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PREFACE 
 
 

 

The idea for this book of “Living Histories” arose from Albert’s 90th birthday celebrations in 

April 2006.  Before the cutting of the cake, Albert spoke about his life and quite a few of the 

guests remarked to me afterwards how pleased they were to know something of Albert’s 

background.  

 

When compiling in 1987 our earlier family history “What’s In A Name?”, emphasis was 

given to recording what we were able to learn from various sources about the family 

backgound back as far as we could research it.  Not much attention was given to the 

generations after William and Maria and their immediate family. 

 

Time has now moved on and the next generation of their descendants are in turn becoming 

aged and it seemed a pity not to record their lives while they are still with us – much easier 

and more authentic than future generations having to try to dig it out from records etc. 

 

It is my hope that future generations will follow suit and so keep living history flowing. 

 

I firmly believe that it is helpful to families to know something of where their roots are – 

giving them a feeling of stability in an increasingly unstable world. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

December 2006 

 

 

NOTE: 

 

Page numbering has not been used so as to allow for contributions to be added by anybody 

later.  To facilitate reading, colour coding has been used instead – i.e. different coloured cards 

for each descendant ‘s section of the book. Specific colours are indicated in the index. 
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ALBERT LESLIE RENSHAW AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

 
Having, by the Lord’s good grace and the love and assistance of my family, friends and 

community, reached the advanced age of 90 years on this planet Earth, I thought it was timely 

to meet the request of two of my sisters to add to the information given  about myself in the 

Renshaw family history, Vol. 1, entitled “ What’s in a Name?” compiled so beautifully by my 

sister Mavis. 

 

I will do my best.  

 

Before proceeding, I wish to say four things. 

 

First, to apologise to anybody reading these memoires for the constant use  throughout them 

of the first person singular but for me there was no satisfactory alternative – how egotistical 

can one (I mean I) get! 

 

Secondly – and far more importantly – I thank my sister, Mavis, for kindly reading and where 

necessary correcting what I have written and undertaking the major task of converting it to 

print. 

 

Thirdly, it is to apologise (again) for any major departure from a chronological sequence in 

the narrative as this can be annoying to the reader. 

 

Fourthly, to say that it would have been impossible for me to be specific as to dates and 

events without constantly referring to my personal diaries which I have kept continuously, 

except for one break  shortly after going to reside in Melbourne ,  from  1937 to the present 

time.  These diaries have been indispensable to enable me to write these memoires as I have 

wished and also to assist me in other ways.  I would recommend the practice of diary keeping 

to anyone as it can be a means of avoiding speculation and conjecture when one is required to 

be precise. 

  

Well, I was born on April 11, 1916, the first child of my parents, Albert Renshaw and Eva 

Alice (nee) Thorne in a dwelling in McKillop Street, Geelong, which I understand has long 

been demolished.  The officiating doctor was Dr. Elvins. 

 

Being Church of England by denomination, my parents had me christened in Christ Church, 

Geelong, by Rev. H. S. Hollow.  I was named  Albert after my father  and Leslie after my 

uncle, Leslie George Thorne. 

 

Recollections of one’s early childhood are naturally hazy and disjointed.  However, I can 

recall – perhaps my earliest recollection – when I was still a babe-in-arms being taken by my 

mother to the front north gate of 288 Yarra Street to meet my father as a khaki-clad figure 

with a rifle strung across his shoulder walking down Yarra Street from Fyans Street to stop in 

front of us.  He kissed us both then went inside our house.  That was my first recollection of 

him, also with its World War 1 connotations! 

 

Well, being the then only child I daresay I tended to be somewhat “spoilt” until my first sister,  

Enid Lillian, arrived and I had to learn to share things with her.  I must confess here to 

becoming a “bit of a brat” at times and quarrelling a lot with my little sister.  I am certainly 
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South Geelong State Primary School – Yarra St 

not proud of my behaviour when I recall how I must have grieved my mother with my antics.  

God bless her, for she was so forebearing. 

 

The bane of my existence in my early years was the unfortunate habit of bed-wetting.  It was a 

habit I found impossible to control.  It was my understanding that my circumcision at an early 

age was linked with dealing with the habit. As I recall this (circumcision) was a rather painful 

business and I cannot honestly say that it did  rectify the situation and I continued to suffer 

from the complaint for a good number of years until I eventually grew out of it. 

 

Well, to change to a more cheerful recollection.  

 

I recall that one day we were visited at the front door by our neighbour, Mr. Oswald (Ossie) 

Field who lived two blocks away with his wife and two young sons at a house on the corner of 

Yarra St and Barwon Terrace.  He was the Accountant of the Excelsior Woollen  Mill.  After 

introducing himself he said that he wanted his two boys to have me as their playmate.  Thus 

began a very long and happy association between Bruce and Harold Field and myself.  We 

shared our activities together and in particular developed a love for the game of cricket.  Mr. 

Field (Ossie) himself was a first-class exponent of the game, having played it in his original 

home in Yorkshire, England, with noted cricketers including the great Wilfred Rhodes.  Here 

he would year after year win the batting and on occasions the bowling averages in Geelong’s 

Industrial “A” grade competition. Also, as a practising member of the Baptist Church, he held 

firm views on such matters as alcohol  and gambling and set a fine example to us boys of how 

one could live without indulging in those things. 

 

Eventually the Field family moved to Adelaide where Ossie became the Manager of the 

Onkaparingka Woollen Mill.  However, I kept my friendship with Bruce and Harold alive by 

correspondence over many years and had the happy experience of meeting them and Ossie 

(after his wife had passed away) in Queensland where he had settled in retirement. 

 

As I neared the age of five I was sent as a pupil to the South Geelong State School. 

However, I disliked my first day’s proceedings and “wagged it” on the next day.  I was 

discovered trying to hide at the bottom of our garden and promptly escorted back to school.  

There I accepted the inevitable and settled down to learning in one of the Infant Room classes, 

under the tutelage of Miss Ingram, the devoted Infant School Superintendent, who allowed 

me. on this occasion, to sit at the same desk beside my good friend Bruce Field.  I remember 

him leaning across and writing a capital “R”at the top left hand side of my slate. 

 

Thus began my formal education! 

 

Well, I must have learned pretty well 

for, as I recall, I usually topped the class 

at the end of the year examination for 

Grades three to six, at least as far as the 

boys were concerned. 

About 1926 or 1927 I won a scholarship 

worth twelve pounds for topping the 

Grade six final examination of that year 

by half a mark from Eleanor Mann.  (I 

confess to feeling somewhat mean about 

that half mark as I was told that she was 

a diligent student). 
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Anyway, in those days, it was expected that boys would learn trades at the nearby newly-

opened Junior Technical School in Moorabool St. and as Dad was a builder that was where I 

started my secondary education.  The scholarship paid, I recall, for my school books etc. for 

the first 18 months of my schooling.  The Headmaster of the School was Mr. T. A. (“Taddie”) 

David. In the event, I was not cut out to follow Dad in his occupation and was generally 

unhappy during the time I spent at the School, even though I left with my Junior Technical 

Certificate.  The School was for boys only with some rather rough characters among them.  I 

recall having been goaded into a fight with Bill Searle, a student.  This took place in the 

modelling room and we were required to wear boxing gloves.  One of the masters, Mr. 

Bergen, refereed.  This was the normal practice   to settle disputes.  Anyway, nothing 

spectacular occurred except when I think my opponent must have tripped.  He fell down on 

the floor during a round.  At the finish Taddie David appeared and required us to shake hands. 

On my way home I was met near the railway viaduct by dad who was interested to know how 

I had fared.  I had “copped” a thick ear but nothing else of consequence. 

 

From the Junior Technical School I transferred to the Geelong High School to finish my 

education.  Here, the presence of girl students had a more salutory effect on one’s behaviour 

and I was much happier.  I entered fully into the various activities including the studies and  

sports and was included in the cricket and tennis teams though I was too slight in physique for 

football.  The paper round that Mavis has described in “What’s in a Name” paid for my 

school fees – which were levied during the Great Depression years in the Victorian secondary 

schools – and my books and was a wonderful help to me and the family.  When a senior 

student I was offered and accepted a position as a temporary, student teacher at the recently-

constructed North Shore State School.  This provided me with further welcome funds.  It 

entailed teaching grades 3 and 4.  To reach the school involved a daily bicycle ride from 

South Geelong to what is now Norlane. In those days (about 1933) the Ford Works was about 

the only industry of any size in the locality and the School itself – a new brick structure – sat 

in the middle of a large area of land vacant except for 3 or 4 houses separated from the School 

by a cinder track which ran at right angles to it from the Melbourne Road.  The land itself was 

covered by a white clay which in winter months became a major hazard for traffic.  When wet 

it became very tenacious and if one happened to leave the cinder track  when riding a bike the 

wheels of the bike would clog up and the bike then had to be carried to the School by its rider!   

 

I found the School’s staff – Mr. Mason, the Headmaster, and Miss Hill, the other teacher, 

were co-operative.  This I appreciated, as I was a “raw recruit” to the teaching service and 

knew nothing of teaching practice.  The “Herbartian Steps”   could have referred to something 

on the moon for all I knew!  However, I did my best to manage.  It was somewhat of a 

physical feat to have to go from the Third Class blackboard to that of the Fourth Class and 

difficult to cope with misbehaviour by some pupils ( which required Mr. Mason to use the 

strap on occasions).  Certainly, teaching did have its moments during, say, a history lesson, 

describing English-French battles etc.  However, I struck one almost insurmountable obstacle 

in teaching mathematics for Grade 4.  This required me to teach – or try to – the very difficult 

process of long division – the most complicated procedure for a primary school child to 

understand.  So it proved in my case as teacher.  One girl, perhaps two, understood what I was 

trying to say but the rest of Grade 4 were – I must admit – unable to follow.  I concluded there 

and then that I was not cut out to be a school teacher!  In any case, after 4 or 5 months, the job 

petered out and I returned to the Geelong High School to finish my secondary education by 

gaining my Leaving Certificate also qualifying for Matriculation at the Melbourne University.  

(In the event university education was beyond my family’s financial capacity at the time ). 

 



DESCENDANTS OF ALBERT & EVA RENSHAW (neeThorne) 

Living Histories – December 2006                                                                                                                      Page 18 

Soon after returning to the High School I managed to obtain a sufficiently high overall mark 

in the Leaving Certificate end of the year examinations to qualify for an appointment to the 

Victorian Public Service.   This was really good news as jobs during even the latter stage of 

the Great Depression were as scarce as the proverbial “hen’s teeth”. 

. 

I received an appointment to the Department of Crown Lands & Survey.  This required me to 

live in Melbourne especially as then one had to work for 3 hours on Saturday mornings.  It so 

happened that a friend of mine, John (Jack) Champion, had also obtained a position in 

Melbourne( with the State Electricity Commission) and had preceded me by some weeks.  He 

kindly arranged for me to stay where he had obtained lodgings at Netley Hostel in Richmond.  

Although this was a Church of England istitution men members of other (Protestant) 

denominations were permitted to stay there.  Jack Champion and I belonged to the South 

Geelong Methodist Church and so were eligible to do so. 

 

At this juncture I should mention how it was that I, who , as previously stated, had been 

christened in Christ Church (my parents being Church of England), was a member of the said 

South Geelong Methodist Church.  My eldest sister, Enid, and I were originally sent at an 

early age to the Sunday School at Christ Church.  However this entailed us walking up 

Moorabool St. hill on Sunday mornings then, after Sunday School, walking home again.  We 

were both small in age and physique and were often late for our midday meal.  As the 

doctrines of both churches were the same and as South Geelong Church was just around the 

corner from our home our parents decided to enrol us in the then large Sunday School of that 

Church.  This arrangement applied also to Mavis and Audrey, my other sisters in due course; 

hence our life-long association with South Geelong Church and Sunday School. 

 

South Geelong Methodist Church – Cnr Fyans and Moorabool Streets 
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To return to Netley Hostel.  It was a well-run establishment with the matron, Miss D. I. Bell 

(nicknamed "Dibsy"”) in charge, and Jack and I were well catered for with the other men.  

Moreover, it was located in Richmond within walking distance from our places of 

employment in Melbourne.   This meant a major saving for us both in tram or train fares.  In 

my case at least one had to be thrifty as the starting salary (that of a 5th class clerk) was 78 

pounds a year, rising by annual increments of 13 pounds to the top of that class.  While this 

may not seem much by present-day standards the Australian pound had then considerable 

value.  Nevertheless I was able to economise by sending my washing home by train and 

mother would return it duly cleaned to me to wear.  This arrangement worked quite well for 

those early months when my salary was low.  It was discontinued in due course when I 

became more affluent.  Mother and I would also regularly correspond, and I have kept nearly 

all her letters to this day. 

 

There were, I think, thirteen sub-divisions of Class 5 and twelve of Class 4.  Each year one 

had to be recommended by the Branch head for subdivisional promotion until the top of the 

Class was reached but this was largely a formality.  Then there was a most useful provision in 

the Public Service Act which enabled one to be promoted to the 4th Class.  This could be 

achieved by a recommendation by the Branch head to the Departmental head.  However, 

provided the officer concerned had performed his official duties well and was well behaved, 

the recommendation was almost automatic as was the Departmental head’s approval.  This 

promotion meant of course that one’s salary would increase by some 13 pounds each year 

until after 12 years or so one reached the top of the 4th Class and could thereafter be 

financially secure.  This encouraged officers to remain in the Public Service with a salary 

sufficient to enable them to meet the requirement (in the Act) forbidding an officer to take 

other employment while a public servant thus enabling him to concentrate solely on carrying 

out his official responsibilities.  It resulted in attracting very capable people to the Service.  

They were also reputable people and I was fortunate indeed to work with them. 

 

I took up my appointment in March or April 1935 in the Reserves Branch of the Department 

of Crown Lands and Survey under the direction of the Branch head, Mr. John Carey.  After 

greeting me he said “Mr. Renshaw, anything you hear within this Department you do not 

repeat to anyone outside.  It is confidential”.  Thus was my introduction to the Victorian 

Public Service!  I served for many years in the Reserves Branch under the supervision of 

Messrs. Harry Burns (who was a fellow student with my father years before at the Swanston 

Street State School in Geelong), Evan Luly and Ewart Slade, all good “bosses”!  We 

administered the provisions of the Land and Local Government Acts relating to Crown Land 

reserved for various public purposes, e.g.State  school  sites, public halls, recreation reserves, 

parks – including national parks – foreshores, etc.  In those days the Reserves Branch was 

regarded as a “backwater”, the main function of the Department’s Administrative Division 

being the making available of Crown land under selection purchase lease under the Land Act 

while the Closer Settlement Commission made land available to World War 1 soldiers under 

the Closer Settlement Act.  The Department’s Professional Division  carried out surveys of 

the subject lands.  However, I remained in the Victorian Public Service long enough to see the 

administration of Crown reserves supercede that of closer settlement with the coming of the 

age of conservation.  The Reserves Branch also carried out the statutory provisions relating to 

the reduction in width and / or closure of Government roads in Victoria. 

 

Jack Champion attended the South Richmond Methodist Church (which was then located in 

Church Street, Richmond, but has since been demolished) and I joined him there in Church 

and Sunday School work for many years.  At that time we were privileged to  
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worship and serve the Lord in company with some fine Christian people, particularly Arthur 

Roberts (then Sunday School Superintendent, etc. etc.), his wife Fanny and family, the 

Dobney and Graham families, Mrs. Rice and Winifred Glover and others.  In the course of 

time I became Sunday School Superintendent then Jack left and he and I went to live in 

different parts of the Melbourne suburbs.  At that time a good family friend who had become 

a Deaconess of the Methodist Church, May Olive James, worked with the Collingwood 

Mission which included the nearby North Richmond Church. 

 

I commenced new lodgings with Mrs. Hamilton at 194 Williams Rd, Hawksburn.  It so 

happened that her daughter, Mrs. Poulson, was a nursing sister with my own Aunt Lizzie at 

the Alfred Hospital for some time.  I became, with Jack Champion, involved in the work of 

the Methodist Babies Home and the abolition of slums in the inner Melbourne Metropolitan 

Area.  This entailed a group of young men conducting Church services during which the work 

of the Home would be explained and illustrated.  Mr. F. Oswald Barnett, a Methodist lay man 

and chartered accountant, was the main driving force for the establishment of the Home which 

rescued babies from neglect in slum areas and arranged for their adoption into Christian 

families.  In March 1938, Jack and I were part of a deputation which visited Meeniyan, 

Dollar, Dunbalk North and other places in South Gippsland to promote the work of the Home.  

 

Just before this, in December 1937, Mother left on a visit to Sydney with Aunt Ruby to 

celebrate 25 years of her marriage.  They returned on 3rd January 1938 with much to tell.  

 

The year 1939  was ushered in with a terrible catastrophe – bushfires.  On 13th January these 

ravaged the whole State of Victoria and left their mark for years to come not only on all 

natural habitat and bush and forest lands but on many hearts and lives of Victorians.  I was 

one of a party from the Lands Department who spent the night of 13th January fighting a fire 

at Queenstown and St.Andrews, small localities near Whittlesea north of Melbourne.  We 

were certainly unequipped to fight the fires in the forest areas. 

We  found about 7 houses ablaze and everything else seemed to be alight too.  Fortunately, 

the wind  dropped during the night and this enabled us to manually clear a break using 

shovels, rakes and so forth.  The fire slowly advanced – rather eeriely, going up trees in 

tongues of flame – until it stopped at the break. 

 

During the year I continued sending my washing home and dear Mother would return it clean 

to me shortly after. 

 

In April 1939, Dad was appointed as a Building Supervisor for the Commonwealth Public 

Works Department, to be stationed at Rabaul, New Guinea.  He sailed on the M.V.Macdhui 

for this destination from Sydney on 13th May, 1939, prior to which we had a family 

photograph taken at Lockwood Studios in Geelong,        

  

Earlier that year I continued with Babies Home work with a trip to Murtoa and district with a 

deputation.  I also continued with the good folk of the South Richmond Church and 

accompanied by Les Dobney visited Bendigo for a Christian Endeavour rally from the 10th to 

the 12th June. 

 

On 16th June we received a letter from dad – the first of many – in which he told us of his 

living conditions and described places he visited in the course of his work. 
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I had always had a love of organ music and this was certainly satisfied by hearing a recital 

given on 27th July on the Melbourne Town Hall organ by Marcel Dupres, a visiting French 

organist, then regarded as the world’s best.  Unforgettable! 

 

On 1st September, 1939, things took a sudden turn for the worst internationally.  About 9 p.m.  

on that day I remember working back on the 2nd floor of the office when the voice of a news 

boy drifted up from the main entrance below me shouting “German bombs on Poland”!  Two 

days later, England declared war.  

 

On the 5th September Enid gave me a lovely cream knitted pullover for my birthday.  On the 

10th September I formed part of a Babies Home deputation to Bendigo.  On 14th September, 

Mrs. Hamilton, was forced to rest and receive treatment for her eyes.  This obliged me to 

move lodgings and my last night at her home was 21st. September, when I moved to 19 

Cromwell Rd,  Hawkesburn where (I think) Mrs Blackwell was my landlady. 

 

On the 28th December my parents celebrated 25 years of marriage with a party at home. 

 

On 3rd January 1940, I changed lodgings to 31 Motherwell St, then on the 25th of that month 

again to 17 Moama Rd, Caulfield, with Mrs. Milne and husband. 

 

On 14th February 1940 my diary entries cease and do not begin again until 1st January 1945 

with a Young People’s Camp at Buffalo River run by the Rev. Don and Mrs. Allen. 

Don was then the Methodist minister at Myrtleford. 

