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eighteen. Those hired received a small 
wage, with board, clothes and medical 
treatment; they were allowed pocket 
money, but most of their earnings were 
banked at interest by the Department 
and returned at age eighteen. Unplace-
able children, usually disabled, stayed 
at the State orphanages in Brisbane, 
Rockhampton and Townsville. Boys 
were less protected than girls, and were 
sometimes overworked and denied 
pocket money. Girls were if anything 
over-chaperoned, and officialdom pro-
pounded a future as respectable house-
wives whom anyone might marry, hav-
ing modelled themselves on their em-
ployers. 
  
The intake for 1909  
 
My mother, born Elizabeth Richardson 
in 1902 at Quart Pot Creek via Ero-
manga, experienced this rite of passage, 
beginning at the age of six with three of 
her five siblings. They were atypical 
(‘mother dead, father unable to keep’) 
representing 1.6 per cent of the intake 
for 1909, more typified by the aban-
doned, the maltreated, the disabled and 
the offspring of incest.  
 
Their father was a stockman, and his 
family was a casualty of progress. They 
had left Quart Pot for Charleville in 
1908 so that the children could go to 
school. Their mother, whose six chil-
dren had been born at home, died of 
blood poisoning after childbirth in the 
well-equipped Charleville Hospital, 
when cross-infection was not under-
stood. 
  
They were relatively privileged — bush 
kids, sturdy and laconic. Their father 
was well known as a superior horseman 
out west, and they inherited a nose for 

excellence. It was a matter of pride that 
he, an articulate veteran of the Shearers’ 
Strike, remitted their board from vari-
ous outback stations, where he rose to 
the level of manager. Betty, my mother, 
relayed one or two grievances to him, 
not without result. But such was her 
own pride that she refused to talk about 
her childhood until she was on her 
deathbed, aged ninety.  
 
Throughout their time as wards the chil-
dren were never out of the thoughts of 
their remote relatives, who remembered 
them decades later. They received let-
ters, birthday presents, and a visit from 
their father at Exhibition time, when he 
over-indulged them. By 1915 they were 
able to meet at Christmas. The children 
were perhaps fortunate in being placed 
in the Brisbane district, close to policy-
makers, whose approach was hands-on. 
  
They became wards in July 1909, a 
time when major changes to policy and 
practice were being developed by the 
architect of the 1911 Act, Lieutenant 
Colonel George A. Ferguson. As the 
compiler of successive annual reports, 
he emerges as competent and commit-
ted, maintaining close contact with 
wards in a way possible in a small and 
open-textured community. 
  
The new Diamantina Orphanage was 
completed at Wooloowin late in 1910, 
incorporating an Infants’ Home from 
Sand gate, previously separate. Fergu-
son’s reports developed a professional 
tone, eventually omitting reports from 
schoolteachers and ‘lady visitors’. Until 
1915 they featured photographs of insti-
tutions and inmates, including victims 
of abuse. After 1915, when uniformed 
alumni were featured, no more photo-
graphs were published. 
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Peace March, 5 April 1964.  UAW members at Highgate Hill. 

Peace March, 5 April 1964. 
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Peace March 1963.  Union of Australian Women (UAW) marchers 
with their placards.  The UAW was active in most progressive move-

ments of the period. 

Peace March, Sunday afternoon,           
5 April 1964. 
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 Modern conveniences were noted, in-
cluding a telephone at Wooloowin. 
Betty also rode in cars in days when it 
was a silvertail’s privilege: regulations 
required that girls be escorted to and 
from the orphanage in a police vehicle. 
According to the reports the Depart-
ment closely supervised placements, 
inquiring about the character of carers 
and employers, with regular inspec-
tions, when children were interviewed 
in private. 
  
They were required to attend church, 
whereby a clergyman might also moni-
tor their welfare. Following a new pol-
icy they were issued with ordinary 
clothes and not uniforms, the girls pre-
senting in a dress, pinafore, black stock-
ings and turkey-red bloomers. Once a 
year siblings were reunited at an outing 
on the Bay in the Government boat. 
  
Dickensian reality 
 
Escorted by their father, the children 
arrived at Diamantina Orphanage on 5 
July 1909. Pending completion of the 
Wooloowin building it shared premises 
with the Infants’ Home at Sandgate. 
Betty recalled seeing the sea for the first 
time, and the many mosquitoes. Her 
brother Hugh gave a Dickensian ac-
count of teenaged girls unable to nurse 
their babies, who died and were buried 
without ceremony in the nearby swamp. 
  
Mortality rates at the Home were in-
deed high. As first recorded in 1884 the 
rate was 50 per cent, in 1887 57 per 
cent. It dropped in the long term to 10 
per cent in 1909, but enough for my 
uncle to observe. Some cover-ups 
probably underlay the 1911 legislation.4  
 
Betty’s eldest brother Jim, born in 

1898, went to a farmer, one R. McLaran 
of Yangan, who denied him pocket 
money. By contrast Hugh, born in 
1900, was boarded with the Scurr fam-
ily, who wanted to adopt him. (He 
chose to return to the bush.) 
  
Betty and her younger sister Myrtle 
were placed with a family known to 
theirs, the Boylands, who had a dairy at 
Coopers Plains. They were treated cor-
rectly but coldly, and Betty preferred 
the dogs and cows to the people. At the 
first Christmas she misbehaved and was 
excluded from the festivities – given a 
bun and sent down the paddock, now 
bordered by Boyland Road. Their board 
totalled 12 shillings a week. ‘They just 
wanted the money,’ Betty said. Sump-
tuous meals were laid on for the inspec-
tor W.T. Woolley, whom Betty dis-
liked: like Princess Di, he felt he had to 
hug the underprivileged. 
  
The two girls did well at Coopers Plains 
school, and were reported as well be-
haved and punctual. In 1912 the fifth 
and third classes were topped for most 
of the year by the State wards. The lady 
visitor, Mrs M.A. Fox, said that the 
children seemed very happy as they 
showed her their prizes.5 The same re-
port records a boy awarded a scholar-
ship to Ipswich Grammar.6 This was 
Hugh, but his father could not afford 
even the reduced expense. Betty was in 
her last days before she thought to tell 
me that her best subject had been Eng-
lish composition, prefiguring my own, 
but one would not have known from the 
inhibited style of the letters she wrote as 
an adult. 
  
Otherwise Betty led a rural life, was 
strictly cared for, and lived on plain 
good food, which she could cook on a 
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wood stove. She could make preserves, 
milk a cow, rear and draw poultry. 
  
The next foster carer was Mrs Amelia 
Hill at Esk, whose husband George had 
been a shipmate of her English grandfa-
ther. She was joined by her youngest 
sister Ivy, born in 1906. Mrs Hill was 
kind, but leaned on Betty as a prop on 
the way to church. The headmaster was 
a Squeers in days when girls and boys 
were caned alike. In the absence of a 
father, he caned the nine-year-old Ivy 
until a clergyman’s son threatened to 
report him. 
  
Officialdom’s image 
 
In 1915, as Betty neared the end of her 
official childhood, she was under con-
sideration for a bursary for Anglican 
orphans, covering two more years of 
schooling, as undertaken by the more 
privileged. In the event the money went 
to a boy. George Ferguson anguished 
over the waste of academic and other 
talent. Various impediments, including 
industrial legislation, kept boys from 
apprenticeships. As for the girls, he 
concurred with Twopeny.  

