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CHAPTER 1  A BONNY LITTLE GIRL 
 

A few years ago I was looking at some of my late mother’s papers and documents. Folded up 

neatly was a fragile old letter. Carefully, feeling almost an intruder, I unfolded it and as I read 

the words I was overwhelmed. For it was written lovingly, imaginatively, in my grand-mother 

Gladys’ neat hand. It was hard to imagine it being written by the same person I knew -  a small 

woman with grey hair, always pulled back in a bun, crinkled olive-complexioned face, 

arthritic knobbly hands, and misshapen toes peeping from maroon slippers. 

  

“West Street, Brompton, April 24, 1920. 

Dear Auntie Edrie and Uncle Justus 

I know you will be pleased to hear I have arrived. Mother and Father have named me Pearl 

Aileen and think I am a bonny little girl I must weigh all of 10 lbs. I have lovely large blue 

eyes just like my father I am pleased to say Mother is doing splendidly and if all goes well we 

will both be about to time Mother and Father will be delighted to see you any time she sends 

her fondest love to you please accept lots of kisses from me and daddy I forgot to tell you that 

I made my sudden visit on the 23 of April. Dear Auntie don’t forget to come and see us all. 

I remain 

Your New and Loving  

Neice [sic]Pearl Aileen Hastwell xxxxxxx xxxxx  

Love from Gladys X Albert X Collin and 

Doreen” 

 

I suddenly saw Gran not as a frail though steely 

old lady but as a loved and loving young mum, 

delighted with the birth of her child, and proud, 

so proud of her “bonny little girl” Pearl Aileen 

Hastwell. Her joy shines through the letter, even 

with its lack of punctuation. Just how huge a part 

Auntie Edrie and Uncle Justus would come to 

play in my mother’s life could never have been 

realised by Gladys and Albert when this letter 

was written just the day after Pearl was born.  

  

Pearl’s father, Albert of the blue eyes, was born 

on 29
th

 June, 1886 at Hoyleton in South Australia 

to William Henry Hastwell, a saddler, and Mary 

Ann (nee Johnson). Albert John Hastwell was 

number 6 in a long line of 13 children born to 

William and Mary Ann. His older siblings were 

Annie Eliza (1879), Louisa (Lou) Frances (1881), 

Henry (“Harry”) William (1882), Ernest Alexander (1883), Edward Frederick (1885). The 

ones farther down the line from Albert (1886) were Walter Thomas (1887), Raymond (Ray) 

(1889), Mildred Winifred (1891), Lillian Dungate (1893), Rupert Howard (1896), Hilda 

Flinders (1898) and Frank Maurice (1899).  

Letter from my grandmother Gladys to her sister 

Edrie, as if written by baby Pearl to her auntie.  
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That Albert’s mother lived for 73 years and that her brood of thirteen all thrived into 

adulthood says much for the family’s constitution.  Mum often said ‘I marvel at anyone’s 

stamina to bear and bring up 13 children.’ Perhaps the clue to Mary Ann’s success was the fact 

that - according to Pearl - she was ‘apparently a pretty hard nut and everyone had to mind their 

p’s and q’s’.  

 

Albert, “the most handsome one of those children” died of pneumonia/pleurisy after getting 

soaked while out walking in the rain – the story was that he took off his coat to put over 

Gladys and the “babies”.  The death notice in The Register of 3 January 1922 speaks volumes : 
 

“DEATHS. 

HASTWELL On the 1st January, Albert John, the beloved husband of Gladys G. Hastwell, of 

West street Brompton, aged 35 years. Leaving a sorrowful wife and three children, to mourn 

their loss. Safe in God's keeping.” 

 

Handsome Albert died on New Year’s Day, 1922. The verse on his remembrance card read: 

 

“Peaceful be thy silent slumber,  

peaceful in thy grave so low; 

Thou no more wilt join our number,  

Thou no more our song wilt know; 

Yet again we hope to meet thee,  

When the day of life is fled; 

And in heaven with joy to greet thee,  

Where no farewell tears are shed. 

  

He left behind Gladys and their children - Walter Collin 

Albert, six years old, Doreen Gwendoline, four, and 

baby Pearl Aileen just twenty months old. How I feel 

for his grieving widow, my grandmother Gladys. She 

had given birth at home to a little daughter in October 

1916, but she was stillborn – something that I never 

heard mentioned but discovered only recently in the 

personal notices in an old newspaper.   

 

Pearl Hastwell, Feb. 1921. About 10 

months old.  

1921, Pearl in pusher made by her father, Albert  
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Now Gladys was on her own with three children 

under seven, and was seven months pregnant with 

twins.  Daphne Gladys Merle was the first-born of 

the tiny, very special little girls; Joy Olive Edrie 

followed. It was just 54 days after her husband’s 

burial in West Terrace Cemetery, Adelaide.  

 

How could she have managed at a time before the 

welfare benefits available today – and how to cope 

with a young family and a school tuckshop serving 

Brompton School? One family story was that my 

grandmother was unaware that her home still carried 

a mortgage. 

  

There is nothing to suggest that her mother-in-law, 

Mary Ann Hastwell (nee Johnson), stepped in to 

help – perhaps she was “over” looking after children 

after raising thirteen of her own.  From family 

stories it would seem that neither was Gladys’ 

stepmother in a position to assist (another Mary Ann 

(Davies, nee Drought)). That lady had borne seven 

children of her own as well as looking after Gladys, 

Olive and Edrie by her husband Thomas’s previous 

marriage. And Gladys’s own birth mother Elizabeth had also died when Gladys was very 

young. So it would appear that there could have been little, if any, help from either of the older 

women. 

  

However, Gladys’ sister Edrie Williams (nee Davies) had, by 1922, been married for seven 

years to Justus. Edrie was thirty years old and by all accounts desperately wanted children but 

she and Justus had not produced any. It was only natural then for her to take Pearl off Gladys’ 

hands for “just a little while” until she got herself sorted out.  

 

 One of Albert’s sisters looked after the almost-five year old Doreen just after Albert’s 

death – but Doreen stayed only a short time. She must have been homesick for her mum 

because she told her aunt that she wanted to ‘help Mummy look after the twins.’ Doreen was 

old enough to have a voice, and so was returned to her family.  

 

Pearl was too young to express any sense of separation she may have felt. By the time she 

could, her Auntie Edrie was the only “mother” she could remember, and love and loyalty 

outweighed everything else. 

 

My mother said that after a fortnight Auntie took her back to Gladys and said ‘I want to keep 

her, she’s beautiful.’   

 

December 1918 - Doreen (left) & Walter 

Collin Albert Hastwell, Pearl’s brother & 

sister. 
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‘I wouldn’t even think about it,’ said Gladys – but as Mum said to me ‘she must have 

“thought” after all, because she didn’t take me back. Auntie was so kind. Even so, I could 

never bring myself to call her Mum.’ 

 

The 1911 Census of England and Wales gave Justus William’s occupation as a steam hammer 

driver in a Yorkshire steelworks, and he was listed as “labourer” on the passenger list on 

emigration. Photos show Justus as a tall, austere-looking, lean man. Born in Marske, Justus 

left the port of Liverpool, England on SS Waimaru on 23 December, 1911, aged 22 years, for 

a new life in South Australia. His noisy, dirty and dangerous occupation would have probably 

made him strong and fit.  

 

Did he receive any fatherly advice before he left? I have not been able to find out when John 

Williams died, but he was entered as “deceased” on his son’s marriage certificate. And on the 

1911 UK Census Justus was listed as a boarder with a family. Maybe his father was already 

dead by that time. When Justus and Edrie married in South Australia on 23 September 1915, 

he was a storeman, she a domestic and they lived at Birkenhead.  

 

By the time the 22 month old Pearl went to live with them “Uncle” (Mum always referred to 

him as that) worked as South Australian Railways porter, handling luggage, milk churns and 

other freight. This meant moving house several times during Mum’s childhood. Gawler was 

only 38km north of Adelaide but without a car it was not feasible to travel such a distance to 

work. 

 

In the 1990’s Mum painted for me an evocative word picture of her early childhood in a 

country town. ‘They [Auntie and Uncle] had to move to Gawler because uncle’s work as a 

railway man demanded it. The only house available at first was pise which of course is mud 

and straw. I don’t remember that but I do remember the stone house we moved to as soon as 

we possibly could. It was in Water Street, because it led out of the river through a little park 

with a swinging bridge over the river. It was a lovely little park, I thought it was marvellous, 

but I didn’t much like the owl who used to sit on the lamp post and “whoo whoooo” at me. 

 

‘The butcher used to call with his horse and cart and cut up the meat on the backboard of the 

cart. One day he was swinging his chopper and must have been a bit abandoned, because he 

didn’t cut the meat, he cut his finger, and Auntie had to render first aid. I don’t think she 

bought meat that day. I certainly wouldn’t have! 

 

‘The postman used to call daily, knock on the front door and used to call me “blue-eyes” and I 

thought I was just made! And milk? For milk, we had to go up the hill to some German people 

who had some cows. [They were] meticulously clean, straining the milk; you never got 

cigarette ash in the milk as I had in later years. Gawler had its main street, but no supermarkets 

– no, they were never heard of then; there were little shops for this and for that. You bought 

your greengrocery there – oranges down the street. The lady there, her people had an orchard 

and there was always a blood orange put in especially for Auntie. She was welcome to them! I 

certainly didn’t want them. Yes, it was very much a country town. 
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‘Then there was the night-man who used to empty the buckets from the toilets – took the full 

ones out – carrying them on his shoulder, which was pretty revolting, I should think – and 

putting clean ones in. He used to come in the middle of the night, so mostly he wasn’t seen.’ 

 

My mother went to a “private” school when she was six years old, for no other reason than 

that the public school ‘was a fair distance, and across the horrible swinging bridge.’ The 

Gawler River was prone to flooding. ‘There were bad floods one year, the river came way up, 

and the few houses at the bottom of the hills were badly damaged. Furniture was floating 

around, and floating out of a window came a meat-safe, I recall.’ 

 

Mum said she never saw the river dry. She remembered that during one of the floods a man 

used to take his son, and a couple of other boys as well, to school in a boat across the river to 

the public school, and at home time he would row back again to pick them up. 

 

I have a photo of Mum, quite possibly taken at home on her 

first day of school. An unsmiling six-year-old looks 

obediently and seriously out at the camera from under a 

dark felt round-crowned broad brimmed hat with a school 

badge – ‘like a little flag, the badge was,’ Mum 

remembered. The child stands beside a rhubarb patch in 

front of an overgrown netting-fenced area in the backyard, 

perhaps a fowl run. She wears a long-sleeved white shirt 

with a fussy bow at the neck, and a heavy box-pleated tunic 

with a dropped waist. Her white socks reach her knees and 

her shoes are neat little T-bar sandals. With her right hand 

she grips the handle of her Globite school-case. 

 

Living as an only child, and possessing a great deal of 

initiative or “nous” as she used to call it when I was 

growing up, Mum made her own entertainment. She said 

‘We had a beautiful fat fox-terrier. He loved me and I loved him. One time we saw some 

children with a goat cart. The goat was harnessed and was going along the path at a grand pace 

– oh! If only I could do that! And I had a dog, didn’t I? … and I had a cart and a length of old 

rope, so I harnessed the dog. That was all right until I got in the 

cart. The dog wasn’t playing that game! He would sit down and 

I’d get out, haul him to his feet – and he tolerated all this – and 

then get in again and repeat the same performance. I had him 

harnessed so well that they had to cut him out of the harness 

with a knife – cut the ropes.’ 

 

Mum had a celluloid doll which she kept all her life. I 

remember her saying once that its name was “Gwennie” at 

some stage. Perhaps it was because her birth mother’s name 

was Gladys Gwendoline. I have a photo of Mum at a tender age 

clutching Gwennie. It is not a studio portrait; the background 

appears to be the stone wall of a shed, and part of a horse-

Pearl's first day at school, we think 

at Gawler, about 1926 

Pearl, her doll Gwennie, and 

Digger, 1920’s 
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drawn vehicle is visible. The young Pearl has been “sat” on something for the occasion, legs 

dangling, one arm around Gwennie. On her face is the strong Hastwell stamp of the chin, the 

stubborn streak and determination inherent in all the Hastwells I have ever met or heard about.   

 

Mum enjoyed school during Grade 1, and came top at the end of her second year. To begin 

with she was enrolled, she thought, under the name of “Hastwell-Williams” but the Williams 

name was soon dropped.  She was always the champion of the underdog; all her life Mum was 

quite capable of verbally cutting people down to size if she felt it warranted, but she was soft-

hearted and compassionate about animals. She could not abide cruelty of any sort to any living 

creature, and felt other people’s pain almost as her own. 

 

One event stood out in her mind about school life. Over the front door of one school was an 

open porch with a roof, and a little bird, maybe a swallow, had built a nest and had a brood of 

four babies squawking for food. She looked after her babies but they made a mess around the 

doorway. Mum said ‘some of the good kids saved a bit of their lunch for the birds. But one of 

the rougher boys climbed the porch column, grabbed a baby bird from the nest and threw it 

down on the pavement.’ It was something Mum never forgot. 

 

On another occasion, along with three other children, she witnessed a schoolyard bully and his 

mate grab “a little tacker” and hold him head down in the water trough at recess time. Sure 

that they were trying to drown the smaller boy, Mum and the other children, though too young 

and frightened to tackle the “big boys”, bolted to the teacher who came rushing out to the 

rescue.  

 

Auntie and Uncle’s friends sometimes visited them at Gawler. Mum said that some of her toys 

came from them, as their own children were grown up. I once asked her what her favourite toy 

was as a youngster. Without hesitation she replied ‘A bubble pipe.’ That was when a bubble 

pipe was made to look like a tobacco pipe, long before technology re-invented the bubble-pipe, 

but somehow the magic of blowing bubbles is timeless. 

 

Mum’s sister Doreen never visited, but her big brother Collin used to come from home in 

Melbourne during his school holidays to Gawler South when Auntie, Uncle and Mum lived 

there in the stone cottage. She said Collin used to play “pretty rough”, so it was as well that 

Mum was a bit of a tom-boy herself. 

 

‘I used to go for the milk up the hill. There was a little boy who used to dash out and threaten 

me. Uncle asked me if I went for the milk when it happened. I said “yes” and told him what 

happened. “You can fix him easily. Hit him in the head with your fists.” So I tried it, and got 

him on the ear and he bellowed – gee did he bellow. His mum was doing the washing on the 

verandah and she saw most of it. I went straight and told his mother what I’d done. I never had 

any more trouble – it was wonderful!’ 

 

Auntie and Mum often went for walks in the little park by the river. One day, stout and buxom 

Auntie sat for a rest on a rough park bench. Mum, bored with the delay, was playing around 

beneath the bench and found a two shilling piece. A whole two shillings! What a treasure for a 

small child in the 1920’s! In her excitement she called out ‘Look Auntie, look what I found’ 
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and Auntie’s quick reply was ‘Sshhh! Don’t call out or you might lose it. If the person thinks 

of coming back, they won’t find it, will they?’   

 

Auntie took it from her to “look after” but later kept it all for her own coffers except a few 

pence – it wasn’t every day that money could be found like that.  

  

When my mother was about seven she developed pneumonia – “double pneumonia” as it was 

termed – and went to hospital at the Gawler Hutchinson Hospital. She recalled the treatment at 

the time being alternate ice packs and hot baths. ‘But I recovered,’ she said. ‘I think I surprised 

them all!’ 

  

Later when Mum was about eight years old the South Australian Railways posted Uncle to 

Mile End, where there was a goods yard.  

 

Uncle Justus and Auntie Edrie found a house to rent at St Leonards, near Glenelg. Mum said 

‘it was quite a nice place, nothing grand and glorious. It had a wide hall-way; about half of it 

was like a little cloak room. The delivery services at home – local post-man, butchers etc. – 

had disappeared. The postman came and put the letters in a box on the front fence then; and 

butchers? You had to go to the butcher’s shop to buy your meat, because now we were in the 

suburbs!’  

 

Mum attended St Leonards 

Primary School where because 

of her overall ability she was 

put up two grades – at the 

private school in Gawler in 

Grade 1she had been reading 

school readers meant for Grade 

2 students. However, the 

skipped grading put her behind 

in other areas and after a few 

weeks she was put back to the 

right level. Mum was a 

practical person all her life; she 

had no time for history and 

geography at school. ‘What’s the point of history?’ she often remarked. ‘It’s already over. It’s 

just not important. It’s now that’s important.’   

  

It was still a long bicycle ride from St Leonards to Uncle’s railways work at Mile End, so the 

family looked for another house. This meant another change of school for Mum. The house 

was near Plympton, on the Marion Road. The Highway Inn was on the intersection of Marion 

Road and the Anzac Highway, and there were vacant housing blocks all around. Uncle and 

Auntie rented a house from a chemist, named Atkinson, I believe. The house was attached to 

the chemist shop, and the kitchen was behind the shop. The dispensary had a door into the hall 

which was usually kept shut.  

 

Pearl, left end in front row, about 1928, possibly St Leonards 

Primary.  
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Mum recalled one occasion when Mr Atkinson knocked on the hall door and asked her ‘Is 

Auntie home?’ ‘Yes, Mr Atkinson.’ ‘I want to see her.’ So Mum found Auntie and passed the 

message. ‘Mr Atkinson opened his door a bit, and now he’s shut it again till you come.’ He 

had wondered if Auntie would let him have the door open, as the weather was so hot. 

Normally, it was kept shut. Auntie was quite happy to have it open on this occasion, but Mum 

was sent outside to play! 

 

Once Auntie bought some kangaroo meat which had “gone off”, so she threw it over the back 

fence. Mum went next door to her friend’s place to play and they had fun watching the local 

dogs come for the rancid meat.  

 

It was rare that Auntie wasted anything, Mum remembered. Meat that was only “a bit off” – 

just beginning to show that unhealthy greenish sheen – could be rendered safe by wiping it 

down with vinegar.  Unsliced bread that had gone stale was steamed fresh again. Clothes were 

mended and socks darned. 

 

 Auntie, so Mum said, ‘loved the kitchen in that house – it had a sink, and a kerosene stove.’ 

The kerosene stove had ‘transparent windows made of mica and that was very fascinating. The 

sink and drainer had been unheard of until then. You used a wash up dish and tray, and of 

course there was no such thing as running water inside, until this house. And now we had 

advanced to a septic tank toilet.’ 

 

Housewife’s paradise! 

 

It was while they were living at the chemist’s house that Mum got Billy the dog. ‘Billy was 

my very own dog, some sort of brown spaniel with floppy ears – he used to play games with 

me. We’d play hidey – he would wait until he was called and then he’d come and find me – oh! 

It was great fun.’ 

 

Mum was enrolled at Plympton Primary School in Long Street by now, but to her it seemed 

like a “good long walk” to school. Then, on the 9
th

 November 1931, when she was eleven, 

Mum’s world changed again with the death of her step-grandmother Mary Ann, Thomas 

Davies’ wife.  