 

In February 1940, dear mother became seriously ill.  She was taken to the Geelong Hospital 

where, despite expert care and attention by the nursing staff, she passed away on the 29th of 

the month, aged 53 years.  That was the most miserable day of the lives of our family 

members.  We were, however, grateful to God that dad was able to return from New Guinea 

in time to visit mother in hospital before her decease. 

 

.My service in the Lands Department was, of 

course, interrupted by World War II. 

 

First, from September to December 1939 I went 

into an Army camp at Mt. Martha on the 

Mornington Peninsula as a member of the 14th 

Battalion (City of Prahran) Regiment, as the 23rd 

Battalion (City of Geelong) Regiment was fully 

manned.  There I was made a member of the 

Intelligence Section and given Grade 1 pay as a 

Specialist Surveyor.  The camp proved an  

interesting introduction into Army life.  Whether it 

was the sudden transition from civilian life with its 

responsibilities and financial obligations, etc. to a 

life where everything was done for the soldier so 

far as the basics of food, shelter, and with financial 

provision as well I don’t know  but I actually put 

on weight during the camp and emerged from it 

heavier than I have been since!  Well, in the 

following May, the course of the War was such as 

to cause general mobilisation and I enlisted with 
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many others from the Lands Department in the 2nd Artillery Survey Regiment.  I was 

appointed to its Survey Battery and became the clerk to its leader, Major Fred Tait, (who was 

a District Surveyor at that time in the Lands Department).  The Regiment carried out some 

interesting exercises. 

 

Its job in combat was to find the range of an enemy target and relay it to the artillery so that 

the target could be shelled.  We carried out a mapping scheme at Beaconsfield in the 

Dandenong Ranges and a traverse  of the Mornington Peninsular north from Cape Schanck, 

using an Army-devised survey method called a “reverse sub-tense”.  Anyway, we camped in 

bushland near the Cranbourne racecourse and used the race track for distance running and 

other fitness exercises.  Unfortunately, in mid 1942 I began to feel ill.  It so happened that 

shortly after this the Regiment turned from being an Australian defense unit to the Australian 

Imperial Force – the A.I.F.  This enabled us to be posted for service in Papua New Guinea and 

each man was required, first, to sit down and make his will!! then be x-rayed, etc.  Well, my 

x-ray result shattered me.  It showed that I had tuberculosis (T.B.for short) in both lungs, and 

my medical papers were endorsed “not wanted in Service – both lungs”.  The Unit went to 

New Guinea and I went into hospital at Broadmeadows.  However, instead of discharging me 

the Army kept me in its service and sent me to a Prisoner-of-War camp at Whorouly, near 

Myrtleford, Victoria.  There I became a gunner in the Australian 24th Garrison Battalion, later 

the 52nd Garrison Company. (I think those numbers are correct).  This was a Unit consisting 

mainly of older men, many of them World War I diggers, under the command of Lieut. Col. 

F. Forbes and then, later, Lieut. Col. Chisholm (who owned Khan Koban, a pastoral property 

in N. E. Victoria). The Senior Guard Officer was a highly-decorated soldier, Capt. A. 

Chalmers-Borella who had won the V.C., the M.M. and Bar, etc. mainly on the Somme in 

France.  He was a fine soldier who also held sincere Christian beliefs and was an inspiration 

to the men in his charge. We guarded officers of the Italian army and the Italian Mercantile 

Marine, Italy being alligned with Germany in the War.  I could elaborate on my experiences 

at Whorouly but I want to finish this autobiography in time for Mavis to incorporate it into the 

family’s history!  Suffice to say that I fared well at the Camp befriending a number of the 

Garrison men and also got to know a number of the local community in Myrtleford and 

district.  During Church parades I came to know Rev. Don Allen, the Methodist minister at 

Myrtleford and his wife. Don visited the Camp for these services.  However, his health failed 

him at times and at his request I took services for him at Whorouly South, Gapsted, and, once 

or twice, at Myrtleford.  I came to know and befriend members of the Lack, Cousins, Wells 

and Newlands families and other folk beyond the Camp.and inside it my best friend was 

David Paterson Helmore Rhodes (Dave) a member of the Postal Corps.  Towards the end of 

my service at Whorouly I was transferred from the Garrison to the Pay Corps under Lieut. 

Burman and later was promoted to the rank of Sergeant.  After several years I was transferred 

to Murchison (following Lieut. Burman) which had three Internment Camps and from where 

the Army also serviced another such at Rushworth.  My Army service ended there with the 

cessation of hostilities, followed by general demobilisation in February 1946.  Before being 

discharged I insisted – in view of my medical history – on being given a Medical Board 

review. On 16th January I was x-rayed and on 24th January transferred to H.M.H. Heidelberg 

from the Royal Park Discharge Depot until 14th February.  From there I was discharged on 

21st. February from the A.I.F. but arrangements were made for me to be x-rayed every 3 

months for 18 months.  If my condition had not deteriorated after this treatment the Medical 

Board considered that I would be “alright” so long as I kept up my resistance. 

 

On 16th February 1946 I attended the wedding in Christ Church, Geelong, of Enid and Harry 

Cummins.  
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I rejoined the Lands Department following discharge from the Army and resumed work on 

12th March 1946 in the Administrative and Reserves Branch until 1955. 

 

I secured board (briefly) in Tivoli Rd, South Yarra, then with Mrs. Gowans at 24 Grandview 

Rd, Glen Iris, on 19th March, 1946, for 35 shillings per week. 

 

At this time I invited Dorothy Bell, a girl that I had met at the Buffalo River Camp to visit me 

at Geelong.  This she did for two weeks or so, then returned to her Buffaloo River home.  We 

corresponded for a while and on the 13th November she wrote to say that she wished to be 

“just friends”. 

 

In May my friend Dave Rhodes was discharged from the Army, and in the following month 

my sister Audrey went to the Lucas factory in Ballarat to work. 

 

On 31st August I paid my first visit to Harry and Enid at their Camperdown home and also 

met Harry’s family members. 

 

I was often driven to work by dad after coming home at week-ends. 

 

On 29th November I received a letter from Ivy Fletcher of 9 Addington Square, London, 

thanking me for a food parcel.  I maintained a steady correspondence with Ivy, a fine 

Christian girl, for many years and even guaranteed to sponsor her migrating to Australia.   

However, this did not eventuate as she was unable to obtain a clearance on medical grounds (a 

heart condition) from the U.K. 

 

I became very friendly with the Shepherdly family members who came to live nearby in 

Fyans St, South Geelong.  This friendship blossomed over many years and still exists despite 

the family having to reside in Brisbane due initially  to Gordon Shepherdly senior’s state of 

health. 

 

On 21st December 1946 I attended the marriage service of Maude James, May’s eldest sister, 

with David (Dave) Knight at the South Geelong Methodist church conducted by Rev. A. 

Percy Watsford., the then minister. 

 

From 27th to 31st January, 1947, I joined the Shepherdly family camping at Cumberland 

River, south of Lorne. 

 

On 18th April, 1947, with dad and family I attended the funeral service of his eldest sister, 

Aunt Emma Warne, at Ballarat. 

 

In June, 1947, I sent food parcels to the Balainaud family in France, Mrs. Fletcher of 

Cambridge (England), Ivy Fletcher and Mrs. Perrott of Wales.   

 

Among my female friends at this time were May (Olive) James, Marjorie Price, Joyce 

Newlands and Daphne Darnell. 

 

I sent my sister Enid 3 pounds 10 shillings for her 30th birthday and her and Harry’s first 

baby, Rosemary – described as “a little darling and no trouble”. 

 

On the 18th December, I completed a course in bookkeeping, learnt through the Australian 

Army’s educational programme. 
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On 3rd June, 1948, I visited my friend, May James at Findon St, Kew, when she showed me 

photos of her recent trip to Perth, Broome, Derby and Port Hedland and of Mavis’s and Bill’s 

children. 

 

On 11th June, I caught the train to Camperdown.  I was met at the station by Dave Rhodes, my 

good friend, who had kindly waited there in the cold for me for an hour and then carried my 

case to Enid’s and Harry’s home. 

 

Later that year I received 53 pounds, 19 shillings and two pence as my share of the sale of 

dad's shop and land in Moorabool Street. 

 

On 5th November, dad’s bedroom had been repapered and looked nice.  The other rooms and 

both passages of his house were then to be done. 

 

On 9th November, I visited the Rev. Watsford at his home “Dunmovin”, 38 Finch St, East 

Malvern.  I found him sound in voice and mind but having to have daily insulin injections for 

diabetes. 

 

On 30th November my dear cousin, Linda Renshaw, was successfully operated on (by Dr. 

Officer-Brown) for a heart abnormality.  Praise be to God. 

 

Clarrie Webster and Harry Hastings were two of my friends at this period of my life. 

 

Dad was for some years still employed as a building supervisor by the Commonwealth Public 

Works & Housing Department and I typed his official reports (or some of them). 

 

On 18th December, Gordon Shepherdly and I erected a tent on Corio oval for Sister Ruth and 

a party of children from the Richmond Methodist Circuit.  They camped there until about 10th 

January 1949.  On that day, my friend, Joyce Newlands, wrote to say that she had broken a 

bone in her wrist. 

 

From 20th to 27th April I stayed with my dear relatives at their farm at Lillico via Warragul. 

 

On 23rd May I attended the official farewell and presentation given to Mr. William McIlroy as 

Secretary for Lands.  He had until then been my first boss and a good one too. The following 

day he ceased to continue in that office and retired with (he proudly said in his farewell 

speech)  over 200 days sick leave still untaken. 

 

On 14th June I received letters from Mrs. Earnshaw and Mr. T. G. Bury (35 Ashen Grove, 

Wimbledon Park, London) acknowledging receipt of food parcels. 

 

From 24th to 27th June I and family were visited by Marjorie Price.  

 

On 26th July, I received 3 issues of “The Herald of Wales” and views of Swansea from Mrs. 

Perrott and Jean, her daughter,. (with whom I still correspond in 2006 as Mrs. Jean Davies 

and family). 

On 29th July, my sister, Audrey, had 6 teeth extracted and suffered all night with bleeding 

gums.  This required her to have her jaw plugged on the following day. 

 

On 4th September, my sister Enid gave birth to a baby boy, (David). 
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At 2 p.m. on 17th September Cr. Purnell opened 2 tennis courts at the South Geelong 

Methodist church.  A garden fete held in the grounds on that day raised 62 pounds towards 

clearing the remainder of the debt of 140 pounds owing to the Church Trust. 

 

On 28th October I paid another visit to my cousins at their Lillico farm.  There I found Linda 

very bright and cheerful – the best I had seen her look. 

 

On the 26th November 1949 I acted as best man for the wedding of my good friend, Gordon 

Shepherdly jnr., and Joy Smith. 
 

In 1955 I gained further promotion with a transfer to the 

Public Works Dept. and took up duties in its Local 

Government Branch.  This was headed by Mr. Peter 

Mithen, an able administrator, with his assistant, Mr. John 

(Jack) Alder.  I had had dealings with Jack for some years 

previously.  I was placed under the tutelage of Mr. Arthur 

Saunders, a very able public servant, and spent the next 

decade there.  The staff included two engineers, Messrs 

McCabe and Tingate, the latter with Geelong family 

association.  Knowing our mutual interest in Geelong Mr. 

(Clive) Tingate allowed me to accompany him when he 

investigated an application of the Geelong West City 

Council to provide a road link (subsequently called 

Gordon Avenue) between Geelong and Geelong West.  

The Local Government Branch was made by Parliament 

into the Local Government Department, i.e. giving it 

autonomy. 

 

In 1959 the Government appointed a Commission of Inquiry into Local Government in 

Victoria – for the first time last century – to investigate such matters as the amalgamation of 

municipalities, also the disabilities which prevented or hindered Victorian municipalities from 

carrying out their statuary functions and whether the existing requirements of the Local 

Government Act relating to municipalities were satisfactory and, if not, what action should be 

taken to make them so.  The Commission comprised Mr. R. H. Mohr (an ex-Chief Stipendary 

Magistrate as Chairman), Mr. L. (Les) E. Stringer (Chief Inspector of Municipal Accounts) 

and J. (Jack) Reilly (then President of the Municipal Association of Victoria and a Councillor 

of the Shire of Metcalfe) as members.  I was appointed Secretary. 

 

For the next 3 years the Commission travelled the State holding meetings at which it heard 

evidence on its terms of reference as well as gathering information by other means and in 

1962 published its official report. 

 

Some of its many recommendations were soon after adopted by the Government and  some of 

the other recommendations subsequently.  However, generally speaking, its specific 

recommendations regarding the amalgamation of municipalities were not adopted.  Of special 

interest to me was the recommendation for Geelong and district. 

 

This was as follows: 

 

(a)  That the Cities of Geelong, Geelong West and Newtown and Chilwell be united as a         

single municipality; 
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(b)  That portions of the Shires of Bellarine, Corio and South Barwon be excised from their 

present municipal districts and incorporated in the united municipality. 

 

The total area of this municipality would be 32 and a half square miles. 

 

The Government of the day did not act on this recommendation.  If it had been put into effect, 

however, it would have made unnecessary the later appointment of the Geelong Regional 

Commission to administer the Geelong area on overall matters (though I thought this body did 

do much useful work).  Instead, in comparatively recent times, the then Liberal Government 

passed legislation instituting what amounted to regional (as distinct from local) government 

throughout the State.  Thus was brought into being the City of Greater Geelong which 

included the area recommended by the Commision of Inquiry in 1962 but also the whole of 

the Bellarine Peninsular and the Geelong hinterland ranging from Mount Duneed and 

Breamlea in the south to the Little River in the north and as far west as Gheringhap, Anakie 

and Steiglitz.  This included large areas of open farmland as well as cities, towns and other 

built-up areas.  It has, in my view, been the cause of the administrative errors that have 

occurred since the legislation was passed.  I think it obvious that time has shown that the task 

of administering this huge, diverse, area has proved too much for those appointed to do so, 

though, of course, sometimes they have “got it right”, e.g. the improvements made along the 

Geelong waterfront (with the assistance of a sympathetic Government ) 

 

 
Albert when Secretary to the Victorian Government Commission into Local Government 

(Others Leslie Edward Stringer and Jack Reilly) 

 

.About May 1956, the lady with whom I boarded, Mrs. Linda Gowans, became Mrs. Smedley 

(from her 1st marriage) again and in June (I think) married Mr. Henry Charters. He passed 

away, unfortunately, on the 18th September, 1958, aged 67. 
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In the following year my Auntie Ida passed away on 18th October at Bethesda Hospital, and I 

attended her funeral service at Warragul on 20th October.  

 

On that same day Stan McFee rang to say that Audrey had had a baby boy. 

 

On the 25th October my friend Clarence Webster passed away. 

 

On 22nd August 1960 I changed lodgings to 6 Walnut Rd, Carnegie, with Mr. & Mrs. Powell.  

On 10th October 1960 I shifted to 185 Burke Rd, Glen Iris, to where Mrs. Charters then had 

her home.  

 

In 1965 I re-transferred back to the Land Department and was promoted.  The then Secretary 

for Lands was Alan Judge Holt who had risen, step by step, in the Department and whom I 

knew well.  He appointed me as the second in charge of the Mallee and North-Western 

Occupation Branch  to the Branch head, John Murphy, a very capable administrator with an 

Australian army background.  I commenced work there on 9th August 1965. 

 

The Branch was still engaged in dealing with occupations for land under the improvement 

purchase lease provisions of the Land Act but, as I recall, its main function was to process 

occupations of a somewhat different kind.  Some little time previously the Government had 

decided to open up for settlement the fringe of the Little Desert north of Horsham, and the 

Department had surveyed blocks, each of 2000 acres (or more) in that area for that purpose.  

The Government had entered into an arrangement with the Australian Mutual Provident 

Society (AMP) whereby it would lease for a nominal sum the settlement area in return for 

which the Society would: 

 

(a.)  erect a boundary fence around each block; 

 

(b)   provide each block with a house; 

 

(c)   provide each block with a water supply (a bore); and 

 

(d)   sow to pasture one third of each block. 

 

The AMP would recoup itself for the expenditure involved by means of an insurance policy  

which each block-holder was required to take out.  Every applicant for a block would have to 

satisfy a Local Land Board appointed by the Minister of Lands that he was experienced in 

farming land of the nature of that which was being made available.  The Board would hear all 

applicants for a block, then report and recommend to the Minister the applicant whom it 

considered was best qualified to farm the block.  The Minister would then finally decide who 

would be the successful applicant. Provision was made for all block-holders to make their 

land freehold after satisfactorily improving their blocks and complying with the conditions of 

their tenures for the first 6 years (I think).  The project worked very well and the Government 

and the AMP Society are to be commended for their initiative and co-operation in instituting 

and carrying out the project in conjunction with the land-holders and the Lands Department.  

Friday, 16th September 1966 was my last day as Assistant Divisional Officer of the North 

West Division. 

 

The year 1966 itself was a significant one for me as were the preceding ones.   
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On 19th February Mrs. Linda Charters passed away, thus ending a whole era of our 

association.  I felt this for some time as she was a very good friend.  Thereafter I continued to 

stay with Mr. James (Jim) Charters at 185 Burke Rd, Glen Iris.  Jim was a dentist with an 

RAAF background and we were good friends (and still are). 

 

In the previous month, on 25th January, Dr. H. Schafer, operated on me for hemorrhoids at 

Epworth Hospital. 

 

Catching the 5.10 p.m. train to Geelong on Friday and returning by the 7.26 a,m, on Monday 

for work enabled me to attend Church and teach in the Sunday School at South Geelong. 

 

I applied for and was recommended officially on 16th August, 1966, for a B1 position in the 

Lands Department.  As there were two appeals against this I had to appear on 1st September 

before the Public Service Board.  However, the Secretary for Lands advised me later that his 

recommendation had been upheld and I was appointed to the position on 3rd September, 1966.   

I commenced duty as officer in charge of the Western Division of the Department on 19th 

September. 

 

About this time Enid wrote to say that Mavis and Bill in Perth had experienced a fire which 

demolished part of their home. 

 

On 3rd August 1966 I became Secretary-Treasurer of the State Officers’ Christian Fellowship. 

 

A notable event during my Western Division service was the issue of the first lease by the 

Lands Department under the Plantation Areas leasing provisions of the Land Act.  The Act 

had been amended to enable Crown land  in the western part of Victoria to be planted (with 

radiata pine) to bring into production by the use of trace elements land which normally would 

remain infertile.  This also applied to land in the eastern part of South Australia.  The then 

Victorian Minister of Lands, Sir William McDonald, whose electorate embraced some of this 

land, was very keen to have it leased for timber production and had the gratifying duty of 

giving the Department’s approval to the lease.  The lease covered large acreages in the 

parishes of Kaniva, Byjuke and Myaring and in South Australia. 

 

The year 1966 saw the completion of a part-time course at the Royal Melbourne Institute of 

Technology for a  Diploma in Public Administration which I had begun some four years 

earlier with officers of the Local Government Department.  I had passed some subjects of this 

course and on 14th December 1966 the remaining ones (in my 50th year) with an overall 

average of 64,9%. 

 

In January 1967 my good friends, Jim Charters and Dorothy Jones were married.  I shifted 

lodgings to Mrs. Paton at 68 Denbigh Road, Armadale, during the first week in 1968 and was 

there until October of that year when I moved to 682 Malvern Road, Armadale. 

 

On the 9th June, 1967, I was transferred back to the Administrative and Reserves Branch. 

 

On the 10th January, 1969, with Enid and Audrey I flew to Perth from Essendon Airport. 

