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Preface

t
This is a true account of a marriage of hidden secrets and 

danger involving a young innocent woman and an older 
man with a dubious past. It discloses the obsessive nature of a 
husband who believed it was his right and privilege to maintain 
total power and ownership over his wife. He managed to 
achieve this by verbal abuse, brute force and threatening to 
kill her if he felt it necessary. The wife stayed in the marriage 
for twelve stormy and traumatic years, as from time to time 
she glimpsed and sometimes held onto for months the image 
of the wonderful person she had married. She eventually fled 
for her life.

I trust this story will give hope and inspiration to those 
who find themselves sealed in a marriage that is beyond 
reconciliation. Love is a gift to couples. Having been given 
this gift, it should be treasured always. But when love flies out 
the window and degenerates into abuse affecting the whole 
family, there comes a time, when all else has failed, to flee and 
follow your dream. 

We are all born into this world to pursue and attain our 
own unique dream, as long as we are willing to strive hard 
and pay the price often required. Above all, this is the story 
of a woman who, against all odds, had the courage to break 
away and follow her own dream of a better life. It shows 
that it is never too late to turn your destiny around and find 
self-assurance and the special sensation of being a worthwhile 
individual who is entitled to choice and a voice.
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Certain events have been excluded, as the story is graphic 
enough without further details that would distress members 
of the family. Some family members are featured in this story 
only to present more clearly the situation the wife found 
herself experiencing. 

If this book, which has taken fifteen years to complete, 
is responsible for helping one person improve their life and 
reach their dream, then the time and emotions that have been 
put into it are worth more than the author can express.

My first attempt at hair curlers
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Prologue

t
My early years

Aromas coming from the aged timber and musty leather 
books, the austere face of the judge, the hushed courtroom. 
This is the atmosphere that will be engraved in my mind for 
the rest of my life. I was just seven years old, a mere child 
experiencing my first day in court.

After years of separation, my 
parents had finally obtained their 
divorce. This was the day when a 
decision was to be made over the 
custody of the children. The long 
days of sitting and waiting in the 
courtroom would soon be over. 
Tears flowed continuously from 
my usually happy face. When the 
final judgment came, along with 
my older brother, we were faced 
with deciding which parent we 
wanted to live with. I was denied 
the comfort of my brother – this was a decision we each had 
to make alone. We had not even been able to discuss our 
problem together and when the question came, it was asked 
of us separately.

Divorce was an unusual occurrence throughout Australia 
in the forties. Any children experiencing their parent’s divorce 
were automatically placed with their mother. My father 

Bareback, without fear ... prior to 
my parents’ divorce.
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became involved in a prolonged legal battle and used the only 
avenue available to him, including hiring an expensive lawyer, 
to achieve his desire of retaining his children. Supplied with 
mountains of information, the judge could not, or would not, 
decide. 

Finally it was up to the children. We knew our mother was 
not reliable and had already become romantically involved 
with another man who was permanently in her life. Under 
these circumstances, I felt my father would need me more, 
and me him. My decision to be with my father was not made 
without deliberation. My brother came to the same decision.

The prolonged and fierce legal struggle that the parents 
contested left its mark on me but it was not all detrimental. 
Ultimately, it had the desired effect of creating a confidence 
that was obtained by being wanted and needed enough 
to be fought over. Nevertheless, at this early age, having 
experienced years of matrimonial trauma prior to the divorce 
and having to experience the final legal conflict, I promised 
myself I would consider marriage very carefully and would 
never, ever divorce.

I was a chubby baby growing into a slim child with thick 
blonde hair and a happy face enhanced by large dimples that 
emerged with the slightest smile. My teeth were white and 
strong and slightly protruding, a legacy from sucking my thumb 
till the age of four. Although not perfect, my teeth enhanced 
my smile. I was a healthy child and never ill or lazy. Apart from 
a slight bout of mumps, I had never missed a day at school.