 

CHAPTER 2    THE DAVIES WIVES OF BROKEN HILL 

 

Auntie Edrie’s maiden name was Edrie Catherine Davies. Now, the Davies family was large 

and complicated. Mum’s “Grandpa Davies” was born Thomas George Davies in 1860 in 

Blaenavon, Monmouthshire, Wales. I so wish I could have heard my great-grandfather speak; 

the beautiful accents of the Welsh people have always struck a chord with me. 

 

Thomas’s father was James, born about 1830 and shown on the England and Wales Census 

variously as joiner, carpenter and builder. Research so far has not been able to uncover a 

reliable date, or reason, for Thomas’s migration to Australia, but we know he was in Broken 

Hill by the 21
st
 August 1888, for that was the day he married Catherine Hayward (born in 

1866 in Cheltenham, England to James Hayward, a butcher, and Catherine Rogers).  
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Thomas was an engine driver, most likely a stationary engine driver, for the Broken Hill mines 

when he married Catherine. Drawings and photos from the period show Broken Hill and 

outlying districts as a real frontier town, with a large number of hotels to slake the thirsts of 

the hard-working miners and labourers. 

 

What happened next was the first of several family tragedies. Family stories were confirmed 

by Court Records which state that Catherine Davies (nee Hayward) died on the 22
nd

 

November 1888 from “accidental injuries and shock” after a fire on Monday 21
st
 November 

at the Eaglehawk Mine, about ten miles from Broken Hill. Photographs of the Eaglehawk 

show a shanty-type community of tents and primitive dwellings – the fire that killed Catherine 

may not have had anything to do with the actual mine, but could possibly have been due to a 

household fire in a time of summer heat, long skirts, open fires and candles.  

 

The “Silver Age” also reported her death on Friday, November 23
rd

, 1888. “Mrs T. Davies, the 

unfortunate woman who was so severely burned at the Eaglehawk mine last  

Monday, died from the effects of the injuries received at 1 o’clock yesterday morning. She had 

been married only three months, and her death has been much felt by her many friends of the 

little community at the Eaglehawk mine. Her remains will be interred at the Mount Gipps 

cemetery this afternoon.”  

 

The death registration certificate indicated 

that the length of “condition” was three 

days, and that she was last seen by Dr. 

Belgrave on (Monday) 20
th

. I can scarcely 

imagine the agony of a 22 year old girl 

dying from burns and shock, married just 

three months and thousands of miles from 

her family. Thomas too must have been 

devastated by the loss of his young bride.  

The Mount Gipps cemetery where she was 

buried in an unmarked grave is on private 

property, and unfortunately to date I have 

not been able to contact the owners. Catherine’s last resting place remains hidden in the red 

desert soil beneath the glaring blue dome of Broken Hill skies and perhaps that was meant to 

be.  

 

Within eleven months, however, Thomas’s marriage to Elizabeth Johnston (or Johnson) was 

registered in Woollahra, Sydney on 2
nd

 September 1889. At the time he was living in Moncur 

Street, Woollahra and she in Nelson Street in the same suburb. He brought Elizabeth back to 

Broken Hill to live at, we think, 36 Argent Street. Another English rose, she was born in 1861 

in Tewkesbury, Gloucestershire, and was 29 to Thomas’s 30 when they married.  Her father 

Henry was a confectioner and her mother was Annie Paget (or Pagett). Elizabeth had come to 

Australia only about two years before her marriage. What a trial the harsh heat and rugged 

landscape of Broken Hill must have been for her! 

 

Silver Age 23 Nov 1888 regarding Catherine Davies, 

Thomas’s first wife.  
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Thomas and Elizabeth settled down to raise a family. They must have been delighted with 

their three little girls; first came Gladys Gwendoline on the 5
th

 September 1890 (baptised 1
st
 

February 1891); then came Edrie Catherine on the 22nd June 1892 (baptised 22
nd

 August), and 

lastly Olive Aileen in 1895 (but not baptised until 22
nd

 January 1899).  

  

Then in 1897, when they were living at 36 Avon Cottage, Argent Street, tragedy struck again. 

The story was that Elizabeth took off her coat to shelter little Olive in her pram from one of 

Broken Hill’s notoriously violent, heavy rainstorms. In a scenario foreshadowing the later 

death of my mother’s own father, Elizabeth died on the 8
th

 February 1897 from the resultant 

“influenza and inflammation of the lungs”. She had battled desperately for ten days.  

 

The Broken Hill Family History Group helped with my research and in 2014 wrote - 

"Elizabeth DAVIES (daughter of Henry and Ann) died 8 Feb 1897 aged 36 at Avon Cottage, 

Argent Street, and buried in the Anglican Cemetery Broken Hill, Anglican C section Grave 40, 

unmarked grave, by O'Conner & Co Undertaker.”  

 

Thomas’s second marriage had lasted 

barely seven and a half years. I have a 

beautiful memorial card for Elizabeth 

that has been handed down through the 

family. There is no doubt that she was 

very much loved, and on a 2014 trip to 

that city I was able, with the help of 

the City of Broken Hill’s staff, to 

ascertain the approximate place of her 

grave, and I photographed the sadly 

unmarked spot in this huge cemetery. 

It is possible of course that Thomas 

simply could not afford a headstone.  

  

On the same trip, my husband John and I found what we 

believe was the Argent Street cottage – a little timber and 

corrugated iron house, bereft of its verandah “opp. Junction 

cnr. of Argent St”. The Junction mine was close by within 

walking distance.  The cottage is surrounded by a crash repair 

business which has been in existence for nearly 100 years on 

that site. I looked at the derelict cottage, now cluttered with 

vehicle panels and broken glass, in the warm evening of a 

spring day. I tried to imagine what it must have been like for 

the young mother, my great-grandmother, in February’s 

scorching heat in that cottage, struggling for every breath, 

surely knowing that she was going to die.  

 

Unlike the death of his first wife Catherine who had died only 

three months after marrying Thomas, this second bereavement 

left him with three little girls aged, according to the death 

Wendy Baker standing on the unmarked site of her great-

grandmother (Elizabeth Davies) grave, Broken Hill 

Cemetery, in 2014. 

8th Feb 1897 - Memorial card for 

Thomas's second wife, Elizabeth. 

Aged 35 years.  
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certificate, as six, four and one year old. They must have been a mixed blessing indeed – on 

the one hand, the precious daughters of his beloved late wife; on the other, three little people 

unable to fend for themselves and he still employed as an engine-driver. 

 

What could a father do in those circumstances? Perhaps neighbours’ wives helped in the short 

term – but did he perhaps advertise for a housekeeper? 

 

Far off in South Australia, Mary Ann Drought had been born on 4
th

 October 1875 at Willochra. 

Her father, Stewart Andrew Drought, was the licensee and publican of the Willochra Hotel in 

1877. Mary’s little brother Henry had died in 1871 in only his third year, so Mary must have 

been a welcome arrival for her parents Stewart and Julia Emma (nee Curwen). Unfortunately 

Stewart died in April 1881, aged only 43 years, and at seven years of age Mary Ann was 

orphaned when she also lost her mother Julia in April 1882.  

 

I have no records of what happened to little Mary Drought, bereft of both sibling and parents, 

between then and her adulthood. But she must have eventually gone to Broken Hill. It is pure 

supposition to think that the widowed Thomas George Davies may have been desperate for 

help in those early days after Elizabeth’s death, and that a housekeeping business relationship 

born of necessity could have grown into a desire for marriage. Did Mary Ann and Thomas 

grow to love each other? Or was it a marriage of mutual convenience? Having lost her own 

parents and brother, did she maybe want children of her own to add to the three girls she was 

looking after? 

 

The fact is that sixteen months after Elizabeth’s death, “Housekeeper” and “usual residence – 

Broken Hill” was the stated occupation and residence of the bride Mary Ann Drought on 

Thomas Davies’ third marriage certificate, dated 13
th

 June, 1898. The marriage must have 

been a quiet, small one as it was celebrated by the Rev. Alfred Wheeler at Thomas’s house in 

Argent Street, “according to the rites of the English Church”. The register entry shows that 

Mary Drought was born at Willochra, South Australia, when she was 22 years old to his 38 

years. 

 

My research in May 2014 brought forth an email from Mr Vaughan Elliot who wrote “The 

witnesses for Thomas and Mary (nee DROUGHT) DAVIES marriage are my 3 x great aunt & 

uncle William Henry and Ellen Godfrey (nee DAVIES) MARSH. Ellen died 1905, buried Pt 

Lincoln and William (Bill) died 1918 in Broken Hill." 

 

Thomas and Mary Ann’s was certainly a fruitful marriage. On 14 December 1898, Gilbert 

David Davies was born (baptised 22
nd

 January 1899). Stella Irene came in 1900 followed 

quickly by Florence in 1901. On 22
nd

 December 1902 Neta Muriel arrived (baptised 1
st
 

February 1903). After a short rest, Mildred Ethel was born 31
st
 January 1906 (baptised 16

th
 

March) and then Stanley Thomas in 1907 and Walter Francis 16
th

 January 1908 (baptised 27
th
 

November). The baptisms were all solemnized “in the Parish of St Peter Broken Hill in the 

County of Yancowinnia, New South Wales”. Seven babies in nine years, as well as caring for 

the late Elizabeth’s three girls! Interestingly, Olive Aileen Davies was baptised 22 January 

1899, so Mary Ann must have had her step-daughter baptised at the same time as her own first 

child. 
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By the time Mary Ann’s first baby, Gilbert, was born, Gladys Gwendoline was about nine 

years old and certainly would have been old enough to help care for all the new arrivals. 

Auntie Edrie often told how she and her sisters had to do many chores before they could begin 

walking to school, including milking a house cow.  

 

There are always two sides to stories and rumours; Auntie Edrie never felt that she and her 

sisters were loved by their step-mother.  But Mary Ann has long since gone and I can hardly 

begin to comprehend her situation. Whatever Mary Ann was really like, my grandmother 

Gladys Gwendoline and her two sisters felt that they received short shrift in comparison with 

their step-sisters. There were stories of them receiving an orange for Christmas while their 

step-sisters were given dolls; they made do with bits of rag tied onto dolly-pegs. There were 

tales of inadequate school supplies, so that they were the butt of teasing. 
 

Olive would have been too young to remember her own mother. Edrie always seemed a gentle 

soul, but Gladys, given her character later in life when I knew her, must have had a very 

stubborn streak, and Olive liked to be in charge of everything. Perhaps Gladys and Edrie never 

adjusted to a step-mother who would have been hard-put to rear a family of ten in well-

adjusted loving harmony. 
 

Even so, looking back it is astonishing to think that 

Mary Ann and Thomas could send 12 year old Edrie 

from Broken Hill to Adelaide, alone, on the train, to 

take up employment as a live-in housekeeper with - if 

the story is true, an alcoholic woman – although it was 

unlikely that her parents would have known that fact. 

Later, Olive also came to Adelaide to live in service.  

  

The years rolled on for Thomas and Mary Ann Davies 

and the large family. How and when did Gladys meet 

my grandfather Albert John Hastwell? It is possible – 

but again, only conjecture - that there was a 

connection between Albert and one of his cousins, 

John Rupert Hastwell, who moved to Broken Hill in 

1911. Did Albert go to visit his cousin, and somehow meet 

Gladys? There are numerous possibilities and we will never 

know.   

 

A portrait of Albert, possibly taken to mark his twenty-first 

birthday, was found in the family effects, addressed to Thomas 

Davies in Argent Street North Broken Hill.  
 

I am fortunate to have an elegant silver-printed blank invitation 

to Albert and Gladys’ wedding.  By 1914 Thomas and Mary 

Ann were possibly living at 101 Margaret Street, North 

Adelaide, as that is the address given for the RSVP for the 

invitations. 
 

Handsome Albert John Hastwell, 

the grandfather I never knew. 

About 1911- Gladys Gwendoline Davies 

(left) & her sister Edrie Catherine Davies 
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Albert, fourth son of William Henry Hastwell of Queen Street, Norwood, married his bride 

Gladys on the 7
th

 November 1914 in the Wellington Square Methodist Church in North 

Adelaide, celebrated by the Rev. Glen Clarke.  The trainbearers were Gladys’ step-sisters 

Stella and Nita Davies; the first bridesmaid was her sister Edrie Davies, and the second 

bridesmaid was Lillian Dungate Hastwell, one of Albert’s sisters.  

  

Albert was a Life Insurance 

Superintendent, according 

to the Marriage Certificate, 

living at Ovingham, and 

Gladys’ occupation was 

“home duties” and she lived 

at Semaphore. The witness, 

Edrie Davies, lived at 

Birkenhead. The 1914 

Sands & McDougalls SA 

Post Office Directory has 

Albert listed on page 847 as 

“A. Hastwell, agent, 

Torrens Road, Ovingham”.  
 

Albert had a home built for 

him and his bride in West 

Street, Brompton Park, and 

the house name was “Dungate” – evidently a significant name among some members of the 

Hastwell family, given that Albert’s sister Lillian had it bestowed on her as a middle name! I 

am fortunate to have a photo of the house, possibly taken not long after its completion, and 

also the specification for its building, but like so many others of its vintage it has since been 

demolished.  

 

 My aunt, Margaret Carlton, wrote 

in 2015 “On the first trip [to Adelaide] 

when we went to your wedding… the 

girls [Daphne & Joy] took me to 

Brompton School and close to the school 

there was the house where the Hastwells 

lived. When I asked Nanny [Gladys 

Carlton] where their shop was, she only 

told me it was a shop that served as the 

school tuckshop at Brompton.” To think 

that my grandfather’s home was still in 

existence in February 1971 when John 
and I were married – yet I never knew of 

it!  

 

7th Nov 1914 - Marriage of Wendy’s maternal grandparents Albert John 

Hastwell and Gladys Gwendoline Davies, Wellington Square Methodist 

Church, Adelaide. 

The house where Pearl was born – “Dungate”, West St, 

Brompton Park, SA. 
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At Port Adelaide on the 23
rd

 September, 1915, Gladys’ 23 year old sister Edrie followed 

Gladys down the marriage path. When she wed storeman Justus Williams, a 26 year old 

Yorkshireman from Marske, Edrie was a “domestic” and they both lived at Birkenhead, South 

Australia.  The marriage was celebrated at the Residence of the Presbyterian Rev. Shank, 

Woolnough Road, Semaphore. Edrie’s father, Thomas George Davies, “engine driver, of 

Hindmarsh,” was one of their two witnesses.  On page 742 of the 1915 edition of the Sands & 

MacDougall Post Office Directory of SA, T. Davies appears as “engndrvr, Hargrave St, 

Peterhead.”   

 

The two newly-wed couples, Albert and Gladys Hastwell, and Justus and Edrie Williams, 

settled down to wait for their anticipated children. While Gladys would suffer the heartache of 

a stillbirth, the joy of the birth of a son and two daughters and then the loss of her young 

husband, Edrie was destined to remain childless until fate gave her the opportunity to care for 

her niece – my mother, Pearl Hastwell. 

 

I wonder how Edrie’s husband felt about this.  Did she give him any say in the matter? Did he 

voice any reluctance to take on his sister-in-law’s child? Did he perhaps think it would be 

quite okay for just a little while – not realising how long that would be? Was he jealous of 

attention and love given to a toddler who was not his?   

 

We can only speculate from what Mum told me and my sister from time to time in later years, 

but certainly there seemed to be no love between my mother and her uncle. Discipline of 

children was stricter in the 1920’s than it is now, and physical punishment often meted out. 

Even allowing for that it would seem that my mother was, to some degree, a victim of what 

would be considered these days as physical and verbal child abuse. 

 

 

CHAPTER 3  PEARL’S MEMORIES 

 

Mary Ann Davies, third and last of Thomas’s wives, died 9
th

 November 1931, aged 55. When 

she died she and her husband Thomas, aged 71, were living in Richmond, South Australia. 

 

Mum’s “Grandpa Davies”, Auntie Edrie’s father, needed a home, and so his daughter took 

him in. I asked my mother if she remembered him. She said ‘He was all right, as far as I was 

concerned. He was just there.’  Apparently he was an asthmatic – maybe that was why he 

needed to be cared for after Mary Ann died. 

 

The house behind the chemist’s shop was too small now that Grandpa Davies was living with 

Uncle, Auntie and Pearl.  So they moved again, this time to Number 3 Chapel Street (parallel 

to the Anzac Highway), Plympton. Mum did not like moving but one advantage was that it 

was even closer to Uncle’s work at Mile End.  

 

Mum did not have to change schools as their new house was virtually opposite Plympton 

Primary School, sited in the triangle bounded by Chapel Street on the south, Long Street on 

the north side, and Owen Street which ran parallel to Marion Road. The youngster did not 

have to walk any distance at all. She was relieved because although she had inherited the 
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Hastwell “gift of the gab” and never had any difficulty making friends, she was glad not to 

have to change schools yet again and lose friendships already formed.  

  

Mum had distinct memories of moving day. ‘The moving trolley bogged down in mud, and 

they had to take all the stuff out so they could get the trolley out of the mud – then re-load 

again.’ She added ‘They had left me and Digger at the house, and they were gone so long I 

thought they’d gone forever!’ 

 

The house was solidly built in red brick, with iron lace at the top of the carved wooden 

verandah posts, but the kitchen and bathroom amenities were just as basic when as a small 

child I later lived there, as they had been when Mum was eleven. Bedrooms opened off a wide 

front hall which opened out into a living room.  A corrugated iron lean-to was Auntie’s 

domain, and an iron partition which did not extend all the way to the ceiling separated 

bathroom from kitchen. The bathtub was not connected to any plumbing other than a pipe that 

took the grey-water through the iron wall and channelled it straight onto the rhubarb patch.  

 

In August 2015, Miss Ellen Harrison phoned me in reply to my letter asking if she could recall 

the Williams family. In 2015 Miss Harrison still lived at 5 Chapel Street, two doors from 

Auntie and Uncle’s house at 3. She said that her own parents had rented no. 3 while their 

house at no. 5 was being built, and moved from 3 to 5 in September 1929.  

  

Miss Harrison said ‘I shall be 86 at the end of this year …As a child I knew Mr and Mrs 

Williams but just as that, as neighbours. I was never a teacher, but my mother was, 

presumably she gave it up when I was born. My father was actually born at no. 7 Chapel Street 

so he never moved out of the street. I was a secretary in a legal firm. 

 

‘I remember the accident with Mr Williams being knocked from his bicycle. It happened on 

the corner, where Long Street turned the corner – there was not good vision. 

 

‘The Barons lived at No. 4 Chapel Street and they had a horse and trap. They always went to 

Proclamation Day celebrations at Glenelg on 28 December each year and sometimes they took 

me. 

 

‘All the houses in Chapel Street were very large blocks, one third of an acre, except the 

Williams’, whose block had been cut off shorter. 

 

‘We had the milky, the baker, and the rabbit-oh. My mother used to go out with a plate and the 

rabbit-oh would sell her a couple of rabbits, he used to cut the heads off and throw them over 

the fence. 

 

‘That’s about all I recall, except I think from memory we did the exam for our Qualifying 

Certificate at Centennial Hall, Wayville.’ 