 
On 11th January, 1969, we attended the wedding of Beverly Mitchell and John Thornton at 
Wesley Church, Perth. Mrs. Elsie Mitchell and Mr. Bob Mitchell were among the many 

guests at the reception held at the home of Bill and Mavis, 9 Elgon Hill, Willetton. 
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On 18th January 1969, I left Perth by bus for a trip up North to Port Hedland. I later visited 
Wittenoom, Derby, Broome airport and Kununarra before flying back to Perth on 30th 

January, 1969. 
 
On 2nd February 1 commenced my return trip, by train, to Melbourne, arriving at 682 Malvern 

Road, Armadale, on 4th February. 
 
On 20th March, 1969, with John Alder, I attended a Billy Graham Rally of about 45,000 

people at the Myer Music Bowl. 
 
On 25th April I visited Audrey, Stan and family at Rhyll, Phillip Island, and returned to 

Melbourne on 1st May, being driven by Mr. Stan McFee, snr. 
 
On 19th June 1 commenced writing an article for the Centenary issue of the Victorian Year 

Book on the “Siting of Cities, town and Boroughs in Victoria”. 
 
About this time Dad took sick and Enid and Audrey stayed with him. 

 
On 29th June with Enid and Audrey I attended the Centenary celebrations of the present South 
Geelong Methodist Church. In the morning Rev. Alf Milligan and in the afternoon Rev. Stan 

Weeks preached and Wesley Church Choir sang at both services. 
 
On 5th July, 1969, Mavis and Bill wrote to Dad and I from Johannesburg, South Africa. 

 

On 17th July, with the Secretary for Lands (AlfHolt), Geoff. Travers and Alex. McGrice 
(driver) I went on an official tour of inspection of Crown Reserves at San Remo and 

Phillip Island. We called on Audrey. 
 

On 21st July at the office I watched with staff a TV telecast of Neil Armstrong and Buzz 
Aldred walking on the moon’s surface! 
 

On15th August, 1969, I received a letter from Mavis, Bill and Russell who were in 
Edinburgh. 
 

On 26th August 1 met Olly Grant, a life-long friend of Aunts Ruby and Mabel who had nursed 
me as a baby. She was attending a Leprosy Mission meeting in Scots Church Hall, Russell 
Street, Melbourne. 

 
On 7th September I visited Aunts Ruby and Mabel and Blanche Dickens (now Mrs. Monk). 
The latter was in Geelong Hospital, suffering from a stroke. 

 
On 14th November, 1969, at the request of the Assistant Secretary for Lands, Mr. A.C. Allen, 
I represented the Department on the Tourist Development Authority. We inspected the 

Belmont Common, Torquay camping ground and boat ramp, the Anglesea and Newhaven 
toilet blocks and the Lorne foreshore, Erskine River bridge and golf links, meeting officials of 
the Shires of South Barwin, Barrabool and Winchelsea. 

 
On 25th December Dad and I drove to St. Leonards. The night of New Year’s Day, 1970, was 
the wildest I have experienced there, with driving wind and rain. We returned to Geelong on 

3rd January, 1970. 
 

During 1970 Jim and Dorothy Charters had a baby daughter, Kathleen. 
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August 22, 1971, was the day in which our family suffered the demise of our dear father. 

About 8.40am I found that he had passed away in his sleep, in his 84th year. I rang Dr. 

H. Milliken who confirmed this. He thought he had died about 5am. He rang the 

Police and Dr. Rait, who will issue the death certificate. I feel very miserable indeed. A 

foggy morning -----”.   

 

August 23, 1971. “Dad’s funeral arranged with Len Hargreaves. I saw Dad at the funeral 

parlour at 3pm. He looked peaceful in death, though his eyelids were lined with care. May 

God bless him richly and be merciful to him for he was a good man”. 

 

In April, 1972, I had the St. Leonards house reroofed by Mr. Kevin Wingrave for $200  and in 

July, 1972, I bought a 1966 Cortina car from Heath’s Motors, Geelong, from Mr. Ron Hutton, 

a South Geelong Church member, for $1250. 

 

 
 



DESCENDANTS OF ALBERT & EVA RENSHAW (neeThorne) 

Living Histories – December 2006                                                                                                                      Page 31 

On May 13, 1973, my sister, Enid, had her gall bladder successfully removed. 

 

On 10th August, 1973, I said farewell to Mr. Jim and Mrs. Michmacher, with whom I had 

stayed for the past several years. 

 

On 14th May, 1974, “Uncle” Bob Mitchell passed away, aged 88 years. 

 

On 10th September of that year, Harry and Enid left on an overseas tour. 

 

On 15th January, I had my second haemorrhoids operation, the surgeon being Dr. Cecil Rait. 

 

My cousin Marjorie with her husband, Neville Winston, took up residence in a new home at 

Anglesea in 1974 or 1975. 

 

On 8th November, 1975, our Uncle, Bill Thorne, passed away on a metropolitan racecourse. 

 

On 3rd December, my sister, Enid, had a major operation. 

 

On 7th February, 1976, I bought 2 wood stoves for $55 and $35 from Mr. Cousins, 9 Scott St., 

Belmont and later had them installed at my South Geelong home and my St. Leonards house 

respectively. 

 

On 27th April, 1976, my good friend of many years, Arthur Malcolm Rowlands, had 

successful heart surgery.  However, he was still ill with kidney failure and passed away 

eventually on May 9th, 1977 aged 62 years – a life beyond reproach and one which will surely 

earn the Lord’s commendation. 

 

On 19th November, 1977, I attended the wedding of my nephew Peter McFee and Sharon at 

Wanganui Gardens. Maroochydore. 

 

In December my nephew, David, and his wife, Margaret Cummins, became the proud parents 

of twin boys, Matthew and Scott. 

 

On 19th March of the following year, Mrs. Elsie Mitchell, the mother of Bill, my brother-in-

law, passed away at the Queen Elizabeth Home in Ballarat. 

 

On 15th April, 1978, my dear relatives, Giulio and Rosemary Notini,  had a son, John Paul 

born to them. 

 

On 21st September of that year our dear Aunty, Ruby Thorne, passed away aged 83 – “A 

gentle and winsome servant of our Lord”, said the Christ Church Parish Notes, “Ruby Thorne 

will long be remembered for her faithfulness and life-time of service at Christ Church”. 

 

On my “work front” my transfer back to my old Branch – now the Reserves Branch – in 1967 

had become permanent until I had retired.  This was due to unfortunate circumstances, 

namely, the retirement of Mr. Eric Lawes – the then Branch head – due to severe illness from 

which he eventually passed away.  The Secretary of the Department initially asked me to 

return to the Branch “for 9 months” to help Eric to recover but in the event this period became 

9 years. 
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On 30th April 1978, In afternoon I attended farewell presentation and social function to Eric 

Lawes who is retiring on superannuation.  

 

On 24th November 1978 I was examined by Dr. Rait regarding the result of a recent x-ray and 

on the 7th December I officially notified my retirement as an officer of the Victorian Public 

Service after 42 and a half years by God’s good grace, and applied for a superannuation 

pension.  My last working day as a departmental officer was 15th December, 1978. 

 

On 15th December 1978, said farewell to staff, who had kindly collected for a present some 

$107.00 with which I will buy Ricoh camera, acting on Mr Theo van Tol’s advice. He has 

kindly offered to by it for me. I was given a ‘private’ farewell party in the Secretary’s room, 

attended by senior officers and Evan Luly, my old boss. The Secretary Colin Middleton, 

spoke very well and I responded. (Theo was Head of the Department’s Photographic Branch). 

 

On 23rd April, 1979, Rev. A. E. (Bert) Bell chaired the initial meeting of the South Geelong 

Uniting Church Council of Elders, the Uniting Church having been constituted some 2 years 

earlier. I was appointed as Secretary and still hold this office in 2006. 

 

On 22nd May, major work was started on my residence at 288 Yarra Street in replacing its 

front verandah with Tasmanian hardwood by the firm of Eric Lyons and Sons, Master 

Builders.  Before this, starting on 29th March, the roofing iron and roof battens had been 

replaced, then later on the house was re-blocked, the back porch windows replaced and a new 

window put in the washhouse.  After the whole house had been painted externally (by the firm 

of Malcolm Shell) by the 6th July it had certainly been restored to its “former glory”!  I am 

grateful to Eric Lyons and his expert workmen for their work. 

 

My good friend, May (Olive) James asked me if I would become a Religious  Education 

teacher at the Rollins Road Primary School.  I agreed and commenced in this role on 4th June 

1979, then on the 3rd March in the following year also at the Bell Park North Primary school.  

I continued for many years at both schools then as Convenor and Teacher at the latter school 

until I retired from the work at the end of 2006.  I was privileged and very well rewarded to be 

able, with the Lord’s gracious help, and the ready co-operation of the staff of both schools to 

fulfil this role with children. 

 

On 7th July, 1979, I had the happy experience of attending the wedding of my niece, Jill 

McFee and  Gary Briscoe.  About 95 persons attended. 

 

During this time and for quite a number of years later it was a real pleasure for me to dine at 

the Natta Inn in Yarra St, Geelong.  The café was run by Mrs. Moya Frangos – an excellent 

hostess – with Mrs. Bernice (Bernie) Morrissy one of the waitresses.  Mrs. Frangos later 

passed away.  However, I have remained good friends with Bernie who invites several of the 

former Natta Inn customers, including myself, each year to partake of a lovely meal at her 

home at Newcomb and we also exchange Christmas cards. 

 

I turned 90 years of age on 11th April 2006 by God’s good grace and this “milestone” along 

life’s journey was certainly celebrated in style!  Relatives came from near and far, particularly 

Mavis with her daughter, Beverly Thornton, and her sons, John & Russell, Ian Kilpatrick 

(who flew down from his Queensland home), my sisters, Enid and Audrey with their 

respective families and other dear people.  They gave me an unforgettable afternoon tea party 

celebrated in the hall of my local church at South Geelong.  A truly humbling, yet delightful 

time! 
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During retirement I became a member of the Geelong Branch of Better Hearing Australia and 

have been its honorary treasurer for the past 15 years or so.  This non-profit organisation 

looks after hearing-impaired people by encouraging them to leave what can be isolation in 

their homes and mix with others of their own age group with hearing problems.  It assists 

them to improve their communication skills by attending lip-reading classes run by trained 

tutors, also by social activities. The Geelong and Ballarat branches have until this  year,  

2006, been assisted in their work by Government funds channeled through the Victoria 

Branch of Better Hearing Australia and. in Geelong’s case, by funds subscribed by the public 

and distributed by United Way, Geelong. 

 

Unfortunately, at the latter end of 2006, due to what the Victoria Branch claims to be new 

Government requirements, funding of Ballarat and Geelong has been greatly curtailed.  

Further, an application by our Branch to United Way, Geelong, has been refused.  In these 

circumstances unless the present trend is reversed during 2007 the future of Ballarat and 

Geelong Branches looks bleak indeed and could result in both having to close down.  This 

would be sad as the Geelong branch has a long history of 43 years of splendid service to the 

Geelong and district public as a voluntary organisation and the Ballarat branch is similarly 

placed. 

 

Another major feature of 2006 was the sale of my St. Leonards property at 28 Bluff Road 

after 80 odd years of continuous family possession since my father bought the land – part of 

the Fisherman’s Estate - in 1926.  Since then the property’s value has multiplied many times, 

the principle reason being that it has a frontage overlooking Port Phillip Bay.  In recent years, 

particularly, its municipal rate has also markedly increased.  I had inherited this property since 

my father’s demise in 1971 and knew that the time had come to sell it.  I sought the Lord’s 

help to arrive at a fair price for the property and my request was granted.  Arrangements were 

carried out “like clock-work” and the final price was mutually acceptable to the new owners, 

Mr. & Mrs Barry Roberts of Echuca, myself and the Estate Agent C. J. Keane & Co. of St. 

Leonards.  All necessary dealings have now been completed and the new owners are in 

possession. 

 

The year was, unfortunately, not unmarked by sadness with the demise of David, Enid’s son, 

on 5th November. 

 

To “cap off” a most memorable, indeed unique, year I flew on 28th December 2006 to Perth, 

there to spend the next 3 weeks with Mavis at her Willetton home. I left by Jetstar – a branch 

of Qantas airlines – from their Avalon airfield which has recently been operating and is 

proving a great boon to Geelong people as it saves them from having to be taken to and from 

Tullamarine, north of Melbourne.  I found Mavis is now the matriach of a very large family of 

35! 

 

I would like to conclude this autobiography by repeating the essence of what I said to end my 

speech at my 90th birthday celebration.  This referred to matters spiritual. 

 

There are two Scripture passages that come to mind here.  The first is found in the Old 

Testament in Jeremiah, chapter 29 verses 12 & 13 “then you will call upon me and come and 

pray to me, and I will hear you.  You will seek me and find me; when you seek me with all 

your heart, I will be found by you, says the Lord”.  The second is in the New Testament in 

Revelations chapter 3 verse 20 “Behold, I stand at the door and knock; if any one hears my 

voice and opens the door, I will come in to him and eat with him, and he with me”. 
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I would like to say that there was a time when as a young man (in common, I believe, with 

many others) I was assailed with doubts about many things even the purpose of life itself and 

in desperation sought the Lord for the answers.  Praise His name, He satisfied my longing 

soul in every way, assured me of His love and, like the Ethiopian eunuch of old in Acts 

chapter 8 verse 39, I went on my way rejoicing. 

 

And so now, aged 90 years, I will end this rather lengthy and at times rambling “discourse” on 

this note of praise. 

 

 
 

 December, 2006 
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PETERS SPEECH NOTES 
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This poem was read by Peter at the conclusion of his speech 
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UNVEILING OF THE PLAQUE - ALBERT RENSHAW HALL - l7th MAY, 1992 

 

 

 

In   unveiling  this   Plaque  may  I make  two  points.  The   first   is   that   this 
Fellowship Hall is named the Albert Renshaw Hall by unanimous agreement of the  
Congregation. 
 
It is in recognition of the contribution which Albert has made to the work of the 
Church here over many years. His involvement in the Sunday School goes back 
to the 1930s and around 1940 Albert became a Sunday School teacher and very 
soon was elected the Secretary of the South Geelong Methodist Sunday School. 
His service to the Church and Sunday School was interrupted by his war service, 
but he resumed his work in the South Geelong Sunday School after the war and 
became ‘Sunday School Superintendant from 1952-1961 and again from 1971-
1975. 
 
When permission was given by the Parish Council for a Council of Elders to be 
formed at South Geelong, Albert became the Secretary and is still the Secretary. 
No one from the South Geelong Congregation in recent times has more faithfully 
and continuously represented South Geelong on the Parish Council and the 
Property Division of the Parish Council. He has been untiring in his interest and 
effort to promote the Kingdom of God within the Congregation. 
 
The ‘other point is that this building is symbolic of the Church adapting to change 
and moving forward. Time was when from the Southern portion of this building, 
tennis teams representing this Congregation and the Wesley Congregation could 
be seen competing with teams from other Churches. The number of photos which 
graced part of the former building bore testimony to the success of the tennis club. 
It is a matter of record that Albert Renshaw was one who participated in those 
competitions. It is also a matter of record that the name of Renshaw has long 
been associated with tennis, and at the end of the last century there~ were the 
Renshaw Brothers who were famous for what became known as ‘the Renshaw 
Smash’, and one of them, William Renshaw, won the Irish championship. 
 
But tennis is something of the past so far as the Parish is concerned, but not the 
building once known as the Pavilion. It has given way to something bigger and 
better in that it symbolises a move forward as part of a larger re-creation which we 
all need and in which we all need to participate for our own good and the good of 
others. 
 
It now gives me great pleasure to unveil this plaque. 

 

To the Glory of God. 

The “Albert Renshaw Hall” 

This renovated Fellowship Hall is dedicated 

in recognition of the continuing valued service 

of Albert Renshaw. 

Sunday 17th May, 1992. 
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Enid April 2002 
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ENID’S STORY 
 

(As written in “What’s in a Name (2). 1990) 

 

Enid was able to raise her pocket money by entering painting competitions run by ~aric~is 

newspapers, magazines etc. as she was the painter of the family. Indeed she was brilliant at 

most things, not only art. She would almost invariably win the English prize, the maths prize, 

swimming prize, or the prize for whatever else she attempted. Later in life, when training as a 

nurse she won the gynaecology prize, and the ear, nose and throat prize. 

 

She has a ready wit and a tenacity to succeed in whatever she does, but is also very caring. 

Her hair is a golden colour and has remained almost the same colour alt her life. 

 

Born on October 18, 1918 she attended South Geelong State School and the Geelong High 

School. At 16 she joined the staff of Bright & Hitchcocks - a large Department store in 

Geelong - as a commercial artist, and attended night school at the Gordon Institute of 

Technology for 10 years, studying Anatomy for her art. Two large murals painted by her were 

displayed in the Geelong Children’s Library for many years. She has won many competitions 

for her art, including the Colac Art Award twice in 1981 and 1985. 
 

After her marriage to Harry Cummins, she lived in Camperdown, Victoria, and was 

commissioned to paint pictures of many of the old homes around that area. 

 

Harry was an Engineer and worked for many years for the Camperdown Shire Council. 

He has a very warm, kind personality, and gives a lot of support to Enid in her painting. 

They have two children — Rosemary and David. David became a Civil Engineer, and 

Rosemary became a Doctor of Medicine. 
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Enid 2006 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sketch by Enid 
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Cutting from “Camperdown Chronicle” October 28, 2005 
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Harry and Enid (Circa 1960) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

David and Rosemary
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Mavis 2002 
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Mavis relaxing with loom in the living room – 9 Elgon Hill Willetton 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mavis and Bill at Russell and Sharon’s wedding 
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MY STORY – MAVIS 
1920 – 1944 

 

On August 26, 1920 I was born at 288 Yarra Street, South Geelong – the third child of Albert 

and Eva Alice (nee Thorne) Renshaw and christened Mavis Eileen Alison Renshaw in Christ 

Church, Moorabool Street, Geelong.  It would seem that Dr. McPhee and a Mrs. Haworth 

(probably a midwife) helped me to arrive safe and sound. 

 

Although both parents were Anglican adherents we attended the South Geelong Methodist 

Church Kindergarten and Sunday School as it was “just around the corner”.  The Church, in 

those days, was not only the centre for our spiritual education but also our social centre and 

sports centre with tennis and cricket clubs.  It was there I learned to chair meetings, write 

reports, keep records, organise and run concerts as well as develop a living faith in God.  The 

old text – “Cast Your Burden on the Lord” –on the East  wall of the Church from its earliest 

days to the present time – has helped and strengthened me through many difficult times 

during my life. 

 

In my early childhood days my family were fairly affluent.  On returning from World War I 

my father, a  master builder, had built up a good business reputation and had his own 

workshops in Moorabool St, opposite the Church, where he employed quite a few men.  We 

had a Dodge motor car when few in the neighbourhood owned a car and a regular gardener to 

help out in the fairly large garden of fruit trees, vegetables, beehives, poultry as well as roses 

and other lovely flowers.  I felt safe and cared for, although discipline was strict and harsh by 

today’s standards. 

 

However, these good times were not to last.  The Great Depression of the 1930’s hit and my 

father, along with almost everyone else, could not find work.  This meant closing his 

workshop, putting off all his employees and putting the car on blocks as there was no money 

to run it.  It also affected the relationship between my mother and father which we did not 

understand then, but which saddened us.  In retrospect, I am glad that they both stayed 

together instead of breaking up as is so frequently done today.  It must have been very 

difficult for them to bring us up as there was little money and we largely subsisted on what we 

grew and made at home. 

 

My mother was a skilful dressmaker and made, knitted or crocheted everything we wore.  