The dignity of labour is not en-
hanced by decrying menial occupa-
tions, and the domestic side of the 
girl’s nature is neglected at the ex-
pense of her future home, and some-
times, of her morality.7  
 

The 1912 report included two studio 
portraits of daintily dressed girls in a 
parlour, one of them described as in 
service. A masculine conflation had the 
skivvy, by virtue of low pay, morphing 
into a chatelaine working for love, 
whose refined image sorted with rough-
ened hands, genteelly gloved. Ferguson 
worried about ‘Our Girls’, feeling taxed 

to the utmost to do what was best for 
thirteen-year-olds uninstructed in the 
facts of life, who might fall prey to the 
unscrupulous. He was considering an 
informative pamphlet, which would be 
‘better than nothing’.8 
  
The adolescent Betty became a testy 
perfectionist as a cook, but remained a 
clumsy seamstress. A portrait of her 
own mother shows a teenager in a lace 
dress of her own making, having 
learned fine crafts in a convent. At Coo-
pers Plains school Betty undertook the 
same tedious hemming imposed on me 
thirty years later. Fancywork was 
wowserishly dismissed, along with vir-
tuosity. Starting with a knot was an 
affront to the work ethic. (I was to meet 
a Viennese whose firm had made 
clothes for the Habsburgs, who found 
this ridiculous.)  
 
In days when girls grew hair long 
enough to sit on, as did Betty, fine sew-
ing was a preserve of leisured girls pre-
paring glory boxes, but training for the 
future envisaged by officialdom did not 
concern Betty’s employers. In the 
1920s she joined the flappers who 
mocked glory boxes, cut her hair, 
bought off the peg, and found the 
wrong man to marry. 
  
As she began hired service family cir-
cumstances changed. Her eldest sister 
Martha, never in care, had married and 
settled in Brisbane, where their father 
expected the girls to reunite under one 
roof. Myrtle joined her, but there was 
no room for Betty. Between hirings she 
stayed at Wooloowin, where at her fa-
ther’s insistence she had a short holi-
day. She observed that the Orphanage 
itself was exempt from the inspectors’ 
scrutiny: the matron, she said, was very 
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Grahame Garner was a fitter and turner by trade.  During the 1940s and 50s he went to 
sea as a ship’s engineer.  Back on shore he worked in various metal shops including the 
tramways workshops and the shipyards.  Militant unionism was in his blood and this led 
him to become a formidable rank and file activist.  
 
Grahame’s interests were wide and fortunately for labour history he was a fine self-
taught photographer who used his skills to document May Day marches, peace marches 
and anti-war protests between 1963 and 1971.   Due to illness and the loss of his cameras 
and photographic equipment when his house was burnt down, his photography came to 
an end. 
 

Women marching during a demonstration for peace, 1964. 
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Endnotes 
 
1. Frederick P. Parkinson arrived in Austra-
lia on the ship Ramsay (short ship):  Master 
E. Hunt.  It departed London on 13 March 
1871 and arrived in Brisbane on 28 June 
1871.  He was aged 19 years  (Landing Or-
der 413, Single Male.  Registered No. 1, 
page 14, vol. 2 [IMM-114]).  He is shown 
on the electoral roll of 1874 as being a resi-
dent in Coomera.  Prior to this date there is 
no record of him being at Coomera. 
2. Held at the Fryer Library, University of 
Queensland. Published in 1911. 
3. The Sydney Mail, p. 13 (cutting, date 
unknown). 
4. Queensland Lawn Tennis Association, A 
Century of Queensland Tennis, QLTA Cen- 

tenary 1888-1988, Sunshine Publications, 
Brisbane, 1988, p. 88. 
5. Information supplied by Kate during her 
lifetime to Mrs. F. Buckley, my sister.  Nei-
ther the Queensland Lawn Tennis Associa-
tion nor Tennis Australia can confirm this, 
as their records of Australian Women’s 
Championships only commence in 1922.  
But Tennis Australia advises that Australian 
Championships were held in Brisbane in 
1911 and 1915, Perth 1913, Melbourne 
1914 and Sydney 1922. 
6. Margaret Anderson, ‘Good Strong Girls 
Colonial Women and Work’, in Kay Saun-
ders and Raymond Evans (eds), Gender 
Relations in Australia: Domination and 
Negotiation, Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 
Sydney, 1992, p. 421  
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cruel to the unplaceable wards. 
  
Her employment brought her into the 
different world of affluent suburbia, 
initially as a home help, subsequently 
as a nursemaid. Her general impression 
was one of stupefying mediocrity. At 
best they were ‘very ordinary’ or ‘a 
drink of water’. 
  
‘A nice type of girl’ 
  
As ‘a nice type of girl’ Betty was not 
flattered at being placed with Bris-
bane’s upper bourgeoisie, but with her 
nose for quality, gained a wry view of a 
smug and appetitive tone. The cooking 
was often the worst of British (coffee in 
a bottle, shredded lettuce in vinegar, too 
much meat, with cabbage boiled to 
leave a smell but no taste). They were 
not uniformly mediocre, but she never 
acknowledged who had taught her supe-
rior cookery, not to mention a grasp of 
formal etiquette that only stopped at the 
Table of Precedence. Most took her 
cooking as a gratuitous addition to rou-
tine housework. 
  
Twopeny described the nursemaid as 
the least skilled and lowest ranked, 
though considered good enough for 
colonial children.9   Here too, employ-
ers casually turned their children over 
to the maid, who (unlike the old-world 
nanny) had responsibility without au-
thority. Betty observed undisciplined 
children who might kick a nursemaid 
with impunity, but unlike self-
possessed bush kids, burnt themselves 
out, to become dull and conformist 
creatures of the Establishment.    (Such 
a course might find a parallel in Marga-
ret Mead’s account of the Manus cul-
ture.)10 Given that the affluent had a 
casual attitude to their children, the care 

vouchsafed to orphans must have been 
read as a great favour. 
  
There was no upstairs/downstairs dis-
tinction in the employers’ households, 
an arrangement more gauche than egali-
tarian, though it minimised opportunity 
for seigneurial seduction. Apart from 
the under-used parlour there was no 
defined woman’s domain. In some 
houses the maid’s room was attached to 
the kitchen; in others it was partitioned 
on a veranda. 
  
Hired girls declined to identify with the 
family. Living dissociated at close quar-
ters, the maid observed privilege with 
the same kind of intimate class division 
that had made colonial family life un-
speakably taboo, when servants became 
wives. Up to 1911 complaints recorded 
against hired girls had to do with sulk-
ing and ‘passive resistance’. Passivity 
was acceptable only as sweet compli-
ance. By contrast, the hired boys work-
ing outdoors with the family’s menfolk 
might develop some camaraderie with 
them.11 
  
On 24 November 1915, possibly carry-
ing a pamphlet, Betty was hired out to 
Captain Alexander Junner, the Govern-
ment skipper, whom she had met on an 
orphanage excursion; he had been an 
orphan himself, he told her. He and his 
wife were hospitable Scots, whose Hog-
manay she was to remember. ‘The Cap-
tain’ had been the hero of a shipwreck 
in 1888.12 
  
Her status was made clear on the first 
night, when she helped set the table. 
Where was her place? (In the kitchen.) 
But she found the household at High-
gate Hill most interesting. The Captain 
raised a flag every morning and 
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scanned the river shipping with a tele-
scope. He often came home with a 
sugarbag full of fish, a perquisite of 
office, and Betty learned a much-
praised recipe for fish soup. When the 
house was advertised for sale in 1993 I 
took the opportunity to see it. Betty’s 
room adjoined the kitchen, and the view 
of the next house was what the teenager 
saw until 12 January 1917, when she 
left. 
 