 

I am indebted to Miss Ellen Harrison for these little snippets from her memory – they establish 

that Auntie and Uncle must have taken up accommodation at Chapel Street after September 

1929, when Mum was nine years old.  
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Mum said ‘by this time the milkman would hang the milk in a billy can on the wrought iron 

lace that used to be around the edge of the verandah – he used to come twice a day. At first the 

baker used to come to the back door, and just hand you the bare loaf of bread – then 

regulations said it had to be covered, so he had a white cover over the bread. He’d pull the 

cover back and you could take the bread out and that was quite hygienic. Later on, when you 

went to shops, they had to wrap it, so they put a three inch (cm) strip of paper around the 

middle of the bread. But most people just took a tea towel and wrapped their bread in that.’ 

 

There were other providers in the early nineteen-thirties who either called at the houses, or 

drove past. ‘At Plympton, we had a rabby-o, it was a shilling a bag for rabbits. He used to call 

“rabby-o-rabby-o”. If you stopped him and bought some, he used to cut off the head; they 

were whole. He’d cut off the head and skin them on the spot for a shilling a pair.’ 

 

A fish-man used to bring fish to the door. If there was not time to clean the fish, he would 

clean it for the customer – cut off the head and clean it without any extra charge, just so people 

would buy it. The lucerne man came once a week and for one penny would give the customer 

a good size bundle of lucerne to tie up in the chook-house. The chickens enjoyed the green 

pick which made beautiful golden yolks in their eggs. 

 

In those Depression years every penny counted. Auntie Edrie had a big pomegranate tree in 

the back-yard and used to sell them to the local youngsters at a halfpenny for little 

pomegranates or a penny for the bigger ones.  

 

A penny was quite valuable. Mum remembered a “penny concert” in the schoolyard when a 

man came with a stockwhip to demonstrate whip-cracking. The story was that he chose four 

little boys, placed a “pretend” cigarette (possibly one of the sugar cigarette lollies once sold to 

children) in their mouths, and then told them to stand absolutely still while he cracked the 

whip and shortened the mock cigarettes a little at a time. One crack of the stockwhip and they 

needed no second telling to stand still! 

 

Mum said that the pomegranate tree was close to the fence. People by the name of Brett had 

racehorses which they used to ride down Long Street on their way to  Morphettville 

Racecourse, perhaps because it was a quieter back street compared with Anzac Highway. But 

the road was littered with fallen pomegranates and as the horses stepped on them the seeds 

cracked and popped, scaring the flighty thoroughbreds – so they had to find another route. 

 

In those days the baker used to deliver the ordered bread to the back door of his customers’ 

homes, and his horse, harnessed to the delivery van, would just walk along the street and stop 

at the next house to wait for the baker. Mum remembered one day of excitement when a 

cricket ball was lobbed from the school playground and landed on the horse’s ribs – the 

startled and stung animal took off at a gallop down Chapel Street leaving a trail of bread 

strewn from the van, stopping only when two men grabbed the runaway horse at the end of the 

street! 
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According to Mum, Uncle was evidently thought a lot of by his fellow workers, who called 

him “Sandy”. He was often given presents from country passengers – apricots, loquats – 

which Mum loved – figs etc. One time a load of firewood had come through Mile End and he 

grabbed a young possum that he found in the load and put it in his kitbag to take home. Uncle 

said to Mum ‘Go and look in the kitbag, but don’t open it.’  

 

Mum said to me ‘I certainly didn’t open the kitbag, particularly when a pair of bright 

enquiring eyes met mine!’ Uncle spread newspapers out on the kitchen table after tea and took 

the possum out. Afterwards, Auntie set Uncle to the task of scrubbing the table clean. 

  

At one time they had a dog called Penny. Mum was not too fond of her. Auntie used to lie 

down sometimes in the afternoons before Mum got home from school, and Penny used to be 

with her.  When Mum got to the back door, Penny would fly at the door and scare the 

daylights out of Mum. 

 

One day Uncle asked Mum if she would like to go for a bike ride. They were just passing the 

Baptist church when Penny took off from their bikes and ran up the steps and into the church – 

right in the middle of a service. Uncle told Mum that she had to ‘go and get her’ so Mum did. 

What chaos there was with people in the congregation “whacking” at the dog to shoo it out, 

Mum in tears of humiliation and embarrassment, and all the while the minister continuing with 

the service!  

  

When they got home Uncle said to Auntie, ‘Penny went to church,’ and related the story to her.  

 

My mother was bitterly upset when Uncle gave her dog to his neighbours after their pedigreed 

bitch had bitten their little girl and had to be disposed of. That unfairness rankled with Mum 

all her life. 

 

Because Penny was a bitch she had to be kept indoors when she was on heat. Mum 

remembered one time when the milkman’s dog came running hopefully up the path. Hope 

faded rapidly as Uncle took to the poor dog, giving him a hiding with the pot-stick. (a pot-

stick was a rounded stick of timber about a metre long, was used to dig clothes out of the 

boiling wash-water in the copper.)  

 

In remembering those days Mum also remembered an earlier time in her childhood when 

Uncle gave her a penny, a rare occurrence. ‘What’s it for? Is this a penny?’ she asked him.  

 

‘See what I mean? The kid doesn’t even know what to do with a penny!’ Uncle sneered. 

 

But Auntie rounded on him and said ‘What do you expect? You’ve never bothered to give her 

any money before.’  

 

Mum said it was the only time she ever saw Auntie stand up to him. ‘As I grew older I grew 

further away from Uncle. Even in my adult life he still didn’t like me, nor me him. But I think 

Uncle loved Auntie,’ she said. ‘I never heard his voice raised against her.’ 
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As a youngster she wanted to start a garden in the back yard. Somebody had given her a few 

plants and she planted them in an unused corner. ‘I copped it for that,’ Mum told me. ‘Uncle 

yanked the plants out and I said to him “You shouldn’t have done that.” I suppose it was the 

wrong thing to say, because he beat me on the thigh then demanded I wear clothes that would 

cover the marks. “Don’t you dare tell me what I should or shouldn’t have done,” he said.’ 

 

‘Auntie Edrie acted like my mum,’ my mother said. ‘But I never called her “mum”, she was 

always “Auntie” as far as I was concerned. She used to give me a good hard slap when I 

deserved it, but she never used a strap.’ 

 

Uncle had a strap though – a very special one. He made it himself, about fifteen inches long, 

with the top turned over and riveted, then the main strap at the other end was cut into three 

thongs. He used it often on mum. She disliked Uncle and was afraid of him – and the dreaded 

strap, which hung on the hook on which the bellows hung by the fireplace. One time, she said, 

she thought in desperation ‘I’ll fix it – he’s outside – I’ll get rid of it!’ So she took the strap 

and pushed it with the poker into the glowing red embers. It took longer to burn than she 

thought it would and to her dismay Uncle walked into the room.  

 

Angered, he pulled the strap from the fire. He studied the hardened, stiffened curls of leather 

at the ends of the three thongs. ‘Now,’ he said. ‘Any time you earn yourself a beating, this will 

really leave its mark.’  Mum was about twelve at that time. 

 

Once in her early teens she accidentally over-cooked a tray of biscuits.  He made some 

comment about the wastage. Mum made the mistake of trying to stand up for herself, and, she 

told me, he raised his hand and gave her such a stinging blow with his open palm across the 

side of her head that it knocked her across the room. I have sometimes wondered if his 

treatment of her contributed to the development of Meniere’s disease with its attendant vertigo 

which afflicted her periodically in middle age, and also her hearing loss. 

 

Such was the calibre of this man – viewed, admittedly, through the next generation’s eyes and 

standards, and entirely on hearsay. 

 

Mum loved primary school but struggled with her homework if she had to do it when Uncle 

was around as she was so fearful of him. One day Grandpa Davies’ doctor was on a house 

visit to the old man. As he passed through the dining room on his way to Grandpa Davies’ 

bedroom, he asked Auntie who the child was, and why she was nervously making gulping 

hiccups while she was doing her homework.  

 

After that, Auntie “had a little word” with Mum’s teacher. Thereafter, the arrangement was 

that while the teacher was at the school doing his own preparation or paperwork, Mum could 

stay back to do her homework there.  This informal agreement by a sympathetic teacher spared 

Mum any further agony of having to do her homework in front of Uncle. 

 

We once asked our mother whether Auntie knew of Uncle’s treatment of her. ‘When I stop to 

think about it, I can’t remember her ever being there when I got “what-for” – she was usually 

outside in the yard,’ Mum said.  
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CHAPTER 4   A FRESH START FOR PEARL’S MOTHER 

 

In 1911 Jesse Carlton, born 2 March 1876 in Rochdale, Lancaster, England, brought his 

family to Australia. He was a cotton spinner in the textile industry, married to Mary Emma 

Haigh. They lived with their son James, born in 1900, at 9 Hardman Street Newhey Road, 

Milnrow, Lancashire, England. In Australia, Jesse continued to work in the cotton spinning 

industry, opening factories in Melbourne and Adelaide (Davies & Coop). At that time most 

cottons and fabrics were either imported from England, or brought out from “home” with 

immigrants. 

 

Not long after returning from an extended trip back to England, Mary died in the tuberculosis 

Sanatorium at Warburton, Victoria, on 12
th

 April 1923 and was buried the following day in the 

West Warburton Cemetery. Their home address was 43 Swallow Street, Port Melbourne.  

 

Margaret Carlton, Jesse’s daughter-in-law, wrote “[Jesse] was very devoted to Mary Emma …. 

He was with her when she passed away. Some time later Jesse and James (now 22) must have 

relocated to Adelaide, working as a representative for an insurance company. One of his 

duties was to collect premium instalments from clients, and this is how he came to meet a very 

nice widow, the mother of five young children, Gladys Gwendoline Hastwell. Jesse was then a 

welcome visitor to the family.”  

  

Widow and widower came together and married in Adelaide on the 12
th

 August, 1925 in 

Chalmers Church, North Adelaide, three years after Albert’s death. 

 

Their daughter Beryl Gwendaline Carlton was born 27 June 1927 in Adelaide. In about 1928 

Jesse and Gladys moved to 85 Dennis Street, Thornbury, a northern suburb of Melbourne, 

Victoria. Evidently James boarded with them for a while after they went to Melbourne.  

 

With Jesse and Gladys to Victoria went Walter Collin Albert Hastwell (always known as 

Collin), Doreen Gwendaline Hastwell, the twins Daphne Gladys Merle Hastwell and Joy Olive 

Edrie Hastwell and baby Beryl Gwendaline Carlton. But not my mother Pearl, by this time 

aged 8 years. 

 

Jesse was, according to the twins Daphne and Joy, “the best 

stepfather we could have had” to them and Collin and Doreen. 

He and Gladys had two children together. Kevin Ivan (born 

25
th

 March 1929 almost a year after Jesse purchased the 

weatherboard cottage at 22 Collins Street, Thornbury) and 

Beryl Gwendoline took their father’s surname of Carlton, 

while Albert’s children retained the Hastwell family name. 

 

Apparently Auntie Edrie and her sister Gladys corresponded 

with each other quite often after Gladys moved to Melbourne.   

 

Jesse Carlton, Gladys' second 

husband & father of Kevin &Beryl, 

Pearl’s half-siblings. 
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Letters came from Pearl’s mother Gladys in Melbourne, begging her, Mum said, to come 

home.  

 

For her eighth birthday Gladys sent her 

little girl a beautiful “Happy Birthday” 

postcard, quite the fashion in the 

twenties and thirties, which read “To 

Pearl, Wishing her a happy birthday, 

from her sisters and brother and Mother 

and Dad. Did Auntie Edrie get your 

work box for you hope you like it love 

from us all” The brief but almost wistful 

greeting was followed by nine “kisses”.  

Yes, Gladys, Auntie Edrie did get the 

work box for your Pearl – a little red, green and cream-striped raffia 

lidded sewing box – and she loved it dearly all her life and I treasure 

it knowing how much it meant to her – a gift from the mother who 

had moved, to all intents and purposes, out of her life.  

  

When Mum was ten years old, her older sister Doreen died in her 

thirteenth year on the 24
th

 September 1930 at the Children’s Hospital, 

Carlton, Victoria, from a “haemorrhage into a congenital cyst in the brain” (City Coroner’s 

Report), although Mum always said it was meningitis. Doreen was, Margaret Carlton wrote, 

“tragically hurt during a ball game when two heads collided resulting in her death.” 

 

Gladys must have really felt the need to have her daughter Pearl back home then, for she wrote 

to Mum, once again asking her, even promising her that she could “play with Doreen’s doll”.   

 

Collin her eldest brother came to visit, even when Mum 

was a youngster and they were living at Gawler. ‘Come 

home, Mum wants you,’ Collin pleaded, she remembered. 

In her younger teenage years, her twin sisters Daphne and 

Joy came for holidays. ‘Come home, Pearl,’ they said. 

 

I heard that Gladys had at one point written to a legal firm 

to see if anything could be done, but received a reply to the 

effect that it would be in all parties’ best interests to leave 

matters as they were. 

 

Why did my mother refuse to go back to her birth-mother 

and her brother and sisters? I asked her once. ‘I couldn’t 

leave Auntie,’ she said. ‘I couldn’t hurt her like that. She 

loved me so much.’ Mum felt that Auntie had always shown 

her a lot of love and affection. 

 

Pearl's twin sisters Daphne & Joy as  

teenagers at home at 22 Collins St, 

Thornbury, Victoria 
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Mum’s “Grandpa Davies” died at the age of 74 on the 28
th

 or 29
th

 April, 1933, and was buried 

in the West Terrace Cemetery.  The announcement of his death in the Advertiser, read: 

“Davies - On the 28th April, Thomas George Davies, late engine-driver, Walkerville Brewery. 

Father of Gladys (Mrs J. Carlton), Melbourne; Edrie (Mrs. J Williams), Plympton; Olive 

Davies, Adelaide; Stella (Mrs. A. Goldfinch), Melbourne; Neta (Mrs. A. Sommer), Woodvllle; 

Stanley, and Walter Davies. Hindmarsh. His worries and trials are over.”   

 

The old Welshman had outlived three wives, a grand-daughter, 

and a son Gilbert who died in the Great War. He had seen 

Broken Hill boom, had been a member of the IOOF, 

American Order Lodge, P G Brother, and was a member of 

the Barrier Ranges Engine Drivers and Firemen's Association. 

 

Grandpa Davies had a habit in those later years, during 

mealtimes, of pointing with a trembling finger in the general 

direction of whatever he wanted, saying in a shaky voice 

‘Grandpa wants …’ It was left to Auntie, Uncle or Pearl to 

determine what it was he wanted – pepper, salt, butter etc. In 

fact, Mum could recall very little about him except that he 

was an asthmatic. He did not live with them for very long, as 

he only came to their family after his wife Mary Ann’s death 

in 1931, so it could not have been for much longer than about 

sixteen months. 

 

 

CHAPTER 5  TEENAGE YEARS 

  

Mum scored 521 marks out of a possible 600 in the examination for the Qualifying Certificate, 

dated 15
th

 December 1933, at the end of Grade 7. This was her passport to Goodwood High 

School, a tram ride away, where she loved cooking lessons. But after only a few weeks it was 

decided that it was not worth her while continuing, due to frequent sickness. 

 

Trying to find a job during the Great Depression must have been soul-destroying for the young 

teenager, always in fear of Uncle’s scathing jibes. When she was about fourteen Mr Cliff T. 

Sumner came over to Auntie Edrie’s house and asked if Pearl was home. He asked ‘Do you 

think you could manage the school-shop?’  

 

This was the Home Service Store at 36 Long Street. Cliff, the owner and manager, lived next 

door at 36A. Pearl had been tracking all over Adelaide desperately trying to find a job so she 

quickly accepted Cliff’s offer. 

 

It was work that Mum loved. She needed to learn how to use and cook on the wood stove in 

the shop to heat pies and pasties, as Auntie’s kitchen boasted a South Australian Gas 

Company stove which she preferred to her old wood stove. The school shop was not like a 

school canteen – it was a regular shop to which the children swarmed during lunch-time. Mum 

got on well with most people, was a hard worker and a good organiser with a flair for sales.  

Pte. Gilbert David Davies, died 

1918. On the back of the photo was 

“From Gill to Olive – 22 June 1916 

departed” – he and his half-sister 

Olive were close. 
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One person with whom my mother did not get along was Bess Sumner who Mum felt that for 

some reason did not like her. One day, when the young Pearl was on her hands and knees 

scrubbing the shop floor, her boss’s wife came in. ‘Well,’ she sneered, (according to Mum’s 

memories) ‘I think I could find a girl who’s not frightened of work. I saw two girls in the 

street and I could get one without any trouble.’ It must have been humiliating for the hard-

working lass who only the previous year had passed her Qualifying Certificate at 13. ‘It made 

me feel a bit fragile,’ Mum said in recollection, ‘but not very.’  

 

Because she was only fourteen herself, Mum was well aware of what tricks some of the 

children could get up to. One day, she said, she had been in the kitchen at the back of the shop 

and returned to find a lad standing on the counter, trying to reach the money tray. ‘Get off that 

counter – or I’ll get you off!’ she said fiercely – and he wasted no time getting out of her way.  

 

Mum did everything from ordering stock to dealing with sales “reps” to scrubbing the floor. 

She remembered the representatives from Hoadleys and MacRobertsons – she once “knocked 

back” the Hoadleys salesman, so he went to Cliff, the owner of the school shop, maybe to 

complain. Cliff smartly referred him back to Mum, and gave her full control of all the ordering. 

She ordered the best line of stock from each company so that it kept them all returning. Cliff 

also employed a young lad, Cliff Matthews. 

 

By the time Mum finished all the chores in the school shop each day it was afternoon recess 

time. Then she would go to Cliff’s other shop, Home Service & General Store, on the east side 

of Marion Road, between Wheaton and Melville Streets, South Plympton to work there. As 

this store was south of Cross Road, and Long Street Plympton (or Hayhurst) was north of 

Anzac Highway, she would have had to go by public transport. 

 

They were the days of staple grocery lines being in bulk; no individual packets of sultanas and 

currants or biscuits. The biscuits came in square biscuit tins. Always there were broken 

remnants at the bottom to sell off cheaply. Everything had to be weighed out; if a customer 

wanted only a few ounces of currants, then that is what they could buy. Items like that came in 

large hessian bags. Eggs were loose, in wire baskets.  

 

At this shop, Mum said, there were drapery and cosmetics on one side and groceries on the 

other. Mum once found a stock of sandshoes under the counter. She asked Cliff why they were 

not displayed. He said that no-one wanted to buy them so he had put them aside. Mum 

managed to sell the lot, by persuading people that they needed sandshoes! 

 

On Friday evenings Mum also worked at that store. When she left her employment there, her 

boss, Cliff Sumner, gave her a hand-written (unfortunately undated) reference – 

 

 

“To Whom it May Concern, 

The bearer, Miss P. Hastwell, was in our employ for four years.  During that time she has had 

experience in handling confectionery, groceries and drapery, and has proved herself to be an 
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excellent sales girl. I would have no hesitation in recommending her to any position of trust, 

because we have always found her to be most trustworthy and honest. 