Mats for the floor were  made from dyed worn out clothes and remnants.  She taught me to 

sew and I loved designing and sewing clothes for my dolls and, while still in Primary School, 

made clothes for myself.  They would usually be made from secondhand clothing which was 

unpicked, recut into a new garment, and resewn on my little hand machine given to me by my 

grandmother.  These activities, together with always organising yet another penny concert in 

the backyard (my poor mum would sit on the seesaw to watch them all!) kept me busy and 

happy. 

 

I enjoyed my school years and always did reasonably well in all subjects and, sometimes, 

wore the Dux medal for a month – a great honour.  I was also involved in Miss Kelly’s  

Concert Party (Miss Kelly was a teacher at the South Geelong Primary School which I 

attended).  We put on concerts to raise money for school amenities and also competed in the 

South Street competitions in Ballarat where we were very successful.  I loved music and 

singing and enjoyed these occasions very much.  Sport also took up much of our time.  My 

interests were basketball and swimming.  Later I played hockey and tennis. 
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During these Depression years, we were fortunate to be able to spend school holidays down at 

St. Leonards (a small fishing village on the Bellerine Peninsular approx. 25 miles from 

Geelong).  Dad had built a very small house on a block he had bought in more affluent times 

at 28 Bluff Road.  It overlooked the waterfront and a lagoon where my father kept a dinghy 

for fishing.  We would be tied on to old car seats on the back of his truck to  travel there and 

back.  It was a great adventure for us and we would sing all the way and pull the tarpaulin 

cover over us if it rained.  Dad would shoot rabbits there and the bountiful fish catches were a 

welcome addition to the menu.  I was, and am still, a very poor sailor and would always have 

to be taken ashore after a short time out in the boat, but I loved building sand castles, 

gathering shells and pretty seaweed etc.  They were happy times for us, but very difficult for 

my mother as there were very few amenities. There was no bathroom: a large tub would be 

put in front of the wood fire and filled from kettles of hot water. We also swam a great deal.  

As there was no ice chest, a Coolgardie safe was hung under the shade of the trees.  This had 

open mesh sides and long flannel strips on it which would be immersed in water.  The breeze 

would flow through it, keeping the contents reasonably cool.  A butter cooler made of plaster-

of- paris would be soaked in water and then put in the ground with the butter in it. Milk would 

be bought from the shop daily and carried home in a billy can where it would be scalded on 

the fire, bringing the cream to the top of the saucepan..  Milk was not pasteurised in those 

days.    

 

After graduating from Primary School with my Merit Certificate I went on to High School at 

East Geelong.  We wore a navy blue pleated tunic, white blouse, navy hat, black stockings, 

black shoes and … gloves!!!  Woe betide you if a prefect caught you without your hat and 

gloves!!!  I loved school and would liked to have gone on right through High School, but I 

began to realise that, with little or no money coming in, things were very difficult for my 

parents. 

 

My eldest sister had been fortunate to get a job as a commercial artist in a large Department 

Store (she was – and still is – a very gifted artist. In fact, very gifted in everything she does), 

so I decided at thirteen and a half years I would try to get a job in the same store as a sales girl 

for the Christmas holidays.  Thus I started in the workforce  selling toys at seven shillings and 

sixpence a week.  After the holidays I was kept on as an employee in their knitting factory, 

which gave me enough money to pay board and go to night school to do a commercial course 

at the Gordon Institute.  I would liked to have pursued dressmaking, but office work paid 

more.  

 

My first office job was in the Valley Woollen Mill office where I worked from 7.30 a.m. till 5 

p.m. and Saturday from 7.30 a.m. till 12 o’clock.  For this I was paid twelve shillings and 

sixpence, so was able to continue my commercial studies at night school.  Although I did not 

like working at the Mill, I, nevertheless, rose to a senior office position with a consequent pay 

rise.  The job was a clerical one – not typing and shorthand etc.  During my time there I was 

active in the Church; running the Junior Endeavour Society; singing in the choir; taking an 

interest in Outreach programmes – visiting families in the area, Methodist Home for 

unwanted babies in Melbourne, Missions, Oxford Group etc.  Life was very full in those days 

– and fulfilling. 

 

At the ripe old age of seventeen I heard of an office position in an Accountant’s office in 

Camperdown – approximately 90 miles from Geelong in the Western District of Victoria.  I 

was interviewed and accepted – without a typing or shorthand test – and so went away from 

home for the first time.  I boarded with a Seventh Day Adventist family who were very kind 

to me and joined the Methodist Church where I soon made friends.  However, I soon found 
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the job entailed different skills than I was prepared for and so after three months my job 

finished.  I was devastated at the time, as failure was something I had not experienced before, 

but, in later years when I helped my husband in a very busy Public Relations Consultancy, I 

counted it as one of the pluses in my life as I always made sure, when interviewing applicants 

for secretarial work in our office, they were fully aware of the requirements of the job where a 

very high standard was expected.  In this way we had excellent staff and most still keep in 

touch with me at Christmas. 

 

So back to Geelong I came, very crestfallen.  Although the Mill offered me my job back, I did 

not accept.  Instead I went to Stott’s Business School in Melbourne, travelling by train from 

Geelong each day for three months, where I excelled in Bookkeeping (topping the school) and 

went on to study Accountancy by correspondence with them.  I never finished Accountancy 

as I married and  my life changed accordingly. 

 

I was fortunate to get a job with the Australian Steam Laundry Limited, which was one of the 

best jobs I ever had.  Their books were in a mess.  No receipts or bookwork had been done for 

six months, no Minutes of Director’s meetings or Share transactions and no Auditing of 

books.  I don’t know how it was not noticed.  However, Nita Palmer (my boss and lifelong 

friend) and myself had the job of sorting it all out.  She was an excellent Accountant and I 

was fortunate to work under her.  We worked hard, but it was the best experience I could ever 

have had, and after she left to take up another position, I became Company Secretary.  

However, by this time, with everything  plain sailing, I began to look for other fields and took 

a position in the office of Beaurepaires which I kept until I was married and expecting our 

first child.  It was a wonderful firm to work for, with Sir Frank Beaurepaire (then Lord Mayor 

of Melbourne) at the helm.  Indeed, I enjoyed my work there so much I later turned down an 

offer to work in the Union Bank when they began to employ girls for the first time when 

Australia became engaged in World War II and the men were enlisting. 

 

By this time my mother had died of cancer of the pancreas (not much could be done for that 

ailment in those days) after about three week’s illness.  My father was able to get down from 

New Guinea, where he was Works Supervisor, before she died, but had to return soon 

afterwards leaving my sisters and I at home.  I think he worried a lot about this, but nothing 

could be done.  Audrey, my younger sister gave up her job as a dressmaker to keep the house 

going and my mother’s sister, Ruby, used to come down every day to help, giving up her 

long-standing secretarial job with the Church Missionary Society.  Enid decided to take up 

nursing which required her to live in at the hospital, while Albert was enlisted in the Army.  

There were soldiers everywhere, including American personnel, and all lights, including street 

lights, were blacked out.  There was a very real danger that Australia would be invaded by 

Japan.  I did a First Aid course with the Red Cross and became a “Spotter”. (A room in the 

Town Hall was used by the Military in which there was a large table with a map of the 

surrounding district on it and small planes of different kinds.  This was linked to Army 

Headquarters, and, as information came through about any aircraft overhead, a “spotter” 

would keep tabs on its direction by moving these planes with a long stick (like a billiard stick) 

over the map.  We also had to learn the types of aircraft to enable us to “spot” any enemy 

planes.)  I did this at night after I was married, but resigned when I knew I was pregnant. 

 

I was also interested in the Moral Rearmanent Movement and it was through this group I met 

Bill who became my husband for nearly 52 years.  Some of my best friends to this day were 

also MRA members.  We had high ideals – impossible to live up to but, nevertheless, worth 

reaching out for.  Bill and I were invited to a mutual friend’s house for dinner where we began 
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a friendly argument about something or other.  In order to continue the discussion Bill offered 

to walk home with me and our relationship developed from there. 

 

Bill had been a cadet journalist with the Ballarat Courier before enlisting in the A.I.F. and was 

at that time stationed in Geelong in the Signals Division before being sent overseas to New 

Guinea and Moratai. We saw a good deal of each other during this time and grew closer 

together so that when Bill asked me to marry him I happily accepted.  Thus began a two-year 

engagement period with Bill being overseas most of that time but we wrote to each other 

every day and made plans for our future. 

 

1944 – 1996 

 

We had just one week in which to prepare our wedding arrangements when Bill was, 

unexpectedly, given 3 weeks leave.    Somehow, everything fell into place.  Bill, my sisters 

and I went to Melbourne where we had enough clothing ration coupons to purchase a wedding 

dress at Myers (the only one they had and which fitted me perfectly), and two bridesmaid’s 

dresses at a different Store which complimented my dress and which fitted Enid and Audrey.  

Bill purchased a tripod for his camera!  So we all came home in the train very happy.  I 

borrowed a veil and shoes from friends, a bouquet was ordered from the Florist and Auntie 

Ruby arranged for an afternoon tea wedding reception to be held in the Church Missionary 

Society Tea rooms.  One of the clients of Beaurepaires gave me free taxis for the occasion.  

So we were married in the South Geelong Methodist Church on October 21, 1944.  My 

brother, Albert and Bill’s brother, Jack, completed the wedding party.  As my father couldn’t 

get leave from where he was supervising the building of an Air Force base at Sale, Albert 

gave me away.  After the wedding we went by bus to Anglesea where we spent the next two 

weeks on our honeymoon.  Bill then returned to New Guinea and I went back to the office. 

 

It was not long before I realised I was pregnant.  We were absolutely delighted – a little sad 

that Bill was now in Moratai and unable to share in preparing for our first child.  However, we 

accepted that that was the way it was and we made the best of it, hoping and praying for his 

safe return.  After three or four months I left the office and tried to absorb from “Truby King” 

(a book on mothercraft) how to care for a baby.  I don’t think I had ever even nursed one, let 

alone cared for one! (When I look back I realise I was full of joy and determination but had no 

realistic idea and certainly didn’t use common sense at all). In due course, on August 14, 

1945, Helen Margaret was born (late at night just before the day Peace was declared).  All the 

fire sirens were sounding, the church bells were pealing and we  were proud parents!  It was 

another 3 months before Bill nursed Helen.  He had been flown down to Heidleberg Hospital 

in Melbourne with suspected TB.  He was there for three months before being discharged and 

we began our life together – first at Geelong but then in Ballarat where he resumed working 

for the Ballarat Courier. 

 

We lived with Bill’s mother while we were “finding our feet”.  She was very kind and we all 

got on well together.  We had  bought a block of land on the side of Lake Wendouree next to 

the Methodist Church and saved and drew up plans to build a house.  A Builder lived next 

door so we eventually engaged him and arranged finance.  In the meantime, our second child, 

Cynthia,  was on the way and was born on February 14, 1947 in Ballarat Hospital.   

 

They were both healthy babies and we were delighted.  Bill was doing well in his work and 

studying for a Bachelor of Arts  Degree by correspondence with Melbourne University.  (This 

was a Rehabilitation programme)  However, he was not really well and we were concerned 

about his health.   
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At this time the ABC was about to set up its Independent News Service and was calling for 

applications from journalists.  Bill, together with several other reporters from the Courier, 

decided to apply and was accepted.  When he told me we were going to Perth it sounded so 

far away – as indeed it was, being a 12 hour flight by plane and very much longer by train. 

Because of a shortage of housing in Perth  in 1947 it was decided that Bill would fly over first 

and we would follow when he had found a house for us to rent.  Cynthia was three months old 

when we finally boarded a plane and set out for our new life in the West in a rented house in 

Inglewood.   

 

When we arrived at Perth Airport we were met, not by Bill, but by the Editor of the ABC 

News who took me to Hollywood Hospital where Bill had been taken with suspected TB 

again, before taking us to his home.  He and his wife were wonderfully kind to us and we 

stayed with them about a fortnight before we moved to Inglewood.  We hoped, at this stage, 

that Bill would soon be able to join us, but that was not to be – his stay in hospital at that time 

stretched to 18 months, during which time the children were not allowed inside the ward, so 

we communicated from a small garden outside the window.  It was a difficult time – 

especially for the children & Bill.  As I knew nobody in Perth and spent long hours with the 

children travelling in buses to and from the hospital, the staff of the News room and their 

wives were wonderfully supportive, and the Almoner at the Hospital arranged for a member 

of the Methodist Church, who lived close by to call on me.  Thus a very wonderful and life-

long friendship was formed with Mr. & Mrs. Parsons and their family. Words cannot express 

the extent of their kindness, from driving us every Sunday to the hospital (in spite of petrol 

rationing) to minding the children , helping in every possible way they could.  We all loved 

them dearly.  Other neighbours also came to our aid. After six months there was no 

improvement in Bill’s condition – in fact it had worsened – and the Doctor in charge called 

me in to say they were going to try a newly discovered drug (Streptomycin) which would be 

flown over from Sydney. 

                                                                

All this time, in spite of complete bed rest, Bill was producing a magazine for the ward called 

"Hollywog Hope Chest”!  It was typical of his wonderfully positive spirit and Christian faith 

right throughout his life which was an inspiration to so many.  He never gave in, and with the 

new drug taking effect, his health gradually improved, and eventually he was discharged.   

 

While he was still in hospital, we were allotted a two-bedroomed State Housing Commission 

home  at 9 Bourke St, Kensington for which we were very thankful.  We had very little 

money – all our capital was tied up in the Ballarat house which was delayed for 12 months as 

the Builder had had an accident – but, I had managed to buy a player piano (still in the family) 

for 50 pounds from a neighbour and a 1927 Buick car for 75 pounds, which Mr. Parsons  

taught me to drive.   We used it to shift our few possessions from Inglewood.  When crossing 

the Causeway the hood suddenly ripped backwards along the seams as the stitching had 

perished.  I made a new hood on my Singer sewing machine and hammered it on at night 

(during a thunder storm!) in preparation for Bill’s homecoming.  It was a great day! 

 

After a period of rehabilitation Bill returned to the ABC and progressed there to a “B” grade 

journalist.  We decided to have more children as we both wanted a big family, and so Beverly 

was born on October 20, 1949, followed by John on July 25, 1951. Douglas on January 2, 

1953  and Russell on June 18, 1959  - all at St. Ive’s Private Hospital in Victoria Park. 

 

Kensington, in those days, was an area where every house had children, but there were few 

amenities provided for them apart from schools.  So we took an active part in the community, 

joining the Parents & Citizens at the school and  becoming part of a team to build a Methodist 
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Church in the area, which all our children attended.  I also set up a Brownie Pack (Junior Girl 

Guides) which is still functioning today, as far as I know..  The involvement with the Guide 

movement gave me much satisfaction – especially, when later I set up a Pack in the Lady 

Lawley Cottage for Disabled children and did the Post Brownies for children in outback areas. 

However, here I must relate my saddest memory throughout my life.  In July 1951, at the age 

of 7 months we lost our baby son, Douglas.  I had just weaned him as he had an allergy which 

we could not track down, and the Dr. thought it best to wean him and gradually introduce 

orange juice, eggs, etc. to try to find the cause.  I woke up at 3 a.m. one morning and felt 

something was wrong, so got up and checked all the children.  I noticed Douglas seemed to be 

running a temperature, so gave him a drink and sponged him down.  However, by daylight, it 

seemed worse so I rang the Doctor, who came straight away and pronounced he had 

bronchitis and gave a prescription for Penicillin.  After twenty four hours on this medication, 

his condition was no better and the Doctor felt the Penicillin was not working and ordered 

Aureomycin.  To help with his breathing, I kept the fire going through the night and sat up 

with him in my arms.  However, next morning when the Doctor came, he advised taking him 

to Princess Margaret Hospital, which I did. He was admitted, and Bill came from the office, 

and we decided to take a walk as we were both very disturbed.  While out walking, I stopped.  

My whole being seem to cry out and I wanted to say `fight, Douglas, fight’, but I knew it was 

too late - ,he had died.  We returned home to the news that the hospital had rung and 

confirmed this.  (Even as I write this, the tears well up.)   It is only now I can talk about it or 

visit his place in the Rose Garden in the Karakatta Cemetery.  I suppose, for the sake of the 

other children, I tried to hide my feelings and carry on. 

 

A two-bedroomed house was becoming very tight as the four children grew bigger and 

Russell was expected.  We were getting on our feet financially by this time and decided to 

look for a piece of land and build a home.  Bill had shifted from the ABC to take up an “A” 

grade position with the “West Australian” and was then Fremantle Roundsman, so we decided 

to look for land with easy access to Fremantle and Perth (as he had to take his “Copy” up to 

their St. George’s Tce office – no computers or E-mails in those days). 

Eventually, in 1954 or thereabout, we found a five and a half acre block out at Riverton which 

satisfied our requirements and we put our only 100  pounds deposit on it and paid it off over 

two years.(Total cost was 600 pounds.). We liked the idea of having space for the children to 

enjoy after the close living conditions of Kensington. 

 

With great optimism we would drive out to “our block” on every spare minute and drew up all 

manner of plans for “our house”.  Neighbours on the block next to us, the  Gillilands, were 

very helpful and, when finally the time came to build, allowed us to connect a long polythene 

hose to  their bore to bring water up to a tank stand on the top of the hill where we intended 

building.  We were granted a loan from War Service to build, provided that we used an 

Architect to supervise.  The fact that Bill had never broken open a bag of cement in his life 

and we really knew nothing about building did not deter us or the children.  As Bill was on 

shift work, we would often be pouring the foundations in the moonlight, but I guarantee those 

foundations will never shift, so thorough were we to do a good job.  We sub-contracted out 

the brickwork, roofing  etc. 

 

It took us nearly two years to build and, when we finally shifted in, it was real pioneering 

stuff with no scheme water, no electricity and no sewerage and the house half finished inside.  

Russell was six months old and Helen & Cynthia were at Kent St. High School. 

It didn’t matter that the wind used to whistle up the cavity where we wanted to install a built-

in bookcase or that the petitions between the bedrooms were still to have the Strammit Board 

panels put into them.  A copper outside had to be lit every day to provide hot water for 
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bathing and washing – but we were happy.  It was our own home, and the children had room 

to roam and grow.  There were wildflowers, snakes, kangaroos, a swamp opposite where 

gilgies could be found, trees to climb and build houses in, and later when it was fenced, room 

for a horse for Cynthia.  The children revelled in it all and, later, when people used to remark 

“Aren’t you lucky to have such a big house” I would think “I don’t know about luck – it was 

mighty hard  work!”.   

 

Bill had become Senior Parliamentary Reporter for the West Australian following a stint in 

the Perth Office where he worked for a period as Assistant Chief of Staff as well as covering 

some very interesting assignments such as interviewing Earl Mountbatten and also covering 

the Atomic Bomb blast at the Monte Bello Islands for the London Times and The West 

Australian.  When an election was held in 1964, the Liberal Party was elected and David 

Brand became Premier.  He called round to our home in Kensington one evening and asked 

Bill if he would consider setting up a Public Relations Dept. for the State.  After considerable 

thought Bill decided to accept and so became Western Australia’s first P.R. man.    This 

happened while we were  still building our house.  It was quite a busy time, but not nearly as 

busy as it became after we shifted. 

 

As time went by Helen and Cynthia both won scholarships to the University of W.A. – Helen 

to study Medicine (later to prefer Occupational Therapy) and Cynthia to do an Honours 

Science Degree in  Mathematics and then in Computing, (then in its infancy).  Beverly, 

following a serious illness, took Primary School Teaching (later up-grading to  Bachelor of 

Education followed by a Nursing Degree).  John went to Wesley College  and Russell started 

at Rossmoyne Primary School. We were active members of the Methodist Church at Riverton 

which met in the Riverton School, then the old Riverton Picture Theatre  prior to building a 

church at Rossmoyne.  