She liked the family and kept in touch 
until the mid 1920s. But there had been 
an incident. Employers were made 
aware that ‘abuses, however slight, 
were severely dealt with’.13 After a mis-
hap in the kitchen the daughter of the 
house had slapped Betty’s face. A son 
told the parents, who exacted an apol-
ogy, forestalling a Departmental com-
plaint.  
 
A lost youth 
 
Leaving the Junners, she spent only two 
months with W.J. Riches, a teacher at 
Gowrie Junction via Toowoomba. 
‘Boring’ she wrote to her father, who 
reminded the Department of its policy 
not to send girls to isolated places; 
moreover, there was no accessible An-
glican church.14 
  
She spent six months with Mrs J. Price 
of Bardon, whose husband was a Fed-
eral public servant. Mrs Price urged her 
to join a church social group. She tried 
the YWCA, but could not return hospi-
tality. ‘I didn’t want them patronising 
me’. 
  
Betty had had no youth and lacked so-
cial accomplishments. Unlike her eldest 
sister she had never been to the races, 
could not ride, play cards or dance, and 

saw social interchange as a matter of 
punctilious ‘fitting in’, as she sup-
pressed the anarchic sentiments of the 
institutionalised. She knew the animal 
facts of life and the kitchen secrets of 
the elite, but lacked street sense, assum-
ing that men were all gentlemanly pro-
tectors in the mould of the Captain and 
the Lieutenant Colonel. 
  
She was with Mr J.W Castle of Beaude-
sert for a year, and left after the baby 
died. She had avoided his advances by 
spending a night outside, where she 
contracted bronchitis. She had a four-
month holiday at Diamantina, helping 
with the administration and observing 
the matron’s harshness. She hardly no-
ticed the end of the war, she said.  
 
Early in 1919 she was hired by Mr A.P. 
Deshon of Coorparoo, a bank officer. 
The bush daughter was probably 
floored by Mrs Deshon, a travelled so-
phisticate, who had ‘played the violin 
before the Kaiser’, but like the rest was 
ready to delegate child care, and un-
doubtedly bored by teenaged nurse-
maids. 
  
Coorparoo was an outer suburb, an elite 
enclave of mansions surrounded by cow 
paddocks and vegetable gardens. ‘I 
knew more about the bush than they 
did’ she said scornfully. Well-heeled 
officials and businessmen pursued 
enlightened self-interest as land specu-
lators, smiled upon by the local member 
and Colonial Treasurer, Walter Barnes. 
The Deshons could not have predicted 
that their nursemaid would marry his 
nephew within a decade. 
  
A time of revolution 
 
In 1919 Betty’s brother Jim returned 
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high school – the Brisbane Girls Gram-
mar School.   
 
Kate was a bit of a rebel, appar-
ently ,and sought some measure of in-
dependence.  She broke off an engage-
ment to a young man and later left 
home about 1913 when in her late twen-
ties to train as a typist.  She then 
worked in an office.  She was following 
the trend of a small number of middle-
class women who began to enter white-
collar and professional occupations 
from the middle of the nineteenth cen-
tury.  An elder sister Florence was reg-
istered as a nurse on 18 April 1917, and 
later became a sugar chemist; she was, I 
believe, the first woman in Queensland 
to work in a sugar mill.  For most of the 
nineteenth century middle-class 
women, unless in straightened circum-
stances, worked at home.6 
 
Despite her diminutive size (barely five 
foot tall) my mother was a woman of 
great strength and determination.  Dur-
ing the Depression years in the 1930s 
when my father was unemployed, along 
with one-third of the Australian work-
force, they organised a flower-selling 
business catering for the main hotels 
and restaurants in Brisbane. My father 
hand-ploughed our household land as 
well as an allotment leased from the 
local doctor (Dr Chauncey) on which he 
grew flowers and vegetables.  As chil-
dren we picked the flowers and vegeta-
bles and sometimes sold them to 
neighbouring residents. We often took a 
trip to Darra in a truck with a friend of 
my father.  There we picked ‘gum tips’ 
from the surrounding bushland.  In 
those days there were few houses in 
Darra.  Before school we helped our 
mother carry the flowers to the railway 
station and into town.  Later when the 

demand for flowers was greater as the 
business grew, my father and mother 
negotiated with a family in Sunnybank 
to purchase large quantities of Iceland 
poppies that were grown there.  These 
were added to our own flowers such as 
Shasta daisies, coreopsis and gerberas.  
My mother sorted the flowers and took 
them to the various clients.  The vesti-
bules of the Wintergarden and Regent 
theatres were beautified by the huge 
bowls of flowers which graced the en-
trance and the stone steps which led to 
the second level – all supplied by our 
hard-working mother and family.  
 
Even in old age, my mother was cheer-
ful, bright and full of the joy of living 
and eager to help others.  She recog-
nized the evil of war but understood the 
need to defeat Fascism.  She enrolled 
every household in the Bowen Hills 
streets where we lived in the War 
Bonds Scheme.  During these years she 
became known and loved by many Aus-
tralian servicemen (and others from 
overseas as well) as she welcomed them 
to our home with a good meal and some 
cheery advice.  
 
Having endured hardship and struggle 
in her own life, she was anxious to help 
create the conditions for a better life for 
all and was foremost in the founding of 
the Queensland Housewives’ League.  
This was the forerunner of the Union of 
Australian Women whose activity for 
equal rights and equal status for 
women, for peace and a better life rep-
resented her outlook on life.   A photo-
graph (over the page) reflecting her 
warm and caring nature appeared in one 
issue of their journal Our Women.  
 
 

* * * * 
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ough and came to live in Brisbane in 
1922.   
 
My mother told us a little about her life 
in these frontier towns.  As a middle 
class family they were in a privileged 
position. To help with the household 
chores – washing, cleaning, sewing and 
child minding in which all the girls par-
ticipated as they grew older – they had 
a number of domestic servants.  There 
was of course a yardman, an Aborigine, 
and a maid whom my mother said was 
named ‘Topsy’ because of her curly 
hair (she was probably of South Sea 
Island origin) and I recall that she spoke 
of a Chinese servant.  As the girls grew 
older my mother said they had a won-
derful time as they enjoyed balls and 
dances, afternoon tea parties, church 
bazaars and such-like. Charters Towers, 
she said, was known as ‘The World’ 
and every Saturday night the whole 
town would dress in their very best 
clothes and parade down the main street 
exchanging greetings with their friends.   
 