C.T. Sumner, Proprietor,  

Home Service Stores,  

Plympton” 

 

After some desperate searching, with the constant backdrop of Uncle’s accusations of laziness, 

Mum got a position in November 1940 at the new G.J. Coles & Coy Ltd. store 110-118 

Rundle Street, Adelaide, where, their advertisements boasted, could be found “the first 

escalator in Adelaide” and items were priced at “nothing over 2 shillings and 6 pence”. Coles’ 

1920’s new concept of “chain stores” had spread from Victoria and other eastern states to 

South Australia. There was no self-service, but everything was laid out with  easy-to-navigate 

aisles separating long double-sided counters with sales staff and cash registers in the middle 

section.  

 

Mum told us a few tales from these years. One was about the professional shop-lifter who 

carried a small suitcase. She used to place her case on top of the counter on which goods such 

as underwear, socks, handkerchiefs etc. were displayed. Then the enterprising customer would 

engage the counter assistant with the purchase of some small item, and at a convenient 

moment would reach through the hole in the false bottom of her case and drag as much stock 

as she could through into the case. Purchase complete, false bottom back in place, she would 

thank the staff and slip quickly out of the store, her “loot” hidden! 

 

Once, Mum said, she was carrying three boxes of Chinese checkers downstairs and tripped – 

checker pieces went everywhere but they only missed finding one piece – given the small size 

of the checker pieces and the location of the incident this recovery was good, but missing that 

one piece was a blow to Mum’s pride.  

 

When Mum was put in charge of the party goods section at short notice, the girls who were 

already working there were somewhat resentful and tried to give her a hard time. ‘You’re not 

going to be our boss. We know the work. You won’t find us easy to boss.’ Mum replied ‘I’m 

not planning on bossing you - I’m planning on working with you.’  

 

Her teenage years working for the Sumners, where she had had to do everything from 

scrubbing the floor, controlling wayward children only a couple of years younger than herself, 

to dealing with confectionery company representatives, now paid dividends. She had the 

ability to learn new skills quickly and the confidence and personality to supervise others. 

 

Given my mother’s family background it was no wonder she could sell – it must have been in 

her blood, as they say. One uncle, Ebenezer Hastwell, ran the Burnside post office and store 

for a while, after two years running a bakery at Nairne; another, Walter Hastwell, had a shop 

on Goodwood Road; her Uncle Henry William Hastwell ran a tea importing business in Perth 

and also turned his hand to real estate before moving to Hobart, Tasmania where he operated a 

temperance hotel (among other entrepreneurial activities).  
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Another member of the family ran the City Cash Stores at 

45 Rundle Street, Adelaide; another was a tea merchant in 

Adelaide, and there were at least two insurance company 

representatives. Going further back to her grandfather’s day, 

James Hastwell owned general stores in Penfield, Two 

Wells and. His occupation on the 1851 England and Wales 

census, taken two years before he emigrated to South 

Australia, was given as “commercial traveller” and his 

personal diary (used first as a shipboard diary of his voyage 

out and later as a journal in his shop) details how he started in 

business as a “hawker” in North Adelaide when he first 

arrived in South Australia. And that is not counting the 

extended family’s wholesale, retail and managerial activities!  

 

Pearl loved her job in retail but when girls were called to duty 

during the World War II it was off to the munitions factory or the Land Army if girls were of 

robust health or into food production if they were not strong enough. Mum had already had 

her fair share of ill health as a child, leaving her unfit for munitions work.  

 

Mum received a reference from the company’s head office in Melbourne, stating that she had 

worked for the company in the departments of Stationery and Fancy Goods from 6
th

 

November 1940 until 24
th

 October 1942; her attendance and conduct had been “good” and the 

reason for her leaving was “Essential Services”. 

 

So it was off to Bryce’s egg factory in Ebenezer Place (off Rundle Street East) in the east end 

of Adelaide. Eggs were tested by being held up in front of a strong light to determine any that 

were fertile, and the size of the air sac – the smaller the sac, the fresher the egg. The process 

was called “candling”. There she met her truly lifelong friend, Joyce Morris or Joyce Bowden 

as she was then. 

 

When Mum first started there she clashed with the boss. He evidently did not appreciate an 

influx of unskilled girls generally unenthusiastic about leaving hard-won good employment to 

work in food production.  But Mum stood up for herself. ‘You might not want me here, and I 

certainly don’t want to be here. But both of us have been told that we have to do this, so I 

suggest we both get on with it and make the most of things – pleasantly.’  

 

She never had any more trouble from her boss. 

 

CHAPTER 5  ROMANCE AND MARRIAGE 

 

Sometimes in the evenings Mum went roller skating at Our Boys Institute at 221 Wakefield 

Street, Adelaide, or to dances. A part of Adelaide’s heritage, the O.B.I. as it was known had 

been built in 1897 to cater for the “physical and mental health of 13 to 18 year old boys”. By 

the 1930’s the organisation had widened to include both males and females, and occupied the 

lovely three-storey Venetian Gothic-style sandstone façade building until in 1961 the O.B.I. 

1865 James Hastwell (seated) & Mary 

Ann (nee Adshead), 12 years after 

arrival in SA. Pearl’s grandfather, 

William Henry Hastwell, is boy on 

right.  
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amalgamated with the Youth Clubs Association of SA. (In 2017 the heritage façade of the 

building is still maintained).  

 

On other evenings when Auntie and Uncle were relaxing, listening to their radio, Mum would 

take her sewing and work in a different room, enjoying her own company more than Uncle’s. 

Mum would say to Auntie, ‘I won’t be with you tonight; I’ve got my sewing to do.’  She was 

never questioned as to why she wanted to remove herself – in hindsight Mum realized that 

Auntie must have known full well why her niece did not want to be in the same room as Uncle. 

 

My mother was a good seamstress and did a lot of beading work when it was fashionable. She 

could embroider, smock, knit and sew, drafting her own patterns to save money. She seemed 

to have a flair for visualising the finished article, and what would now be called a “can-do” 

attitude.  

 

Mum had friendships with a few boys, but it was a boy called Bill who would become her 

lifelong friend, husband and help-mate. They met each other one rainy Anzac Day afternoon at 

the O.B.I.  Bill was on the learners’ roller rink, practising figure three’s and eight’s, when he 

met his first and only sweetheart, Pearl Aileen Hastwell, on 25
th

 April, 1939. He was 19 years 

and 3 weeks old, and she 19 years and 2 days.  The next time she went skating, Bill was 

waiting for her. It was the beginning of their friendship.  

 

He was a country boy, Mypolonga dairy-farmer Herbert Hinde Clark’s son, who had left the 

farm at 14 to board in the city with a cousin. It was thought that not only could he attend high 

school and get a job, but that living in the city might be better for his asthma. 

  

Absences due to his health had meant that Bill had repeated the seventh grade at Mypolonga 

School and had two Qualifying Certificates, dated 15 December 1933 and 14 December 1934 

respectively. In 1933 he had gained a Grade 1 Woodwork Certificate, having ‘ ... satisfactorily 

completed Twenty Models, together with the necessary working drawings.’   

 

Bill went to Thebarton Boys’ Junior Technical School in 1935 and showed great promise. He 

was 14 years and 8 months old at the beginning of the first term, about a year older than the 

average for his class, and his school report for that term stated ‘I congratulate Bob on his 

position as top of his class and think that he has thoroughly earned his distinction. He is a 

capable student and behaves always as a gentleman.’ At the end of the second term ‘Bob is to 

be congratulated on again holding the position as Dux of this class. He is a boy who is able to 

excel both in the theoretical and practical subjects. Criticisms from all teachers are to his 

credit ... A. G. Paull, Headmaster’.  His best subjects (and this in a class of 39 students) were 

Arithmetic, Algebra, Theoretical Geometry, Experimental Science, Geometrical Drawing, and 

Woodwork. At that time there were two year and three year courses, but Dad left school after 

only two terms. 

  

Mum explained how Dad had got his first job. The manager of a nearby furniture factory 

needed a boy. The second in charge came into the woodwork class at Thebarton School and 

asked for a boy, quick-minded and obedient.  
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‘I can point to him,’ said the teacher, then he said to Bill ‘You’ve heard what the man wants. 

Could you do the job? But you will need to talk to your parents.’  

 

Bill replied, ‘I don’t need to talk to my parents, and I do need this job.’ Young Bill Clark 

started an “apprenticeship” at Rhys Jones Furniture Co. on the following Monday. The term 

‘apprenticeship’ is used loosely here; although Bill served his time there was no official 

paperwork; his status probably that of an ‘improver’. In 1938 he passed a ‘Course of 

Instruction in Cabinetmaking’ at the School of Mines and Industries on the corner of North 

Terrace and Frome Road, Adelaide. The elaborate certificate was signed by J. Langdon 

Bonython on 3 January 1939.  

 

This magnificent red-brick building which in 2017 houses the South Australian Institute of 

Business and Technology, has undergone a number of changes in its life, including the School 

of Mines and Industries, and the South Australian Institute of Technology. And for many 

years it was the home of the Adelaide Technical High School (where I spent my secondary 

school years).  

 

While still single, Bill studied ‘wireless’ technology and electrics by night at the School of 

Mines on North Terrace, Adelaide while continuing to work in the furniture factory by day.  

 

Mum and Dad courted for about two years. Photos show them at Glenelg, (a convenient tram 

ride away) on the beach, and at Brownhill Creek and Waterfall Gully. He also took Mum to 

Mannum Gorge, a popular picnic spot with walking trails and waterfalls, near Mypolonga.  

 

They went to the “pictures”, they went roller-

skating, and their friendship grew. Her young 

man was everything to Mum. She saw in him a 

man totally honest, quiet, a non-drinker, with a 

sense of humour, fair play and justice; above all, 

he loved animals and was inherently kind-hearted 

– exactly the opposite of her uncle. They shared a 

love of roller-skating, photography with their 

Kodak Brownie cameras and both loved learning.  

  

On Boxing Day in 1940 Bill wrote to Pearl at 3 

Chapel Street Plympton, to let her know that the bus from the city would be leaving Adelaide 

at 6.15 pm, if she was thinking of visiting him and his family at Mypolonga where he had 

gone home to spend Christmas. He must have enjoyed Christmas dinner, as he wrote ‘...what 

with the goose, ham, pork, and pudding I had just about enough to eat ...I want to thank you 

very much for the shirt. It’s extra. Clarice was very pleased with her set. Mum gave her some 

pyjamas so she is quite thrilled. How are the girls [Pearl’s twin sisters Daphne and Joy] 

getting on? One of the boys from here is quite lost his mother said. He’s not the only one who 

is lost. If you are coming I think the bus leaves at 6.15 Saturday evening. Mum and Clarice 

are talking about ‘when’ Pearl comes not ‘if’.  Clarice has a little ginger kitten now ... Dad 

and Clarice and I went fishing last night and had our usual luck “0” We had plenty of bites 

but they were from ‘skeeters’... we are going to Murray Bridge Friday night to do some 

Pearl at Mannum Gorge, about 1941 
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shopping ... It was beautiful and cool here last night ... “Bruce”[the dog] is still as lively as 

ever and works just as well. He goes and gets the cows on his own when we tell him it’s 

time. … I don’t know whether you are coming or not but if you are I’ll be there waiting ...” 

 

That simple letter unwittingly summed up my father – a country boy who loved the country 

and animals, was courteous, had a sense of humour; he enjoyed the simple things in life, was 

close to his family and pining for his girl, yet a little diffident and wistful.  

 

To a city girl like Mum the invitation did not offer an exciting, fun-filled holiday – but Mum 

loved Bill and I imagine would have put up with the dreaded flies, spiders and cows to be with 

him for a while on his home ground. 

 

Auntie Edrie and Uncle marked their silver wedding anniversary with a couple of lines 

inserted in the family notices on page 8 in The Advertiser of Monday 23 September, 1940 

“Silver Wedding … Williams-Davies – On the 23
rd

 of September 1915 at Exeter, by the Rev. T. 

Shanks, Justus Williams to Edrie Davies, both of Birkenhead. Present address 3 Chapel Street 

Plympton.”  

  

With the hindsight of twenty five years of marriage behind her, Auntie Edrie was wise in her 

own way. One day towards the end of 1941 she was sitting on the verandah at 3 Chapel Street 

when Mum approached her. ‘Where’s Bill?’ asked Auntie. 

 

‘He had to go out, but he’ll be back,’ Mum said, and broached what 

was on her mind. ‘I think he’s going to propose marriage.’ 

 

‘It depends on what you say.’ 

 

‘I’ll say “yes” of course. I love him,’ Mum replied. 

 

‘But he has to love you too.’ 

 

When he returned, Bill asked mum to marry him and she said “yes” 

– but she was absolutely adamant that they needed a home of their 

own.  

 

Soon afterwards they announced their engagement in the Advertiser on the 29
th

 December, 

1941. “HASTWELL-CLARK - The engagement is announced of Pearl Aileen, second daughter 

of Mrs J Carlton, of Melbourne, and the late Mr A. Hastwell, to Robert William, only son of 

Mr and Mrs H.H. Clark, of Mypolonga."  
 
Robert William was only ever known as Bill, except by one of his aunts and his teacher at 

Thebarton school, who called him “Bob”.  They were the only two people he allowed to call 

him that, and certainly never Robert.  

 

Bill had been christened with the same birth name as his grandfather, Robert William Clark(e). 

The latter emigrated from Teesdale, Yorkshire, on the Orient Line's "Garonne", leaving 

Pearl Hastwell & Bill 

Clark  about the time of 

their engagement. 
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London for South Australia on 17th Apr 1878. After an incredibly long (even for those times) 

five month voyage he arrived in Adelaide on the 14 Sep 1878.  

  

In England he had worked in the carriage 

workshop for the Midland Railway Co. His 

first job in Adelaide, which he obtained 

almost immediately, was for Messrs Mellor 

Bros. Franklin Street. (The 1885 SA Directory 

published by Sands & MacDougall listed 

Mellor Bros. as agricultural implement 

manufacturers, on the north side of Franklin 

Street, near Morphett Street). 

 

 Only six days after arriving in Adelaide he began working for the Railways on North Terrace, 

Adelaide on 20 Sep 1878. Then he went to the Pt Wakefield workshops where he fitted up the 

first narrow gauge bogie carriage assembled in South Australia.  

 

On 25 July 1879 the SA Railways transferred him to Rivoli Bay in the South East. Early in the 

new year of 1881 he married Annie Jane McEwen Smith at Beachport in the South East of the 

state. Together they had five children - three sons and two daughters. Emily Louisa, their first 

daughter and eldest child, died unmarried aged only 26; Ada Clarice Clark never married and 

lived 72 years. None of the Clark family was destined for longevity. 

 

The eldest son, Thomas Hutchinson Clark, later went to New York, possibly in 1903 or 1904. 

His occupation in the U.S. Census of 1910 was that of ironer in a shirt collar factory. His 

address was Troy Ward 13, Rensselaer, New York. Thomas then worked for McAllister 

Towing on the New York barges where he died 6 June 1918 aged only 33 after an industrial 

accident, leaving behind his wife Caroline (nee Moon Van Pelt), a four year old, a twelve-

month old, and a baby of two months.  

 

Robert and Annie Jane’s youngest son, William Clarence Clark, 

married Ellen Maddigan and they had two daughters, Margaret 

(Peg) and Joan. William died in his fifties from a massive heart 

attack.  

 

The middle son was my grandfather – Bill’s dad – Herbert Hinde 

Clark. 

 

My great-grandfather’s life was thrown into turmoil when he lost 

his wife Annie to pneumonia on 30
th

 March 1893. His children 

were young. Emily Louisa was ten years old, Thomas Hutchinson 

eight, Herbert Hinde five, Ada Clarice three, and baby William was 

just three and a half months old.  

 

By 1903 my great-grand-father Robert William Clark had 

transferred from the South Australian Railways to the Factories Department to become an 

Robert William Clark(e), 

Wendy's paternal great-

grandfather 

Village of Bridge End, Startforth, UK, where Robert 

William Clark(e) was born; photo by Steve Clark 

early 21stC. 
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Inspector of Factories, and at that time lived in Augusta Street, Maylands. By 1911 he was a 

senior inspector and was appointed Chief Inspector of Factories, South Australia, in 1920.   

 

This extremely practical man was not only an engineer and 

wood-worker, but also something of a draughtsman and an 

artist. He produced exquisite paintings of flowers in oils 

and on lithophane, (very thin, unglazed white porcelain) a 

popular medium of the period. I still have a couple of his 

woodworking tools –spoke-shave and drawknife, his initials 

RWC stamped into them.  

  

At the end of World War I, Robert 

“placed” his son Herbert on a river-

front block in the dairying and 

orchard community at Mypolonga. 

The following year Herb Clark 

married his bride, my 

grandmother Ruby Gladys Moore, 

and they began their married life on the dairy farm. Young Robert 

William (always known as Bill) was born on the 2
nd

 April 1920, the 

same year that his grandfather was appointed Chief Inspector of 

Factories for South Australia.  Bill was an only child until his sister 

Clarice Lucy’s arrival five years later. 

  

Clothing was of course rationed during World War II, and Pearl had insufficient clothing 

coupons to make or buy a wedding dress, but one of her work-mates loaned her one. Her 

bridesmaid was Joyce, another work colleague, who remained a close friend until the end of 

her life.  

 

Pearl and Bill’s wedding took place on 15
th

 January 1944 

in the Plympton Methodist Church on the corner of 

Mooringe Avenue and Marion Road, and the reception 

was at her Aunt Edrie William’s house at 3 Chapel Street 

Plympton. Pearl’s friend and work colleague at Bryces, 

Joyce Bowden, was her bridesmaid; Bill’s workmate 

Colin Robertson was his best man.  

 

The newlyweds enjoyed their three day honeymoon at 

Pipiriki Guest House, Victor Harbor, with a three hour 

train trip each way though as Mum recalled, to her 

consternation there was no toilet on board! 
 

Their first home was an old house at 72 East Street 
Torrensville, which they rented from a Mrs D. Baker who 

had moved to Naracoorte in the South-East. She gave 

them to understand that it was theirs as long as they 

2 July 1919 - Marriage of Herbert 

Hinde Clark to Ruby Gladys Moore. 

1920 - Robert William (Bill) 

Clark, Herb & Gladys’ son 

15 Jan 1944 - Marriage of Bill Clark 

and Pearl Hastwell 
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needed it. They were glad of it, in spite of badly 

needed plumbing repairs, because all 

accommodation was at a premium due to the 

war.  

 

A quote from Clem Hewitt, Master Plumber of 

Torrensville in September 1944 for work which 

the landlady wanted done on the bathroom, 

showed a startling difference in cost between a 

galvanised bath at two pounds ten shillings, and 

a cast enamel bath for ten pounds twelve 

shillings! He offered a supplied and fixed medium chip heater for seven pounds, a little more 

than the cost of a cast enamel hand basin. Mr Hewitt estimated that 24 sheets of galvanised 

iron would be needed along with six pounds of roofing nails, half a pound of solder, charcoal 

and spirits, and labour at 13 hours for himself “and a man” at five shillings and five pence an 

hour, bringing the quote to eleven pounds three shillings and three pence – not counting the 

bath, basin and chip heater. 

 

From what ensued, I do not think he got the job. 