 

As Bill was the State’s Public Relations Director we had a very busy social life meeting 

visiting Dignataries, Kings, Queens, Governors, Prime Ministers etc.  We were sometimes 

invited to dinner at Government House and often laughed as we drove up and parked our old 

VW Microbus alongside Mercedes, Rolls Royces etc.  It never worried us and I don’t think it 

worried anyone else either.  I made most of my dresses as I could not afford to buy new ones 

so often.  We took it all in our stride, but I often wished I could  have been at home with the 

family instead of yet another cocktail party.  However, we managed it all and Bill did a 

wonderful job and was respected by everybody.  He wrote quite a few of the visitors’ 

speeches as well as those of the Premier and some of the Ministers. (over 400 for Sir Charles 

Court alone).  He became a Fellow of the Public Relations Institute of Australia and was later 

awarded an Order of the British Empire for his services to the community. (I am currently an 

Associate Member of the Order).  We were involved in so many public organisations I won’t 

attempt to  recall them here.  It was a very busy life, but we always made time for the family 

whom we loved dearly. 

 

During this time, Bill’s mother had an illness which needed long-term care so she came to live 

with us.  We had just rebuilt our house following a disastrous fire and had taken the 

opportunity to extend it by adding an extra bedroom, study and bathroom.  The new study and 

bathroom became Grandma’s room and we made her as comfortable as possible.  We loved 

her very much and did our best to help her, and, with the aid of doctors and Psychiatrists she 

did show some improvement after around 18 months when she was well enough to make a 

visit to Ballarat (her home town).    
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Cynthia’s birthday party 2002 
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In 1970  Bill decided to leave the Government service and set up his own Public Relations 

Consultancy – W. W. Mitchell and Associates.   Before actually going into business and while 

Grandma was in Ballarat Bill took Russell and me (Russell was then 10) for an overseas trip 

visiting some 20 countries.  He had visited many of them before with Premier Brand or 

Premier Court and wanted me to see them also.  It was a great experience and one we never 

regretted, although we came back to an overdraft in the Bank!  Unfortunately, while we were 

away, Grandma broke a leg and was admitted to the Queen Elizabeth Geriatric Home in 

Ballarat where she spent the remainder of her days. 

 

When Russell was at Rossmoyne  High School, I accepted a position as Director of the Perth 

Emergency Housekeeping Service – a service to provide support in the homes of people in 

need such as elderly returning from hospital, or young mothers taken to hospital leaving 

young children and fathers in need of support etc.  The service was Government subsidised, 

but largely self-supporting and only available to people on a Doctor’s recommendation or that 

of a social worker.  I had been on the Board of the Service for a few years and felt it very 

worthwhile.  This kind of service is largely taken over by the local Councils today. It was 

work I enjoyed , but I was also doing the account work for Bill’s office  plus all his after-

hours secretarial work which was quite considerable. I felt keenly that Russell was missing 

out.  Being 8 years younger than John, he was more like an only child.  I resigned from 

P.E.H.S. after two years so as to give more time to him and never regretted it. 

 

John decided to become apprenticed as a Marine Fitter to a Fremantle firm where he did very 

well.  He then joined Cummins Diesel and later became a Trade lecturer with TAAF.   He 

studied and graduated with a  Bachelor of Education then went into Administration at Swan 

TAAF. Because of his genetic disability (Oculodentodigital Syndrome) he has retired early 

and receives intensive physiotherapy to strengthen his leg muscles as much as possible. 

     

In 1983 Bill was asked to stand as Liberal candidate for the State seat of Gosnells (a strong 

Labor seat).  All the family swung behind him and doorknocked , delivered leaflets etc.  

Although more successful than most Liberal candidates, he didn’t win the seat.  There was a 

nationwide swing against the Liberals (I can’t remember why) and the State Liberals lost their 

majority after the very  short reign of Premier Rae O’Connor.  The Federal Liberals also lost 

office at the same time.   

 

Because some of our major clients did not want to be associated then with a high profile 

Liberal, (Bill had written all the Liberal Policy documents under Premier’s Brand And Court 

and was an Advisor to both) they terminated their contracts with W. W. Mitchell & 

Associates.  Personally, I was relieved as our office overheads had risen sharply following 

refurbishment of the Victoria Centre. Rental of our five parking bays under the office had also 

risen and Bill was very tired.  So we decided to move the business to home (as Bill remarked 

later “One of the best things we did”.)  We could sit on the front patio in the sunshine and 

enjoy a “cuppa” together.  We still had some clients (and some of the old ones came back 

again) and they didn’t mind the 15 minute drive with no parking problems at the end and we 

had low overheads.  He was approached by Curtin University to take over their fledgling 

Public Relations Course and he just loved this work with the students.  He held this position 

until he died in 1996 in which time the course had grown from 80 enrolments to 400 with 

courses also overseas.  I travelled with him when he went to Singapore or Malaysia to lecture. 

  

 After Russell finished High School and started Curtin University (B. Science – Geophysics), 

I joined the Board of Beehive Industries – a Sheltered Workshop for the Elderly – and later 

became President.  Again, it was work I felt worthwhile and I continued in that role until Bill 
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became ill. I was also working as Secretary to W.A. Carran & Assts. who leased part of our 

office space, and was more involved in our own office. 

. 

After several years following Bill’s death (1996) from prostate cancer, I moved into my 

present house at 19 Cypress Rd – just around the corner from 9 Elgon Hill and originally part 

of our land before we subdivided it. This is a 3-bedroom , 1 bathroom house which we had 

bought when Russell was ill with a brain tumour, thinking that we could be of more help to 

him and Sharon and their little family if  they were closer.  They did not use it, but the 

grandchildren from Narrogin ( Joseph, Ben & Ruth) did when they came to Perth for their 

studies.  They had just moved out so I moved in and John and Maria and their three boys 

moved into Elgon Hill.  We have a garden path connecting the two properties and are support 

for each other.  I can still go and sit in my old garden under my lovely oak tree which I grew 

from an acorn from Winston Churchill’s garden (given to me by a friend). 

 

As I write this I am nearly 86 years of age, still active and enjoy my quiet life.  I enjoy 

weaving as a hobby and keep good health apart from a Myleoprolific disorder, which is under 

control at this time.  I enjoy my family, 13 grandchildren and three great grandchildren,  and 

am a member of the Willetton Anglican Church which I attend regularly.  Russell is a Deacon 

there and his wife, Sharon, and Miles and Sara (their teenage children) also worship there. 

 

Looking back through my life, I am thankful that I was taught spiritual values which have 

sustained me through many times of trial and heartache.  I have always believed in God and I 

thank Him for His guidance and love that has strengthened me  throughout all the ups and 

downs of my life so far and I look forward to the future with confidence in that knowledge 

and experience                                                                              
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Mavis chairing AGM of Beehive Industries (Sheltered workshop for the aged) 

Malcom Levinson Manager, at podium, guest speaker – Sir Charles Court on right. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mitchell Family (Circa 1980) L to R – Beverly, Helen Cynthia.  

Back – Bill, Russell, Mavis, John 
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Bill and Mavis reading congratulations on their 50th wedding anniversary 

 

 
 

Mitchell family Christmas gathering in the garden of 9 Elgon Hill 1996 – The last photo taken 

of Bill – and the last taken by Bill 
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GENEALOGICAL LISTS 

 

 

As at December 2006 

MAVIS 
 

5.  Mavis Eileen  Alison Renshaw B: 26 August 1920 

 

+ William Willaton Mitchell, B: 15 October 1922, D: 16 July 1996  (Prostate Cancer) 

 

 6 Helen Margaret Mitchell, B: 14 August 1945 

 

 + Donald Jefferson Gordon, B: 1 August 1945 

 

  7 Joseph Andrew Gordon, B: 25 April 1975 

 

    7. Benjamin Gordon, B: 31 May 1977 

                         

  +  Violyn  Hoahania, B: 17 September 1977 

 

   8 Oirae Gordon, B: 6 November 2006 

 

  7. Ruth Gordon, B: 26 September 1979 

 

  + Colin Graham-Smith  B: 19 September 1986 

                           (name change on marriage to Gordon-Smith) 

 

   8.  Matthew Gordon-Smith, B: 07 November 2001 

 

8 Hannah Gordon-Smith, B: 22 May 2006 

 

  6    Cynthia Joan Mitchell, B: 14 February 1947 

 

   + George Belonogoff, B:  

 

7 Natasha Georgina Belonogoff, B: 25 February 1989 

 

6   Beverly Anne Mitchell, B: 20 October 1949 

 

 +  John Charles Herbert Thornton, B: 22 August 1935 

 

7. John Julian William Thornton, B: 26 November 1970 

 

                +    Tita  Agustina                  B: 2 August 1983 

 

8. Tiara Thornton, B: 3 September 2003 

 

9. Joshua Thornton, B:  26 December 2006. 
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7. Geoge Andrew Thornton, B: 6December 1971 

 

+ My  Li                   B: 20 June 1971  

 

7. Christopher Richard Thornton, B:  19 April 1977 

 

+  Nicole Sharyn Fowler, B: 30 October 1978 

 

                       8.  Kurt Thornton B: 15 September 2006 

 

       8.  Zane Thornton B: 15 September 2006 

   

7. Timothy David Thornton, B: 24 November 1980 

 

 

6. John William Laurence Mitchell, B: 25 July 1951 

 

+  Maria Ann Kelly, B: 12 December 1958 

  

7. Adam John Mitchell, B: 7 October 1988    

                                                                        

           7.    Luke William Francis Mitchell, B: 28 June 1990 

  

                7.    Blake Renshaw Mitchell, B: 4 January 1994 

 

       6. Douglas Mitchell, B: 02 January 1953, D: 21 July 1953 (Bronchial Pneumonia)  

 

 

6. Russell Gordon Mitchell, B: 18 June 1959 

 

+    Sharon Lee Wall, B. 31 July 1958 

 

7. Sara Katherine Mitchell, B: 1 November 1986 

 

  7.   Miles Russell Mitchell, B. 26 April 1989        
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Audrey April 2002 
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Audrey 1942 
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Audrey’s Story 
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Audrey and Stan 
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Audrey Stan and Family 

 

 

 
 

Jill, Peter, Billand John (In front) 
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Mr and Mrs Stan McFee 
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Audrey holding Chicory root in left hand and Endive in right hand 

 

 
Painting of the Chicory Kiln by Enid 
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Audrey relaxing with a “cuppa” in her kitchen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Adrey and Family – L to R Bill, Audrey, John, Jill, Peter 
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DESCENDANTS OF LANCELOT & IDA 

RENSHAW 
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From L to R: Shirley, Lancelot,  Ida, Noel, Linda & Dorothy in front
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MY STORY - IDA SHIRLEY RENSHAW 

 

In 2003, the leaders of the Uniting Church Adult Fellowship Ladies’ Group at St. Ninian’s, 

Blackburn South, decided to ask members to tell the story of their lives. We had all been to 

the funeral earlier of Miss Tom Arnott. She joined St. Ninian’s at the time of Union. She had 

great ability and trained young people who presented dramas at the church. We also knew that 

she was involved with Amnesty International and wrote many letters. She had items for sale 

to encourage our interest. She was very deaf and spent the last few years in permanent care. 

At the funeral, we learned of all the things she had done in her life. I think I was first to tell 

my story. This is it. 

 

My mother was the first child of James and Albeena Humphries (nee Richardson), born 22nd 

of June, 1887. Her mother died when she was five years old with consumption. A baby 

brother born earlier also died. Her father died of a heart condition when she was 10. My 

mother went to live with her grandmother and two aunts (Swanton). When her grandmother 

died, one aunt died at the same time. She was brought up by the last aunt, whose motto was 

“cleanliness is next to Godliness”. Mum had another aunt, Auntie Patience, who was married 

to Uncle George Hornsey. They were members of the Closed Brethren. They had three sons 

and Auntie Patience was very good to Mum and cared for her like a mother. I don’t think 

Mum ever lived with Aunty Patience and her family. As a child, I remember Mum quoting 

Aunty Patience and what she would say in all sorts of situations. She lived out her faith. I 

grew up with the thought that there was a spiritual dimension to life. They corresponded 

regularly and I remember Mum going to Aunty Patience’s funeral in Geelong. 

 

My father was Lancelot Renshaw. He was the second youngest child of a big family of five 

boys and three girls of William and Maria Renshaw (nee Treadwell). His father owned a flour 

mill on the Barwon River in Geelong. My father was born on the 3rd of April, 1885. After his 

education, he purchased land at Lillico near Warragul. In 1909, he set up a dairy farm. On the 

11th of July, 1917, he married my mother, Ida Swanton Humphries at Christ Church, Geelong. 

They settled at Copelands Road, Warragul. 

 

I was born on the 12th of August, l922. On the 29th of October, 1925, my brother, Noel 

Lancelot Renshaw, was born. I always thought of him as a little kid. He was too young to play 

with me. 

 

On the 1st of August, 1927, my sister, Linda Swanton Renshaw, was born. She had a hole in 

the heart and was not expected to live. Our lives were changed completely. The telephone was 

put on. Not many people had the phone on. People came to use the phone and we were asked 

to take messages to neighbours. The lady from the farm next door came and stayed with Mum 

one day a week while Dad went into Warragul to do the week’s shopping. I don’t ever 

remember not being worried that Linda might die any day. I don’t know whether I was told or 

whether I picked it up from conversation. That is the memory I have of that time. 

 

On the 23rd of March 1929, my younger sister, Dorothy Merle Renshaw, was born. A car 

came and Mum went off. I didn’t know what was happening. I remember walking around the 

house feeling lost. Mum was always there. The next thing I knew, Dad said, “You have a 

baby sister. We will have to think of a name for her”. I suggested Dorothy. When Mum and 

baby came home, I was thrilled. She was wearing a silk bonnet. 

Dad said, “It’s no good you going to school next February as you will only bring home 

children’s ailments”. I didn’t start school until I was six and a half years old. I went to the 

Lillico Rural School with 40 children in Grades 1 to 8 with one teacher and a sewing mistress 



DESCENDANTS OF LANCELOT & IDA RENSHAW  (nee Humphries) 

Living Histories – December 2006                                                                                                                      Page 78 

 

who came in the afternoon. We were all in one room. I really enjoyed school and when I was 

13 years old, I had my Merit Certificate and I could leave school. 

 

It was Depression time and there was plenty for me to do on the farm. My mother taught me 

to use the treadle sewing machine and I remember doing the family’s sewing. We still have 

photos of the family in frocks I had made. 

 

We milked a lot of cows. It was a dairying district. There was a special day a few years ago 

celebrating a ‘Century of Progress’ in the Lillico and Nilma North area. A book on the area’s 

history was published. A comment was: they had D.M.K. milking machines – Dad, Mum and 

the Kids. 

 

When I was 14 years old, I had my first holiday. I went to Geelong and stayed with my 

cousins in South Geelong. Mavis who was 16, stayed with us for a fortnight and I went back 

with her. Auntie Lizzie, Dad’s sister, met us at Melbourne and took us to the Shrine of 

Remembrance to see over it. From there, I got my first glimpse of the sea. I was so excited, 

Auntie also took us to St. Kilda Beach. 

 

On our way to Geelong, we had an orange drink at Flinders Street Railway Station. It was the 

best orange drink I have ever tasted. 

On Sunday, my cousin Audrey took me to the South Geelong Methodist Church in the next 

street. It was the first time I had been inside a church. It was another new experience. 

I also went to visit Auntie Patience and Uncle George in Geringhap Street, Geelong. They 

invited me to stay with them at their holiday cottage at Ocean Grove.  

 

Their son, his wife and family had a very nice holiday home on the hill overlooking the sea. 

Every day, I was able to go and spend time on the beach with their daughter Joyce who was 

my age. We would go out with the surfboard and come in on a wave. I am shocked now, at 

how dangerous it could have been but I knew I was under their supervision. 

 

We visited Auntie Annie Renshaw in East Geelong. Of my cousins, Enid was nursing and 

Mavis worked nearby. I often went and met her and walked home for lunch. Albert, the eldest 

cousin, was still at school. 

I met Auntie Eva. Her husband, Uncle Bert, had visited us in Warragul. Auntie Eva died when 

I was quite young. 

 

Another big event happened when I was 14: Dad bought a wireless. It was interesting to hear 

all the programs. The difficulty was that we had to be quiet at meal times when the news was 

on. The program that interested me most was the. Sunday morning service at 11 am. It was 

the regular practice for us to listen. I don’t know what inspired me, but I felt I wanted to be a 

missionary. Mum said we should go to church but we didn’t have the opportunity with 70 

cows to milk by hand. 

 

At one stage when I was about 16, I asked a friend who lived nearby to go with me to the 

Sunday School Anniversaries that were advertised in the local paper. We went to Sunday 

afternoon services at the Church of England, Methodist and Presbyterian Churches. At the 

Presbyterian service, they announced a Bible study. I had no idea that churches had Bible 

studies. I enquired and went. There was trouble from my father at home. I said, “I am going”. 

I had to ride my brother’s bike. I left the bike at a relative of my aunt’s and walked up to the 

Church. 
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I found it interesting but after a few weeks, it became a confirmation class. The minister rang 

up to see if I wanted to go ahead and be confirmed. I don’t think he knew I had no 

background in the faith, I had just turned up. I didn’t like to say no. Although I took it 

seriously, it didn’t mean a lot to me. 

 

I had not been baptised (my father said he thought it was a lot of form). I was baptised in the 

church on Thursday afternoon (that was market day). My mother was there. 

 

When I was about 18 years old, I had the opportunity to work for a few hours on market day, 

Thursday, in the ladies’ and children’s wear department at Burton Stores, a general store in 

Warragul. Shops put on part-time staff to cope with all the customers. I received 6/- (six 

shillings). I put that towards piano lessons. 

 

Later, I was offered a full-time position that lasted for a while. Then one staff member left, 

another was put in charge of another department, and then another left to be married. I found 

myself in charge of the ladies’ and children’s wear department. This involved not only 

working with staff, but seeing travellers who came, and taking regular trips to Melbourne to 

buy for the department. I am grateful to have had that experience and responsibility. 

 

I was still interested in being a missionary. One day, I plucked up courage to tell the 

minister’s wife. She said, “There is plenty of work to do at home”. I felt put back in my box. 

When I was 26, I first heard of John 3:16 and started to read the Bible. I was also invited to a 

Bible study led by an Anglican deacon. I stayed the night with a friend, Coral Copman. 

 

Then I was asked to go with Anglican young people to the Upwey Convention. There were 

crowds there and the singing was marvellous. I responded to the challenge to commit my life 

to Christ. 

 

A few days later, in my reading on my own, I read from John’s gospel in John 15:16: “You 

have not chosen me but I have chosen you and ordained that you bear fruit”. And in John 

10:16: “Other sheep I have that are not of this field, them also I must bring”. With that sense 

of call, I prayed to God to show me what I was to do with my life. 

 

I was concerned because I felt called to Christian service but I knew very little about the 

Bible. I didn’t talk things over with anyone (we were not able to discuss things at home when 

we were growing up). I asked for an interview at the Melbourne Bible Institute. The only 

people I knew who had been to M.B.I. were Anglicans and they were involved in the service 

of the Church. 

 

I was accepted and I had to have a reference from my minister. I asked him and there was 

dickens to play! I was lectured on what I should do. I don’t think he knew that I hadn’t gone 

to High School or grown up in the church. I didn’t appear to have much potential for Christian 

service. Over the years, I have underlined many verses that have been helpful but none has 

spoken to me like those in John, especially John 15:16 and John 10:16. 