Kate (also known as Kitty) and her 
three sisters were keen tennis players 
and they all won the singles and dou-
bles championships of the North 
Queensland Tennis Association at dif-
ferent times.  At age 15, Kate won her 
first championship in Charters Towers.  
This was in 1898, the year that her fa-
ther despatched the last gold escort 
from Georgetown.  She was twice suc-
cessful in winning the singles champi-
onship of North Queensland in Towns-
ville.  With her sister Easter Parkinson, 
she took part in an interstate tournament 
for the first time in 1913.  They were 
successful in winning the doubles 
championship.  Kate also defeated Miss 
Dight, one of the strongest of the New 
South Wales players, to win the ladies 
singles handicap at Auchenflower, Bris-

bane.3 In 1915 she and Easter won the 
Queensland Open Grass Court Champi-
onships.4  Kate also won the Australian 
Tennis Championships (doubles) with 
Mrs Forde at this time.5  Photos taken at 
the time show them dressed in white 
neck to ankle dresses, stockings, white 
shoes and hats with veils tied under the 
chin to protect their complexions! 
 

My mother never went to school but 
was educated at home by her Aunt 
Emily, a fact that she regretted all her 
life.  Denied an education at school by 
her well-educated father (the only son 
Virgil was sent away to Armidale for 
his schooling) she was determined that 
her three girls should receive the educa-
tion that she had never gained. Despite 
economic hardship, we were all sent to 

Kate in Action Playing Tennis 
in North Queensland 
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Betty, envying ‘flash clothes’. 



22 

with the Light Horse from Palestine and 
France. In his Digger’s uniform he went 
to McLaren at Yangan, and exacted his 
pocket money. Redress was on the way, 
and conceived in revolutionary terms. 
  
Betty’s manumission was preceded by 
urban/rural comedy, when Jim joined 
forces with Martha’s husband, Harry 
Gillard, who was busying himself with 
Myrtle’s moral welfare. Harry was a 
voluble activist in the Seamen’s Union. 
Hugh, an AWU stalwart, called him a 
Pommy urger. 
  
Harry objected to her working with 
‘toffs and tories’. Jim was moved not 
by ideology but by rural custom. Betty 
had been required to take the house cow 
to a bull for serving, a task that was 
men’s business out west, and taboo to 
young girls. The complaint was raised 
with the Department and passed on to 
the uncomprehending Deshons. Being 
accustomed to livestock Betty was more 
amused than not, but compounding Bol-
shevik rhetoric with English prudery, 
Harry told the Deshons that she was not 
only to be protected from such sights, 
but must not be allowed out at night. 
The Deshons told him to stay away, 
calling him a communist. 
  
The prospect of freedom brought on 
floods of impatient tears until 23 March 
1920, when Betty was discharged to her 
sister Martha. When the policeman ar-
rived to escort her away. Mrs Deshon 
asked ‘It hasn’t been so bad, has it?’ 
Free after eleven years Betty could say, 
grudgingly, ’You haven’t been bad to 
me’. 
  
But the family reunion was less than 
happy. Harry got on her nerves, lump-
ing her in with his Marxist underclass 

of dark mills, mean alleys and foul 
sweatshops. Martha was harassed by 
her noisy and increasing family, and her 
bush folkways were incompatible with 
urban airs and graces: they called her 
Lizzie and not Betty. She ran away be-
fore her eighteenth birthday. 
  
She found an enjoyable job for which 
she was well qualified, as a children’s 
nurse with the Blind Deaf and Dumb 
Institute. The Department kept her wait-
ing for her savings, which totalled 
something like 50 pounds plus interest. 
Her first pay had been one shilling a 
week, rising to 6/6 at seventeen, with 
monthly pocket money rising from 
three to six pence a month.  
 
Life on the margin 
  
A photograph taken soon after her 
birthday shows her with a fashionable 
friend, herself in the childish garb 
deemed suitable by Mrs Deshon — 
white dress, black stockings. At about 
this time Myrtle, chafing under Harry’s 
strictures, wrote to her father denying 
she was going around with blokes, add-
ing ‘Dad, I want money’; Lizzie, she 
said, was going to spend her savings on 
flash clothes. Not long after a bare-
shouldered studio portrait was taken, 
which the photographer put in his ad-
vertising display at Roma Street Station 
‘for years’. 
  
Betty escaped to Sydney, relishing the 
cosmopolitan anonymity away from the 
censorious province. Before leaving she 
visited the Junners, who proudly told 
her that the Captain’s old schoolmate, 
Ramsay Macdonald, was the Labour 
Prime Minister of England. 
  
In Sydney she met and married a 
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Kate Lovegrove 
(nee Parkinson): 

Her Story 
 

Connie Healy 
 

 
Kate Lovegrove (nee Parkinson), my 
mother, came from a Queensland pio-
neering family. Her mother, Charlotte, 
was born at Coomera on 1 August 
1853, the daughter of William and 
Mary Binstead. The Binstead and Don-
ald families are recorded as the first 
settlers in the Upper Coomera District.  
Arthur Binstead, grandfather to Char-
lotte Binstead and one of his sons, 
George Binstead, who came from 
Bosham in West Sussex, England, were 
convicted for machine breaking (a po-
litical crime) and transported to Austra-
lia in November 1830 for 14 years for 
their participation in the Swing Riots. 
The Binsteads were sawyers who lived 
in the town yet lent support to the strug-
gles of the agricultural labourers and 
this largely accounted for the severity 
of their sentences. Both were granted 
free pardons in 1837 but conditions 
attached to the pardons did not provide 
for free passage back to England.  
Money was collected in England and 
Arthur’s wife Maria and her three 
youngest children joined them in Aus-
tralia.  One of the three children was my 
great grandfather William Alfred Bin-
stead who later lived in the Coomera. 
Despite the pardon, the Binstead family 
never revealed their secret shame of a 
convict background, now fully re-
vealed.   
 
Kate Parkinson was born on 30 May 
1883 at Coomera, Queensland, third 

eldest of the five children (four girls 
and one boy) of Charlotte and Frederick 
Philip Parkinson.  Kate’s father Freder-
ick migrated from Preston, Lancashire 
arriving in Brisbane on 28 June 18711 
aged 19 years.  Kate married Eric Orde 
Lovegrove, born at Crookwell, New 
South Wales in 1889 in Maryborough 
Queensland in 1916 prior to his enlist-
ment to fight overseas in World War 
One. He never recovered psychologi-
cally from the effects of the terrible 
years in the trenches in France. He died 
in Sydney on 27 April 1951 aged 62 
years.  He had aged prematurely having 
suffered from a heart condition for his 
last ten years. My mother and father 
had been separated for about 10 years 
before his death.  Kate died in Brisbane 
on 13 September 1962 aged 79 years. 
 
Kate’s father Frederick worked in the 
Education Department as a teacher, but 
later transferred to the Justice Depart-
ment and was appointed a Mining War-
den and Police Magistrate, working in 
this capacity for over 30 years in the 
principal gold and mineral fields of 
Queensland.  He wrote The Queensland 
Miners Guide,2 a text that was intended 
as information to simplify the Miners’ 
Act for working miners. 
 