I was about five years old when my special Aunty Doris 
made me a black velvet coat and a matching black pillbox hat, 
adorned with a large light blue feather that followed the curve 
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of the hat. After only one outing, while dressed in this finery, 
I was instilled with the importance that appearance matters. 
The outfit was an attention getter; strangers approached me 
all day requesting smiles and I shyly complied producing deep 
dimples in my cheeks. These bought forth more compliments.

The first time I decided to put curlers in my hair I was 
approximately six years old. Again I was subjected to “oohs 
and ahs”. Being born a Leo, my hair was already important to 
my vanity. At this age I was also taught to knit by my aunty 
and I loved it. I was often found clicking away with needles in 
the dark, not ready to put my knitting aside at bedtime.

Visits to my maternal grandparents, prior to the divorce, 
included being handed the salt dish on arrival. I would 
immediately take this down to the vegetable garden to find 
my Grandad who gave me his tastiest washed young vegetables 
to eat. Nana would usually be in the process of baking fresh 
scones in the wood oven. The scones were served with home 
made jam and fresh cream. Warmer days bought out the ice 
cream with passion fruit, which I would eat while sunbathing 
with my favourite aunt. The wonderful old fig tree was also a 
standby for snacks, and as I ate the delicious fruit, I would love 
to hear the fig seeds popping between my teeth. I missed these 
visits after the divorce and longed for the cosy atmosphere of 
the old house, which was originally owned by my great grand 
mother.

Contact with my mother, who remarried, was rare. 
She subsequently passed away at a young age due to blood 
poisoning. The divorce of my parents had effectively isolated 
me from my mother’s side of the family including my aunties 
and uncles and of course my cousins. I missed my aunty and 
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maternal grandmother, 
Emma, whom I adored. I 
was blessed with Emma as 
a middle name. 

My special adored 
Aunty Doris was no longer 
part of my life. I had loved 
sunbathing and being with 
Doris, my mother’s sister, 
who never married. When 
I was about sixteen I took 
it upon myself to contact 
my maternal grandparents 
without my father’s 
knowledge. The warm 
reception was more than 
I had hoped for and from 

then on I remained in contact with them.
After my parent’s divorce my father began boarding with 

a widow and her four children. My brother and I were 
readily accepted into this home, I was eight years of age. 
The remainder of my younger years, living in a house full of 
children, was filled with play and laughter. Humour was an 
enormous part of my life.

Annual holidays, which were spent in a cottage north of 
Sydney at Ettalong Beach, gave us unforgettable memories. 
Not only was there a house full of children and animals to 
enjoy these holidays, neighbourhood children were also 
invited. At school I was a willing student and had no hesitation 
in attacking new projects. 

Dressed for the movies ... background of 
chooks and vegies in the garden.
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My brother, who was 
a continual source of 
irritation when tormenting 
me, balanced his behaviour 
by including me in play, 
which involved boxing 
gloves and meccano sets. 
Playing marbles, skipping, 
building cubby houses, 
drawing and knitting filled 
the remainder of my spare 
time. I cultivated a mixture 
of both tomboy and “old 
woman”  (the expression 
used by my friends when 
I contentedly sat for hours 
with my needlework).

The treadle sewing machine was an educational tool that 
I conquered with my father’s guidance, sewing at the age of 
nine. He helped me sew some pyjamas and, to make the lesson 
more interesting, used the machine to embroider a small cat 
on the pocket with coloured cotton. As I was unable to reach 
the treadle step, he had a motor attached to the wheel and a 
lever I pushed with my knee to make the machine operate – 
an advanced invention for those days.

My father had a passion for photography and he later 
purchased a movie camera to record memorable childhood 
moments. My favourite films were taken while I performed 
the Can Can on stage at the age of fourteen years and when 
we took a trip to Queensland by caravan. He was a very strict 

My special Aunt Doris
22.4.1907 – 12.6.2008
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father, striking a balance by allowing independence and by 
making my life very fair. Four of us younger children in the 
house were given and taught the banjo mandolin. Eighteen 
months were spent on practicing and attending weekly lessons. 
We were often found playing different tunes in the same room 
or making a race out of the song Abba Dabba Dabba. Horse 
riding and tap dancing were activities that my father also had 
me pursue but I was not very interested.

