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My early years – VALERIE LILLIAN LING
I was born on Saturday, 12 May 1917, at ‘Lancewood’ which was a private hospital in
Glenferrie Road, the only child of my parents. Mum liked the name of Valerie, and Lillian
came from my father’s sister. But I’ve been called ‘Hen’ by my friends all my life – ‘Hello, Hen!’
comes from HENRY. My mother thought you couldn’t do much with Valerie! Her name was
Amy Beatrice (known as Bea) and my father was James William Henry. Dad used to tell our
friends that one day Mum was sitting up in bed in hospital, holding me as a new baby when a
lump of plaster fell from the ceiling on our heads. Mum wasn’t hurt but she was shaken and
said to the nurse that she needed a brandy. It was duly brought, but when Dad got the bill for
the confinement, he’d been charged for the brandy which he thought was a bit much. And I
was given to understand that I’ve never been the same since! I was born during a war and
lived through another war as well as the Great Depression – and I have lived in this house all
my life except for three months at The Lee when this house was being made ready. I’m still
here. My children are marvellous to me. They look after me so well and I am very lucky.

Valerie, about 6 months
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My mother – AMY BEATRICE FRASER
Mum was born 24 May 1883 in Ballarat of Scottish highlander descent - the Clan Fraser of
Lovat1.
The earliest connection the Frasers had with Lovat land dates from the mid-1300s around
Loch Ness. Frasers have joined forces with, fought against, skirmished, feuded and gone into
battle over hundreds of years. Our Frasers had lived in Inverness when they left Scotland.
Mum’s father, Hugh Fraser, was the only grandparent I ever knew. He and my grandmother,
Minnie Crane, a milliner from a well-to-do family, were married in 1871. Grandpa worked for
Bedgood, the shoe manufacturers. Established in Melbourne in the 1850s, they were a
significant maker of boots. They held contracts to supply boots for the Boer War, the RAAF
in World War II and more recently for the Australian and English cricket teams. 2

Grandpa Fraser
His father (my great-grandfather) who was also named Hugh Fraser, was a commercial
traveller. He was born in Knockchoilum, near Inverness on 2 October 1846. His parents were
Alexander Fraser, (born 1801) a shepherd and Janet McDonald, (born c1811). The 1851
Scottish census shows the family living at Knocklia, near Inverness. Their children were Jane,
Janet (Jessie), Alexander and Hugh. So my grandfather, Hugh Fraser, who died on 20 August
1923 in Victoria was our 1st generation of the Frasers in Australia.
1
2

http://en.wikipedia.org/Clan_Fraser_of_Lovat
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In 1855, the Fraser family arrived in Geelong as assisted immigrants on the ‘Covenanter’. The
children and the mother are all listed but not the father. There were a total of 17 Frasers and 3
McDonalds on the ship and it seems likely that the mother was widowed and sailed with other
family members. This was towards the end of the Highland clearances.
The story goes that Jessie Fraser died during the voyage. Her little body was being prepared
for burial at sea when her mother, in a last loving gesture, passed a feather over her face to see
if she was still breathing. She moved. She was alive. As my Great Aunt Jessie, she lived to a
good age and carried the burn marks from the ropes on her arms for the rest of her life. Jessie
stayed in Geelong. She was probably a domestic servant before marrying a Mr Topp. Bea, my
mother, was born in Ballarat where her parents were then living. They subsequently moved to
Kew.
My grandmother, Minnie Crane, was born c1845 in London and died in 1907 in Melbourne.
That was ten years before I was born. Bea, my mother, was only 24 when her mother died. So
as a child I didn’t know my grandmother, but I did know her brother, my Great Uncle Frank.

My Great Uncle Frank Crane in 1914
Mum was fond of Uncle Frank as he was very kind and generous to her. He was a wealthy
man who worked in the office at Rowlands, the soft drink makers. When he visited us, he
used to bring bottles of fizzy dry ginger ale, lemonade and soda. There was the soda syphon
as well. He brought her boxes of drinks whenever he visited for years. A little research shows
just what a successful company Rowlands was. The history of this remarkable company
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continued for nearly a century and the widespread acceptance of their waters was undoubtedly
due to their great attention to water quality and the use of the best flavouring. 3
I remember getting dressed up when Uncle Frank came to visit us. His daughter and two sons
were my Mum’s cousins. The two sons enlisted in World War I and went to the Somme.
After this, my mother kept house for her father. When Mum first started house-keeping for
Grandpa, he opened an account for her at Georges. She spent all the first month’s allowance
on a hat with lots of feathers. In addition, Mum was a dental nurse. She loved to go to the
theatre after working all day. She and her friends would run up the stairs to ‘the Gods’ to get
the best seats they could. She loved painting, too. Mum got married in 1915, and she liked to
entertain. She had card parties for many years to raise money for Yooralla which is a nonprofit disability support and community service provider assisting those who live with a
disability acquired from birth, accident, ill health or age. At other times, she rolled up the
carpet for them to dance to gramophone music. At one party, a huntsman spider fell down
onto her ample bosom and she dropped a tray full of food. They used to go regularly to the
Henrys at The Lee for dinner. It was terrible; they had the same meals on the same days for
years on end, things like tripe and tapioca pudding. Eventually, Mum had had enough, and she
and I went to a boarding house in Healesville until Dad agreed that the dinners at The Lee
would stop.
Mum was highly strung and worried quite a deal, but I’m more like Dad, calmer. She wasn’t a
person for committees but she was a wonderful hostess. She was a very good cook. Perhaps
she was conscious of her size. She was about 5’ 7” tall, but had a very heavy build. Her
brothers were tall. She sewed beautiful clothes, too. She was an elegant woman in her better
days.
The family would often visit Mum’s Fraser relatives in Highbury Grove, Kew. We would take
a short cut through Xavier. There is a story about Dad collecting horse or cow manure at
Xavier for his roses and getting into trouble for not asking first.

3
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Bea Fraser with her skipping rope

Bea with her father in 1907

Bea Fraser, aged 20

Bea with her friend Flo – dental nurses

Other great friends of the family were the McIntyres of Elwood, Billy and Gert Gas of
Camberwell and the Leonards who lived nearby.
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Mum, Grandpa Fraser, the McIntyres, and I am on the extreme right
Jean Fraser was on Mum’s side. She married Harry McElroy in the Wesley College chapel,
c1937. She always wanted me as her bridesmaid. We were asked to wear veils. My lovely dress
was a cyclamen pink.

Jean married Harry McElroy and I was one of her bridesmaids
Mum died in July 1970, aged 87 years. She had been nervous and depressed, a condition she
suffered from time to time. I’d been advised that she should have electric shock treatment but
I had it discontinued because it was too distressing. Her health was failing and she was in a
nursing home. Bill and I wanted to go away and I asked the doctor how long she might have.
For three years we’d waited and of course, wouldn’t you know, my poor son had to organise
his grandmother’s funeral. We had visited her every week. We went, and while we were away
we received the news. Peter made all the funeral arrangements, so it was over by the time we
got home.
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My father – JAMES WILLIAM HENRY
Dad was Irish and I don’t know how they met. I never thought to ask them. He was much
older than Mum, well, 14 years. His name was James William Henry, and he was born in Cork,
Ireland on 25 December 1869. His family lived at 7 Shanakiel Place, Sundays Well. His father
was William John Henry, and he was born in Ireland in 1825. The family owned a well-known
printing business called Henry & Coglan. His mother was Eliza Prendergast born around
1842 in Cork. The Prendergast family have played a prominent part in southern Ireland since
Sir Maurice De Prendergast and his wife who was a Fitzgerald settled in the late 1100s. It is
probable that many, if not all, present day Irish Prendergasts are descended from them.4

7 Shanakiel Place, Sundays Well, Cork in Ireland
The Henry family emigrated to Australia in 1872 on the ship ‘Queen of Nations’. They must
have been reasonably well off because they paid for their own passage. The children at that
time were Lucy, Eliza, Charlotte, William, Mary, and Dad - James William - who was two
years old on arrival. John, Thomas and Edith Lilian were born in Melbourne. Dad’s father,
William, continued working in the printing industry at the Victorian Government Printer’s
office.