With her family, my mother lived at 
one time at all the mining towns in 
North Queensland, including Maytown 
(1885-87) (my grandmother is said to 
have been the first white women to ever 
live there), Charters Towers (1889-92, 
1902-5), Croydon (1894-7), George-
town (Etheridge) (1898-1900), Gympie 
(1900-01), Herberton (1906-09) and 
Townsville (1909-1912).  The family 
lived at Maryborough (1913-21), but 
my mother left home about this time.  
Her father finally retired in Marybor-
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Kate Lovegrove (nee Parkinson) on the right, with her 
sister (and tennis partner) Charlotte Easter Parkinson. 
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Queenslander and in time returned. She 
had lost touch with her family but was 
surrounded by reminders of an un-
avowed past. We lived at Taringa. The 
caning headmaster resurfaced at the 
school, where a plaque ascribed public 
works to one of the Deshons. One of 
her infant charges was a dancing part-
ner of a girl next door, and we lived 
within sight of a house where Martha 
had served dinner at Christmas 1915. 
She knew, in anthropological detail, 
much about prominent families. 
  
The Departmental files were destroyed 
at this time, apart from placement re-
cords, but the community was still 
small. Did she still avoid people in the 
street? In retrospect her street persona 
seems like a make-believe of some 
monumental matron as projected in the 
annual reports – overweight, uphol-
stered in dark fabric, hatted and gloved. 
In middle age she complained of a mar-
ginal identity as a mere skivvy, not-
withstanding labour-saving appliances 
and freedom from child care. She re-
fused to teach me to cook, either jealous 
of her skill, or wishing to turn me from 
housewifery like the factory girls of her 
era. 
  
Abrupt removal from family life left its 
scars on my mother, who scorned wel-
fare rhetoric and accepted the age pen-
sion with distaste. She had been subject 
to some pharisaic discourse, and of the 
officials she met, she could respect only 
one, the accountant Mr Wilson, because 
he recorded her father’s remittances. An 
inspector, W.K. Salton, observed:  

A State that takes on deprived chil-
dren is doing great work ... that if 
properly understood should make 
our fellow men and fellow women 
feel proud that the Almighty has put 

it into the hearts of our legislators to 
devise such liberal things ... .15  
 

Betty gave proof that adversity does not 
improve the character. While living in 
Sydney she engaged a State ward to 
help with her young family. Norma, 
whose mother was in gaol for bigamy, 
was permitted to accompany us to Bris-
bane, beyond NSW jurisdiction (which 
seems to have been casual). Betty bul-
lied her with predictable results. With 
the street sophistication of an urban rat, 
Norma subverted the children, encour-
aging them to guy their parents. She left 
after my note about ‘Her’ was found.  
 
Life and art 
 
Though Betty never became a reader, 
she appreciated the theme of David 
Copperfield. My first bookshelf in-
cluded girlish staples – Anne of Green 
Gables and the Pollyanna series, about 
orphan fortunes up to the period of 
Betty’s servitude. They are informed by 
North American optimism; a more as-
tringent note is struck by Ethel Turner’s 
That Girl, an Australian equivalent, but 
my mother was unable to see her situa-
tion as common enough to be a theme 
in popular literature. 
  
Her long and perturbed life had novelet-
tish aspects, not the least being the in-
trigues of two people, one an in-law, the 
other a sibling, who prevented her from 
meeting her father, who lived until 
1954. There was just time for me to 
contact Hugh, and to reunite two octo-
genarian waifs before he died. 
  
If she had received a bursary, she would 
have liked to study ‘something artistic’. 
Back in Sydney, divorced in her fifties, 
she found herself on a congenial social 
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fringe which gave scope to a repressed 
natural wit. She spent time with theatre 
people, relishing their anarchic cam-
pery, along with the baroque anecdotes 
of a titled Englishwoman (bemused by 
Sydney socialites) who regaled her with 
tales of court presentations and haunted 
castles. She abandoned conventional 
dress for kaftans. One of her patchwork 
quilts was featured in Vogue magazine. 
  
No one was better placed to witness the 
angry grief of a grandson whose father 
had died, sitting with the raging child in 
silence practised over a lifetime. The 
last time I saw my mother I spoke of 
her hidden history, and asked if she had 
thought her daughters so shallow as to 
mock an orphan. She bit her lip and 
smiled, like a child caught out. There 
was nothing more to be said.  
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Pauline was widowed when her hus-
band blew his brains out on the In-
dooroopilly Bridge (from the effects of 
debt from too much wine and women), 
leaving her with three teenaged chil-
dren, debts and a run-down restaurant in 
Queen Street.  She went on to become  
 
 

very successful and purchased another 
house on Gregory Terrace, which re-
mains as Cliveden Mansions today, 
where the family lived for some time.  
 
 

* * * *  

Berthe, in her 90s, with great-grandchildren. 
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‘Well, don’t be long,’ he replied, hardly 
looking up from his toil, ‘the potatoes 
have to be hoed!’ 
 
Life was not easy for a farmer’s wife. 
We worked in the fields and we still 
had our household chores. Then there 
was the childbearing and all the prob-
lems that go with it. We risked our lives 
by getting married. All the bladder in-
fections that go with marital love; the 
kidney diseases that follow in preg-
nancy; the miscarriages. The graveyards 
hold many a young mother who died in 
childbirth or as a result of it. The men 
needed us to satisfy their need. My hus-
band had not many pleasures in life, 
except, as he used to say, that and his 
nice hot cup of tea. But we all wanted 
marriage. What sort of life was it as a 
single woman, an Old Maid? Just 
drudgery, no status at all. Nobody. 
 
Because I had attended school for only 
three weeks, I could not read or write. 
This was a great sadness for me. When 
my eldest child first went to school, I 
asked her on her return home to show 
me what she had done at school. Her 
slate was full of pothooks this way and 
that, but I was impatient to write! Each 
evening, I asked her to teach me what 
she had learned that day. With time, I 
managed to form letters, then words, 
and when my youngest, Harry, left 
school on his fourteenth birthday, I 
could read the Bible, and could write a 
simple letter. We had the Courier Mail 
delivered twice weekly to the railway 
station, and sometimes I could not wait 
for Hermann to saddle up the horse. I 
would walk down the rough track in my 
long dress, down the long hill, I was so 
eager to read the paper. My husband 
relied on me for the news, even though 
he had been to school and could read 

and write. He had too much work to do 
and was not a good scholar. He left that 
sort of thing to the women. 
 
We could not just run to the doctor 
when we were unwell. It took hours to 
go to Brisbane in the buggy, and it cost 
money we did not have. We just suf-
fered in silence most of the time, and 
hoped we would get better. When I was 
in my forties, my womb started to 
swell. I thought I was having another 
baby! There was no movement, how-
ever, and no baby arrived. My abdomen 
just got bigger and I finally went to the 
doctor who said I had a tumour. I was 
put in Toxteth Hospital in Brisbane 
where Doctor Hirschfield operated on 
me. The growth was as big as a cat! But 
I lost so much blood, and was so near 
death, that they got me out of the oper-
ating theatre as quickly as possible. To 
die in there meant an enquiry. So I was 
never stitched up, no time for that. A 
big, tight binder held the sides of the 
wound together.  
 
I was wheeled hurriedly to my room. 
On my deathbed, I wanted Hermann to 
promise me he would not re-marry. I 
wanted him to myself in Heaven. He 
listened as I struggled to speak. 
 
