinema for Saturday night pictures. 

			Queen’s Anglican Grammar was where Marilyn completed her secondary schooling. She and her cousins, the Symes, would travel unaccompanied on the overnight steam train to Ballarat, arriving in the early morning to a cold, frosty welcome. Marilyn didn’t relish the schoolwork, she lived mainly for the sport and social interaction with the boys from Ballarat Grammar. Another activity that Marilyn enjoyed was knitting, an activity she did under the blanket by torchlight as lights were out at 8.00pm in the boarding school. If she dropped a stitch, it was redeemed in the toilet. Due to excessive toilet visits, the House Mistress thought that she suffered from a weak bladder. Here she excelled at athletics, tennis, hockey and basketball and many times represented her school in inter-school competitions. 
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			Marilyn (left) and Norma after Norma won the Interschool Championships 

			Although not relishing academia, she was a good leader, filling positions as Form Captain, House Captain, and Prefect. She had a wicked sense of humour, so mixed easily and made many lifelong friends while boarding. One of them was Norma Parker who was to be Marilyn’s bridesmaid. The extent of their friendship ran so deep that, decades later, Norma clung to life until her good friend Marilyn had made the trip to Ballarat for a final visit. She died the following day. Marilyn‘s experiences at the school were so positive that all four of her children were given the same opportunity for secondary schooling. 

			After completing her schooling Marilyn returned to Dareton where she worked in the Rural Bank. She was a good organiser and needed to be kept busy. But she soon found that she wasn’t stimulated sufficiently, so Marilyn moved on to become a stenographer at the Water Commission in Curlwaa. 

			Ken Rix and Marilyn met at a dance in Dareton. Ken was taken by this audacious, flirtatious, and curvaceous, confident, outgoing girl, while Marilyn fell for the blond and muscular ‘good looker’. Both had come with other partners, but it was soon obvious that their relationship was going to be long term. Ken was living in Merbein on the family block, while looking for a block of his own in Dareton. Once found, he added a house ‘Wanawong’, in 1959, ready to welcome his bride. Their wedding was one to remember, as on October 15, 1960, the wedding party had to contend with 40-degree heat. The term a hot wedding took on new meaning! 
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			The Wedding of Ken and Marilyn 

			The wedding ceremony was at St. Johns Church of England Wentworth, followed by a reception at the Grand Hotel, Mildura. Marilyn, only twenty years old, gave up outside paid employment to work alongside Ken, full-time on the block. That was short-lived as they were blessed with Andrew Kenneth in November ’61. Jennifer Ann, Timothy Arthur, and Geoffrey William quickly followed. The importance of family was evident in the choice of names, acknowledging past loved ones. All four children had at least one given name recognising a parents or grandparent. 

			After marriage, life became very busy with four children and a block to run. Marilyn ran the house, looked after the children, and kept the food coming. She was always available to pitch in and help on the block, but one of her greatest attributes was her ability to get on with people from all walks of life and to be accepting of each and everyone. Marilyn is incredibly kind and compassionate, a trait that is felt she inherited mainly from her father. 

			A local man still talks about how she and Ken saved his life, as they regularly collected him from the pub on a Sunday night, ensuring he was somewhat sober and able to go to work the following day. Another ‘loner’ that others wouldn’t employ, was given accommodation in the picker’s hut between his bouts of wandering. This act of kindness continued for ten years. Providing him with a ‘home base’ was deemed to suit everyone. After her children had left home, she took in her niece, who was a little lost. 

			With encouragement, a job was found, money saved, first car purchased, and confidence restored. Often, they talked about fostering children, but finally settled on helping their own family and community. It was something that they had been doing for years. 
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			Marilyn with Geoffrey (18 Months), Timothy (2 Years), 
Jenny (4 Years) and Andrew (7 Years) 

			Marilyn is known as someone unable to say “no” to anyone, be it a job, a ride or simply help! 