 

Some of the correspondence between the landlady and my parents tell of shortages … “ (May 

1945)…Received rent and enclosing receipt for same. I had no luck in getting the bath all the 

shops had the same answer no baths. You have to be put on the waiting list …” 

 

Seven months later she wrote “Received your letter a few days ago, glad the bath as at last 

arrived, yes certainly Bill you get the enamel paint that you want and I will pay for it, you 

send in the account for enamel, get a good brand as it is really cheaper in the end, I will send 

money to pay for bath at the end of week...” 

  

In July of 1945 Pearl and Bill must have been wondering whether they could purchase the 

vacant block of land next door to no. 72, for Mrs Baker wrote “…I am asking three pounds ten 

shillings per foot, I do not know what Jackman & Treloar would ask if they sell it, I am not 

very anxious to sell, and land will be very hard to get later on especially in Torrensville, sorry 

the plumber cannot do the repairs it’s very hard just at the present time, maybe when the men 

from the services are released things will be better I hope so …” 

 

With the land-lady’s permission Bill kept the grass on the block mowed and Pearl gathered up 

all the empty food tins which they found littering the block. There was also an old almond tree 

growing there. 

 

My mother had an uncanny ability to “feel” things concerning those closest to her. She told 

me of the time when Bill had hurt himself at work – at the same time as the incident happened 

she experienced a sudden, inexplicable pain. When he came home that evening and told her 

about it she just said “I know, and it happened at such-and-such a time.” 

 

Pearl & Bill Clark's first home, Torrensville, SA 
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Perhaps she had inherited that from her mother Gladys. The story told by Mum’s sisters 

Daphne and Joy, who lived with Gladys at her home in Thornbury, Victoria, was that on the 

7
th

 July 1978, my grandmother was eating her lunch at home when Daph and Joy, who had 

finished their meal, said they would take her clock to the jeweller for repairs. She announced 

‘I am ready to go. I will never see my clock again.’ They took the clock to the jeweller; he was 

closed, but they got another in the district to accept the clock. When Daph and Joy got home, 

my grandmother had died. 

 

When still only in their early twenties, both Mum and Dad had all their teeth removed and 

wore dentures. With one of them the gums were so damaged that their teeth simply fell over, 

with the other the gums were fine but the teeth were all badly decayed.  

 

The rented house at 72 East Street, Torrensville has since been demolished, but it consisted of 

four reasonable-sized rooms, with two rooms separated by a lobby at the rear. One room had a 

slate floor; the other had a gas stove and an old wood stove. Mum said everything “leaned” 

because of the slight slope on the floorboards – a common occurrence before the advent of 

adequate foundations being laid under houses to counter the effect of Adelaide’s Bay of 

Biscay soil. 

 

Mum was considerably upset with the results of some of her earlier cookery attempts. Her first 

chocolate cake was spoiled thanks to the sloping floor, but she said Bill soon made a wooden 

wedge and put it under the corner of the gas oven. Her very first batch of plum jam was 

successful, but rats ate the lot! (Jam jars in those days were sealed with circles of cellophane 

dampened and stretched tight over the top of the jar, with only a rubber band to hold it in place 

– no barrier to hungry rodents.) So Dad had to make a rat trap – he tried four places to buy one, 

but there were none in stock. Mum said the home-made trap worked a treat. 

 

The house also had a cellar, and a verandah partly walled with timber lattice. The back fence 

was the side fence of Thebarton Technical School. Mum recalled an almond tree which Dad 

used to prune, and a neighbour called Hilda. The house needed a huge amount of cleaning 

when they moved in; it was not the cleanest, and Mum was fastidious in her housekeeping, so 

between them they used, she said, a lot of elbow grease. There were no easy-clean surfaces in 

the 1940’s. 

 

In July 1945 Pearl and Bill received a letter of reassurance from their landlady “…Just a few 

lines to ask if the plumber as done the work yet. I forgot to mention to have account sent to me. 

I also want to tell you that I have had inquiries re block of land and if I get my price I will sell 

same, but I can assure you that the house is definitely not for sale. I thought I better mention it, 

just in case you where feeling uneasy, enclosing receipt for rent.” 

 

But the young couple had every intention of buying their own land as soon as they could. 

  

On 8
th

 April 1946 Robert William Clark and Pearl Aileen Clark signed the South Australian 

Lands Titles Office Memorandum of Transfer of Allotment 130, Hundred of Adelaide, County 

of Adelaide, in the subdivision of lots 38, 48 and 43 of Section 102 “laid out as West 

Richmond”. The agent was Shuttleworth & Letchford. 
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Mum must have been so thrilled, and not a little nervous. Their own patch, ready for their own 

home – but it could be built only after they had paid off the block. 53’wide and 147’10” deep, 

with an overgrown boxthorn hedge at the front, an old cattle trough, and ninety six pounds, 

seventeen shillings and sixpence worth of summer-baked Bay of Biscay soil. Hard work ahead, 

but they were young and energetic.  

Mum related how one night in the early years of their marriage, they had retired to bed in their 

Torrensville house when they heard explosions and the sound of crackling fire. They dressed 

quickly and ran to the scene to find the furniture factory well alight. The cabinet-makers’ 

workshop and the paint and polish workshop with its volatile materials were burning fiercely, 

flames leaping high in the night sky, the corrugated iron curling in the heat and an outside 

power box flaming. According to Mum, Dad said at the time ‘Oh, our tools – all our tools!’ 

Tools were an important issue because in those late war years it was not simply a matter of 

buying a replacement set, even if one had the money. Dad valued his hand tools all his life and 

treated them with almost as much care as he did his children. Fortunately they later found that 

the tools had been saved, the fire being mostly contained within the polish shop.  

I should add here that although there was a furniture factory fire in the area, according to old 

newspaper reports, I have been unable to substantiate the date. 

George Small opened a new factory at Edwardstown, 

to which Dad cycled every day from Torrensville. 

During the war years the company switched from 

furniture manufacture to munitions cases, and in fact 

the bedroom suite which Dad helped make at Smalls 

for him and Pearl was the last suite of furniture to be 

made before the War. 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The bedroom suite, later given to Wendy & 

her husband John Baker when they 

married in 1971. 
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CHAPTER 6  ENDINGS … 

When Pearl was three months pregnant with her and Bill’s first baby, Auntie’s pleasure at the 

prospect of new life in the family must have been diminished by Uncle’s unexpected death in 

1946.  

A series of newspaper clippings, kept ever since by my mother, tell the story.   

“Cyclist injured – Justus Williams, 58, of Chapel Street, Plympton, fractured his left leg in a 

collision between his bicycle and a motor car on Anzac Highway, Keswick, yesterday. He was 

admitted to the Royal Adelaide Hospital.” 

“Death After Accident – Justice Williams, 57, railway employe, of Chapel Street, Plympton, 

died yesterday in the Royal Adelaide Hospital. Williams was admitted to the hospital on June 

24, having broken his right thigh in a cycle accident.” 

The irony of it all came out at the inquest. "Knocked down by Friend's Car - A 57-year-old 

railway checker was knocked off his bicycle by a friend driving a motor car, and died four and 

a half months later, it was revealed at an inquest today. The acting city coroner (Mr Ziesing) 

found that Justus Williams, of Chapel street, Plympton, died at the Royal Adelaide Hospital on 

November 8 from toxaemia from a bed sore, following injuries received on June 24 at Anzac 

Highway, Keswick, when a collision occurred between his bicycle and a motor car driven by 

Harry Alfred Bannear, licensed bookmaker, of Long street, Plympton. "On the evidence before 

me, I find Bannear was not guilty of any negligent driving," he said. Banner said in evidence 

that he had known him for about 11 years. They lived opposite one another. Mr. J.F. Brazel 

appeared for Bannear." 

Justus’ premature death must have been lingering, painful and horrible. 

Auntie buried her husband on the 

afternoon of 11 November 1946, in 

Section L in Cheltenham Cemetery, 

Drive C, Site no. 292S. Her “In 

Memoriam” notice a year later 

shows only her love for him. 

“Williams – In loving memory of 

my dear husband Justus (Sandy), 

passed away November 8, 1946. 

One sad year has passed, so much 

in life is lacking, how sadly do I 

miss you, Justus, when I see your 

vacant chair, for the one I loved is 

missing from the home we used to 

share. I miss his every step, I miss 

him when I need a friend; God alone knows how I miss you as I walk through life alone. 

Lonely and sad I lie at night, when others are asleep; tears for you sweetheart, keep falling; 

Justus and Edrie Williams (nee Davies), possibly at Glenelg, SA. 
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though none can see me weep – Sadly missed by his loving wife, Edrie, 3 Chapel street, 

Plympton.” 

My parents – given my mother’s opinion of her uncle it was perhaps only out of respect for 

Auntie - also marked the occasion, briefly and without sentimentality, in the personal columns 

of the newspaper: “Williams – In memory of Uncle Justus, who died on November 8, 1946 – 

inserted by Pearl and Bill”. 

CHAPTER 8 … AND BEGINNINGS 

In the autumn of 1947 Pearl and Bill Clark’s first daughter, Wendy Robyn, was born at the 

Queen Victoria Maternity Hospital opposite Victoria Park Racecourse in Adelaide. I arrived a 

little later than anticipated – apparently some three weeks - determinedly unmoved by the 

doses of castor oil Auntie urged Mum to take to “hurry things up”! 

 Jesse and Gladys Carlton came to Adelaide from Melbourne to visit, presumably to see me, 

their grandchild. Mum said that on their return Jesse went to have a rest. My grandmother 

went to the bedroom to see him – she came out, walked down the passageway and said to the 

rest of the family there “Dad’s gone.”  I was only 4 days old, so he was the other grandfather I 

never knew. Both the Hastwell and the Carlton children had all loved him and his loss was 

greatly mourned both by his own and by his step-children. 

Mum said that as an energetic baby I kicked and 

splashed so much in the old zinc bath-tub in their 

East Street house that they had to bathe me in the 

wide lobby between the two back rooms. When I 

started to walk (apparently I never crawled!) Dad 

fixed a gate at the top of the cellar stairs so I would 

not tumble down head-first.  

The landlady answered a letter of Pearl and Bill’s 

in July 1947, sending her “hearty congrats. You 

lucky people having a little daughter no doubt it’s 

the best baby girl in Torrensville. About the gas 

heater its ok with me you go ahead, so long as you paid for it, personally I do not like the gas 

and I intend to have a bath room fitted up under verander [sic]but cannot see any hope of 

doing it until the new year much has I would like it done.”  

I can imagine my parents’ frustration with their antiquated bathroom facilities! 

While I was still only a toddler, Mum and Dad faced eviction from their rented home when the 

owner Mrs B., who had previously gone to live with her hotelier sister at Naracoorte in the 

South-east of South Australia, needed to resume tenancy of her own house.  

She wrote, on the 27
th

 January 1948, “Just a few lines to let you know that Mr B. has got a 

transfer to Adelaide and we will be wanting the house to live in, but if you have no other plans 

1947 Baby Wendy in the bathtub at  East St, 

Torrensville. 
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I am quite willing to share it with you, I cannot tell you for certain when we will be leaving 

here, we don’t know anything definite ourselves yet, but soon has [sic] I do I will let you know, 

I will very likely be in Adelaide early next week and will call and see you, so you two talk it 

over and let me know, I know it’s hard to get a house these days and I don’t like having to tell 

you we are coming down, but maybe we can come to some agreement, we are getting the 

summer at last, just a little too hot for my liking, well cheerio for now kindest regards to you 

both, Yours sincerely, D. B.”   

Her previous letter, only three weeks before, gave no hint that the situation had changed, so 

receiving this must have been a real blow to my parents. They knew how difficult it would be 

to share the house with the landlords, and so Dad took their case to court, to no avail.  

All her life my mother kept those statements of rejection from letting agents, their company 

names rubber stamped on the pages of a notebook and signed and dated with “Nothing 

available”. Days of my father going to one office after another, while my mother pushed me 

in my wooden-framed pusher, common at that time. They exhausted forty different agents 

between the 10
th

 April and 15
th

 June. Reluctantly in 1948 they moved into a couple of rooms 

at 3 Chapel Street Plympton with Mum’s widowed aunt Edrie.  

The years my parents spent at Edrie’s house were not the happiest for them, as they had to 

share meagre facilities with Edrie and later with her spinster sister Olive as well.  

The house in Chapel Street comes back to me in vivid memory patches, because I lived there 

with Mum and Dad from the time I was fourteen months old until I was almost five. 

It was red brick, the front verandah adorned with cast iron “lace”,  and inside was a central 

passageway from front to back. I remember two front rooms, and behind them the living room 

on one side and a smaller room on the other. There was a step down from the living room into 

the corrugated iron lean-to housing the kitchen and bathroom. Feathery asparagus fern ran riot 

in the garden, as did a bushy creeper with what I thought were the prettiest blue flowers; I now 

know it was old-fashioned and rampant plumbago. Out the back was a disused chook-yard 

with a sagging wire netting fence, Auntie’s prop clothes-line, a red-bricked pathway to the 

toilet and an old shed nearby that served also as a laundry. I recall the garden as a riot of 

grape-vines and a rhubarb patch. 

My mother tried to devise ways of keeping me quietly amused without annoying my great-

aunts. There was no indoor toilet – “the lavvy” was down the back by the fence, which meant 

a slippery trek during winter. The ornately carved toilet pan with a wooden seat seemed huge 

to me. I was always frightened that I would fall in. A handle dangled at the end of a rusty 

chain and when tugged, brought forth a mighty rushing waterfall from the cast-iron cistern 

high above. 

Nor was there any hot water in the house – it had to be first heated in the wood-fired copper in 

the shed or by boiling kettles on the ancient smelly gas stove.   
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The bathroom was separated from the kitchen in the corrugated iron lean-to by a partition 

which did not reach all the way to the ceiling, and although I have no real memory of this 

(apart from watching the bathwater gurgle out through a pipe through the iron wall into an 

open drain to the rhubarb patch) I am sure that room must have been hot in summer and 

freezing in winter.  

On wash day Mum had to get the fire going beneath the copper, full of water, which gradually 

heated up. Once hot enough a bar of Velvet soap was used to lather collars, cuffs and dirty 

spots, the clothes were dropped into the hot water, and after a suitable time of immersion 

removed gingerly with the aid of the pot-stick and deposited into cement wash-troughs. After 

some energetic scrubbing on the ribbed glass washboard, the garments were put into the other 

trough full of rinse water. Following hand-wringing, everything was then pegged with dolly-

pegs onto the clothes-line, a length of wire attached to a post at each end and propped up by 

sticks with a “v” notch at the top to cradle the wire. Of course, if it was too windy, the 

inevitable happened and the clean clothes ended up on the ground.  

I shared my bedroom with stored furniture and boxes whose odd shapes and angles frightened 

me at night. The dining room was dark and gloomy with heavy dark curtains and the walls 

covered in equally dark and gloomy English landscapes. 

In the passageway near the front door hung a frame containing several postcard-sized 

watercolour drawings of horses, which I loved, as I was very much a “horsey” child ever since 

grey Dobbin was pointed out to me in my rag picture book. The delicate little watercolours in 

this frame were a happy contrast to the dark old paintings in the dining room. 

Just after Christmas in 1948, Mum and Dad took me 

to Melbourne to visit her mother Gladys. The 

Overland Express, a misnomer if ever there was, was 

a night train pulled by a steam locomotive, with 

frequent delays during the long trip.  

There was supper at Murray Bridge refreshment 

Gran Carlton's house, 22 Collins St, Thornbury, Victoria 

in January 1949 

January 1949 - 3 generations - Gladys, her 

daughter Pearl and grand-daughter Wendy 
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room, and breakfast the next day, I believe at Ballarat. Mum said ‘the train was being used by 

a lot of servicemen after the war. The carriages had a corridor next to the windows on one 

side, with doors opening into small compartments with two seats facing each other.’ 

A soldier in their compartment lay on the floor to sleep to give Mum and Dad more space to 

let me sleep on the seat.  

Mum told me that she felt awful and said ‘You can’t lie on the floor, its filthy, covered in 

cigarette butts!’ But the gallant soldier replied ‘It’s like this, I’m in the army.”  

According to Mum we all settled to sleep, with me cradled on her lap, but in the middle of the 

night apparently I rolled off Mum’s lap and landed on the poor sleeping soldier, who grunted 

“ooof” in sleepy surprise. Mum said she apologised and he said ‘That’s okay lady, but you can 

have your baby back!’ 

Mum told me of another trip by “The Overland” to Melbourne, 

when I was about two years old, to visit my grandmother. On that 

occasion, Dad had left the train at the railway station refreshment 

rooms to buy something for the family, and a male passenger told 

me that my daddy was not coming back. I do not remember 

anything of the incident but I can only imagine that my mother 

would have told the man exactly what she thought of him for 

trying to frighten her child!  

 

 

 

CHAPTER 9  A HOME OF THEIR OWN – LIFE IN THE FIFTIES & SIXTIES 

Mum and Dad had bought a block of land in 1946 on a new sub-division of a dairy farm on 

the eastern boundary of what would become Adelaide Airport. Parafield Aerodrome was then 

the city’s airport. The land where the airport was to be sited was swampy, with market 

gardens, almond orchards and farms abutting Marion Road.  

While boarding with Mum’s aunt, my parents saved up to have their house built on the block 

at Penrhyn (now West Richmond), where they spent most fine weekends clearing boxthorn 

hedges and preparing for construction. They cycled to and from the block with garden tools 

tied to the bikes, with me perched on a little seat in front of Dad on his bike. My parents 

gradually established a vegetable garden. Mum seemed to be proud of saying ‘We went 

without lamb chops for five years to save money!’   It was not just a matter of saving, but of 

having to paying off the block of land before they were allowed by the bank to start building. 

February 1949, Wendy with 

grandmother Gladys Carlton, 

formerly Hastwell (nee 

Davies) 
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Post-war red tape and materials shortages meant that building a home was not straightforward. 

At the end of June 1948 the State Government Building Materials Office acknowledged that 

my parents’ “priority of need is recognised” and consideration would be given to the issue of 

a building permit provided that terracotta roofing tiles not be used, and that they forward “two 

plans and specifications and a builder’s contract price in writing for a house at a satisfactory 

price and limited to your minimum requirements and not exceeding 1,250 square feet overall 

area”.  

These instructions were followed and two years later in October 1950 Bill finally received a 

reply from the Building Materials Office to the effect that “we regret to advise that we cannot 

allow foundations to be laid for a future sleep-out as the total 

overall area would then exceed 1,250 square feet”. They had to 

be content with a two bed-roomed house, or make the rooms very 

small, which Mum was not prepared to do. 

New home-buyers now would be shocked at the way building 

materials were handled in the early fifties. The bricks arrived on a 

tip-truck and were simply up-ended into piles, with little thought 

for the inevitable chipping and breaking. These “seconds” were 

used for the inside walls of the “double-brick” house, as a good 

covering of plaster covered the damaged bricks. Much of the 

timber for the roof carpenters was still a little green – many of the 

houses built then now have roofs with a decided dip in the middle 

as the green timber has sagged beneath the weight of tiles, and 

years. Scaffolding was minimal and was often only planks lashed between poles.  