‘I can’t promise you that, Berthe,’ he 
replied, as his tears fell on my face, 
‘I’m a man…’ I pleaded in my weak-
ened voice, as he patted my hand, but 
he was steadfast, even though I was 
dying. So, according to the nurses, I got 
better to spite him!  
 

* * * * 
 
Living until she was ninety-seven, 
Berthe died in 1969, having outlived 
her husband by 25 years. 
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Berthe’s Story: 
Tales of a Grandmother 

 
Doreen Wendt-Weir 

 
It was hard on father as well. Mother 
could not see that. I was only three 
when the baby Gottholt and my toddler 
sister Vreni died from diphtheria. It 
happened so quickly, just a few days. 
Their hearts gave out, or they couldn’t 
breathe through the thick membrane in 
their throats. I only know that Mother’s 
heart broke, and she was in pain, physi-
cal pain. She had been pregnant, or 
breastfeeding, or both, for twelve years, 
ever since she conceived her oldest son 
Wilhelm, and was now bereft of suck-
ing, with breasts engorged and hard 
with waiting milk, and getting worse 
hour by hour. 
  
Mother asked me would I suckle her. 
She pleaded, and it was hard for her, 
because she was forced to look at my 
pockmarked face. I was only six weeks 
old when I contracted smallpox from 
my grandmother Karoline who died 
from the disease that swept Germany in 
1875. I must have been strong, because 
I survived. Even though she had prayed 
to God to let me live (when Father was 
praying to the same God to let me die), 
Mother found my disfigurement very 
difficult to confront. So I suckled 
Mother’s breasts. I remember the warm, 
sweet milk in my mouth, and she put 
her arms around me. Her tears of grief 
never ceased, and they fell on my face. 
I wished they would take away the ugly 
scars, but it was impossible.  
 
Worse was to come. As I was content-
edly sucking at the firm, blue-veined 
breast, my eleven-year-old brother 

Wilhelm, apple of Mother’s eye, 
opened the heavy front door of our 
small shepherd’s cottage in Schleswig-
Holstein, and came into our living 
room. As usual, he had been helping 
Father in the field. 
 
 ‘Mutti,’ he said, ‘my throat hurts.’ 
 
I can still picture Wilhelm in the striped 
woollen cap that Mother had knitted for 
him that winter, and can feel even now 
the stiff horror in her body as Wilhelm 
said those words. Mother and Father 
did what they could. Some red flannel 
wrapped around his neck, a few drops 
of kerosene on a teaspoonful of sugar, 
some hot potato soup in front of the 
blazing hearth, but all to no avail. My 
parents buried Wilhelm with the two 
babies, and Mother’s gloom descended. 
She did not speak or smile. No tears 
even. Nothing. She went about her 
work, her chores, but remained grim 
and silent. It was even whispered that 
Mother might be losing her mind! 
Months later, Father found her with the 
lambs, the lambs that Wilhelm had 
doted on, weeping inconsolably. He 
knew then that Mother would recover, 
but he made up his mind to emigrate to 
Queensland. He had heard about it since 
the visit of Heussler, the agent. A warm 
climate, they said. You could grow two 
crops a year. And the rest of the family 
might be safe. Besides, there he could 
worship according to our faith. They 
told us that. It all took nine years, with 
Mother resisting the whole time. 
 
I was so happy to go to school when I 
was eight. Pauline was four years older.  
Because she had been for some years at 
school, she was now kept at home to 
see to the tasks while our parents 
worked in the field. But she was flighty, 
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even then. Looking in Mother’s looking
-glass all the time, turning her head this 
way and that, tossing her pretty fair 
curls. I know. I saw her many times as I 
plaited my straight dark hair. I wanted 
the glass also, just to see my hair, not 
my face, but Pauline got her way. She 
always did. Mother adored her, and 
forgave her the sloppy household, the 
hungry little ones. 
 
I had only been at school for three 
weeks, when Pauline complained she 
did not like housework, and I was kept 
at home in her place. I remember my 
front teeth had fallen out, and I tried to 
smile as Pauline danced off to school 
again. I had heard my parents talking. 
Pauline had prospects, they said, she 
can make a good marriage. Who will 
look at Berthe? How I hated my face! I 
knew I was better at schoolwork than 
Pauline, better than all of them, but I 
was ‘the ugly duckling’, fit only for 
housework. Father would pat me on the 
head when he came home and would 
say, ‘You are doing a nice job, little 
one. Isn’t she, Mother?’ And Mother 
would nod. Sometimes his blue eyes 
were wet as he spoke, and I could feel 
my own blue eyes, so like his, grow 
sad. But not for long. I had too much 
work to do. 
 
When I was eleven, in 1883, the official 
letter came. We were soon to prepare 
for departure to our new country. What 
a hustle and a bustle there was! New 
suits were made for the boys. My sister 
and I were given new plaid dresses. 
Mother looked perhaps a little less grim 
in her new bonnet. But we must be vac-
cinated against smallpox. I stood in line 
with the others who were emigrating, 
feeling nervous as I waited my turn to 
have my arm pricked and the cowpox 

solution dropped onto it. The old doctor 
looked up as I approached and pushed 
me roughly along, telling me I would 
not be needing any needle pricks. He 
called me a poor little lady, shaking his 
head. His expression was the same as 
the one I had seen on Mother’s face so 
often, and I was reminded of the marks 
on my face that Mother could not ac-
cept. Did they remind her of too much, 
too much that was painful? 
 
We left Schleswig-Holstein, travelled to 
the mouth of the Elbe by ship, and 
across the North Sea to Plymouth where 
we boarded the Duke of Devonshire. 
We arrived in Brisbane in 1884. Ours 
was the first steam ship to travel up the 
Brisbane River. At least there was some 
sort of settlement when we arrived. 
Queen Street was a dirt road, but a busy 
place. My father was given a grant of 
ten acres of land, as promised, at Pim-
pama. But it was so infested with sand-
flies and mosquitoes, in a tea-tree 
swamp, that we had to pack up our tents 
and leave, go back to my uncle’s place 
at Eight Mile Plains.  He helped Father 
find and buy the land at Buccan, near 
the Village of Logan. 
  
Pauline and I were put to work in my 
uncle’s guesthouse in Albert Street. It 
was called ‘The Bushman’s Home’. She 
was sixteen and pretty and was given a 
smart black dress with a frilly white 
apron to wear in the dining room. She 
had an admirer almost immediately, 
Karl Eschenhagen, who took her for 
pleasant walks, around the river and up 
to Gregory Terrace where he wanted to 
build a good house. I was told to clean 
the bedrooms, empty the slops. My uni-
form was grey so you wouldn’t see the 
dirt, but it was comfortable. I was 
twelve. 
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Mile Plains. Because I did not ride, we 
would carry our produce in and our 
purchases out. When times got better, 
our means of journeying was by Ger-
man wagon, a vehicle that shook every 
bone in our bodies. And the trip took 
six hours. But with all the hardships, 
those years were happy times.  
 
I had six children in six years. The last 
one, my son Harry, was a difficult birth. 
I was in labour all night, screaming 
with pain. I was told his face came first, 
not the nape of his neck as was normal. 
And he weighed ten pounds! The 
neighbour’s wife helped me to deliver. 
My husband had gone to get her from 
the other side of the river, walked to her 
home and rowed her back in the boat; 
then they rode the two horses he had 
ready. After it was all over, Hermann 
came into the bedroom to see me and 
our new son.  
 