4
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My grandparents William John Henry with his wife Eliza and their children Eliza (Lizzie), Charlotte and
Lucy
James William Henry was baptized as a Catholic and went to St Ignatius School in Richmond.
We have some of his prizes.

The Henry family home in Kent Street, Richmond
So there were five girls and four boys in Dad’s family and he was the sixth.
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The Henry family on holiday at Sandringham in 1901. James is third from the right.
From the left are Thomas, Lily, Molly, Lizzie with Clive, the Henry parents-Eliza &William,
Charlotte, James, Lil, John. In the front row are Doris, Martin, Charlotte and Ruby.
Here is Dad’s younger brother John Richmond Henry and his wife Eva Dyer on their
wedding day in 1909. I expect the Richmond came from having lived there. Eva had come
from a property called Dalcross at Rupanyup.

Eva and John Henry on their wedding day in 1909
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Three of the Henrys had only one child: John and Eva, James and Bea, and Tommy and Ettie.

Aunty Lucy Henry and me as a young child
His youngest sister Edith Lilian (Aunty Lil) went to PLC in East Melbourne. There is a story
that their mother changed the religion of the children to suit the next person they hoped to
inherit money from. Aunty Lil lived on at The Lee which was the Henry family home at 10
Hawthorn Grove for many years after the rest of the family had died. When she was young,
she won a gold pendant in a singing competition at Geelong. She had a beautiful contralto
voice and wanted to go overseas to be trained. But her mother wouldn’t let her go.
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After she died, she left The Lee to me, her niece. She had made an unfortunate marriage late
in life.

Aunty Lil’s French wax doll was given to me.
Dad had a head for figures, and he was good with horses, too. After leaving school, he was
the paymaster for the Mines Department. One of his duties was to deliver the pay packets to
the workers constructing the Wonthaggi Coal Mine in Gippsland. He had to drive in a horse
and sulky through an area called the Haunted Hills where there was a risk that he would be
attacked and robbed.
He was the Chief Accountant in the Public Works Department in Spring Street. He would
walk to work and sometimes met Archbishop Mannix on the way and also Terry Best’s
grandfather who lived in Creswick Street.
Dad had always been active as the Treasurer in organising fund raising for charities. One of
his early activities was the financing of a motor ambulance to the Red Cross Society by
subscription from the Victorian State Patriotic Fund for soldiers in World War I. This
photograph shows its presentation on 23 June 1915.

Presentation of the motor ambulance to the Red Cross Society
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Dad was always well-dressed in his suits, his shirts with the removable collars and his fob
watch. We still have his top hat. It’s kept in its leather hatbox.
Then there was the presentation of an operating theatre for the Children’s Hospital that was
built opposite the Exhibition Building in Carlton when I was a girl. We still have the silver
trowel in its box that I used to lay the foundation stone. The building was demolished some
years ago. We were sorry that we didn’t ask for the foundation stone. That’s the Governor’s
wife in the front, and the others were prominent members in Toorak society at the time. Mum
had sewn my dress. She’d copied the style from a wedding dress she’d seen. It was georgette
on a net base with pale pink and blue rosebuds embroidered on it.

The foundation ceremony of the Children’s Hospital, Carlton
I’m on the right, holding the trowel and Dad is half-hidden behind me on the right
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The Children’s Hospital was moved in 1963 from its cramped premises in Carlton following
public support in the form of donations, gifts and Christmas appeals.
In 1890 the Henry family had purchased the property at 10 Hawthorn Grove, Hawthorn.
They named it The Lee –An Laoi5 - after the river that flowed past their home in Cork. It was
a two-storey Victorian home on a big block. I remember Dad’s sisters – my Henry maiden
aunts – living there until the end of their days. They had a cat called ‘Widdies’ for years and
years.

The Lee, 10 Hawthorn Grove

My Henry Aunts – Lucy, Eliza, Charlotte, Mary and Lil

Today, 10 Hawthorn Grove is an elegant residential address and prime real estate.
‘The houses are lovely … established trees, lush, well-tended gardens and turrets and balconies
peeking out from behind wrought-iron fences and high brick walls … are examples of genteel
Melbourne.’6
I’ve always liked this photograph taken just over the Burke Road Bridge from Heidelberg. I
was told that Dad kept his horse at the back of Hawthorn Grove, but I don’t know whether
that’s true or not.

5
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6
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My father is on the right sitting in his phaeton at the Heidelberg cutting in 1890
We lived so close. We only had to go through the gate in the back fence. Mum used to take
me, and my aunts used to look after me sometimes.

I was 18 months old - October 1918
Dad liked to buy shares in mining companies. One was called The Maud and Yellow Girl
GMC. It turned out to be a significant mine located in the Mt Wills mining district within the
Alpine National Park south-east of Mt Beauty. Regrouped from smaller diggings in 1931, it
became the district’s major mine yielding 103,556 oz of gold until it closed in 1952. Over the
years, there have been 21 valid minerals taken out of there including gold, tungsten and tin. 7
Throughout its long history, the mine used a large and varied assortment of machinery. There
were 40 gold batteries in operation together with four cyanide plants and a whole range of

7

www.sensis.com.au/search.do?

17

other mining machinery. Fossickers still work the area, but access is only possible in 4WD
vehicles.8
He also speculated in a number of parcels of land in suburban Melbourne and country
Victoria including a block at Healesville which he sold when the new reservoir was
constructed. Mum used to say she was glad when he took himself off to the football as she
didn’t know what he would come home with next.

On holiday at Cowes, age 17. I am seated at the front right

On holiday at Cowes, age 22

With me are Norman Towns, Ron Clark, Dad, Athalie and Mab Towns.
After he retired, he would have lunch with his former colleagues in the city, but when he
became ill, they came to lunch at Kinkora Road. He had arteriosclerosis; sometimes he would
freeze on the spot and be unable to walk, even if in the middle of a busy road.

Dad is standing on the front verandah in 1941. The brick fence was there then.

8
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He died on 25 September 1948, aged 78 years and is buried in the Kew Cemetery. The Henrys
had been members of the West Hawthorn Presbyterian Church in Power Street since the
1890s. My parents were married there, Bill and I were married there and our two children
baptised there. That was how I came to unveil the 100th Anniversary stone. It has been our
church for all of those years.
The Great Depression years of 1929-32 were hard for everyone. About a third of all
Australians were out of work. All public servants had their pay packets reduced so family
incomes were less. Everyone had to make-do with what they had. Men used to knock of the
door wanting to do odd jobs or selling things like clothes props but Mum didn’t have spare
money to give away. Instead she gave a feed to anyone who came to the door. She used to
mimic the way they’d ask - not too much “mairtee” – meaning not too much meat. Dad was
providing for his maiden aunts at The Lee as well as us, and they’d taken in a boarder for a bit
extra money as had many households.

I am with Mum and Belle McIntrye at the beach on holiday
We didn’t have pets because we went away a lot. We always went away at Easter and at
Christmas; we went to Point Lonsdale for some years and then to Erehwon at Cowes on
Phillip Island. We used to have a wonderful time meeting up with the same crowd every year.
When I went to work, we only went as far as the Mentone Hotel and we still had a lovely time
there.
I wanted to finish my school education and go to university, but times were tough. Dad was
helping to support his sisters as well as us. He paid for me to go to Stotts Business College for
a year to learn office administration. This included learning to use the system of shorthand to
record verbatim from dictation and any spoken instructions, typing and calculating on a
comptometer. On this machine I could add, subtract, multiply and divide very quickly. There
were eight or nine columns of nine keys each. Added features on some could calculate
currency exchanges, time, and imperial weights.9 Actually, the use of both of these systems
wasn’t phased out until the 1990s when they were overtaken by computers.
I started at the Forestry Commission on 22 July 1935 and was there for seven years. The
Chairman in my day was A B Galbraith. It was located facing Fitzroy Gardens on the 3 rd
Floor. It is now called the Department of Sustainability and Environment, Forests and is
responsible for managing 3.4 million hectares of State forests and provides policy guidance
9
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for a further 3.7 million hectares. It has responsibilities extending far beyond the red gum, box
and mountain gum trees to include the Alpine Grazing Taskforce, fire management,
restrictions following the bushfires, protection of endangered species, camping and fourwheel driving and many more.
We didn’t wear a uniform, but wore sensible clothing for the office. Women had to resign
when they were married.
Then war broke out.
I did a number of training courses with The St John Ambulance Association including Home
Nursing (13 June 1939) and First Aid to the Injured (5 December 1939).