Mum and Dad cycled everywhere, not having a car. Not very many people we knew then did 

have a car.  I remember Sunday bike-rides, with me sitting in front of Dad, to see the almond 

blossom.  While the house was slowly being built, Dad had made the kitchen furniture, 

making all the frames, cupboards and drawers and storing them under the dubious shelter of 

Edrie’s disused chook-house. Dad must have had quite a share of his father’s pioneering 

disposition from those early days at Mypolonga. 

Dad photographed the house at various stages of its construction and although I had never 

noticed it before, with digitisation of the old 

Brownie prints I have realised that I am in some 

of them – standing in what would be the back 

door entrance of the house; playing in the back-

yard with Mum, and there I am, looking at the 

garden beds Dad had already laid out and dug 

over ready for his first crop of vegetables. 

It must have indeed been a wonderful day for 

Mum and Dad when they finally moved into their 

own home at 18 Trennery Street, Penrhyn (later to be renamed West Richmond) in 1952.  The 

builder was Westbury & Light, for a total cost of two thousand and fifty five pounds. Trennery 

1952 - 18 Trennery St, under construction  
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Street was then little more than an unmade farm track. In a photo Bill took at the time there 

was a house, since demolished, on the corner of Trennery Street and Marion Road.  

The State Bank of South Australia registered their mortgage for the house on 21
st
 March, 

1952. They had paid off the block of land, but now with mortgage repayments to meet there 

would not be too many luxuries for years to 

come. 

Bill was still working for Smalls Furniture 

Manufacturers when he, Pearl and I moved 

into number 18 – in fact, he worked at Smalls 

for 34 years until Christmas, 1975. I remember 

him in the early 1950’s rising in the dark and 

in winter donning a leather flying helmet with 

fur-lined ear flaps, leather gloves, wet weather 

gear, and riding his bike to Edwardstown from 

Penrhyn. He had to get there by 7 am, but was 

always home at 4.10 pm sharp unless he had overtime.  

Mum was a born worrier and watched the clock anxiously if he was even five minutes late, 

convinced that he had met with some accident. The fact that the St John Ambulance Station 

was sited only half a mile away on Marion Road, from where she could hear the frequent 

urgency of wailing sirens, did not help. Nor did we have a telephone. 

Cowandilla School was exactly one mile away. Mum used to walk with me, wheeling her 

bike, until she was sure I knew the route – along Trennery Street, turn left at Marion Road, 

cross this busy road (very cautiously!) continue along the east side of Marion Road and then 

turn right up Jenkins Street. After the full length of the street I came to the red brick school 

with its chimneys, lunch shed, sweeping pepper trees and “itchy-pod” trees. There was a 

scatter of prefabricated wooden classrooms and what to me was a dark, damp, smelly and 

scary toilet block.  

After leaving me at the gate Mum rode her bike 

back home. Later, Mum just saw me across 

Marion Road morning and afternoon, and later 

again I had the freedom of managing the trip to 

and from school all by myself. Mum never said 

“Goodbye” to us – it was always “See you later” 

as she had a fear that “goodbye” was too final. 

Mum filled in her days with housewifely chores. 

To my knowledge, at least in the 1950’s Mum 

was not in any clubs or groups. She had wanted 

her own home and now that she had it, it was 

indeed her castle, and looking after it was her 

pleasure as well as her duty. 

1950's - Interior, Smalls Furniture Manufacturers 

where Bill Clark worked for 34 years. 

Some of the kitchen cabinetry made by Bill 

Clark – prefabricated at Chapel St and 

reassembled in the new house. 
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She loved the big kitchen, the cooking area separated from the dining area by the cupboards 

Dad had made and painted. It had two windows that flooded the long room with light, 

something that had always been missing in the heavily curtained rooms at her Auntie Edrie’s 

house in Chapel Street. The lounge was big with a double window to the front, and my 

parents’ room was even bigger. The five-foot wide hallway was wide enough to play in and 

the bathroom with its louvred windows and green-painted concrete floor was typical of many 

similar fifties homes. My bedroom was large, and my parents’ room even larger. 

In the 1950’s, before my parents eventually acquired their dream refrigerator, (a cream-

enamelled Kelvinator with rounded top corners and an intriguing little chromed knight logo on 

the door), the ice-man called regularly. He carried a fascinating block of glistening ice, 

gripped in big metal tongs, which he dropped into a zinc-lined container in the top of the ice-

chest. Only rich people had refrigerators! But then, perhaps “rich” children never had the treat 

of sucking the shiny, deliciously cold slivers of chipped ice. 

We had a “Malleys” water heater near the earthenware back sink, an outside plumbing 

requirement in those days. The Malleys was a firebox surrounded by a water jacket, and fed by 

small timber off-cuts which my father brought home from his work at Smalls. In full fiery 

mode it seemed to breathe with a “whump-whump-whump” sound - I was quite positive this 

devil’s machine would blow up and so gave it a wide berth whenever it was alight. For Mum it 

gave the luxury of a good amount of hot water. For the morning face-washing routine she just 

used the gas stove to boil two kettles – one large and one small - on the gas stove, and 

carefully carried them to the bathroom hand-basin. 

My father was determined to have a car one day and built a shed, together with Mum’s help, 

from grey cement bricks to match the house. With great optimism and foresight he made it 

large enough to accommodate a car, much to the mirth of one of the neighbours who thought it 

a huge joke. ‘You’ll never be able to afford a car,’ he smirked. ‘You’re wasting your money 

making it that big.’ 

But Dad just quietly got on with the job, fitting louvred windows to the shed, concreting the 

floor, making tool cupboards and installing a heavy timber bench, now owned by his 

grandson. “The Shed” was Dad’s refuge, a place where he could invent and make gadgets, 

make furniture and mend shoes. He had a proper shoe-last and when our shoes needed new 

metal heel and toe-tips he would quickly take off the old ones and using a tack-hammer, nail 

the new tips on with shoe-tacks.  

I remember Mum calling him for tea and his response quite often was “Okay, just three more 

tacks” – it became quite a family joke. 

When I was eight years old, there were two important new arrivals in the household.  One was 

my baby sister Lyndell in winter 1955. For what seemed a very long time before she came on 

the scene I remember my mother lying around a lot on an uncomfortable-looking cane lounge, 

set up in the kitchen so that she could command operations, and I was dimly aware that she 

had a rather large tummy.  
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Dad also made a heavy plywood settee with Vynex-covered foam rubber cushions, much more 

comfortable for Mum than the cane lounge. It also had the advantage in that its base 

incorporated two large storage boxes. He designed it so that it could be converted to a day-

lounge which was handy as a “day-bed” for anyone sick, but 

at the stage of recuperation when the person wanted to be in 

the centre of family action.  

For my birthday in May that year Mum and Dad had made 

me a doll’s pram, almost a replica of the one they were going 

to use for “the baby”. Before ultrasound and scans were 

available there was no way of knowing the baby’s sex before 

its birth – mothers-to-be usually declared, if friends asked 

whether they wanted a boy or a girl, that they would just be 

happy to have a healthy baby. Dad made the body of the 

pram and Mum somehow cleverly made a fold-down brown 

Vynex hood. In an echo of his grand-father’s coachwork 

artistic skills Dad had a little gold-paint motif on the cream 

woodwork. I was quite rapt.  

I recall my thrifty, dress-making mother being apologetic that 

she had not been well enough to make enough clothes for me for school, so she had bought 

two floral cotton summer dresses. Great excitement! Clothes bought from a shop, just like the 

other children in my class wore! Poor Mum, I never let her see how much I adored those two 

dresses. 

When the time came for Mum to go to the Mile End hospital for the baby’s birth, Dad had to 

walk down Trennery Street to Marion Road and along to the public telephone to ring for a taxi 

– different times then! Some time later, after he and I went together to telephone the hospital 

to find out how things were going, I was excited to hear I had a baby sister. 

On the way home I saw one of the neighbour’s children. ‘I’ve got a 

baby sister; I’ve got a baby sister!’ I yelled. Kay, an only child, 

glared at me and scoffed ‘You’re always having baby sisters!’ which 

comment I thought was rather unfair, given that it had taken 8 years 

for me to acquire just one sibling. Great-grandmother Mary Ann 

Hastwell, that hardy bearer of 13 children, would have turned in her 

grave. But I did think baby Lyndell Joy Clark was rather special. The 

doctor charged ten guineas for his attendance, which would have 

been a considerable sum of money then, and the hospital charged 

£15-16-00 (including one pound for laundry) for the ten days Mum 

was resident. 

The other major arrival in my life was The Motor Car, quickly christened “The Old Girl”. 

Dad’s dream had finally come true.  A 1937 Morris, it had a side-opening bonnet; a one-

winged eagle adorned thermometer atop the chrome radiator frame, and headlamps like giant 

Dolls' pram made by Pearl & Bill. 

The doll on the left is the celluloid 

“Gwennie” re-named “Laurie”! 

Lyndell, at 11 months  
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eyeballs on sticks. There was no boot, and on top of the roof was a large fabric patch. The 

vehicle had spent its last years nestled in a stable. 

The internal lining was torn and mildewed but 

undeterred, Mum set about making new a new 

lining, Dad made a new roof patch, and there 

was no stopping them. Mum was determined to 

get to Melbourne to show off my baby sister to 

our grandmother Gladys, the twin aunts Daphne 

and Joy, Uncle Collin and his wife Amy, and 

Mum’s half-siblings Beryl Hastings and Kevin 

Carlton. Dad was fearful about all the “what-

if’s” with a 20 year old car over a journey of 

hundreds of miles in January heat. Melbourne 

may just as well have been the moon. However 

I do not believe he had any real say in the 

matter!  

He made a water-bag carrier (oh the taste of wet hessian!) and made a wooden luggage box 

which he attached to the rear of the car. My sister’s pusher was strapped on top of the wooden 

box; it was my duty, started as a joke by Dad but taken in deadly earnest by me, to ensure at 

all times by peering through the little rear window, that the pusher was indeed still with us. As 

a joke it failed miserably.  

Maximum speed of “the old girl” was 37 miles per hour, but she preferred 30. By leaving 

home before four in the morning in the Christmas holidays 1957/58, we arrived at Tailem 

Bend for breakfast at about 7 a.m. We sat on the running board to eat our cereal. Fourteen 

hours later we stopped just over the Victorian border near a service station and slept in the car 

– Dad had ingeniously contrived to make the front seat a “layback” seat, and had built a 

wooden platform in front of the rear seat for Lyndell to sleep on. 

The following day we took a mere twelve hours to reach my grandmother’s home at 22 

Collins Street, Thornbury. Dad got lost in the suburbs a couple of times and inadvertently 

ended up at Flemington racecourse, insisting that he could find the way until Mum finally 

persuaded him to stop and ask someone for directions. “It runs off High Street,” Dad said. “Oh 

– you wanta da High Street, or you wanta da Bligh Street?” the Italian asked. 

By the time we arrived at Gran’s house I was so tired I was half asleep, and made a complete 

hash of opening the boiled egg Gran gave me for tea. ‘Fancy a big girl like you not being able 

to cut the top off a boiled egg!’ she said. This was my grandma? I nearly died of 

embarrassment before Mum rescued me with ‘It’s been a very long trip, Mum and we’re all 

tired.’  If it hadn’t been for the absolute fascination of my twin maiden aunties, the bright little 

garden gnomes and the over-fed black and white cat who was the love of their lives, I could 

almost have wanted to go home.  

The 1937 Morris, bought in 1955,  for which Mum 

sewed a new interior lining. This photo was taken 

on a camping trip to Morgan, S.A. in 1960  
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The whole family seemed to 

survive our holiday, and 

Dad was happy as he was 

able to help “The Girls” 

(Mum’s twin sisters Daphne 

and Joy) with some of their 

woodwork queries. I was 

perplexed by these maiden 

aunts who looked so much 

alike and enjoyed teasing me 

with “Which one am I, 

Wendy?” 

Back at home, my mother 

kept a “Home Diary”, a 

fairly detailed, though 

sporadic, record of the 

purchase price and 

itemisation of what she and Dad considered major items in their budget. Looking at it I can see 

what they considered necessary; the Singer sewing machine bought for seventy-one pounds in 

September 1954; her first Mixmaster in 1955, and the 20-gallon Rheem Gas Water Heater 

costing one hundred and fifty six pounds ten shillings in September 1959.  

The sewing machine was in frequent use; when not making clothes for the family, or machine 

mending, or making curtains, my mother put buttonholes in garments for other people, earning 

a little extra cash. I remember the red and white gingham curtains she made for the kitchen, 

and also her dismay at their rapid fading in the sun.  The Mixmaster was her pride and joy, 

with a baking day at least once a week; cockles, Chester squares, fruit and nut biscuits, the 

annual Christmas cake and puddings (one for Christmas Day, one for New Year’s Day), fruit 

pies, vegetable pasties and sausage rolls … the whirr of the beaters and the Singer’s song were 

comforting sounds of home in my young life. 

Prior to Christmas each year I would be just about beside myself waiting for the ritual of 

“doing the decorations”. This necessarily involved my father as he needed to climb on a step-

ladder to attach paper and crepe paper streamers to the curtain pelmets with drawing pins. 

Mum could never get higher than the third step of a ladder because she started to lose her 

balance. She had enormous faith in two household helpers; one was Tarzan’s Grip, a clear 

glue far superior to Clag, and the other was Butterfly tape, a paper tape which came on a metal 

dispenser with a butterfly shape on it, from memory. Other decorations were put up using 

these indispensables. Anything at No. 18 which could not be fixed – or affixed - by Tarzan’s 

Grip or Butterfly tape was deemed unworthy of being on view.  

1962 – A later trip to Melbourne to see Mum’s mother & the twins. 

Wendy was 15 and her sister Lyndell 7. 
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Until glues such as Contact adhesive and Selleys Aquadhere came into being, Smalls used 

animal glues and wooden dowels in the manufacture of their furniture. Anything Dad made at 

home, of course, was also put together this way. My father had a glue-pot, which was one pot 

containing the glue sitting in a bigger pot containing water, and this had to be “cooked” to a 

suitable consistency on Mum’s stove, much to her disgust. It smelled awful, being a natural 

gelatinous mess made from cattle hoofs. But we all loved the beautiful furniture and other 

items Dad made using this glue (applied with a brush) and wooden dowels. 

Dad made his own photographic enlarger and portable 

darkroom for developing black and white negatives. He 

loved photography and both he and Mum had Brownie box 

cameras. Now with his home-made equipment he was able 

to develop other people’s photos, which also brought in a 

little extra cash. It was a special treat to be allowed to 

watch the process of images appearing by magic on the 

photographic paper. He made me a pin-hole camera, and 

also let me play with some of the light-sensitive paper, 

putting it outside in the sun with some small object on it. I 

was fascinated with the silhouetted result. 

Before their acquisition of “the Old Girl” and my baby 

sister Bill and Pearl made a number of visits ‘home’ to 

Herbert Hinde and Ruby Gladys Clark (nee Moore) at 

Littlehampton. Their first attempts by motor coach were 

disastrous as I suffered from travel sickness, but after they 

followed someone’s suggestion of train travel, things 

improved. Whether it was the smoother passage or the 

hypnotic ‘clickety-clack’, I was not train-sick and enjoyed the journeys. It also engendered a 

passion for rail travel, despite my being terrified of the panting, belching steam locos. We had 

to alight at Mt Barker Junction, where there was no platform, and I vaguely remember being 

lifted down by Dad. It always seemed to be at night – I think we went there occasionally on 

Friday evenings and returned on Sunday evenings. 

Herb Clark and his son-in-law Reg Masters could so 

easily have died on that railway line.  Herb drove a Ford 

soft-top which he had purchased near the beginning of 

World War II.  I remember Dad telling us about ‘the 

accident’ from which his father and brother-in-law 

miraculously walked away with only abrasions to Reg’s 

left ear. I asked Clarice Masters, Reg’s wife (and Dad’s 

sister) if she could remember more detail and she wrote 

‘It [the Ford] came to grief in 1955 when Herb and Reg 

were going to work and they were hit by a train at a level crossing at Littlehampton. At that 

time the bushes and small trees near the crossing made it impossible to see trains until you 

were almost on the lines. After many near misses and finally the accident the Railways cleared 

things up which made vision a lot better and it now has a stop sign. Herb only had a few 

Bill Clark's home-made 

photographic enlarger  

Herb Clark's car - before the train 

smash! 
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minor bruises and Reg had a few cuts and the car was a write-off. When they went to the 

wreckers next day to pick up a few things from the car, their lunch flask was still okay with hot 

tea in it!! He then bought an F.J. Holden – very smart at that particular time.’ 

The environment at ‘Hampton Lodge’ helped nurture my love of the Adelaide hills, of 

animals, and of reading. I remember my Grandpa Herb Clark as a small man but big in my 

adoring eyes, with a rather prominent nose and a kind, soft voice. Grandma was tall, imposing 

with beautiful white hair which, it was said, turned white before she was forty. She wore 

glasses and had one eye which turned in, a source of fascination for me, and apparently the 

result of an altercation with a horned cow some time in the 1920’s. During her dairying days at 

Mypolonga she had put herself between toddling Clarice and a stroppy cow, resulting in the 

injury.   

On the rare occasions when we visited the 

old house at Littlehampton, Grandpa used to 

wake me early from my temporary bed in the 

‘box room’ off the hallway, and encourage 

me to eat a couple of biscuits  before 

breakfast – something I was never permitted 

to do at home. I was then allowed to watch 

him hand-milking the few cows he had in his 

retirement. I remember being impressed, 

though never afraid, of the big bull that he 

had in a yard near the dairy.  

Grandpa’s standards of hygiene could never, alas, be good enough for my mother. He would 

come clomping inside in his boots from the morning milking, and sit down in the kitchen by 

the wood stove. Once I saw him impale a slice of bread on the tines of a toasting fork, and 

hold it over the flame to turn to crusty gold toast. As he withdrew it, the toast fell off the fork. 

No worries! Grandpa picked it up, and “dusted” it off against his trousers, which of course 

were none too clean after the dairy work. I probably would never have remembered this if 

Mum had not been so horrified! 

When we visited in summer, and a hot meal was served, Gran told 

us cheerfully to “eat it up before the blowies get it!” – given the 

size of the blowflies, it was no idle threat. 

In summer-drowsy afternoons Gran encouraged me to use the 

‘sewing room’, a step-down room at the other end of the house, 

where there was an old rocking horse, and most important to me, a 

glass fronted cupboard full of books. There were all the classics - 

books and authors long revered by Gran since her childhood - 

Ethel Turner, Mary Grant Bruce, and Aeneas Gunn. I liked to sit in 

the cool quiet of the little room to read. Sometimes I took We of 

the Never Never, Seven Little Australians or something from the 

Billabong series into the long living room and curled up on the 

Hampton Lodge, Littlehampton, where Herb Clark & 

Ruby Gladys lived in retirement in 1946.  

Herb Clark with grand-

daughter Wendy.  
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horse-hair stuffed sofa beneath a window where blowflies buzzed desultorily against the rolled 

glass. If I wanted to I could go onto the back verandah to read, on an old sofa there piled with 

past copies of the Australian Woman’s Weekly. 