 

Because we were busy milking cows by hand (D.M.K. machines), we were not very involved 

in the Church. A kind lady at Church invited me to have lunch with her and invited two 

students from Rolland House Deaconess Training College. One was from Warragul where I 

lived. Her father was the local baker. They explained a lot about training but I was so self-

conscious about not going to High School or growing up in the Church, I didn’t offer any 

decisions. 
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Life moved on. When our mother passed away in 1958, I felt I should accept responsibility 

for Linda, my intellectually disabled sister. After a holiday with our cousins in Perth and the 

south-west of Western Australia, we moved to Melbourne. Linda was able to go to the 

Oakleigh Retarded Centre, now known as the Oakleigh Centre for Intellectually Disabled 

Citizens. She was involved in a training program for the sheltered workshop to be set up. She 

had school holidays which was a problem. My other sister Dorothy, who had only worked on 

the farm, was able to get a position in the Titles Office. I could not find very much I could do 

in school terms. The minister at the Warragul Church at the time was not only a very good 

preacher but also a very good pastor. He suggested I ring Miss Sutherland who was in charge 

of Presbyterian kindergartens as it might be possible for me to be an assistant. I was appointed 

to assist the Director at Kildonan for a year and Port Melbourne for a year. 

 

I really learned a lot - since I had attended only a rural school with 40 children, I wouldn’t 

have had a clue how to cope with a class of thirty children, as I was to do later on. God works 

things out far better than we can. I felt humbled - I had decided to do for Linda what I could 

in two years, but I am sure I gained far more for myself 

Things were not plain sailing, just a lot of ups and downs. I was grateful to a Congregational 

minister and his wife for the opportunity to talk through the whole situation. When everything 

was sorted out, I felt for sure, that I wanted to work in the church, so I applied to the 

Presbyterian Training College. I had to study Leaving History and English as well as three 

years of theological studies. I enjoyed all of these, especially the background to the Bible. 

 

When I had completed the studies and practical training, I was commissioned as a Deaconess 

on the 25th of March, 1965 at Noble Park. I worked in six parishes where I learned a lot and 

made good friends. I remember at Noble Park, the church of my first appointment, working 

with the minister Rev. Hugh Hallet. On one occasion, he suggested I go and see a certain lady 

again. I said that I had seen her and that she was getting on all right. The reply was “Never 

mind, go and make sure”. I also spent four years at Blackburn South, one year each at 

Dandenong and Prahran, then four years at Essendon. I worked half-time at St. John’s and 

also half-time at Penleigh Ladies’ College. Afterwards, I worked for four years at Belmont in 

Geelong. 

 

I did a variety of things in the different parishes. Each week I taught up to ten classes. I 

enjoyed that and found it very interesting. I could tell a lot of stories! After four years with 

different books, one little girl said, “You must have a lot of Bibles to know all those stories”. 

Each parish had a lot of older people whom I visited once a month. I kept a record so I 

wouldn’t forget anyone. 

 

In some places, there were girls’ clubs. It was a good thing I had learned some craft in my 

younger days which was very useful. Also at Essendon, we had a group for the frail aged. 

They were called for in the morning, did a variety of craft activities, and made a lot of money. 

In the afternoon, we had some entertainment. 

 

At 60, I retired and did voluntary work. 

 

When I was 80, we had a family gathering. I put on the invitation: ‘No presents, only 

presence’. We had a lovely lunch at Alfred’s Homestead Restaurant. I had been given some 

flowers and the youngest came along with a parcel. When I opened it, it was a lovely floral 

rug. I said, “Thank you very much”. My oldest nieces were keen that I open it right up.  
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Weeks earlier, everyone present had been sent a six-inch square of white material and had 

been asked to draw something or write something about me. Two teenagers held the rug up 

with all the pieces on and everyone spoke about what they written. I value that very much. 

 

My latest learning experience has been in Box Hill Hospital and Peter James Centre for 

rehabilitation. It has given me a greater understanding of the needs of the frail aged. 

 

I go to Strathdon tomorrow (the 14th of November, 2005) for an interim period and we have to 

put my name down for a permanent place in a nursing home. It will all work out in time. At 

present, we are busy with paperwork and looking for six places. 

 

When 1 look back over what 1 have written, never could I have imagined that so much would 

happen in my life. 

 

To God be the glory, great things he has done. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Shirley and Albert 
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UNUSUAL AND INTERESTING EXPERIENCES 
 

DURING MY WORKING LIFE 

Written by Shirley, August 2006  

 

Over fifty years ago, when I was Manageress of a ladies and children’s wear department in a 

general store with drapery, grocery and hardware sections, a lady bought a green dress and 

had it altered. A few days later she brought the dress back and wanted to return it because it 

clashed with the green of her car. I said “No” because it had been altered. She went to the 

Manager of the store and asked him, and he said “Yes”. So the dress was returned. That was 

in the good old days, when the customer was always right! 

 

One of the staff was a staunch Orange Lodge member when a new person, who was a staunch 

Roman Catholic, was employed in his Department. There was fireworks! 1 didn’t know 

anything about either, but I learnt quickly. After a while, things mellowed and not so long 

ago, I visited the younger member. She said the other person had passed away but, by 

exchanging Christmas letters, they had become good friends. 

 

The Manager of the drapery department once heard a staff member say “We haven’t had any 

for a long time” and he interrupted and said “We can get it in for you by Tuesday” - that was 

the day he went to Melbourne buying. When the customers had all left, he asked the staff 

member what the lady wanted. The staff member replied “She didn’t want anything she said 

“We haven’t had any rain lately”! 

 

Two very expensive English coats were purchased just to see if there was any interest from 

customers. Thursday was Market Day and extra staff was put on because we were so busy. 

Late in the day we realised the coats were missing. Nobody had shown them to anyone and, if 

they had been sold, there would have been an entry docket, a cash docket or a lay-by docket. 

The coats must just have been worn out of the shop by somebody. 

 

 

When I was being trained as a Deaconess we were given a religious education on Tuesday 

and Wednesday mornings at 9 a.m. before we attended lectures at 10 a.m. Over the three 

years we were given experience in teaching at six different levels. One day I was teaching 

Grade 4 when one boy was not happy about what another boy was doing. He said, “There is a 

strap in the cupboard, Miss”. I said, “I don’t intend to use the strap” and he said, “No! God is 

watching isn’t He”! 

 

They must have had a good relationship with the teacher because on another day (I don’t 

remember what the lesson was about) I thought I would make a scroll to make it interesting. I 

had a long sheet of paper and two sticks and, to add interest, I got the loan of a Greek New 

Testament, wrote a text in Greek on the scroll, and rolled it up. When I opened it in front of 

the children, one little girl’s eyes nearly popped out of her head. She said, “Miss, that is 

Greek”. She came out, and all the class called out “Read it”! I said, “I only know a couple of 

words”. Someone said, “Sula can read it” — and she did, without a hitch! (She must have 

gone to a Greek school). The children then went quietly back and sat down. I explained that 

the stories of Jesus were written in Greek. I had no idea I was teaching migrant children as 

they all spoke good English and I didn’t have a list of names. 

 

it was usual for me to spend the whole morning at some schools, so I had morning tea with 

the staff. One day, the Grade One teacher said “We were talking about you, as we were 
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discussing “Trust” and 1 said, “It is a good thing that what Miss Renshaw tells about God is 

right”. I taught that grade immediately after playtime and the lesson was about the Good 

Shepherd and the sheep. As I had lived on a farm with cattle and sheep, 1 told how we had 

sheep in a paddock where there was plenty of grass to eat and water in a trough to drink. The 

paddock was fenced so they were safe. I don’t think I had time to tell them about a pet lamb 

that had to be fed a bottle several times a day. The lamb stayed with the sheep and when we 

called “Baa” the lamb came racing down a long distance, had its bottle, then went back to the 

sheep. I told them it was quite different at the time of Jesus. The sheep spent the night in a 

sheep-fold, like a pen, and they were taken out each day by a man called a shepherd. They all 

had names and he called each name and they followed him because they knew he would lead 

them to where there was green grass to eat and water in a stream to drink, so they could trust 

him. 

 

The teacher interrupted and said, “Excuse me, Miss Renshaw, we were just talking about 

“trust” before class”. 

 

When I was the only one teaching, there was a text book for each grade with different stories 

in each. I was there for four years. After several years, one girl said to me “You must have an 

awful lot of Bibles to know all those stories”! One lesson was for young children in a special 

school. One little girl was very vocal and each week she said “I hate Jesus. I hate Jesus”. It 

went on for several weeks. As I wasn’t a trained teacher, I felt I should ask someone with 

experience to talk to the little girl. Before anything was done about this, the lesson was on the 

healing of Jarius’ daughter. I told the children that the little girl was very sick. She was hot 

and didn’t want her meal - only a drink of water. Her father and mother were worried. Jesus 

came and made her better. The response was “What a kind man”! She never said she hated 

Jesus again for the rest of the year. My guess was she had only heard of Jesus as a swear 

word. 

 

One day I went into a class and they were sitting three to a desk (There must have been 

another grade brought in). We had a song and a story as there was no hope of doing an 

activity as I only had the usual number of papers. I had a book of action/songs and then the 

lessons of the Good Samaritan and the Baby Moses. The class played out the parts. Half an 

hour later when the teacher returned, she must have been pleased as the class were all seated 

and quiet. She said. “We will give you a job”! 
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Shirly, Mavis Dorothy, Linda and Jeoff at St Leonards 

 

 

 

 
 

From L to R: Mavis, Noel, Dawn, Audrey at Mirboo North 
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THE STORY OF LINDA SWANTON RENSHAW 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Linda with her pet canaries 
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Dorothy 1965
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D. D.’s Memoirs - nee Dorothy Merle Renshaw 
 

The setting for my story is interesting and to my mind, worth recording. Also it gives a 

window on the life and times of country folk in that era. We lived on a sheep and cattle 

property of some 220 acres extending from the district of Lillico at the western end to Nilma 

North at the other end, it was pretty undulating country with a view of the Strezlecki Ranges 

that I particularly liked. It was good land even if it needed lots of attention. Hard work was 

the order of the day and this was constant. 

 

The house and sheds were in Lillico on Copeland’s Boad — this was 5 kms out of the town of 

Warragul where supplies were purchased. A picket fence formed the boundary to a rather 

large garden. In the garden there were gooseberry bushes, raspberry and loganberry vines, a 

Kentish Cherry tree and nearby a row of plum trees. These along with blackberries formed the 

basis for the bottled fruits, jams, preserves, etc. that lined the pantry shelves. My mother took 

a real delight in these and proudly showed them off to visitors. 

 
Looking across the farm to the Strezlecki Ranges 

(Taken with a tele lens) 

 

Down by the creek was a large vegy patch which kept us well supplied with vegetables, 

rhubarb etc. Mushrooms were a story in themselves. Then, and later, many many boxes were 

sent to Melbourne for sale. Roast ‘bunny’ made us many a scrumptious meal. These along 

with lamb, chicken, eggs and our own vegetables formed the mainstay of our diet in the 

depression years. Eels from the creek were a special treat as was the fun of catching them. A 

horse and jinker was our means of transport. 

 

I was the youngest of four children of Lancelot and Ida Renshaw, both of whom came 

originally from Geelong. The sibling some 20 months older than me, Linda, had a health 

problem — a severe case of hole in the heart. She was blue in the face, had heart turns and 

could walk only a short distance without squatting down. There was no operation in those 

days. Nothing could be done for her. She wasn’t expected to live. Hers was a tragic life and I 

remember feeling so very sorry for her. When she became frustrated or angry, her face 
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became purple — I found this very frightening lest it bring on a heart turn. When a heart turn 

did occur, everybody came running. What Mother suffered through all this, only she would 

know. 

 

At that time oatmeal (or rolled oats) was sold in a large calico bag. On both sides of the bag 

was the pattern for a golliwog doll. Duly cut out, sewn up and stuffed, this was my very own 

and much treasured. There were other toys around but this was all mine!! 

 

When Linda was 6 years old and I was 42, we started 

school at the Lillico State School - a one roomed 

rural of some 15-20 children; numbers however were 

dwindling. Transport was via a Shetland pony called 

“Tommy” and we made our way up through the 

paddock. At lunchtime and play time I kept my eye 

on her; I was constantly anxious lest she have a heart 

turn and if left unattended, her death would be my 

fault. 

 

By night, Linda’s bed was next to mine and turns in 

the night were not unusual. Though sound asleep, I 

was instantly out of bed. When I look, at 7, 8 or 9 

year old children now, I wonder at the load I carried. 

Over involved, over concerned and overwhelmed 

about Linda’s illness, my own childhood was thereby 

depleted. This was to affect my life in more ways 

than one. Nowadays parents are advised to take 

precautions to see that siblings are not too much 

affected by a disability in the family. 

 

After school and at weekends there were cows to be milked which required a lot of time and 

energy. In wintertime this was scaled down, but for the rest of the year the hours seemed long. 

If we had lived in a town life would have been so very different. Time to do my thing, 

perhaps. 

 

There were fun times of course. I remember my father making a large kite — getting this 

airborne needed some experimenting and some practice. “I spy with. my little eye” was 

common when milking. There were locals, neighbours, who came for a game of cricket; later 

on, it was tennis - “lawn” courts of course. Others came just for a visit. Family birthday 

parties were always special. I only went to one children’s birthday; it was a couple of kms 

down the road and I took Linda with me on the pony. It was always Linda and Dorothy. 

 

I was fortunate to go to High School in Warragul for a further 6 years. For me, it was 

approximately 52 kms by bicycle. Many travelled quite long distances by bus, from as far 

afield as Neerim, Noojee, etc. Only 10 years of age when I entered Form 1, many were 18 

months older. There was so much to learn; I enjoyed the studies but I found it difficult in the 

higher forms. As I was small, I was mascot and carried the flag for the “house” in the 

marching competitions. Sport, I particularly liked; basketball was my specialty and I managed 

to make the school team. 

 

These were war years; teachers leaving to join up in the forces and not returning, brought 

home to us the impact of the war. We were without newspapers but we did have a wireless. 

Dorothy and Linda on the pony “Tommy” 



DESCENDANTS OF LANCELOT & IDA RENSHAW  (nee Humphries) 

Living Histories – December 2006                                                                                                                      Page 91 

 

Even so I found myself snowed under with homework and milking that I didn’t follow the 

progress of the war as I would have liked. 

 

School ended and with it came the goodbyes - sad it was all over. As it was summertime, we 

were busy as usual. My father had spent many many years of very hard work to make a 

success of his dream of farming. It seemed the farm was all that mattered — everything 

revolved around the farm. Soon after I left school, my mother had a major operation in 

Melbourne and she was away many months. The operation was successful but recovery took a 

long time in those days. And it was quite a long time before she was her old self again. 

 

In 1948 Linda had an operation for her heart condition. This was relatively new at the time 

and made a significant difference to what she was able to do physically. Once blue in the face, 

she now had pink cheeks more like anyone else. However, nothing would replace the 

development that should have taken place over the years. Now the operation is undertaken at 

a very young age and sufferers can live a normal life. 

 

Sport came naturally to me and I thoroughly enjoyed being involved. I was invited to join. the 

Anglican Church basketball team in Warragul. This worked out very well but only lasted a 

few seasons. There were times when I was given the best and fairest award - when the report 

came over the radio my father was obviously very pleased but he made no comment. I did so 

want his approval. But nothing was ever good enough. 

 

In the late 40’s tennis courts were constructed locally at Lillico; one court on the school 

property and a second on land donated by Mr & Mrs C. Pattinson. The club became a social 

centre in the area with lots of activity fun and friendship. For some eight years I acted as 

secretary. Competition tennis took us to other districts in the association travelling as far 

afield as Jindivick and Longwarry. Tournaments at night under lights in Warragul stand out as 

special times. I look back on these times with lots of fond memories. 

 

Faith has had a central place in my life. I didn’t grow up in a church though I was taught to 

say prayers as a child. Sunday was different - in the afternoon my mother tidied herself, and if 

no visitors came, spent the time playing the piano. This has a special meaning for me still. I 

did attend Sunday School for a very short period but I have few memories of this. In my 

teens, I found myself in what was to me a very frightening situation. All alone, I was beside 

myself, paralysed with fear. Through this incident I discovered that God as spirit was present 

in the world. If I was beside myself with fear beforehand, there aren’t words to describe how I 

felt afterwards –  

        “and grace my fears relieved 

  how precious did that grace appear 

  the hour I first believed”. 

 

Subsequently, there has never been any doubt in my mind as to God’s existence. Later on, I 

was involved in P F A and attended church. After moving to Melbourne, I was a member of 

St. Stephen’s Caulfield where I taught Sunday School and along with another member, was a 

Girl’s Club Leader. 

 

How I would have coped with the difficult times in my life without my faith, I do not know. 

 

My mother’s long illness with cancer and finally her death in 1958 was a sad and distressing 

time. Many changes followed. Shirley, my elder sister, Linda and I left Warragul to make a 

life for ourselves in Melbourne. First a holiday in Perth with Mavis and family. Shirley’s new 



DESCENDANTS OF LANCELOT & IDA RENSHAW  (nee Humphries) 

Living Histories – December 2006                                                                                                                      Page 92 

 

car was put on the train to go west, then after a few weeks in Perth, we toured the south west 

of W.A. visiting Albany, Esperence and Norseman. Arriving at Norseman, we found the road 

east across the Nullabor was closed for several days due to too much rain. (Unbelievable 

now!!) In that time we met up with other travellers, formed a group, and travelled together 

across this outback and lonely road. But what an experience! Nowadays it’s a well made road. 

 

Back in Melbourne, I obtained a clerical position at the Titles Office - my first work 

experience and my first pay packet. Most of the others there were in the draughting section. 

Even so, I enjoyed my time there – 7 years in all but I wanted a more satisfying job. After a 

lot of searching, I contacted Spencer Colliver, head of Kildonan Children’s Homes. His 

advice - do some study. 

 

Adult Matric. was necessary before I enrolled in a Diploma of Social Studies at Melbourne 

University - the only place you could take this course in those days. I studied part-time and 

worked week-ends to pay the fees for the course. No sooner had I finished my 6 years of 

study than Prime Minister Gough Whitlam abolished university fees — a move I didn’t agree 

with. It seemed to me that most there could well afford the fees. One student we knew had 

won a scholarship and was given an expensive sports car as a congratulatory gift. 

 

As well as the Social Work subjects, I found the psychology and biology subjects just 

fascinating. Not so keen on philosophy though! We were required to do placements in 

agencies to get some practical experience. The following year the Diploma of Social Work 

was to be turned into a degree course. As a precaution, most of the students took up the extra 

subjects necessary to make up an Arts Degree lest they be at a disadvantage when applying 

for employment. In retrospect, we needn’t have worried. 

 

Study finished in 1974, it was time to join the labour force. Red Cross were advertising a 

locum position (5 months) while a staff member was on extended leave. This worked out so 

well I was disappointed to have to leave. So inspired by the above, I sought a locum position 

at St. Vincent’s Hospital. None were available but I was given a permanent position on 

condition I remain for 2 months. I was grateful for hospital work experience. However 6 

months later I was offered a position at Catholic Family Welfare Bureau, now called 

Centacare. As this was the sort of work I wanted to do, I accepted without hesitation. 

 

C.F.W.B. proved to be a good place to work with supervision, training and opportunities for 

new learning all included. But like all other places, not without its difficulties. This type of 

work is very demanding and draining but at the same time very very rewarding. To watch a 

person grows and develop and handle things differently and more productively is very 

satisfying. Then too, it was very encouraging to me when so many clients referred their family 

or friends. Plants in the garden given to me by clients have a special significance and bring 

back many memories. In the year 2000, 25 years later, I handed in my resignation, albeit 

somewhat reluctantly. 