Prince, a fox terrier puppy, arrived on my birthday. The 
dog was not mine although I retained a secret feeling that 
it was. The dog was great fun when we went rabbiting in 
the nearby countryside. It was his job to chase out the ferret 
should it decide to stay in the burrow and eat the rabbit.

Even with eight people crowded in the three-bedroom 
house, we were always accustomed to having lightly starched 
and ironed sheets. My few dresses were finished in the same 
meticulous way. The lino floors were polished, buffed with 
an electric lamb’s-wool polisher and hand rubbed to eliminate 
any marks. Lillian (the widow) would do all these tasks, never 
once asking for assistance. On Saturday nights I was privileged 
to stay up late and help with cooking the cakes, which were 
to be used for the school lunches. This work included licking 
the bowls clean to remove the remains of cake and icing sugar.

Lillian’s daughter Jill and I always washed the dishes, which 
meant boiling the water in a kettle several times and using 
steel wool on the aluminium saucepans until they shone. 
Hot water was not available from the tap. We took turns at 
washing or drying the dishes and this often ended up in fights 
as to who performed what and when. The altercations were 
never ongoing as we were the same age and the best of mates.
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The unsealed street on which we lived was lined with deep 
impressions in the centre of the road formed by cars during 
rainy periods. This street also housed several other families 
whose children also utilised the road to play rounders, a form 
of softball. Sunday mornings were spent sitting on the grass 
nature strip, which was used as an open air Sunday school. 

Warm afternoons involved the neighbourhood children in 
paper chases throughout the natural bushland. In this game a 
couple of children would lead with strips of newspaper and 
the remaining children would follow, after a period of time, 
picking up the leader’s whereabouts by the strips of paper left 
on the trail. Swimming at the public pool, rabbit hunting, 
catching tadpoles and Saturday afternoon movies were all a 
major part of my happy young years.

Our outings to Manly beach for swimming never included 
sandwiches. Instead it was usual for us to go to a café, often 
still in bathing suits. Milk shakes were bought to complete the 
meal and often came with a double serve of ice cream and a 
fresh banana. My love of milkshakes continues.

My best school friend was June and we occasionally held 
concerts on June’s back verandah. We charged a penny 
entrance fee, which was quite expensive as a movie only cost 
three pennies. We usually gathered a reasonable audience to 
perform in front of. This continued until we enterprising girls 
decided to take up cooking sponge cakes and sell them to 
a local shop. As the ingredients were free, we made a good 
profit until business boomed and cooking became a job that 
was too demanding.

My claim to fame occurred while appearing in a play in 
sixth grade. The play was to be acted out in front of the whole 
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school. I was a farm girl and my brother (in the play) had to 
pull my hair. After the over keen yank I received, my returned 
slap was turned into a blow with a clenched fist. My punch hit 
the mark, which had the audience in peals of laughter. 

My school days included a lot of spelling homework, 
which was taught by the use of a long narrow booklet listing 
the words. My father would often assist, making me spell the 
words for him. Unfortunately he wasn’t too persistent, as 
I still can not spell without the aid of a dictionary. He also 
purchased a complete set of encyclopedias to be used for 
school homework references. As playing took up most of my 
time, these never received the attention they should have.

My paternal grandparents died when I was young and I 
don’t ever remember meeting my father’s mother. Two uncles 
and an aunt made up my father’s family members and they 
were only visited on rare occasions. My mother was one child 
out of ten. Her family was never visited, understandably, due 
to the hostility of the divorce. I was acutely aware that they 
never made any attempt to contact me. With six children in 
the house, as well as chooks, dog, parrot, ferret and canaries, 
outside visitors were rare and not missed.

At an early age I had been encouraged to accumulate 
money and learnt to be frugal. I was once offered two 
shillings to collect horse manure in a wheelbarrow from a 
nearby paddock for my dad’s vegetable garden. I became so 
enthusiastic about earning money that I became an imitator 
of the water carrier in the Disney film. My father ordered me 
to discontinue, explaining that the vegetables would not have 
survived in the quantity of manure that had been collected. 
My increased knowledge regarding the handling of money 
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came later while working in financial businesses.
In my thirteenth year my father, brother and I moved a few 

hundred metres to another family home. It could have been 
into another world. The mother and father and children had 
strict house rules. My tomboy days were over and instead I 
was encouraged to sew and complete my homework. Manners 
were learned and I was to do my share of the housework and 
my own washing. 