‘I don’t know about you, Berthe,’ he 
said sadly, ‘but I cannot go through that 
again. From now on, I am going to turn 
my face to the wall.’ I knew that would 
be impossible, but I didn’t say so. I just 
nodded, I was so tired. Poor Hermann!  
 
A travelling salesman used to call on us 
once a year. He had samples of dress 
material, catalogues on household 
items, flannel shirts and dungarees, 
kerosene lamps and the like. He used to 
arrive at our place early, and I would 
give him breakfast. He treated us well. 
Once, he had just enjoyed the scram-
bled eggs I had cooked for him and 
asked, as he always did, if I had any 
more children. There was another of 
course, and he asked how old he was. 
When I replied that my son was just a 
few hours old, he went outside and was 
sick! Wasted the eggs that I could ill 

afford to give him! 
  
The same fellow, Buddy Bishop, called 
some time after Harry’s birth. The com-
mercial traveller was a cheery fellow, 
good to talk to. Hermann said he had 
the gift of the gab. 
 
‘Any more children?’ Buddy asked. 
When I told him I now had one more 
than I did last year, he was appalled. 
 
‘Good God, woman,’ he said, ‘you 
can’t go on like this!’ And he gave me a 
‘wrinkle’, told us what to do. You 
couldn’t be lazy, couldn’t just lie there 
afterwards. Hermann could, but I had to 
get up, do it right there and then. A so-
lution of weak Condy’s Crystals. We 
had no more children, just the four who 
survived. 
  
I told my young sister, Hedwig, about 
the ‘wrinkle’. She was the great lady, 
married to a squatter, and had already 
given birth seven times. Her husband 
was demanding, he was a station owner 
no less, who thought women were there 
for one thing. But it was of no use. She 
didn’t like getting up straight away, and 
waited until morning. They went on to 
have thirteen children, and nine sur-
vived. 
 
At least my husband considered me. 
Not like another German woman, who 
was hoeing in the seed potatoes along-
side her husband when her waters broke 
with her third child, and she felt the 
onset of labour. She told her husband 
she must leave her work to deliver the 
baby. 
 
‘I’ve got to go to the house!’ she cried, 
‘the baby’s coming!’ 
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much of a chance, was going to marry 
Hermann Wendt! My intended groom 
said he was not much interested in city 
girls, just liked me the way I was, and I 
was not to change! 
 
Hermann said we would marry in one 
year’s time. He needed to save some 
money. But as the weeks went by, he 
grew restless, as I knew men could. 
 
‘I can’t stand it,’ he would say, ‘you 
must marry me now. I cannot wait.’ At 
our wedding in the little church at 
Bethania, I was surprised when his fa-
ther got up to sign the register for my 
new husband. 
 
‘What is this?’ I demanded. ‘Why do 
you not sign for yourself?’ 
 
‘Because I am not yet of age,’ he re-
plied shamefully. ‘I am only twenty. I 
thought if I told you, you would not 
marry me.’ I was quite bewildered that 
a man with such an adequate moustache 
with good, waxed handlebars, could be 
so young. 
  
Hermann was a lusty man. I know the 
Bible tells us to submit to our husbands. 
And I have always been a good and 
willing wife. But I did not submit. I 
said, ‘Come to me, darling!’ and there 
is a difference. To submit means I am 
lesser, that I have a master. To join with 
my husband in marital love makes me 
equal, and that’s what I am. I try to 
obey the word of God, to agree with 
what the Bible tells me, that the man 
was not created for the woman, but the 
woman for the man. That is how I have 
been brought up. But there are two ar-
eas in which I keep my own opinion. I 
don’t submit if I can help it; and I do 
like a little bit of ham now and then. 

You know the Good Book tells us not 
to eat the flesh of the swine. I don’t 
think it does me any harm and I am sure 
God forgives me. 
 
I have always thought that country-
women are more independent than a lot 
of those in the city. After all, I contrib-
uted to the household, worked along-
side my husband. From the start, I 
skinned the calves that we would eat, 
cobbed the corn and husked the imphi. 
Hermann was too busy with the plough-
ing, the reaping, the clearing, the ring-
barking. We all helped with the milk-
ing. When it was too dark in the eve-
ning to work anymore outside, my hus-
band would churn the cream to butter 
for me as we chatted in the kitchen, as I 
worked. It was his relaxation, just sit-
ting and turning the handle. 
 
Once, after giving birth during the 
night, I got up and skinned a calf the 
next morning. Hermann killed and 
butchered it for me. I could not kill a 
young animal while my own baby cried 
for my attention. The midwife would 
advise me to stay in bed for two weeks 
after delivery, with one extra day for 
each preceding child, but that was im-
possible. All right for city women or 
maybe the English gentry, but not for us 
German farmers, not for me. There was 
too much work to be done.  
 
Work in the fields began early and 
ended late. We sold our produce in 
Brisbane, and what money we made 
was quickly changed for groceries, 
drapery and other necessary wants. To 
visit Brisbane meant a trip of twenty-
seven miles over the roughest of tracks. 
When we were first married, we often 
walked, we had no dray. We would stay 
overnight with my cousins at Eight 
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 A squatter came to stay, a friend of my 
uncle. He shouted at me, thought I was 
deaf because I could not speak much 
English. 
  
‘Bloody Krauts,’ he said, ‘the place is 
full of ‘em. What happened to your 
face?’ 
 
I told as best as I could about the small-
pox, and he nodded. One evening this 
squatter was much the worse for strong 
liquor, had been entertaining country 
friends, and disgraced himself in the 
bedroom. He lost control of his bladder, 
his bowels; vomited everywhere. He 
asked me to clean it up before my uncle 
found out. I got the Lysol that they put 
on the dead rats, and scrubbed every 
surface in the room, the mattress, pil-
low, lamp, dresser, the floor. I got rid of 
the stink. He gave me a five pound 
note, a princely sum, ten weeks’ wages, 
for my silence. I hid it from Pauline, 
who shared the bed with me, and gave 
the crisp, blue note to Father when my 
parents visited. Mother thought I must 
have stolen it. They put it towards the 
house they were building at Buccan. 
My uncle helped Father with some 
money too.  
 
When the house was finished, I was 
needed on the farm. Father always said 
I was a good worker. Mother and I 
would walk beside father as he 
ploughed. He had a single furrow 
plough with two broad handles which 
he guided as it was pulled by the horse. 
We would toss seed potatoes or corn 
into the furrow as the earth fell into it. 
Or we would follow on, hoeing enough 
earth to cover the seeds well. We sent 
some of our produce to Brisbane by 
steamer. There used to be a wharf at 
Buccan, Reichy’s Wharf, as well as the 

one at Logan Village, three miles away. 
There was a rafting ground on the other 
side of the river. The timber-getters 
used to raft their big logs to Pettigrew’s 
Mill in Brisbane, float them all the way.  
 