One of my friends from the Forest Commission days is Norma Engels. As a single girl,
Norma Rust had come from Albany to Melbourne. She’s now 95 and living in the Rosstown
Community Centre in Murrumbeena. I saw her recently. She’s settled in well.

Dad, Mum and I at Norma Engels wedding
I knew how to knit. We were all knitting for the soldiers. I embroidered lots of supper cloths
and mats. Later, I sewed tapestries, cushions and footstools. Dad and I tried to dig a trench at
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the back of the house, but it was all too hard. We thought that if a bomb dropped, we’d have
to stay in the middle of the house.
Mum worked in the canteen at the Scots Church in Collins Street. At that time, there were a
number of doctors and their families living at the top end of Collins Street. One of them had
large quantities of soup made and it was carried down in buckets to the canteen.

The war has started. It was now 1940. Our group is staying at Mt Martha. I am on the left.
During the early war years, I used to go with three other people once a week on a roster to the
room underneath Hawthorn Town Hall where the Art Gallery is now. As a matter of fact, we
manned the phones for air raid emergencies. Once a month we stayed overnight. There were
five of us and three would stay overnight and the other two would go home. We got a terrible
shock one night when a chap walked down to where we were. We found that the door at the
top wasn’t secure. We must have slept on camp stretchers. Anyone could have been hiding.
We got a surprise that night.
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The Forest Commission staff – I’m seated second from the right in the front row
This photo was taken during my time at the Forest Commission. My two good friends are
sitting to my left in the front row. Betty Pitt came to work at the Forest Commission the year
after me. She and her sister Marion became lifelong friends. I still see Marion and play cards
with her. They lived at Kooyong and I used to go over to their home. Their mother was such
a lovely woman.
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My education – STRATHERNE PRESBYTERIAN GIRLS GRAMMAR SCHOOL
I was educated at the Stratherne Presbyterian Girls Grammar School in Hawthorn. I started
school in 1922. The school population was 180 girls and we were placed in Houses named
after influential Scottish men: Paterson (who had left his mansion to become the school
building), Davidson, Deare and so on. I would say that I was shy at school but when I
browsed through some old school magazines recently, I was surprised how many times I was
Captain of this and Vice-Captain of that.
I can’t recall why this photo was taken of us with the boys sitting in the front row, but I
would have been very young. That’s me standing on the left in the back row.

A group of young Stratherne students

At Mt Tarrangower lookout tower in Maldon, 1927
I can’t remember why I would have been in Maldon in my school uniform.
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We are wearing our summer uniforms at Stratherne. I am seated in the front row extreme right.
At Stratherne, fresh air and fitness were regarded as important. There was a separate room for
some lessons outside which had soft sides that used to billow a bit. Our education encouraged
us to value high ideals in good health, as well as justice, loyalty, honour and decency.
Patriotism was connected with healthy sporting competition then as it is today with standing
for the National Anthem before important events and international games.
Girls independent schools increasingly have seen the value of fitness and healthy physical activity –
calisthenics exercises with rods, clubs and light dumbbells (with) interschool contests of friendly tennis
matches, Hildegarde (a type of rounders), croquet, cricket, archery, cycling, dancing, swimming and
hockey.
The 1920s were the golden years for girls’ school sports. Sports colours were introduced to most
schools, and trophies were awarded widely. The Headmistress’ Association became concerned at what
they considered “the excessive publicity given to the doings of schoolgirls” in connection with their sports
and otherwise and asked in 1924 for the co-operation of all concerned in the welfare of girls in
checking the growing evil … Principals banned the chanting of aggressive war-cries which wasn’t lifted
until the early 1990s.10
I remember playing the game called Circlos at lunchtime. A rubber ring had to be thrown over
a high net. On Friday nights, we had dancing lessons. My best and closest school friend was
Athalie Towns.

10

Crawford, R. ‘Sport for Young Ladies: The Victorian Independent Schools 1875-1925’ in Sporting
Traditions Vol 1 No 1 Nov 1984
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I was good at tennis and I’m pictured here in the Stratherne team – 3rd from the right

25

I must have been about 16 when this was taken as my plaits were cut off before I left school.

My portrait was taken at the Austin Morcott Studio in Melbourne
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Going to the Associated Public Schools Head of the River rowing event was a social must.
Here I am with Athalie walking along to the downstream course on the Yarra where it had
been held since the first annual event in 1868. Only the boys competed; girls weren’t entered
for the full range of events until 1981. Now it’s all held on the Nagambie Lakes. 11

Athalie and I going to the APS HEAD OF THE RIVER

11
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A bridesmaid at the Wesley College chapel
Dad had an important position in the Government and he was able to help me gain the
position in the Forest Commission as a comptometrist. I started on 22 July 1935 in the
Accounts Department checking the wages of forestry workers and general accounts. I stayed
there until I was married. In those days, a woman had to resign when she got married. Well
actually, I worked for another five weeks until 25 January 1943 because it was wartime and the
Department was short-handed.
On Victory over Japan (VJ) Day – or Victory in the Pacific (VP) Day as it is now known – on
15 August 1945, the exuberance of victory felt like a new beginning. I started the difficult job
of digging a vegetable patch.
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Dad wasn’t keen about my having a car because he thought I might kill myself, but Mum
thought it was a good idea. I had got my licence to drive on the Wednesday and on the
following Saturday when Dad was at the football, Mum had arranged for a chap from Lane’s
Motors - agents for Morris in Exhibition Street – to pick us up and take us for a run. I was
sitting behind the driver’s wheel, he was in the passenger’s seat next to me, and Mum was in
the back seat. We were at Yarra Bend. I was talking, of course, and drove over the side of a
steep embankment. Fortunately, a bush stopped us going right to the bottom. He leant over
and grabbed the wheel and saved me, but poor Mother who was in the back seat bounced
everywhere which was no good at all! Luckily, there was a group of Scouts in the adjoining
park and they helped to get the car back on the road. My father never knew about it. That
evening, they went out to play Bridge, and someone said to Mother, ‘Bea, you’re not playing
well tonight’. She didn’t tell Dad. It was terrible for her. She didn’t say a word. On the
Monday, she got in touch with our solicitor and told him she didn’t want the car. She went off
the idea of having a car.
It must have been after Dad died we got a little Austin A40. Mum, Bill, the children and I
would go away on holidays. It was quite crowded with us all in it. The boot lid folded down
and we would tie the luggage on to it covered with a tarp. In the end, I think Sandra took it to
Sydney.
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My husband – WILLIAM NEWSON LING
I met Bill in 1940 on his final leave. I’d been recovering from the measles. My father, mother
and I went to the Grampians on a tour. On the first night we were there, three chaps were
looking for company and one of them asked me ‘What about coming into the Rec Hall and
play some music’. Only the other day I was thinking I’d seen him six or seven times before he
went away. The proprietors found out I’d been sick and offered to drive me back to
Melbourne.
That was 23 September 1940. We wrote often, of course. I’d had measles, three evenings
dancing, and then the mumps. When Bill found out that I’d been sick before going to the
Grampians, he sent me flowers back in Melbourne. He sailed on Tuesday, 1 October and it
was 18 months later when I next saw him. He wrote to me all the time from the Middle East.
I got meningitis and was pretty sick. No visitors were allowed, and I had a day and a night
nurse. Then I got pneumonia. So I was lucky to survive that lot – tough as an old boot. I was
very busy at the Forest Commission because we were short-staffed. I used to go to a private
home with some Air Force people where they would be entertaining and then they’d be off
somewhere else.
Bill had two promotions in the Middle East. As a Major, he’d been an instructor at the School
of Signals in Palestine. He sailed back in April 1942. He had been told the troops were going
to Greece. He’d been promoted. Then they were at sea on their way to Singapore when they
felt the ship change course. The announcement was made that Singapore fell yesterday and
they were coming back to Australia. Their ship called into Fremantle for a couple of days, they
were in Adelaide for six weeks and due to go to Queensland. He came into Melbourne on a
Friday, we got engaged and planned a wedding in January. There were only about three rings
to choose from because it was wartime, but I was happy. Bill went away to work, and I went
to show off my ring to the family at The Lee. Bill, a Lieutenant Colonel, was posted as the
Commanding Officer at Bonegilla.
I heard later that Bill had asked Dad to come outside because he wanted to bring up the
subject of his proposal to me and Dad thought the reason was to tell improper jokes.
I still continued to work, had a fitting by Mum’s dressmaker for my dress and a going-away
outfit. Mum and Dad wanted to have the reception at the Windsor Hotel. Then it looked as if
he was going away sooner. We changed the arrangements and had Thursday and Friday to get
ready for the wedding. Two of my friends were singers, one a contralto and the other a
soprano. One sang in the church and the other at the reception. Looking back on those
hurried arrangements, we got on well together and common sense prevailed. Mum thought
that there wouldn’t be enough food and shut herself in her bedroom until assured that all was
well.
We were married at West Hawthorn Presbyterian Church on Saturday, 28 November 1942.
The reception was at home. A man named Boothroyd was the best man. He wasn’t a
particular friend, but was available. A neighbour picked some orange blossom from her tree to
fasten my veil. We went to the Eastern View Hotel for a honeymoon of six days. I can
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remember on the morning, on the Sunday, people pointing to us because we were recognised.
There was a description of the wedding and the reception in ‘Table Talk’.