 

Sometime after beginning work as a social worker, I realised I needed a hobby which would 

provide a balance to my work. The Council of Adult Education were advertising short courses 

in bird observing. I remembered the Blue Wrens tapping on the kitchen window and feeding 

them tit-bits of cheese. Also the Willie Wagtails, nesting in the apple tree so low down you 

could watch proceedings. Then down by the creek, the Pardalote’s nest and eggs in a hole in 

the bank – pointed out to us by my father. Twice I applied to the CAE and twice I was 

informed the class was full. On the third occasion my application was made as soon as the 

syllabus was advertised.  So I was on my way. 
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Dorothy and Geoff on tour 

Whistle  stop for a cuppa Pooncarrie, NSW 

1988 
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At the end of an interesting course which consisted of some lectures but mostly outings to 

reserves, parks, etc., I joined the Bird Observers Club. To my surprise, there were some 200-

250 people at a monthly meeting in Wesley Church hall in Lonsdale St. At that time a 

camping trip was announced to the Flinders Ranges, Arkaroola, Lake Eyre and other outback 

places. For me it was another new experience as I hadn’t been camping before. The trip had 

much to offer - new birds, new fascinating places to visit, outback experiences, great 

company, but most of all, a V.I.P. beyond compare. Six months later we were married on the 

6th May, 1978. Many had tried to marry him off before but without success. 

 

Geoffrey Ronald Deason was the eldest of 3 children of Ronald and Florence Deason. He is a 

descendant of the famous pair, “Deason and Oates”, founders of the “Welcome Stranger” 

nugget of gold. Commemoration of this can be seen at Moliagul, in central Victoria. Geoff 

claims no gold was inherited by him, but there was “gold” in our journeying together. Over 

the years we travelled extensively — outback, interstate and overseas to England, Europe, 

Kenya and Zimbabwe. Always and wherever possible, with an eye out for birds. In addition 

the Bird Observer Club organised many camps to out of the way places we would never have 

visited otherwise. 

 

To all the places we visited, I took my camera. A keen photographer, I went to considerable 

trouble to take interesting photos as well as a record of where we had been, what we’d done, 

fun with other people, etc. Without a record, much is forgotten. It was a source of much 

pleasure to me to see what my Nikon camera and I could do together. 

 

Presenting slide shows to Armchair Travel groups, church groups and groups in Nursing 

Homes, proved to be very rewarding. In addition, it allowed us to “relive” these wonderful 

experiences. Future plans include doing much more of this. A devotee of color slides, I have 

not yet turned digital even though this is so much more convenient. Maybe it will happen one 

day. 

 

Meanwhile, Geoff was busy as the leader of the Beginners in the Bird Observer Club. By 

report, he did an excellent job at this and. I was happy to be there to support and assist. In all 

he spent 24 years in this role. For being a leader and other contributions to the club, such as 

slide librarian, he was given a life membership. Needless to say, he was very pleased. 

 

 

For the past three and a half years I have suffered from an unexplained illness — physically 

incapacitated. Why this has surfaced now and why I was unable to do things, I do not know. I 

had no worries and I was fortunate to have a near perfect husband who helped me no end. 

Both of us were keen to be off outback again - or anywhere for that matter. Mental Health 

personnel had nothing productive to offer me and after too long a time, I realised there was 

nothing there for me. It was as if a door had closed. 

 

The only clue I had was that I had always been an anxious person. This would show up most 

clearly when I cane to give a talk and demonstration of colour slides of a trip I had taken. To a 

lesser extent, there had always ‘been an underlying sense of strain and tiredness. I 

remembered an incident that happened in the early 90’s, not long before Linda passed away. 

She was staying the weekend with Geoff and I; in the night, she suffered a blood nose and 

went to the bathroom. I was sound asleep, but the first thing I was aware of was that I had 

collapsed on the floor because I had got up too quickly. And this nearly 50 years after my 

childhood experiences. 
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Then began an incredible journey of discovery. There were things to be deleted — like the 

above and fears and anxieties at an unconscious level re Linda’s heart turns. There was much 

more to be added. I didn’t know what I didn’t have — that was just how life was. Also, I 

didn’t know what I didn’t know or what other people had acquired as a child that I had missed 

out on. I needed to reprogram my formative years or as one therapist put it, “to reclaim your 

childhood”. This took much longer than expected. However, my faith has sustained me 

through this difficult time. 

 

Now, a new life, new experiences and full steam ahead. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Dorothy and Geoff outside our 

Unit in Roland St 1994 
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DESCENDANTS OF WILLIAM & DAISY 

RENSHAW 

 

 

 

 
 

Daisy and William Renshaw 
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Leslie William Renshaw - 1975 
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Judith, Robert, Jeanette with mother Lorraine – July 17, 1988 
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Lila Collins, Victoria Moroney 

 

 

 
John McFee talking to John Moroney 
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DESCENDANTS OF WALTER AND ELIZABETH 

RENSHAW 
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Thelma wearing Grandma Renshaw’s cape (In Enid’s possession) 

 

 
L to R Douglas, Thelma, Lindsay 
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MY STORY----THELMA 
 
I was born on 28th January 1923, the youngest child of Walter & Elizabeth Renshaw and 
named Thelma Mavis. I was the only one of our family of six children to be born in a hospital, 
the others being born at home. My hospital was in Warragul in Victoria. 
 
I have only dim memories of the three years of my life in Warragul. The one incident that 
comes to mind was receiving a “teddy Bear” from my Father. He was the engineer of the local 
butter factory and one day found the Teddy bear submerged in a can of milk. The bear was 
duly and thoroughly cleaned and then presented to me--what great delight. The sad part of it 
all was that the only photograph of me with the Teddy in a small white wicker pram has been 
lost. 
 
In 1926 Mother and Father decided to separate. Whilst Father continued with his position with 
the butter factory, Mother with all the children moved to Melbourne where we lived in East 
Malvern in Summerhill Road. Archie, Lila and Phyllis, being the older members of the family 
found work. As there was a nine year gap between Phyllis and Douglas being born, Doug and 
Lindsay went to the Summerhill State School, which was just across from where we lived. I 
started at the “Infants school” not long after we moved. 
 
I can say, those early days proved to be happy ones, the neighbours being very wonderfully 
kind to us. We attended Church regularly, the younger ones going to the Presbyterian Sunday 
School. Mother usually stayed home to cook the Sunday roast. Most Sunday nights we had 
cold roast with salad, followed by canned peaches and cream. Arch would bring his friends 
home for tea, all big boys who were mad keen rowers, [my Father had been a keen rower on 
Albert Park Lake and on the River Barwon in Geelong]. 
 
These were the years just preceding and during the Depression. The period of the Depression 
was not good.. My Father always honoured his obligation but, even at my very young age I 
knew that we all had “to tighten our belts”. During this period there were two things that 
stood out in my mind, the first being the buttoned up boots my Mother made me wear---I 
hated them. The second was Archies Harley Davidson motor bike and sidecar. It frightened 
the life out of me but Doug and Lin loved it. To help with the weekly expenses, Arch used to 
go out on his motor cycle selling fish. I cannot remember what my sisters did during this 
period 
 
I was learning classical ballet dancing and had competed at “South Street” Ballarat. This was 
kept very quiet from my Father who was strongly opposed to dancing. Mother said he would 
have cut off his support if he had known. Fortunately I could sing, and this he did approve. 
Mother had a beautiful voice. She entered me in a competition for “trained and untrained 
voices”, the winner to receive a scholarship for 12 months. The winner was a boy who was 
attending the Conservatorium. William Heck??, who was the judge ,decided to give me 9 
months tuition for coming second “which was no mean feat for an untrained voice”. After the 
9 months tuition I was unable to continue due to lack of finance. I know my father was 
immensely proud of me for my prowess. 
 
Over the next few years, Phyllis married John Gleeson, who was a Ladies Hairdresser and 
Arch married Marie Theobold. After they went there own way, the rest of the family moved 
to Elliott Ave, Carnegie, where Doug, Lin and I continued our schooling, each achieving the 
Merit Certificate. I then attended classes in bookkeeping. At that stage Mother had a friend 
who was managing a shop in the City selling very nice skirts. Just to give me the experience 
of that kind of business and catching a train to work, she gave me a job there for a short time. 
 
After that experience, I commenced work at Kodak in Collins Street, in the office upstairs 
Monday to Friday, then downstairs in the shop on Saturday mornings. I looked after the film 
library and there I was to meet my future husband-to-be, in uniform who was stationed at 
Point Cook. After about 2 years I took up a position with the Government- “Old age 
Pensions”, shortly afterwards transferring to the “Child Endowment Department. 
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When Mont asked me to marry him, both Mother and Lila said they thought I was too young 
[192 years].They also advised me, instead, to further my education as I had a good position. 
At the time I was also considering whether or not to join the WAAF –but -- Mont won the day 
and we were married in St.Agnes Anglican Church in Glenhuntly on July 4th 1942. Imagine 
the problems in finding satin etc for a wedding gown in those War years. However, I was 
quite fortunate and obtained all I required. A dressmaker I knew in Kodak, Louise, made my 
veil as a wedding present. 
 
At the time, Mont was stationed at the General Reconnaissance School at Cressy in Victoria 
as an Instructor. So, after a short honeymoon at Marysville, we rented a small flat attached to 
the local general store in Cressy. It was not very long after we set up in Cressy that I decided 
we should endeavour to start a family before Mont was sent up North on active duty, a move 
that was inevitable. 
 
Early pregnancy brought a few health problems and as there was insufficient health care of 
the required nature in or near Cressy [Colac, the nearest town was too far away] we decided 
that I should go back to Glenhuntly until the baby arrived. It proved to be the correct decision 
as the General Reconnaissance School was moved in its entirety to Bairnsdale. 
 
Robert Montague arrived 17th August, 1943 and as soon as I was able to, we moved to 
Bairnsdale where we rented an old house and set up as a family. We had a happy time whilst 
in Bairnsdale. When Robert was 6 weeks old, we took him, in a basket, in a row boat on the 
Mitchell River for a picnic with our good friends Ken and Barbara Hawthorne. 
 
The good times, of course, had to end. Mont was posted on combat duties flying B-24 
Liberator Heavy Bombers, first with the American Air Force and then with Number 23 
Squadron RAAF. He was away some 20 months, only able to make a quick visit home to see 
us on 2 occasions.. I moved with Robert to again live with my Mother, sister Lila and brother 
Lin in Glenhuntly under rather cramped conditions. 
 
On Mont’s discharge at the end of the War, he started work in the metals industry which was 
to last almost 40 years. At the same time we purchased a block of land in Murrumbeena and 
made arrangements for our house to be built. With the shortages in building materials after the 
war, it was many months before we were able live in it. Whilst it was abuilding, we stayed 
with Mother for a short time then rented /shared part of a house, -- bedroom, lounge room and 
shared kitchen. Quite unsatisfactory for all concerned but we made do. We were so desperate 
that we moved into our new home before it was finished. This was at the end of 1947. The 
back porch was not floored and the electricity and gas not connected. I was heavily pregnant 
with Geoffrey and we had to cook our meals on a Primus stove. It was Xmas time and the 
builder etc had closed for the holidays. 
 
During 1946 I was completely devastated by losing my second baby, a son, at his birth. We 
never were able to discover the reason. Officialdom “it was one of those things that happen on 
occasion”. It took its toll on my health for quite some time. In due course, things became 
normal again and, blessedly, Geoffrey Stephen was born on March 3rd 1948. 
 
Lindsay Maxwell, our final son presented himself 29th July 1951. So now, we had 3 sons to 
bring up and educate. 
 
Early in 1955, Mont was asked to go to Brisbane for a short period, which actually increased 
to 10 months, to manage the Queensland Branch of the Company for which he worked. We 
closed up our house and sallied up to Brisbane where we rented a house in the suburb of 
Holland Park. I played tennis while the boys attended school and very soon we made a 
number of friends. 
 
Whilst we were in Brisbane, the position of Branch Manager, N.S.W. at Mont’s firm became 
vacant and he was then appointed to that position immediately after finishing in Brisbane. 
This, of course, meant that we had to sell our house in Murrumbeena. This lot fell to me, I had 
taken the boys back to Melbourne. Mont had to start his new position immediately, so, there I 
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was, looking after 3 boys, trying to sell the house and trying to pack some of our things. 
Unfortunately, the house did not sell very quickly, there was a severe credit squeese at that 
time. It was necessary to leave it in an agent’s hands. 
 
In the meantime, I and the boys travelled to Sydney, there to help Mont to find a suitable 
house to purchase. As he had to work each day, it fell to my lot to make visits to a number of 
agents and to houses. Whilst all this was proceeding, the boys attended Darlinghurst Boys 
School and we, as a family lived in an old family hotel known as “52 Mcleay Street” at the 
Company’s expense. We were living at that hotel, near Kings Cross for 3 months before we 
were able to find anything suitable. Actually, we did find a very nice house, so nearly finished 
that we were able to have the rooms painted to our liking. The only drawback was that our 
house did not sell soon enough and because of the credit squeese, no bank would advance 
bridging finance. Mont never forgave his employers for not giving us the assistance we 
needed. We eventually found a house in Chelmsford Avenue, Lindfield that, in desperation, 
we purchased. After much alteration and additions, we made it into a comfortable home. 
 
We purchased the house in April 1946. Then we had to see to the boys education. While 
Geoff and Lindsay attended East Lindfield Primary School. Knox Grammar, under the 
headmastership of Dr. Mackenzie accepted Robert to begin at the commencement of the 
following year, with the two other boys being booked in following the finish of their Primary 
schooling Rob spent 5 years at Knox, followed by Geoffrey for 3 years and then Lindsay 
attended for 6 years. 
 
When, at last, after Lindsay had finished at Knox Grammar and had gained his Geology 
Degree after 4 years at Macquarie University, I was persuaded by the family that I should join 
the work force. Having been so long away from outside work, I was quite apprehensive at the 
prospect. However, I was finally accepted and given a position in Farmers in Gordon and my 
confidence soon improved. 
 
I stayed at Farmers for about 2 years and was then approached by a friend who asked me if I 
would take over the management of one of her outlets in Northbridge, selling dress materials. 
As I have always had a keen appreciation of good clothes I accepted and managed the shop 
quite successfully. Unfortunately, in time, the owner decided she would downsize her 
business. The shop was closed and the business transferred to her main premises in 
Chatswood. My managership therefore ended and although I continued to work part time at 
Chatswood, I decided to retire. 
 
It was about that time that Mont decided to retire from the Company he had worked with for 
29 years, and join 2 others in setting up a Rolling Mill and entering the market in opposition 
to his former employers. He became Marketing Director. This business became quite 
successful and gave us the opportunity of Overseas travel, to Singapore, Malaysia, Hong 
Kong New Zealand, South Africa and Germany. With a bit of judicious juggling, we were 
able to get to the U.K. and Canada. 
 
At some period I became a “Pink Lady” at the Royal North Shore Hospital. Later, I became 
an auxiliary helper at Dalcross Hospital. This was most rewarding but had to cease when the 
Hospital changed hands and the position was abolished. 
 
On an off, over a period of some 20 years I experienced a number of fairly serious health 
problems, but fortunately, God willing, they are all behind me. 
 
In December we sold our home of 49 years in Chelmsford Avenue and moved into a fairly 
spacious unit in “Lindfield Gardens Retirement Village”. We have been most happy with the 
move of which every member of the family heartily approve. 
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Now, for the Boys 
 
Robert, after his education at Knox Grammar, obtained a position at McPhersons Ltd, 
Engineers, machine tools suppliers, in a Sales capacity. This necessitated that he spend some 
time in their Melbourne establishment. He then decided that he needed to get experience 
overseas, so left for England. There he obtained employment selling advertising for local 
directories. 
 
During his stay in England he met and fell in love with his future wife. It was not long after he 
arrived home that Sandra followed and they were married in Knox Chapel. 
 
For a period of time Robert worked for Peter Isaacson, a publisher. With the experience 
gained there, coupled with that gained in England, he decided to start up his own Publishing 
company and Rank Publishing Company Pty Ltd, was formed. Sandra was included and 
together they both attended Night School studying Business Administration for the next four 
years. This Company has prospered and is now highly respected in the Travel and Hospitality 
Industry. 
They have two children, Stephen, now a highly degreed Veterinary Pathologist. His wife also 
is a Vet. They have 2 children and now live in Adelaide. Alexandra is the second child. She is 
now managing Rank Publishing and lives in Sydney. 
 
Geoffrey, our second son, immediately after leaving Knox Grammar, entered into an 
apprenticeship as an Electrical Fitter. He then studied and obtained his Diploma in 
Instrumentation and Control Engineering. All of this entailed 10 years of Night School, 4 
times a week. An opportunity then presented itself to manufacture instruments measuring 
water quality, which he had worked on during his apprenticeship. Together with a fellow 
employee, he formed a Company and built up a thriving business, eventually becoming sole 
owner after his partner retired. 
He is happily married to Louise, who is now Principal of St Ives High School. They have 3 
children.  Elizabeth is married to Richard Allan and lives in London. Elizabeth is a Primary 
School Teacher. 
Richard married Rachel Eckhart. Their son, Angus, was born this morning [26-10-2006]  
Alexander, who is now living in Edinburgh, is, temporarily, working in the ICT industry. 
 
Lindsay. [Told in his own words] 
Graduating from Macquarie University in 1973 with a degree in Geology, I spent the next two 
years working for Cyprus Mines and Amoco Minerals all over Australia. 
 
I then decided to travel and toured Europe and came back to Australia not wishing to go back 
into the field as a geologist. 
 
My brother Robert took me under his wing and showed me the ropes of selling advertising 
space in magazines, and so a career in selling started. 
 
In 1980 I decided to enter the world of advertising completely, but this time in my own 
business. So was created an advertising agency - The Armory Pty Ltd. 
 
It is still going today, after 26 years. Which proves that if you are good at something then 
stick to it. 
 
In 1984 I married Lorraine Lovelock, a young lady I met through business. She was a 
journalist and editor, working for Rydges Publications 
 
In 1985 Lorraine joined The Armory as a full partner and Managing Director, and in 1986 
Lorraine gave birth to our daughter, Rachel. 
 
In 2005 Rachel was accepted at Parsons School of Design, in Paris. She is currently in her 
second year of a four year degree course. 
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ROTARY CLUB OF COFF’S HARBOUR SOUTH. 

 
17th February 1987 

 

PROFILE OF ROTARIAN – ARCH RENSHAW 

 

PAUL HARRIS AWARDEE. 

 
PRESIDENT KEVIN, ROTARIANS, ROTARYANNES, ROTARY 

INNERWHEELIENNS, VISITORS AND GUESTS. 

 

How do you describe a person’s life,? – Do you do it by 

actions, do you do it by deeds, -- do you do it by 

calling that person a friend – or do you do it by the 

giving of gifts – to show or indicate deep appreciation 

of that person’s worth to the community.  Our community 

is made up of people who contribute to our community. If 

the contributions are good, this is then reflected from 

the whole of the community.  Archie, as we all know him, 

has contributed a great deal to his community as a 

Rotarian – community service has been Archie’s great 

love. 

 

Please allow me to trace the thread of Archie’s 

activities for a few minutes. 

 

Arch originally served an apprenticeship as a toolmaker. 

On arriving in Coff’s Harbour in 1948 he opened an 

engineering business and developed this into a precision 

engineering and automotive engine reconditioning 

workshop.  This was most successful and eventually Arch 

purchased the property on the corner of Park Avenue and 

Castle Streets and worked in these premises until  his 

retirement in 1973. 