The sun made me brown, and the pock-
marks faded. I felt as one with the soil 
that we tilled. I felt strong. Father 
bought me a Singer sewing machine for 
my fourteenth birthday. It was grati-
tude, he said, for the gift of five pounds 
that was so important to them at the 
time. I did the mending for Mother. We 
were doing well, with smoked hams 
and sides of bacon in the pantry, plenty 
of milk, eggs and butter, and fodder for 
the animals. There were orange trees 
and potatoes. Mother ventured a smile 
now and then. 
 
The church was our salvation, the Evan-
gelical Lutheran Church at Bethania, 
which had been built by those Germans 
who were in 1864 offloaded on the 
banks of the Logan River by the Black 
Diamond, as a thunderstorm was loom-
ing. The vessel promptly turned around 
for the voyage back to Moreton Bay in 
order to catch the tide and avoid dam-
age to the ship. The poor people had 
only their bed sheets for shelter, slung 
over bushes, all of their possessions out 
in the driving rain, and the women and 
children crying as they were drenched. 
But they survived and worked hard on 
their small lots. 
  
Andreas Holzheimer made the bricks 
for the church in his own kilns, and the 
men cut the inside timber at Tygum. 
The beams are all hand-adzed. We lived 
by our faith. The pastor at Bethania 
would sometimes ride over, or we 
would load up the German wagon for 
special occasions and take all morning 
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to get to church. There was a tiny pulpit 
suspended over the altar where the pas-
tor would stand as he preached his gos-
pel of fear to us. I wondered would God 
save him if the pulpit crashed down, it 
seemed so fragile and small. He had to 
bow his head as he entered by the low-
slung, high door.  
 
The flood of 1887 almost ruined us. We 
lost everything, all the bacon and hams, 
all Mother’s keepsakes, her 
‘Schatzkiste’, the keepsakes from the 
old country. With the floodwaters lap-
ping at the house foundations, we were 
lucky to escape at night up the hill, past 
the Reserve, to safe ground. I took my 
sewing machine. Brother Edward took 
Father’s gun, and lucky he did. When 
dawn broke, we could see the Smith 
family lower down the hill, on the roof 
of their house, wailing, as the floodwa-
ters swept about them. The father had 
been gassed in the coalmine at Buccan 
just months before, his wife now heavy 
with child. Edward fired three shots, 
which alerted the people at Logan Vil-
lage. In time, a boat was sent out, which 
rescued them. They later said all they 
had to eat while they were on the roof 
was a pumpkin that floated by. We 
lived on warm milk straight from the 
cows’ udders. 
 
When the floodwaters had subsided, 
Father found a saucer, and I found in 
the mud a cup with ‘The Master’s Cup’ 
written on it in gold, a wedding present 
to my parents from the boss in Ger-
many. That’s all we ever found, search 
as we may for ‘The Mistress’ Cup’, but 
Mother seemed very grateful to me. 
  
‘This is your father’s,’ she said, holding 
the cup, ‘and we are his.’ She seemed to 
look at me differently after the flood, as 

if I were somehow comely, no longer 
repulsive to her.  
 
I could see that it was a world domi-
nated by men. Only men’s opinions 
were asked. And I had such a lot to say, 
but shut my mouth. Father’s friends 
would visit, and they would sit and dis-
cuss the problems of being German in 
this country, while Mother and I waited 
on them, gave them mettwurst and 
schwartzbrot. They took little notice of 
me, save to look sometimes at my pitted 
face. I could tell what they were think-
ing as their gaze lingered. They felt 
sorry for me. If they had known what 
was in my mind, they would have only 
felt anger. I wanted to shout at them, 
‘What about me? I am all that you com-
plain of, and more! I am a woman, who 
has no say, will not be listened to. Can I 
not have ambition? As well, I am ugly, 
marked for life!’ 
 
When I had worked in my uncle’s 
guesthouse, cleaning the bedrooms 
where I would not be seen, the squatters 
would come in with their grand ways, 
their big talk, so high and mighty. It 
was women who did the work, waited 
on them, polished their boots, washed 
and ironed their clothes. It wasn’t just 
the work, it was the attitude. They were 
better than we were, so they thought. 
Even my own beloved father and my 
brothers put themselves above all 
women. Perhaps the fact that I was 
scarred and felt low about myself gave 
me time, in my secluded mind-world, to 
think about the position of women. I 
knew that Mother and I were just as 
smart as the men in our family. They 
were not unkind to us and our place was 
recognised. But it was lower than a 
man’s. Mother was in charge of the 
house, but she deferred to father. He 
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owned the farm. Any money was 
banked in his name. Mother owned 
nothing. That’s how it was. No woman 
was allowed to vote. Not even the Gov-
ernor’s wife.  
 
We heard about some city women who 
were objecting to their unsung plight, 
but it was all a long way from Logan 
Village. We were told about those 
women who went to gaol for demand-
ing equality with men. They went on 
hunger strikes, so the newspapers said, 
and were force-fed. It reminded me of 
the geese that we fattened for Christmas 
in the Old Country. A good centrepiece 
for the table, plumped up for the kill. 
Mother would make me push the mash 
down the goose’s neck with my finger, 
ram it down its throat, until I had filled 
its craw. Until it was quite fed up. 
Those poor women! I suppose they 
were drawing attention to their cause, 
but it seemed to me a strange way to do 
it. We were always so grateful for any 
food that was placed in front of us.  
 
Another German family, the Wendts, 
lived on the other side of the Logan 
River, at Logan Reserve. They came 
out twenty years before we did. The 
flood of ’87 brought us closer together. 
The father rowed over to see how we 
had fared. Over the years, one of them 
would sometimes bring some pump-
kins, or we would take some oranges 
over to them. They were good people, 
very devout. One of the sons, Hermann, 
a fine, strapping fellow, used to watch 
me sew on my machine. His mother 
sewed everything by hand. We talked, 
and became good friends. We laughed 
and joked together. I gave as good as I 
got. I knew as much as he did about 
farming. Sometimes I thought I knew 
more, but I did not say so. I did not give 

my face a thought, or the plain clothes I 
wore. Or my plain hairstyle, pulled 
back into a bun.  
 
When I first started blushing at 
Hermann’s words, I realised he meant 
more than friendship to me. Father no-
ticed it, and I heard him and Mother 
talking. 
 
‘Do you think Hermann is keen on 
Berthe, the way he comes over so of-
ten?’ asked Father. 
 
‘A handsome fellow like him! Why 
should he look at Berthe, with all those 
marks still?’ 
 
‘You never know…I don’t want to see 
her hurt,’ Father replied. 
 
How I wished I had a pretty face, and 
time to put my hair in rags as Pauline 
did; a new blouse perhaps. They asked 
me if I would like to help Pauline in 
Brisbane, help her with the children, 
just for a while. I knew they needed me 
on the farm, but I said I would like to 
go. The next time Hermann rowed over, 
I was gone. Father said he didn’t stay 
long, just found out where I was. 
 
There we were one evening, the three 
children and I, in the garden at Pauline 
and Karl’s comfortable home high on 
Gregory terrace, when this fellow rode 
up on his horse. It was Hermann! Come 
to see me! Pauline made him welcome. 
Every three weeks, he would take half 
of Saturday to ride into Brisbane, stay 
for two nights, then after leaving very 
early, get home in time for the milking 
on Monday. When I was twenty-two, he 
asked Father’s permission to marry me. 
Just fancy! The one they thought would 
never be looked at, would never have 