Throughout this time I had my menstrual periods, tonsils 
removed, completed school, went to work, learned ballroom 
dancing and found my first boyfriend. Prince (the dog) was 
left behind and during my absence he was run over by a car. 
My brother started work and bought his first car. At seventeen 
I returned to the previous family a changed person.

After leaving school at the age of fifteen, I obtained a very 
good position in a finance company. My father assisted me 
to save by providing a dollar for each dollar that I banked, 
although of course in those years it was pounds. I became so 
enthusiastic about achieving maximum savings that my father 
put a stop to his subsidy after twelve months. This was enough 
time for me to become established in a lifelong habit of being 
thrifty. When I was eighteen years of age my father bought a 
house and I was able to assist him with the deposit. 

In the office where I worked one of the managers left and 
started his own finance business, which I was asked to be part 
of. I quickly advanced to assist in managing this small finance 
office at the age of eighteen. The work involved me tracking 
down overdue clients and processing garnishees against their 
wages. At this time I also took on additional household duties 
for both my father and brother. With this domestic and financial 
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experience behind me, I was proficient as a future wife.
Life as a teenager was full of adventures, beach parties, rock 

and roll, ballroom dancing and films. I grew up with a strong 
impression, created by the romantic movies of Doris Day and 
Rock Hudson, that one was required to look her best at all 
times. Doris Day was never without make-up and her hair 
was always well groomed. This impressionable part of my life 
also gave me reason to believe that when I fell in love my 
future would be ‘happy every after’, the divorce of my parents 
being a very isolated case. 

My self-worth was confirmed in subtle ways. While 
working in Sydney I was admired by a young girl who asked 
her mother who I was and the reply came, “She is a model”. 
Another time at the movies, a young girl approached my male 
friend and told him how lucky he was to have a nice girlfriend. 
His reply was, “I would be lucky to have you as a girl friend”.

My health remained excellent and showed in my appearance. 
I was still slim with thick manageable fair hair that was now 
lightened with the aid of lemon juice. Although slightly built 
I was very strong with an excessive amount of energy. The 
blonde hair complemented my light coloured eyes and tanned 
skin, with sun bathing being cultivated at every possible 
moment (skin damage was not an issue during those years). 
I was in the practice of having a very short hairstyle at the 
end of spring, making it suitable for swimming. By winter 
it was long enough to be swept up into a French roll, which 
I managed easily. My face had grown and now matched my 
once protruding teeth.

At eighteen I became engaged to my only boyfriend, whom 
I met while learning ballroom dancing three years before. We 
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were individually associated with a large 
group of friends and the two groups 
spent most of their time together. 
Yet, after four years of friendship and 
engagement, I decided not to marry 
Ron, as he had become more of a 
brotherly figure to me. As nice as he 
was, the magic was missing. I had also 
witnessed him, without his knowledge, 
driving in the close company of another 
girl. The wedding was cancelled at the 
last minute. He was upset and told me 
he would never see me again, I thought 
this was impossible, due to the close 
association of our friends. However, he 
kept to his word and I never did see him 
again. He refused to join in any social 
gatherings that I might have gone to.

The custom in the sixties was for the 
female to acquire a glory box. Mine was 
extensive as Ron and I were having a 

house built. The glory box included furniture, a bedroom and 
kitchen suite, carpet, lingerie for my trousseau and a cupboard 
full of linen. Some of this furniture was later used in my father’s 
house. By the age of twenty-one I was financially secure and 
my ability to sew my own clothes and knit helped me save. I 
fully owned my own motor vehicle and had enough money 
put by for a deposit on a small home in the outer western 
suburbs. I was now comfortable with my appearance and my 
only desire was to gain weight.

A photo taken while 
dancing ... after it had to 

be cut in half.