Dad and I on my wedding day, 28 November 1942
We came back through Geelong on the way, then to Kinkora to see Mum and Dad. Next day
we took the train to Albury. Bill had arranged for his Adjutant to pick us up at Albury Station
to go to the Officers Mess in Bonegilla. They were all waiting for us, and I’d been travelling all
day. I got used to it after a while. For somebody who was very shy, that had to finish on the
day I became the wife of a Lieutenant Colonel. I came back on the Monday night’s train and
went into work at the Forest Commission on the Tuesday.
Now I’ve been a widow for almost as long as I was married.
William Newson Ling, who was always known as Bill, was born in Launceston on 25 April
1913. He was the eldest child of Stanley Morton Ling, a builder and jack-of-all-trades, and
Rubina Aphra Ling (Luckhurst). Rubina had been a tailoress before her marriage. Four of
their children were born in Tasmania: Bill, George, Beryl and Herbert who was known as
Bert.
The first of our Lings to come to Launceston was also named William Newson Ling. He was
born in Blaxhall, a small village in Suffolk in 1817. He was sent away to be a ship’s boy at a
very young age. He arrived in Launceston in 1836 as a crew member on the brig Nourmahal.
He was later involved in coastal shipping and became harbour master in Launceston before
his death in 1883. He left behind a widow and a very large family. There are still lots of Lings
in Tasmania, not all of them related to us but just about all from Suffolk.
William’s eldest son, Bill’s grandfather, was also called William Newson Ling. He was a market
gardener.
The family moved to Lancefield in Victoria when Bill was about ten years old. His sister Vera
was born there in 1925. He made a lifelong friend in Lancefield named Jim Payne. Jim became
a farmer and he and his wife Letty lived in various parts of Victoria but they always kept in
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touch. We went to visit them when they had a property in the Mallee near the small town of
Nullawil. Sadly, their eldest daughter Mary contracted polio in the 1950s epidemic. We found
it hard to believe that a family living in such a remote area could catch such a terrible disease.
Jim gave up farming for a while and became a fisherman at Rosebud when Mary was receiving
treatment at a residential centre in Mount Martha. The other children in the family were
Marjory, Hazel, Les and Keith. Eventually, Jim and Letty retired to a small township near Sale.
After Letty died, Jim married a local widow. When she also died after a few years, Jim wrote
to me hinting that I should become Wife No 3. I tactfully declined.
Bill’s opportunities for schooling were very limited. The one-teacher school he attended at
Goldie North near Lancefield, was open on Monday and Wednesday and Friday one week
and Tuesday and Thursday the next. It was really a half-a-teacher school. On the days he
wasn’t at school, he shot rabbits or did other jobs around the farm. Being a country boy, he
was quite handy. We had a bookcase here that he’d made before I met him, and he was
capable of making repairs in the house and garden.
The Bank
When Bill turned 16, he joined the State Savings Bank in Melbourne. He stayed with his
Aunty Ada. After he became established at the Bank, he studied accountancy by
correspondence and sat all the exams to become qualified. Apart from his time in the Army,
Bill spent all his working life at the Bank, retiring in 1974 because of ill health. He’d worked at
the Seddon and Glen Iris Branches. Later, he was in charge of a group that introduced
mechanisation to the branches. That required a lot of travel so he was supplied with a car.
His great friend, Bill Jones, started at the Bank on the same day. The two Bills served in the
army and re-joined the State Bank after the war. In many ways, their careers ran in parallel.
They both ended up in the Inspectors Department, with Bill Jones becoming Chief Inspector
– stressful work because the reports they wrote impacted on staff members’ careers. Bill Jones
and his wife Mavis, were very good to me after Bill died in 1978. They kept in touch regularly
and we often had holidays together at the RACV Club at Healesville. Mavis was lots of fun.
Bill died last year aged 97. Mavis is still alive but very deaf.
Other Bank friends were Joe and Nancy Dowling, Tom and Betty Page, Jack and Geraldine
Rush and Allan and Bonnie Wakefield. Bonnie’s father had been the caretaker at the old
Treasury Building, and she grew up in a flat in the old gold vaults. They kept a cow where the
Treasury Gardens are now. Alan was a very precise man, and when he had a heart attack he
was told to walk a certain distance every day. He measured it out at the Botanic Gardens and
every Sunday at 10.00 am, they did exactly the same walk for years regardless of what plants
might be in flower elsewhere in the gardens. Joe Dowling was very good. After Bill had his
first heart attack in 1973, he came to visit every week to keep him up-to-date with Bank news.
Joe and Nancy had a large family of very clever children.
YMCA
Bill was keen on outdoor activities, sport and motorcycling. He joined the YMCA when he
moved to Melbourne and made friends with Norm McCaw who later married Jean. They used
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to go to the YMCA camps at Manyung near Mornington. It had a lovely secluded beach.
There were family camps at Manyung after the war and we used to enjoy going to them. Many
years later, Sandra went to dancing class with their son Ross McCaw.
The Army
Bill joined the Citizens Military Force (CMF) before the war as a dispatch rider. He was away
at a camp on the day the war was declared, and rode straight into town to enlist. His service
number was VX150. He was very proud of this.
He joined the Signals Corp. He went to the Middle East as a Lieutenant in October 1940 and
took part in desert campaigns in Sollum and Benghazi. He returned to Australia in 1942 and
was placed in charge of a training camp at Bonegilla. We were married on 28 November 1942.
During 1943 and 1944, he was posted to Toowoomba in Queensland. I travelled up and back
to Toowoomba by train to visit him. One day, we went for a walk after dinner and it started
to rain heavily so we got very wet. When we got back, Bill put on my blue dressing gown to
keep warm. He called for his batman to get him dry clothes. When the batman (who had been
dining in the Mess) saw him, he said, ‘You look beautiful in blue, Sir’.
In 1944, he was sent to New Guinea. By this time, he was a Lieutenant Colonel. On his return
to Melbourne in 1945, he was in charge of a large camp at Balcombe. There was a very brutal
murder at the camp that he found very distressing. That, combined with his experiences in
New Guinea, led to a breakdown in his health. He was admitted to Heidelberg Military
Hospital suffering from nervous exhaustion. They gave him several doses of a treatment that
was a forerunner to electric shock treatment. It was called insulin therapy. They injected
enough insulin to send the patient into a coma and then revived them. The treatments were
greatly feared by all who endured them but were considered appropriate at the time.
Bill was discharged from the army as fit but unable to take part in active duty. On the day he
was due to start back at the Bank, peace was declared. That was 1945.
All the Lings were in the forces. Beryl nursed in the islands, Bert was in the RAAF, George
and Bill were in the Army, and Vera was in the Navy. Beryl’s husband, Ian Giles, was in the
RAAF. He survived two air crashes. One was in Kenya when he was training. They were in
the jungle surrounded by wild animals for several days before help arrived. Vera’s husband,
Lloyd Saltmarsh, was in the Navy. He was in two ships that were sunk. The second time, he
was in the water for a long time and ended up with TB.
Bill made a lot of friends in the Army, and kept in touch with them after the war. Jack and
Hilda Loughery, Frank and Edna Brown and Charles and Marno Parsons all lived in Sydney.
Charles owned a fabric business called Charles Parsons that still operates today. They were
quite wealthy and Marno frequently appeared in the social pages of Women’s Weekly. She
always came to Melbourne in Cup Week. Vern and Ella Dawe lived in Perth, and Doug and
Gwen Fisher in Adelaide. We saw Melbourne Army friends at dinners and dances at the Mess
in Albert Park.
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Bill and Val in the 1950s
General Simpson also had functions at his home near Brighton. One of Bill’s friends was a
signaller called Bernie O’Brien. He had a hardware business, but wasn’t good at bookwork so
Bill visited him once a month to write up the books.
The Masonic Lodge
Before Bill left for the Middle East, he and some Army mates decided to join the Masonic
Lodge. The Gardenvale Lodge agreed to speed up the usual process so they joined there.
After the war, he kept on being a member there even though his father, brother and brotherin-law were members of Hawthorn, and it was much closer. When he became Master of the
Lodge, I had to bring the flowers and other things down by train which was very awkward. I
enjoyed the dinner dances and ladies nights, but didn’t see much of the other wives because of
the distance. For around ten years after Bill died, someone from the Lodge would call in every
Christmas with a Lions Christmas cake. I think they only stopped when the Lodge closed
down.
Bill’s funeral wasn’t at the church, we used the funeral director’s chapel.
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Our young children - PETER AND SANDRA
I had come back to Kinkora Road to live after we were married initially because I continued
to work at the Forest Commission for a bit longer as the Department was short-staffed. Bill
was posted to Bonegilla in northern Victoria and then to Toowoomba in Queensland. In
1943, I visited him on my own by train. It was a long trip. Civilians couldn’t travel between
States and I had to border hop to get to Toowoomba. I was told that Bill’s former 2IC had
got me a train ticket from Albury to the Queensland border. Then my bags went on to
Toowoomba while I sat on my case by the side of the road until the man who delivered the
papers took me on to Toowoomba. Then I wondered how I was going to get back to
Melbourne and one of the chaps suggested by the same means as I’d got up there. Well, Bill
said I couldn’t do that as I was pregnant by then. He drove me to Brisbane and I travelled
south to Sydney. The train was crowded with 90% in uniform. I was able to break my journey
and stay overnight with good friends on the north side before completing the rest of the trip.
No one was supposed to cross the State border into Queensland because the ‘Brisbane Line’
prevented it. Two air raids by Japanese forces had been made on Darwin on 19 February
1942 which killed 243 people and wounded up to 400 others. The bombing raids with deaths
and injuries continued across northern Australia until November 1943. Bombs were dropped
on Townsville, Katherine, Wyndham, Derby, Broome and Port Hedland.12 We believed that
northern Australia was to be abandoned by the Australian Government in the event of a
Japanese invasion.13
It was a controversial plan surrounded by doubts about whether it had passed legislation by
the Chifley Government. Documents were missing. Eventually, a Royal Commission was
formed to enquire into it. The finding was ‘that no such plan had been official policy under
the Menzies Government.’ We thought desperate times needed desperate measures.
Next, Bill went to Cairns and from there as Co Sigs in Madang, New Guinea. He didn’t like
the climate. It was too hot and humid. Then he was posted to the 8th Div at Balcombe. They
were very unsettled. During his time there, he had to deal with an awful murder which upset
him terribly. He was admitted to Heidelberg Repatriation Hospital for war-related stress
treatment and convalescence. Bill was very proud of his Service No VX150 as he was
amongst the first people to enlist as far as Australia was concerned, and he was there until the
end, six years later. He returned to work at the Bank the day that peace was declared. I have
always felt annoyed that I didn’t qualify for the War Widows Pension. We had a solicitor look
into it, but nothing came of it. We’ve managed.
As Mum’s only child and I wanted to stay on to help her. We had bought a block of land in
Sunburst Avenue, North Balwyn and intended to build a house on it. But it wasn’t to be.
12
13