I always knew Gran Clark as ‘Gran-in-the-country’ (said as one word!) or ‘big-Gran’ to 

distinguish her from my mother’s mother who was the mysterious ‘Gran-in-Melbourne’ or 

‘little-Gran’ whom I did not meet until I was eight. Little Gran was as small and frail as big 

Gran was tall and solid;  but both women were immensely strong within themselves and had 

taken all life’s knocks in their stride.  

Occasionally Gran and Grandpa Clark came to visit us at home along with their daughter 

Clarice, her husband Reg and our cousins Ian, Susan and Deidre. This usually seemed to be 

just before the Royal Adelaide Show, and Grandpa would give me two shillings to buy myself 

a sample bag. I recall these kind country relatives always brought a dressed fowl wrapped in 

damp newspaper. In the 1950’s, prior to processed frozen and fresh chicken being readily and 

inexpensively available, chicken was a rare treat for our table and something usually enjoyed 

only for Christmas and birthdays.  

In the later 1950’s when we drove to Gran and Grandpa’s place, my cousins would come over 

from their nearby house, and we would play in the ‘pine forest’, a stand of native pines. We 

could do and be whatever we wanted, free of adult interference. Sometimes on these visits we 

all went into “The Mount” where we walked up and down the main street of Mt Barker, 

looking in the shop windows.  It was a real country town then, with not a hint of a 

supermarket, and two-way traffic in Gawler Street. The tannery and associated industries were 

still busy. 

On other occasions Gran and Grandpa, Mum and Dad, Auntie Clarice and Uncle Reg would 

all go for a walk with us children over the 40 acre farm, picking wildflowers – among them 

shivery grass and dandelion clocks. They were sweet, magic times and in the innocence of 

childhood I thought it would always be like this. 

I do not recall ever being punished by Mum, although the wooden spoon or the flyswat was 

often put in full view at the end of the kitchen bench, or “counter” as she called it. She could 

usually bring me to heel very quickly with her tongue, like the time I had been dawdling – 

really dawdling – home from school and for some reason was walking backwards the length 

of Trennery Street. So I did not see that my mother was standing at the front gate talking to the 

neighbour while she waited for me to turn up. Time has erased what she said, but not the 

humiliation of being “growled at” in front of the neighbour! Dad only ever smacked me once 

that I remember, and that was when I was cheeky to Mum, something he would not abide. 

When I was about twelve, Grandpa Clark died from a heart attack on 10 January, 1960, aged 

71 years. After being out one day, he had come home, changed and gone up the hill to feed the 

chooks and, feeling poorly, had evidently reached for his heart tablets – but they were in his 

other pair of trousers. Herb Clark was buried in St James Church of England cemetery at 

Blakiston, between Littlehampton and Nairne.  The story goes that the funeral had to be 

delayed a little as the grave-diggers encountered solid rock which had to be blasted. 
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My mother never attended funerals. I 

remember the radio being on, and Mum trying 

not to cry in front of me, industriously doing 

the washing, and coincidentally hearing the 

song My Grandfather’s Clock on the radio.  

For a twelve-year-old with a keen sense of the 

melodramatic, it was devastating. He was my 

only Grandpa, and I had dearly loved him. 

Although we had two “Grans” –Mum’s mother 

Gladys Carlton (formerly Hastwell nee 

Davies) and Dad’s mother Ruby Gladys Clark (nee Moore) I always felt closest to my great-

aunt Edrie, whom Mum called “Wib” and who was just “Auntie” to us girls, as we had no 

other easily accessible aunts. Auntie was part of our lives and came to our place regularly – I 

think it may have been fortnightly on Thursdays, from memory. When she had to leave 3 

Chapel Street due to it being condemned by council as unfit for habitation, Mum and Dad 

helped her find accommodation in what was known as “Sunshine Cottages” in Sussex Street, 

Glenelg. It was a large old house divided into, I think, three flats – one for Auntie, one for her 

sister the spinster Auntie Ollie, and I do not know who occupied the third.  

There were many minor repairs to be seen to in these flats and Dad fixed everything that 

needed to be mended, oiled, loosened, tightened or painted. On the days she visited us at 

Trennery Street, Auntie liked to darn all the socks that needed mending which Mum had saved 

up for her to do. We all ate tea together and not long afterwards Dad would take her home to 

Glenelg. As they drove down Anzac Highway in summer past the sporting oval she would say 

of the cricketers ‘Look at all those nice young men in their white flannels!’ In Auntie’s view, 

clothes definitely “madeth the man” and 

provided a man was well-dressed then he 

could not possibly have any bad intentions. 

Auntie was a stout though short lady and I 

always remember her with permed grey hair, 

gold-edged pearl clip-on earrings, twinkling 

eyes, and warm cuddly arms; she smelled of 

face powder and always seemed kind and 

gentle.  

Lyndell did not attend Cowandilla School, but went instead to the newly built Netley 

Demonstration School. By 1960 Marion Road was a really busy road and Netley school, also a 

mile from home, could be reached by quiet back streets. From 1960 to 1963 I was a secondary 

student at Adelaide Technical High School on the corner of North Terrace and Frome Road, 

travelling by bus. Lyndell’s secondary education was at Underdale High School, riding a 

bicycle there and back each day. Mum’s bike had seen a lot of mileage; years of use by Mum, 

then by me when I was considered old enough to be safely allowed on the roads by myself 

with it, and then re-painted and polished up for my sister’s use.  

Pearl's aunts - Olive, left and Edrie in the early 

1970’s 
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So many memories of our mother come to mind from the fifties and sixties.  “Going to town” 

with her on the bus for necessary shopping expeditions in Rundle Street; going in the holidays 

to Auntie Joyce’s place at Westbourne Park, which meant two buses. It was worth it for mum 

and Joyce (my mother’s bridesmaid and work colleague before my parents’ marriage) to catch 

up on family news and for me to see her son Robert’s canaries – and there was always a 

delicious afternoon tea. Visiting Auntie Joan and Uncle Col’s house on Airport Road for 

Friday canasta evenings - my sister was put to bed in the sleep-out, but I could sit quietly and 

read while the grown-ups played cards, and then of course the obligatory lavish supper. The 

card evenings alternated between Airport Road and Trennery Street, but I preferred Auntie 

Joan’s supper treats! 

Mum had a baking day once a week and she certainly knew how to bake. Chester squares, 

chocolate fudge cake, boiled fruit cake, fruit and nut biscuits, cockles, Weetbix biscuits (the 

marshmallow topping was the best part). Coconut log cake, jubilee cake – almost everything 

came out of the Green and Gold cookbook or the Kuitpo Colony cookbook, apart from Anne’s 

Quick Chocolate Cake – I have no idea who Anne was, but that recipe has passed through at 

least three generations of our family. 

Then there were those hot, hot summer days when we got home, tired and thirsty after the mile 

walk from school, to a home smelling deliciously of pasties. We quickly recovered, because 

those pasties Mum had made meant a tea-time treat for an evening at West Beach after my 

father got home from work. After the fierce sun had sunk into the Gulf, we girls would build a 

big sandcastle with Dad’s help; carefully sculpted windows and doorways, and then – wonder 

of wonders – Dad would light little balls of newspaper inside the castle. There was something 

magical about the lights in our castle’s windows.  

Home we all trooped to bed then in the stifling hot house, windows wide open to catch any 

movement of air. On those hot nights with my bedroom window open opposite the 

neighbour’s open kitchen window, I was fascinated by the beer-fuelled arguments I often 

heard. My parents never argued in earshot, and as for alcohol, Mum considered it Very Bad 

and it was never permitted in our home.  

Up until the mid-sixties the speckled cream enamel-grated fireplace in the lounge provided 

heat in winter. Dad had a never-ending supply of kindling wood brought home from work - 

small pine off-cuts and pieces of knotty plywood. But mallee roots, bought from the wood and 

fodder merchant on West Beach Road (now Richmond Road) were the heart of the fire. Most 

of the heat seemed to vanish up the chimney and if the wind was in the wrong direction the 

fireplace smoked. But I used to love sitting by the fire, watching flames dancing behind the 

wire-mesh fire-screen. When Dad poked the crumbling roots at the end of the evening little 

showers of sparks flew up the chimney. In summer a brass fire-screen with a country scene in 

relief on it stood in front of the fireplace. 

“Long winter evenings” when we girls were young gave us the opportunity to pester Mum 

with “Can we please play ludo?” or our real favourite, the bicycle game, a board game from 

Auntie Edrie’s youth, by the look of its illustrations of ladies in quaint, old-fashioned clothes 

on bicycles. The set of counters with the game were of bone, worn so thin with use and age 
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that they were almost transparent, and the dice was about a third of the size of a modern dice. 

Dad had made the wooden Chinese checkers game, the checkers being short pieces of dowel 

with coloured drawing pin heads, which fitted into the multitude of holes drilled into the star 

shape. These evenings were real “bonding” times with Mum, and bedtime could always be 

stretched to “one more game” if it was a weekend.  

The Wonder Heat slow combustion heater which followed in 1964 was far more efficient but 

somehow not as comfortably cosy – Dad liked his heat “flat out” and happily fed the heater 

with enough timber to heat a public hall – or at least that was what it felt like. 

It was about 1960 that Mum and Dad performed a “make-over” on the bedroom Lyndell and I 

shared; Dad built a floor-to-ceiling, wall-to-wall 

wardrobe, our divan beds with deep drawers and 

beautiful bed-heads with reading lamps and book 

compartments with sliding doors. Between the two 

beds, and beneath the window, was a lovely 

dressing table, and once again Mum was on the 

sewing machine making frilled cross-over curtains – 

not in fabric, but in pink and white patterned plastic, 

which must have been an abomination to stitch on 

the machine. The colour scheme was pink and 

dove-grey. We were very lucky girls. 

Those were the days when most factories closed for Christmas holidays; that was when Dad 

got his holidays, whether we wanted them at that time of the year or not. Early on I believe 

they were only of about ten days’ duration, but they were gradually extended over time to 

three weeks. Mostly it was hot weather, or so it seemed, and always unpleasant travelling 

without air conditioning but with flies and mozzies galore. The other holiday period was 

Easter, and I seem to remember most Easters as also being hot.  

The Easter Bunny brought us “lolly Easter eggs” (decorative but brittle, sugary concoctions) 

which we discovered (one each for us girls) on the morning of Good Friday. Hot cross buns 

we had on Easter Sunday. We always went camping over Easter and the eggs did not travel as 

well as the buns! When we talked about Easter at school I could not understand why most of 

the other children had buns on Good Friday and eggs on Sunday.  

Mum never swore when we were children. The closest she ever got to it, when something 

really exasperated her, was “Hells bells and cocky’s corsets”, or if really hard-pressed, “Jesus 

Christ!” I may add that despite having gone to Sunday school as a child neither she nor my 

father ever went to church or expressed any opinion on religion – it was one of the three taboo 

subjects for conversation, the other two being politics and sex.  Neither of our parents gave us 

any hints about religion or faith of any variety, although they were both good kind people with 

a strong set of moral values. 

If Mum thought we were stretching the truth, as opposed to a lie (which was an absolute sin) 

she would say ‘That’s a load of Malarkey!’ just to let us know what she suspected. 
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She was fond of quoting a verse that ran something like “Life is mostly froth and bubble; two 

things stand like stone – kindness in another’s trouble, courage in one’s own.” 

But her main catch-cry was ‘I reckon I could do that!’ She 

loved a housekeeping challenge and would tackle anything, 

however difficult, head on with her sewing machine – book 

bags for school, school uniforms, gala day costumes, the 

interior hood lining for the old car, mosquito nets for the car 

windows for our camping trips, curtains, even sewing Vynex 

slip-on covers for our school text books. Smalls Furniture Ltd. 

had a long-running contract with the Government to make 

government office desks; they all had inlaid tops of dark green 

vynex and there were always off-cuts and end-of-roll pieces 

which came home.  

It was amazing what my parents fashioned from that stout 

green Vynex. Our school books were certainly unique and had 

the added advantage that if I had forgotten to take my bible to 

high school on religious education day I could always substitute 

my dictionary, with no-one the wiser (I hoped) as they were 

almost identical in size, shape and cover!  

When I was fourteen and Lyndell six years old, 

one of my father’s aunts died. Ada Clarice 

Clark was my grandfather Herb Clark’s 

younger sister; born on 8 December 1890. She 

died on the 8
th
 July 1962. At some stage during 

the settling of her small estate the four nieces 

and nephews who were beneficiaries, including 

Dad, had to go to the old lady’s house to sort 

through all her goods and chattels.  

I remember a couple of things from that day. 

One was the finding of a few bank notes hidden 

in the kitchen canisters and under the old 

linoleum on the floor. The other was the sad division of her bits and pieces of jewellery among 

her nieces and nephews. It all seemed very friendly but I know my dad was thrilled to receive 

the enamelled silver half-hunter fob watch, an incredibly delicate and beautiful piece of 

craftsmanship. Unfortunately she had followed the Clark family heritage in that she was only 

72 when she died.  

Winter meant time for the knitting needles and balls of wool to appear. Dad made a four-

armed pivoted wool-winder for Mum. She could fold it up for easy storage after it had done its 

job. Wool was purchased in skeins which the knitter than had to unwind and re-wind into 

balls. Mum knitted everything from socks and gloves to dolls clothes, “cardies” and jumpers. 

For gala day Mum turned me 

into space traveller with crepe 

paper, cellophane, cardboard & 

Silvafrost paint 

Family grave of Robert William Clark (snr),  two 

daughters, and in-laws in Payneham Cemetery, 

SA. His wife Annie Jane was buried at Naracoorte. 
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She wasted nothing and any outgrown knitted garments were carefully pulled unpicked and 

the wool washed, re-wound and re-used for beloved “stripey” jumpers, bright and pretty. 

Those winter evenings were a special cosy time in front of the fire, time spent with Mum and 

Dad in the lounge (once he had finally finished whatever he was making or repairing in the 

shed), listening to the radio and the click-click-click of Mum’s knitting needles.  

Mum used the Enid Gilchrist series of books of dressmaking patterns to draft our garments 

and she encouraged me to help her lay out the pattern pieces on the fabric, usually purchased 

in Myers bargain basement, but sometimes in John Martin’s, known always as “Johnnies” to 

Adelaideans. 

Because Mum spent so much time at her sewing machine, I used to hang around, and one of 

the drawers in the machine cabinet which Dad made had lots of little treasures in it – buttons 

made of bone, the needle holder I had made her at school for a mother’s day present (I still 

have it) and a little printed card bearing a poem about “me mudder”. It intrigues me that my 

mother let me read something so naughty! I remember it went something like  

“Who took m from me nice warm cot 

  And put me on the ice cold pot 

  And made me pee when I could not - 

  Me  Mudder!” 

It had a sepia drawing of a small disgruntled child sitting on a chamber pot. I have wondered 

since whether my fascination with this postcard maybe stemmed from my very early 

childhood at 3 Chapel Street where mum may have resorted to that tactic rather than face a 

night-time trek with a fearful toddler down the garden path to the un-lit “lavvy”!  

Mum made all our jam and preserved our home-

grown fruit – we grew up without tasting bought 

tinned preserves. If she and Dad had not been able to 

grow the fruit in the garden, they went to the 

Adelaide Central Market and bought it, usually late 

on a Saturday morning when stallholders were 

selling their fruit at its cheapest. And Mum sewed 

the greenVynex shopping trolley bag which fitted 

onto the light steel frame 

Dad made for it. We girls 

enjoyed the Market; there 

was always the 

opportunity to stop at the 

boiled sweets stall where 

we could spend our pocket money on “lolly fish”. 

I seem to recall I got six pence pocket money each week, half of 

which was destined, without question, for the school banking 

Cupboards full of home-preserved, home-

grown fruit 

The doll's clothes Mum 

made for “Janet”.  
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system; the other half was mine to spend. When I wanted a wrist-watch in Grade 5, I saved up 

and bought it, and that watch really meant something to me. Likewise, I saved for Janet, my 

walkie-talkie doll – for which dear Mum sewed an entire outfit of dress, hat, and pants in royal 

blue satin, with pink ribbon in lace insertion.  

Occasionally we used to visit “Auntie Eva” somewhere near Port Adelaide. She and “Uncle 

Jack” lived in Mary Street, in a corrugated iron house. Going to visit people always seemed to 

mean rather nice morning or afternoon teas, so it was quite exciting. It was also exciting 

because it was a completely different lifestyle from ours at home. They talked loudly, which I 

was not used to.  

As a child I could not, and still cannot, work out who these people were in relation to my 

mother, but sometimes Auntie Edrie came with us, and they all seemed to know each other I 

remember the names Jacky, and 

Mavie. In later years my mother said 

she thought they were relatives or 

friends of Uncle Justus, but whether 

this is true or not is unknown. (I do 

know that at the time of Edrie’s 

marriage to Justus, they both lived at 

Birkenhead, in the vicinity of Port 

Adelaide.) One of the women - I think 

it was Auntie Eva, poor lady – had 

terribly swollen legs which both 

fascinated and repulsed. Much nicer to 

look at were the incredibly beautiful handicrafts which these clever ladies made - fine crochet 

and knitting.  

At some point during these years, after a work colleague died from lung cancer, Dad stopped 

smoking.  It was not easy for him, but he had realised that with lungs damaged from his 

childhood asthma he could not go on suffering bronchitis every winter. Licorice allsorts and 

crown peppermints were the substitute; he consumed these in vast quantities and we switched 

from giving him cigarette papers for birthdays and Father’s Days to bags of brightly coloured 

licorice allsorts.  

Mum did wonderful things for our birthday treats, sometimes against the odds, like the time 

she made and iced, despite broken fingers strapped together, a birthday cake for Lyndell. I 

recall at least one birthday in the botanical gardens in Adelaide, under the wisteria path, with 

friends. In those days of three-term school years my May birthday was in the school holidays, 

when it always seemed to rain, but they were such happy days.  

School holidays gave us the opportunity of “going to town” on the bus with Mum on her 

shopping expeditions. Before Christmas we always went to see John Martin’s Christmas 

Pageant, surely the most magical cavalcade ever devised by adults for children. We watched 

spell-bound the beautiful police greys ahead of tumbling clowns, wonderful brass and pipe 

bands and our favourite nursery-rhyme characters come to life on horse-drawn floats.  
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I loved Nellie the Elephant, a realistic life-sized wonder that trundled along the road on 

wheeled feet. That was until Nellie broke down one year. With my aversion to all things 

broken, this event horrified me and I never wanted anything to do with Nellie again. Shortly 

before Christmas each year Mum took us to the Magic Cave in John Martins Department store 

in Rundle Street. It was a fantastic cavern of tinsel and whimsical icicled Christmas scenes, 

with animated displays of Father Christmas’s miniature helpers nodding their heads as they 

tapped and “made” tiny toys. But the main event for me was always the ride on Nipper, the 

little dark brown shiny rocking horse, and later on Nimble the big dapple-grey rocker whose 

sweeping long strokes on his rockers transported me across the countryside of my 

imagination. 

 Other treats were going to the Museum, or to the Savoy (later the Globe) newsreel theatrette. 