			When travelling to Pomona for picking, the family would bundle into the station wagon with the boys in the back along with extra bags and supplies, making space for others on the seats. Her son, Tim, laughingly recalls a New Zealand holiday, in the rear of the station wagon, sitting atop the suitcases with his head near the roof of the car, watching the scenery through the rear window. “With my head resting on my shoulder, I had a very distorted view of the scenery. The back seat of the car was reserved for the hitchhikers we invariably collected! Typically, everybody else’s needs were put first. She always wanted the best for others. If she could help, she would”. 

			As well as having the Dareton fruit block, in 1976 they went into partnership with their brother-in-law, Bill Garraway, in a melon growing venture, developing a twenty-acre block near Pomona. It worked out well, with Bill living in Pomona and able to manage the watering and picking. Ken and Marilyn managed the packing and the sales. It was a successful partnership that lasted for nearly two decades. Seeds were planted on Ken’s birthday, September 7 and harvested around Christmas. As the season took only three months, the harvest work was intense, but the income generated allowed for little luxuries. It suited both parties and turned out to be a good working relationship. When picking came around it was all hands-on-deck, with participants making the activity feel like fun. The following excerpt from a letter to Ken and Marilyn from their niece Andrea says it all. 
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			“We all had so much fun - the Rix’s and the Garraway’s. Life was busy, lots of fun, lots of hard work, lots of love. Remember when we started with the ‘rockies’? ‘Bill and Ken, the Rockmelon Men’. I remember the first shed for packing was dirt floor, dusty, tree branches for the roof, no protection and so, so much red dust. Shifting sprays, driving tractors, see who could get in to unload the bins first, making boxes, stamping boxes, sneezing, and choked up with hay fever! Uncle Ken would be there smoking his pipe, doing figures, organising the packers, and Dad would be driving the forklift, loading, and unloading bins and loading the transport. I remember having to shift sprays on Christmas mornings before opening presents! I remember morning teas, flies, red dust, rye grass and itchy skin from the rockies. Then going home and jumping in the river to cool and clean-off the red dust”. 

			In his late forties while undertaking house extensions, Ken had a near fatal heart attack and his life expectancy was drastically reduced. The complaint was hereditary, with Ken’s father, Arthur, having died at fifty-six years of age. Both he and Marilyn changed their diets, sticking strictly to the Pritikin diet. Marilyn, who liked to cook and entertain, changed their eating habits, but still provided an alternative for their growing family. It was the right choice, as Ken lived far longer than originally predicted. When Marilyn had a craving, she would quietly indulge herself whilst out shopping alone. The young family still remember the roasts, braises and their favourite, marble cake. Nobody missed out, and Ken remained healthy. Mealtimes were important family time with everybody dining together at the table and needing to answer questions before being able to leave the table. It was a way of imparting knowledge, developing curiosity and sharing in each other’s daily life. 
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			Ken was heavily involved in Dareton Apex, ably supported by Marilyn. So much of their social life revolved around their Apex friends, along with family. Hattah, Lake Victoria, Anabranch and Dareton sandbars were all venues for great social gatherings, every few months. Much use was made of the river with all the family and their friends spending time with barbecues, swimming, and water skiing. The children formed great enduring friendships that continue still. 

			The sale of the block in 1980 meant that new accommodation had to be found. A house was rented in Cadell Street Wentworth while a two-acre rose garden and house were built in Wentworth Street. The roses turned what was a hobby into a successful business. They quickly settled into their home overlooking the Darling River where they could indulge themselves in the pleasure of bird watching, one of their favoured pastimes. The business grew and became hard work instead of an enjoyable past time. It was soon time to sell the rose business and fully retire. The knowledge and the skill in growing roses remained, as could be seen in the gardens of both the Wentworth, and later, their Mildura homes. 