http://www.anzacday.org.au/history/ww2/bfa/attack
http://www.awm.gov.au/encyclopedia/homefront/brisbane_line
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Building materials were hard to obtain and Dad’s condition was deteriorating. Also, we
wanted our children to attend private schools and that would have been difficult on the wages
paid to a bank officer. Three years after the war ended, Dad died. Mum needed my support.
Peter was born 28 October 1943, and he was a good, healthy baby.

Dad, Bill, I am nursing Peter, and Mum
Peter went to kindergarten at Stratherne and then to Trinity. It was the beginning of the baby
boom and the schools didn’t cope well. The classes at Trinity were very crowded and Peter
had a difficult time so it was decided to send him to Scotch College instead. He had to spend
a year at West Hawthorn State School before there was a place for him at Scotch. One of our
neighbours thought that it was an indication that the Ling’s were short of money! The
changes of teachers hadn’t put him off, but his teacher at Scotch that first year he was there,
was the making of him.

Peter is seated on the extreme left in the front row
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While Peter was at Trinity, we made friends with Tom and Jeannette Neen. Tom was the
Principal of Burnley Horticultural College and they lived on site. Their son, Tommy, was in
the same class as Peter. Their daughter, Averill, was at Stratherne with Sandra. Peter and
Sandra enjoyed going to Burnley to play because it had very extensive and beautiful gardens
and a fish pond with tadpoles. Tom and Jeannette were very keen on square dancing which
was a craze at the time. We went square dancing with them twice a week – once at Trinity and
once at Burnley. Tommy Neen died young in a tragic accident in the Alps. He was leading a
group of walkers across a snow bridge that collapsed and he fell into a chasm.
Not long after Peter started at Scotch, there was a large fete to raise money for Mercer House
– the private schools’ teacher training college. I agreed to help with catering. There were four
other women in the group – Margery Lever, Bess McDonald, Amy Lamont and Aileen
Morris. We became great friends and saw each other regularly for very many years until
Margery, Bess and Aileen died and Amy moved interstate to be with her daughter. I’m the
only one left. The Morris’s had a beach house at Rye, and we visited them there a few times.
One time, Frank Morris took us out in his speed boat to Mud Island. It was a very rough and
bumpy trip. I didn’t enjoy it.
Sandra was born 20 September 1946. She was very small, but she got on all right. After
Sandra started school, I went with my friend Olga Womersley to play golf at the Yarra Bend
Golf Course. I walked Sandra to school carrying my clubs, then on up to Kew Junction where
I met Olga, and we caught a bus along Studley Park Road. Then we walked across the Yarra
Bend Park to the golf course. After the game, the whole trip had to be done in reverse to pick
up Sandra. I did some sitting around in my life, but plenty of walking.
Bill and I both enjoyed a game of golf and we played at a small course in Doncaster that is
now a housing estate. Also, we played at a very scenic course at Warburton.
Peter and Sandra got along well together, and still do. They’d get up early in the morning at
weekends and Peter dinked her on his bike all over the place. They’d turned up at their Aunty
Vera’s in Oakleigh and also at my friend Norma Engels’s in Murrumbeena for breakfast. He’d
ride all the way over to St Kilda too.
Sandra went to Stratherne from Kindergarten. She wasn’t happy there so she was moved to
Ruyton in Grade 6. Marion and Stan Evan’s daughter, Louise, was a pupil there. When we
first wanted to enrol Sandra at Ruyton, we weren’t allowed to because the Headmistress at the
time – Miss Daniel – would not permit the daughters of tradesmen to be pupils. Apparently
working in a bank was considered a trade and the fact that Bill was a Lieutenant Colonel
didn’t count. The next Headmistress – Miss Wood – was more tolerant and even allowed a
butcher’s daughter to attend. Nearly all the teachers at Ruyton were middle-aged or elderly
spinsters whose potential husbands had died in World War I. The one young married woman
on the staff was very popular and everyone was sorry when she left to have a baby. The
French teacher was a Hungarian who had lived in Addis Ababa for many years. Even the girls
who were adept at languages ended up with very strange accents. The science teacher actually
was French. It was a pity they couldn’t have swapped roles.
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When Peter and Sandra were young, there were still delivery men who came around with a
horse and cart. Peter and his friends went out to help the milkman on his morning round at
six or seven. Peter wouldn’t let Sandra come too until she could dress herself. Her dresses had
a bow that tied at the back and it was hard to do up. One time when Sandra was on the milk
float by herself, the bow came undone and got tangled in the brake. It was quite scary. One
night, the friends Peter Ling, Peter Nolan and John Fleiner decided to start the round at the
Model Dairy. They left home in the night time but were found out and brought home.
As well as the milkman, the rubbish man and the man who collected empty bottles had
horses. You could hear him calling ‘bottle-oh’ a long way off. There was a Chinese market
gardener who used to pull a cart around with vegetables for sale. One day, Peter and Sandra
hid behind a bush and called out:
Ching Chong Chinaman born in a jar,
Married in a teapot, Ha! Ha! Ha!
The Chinaman ran up the path after Peter and Sandra waving the long knife that he used to
cut up pumpkins. Fortunately, Bill was close by and intervened. The Chinaman said, ‘You beat
them, Mister, you beat them’. Bill said he would, but considered they had been scared enough.
Sandra always followed Peter and his gang whenever she could – even down the Grace Park
drain where she slipped and got mud all over her tartan skirt. They used to all go to the
football at Glenferrie Oval and Sandra went too, even though she didn’t understand it and
often couldn’t see over the other spectators’ heads.
I gave the children a shilling a week pocket money. They usually saved up to buy Famous Five
books, comics, lead soldiers and farm animals, dinky toys and presents. The Queen’s
coronation was in June 1953. There were lots of souvenirs for sale at Coles. Peter bought as a
birthday present for me, a brooch with the Queen’s face on it. Sandra gave me a glass jewelled
hat pin shaped like a gold crown. I wore them for many years. Luckily, the Queen’s face faded
a bit after a while and it wasn’t possible to tell what it was.
Sandra had to have four teeth out because her mouth was too crowded. After that, she had to
wear a denture to keep her teeth straight. She hated the denture and regularly lost it. It was
often found on the roof of Nolan’s shed where they sat to eat loquats from the tree that hung
over the shed. One day, Ian Dick fell off and injured his shoulder.
After the Kew Railway line closed, the cutting was a favourite - but forbidden - place to play.
The sides got very slippery when it was wet. The children found an old sheet of corrugated
iron and used to toboggan down the side. One time, Peter Nolan fell off and rolled down the
hill hitting his head on the rail line. He was unconscious for a few minutes. When he came to,
he felt dizzy and didn’t know where he was. The children didn’t get help but kept him away
from adults until he felt better.
The children all used to play in the street. Terry Ryan’s mother was strict and didn’t let her
play with us often when she was little. If she was allowed out on Friday nights, she always had
to go home early to say the family rosary. The Nolans were Catholic as well, but not so strict.
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On Friday night, Frank Nolan would bring home fish and chips and Peter and Sandra often
stayed for tea. Sandra wouldn’t eat fish and Sheila Nolan cooked her an egg even though it
was supposed to be her night off. They were a generous family. Frank would often bring
home poly waffles. If there weren’t enough to go round, the bars would be cut up so they
could be shared.
1956 was a big year for the Olympic Games and television. We went as a family to the Games.
We saw huge Russian discus and javelin throwers, and Betty Cuthbert winning a heat. The
weight lifters practised at the Army Drill Hall in Burwood Road. Sandra and Peter went to
watch them. The Nolans were the first to get a television set and Peter and Sandra were
allowed to watch it with them on Friday nights. All the family squashed into one room: Sheila
and Frank, Peter and Sandra, their Peter, Sue and Carol and her fiancé Fred. Judy and John
usually went out.
Bill built a sandpit in the back yard against the fence. It had quite a substantial roof. Elaborate
structures were made in the sand, and the toy cars, animals and soldiers were all included in
the games. Later on, it became the bike shed.
Sandra and Terry became best friends when they were about nine or ten. They took over the
tree house in the peppercorn tree that the boys had built. Terry and her family went to
England on a long trip when Terry was eleven. Sandra missed her a lot. They used to share
everything. When Sandra got a pair of roller skates, they tried to skate with one each. It wasn’t