These ran continuously, coming back to the beginning again after about an hour, so that one 

was not held to a timetable. The newsreels were black and white and always seemed to have 

the same male voiceover with a dramatic and (in hindsight) what today we would regard as 

somewhat patronising and outrageously sexist and racist coverage.  

At the real “pictures” as movies were then called, two films were always shown at a session, 

with an interval between the two to allow for buying lollies and drinks. City cinemas included 

York’s, the Rex, the Plaza, the Metro, and West’s. 

Once Mum and Dad took us to see a circus film and I ended up a blubbering mess, much to 

my parents’ disappointment. The circus train suffered a crash or derailment and some animals 

were hurt. It gave me nightmares for ages after and probably deterred Mum and Dad from 

taking me to the pictures for a good while! 

Our mother instilled in us a practical appreciation of 

money; we could always gain extra pocket-money by 

doing much-detested jobs around the garden. One was 

picking the dried climbing bean tendrils off the wire-

netting screens on which they grew; another was 

repainting from time to time the front fence, also made 

of wire-netting, with SilvaFrost. I always ended up 

with more smelly silver paint on me than on the fence, 

but I persevered to the end, for only then could I claim 

the longed-for extra money.  

During school holidays Mum embarked on clearing-out. The contents of all the bedroom 

drawers were turned out and things were put in piles – one to keep, one for the “poor people” 

and one for “the rubbish-man’s daughter”. These turn-outs included books, comics and games. 

I have to hand it to Mum for the concept of the rubbish-man’s daughter, although she had a 

ready ally in my soft-heartedness. These were things that were beyond repair or no longer 

played with or read, and I fully believed that by putting them in the third stack I was giving the 

rubbish-man’s daughter a real treat!  

18 Trennery St with the chicken-wire front 

fence that used to be regularly repainted 

with SilvaFrost.  



Page 55 of 63 

 

The used but merely outgrown items were an excuse for an excursion to the Adelaide Railway 

Station where there were huge wicker baskets for the donation of such goods. I loved going 

there, because I could always see trains. 

I remember Mum used to sing. She had a lovely voice and she sang the popular songs of the 

day as she worked around the house. “Sail along silvery moon”, “A White Sports-coat and a 

Pink Carnation”, “Three Coins in the Fountain”, “Que Sera Sera”, “Just Walkin’ in the Rain” 

“Put Another Nickel In”, “Beautiful Dreamer” … these were just a few from her repertoire. 

Mum also spoke well and occasionally people thought she was English because of her 

pleasant, rather cultured voice. She liked to listen to the “wireless”, (something else that my 

father had made) although she disdained the romantic serial “Blue Hills” which so many 

Australians followed. Sunday lunchtimes were when we had a “scratch” lunch, accompanied 

in the late fifties and early sixties by the “Top Ten” hit parade, Dad’s favourite listening.. 

Looking back, it seems strange that hardly any pictures adorned the walls of our home, and I 

never heard classical music - “trapped blowflies buzzing in bottles” was Dad’s description of 

it - even though they owned a large piece of furniture called a radiogram, a combination of a 

radio with large speakers and a record-player. Dad had some old recordings, 45 rpm’s, (His 

Master’s Voice and M.G.M.,) and among the records was “Swedish Rhapsody”. It was only 

ever played when I asked for it; the last occasion was when Mum and Dad sold the radiogram 

and played the Rhapsody for me over and over again the day the purchaser came to collect the 

unit. I just loved that music and was sad to see the old radiogram go.  

Neither were there many books. A few treasures from Mum’s 

childhood were kept in a top cupboard, brought out only when we 

were at the recovery stage of sickness. Auntie Joan, wife of one of 

Dad’s workmates, usually gave us girls a book or a jigsaw puzzle for 

Christmas. I loved these books and got so absorbed in them that I did 

my best to become a favourite character.  My mother’s Everyday 

Fairy Book was my favourite, with its beautiful colour plates and 

thick pages, though I was predictably upset by the story about a pretty 

china doll being dropped and broken. Mum sometimes allowed me to 

play with her old celluloid doll Gwennie (although for a time its name 

unaccountably changed to Laurie), which was a real treat. Her Blue 

Book of Fairies had, from memory, only black and white drawings in it – most unsatisfactory 

from my point of view.  

One of Mum’s few extravagances was the Australian Women’s Weekly magazine. During 

weekdays she used to often have, I recall, a fishpaste sandwich and a cup of tea and a quiet 

read of the Weekly. One time I entered the kitchen and saw Mum engrossed in her reading 

over her lunch. I don’t know why the devil got into me but I suddenly yelled “Booo!” which 

startled her so much she fainted! The years have, no doubt fortunately, erased what happened 

to me after she recovered. 

When Lyndell was old enough to read we used to go for Sunday afternoon excursions to the 

Children’s Library in the old police barracks behind the South Australian Museum on North 
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Terrace, Adelaide. Until then I did not enjoy this luxury. Some of my pocket money went on 

comics – Tom and Jerry, Mickey Mouse etc. My paternal grandparents gave me a children’s 

illustrated book of Bible stories with lots of pictures and shiny pages, which I valued 

immensely, as I did some magazines Dad gave me which had been his as a youngster. They 

were “Sun” publications and covered everything from dogs to Australian zoo animals to 

aboriginals. I still have some of these. Later on in the 1960’s there were visits to the newly 

built extensions to the State Library on North Terrace. 

When I was at primary school I had two friends, both named Rosemary – one lived in a 

Housing Trust duplex and had red hair and asthma and learned the piano accordion. The other 

Rosemary lived in an old house with a cellar full of “stuff” which fed our lively imaginations. 

Visiting a cluttered house was a novelty for me! Rosemary and I took it in turns to scare the 

wits out of each other on Saturday afternoons with ever-escalating ghost stories, totally 

convinced of their reality. There were piles of old magazines in the cellar which yielded any 

number of pictures of film stars, pop singers and horse pictures, always my favourite, though I 

did have a crush on the Everly Brothers at about the time I started secondary school.  

I lost touch with both these childhood friends - I wonder where they are now?  

CHAPTER 10 – THE EMPTY NEST 

During my teenage years Mum’s health, never very good, became worse. Her eyesight also 

deteriorated and not long after I was married in 1971 she was diagnosed with glaucoma, and 

cataracts. Cataract surgery in 1975 was largely unsuccessful and she remained blind in her 

right eye and with only half vision in her left. Over the last few years before this Dad had done 

everything humanly possible to make life easier for her; painting garden edges white, making 

an electronic tea-pourer which emitted a whistle when the water in the cup reached the right 

level, getting her assessed for the best vision aids.  

At the end of 1975 what at first seemed a stunning blow 

to Dad’s employment actually made life easier for both 

of them. Smalls closed down; the site was sold to the 

developer of Edwardstown Target, and the factory 

demolished to make way for a car park. Dad, although 

devastated at first, was able to become Mum’s full-time 

carer, something he did with love, fortitude and infinite 

patience. 

By the mid-seventies both of us girls had left the nest 

and Mum and Dad could afford a few luxuries to make 

life more comfortable – including items like an air 

conditioner, new power tools for Dad, an upgrade of the 

bathroom, and the materials to build something Mum 

had always wanted – a fowl-house and some chickens so 

that she could have fresh eggs. 

Pearl on a camping trip to the Flinders 

Ranges, SA in 1974. 
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Ever mindful of her diminishing vision, when health allowed, Mum and Dad continued to go 

on the short camping holidays they had always loved when we were children. Dad’s cars had 

over the years progressed from the 1937 Morris to a Vanguard, an FB and then an EJ Holden, 

and a Toyota Corona. One of their excursions was to the Flinders Ranges which they loved. 

These trips also gave Dad greater scope for his photography, for by then he had his pride and 

joy, a video camera. 

The 1970’s also gave my parents three grandchildren – our children Mark James Baker and 

Valerie Robyn Baker, and Lyndell’s daughter Terri Pearl Bowden. Aunt Edrie also knew and 

loved these children until her death in 1983.  

Dad never lost his desire to create things and his grand-

children were fascinated by the two mechanical marvels he 

made for Christmas one year, using bits and pieces from 

turntable mechanisms, wire, plastic figurines and tin. One 

was a merry-go-round with cowboy figures mounted on 

plastic horses, and the other was a working miniature 

Ferris wheel with tiny plastic doll passengers in swinging 

buckets. 

In 1988 Pearl’s twin sisters, Daphne and Joy, 

together with her half-sister Beryl Hastings (nee 

Carlton) visited Pearl and Bill. Mum had recently 

undergone eye surgery and was not well, but she 

loved seeing her siblings and was particularly fond 

of Beryl. 

A major milestone 

in Pearl’s life was 

the celebration at 

home of her and 

Bill’s Golden Wedding anniversary, 15
th

 January 1994. My 

father had always been somewhat diffident about making a 

“fuss” about things, but Mum loved him, treasured their 

relationship and was proud of the occasion, attended by many 

of the extended family. It was a great day, thoroughly enjoyed 

by both Mum and Dad. 

In 1994 Dad was diagnosed with osteoporosis and arthritis after having a lot of referred pain in 

his ribs. My sister married John Munday in mid-October 1994 at Delamere Uniting Church, 

South Australia and Dad, video camera hoisted on his shoulder, filmed proceedings and was 

delighted at their marriage. 

In July 1995 Dad fell in the kitchen one night when he went to get a drink of water, and broke 

two vertebrae. He was in agony for weeks and weeks and Mum, fully blind by then, in a 

reversal of roles found herself his carer. A few days before the end of September he was 

Daphne, Pearl, Beryl & Joy, 1988.  
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finally able to get up and move around very slowly. On Saturday evening the 30
th

, John said to 

me ‘We should go and visit your Dad and Mum.’ This came unexpectedly; we had driven up 

to the city from our home in Victor Harbor to see them only a few days before. ‘I really think 

we should do it,’ he urged. 

Dad looked so much better that night. ‘You know,’ he said. ‘I reckon tomorrow morning I 

might even be able to have a try at getting into the car.’ He loved his Toyota and had not been 

able to even walk to it for nearly three months. 

Next morning, 1
st
 October, we got a phone call to tell me my beloved Dad had woken with an 

abdominal aneurysm; poor Mum, in spite of her blindness and shock, had managed to stay 

calm enough to phone for the ambulance using the special keys on the telephone. He 

underwent emergency surgery at the Royal Adelaide Hospital but the surgeon rang to tell us 

not to hurry to the hospital; Dad had passed away during surgery. 

The family network swung into action then to help Mum who was devastated by her loss. She 

was determined to stay on, with family support, in the home she and Dad had made, for as 

long as she could.   

CHAPTER 11 – HOME ALONE 

After recovering from a small stroke, or TIA, in 1998 Pearl received extra help with an Aged 

Care package at home to help with personal care and breakfast. Her younger  daughter, my 

sister Lyndell made “plate meals” which kept the freezer well-stocked, and did shopping, 

while I visited regularly to spend most of Sunday with Mum, preparing her lunch and listening 

to her stories of the past as well as what was happening currently in her fairly isolated life. 

Mum managed to cope with her blindness amazingly well, but we were always fearful that she 

would fall and lie undiscovered until her carers turned up, so we organised an ambulance call-

alert for her. 

“Tweety” her canary was a constant delight; she loved his cheerful whistling from his cage on 

the back porch. The house being in the flight path of aircraft landing at nearby Adelaide 

Airport, there was a constant interruption to any conversation by the overhead roar of planes – 

but to Mum’s amusement Tweety never paused and whistled even more loudly when planes 

flew overhead.  

I once asked Mum why the window-sill in the dining area of the big kitchen was so wide.  She 

said ‘Your dad was a softie. He made this window sill a bit wider than it was originally. Why? 

Have a look. Mitty’s back leg kept slipping off the laminated sill. Your Dad made it wider for 

him so he could lie in the sun. Mitty had been one of their favourite cats. 

Dad had grown up with animals and had a soft spot for all of them. When Mum told me about 

the window sill she added wistfully ‘When I lost Bill, I lost a hell of a lot.’ 
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Mum’s friend, whom we had always known as Auntie Joan, lived only a short distance away, 

but her house was on the other side of the Keswick drain. A footbridge over the drain linked 

the end of the street opposite no. 18 with Joan’s street but for my mother to get there it may as 

well have been the other side of the Tasman. While Auntie Joan was still able to walk she used 

to visit Mum, but later on Mum used to occasionally catch a taxi to her friend’s house. 

She was blind but as she said, that didn’t mean she was stupid. And she did not hesitate to 

stand up for herself when on one such visit she realised that the cab driver was not following 

the usual route. “So,” she told me, “I said to him ‘Driver, where are you taking me? This is not 

the way to the address I gave you! Take me back home immediately’ and he said ‘oh – sorry 

ma’am. Yes ma’am,’ and he did. Sorry my foot! Sorry I caught him out, more like!” He must 

have thought my mother “had come down in the last shower”, another of her expressions. 

Mum often sported huge purple bruises where she had 

bumped into doorways or taken a tumble, for she never 

wanted to slow down and be an “old lady”. She read many 

books through the “talking book” tapes, and spent a lot of 

time knitting rug squares which she donated to the Red 

Cross. For some time she continued to go to Blind Welfare 

meetings and also to a local Chat and Share group.  Her 

“carer girls” looked after her and shared in her 80
th

 

birthday celebrations at home, organised by Lyndell and 

me, and attended by family, some coming from interstate 

for the occasion. It was a special day for all of us, if tinged 

with a little sadness that Dad was no longer around to 

share in the celebrations. 

Sometimes when we sent to see her Mum would give us 

some ornament or gift from among those we had given her 

over the years. “I’d rather you have the pleasure of it while 

I’m still around to know it’s being looked after”, she’d say. 

I was rather pleased then that I had always followed the maxim of “only give a gift that you 

would like yourself”!  

Over the next few years at home alone Mum began to have more TIA’s and short periods of 

hospitalisation and at one point went into respite care for a week; although she returned home 

it was becoming obvious to her and us that she could not stay there much longer, and neither 

of our homes were suitable for an elderly blind and partially deaf woman. 

CHAPTER 12 – “COURAGE IN ONE’S OWN” 

At the end of 2002 a room became available at the new wing of ACH at Yankalilla, only 

twenty minutes’ drive from Lyndell’s house and forty minutes from mine. Both my sister and 

I had been worried about her reaction to this news; she greeted it with the wry comment 

“Well, I can’t manage to make myself a cup of tea any more.” Resigned to the inevitable, 
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Mum finally moved out of the home she had loved and been a part of for fifty years. Her 

consolation was that Tweety the canary moved with her to the nursing home in January, 2003. 

Through a supply of “talking book” tape recordings she was able to continue with her pleasure 

of reading, and she tried to keep up with her knitting, making coat-hanger covers. If she was 

interrupted, when she picked up her knitting again she often turned it end for end resulting in 

an unintentionally lacy piece of work. It fell to me to fix up these mistakes when I visited but 

when Mum asked if she had messed it up I’d just say “Oh there’s a few dropped stitches, easy 

fixed” and she was happy.  

From time to time Mum still liked to sing, and came up with some old numbers  I’d never 

previously heard her sing like If You Were the Only Girl in the World  and 

  

School days, 

School ways, 

Dear old golden rule days. 

Reading and writing and ‘rithmetic 

Taught to the tune of a hickory stick 

You were my queen in calico 

I was your bashful barefoot beau 

But I wrote on your slate “I love you so” 

When we were a couple of kids 

 

When her knees ached, she applied her own home liniment. Her old friend Joyce Morris had 

been making it for years and when she could no longer visit Mum, she passed the recipe to me 

to continue making it for Mum – “soak a clean lemon, covered with methylated spirits,  in a 

bowl for a fortnight – throw away the lemon and bottle the liquid. Rub into aching joints – do 

not drink!”  

Mum swore by its effectiveness. 

When she moved to the nursing home I adopted her celluloid doll “Gwennie” to keep it safe. 

Given a re-fit of its original celluloid arms and legs, whose rubber ligaments had long perished, 

the doll now wears a new green outfit I knitted to replace the moth-eaten old green lacy dress, 

cap and pants once knitted by Mum. The framed photo of Gwennie that I put in Mum’s room 

was a talking point for her with staff.  

 

She must have felt very lonely and isolated with her lack of mobility. She sometimes got 

frustrated with fellow residents in the dining room when she could neither see nor hear that 

they had finished their meal and left, and it was often difficult to convince her that that people 

were not being deliberately rude and ignoring her. 

 

She enjoyed the visits from a carer who came weekly to chat and keep her company and she 

loved it when Lyndell occasionally took her little dog Pokey in for Mum to cuddle.  
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We celebrated successive birthdays, Mother’s Days and Christmases together, taking Mum to 

Lyndell and John’s home at Second Valley for those occasions or at the nursing home if she 

was unwell. She was so pleased to be able to attend the marriage of her grand-daughter Terri 

(Lyndell’s daughter) to Harry Acarpana at St Peter’s church, Normanville in 2006. 

For another few years Lyndell continued to take Mum and her wheelchair in the “geri-bus” 

from the nursing home to Second Valley for family gatherings, but the discomfort of travelling 

even this comparatively short distance eventually prevented her enjoying these outings. 

On 23 April 2010 Pearl quietly shared her 90
th

 birthday at the nursing home with her two 

daughters and their families, a great milestone for a great lady. It was a blessing that she never 

suffered the dementia that afflicted her brother Collin and both of her twin sisters Daphne and 

Joy in Melbourne who all pre-deceased her.  

Mum had endured much in her life – a difficult 

childhood marred by illness and separation 

from her own mother, debilitating depression in 

mid-life, became blind from glaucoma, and 

losing Dad. In her last years she could not 

walk, suffered bouts of diverticulitis, and 

became deaf. And yet she usually counted 

herself as lucky – lucky to have had such a 

wonderful husband and father to us girls, 

grateful that we helped her to live on in her 

home for so long after his death. She told us 

“You and Lyndell did me proud. You cared so 

much for me in so many ways.” 

Mum sometimes said that she was glad 

that, as bad as it was for her, she had only 

lost her vision, not her ability to talk, 

because talking to people was everything 

to her. What she did miss very much was 

not being able to see us girls and later, her 

three great-grandchildren (Terri and 

Harry’s boy Eddie was born four years 

later).  

Mum truly had “courage in one’s own” 

trouble – surely born of an inherited 

Hastwell streak of stubbornness, 

inventiveness and just getting on with life 

whatever was thrown.  

Two years after her 90
th

, Mum slipped peacefully away from us on 7 September 2012. Her 

funeral service at Victor Harbor’s Simplicity Funeral Parlour was celebrated beautifully and 

Pearl's 90th, with younger daughter Lyndell, 2010. 

The photo montage for Pearl's 90th birthday 
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simply by celebrant Joseph Ryan – but out of respect for Mum’s request, with “no religion”.  

Family eulogies given by her grand-children said all that was needed. 

As sad as the occasion was for us, I know that somehow in spirit she and our dad - Robert 

William (Bill) Clark, were together again after seventeen years of separation endured by 

Mum. 

 

 

 

*************** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

  

  

 

   

 

  

 

 

  

 

  

Centennial Park Cemetery, Pasadena, South Australia – 

Affinity, Wall 214, Niche D002 
Affinity, Wall 214, Niche 2 
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