			An abundance of stone fruit going to waste would prompt Marilyn to gather friends for a trip to her son Andrew’s farm. Lined up along the side of the long trailer pulled by the tractor through the rows of trees, they’d pick buckets of apricots to take home and preserve. A fun time uniting friends, to be followed by morning tea in a rustic, comfortable outdoor setting. Luckily, Marilyn and Ken both enjoyed the same interests – travel and bird watching. Together they travelled the world widely. When the children were younger, they were minded by their grandparents or (if lucky) by family friends, the Bottrells or the Keatings. Here the food was more to the children’s liking! In 1974 they, along with Cocks, Williams and Storers, travelled to Southeast Asia. The taste for travel was ignited, so over the following years they planned, working hard to enable their journeys. They usually went just prior to melon harvest, then, on their return, they’d go straight to work. The reward of the trips made the rest of the schedule worthwhile. 
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			Ken And Marilyn and their friends Alan and Marg Botrell 
on their trip to The Willandra Lakes 

			Marilyn’s philosophy when travelling was “lay out all your clothes and all your money. Then take half the clothes and twice the money”. It worked for them as they travelled the world thirteen times. Learning much on these travels, they wanted to sleep well on the flight, so each took mogadon in London, staggered aboard the plane and woke on arrival in Melbourne. (Don’t really know if they arrived more refreshed than on other long flights?) 

			Travelling with old friends or making new friends, shared memories are well remembered. Birding brought another group together, sharing knowledge and experiences. It added another dimension to the holidays. Bird watching had been a lifelong interest, and once they had more time to indulge in the pastime, they became very knowledgeable in identifying species. Both were active members of the local birdwatching group, sharing their information and enthusiasm. 

			Family is incredibly important to Marilyn. She has followed and supported all her offspring’s activities and achievements and when grandchildren came along, actively participated in their lives. Much of Marilyn’s life has revolved around her family and friends, but some aspects she kept to herself. Not many knew of her strong religious beliefs. 

			Raised with Christian beliefs, she practised them and reinforced them in church which she regularly attended, unbeknown to many others. Perhaps it was because “Ken was agnostic, even though he lived by Christian values”. 
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			So much of what we learn in childhood shapes our lives. Lt. Colonel Nelson Wellington - Marilyn’s uncle, was Mildura’s first Town Clerk. His involvement with the community may have influenced Marilyn to do the same. She was recognised for the work that she did with the Wentworth Red Cross. The shop proved to be one of the most profitable in the Victoria. None of her children were aware that she received a ten year long service medal. It was awarded for humble dedication in helping the community. 

			Recently Marilyn was heard to say, “I don’t know what I’d have done in life without sport?” Not surprising really, when she had been a Sunraysia tennis champion, a nifty squash player, a strong golfer and, in later years, a keen bowler. Some of her sporting prowess must have come from her mother as Adele was a State Junior Tennis Champion at age sixteen. Three times Marilyn entered Mixed Canadian Club Championships at Wentworth Golf Club with her son Tim and each time they won – 1984, 1985 and 1986. In 2004 she was in the Wentworth Division 1 Bowls Champion Team. Strongly competitive in whichever sport she played but said to be always showing good sportsmanship with a sense of fun. She was a natural sportswoman, able to play any chosen sport at a high standard. Her competitive nature was known, but not on display, as her wins seemed effortless, and accepted good naturedly. 

			An oft heard refrain from Marilyn, “I’ve had a good life, I can’t complain”, would have been heard by many of her friends. Maybe it’s true, but how many of us could have maintained that positive attitude after the myriad of unfortunate health issues later in her life? Husband Ken’s near fatal heart attack bringing about a severe change of diet, Ken’s cancer diagnosis, and ultimate death, her own diagnosis of dementia and the necessary sale of her lovely home. 

			And then to be shifted into Murray House, a move which she is said to have accepted positively. 

			Her family says her “admirable attitude and acceptance of what needed to be done, made it easier for the family to manage”. A remarkable woman who still considers others’ happiness before her own. 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Marilyn with her siblings, Geoffrey, Sue and David 
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