a great success. It was easier when they both got bikes and could go on rides together. They
weren’t as adventurous as Peter.
Sandra and Peter were allowed to go to the movie matinees at the Glen Theatre in Glenferrie
Road every second week. This wasn’t very satisfactory as far as the serials were concerned
because every week, the heroes would be on the point of death and you wouldn’t know how
they were saved. How did Robin Hood escape from the dungeon cell that the wicked Sheriff
of Nottingham was flooding with water? Sandra held Peter’s hand in the scary bits and he had
to tell her when it was safe to open her eyes. She hated the Three Stooges because they were
ugly and violent. After the film, it was fun to act out the stories. They borrowed my towels to
use as Superman’s cloak.
Much later, there was an Elvis Presley film – King Creole. I paid extra for Sandra and Peter to
sit up in the balcony seats because I was so worried that a rowdy lot would be in the usual
seats
On Guy Fawkes Night, we always had crackers. You could buy them in the shops for weeks
in advance. The small ones that were joined together in strings were popular among the boys.
They threw them at each other in war games, supposedly from a safe distance. Every year,
many children were injured but none of ours got hurt. Sandra only liked Catherine Wheels
and Sparklers. My mother liked to sit on the front verandah and watch the sky rockets. The
Nolans had a pet cocker spaniel that hated crackers. One year, he escaped and they advertised
for him in the newspaper. Someone rang up and said they had found a stray cocker spaniel.
They went to get him but it was a different dog. They brought him home anyway. He stayed
for several years and then went missing on another Guy Fawkes Night.
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One year, we went to a big bonfire and fireworks at Beckett Park, Balwyn. It was either for
Empire Day or the Coronation. They were regular events, but we only went to one. It was
probably for the Coronation because Empire Day was my mother’s birthday.
In the autumn, we would go blackberry collecting. We had all sorts of gear including a plank,
hooking sticks and tarps to throw over the bushes. When we got home, Mum and I would
make delicious desserts and jam. The Patch was one of the best places. One year, we found an
abandoned farm house with an old apple tree, so we picked apples as well.
We had some land in Emerald that dad had bought. It was next to the State School and close
to the railway station. Every year, the Council sent a notice for it to be cleared of long grass
and blackberries. One year, Bill hired a caravan and we stayed there for a few days. The
children went to school on the train – Peter to West Hawthorn and Sandra to Stratherne.
They met at the Hawthorn Station to catch the train back. The Puffing Billy train line was at
the end of the block, but it didn’t run then. We had a walk in the forest, and found some big
orangey-red toadstools with white spots just like those in the fairy tale books.
In the school holidays, we liked to go to the Museum and the Aquarium. The Museum was in
the same building as the State Library and the Art Gallery, but we weren’t interested in them.
You couldn’t borrow the books. The Museum exhibitions never changed. The children liked
to revisit their favourites. You came in from Russell Street and there were dioramas of birds,
animals and native peoples showing their habitats. Then there was a room with large skeletons
of animals, dinosaurs and stuffed animals. There was a whale, and a boa constrictor in a glass
case. Phar Lap was there, but he was just another stuffed animal to us as we didn’t follow
horse racing. The best room had models; there was a detailed model of the goldfields during
the gold rush with lots of little men busy about their daily tasks.
There were working models of all sorts of machines. You pressed a button and watched the
wheels, levers and pulleys move. Upstairs, there were rocks and some had sparkly bits but
basically they were boring.
The Aquarium was next to the Exhibition Building. When you went in the front door, Ned
Kelly’s armour was on display. No one knew why it was there instead of the Museum. In the
centre of the building there was a pool. At set times, the seals did tricks; they clapped their
flippers and balanced balls on their noses. We found this entertaining. The Aquarium burnt
down in 1953. All the fish died but three of the seals and Ned’s armour were saved.
The Zoo was popular. It wasn’t as expensive to visit as it is now. The animals were mostly in
brick cages with iron bars on the front. They had very little room to prowl around. You could
buy peanuts to feed the monkeys and go for a ride on an elephant. The polar bear lived in an
enclosure with white painted concrete and a small pool. It didn’t seem cruel at the time. There
was also a beautiful old merry-go-round. It has been restored and is still there.
We used to go to Station Pier at Port Melbourne to look at the ships. There would be big
bales of wool stacked up and you could pull bits out and smell the lanolin. Because lots of
migrant ships came into port, the toilet signs said ‘Men’ and ‘Women’ in many different
languages.
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From time to time, we also went to Luna Park, the Royal Show, Gilbert and Sullivan musicals,
the circus and pantomimes.
Our Pets
Peter had white mice. He took them to Sunday School hidden in his shirt to scare the teacher.
Soon after that, they disappeared.
There was a craze for silk worms. A girl called Julie Spears in Hawthorn Grove had a large
mulberry tree in her back yard so the children had food for them. One of them escaped and
built a cocoon on the brick wall above the kitchen table. It stayed there for many years. Just
below it on the wall, there was a hook. It was there to fasten a door that had been removed
years before when windows replaced it. The hook remained until the wall was plastered in
1979. It was a puzzle to visitors.
The next pets were bantam chooks – Minnie and Sassafras. Sassafras was a very handsome
rooster. He liked to perch on the rubbish bin and watch us through the window when we had
meals. Minnie laid her eggs all over the yard and not where she was meant to. One time, she
laid a batch of eggs behind a pile of wood. She sat on them for days without food but
abandoned them just before they were due to hatch.
Peter also had a budgie that he would let out of its cage to fly around the room. One day, the
doctor came and the budgie landed on his shoulder. He wasn’t impressed.
When Sandra was old enough to get a Driver’s Licence, she and Terry drove to Emerald Lake
on an outing. They found a pigmy ringtail possum that seemed to be lost and brought him
home. He was called Richard George. He thought Sandra was his mother and followed her
everywhere. He liked to eat baby food and roses. When Sandra moved to Sydney, she took
him back to Emerald Lake and let him go.
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My home - 3 KINKORA ROAD, HAWTHORN
Although I’ve had holidays away from Hawthorn all my life, and 14 trips overseas, I say that
this is my family home. I spent my childhood and my adult life here. But we weren’t the first
settlers here in this street or the first owners of this house as Sandra’s research reveals.
Hawthorn was first settled in the 1840s. In 1843, there were two sawyers’ huts in what was to
become Kinkora Road. By the 1870s, Patrick O’Brien had built a large house called Kinkora
and owned seven hectares of land. The street was subdivided in 1872, 1879 and 1889.14 The
MMBW map 1490 in 1902 shows No 3, on the north side, as a substantial house in the centre
of the block. The largest and most imposing houses were on the north side..
The earliest document we have is a contract of sale dated 12 January 1918. It shows a frontage
of 104 feet and a depth of 194 feet. The property was sold by George Nelson Robertson of 11
Hawthorn Grove to Beatrice Amy Henry [sic], Edith Lillian Henry and Lucy Jane Henry of 10
Hawthorn Grove for £850. He had recently bought the property at auction from the estate of
Mary Ann Hazzard. He sold the property for the same amount as he bought it.
The next document is a title dated 1933 showing the owner of the property as Amy Beatrice
Henry, married woman. By then the frontage was 50 feet 7 inches. There is an encumbrance
of a party wall easement of 106 feet 3 inches.
I don’t know why Dad bought the house in the names of his wife and sisters. However, at the
time of the purchase Lucy and Lil wanted to leave home and so he divided 3 Kinkora Road
into two halves. The centre passage was widened and divided by a wall and the walls on the
western rooms extended outwards. When Lucy and Lil realised that all the windows on their
side faced the east they decided to stay at home with their mother. It seems an odd reason
because all the windows at The Lee face east as well.
The house had the name “Lindisvarne” etched on the glass over the back door. When we
moved in Mum and Dad named the house “Valhurst” after me. It was on a sign on the front
gate. At the time we moved into No 3 it had a large kitchen at the rear of the house with
doors into a pantry and laundry. Later the kitchen became a bedroom, and the laundry was
converted to become both a laundry and a kitchen. It was a very small room considering all
the meals, cakes, scones, jams and preserves that were prepared there.
14

The Sands & McDougall Directory of 1885 shows someone called Duncan Love living in what seems to be
No 3. The Directory for that year didn’t have street numbers.
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Next to the laundry/kitchen there was a verandah enclosed in flywire netting. Dad and I used
to sleep there in the warmer months. The flywire was later replaced with louvre windows and
used as an informal dining room and sleepout. Peter slept there for quite a few years until a
small room was added on to the side of the house when he needed somewhere to study.
The toilet, or dubby as Mum used to call it, was on the back verandah. There was a clawfooted bath in the bathroom with a shower above. The gas heater was very scary to light. You
turned it on, thrust in the match and slammed the door shut as fast as you could.
At some time in the 1920-30s, Mum had the front bull-nosed verandah and cast iron lace
replaced with a flat verandah with a bituminous roof. The urns at the end of the steps were
also removed. In 1978, the house was altered again. The kitchen was extended and new rooms
added for Sandra, John and the boys. They replaced the bull-nosed verandah, cast iron lace
and urns.
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Our friends and neighbours – HAWTHORN
No 3a was sold soon after Lucy and Lil Henry decided they didn’t want to live in it. I can’t
remember the first owners. Rene and Allan Young moved in some time in the 1920s or 1930s.
He had an electrical business that failed in the depression. He was always in poor health
because he had been gassed in World War I. Rene had to go back to working as a nurse. Rene
and Bea were great friends. After the Young’s moved out, the house was bought by Joy and
Bob Shearer. They must have been there in 1942 because Joy Shearer picked some orange
blossoms to fasten my veil on my wedding day – 28 November 1942. In 1943, Joan and Leo
Ryan moved in. Their daughter Thérese (Terry) was born in 1947 and has lived there ever
since except for a short time when she worked in England.
When Mum grew old and frail Joan Ryan visited her regularly and had a chat to cheer her up.
I always gave Joan a cup of tea as soon as she arrived. Terry told us years later that Joan hated
the brand of tea that we drank, it was Liptons yellow label.
In the 1960s Joan suffered from breast cancer. She came from a very close family and her
sisters formed a roster to help look after her so that Terry could continue to attend university.
I joined in the roster and became very friendly with the extended Ryan family. Joan died in
1967 in the week of Terry’s 20th birthday. I had a lunch for all the people who had been on
the roster.
Next to No 3a was No 5 where Sheila and Frank Nolan and their family lived. They had six
children: Tad, Carol, John, Judy, Sue and Peter. Sue Nolan and our Peter had the same
birthday. They had to agree each year on who would have the birthday party. Their Peter was
two years younger. Frank was a taxi driver so they didn’t have a lot of money but Sheila
always coped. She was a lovely woman who was very bright and capable. At times she had
other people staying in the house to help with the finances including Dolores McCarthy
O’Leary and Uncle Earnest who was a dentist.
No 7 is a large house called Roseburn. The Mitchells lived there. They owned Mitchell’s
brushes. I have felt unhappy all these years about an incident when Dorothy Mitchell told on
me for dragging my coat along the ground on the way home from school. Dorothy married
Paul Dane, a stallholder at the Dandenong market. They lived at Roseburn with their two
children, Robyn and Chris. Chris Dane is now a well-known criminal defence lawyer. Robyn
and Sue Nolan were great friends.
Next to Roseburn, there was another large house that has been demolished. There is a row of
town houses and two other small houses where it once stood.
On the west side of No 3, there was another mansion called Fontaine. It had a wide verandah
across the front and stables at the back. In the 1950s and 1960s, it fell into decay and was later
demolished. Where it stood, there is now No 1a and 1b which are small houses and No 1
which is six units. We haven’t had much to do with the people in the units in recent years.

44

When they were first built in the late 1970s, we used to see quite a bit of Beryl McConchie
who lived in the front unit next to us. Dee and John Jones lived in the front on the other side.
Betty Wilson lived next to the Jones. Beryl and the Jones have died but we still see Betty
Wilson from time to time.
Across the road were the Smiths and the Fleiners. The Fleiners had two sons, Robert and
John. John is still a good friend of Peter’s. Opposite No 3a was the Pirries. They were potato
merchants. They had quite a large family – mostly boys. One was killed in World War II. Next
to Pirries was the Mathers. Mrs Mather was a one-eyed Collingwood supporter. Whenever
they lost, she would have a ‘sick headache’. They had two daughters, Gaile and Christine, who
went to Stratherne with Sandra. Mr Mather owned two garages and was seldom home.
Other people who lived further down the street were the Seekamps, the Minogues, and the
Swinburnes. The Swinburnes lived at Shenton. George Swinburne was a Member of
Parliament. They donated a lot of money to found Swinburne as a technical college.
The railway line – HAWTHORN TO KEW
Kinkora Road was on the border of the prestigious Grace Park Estate. A railway line cut
through the middle of the estate. It ran from the Box Hill line near Grace Park and along the
cutting under Mary Street and Kinkora Road. There were gates at Hawthorn Grove and
Barkers Road. The line finished near Kew Junction where the VicRoads building is now. It
only had two stations, Barker and Kew. The line started in 1887 and closed in 1952. It was a
popular way for Kinkora Road residents to get to town. There were so few passengers that
everyone had their own favourite seat. If you were running a bit late to catch a train and
waved at the driver, he would stop and wait for you.
Playing in the cutting was a forbidden activity for children but quite popular, as was exploring
along the drain that runs through Grace Park.
After the cutting was filled in, it provided parking for the Hawthorn Football Ground and
later several parks. Barker Station was where the derelict California Motel is now.
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Our church – THE WEST HAWTHORN PRESBYTERIAN
My parents, James William Henry and Amy Beatrice Fraser, were married at the West
Hawthorn Presbyterian Church. The witnesses were Hugh Fraser and Isabella McIntyre. They
worshipped at the church for the rest of their lives. In the church there is a memorial window
to James. It is near the front of the church on the north side. It shows Christ praying in the
Garden of Gethsemane. The West Hawthorn Presbyterian Church (Uniting after 1977) was
founded in 1891. It was originally in Grove Road but moved to Power Street as the
congregation expanded. The first wooden church in Grove Road became the Sunday School
and hall. The existing red brick church was built in 1911.
The church also owns a large hall, the former Manse in Power Street and several buildings in
Grove Road. One of the buildings was originally a hostel for elderly women; it was called the
Lillian Robinson Home and opened in 1959. In 1988, when the demand for that type of
accommodation had declined, it was changed to a hostel for country students attending
tertiary education in Melbourne.
The other buildings were bought for the Migrant Sponsorship Scheme. This Scheme was
commenced in the 1950s to sponsor and support Scottish migrants. By 1964, the Scheme had
brought out 22 families comprising 92 people. The first migrants came by ship. They were
met at the wharf and driven to their new home. There was always a welcome meal for them
and food and household supplies in the cupboards. The migrants brought new life to the
church with Scottish Country dancing and other social activities. I still keep in touch with the
McKinley and Banks families even though they have moved to the other side of Melbourne.
My involvement with the church started with my Sunday School attendance and has
continued all my life. I was married there and had my two children baptised there.
Over many years, I have been the President of the Mothers and Friends Group, the Guild and
was one of the first women Elders. I was on the flower and the morning tea rosters. I handed
out hymn books and helped with the monthly working bees. Also, I assisted with the Lillian
Robinson Home and I welcomed the Scottish migrants.
The Mothers and Friends Fete, called an ‘American Tea’ was held at Kinkora Road. There
were stalls, morning teas and a lucky dip. Everyone prayed for a fine day and usually our
prayers were answered. One year, Sandra had just had her tonsils out and a well-meaning
woman gave her a necklace made of popcorn. Of course, she was told not to eat it, but next
day was back in hospital with a haemorrhage.
The Brownies and the Cubs met in the church hall. Sandra was in the Brownies with Nan
Brown. Her parents, Bill and Libba Brown invited us to dances at the Hawthorn Town Hall
with them. Bill was the Mayor for many years. Peter was in the Cubs at the same time as
Gareth Evans who lived in Power Street.
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Later, the Fete moved to the church hall and I was in charge of the catering for many years.
Another very big year for catering was 1991, the centenary. Nearly every Sunday for a year,
there was an event that required loaves of sandwiches and cakes to be made.
My husband Bill was also very active in the church; he was on the Board of Management, an
Elder and the Session Clerk. He used to pick up his parents every Sunday and drive them to
church. They had to wait until he finished counting the collection before he took them home.
Bill’s sister Vera married Lloyd Saltmarsh at the church in 1951.
The church has had many Ministers over the years. One of the most loved was Graeme
Bucknall, his wife Jean, and their family. Graeme went on to become the Victorian Moderator
of the Church. After that, he and Jean moved to Darwin where he ministered to both white
and aboriginal communities. Bill and I visited them there and were surprised to find that after
a lifetime of total abstinence, Graeme offered us a drink. It must have been the tropical
weather.
Another Minister of importance to the family was Jim Drysdale and his wife Betty. Their son
Alister was a great friend of Peter’s. They liked to play tennis on the church court and sit up
the apricot tree eating the fruit when it was ripe. Alister later became an adviser to Malcolm
Fraser. Jim was interested in the ecumenical movement and he assisted in an ecumenical
marriage service for John and Sandra in 1969 at the Immaculate Conception church in
Burwood Road. People complained afterwards that what with Jim’s Scottish accent and the
priest Pat Harper’s Irish accent, they couldn’t understand a word of the ceremony.
There are many hymns that I like, and I’d probably say that these are my favourites:
‘Psalm 46 – Be Still my Soul’
‘Now thank we all our God’
‘Psalm 23 – The Lord is my Shepherd’
For years, our family and our friends have gathered in our home to sing Christmas Carols on
the evening of Christmas Day. Everyone helps themselves from the platters of meats and
salads in the dining room and I have usually made a trifle for dessert. Lorraine plays and leads
the singing from our song sheets while in recent years the young children have joined in as
they were able.
Church Friends
Over the years, I made many lasting friendships with people at the church. One of them was
with Olga Womersley who helped me run the Mothers and Friends and other organisations.
Olga and I also used to play golf at the Yarra Bend course on a regular basis. Other good
friends who have died include Barbara Cambridge, Bertha Crook, Edgar French (his wife is
still living), Dorothy McDonald and Merle McPherson.
In 1979, Marion McLean and her husband Jack moved from the Western District to Kinkora
Road to be near their daughter Joan. Jack died not long after they moved in. Marion had been
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a leader in her church at Branxholm and planned only to be a communicant and regular
attendee at West Hawthorn. She felt that at 74 she deserved a rest. However, this soon
changed and she was involved in the full life of the church right up till her death at the age of
101. Marion and I were great friends and enjoyed several holidays together. We also went on
weekly outings organised by the Boroondara Council. We could never remember the names
of the other people on these outings so we made up our own special nicknames for each one.
I also enjoyed going to the theatre, ballet and opera with tickets organised by Marion’s cousin,
Morna McDonald. Marion also had a friend called Viti Rush who had been at MLC Boarding
School with her. They both lived till over 100.
Other church friends who are still living are Margaret Rose, Rosemary Vaughan Smith, Roy
McDonald, and Helen and Keith Hobson. These people, and others in the church
community, have been a constant source of company, comfort and support during my long
widowhood. Rosemary’s mah-jong games have provided entertainment for over twenty years,
and Keith and Helen are always at hand to drive me to church and to other functions.
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Family functions – REUNIONS AND OTHER PARTIES
Here the Lings are still in uniform. Bill was in Signals. George was a Signaller. Vera was a
RANS. Bert was in the Air Force. There was Pop and Grandma – they both helped in the war
effort. There’s not one left now, and I was the delicate one. I survived meningitis before the
days of penicillin.

Christmas 1945
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Christmas 1948

Pound Bend – 1953
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At home in 2010

We’ve always had family parties here. Mum started it and we’ve kept it going. At Christmas,
we always have plenty here. The immediate family for the traditional Christmas lunch – about
14 of us. Then at night, we have an informal buffet tea and afterwards singing carols around
the piano. That piano came from Mum’s people in Kew. She played it a bit. Singing was more
my forte.
As I said at the beginning of these reminiscences, I’m still here. My children are marvellous to
me. They look after me so well and I am very lucky.