 

Two of his hobbies that Arch was most active in were 

woodworking and photography. 

Arch had been our Club’s official photographer for many 

years. 

 

Arch had a good voice and belonged to the Coff’s Harbour 

male voice choir. 

 

Many other achievements were – first President of the 

Technical Advisory Board that was the founder of Coff’s 

Harbour Technical College.  Without Arch we probably 

would not have Bob Gray with us. 

 

Arch was the foundation President of the Coff’s Harbour 

Deep Seas Fishing Club and was the initiator of this 

club. 
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Arch became a member of Coff’s Harbour Rotary Club in 

1966 – serving in many positions.  In 1971 he transferred 

from Coff’s Harbour club to become a foundation member of 

Coff’s Harbour South Rotary Club – of which he is still a 

member.  A Rotarian of 20 years standing. 

 

In 1982 he became a foundation member of the first 

“Probus Club”, which was formed by Coff’s Harbour Rotary 

Club. 

 

Arch was also a very active member of Coff’s Harbour 

Chamber of Commerce, and was chairman of Annie Forsyth’s 

Tree Planting Committee. As a member of Coff’s Harbour 

Rotary Club, he was involved in planting all the trees 

that used to be along Pacific Highway, north of Marcia 

Street, which are no longer there.. 

 

As a sportsman Arch distinguished himself as a lawn 

bowler – winning the Coff’s Harbour “B” grade singles 

championship and also the “A” grade pairs with Lyle 

Kesterton. 

 

This is only a precis of Arch’s journey in life – with 

more to come. 

 

On behalf of our club, it is my pleasure to advise you 

that you have been awarded the highest honour that Coff’s 

Harbour South Rotary Club can bestow on you for your 

services to Rotary and the Community. 

 

In future you will be known as Arch Renshaw “Paul Harris 

Fellow”. 

 

  Congratulations! 

 

  Will you now come forward and receive your award. 

 

  After the award is presented – drink a toast to Arch. 

 

  (Profile by Len Haynes). 
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DESCENDANTS OF FRANK AND MINNIE 

RENSHAW 
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Renshaw House at 309 Parkington Street, Geelong, Victoria 

 

 
George Renshaw 
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Frank was manager 

of this mill 
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MY STORY – MARJORIE RENSHAW 
 

 

 

 

 
Marjorie 12 years 
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Memories of Marjorie Nelson Winston 
 

Mother recently said to me, looking back at her 91 years, ‘I suppose my life has been an 

interesting one.’ 

 

Marjorie was born in Cottesloe, W.A. in a house opposite the surf beach, in July 1913. The 

winking light from the lighthouse on Rottnest Island, which she could see nightly, fascinated 

her. Years later, after her husband Neville’s death, she and I made a sea trip across to the 

island and fulfilled her dream of seeing the lighthouse, whose light had winked at her every 

night, when she was just a little girl. 

 

At 3 and a half years of age, Marjorie made her first trip to Victoria. Her family, the 

Renshaws, were the first Geelong people to cross the Nultarbor by train. She remembered the 

heat of that journey in the steam train, even at 3 years of age. 

 

At 7 years old, back in Western Australia, after living at various locations around the State 

where her father managed flour mills, Mother and her family returned to Victoria, eventually 

settling in Geelong just down the street from All Saints, at 309 Pakington Street. She talked of 

great memories of a carefree childhood there. She and her sister and playmates or cousins 

used to run barefoot up to Queens Park on the Barwon river not far from the church, and play 

there all day, having a wow of a time as she phrased it. 

 

Mother met Neville, an Essendon boy and her husband-to-be, on a double date, and they 

picnicked at Barwon Heads on the beach. From all accounts, although Mother was not one to 

gush, it was love from the start, a love which saw them through 43 years of marriage. In 1938, 

she married Neville. She was quite a rebel for her time, dressed in a beautiful pale blue lace 

bridal gown, because Neville liked blue! They settled in Essendon, in a new clinker brick 

home designed by Neville, and in many ways quite ahead of its time. 

 

The following year saw the outbreak of WWII and the birth of Sandra my sister. Dad, after 

much heartache, made the decision to ‘do his bit’ and, when Sandra was just a few months 

old, joined the RAAF, as a flying officer, a decision which could not have been easy. For the 

next 6 years, Mum reared her daughter alone, except for precious short leaves whenever Dad 

could ‘hop a train’ to get home. 

 

After the War, a second daughter, myself, arrived. We spent an idyllic childhood in Essendon 

in the 50’s. I was an asthmatic child, and I’ll always remember the calm, loving way Mum 

looked after me during the broken nights and many trips to hospital. Years later she admitted 

she had been very worried at times, but somehow she kept it to herself for my sake. 

 

In 1974 Mum and Dad settled in their retirement at Anglesea, on the Great Ocean Road, again 

in a home designed and built by Dad. Life at Anglesea was happy, Mother and Dad making 

many overseas trips together. This came to an abrupt halt in 1982 when Dad suffered a sudden 

fatal heart attack. His funeral took place where we are today, at All Saints, where he married 

Mum so many years before. 

 

Going on was a struggle for Mother after 43 years with her mate, but somehow she picked up 

the threads and eventually started to travel again boosted by the happy times she and Dad had 

shared. I remember her saying to me on the eve of one of her trips, ‘God will look after me.’ 

And he did. 
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Marjorie with Neville and Sandra – Sydney, circa 1942 

 

 

 

In the 1990’s, tragedy struck again when Marjorie’s firstborn, my sister Sandra, and mother to 

Tony and Linda, died from a stroke in the prime of her life. Again, Mum had to put her life 

back together as best she could. It must have been very hard for her to outlive a child as well 

as watch her grandchildren cope without their mother. 

 

Living at Anglesea for a total of 30 years, 22 of those as a widow, Marjorie became a local 

identity, driving her big old Falcon to the shops with her chirpy Jack Russell, Cindy, in the 

back seat. 

 

In time, Marjorie resumed her trips overseas every couple of years until 2001, having a 

vitality that could only come from a strong life force. In fact, a favourite colour in her 

wardrobe was red, especially a hand knitted cardigan which was much loved. A very 

independent spirit, characteristic of her family, was a feature of Marjorie’s personality. This 

could be an issue at times, but I think it kept her going. Top of the list of things she intended 

to do on returning home from her only stay in respite a few weeks ago was, “Collect Cindy”, 

her dog. The next item on her list was “Arrange home care — if needed”, followed by a 

shopping list. It is some comfort to me to know that, despite the shock of her passing, she 

managed to live in her own dear home almost until the end. 
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Majorie – 28 years – with Sandra – 2 years 

 

Marjorie’s other passions, apart from travel, included pottery, having taken a course at Royal 

Melbourne Institute of Technology, and growing things. She had a green thumb. I remember 

her reviving a maidenhair fern of mine which thrived in her home but was a very sad sack in 

mine. I also remember her taking a course in millinery when I was quite young, which she put 

to good use on my school uniform hats, steaming the brims which were invariably scrunched 

out of shape! Another great pleasure was her early morning cup of tea. 

 

Mother was also very inventive, and produced a number of ingenious contraptions or “Heath 

Robinsons” as she laughingly called them, to fix various household problems. 

 

She also left us with a number of sayings, one of which endures through the generations: the 

classic one is, “Watch where you put your feet” which always causes laughter and probably 

originated from the many camping trips taken when we were growing up. Another expression 

was “Not where we walk, please!’ which was a warning not to empty the dregs of the teapot 

too near the tent, also during camping trips. 

 

The union of my mother Marjorie and my father Neville produced 6 grandchildren and 7 great 
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grandchildren at last count. At 91 years of age she wilt be sorely missed. Share a cup of tea 

with us in spirit, Mother dear, and many blessings and love from your family. 

 
B. 10th July 1913 

0. 22nd December 2004 

 

 

NOTE:  THIS EULOGY WAS GIVEN BY SUZANNE AT HER MOTHER’S FUNERAL 

 

 
 

 
 

Suzanne – circa 2001 
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DESCENDANTS OF EMMA AND BILL WARNE 
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Marie with her two sons – Ian on left and Graeme on right 

 

 

 

 

 
 

This is a tree that fell down in the Ballarat water Commission Reserve. Graeme and Ian are on 

the left of the photo 

The other man is going to cut the tree into pieces 
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MARIE’S STORY 
 

There is not a lot I can write about Marie as I don’t remember meeting her until after I 

married Bill and went to live in Ballarat.   

 

When we were children Ballarat was a LONG way from Geelong and the Renshaw family - 

along with many other families of that era – did not maintain much contact with each other.  

Few people had telephones or transport and, I guess, any communication cost money during 

the depression years and just to survive day-to-day living would have engaged all their 

thoughts and energies.  However, whatever the reason, we did not know very much about 

Marie – except that she had married Jack Hanrahan and lived in Ballarat.  Audrey 

remembered hearing that Marie liked evening dresses and dancing. 

 

Albert recalls  that Marie was sent by her parents to be educated at a girl’s school in Geelong,  

either Morongo at Bell Post hill or The Hermitage in Pakington St, Newtown.   

She would stay with her grandmother and aunts Lizzie and Annie at their residence at 487 

Ryrie St, East Geelong, where Albert would on occasions be allowed to stay.  He remembers 

Marie leaving for school early in the morning and returning in the afternoon.  He also 

remembers that she had a will of her own and was scolded from time to time, mainly by 

Grandma, for some misdemeanour or other.  In the course of time Marie returned to her 

Ballarat home.  

 

After I married and went to live in Ballarat, I traced where she lived and made contact with 

her, visiting her and Jack and their children at their home in Sebastapol.  They had two boys - 

Ian and Graeme.  Marie also visited  me a couple of times but,  when we moved to Perth,  we 

lost contact again.   

 

With this book in mind, John looked up the name Hanrahan, Ballarat, on the Internet and I 

was fortunate to ring , first off, Gladys Hanrahan – Graeme and Ian’s Aunt - and she has been 

most helpful, but does not know a lot about Marie’s earlier life. 

 

Both Jack and Marie have died and are buried in the Ballarat New Cemetery and, sadly, on 

November 3 this year Ian also died  (of cancer) and was cremated there.  Graeme was able to 

attend the service, but has now returned to his home in Dimboola where both boys lived.   

 

 

Mavis 

 

 

 

 

November 2006. 
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Ballarat “Courier” 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE BARWON RIVER 

 
by 

 
THE RENSHAW FAMILY     

 

 
Written for “Barwon Water” and included in their publication 

“Memories of the Barwon”.
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Barwon river Rowing Club 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Barwon House” 6 Barwon Terrace, South Geelong



REFLECTIONS ON THE BARWON RIVER - By the Renshaw Family 

Living Histories – December 2006                                                                                                                      Page 131 

 

THE SHANNON MILL 

 

The Renshaw family has had associations with South Geelong and the Barwon River for three 

generations.  Our grandfather arrived in Geelong in 1853 to manage a flour mill at Mt. 

Moriac. 

 

He leased, and later bought in 1887, the 

Shannon Mill from Alexander Gray.  

This was situated on the North side of 

the Barwon River near the Barwon 

Bridge, approximately where the 

present Head of the River boat race 

finishes. 

 

It was a five-floored structure of brick 

and stone and was built in the 1850’s 

for Robinson and Gray.  The boiler was 

constructed by workmen who built the 

Barwon Bridge.  He modernised this 

mill by putting in the latest machinery 

and roller plant.  Some of the flour was 

sent by rail to Melbourne and some 

exported overseas.  One shipment was 

lost when the “S.S. Lightning” was 

burnt in Corio Bay. 

 

Following the disastrous bank collapses in the mid-eighteen nineties, he sold the mill to Mr. 

S. H. Fagg and it was, for a time, worked by the Fagg family.  Grandfather managed it for a 

short time and organised the first shipment of flour from Victoria to South Africa. 

 

The mill fell into disrepair and was destroyed by fire on August 4, 1911 but the brick chimney 

remained a land mark in South Geelong for many years until it was demolished around 1930. 

 

 

“BARWON HOUSE” – 

 

NO. 5 BARWON TERRACE, SOUTH GEELONG 

 

No. 5 Barwon Terrace, named “Barwon House”, was situated on part of the land now 

occupied by Fagg’s Mitre Ten Garden Centre.  It was a fine building made of brick with stone 

foundations and had very large rooms with ceilings over 13 feet high.  The kitchen was 30 

feet long and all cooking was done by steam.  Adjoining this residence and attached to it by 

steps was the original residence erected by Mr. David Fisher in 1836 and described by him as 

being “the first house in Geelong worthy of the name”.  It was, according to the Geelong 

Historical Records Centre, a prefabricated structure brought by Fisher from Tasmania when 

he was a member of John Batman’s Port Phillip Association. 

 

The Renshaw family lived at “Barwon House” for a number of years.  Its proximity to the 

river and rowing sheds enabled the family to enjoy their interest in rowing and yachting. 
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SPORTS ON AND AROUND THE BARWON RIVER 

 

Over many years the Barwon River has been associated with many kinds of sport. 

 

1. ROWING. By its very nature this activity takes pride of place among these sports and 

foremost of the rowing events are the annual Regatta and the Head of the River.  Our 

family has taken an active interest in rowing on the Barwon over the years, commencing 

with our Uncle William, who used to chair meetings of the Barwon Rowing Club.  Other 

uncles, Walter and Frank, were associated with the Connewarre Yacht Club, while our 

Aunt Elizabeth used to row on the river.  Our father, Albert Renshaw, was for many years 

a rower, then coach, as a member of the Barwon , then later the Corio Bay, Rowing clubs.  

The caretaker of the boat-sheds for many years was a well-known identity, Mr. Herbert 

Dupe 

 

2. SWIMMING.  An annual swimming contest was held between the Barwon and Prince 

Albert (“Prince’s”) Bridges.  Names like Mary Coleman and the Deak family spring to 

mind in regard to this event. 

 

3. BOWLING,TENNIS & CROQUET. These activities were carried on at the Belmont 

Recreation Centre which was situated beyond the South band of the Barwin River to the 

West of the Barwon Bridge and at the Northern end of High Street, Belmont.  Our father, 

Albert, was a member for some years of the Bowling Club.  The bowling and croquet 

greens and tennis courts were relocated elsewhere in Belmont when the Country Roads 

Board constructed the James Harrison Bridge over the site then over part of the former 

Common as part of the Geelong City Bypass.  This occurred in recent times 

 

4. CRICKET.  The former Common was used by a number of church cricket clubs for their 

home grounds by the authority of the Geelong Harbour Trust in which the Common was 

vested by its Act of 1905.  The South Geelong Methodist cricket club, on one occasion, 

proposed to set out its pitch on land which formed part of the track used by the Geelong 

Gliding School which was conducted by Mr. Percy Pratt.  The matter was quickly 

resolved and the pitch relocated on another part of the Common. A cricket field also 

formed part of the land occupied by Godfrey Hirst Woollen Mill.  It was located East of 

the mill and separated from it by the road which runs from Barwon Terrace to the Valley 

Woollen Mill.  The matches played on this ground were under the auspices of the Geelong 

Industrial “A” Cricket Association.  The Accountant at Godfrey Hirst was an outstanding 

cricketer – Mr. Oswald Field.  He would repeatedly win the annual batting average and 

sometimes also the bowling average for the competition. 
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MEMORIES OF LIVING NEAR THE BARWON RIVER 

 

c.c. 1850- 1950 

 

In the early days of settlement near the Barwon River our grandmother, in the absence of a 

bridge which had been washed away by a flood, used a punt to cross the river to visit friends.  

She told us of watching Aboriginal corroborees which took place on the banks of the river. 

 

Our father, during the 1930’s, propogated blue gums which he later planted on the South bank 

of the river, opposite the rowing sheds, which today are part of a mature stand of gums and 

other trees, beautifying that section of river frontage. 

 

The Belmont Common, the forerunner of the present multi-use Recreation Reserve, formed 

part of the river’s flood plain and as such was subject to regular flooding.  Despite this, it was 

the venue of a number of significant events for Geelong residents.  It was the site of the Pratt 

Brothers’ aerodrome and workshops and the spot where Geelong welcomed Amy Johnson 

and “Hustling” Bert Hinkler following their world record-setting flights.  We were witnesses 

of both these welcomes. 

 

It was common practice among some of our family members to sail a boat from South 

Geelong to the sheep-wash near Barwon Heads for fishing or picincs.  This required hauling 

the boat over the two stone breaks which were constructed in early times to prevent salt water 

reaching Geelong. 

 

Our father and others of the family were also keen duck shooters – in season, of course. 

 

The river’s banks afforded a constant source of supply of boxthorn which we would willingly 

drag onto the Field’s property and put into a pile.  This would be lit on “bon-fire nights” such 

as 5th November and be the centrepiece of our celebrations.  In those days fireworks were 

permitted. 

 

Another feature of those times involving lights was the S.E.C. employee who would, while 

remaining on his bicycle, light each street light using a long pole. 

 

Chinese market gardens opposite the boat sheds in Barwon Terrace were a source of fresh 

vegetables and interest.  We remembered one chinaman floating down the river with his 

animals on a haystack during one of the large floods. (He must have built his haystack on a 

wooden base, as was sometimes done). 

 

       

 

 

 

 

 
288 Yarra St South Geelong 
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This letter from Clare Lucas Balfour  to her son John 

and daughter-in-law Jane was sent to me by Ian 

Kilpatrick ( grandson of Frank & Minnie Renshaw, 

son of Ollie).  In his words “a gem of Colonial”!    

 

Francis Balfour lived at Breakwater close to his 

brother-in-law, Andrew Kilpatrick.  Apparently 

Francis was transported from England to Victoria in 

1836 as a convict  for seven years ( stole some 

“rags”).  He did alright, though in “sly grog” and as 

owner of the “Retreat Inn” (Cnr. Fyans  and Bellerine 

Sts. South Geelong. 

 

Clare Lucas Balfour was Francis Balfour’s sister-in-

law. 

 

Mavis Mitchell 

 

 

 

                                                                                               Frank Balfour 
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For some reason, which I can’t now recall, I did not receive this material from Marj until after 

the completion of “What’s in a Name”, but I have had it in the file for years, so thought it may 

be of interest to any family members who visit Mayfield in the future.  Although roads, 

buildings  etc. may have changed, I guess the Dove River and Hanging Bridge will still be 

there, and so the maps  may be of assistance in a journey down “Memory Lane”. 

 

MAVIS 
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GENEALOGICAL LISTS  (incomplete) 

DECEMBER 2006 
1. William Renshaw – Resident of Worksworth 

+    Mary Renshaw 

 

 2. Thomas Renshaw, C: 25 September 1808, D: 22 April 1867 

 +    Susanna Wooley, B: 1803, D: 11 February 1875    

 

  3. William Renshaw, B: 25 June 1832, D: 06 June 1912 

  + Maria Treadwell, B: 29 June 1846, D: 27 December 1928 

 

   4. William Ernest Renshaw, B: 14 August 1867, D: 19 November 1922   

                +   Daisy Ladhams, B: 14 November 1871, D: 22 August 1971 

 

    5.   Gladys Renshaw, B: 1898, D: 1943        

                      +   Stanley Gordon Goodall, B: 1893, D: 15 May 1941     

 

    5.  Victoria Alexandra Renshaw. B: 06 January 1901, D: 1997 

                      +   John William Moroney, B: 1899, D: 1995 

 

     6.   John Moroney 

 

     6.   Joan Moroney 

                            + John Allen  

 

                 5. Ernest Renshaw, B: 1902, D: 15 January 1904 

    5.    Eric Renshaw, B: 1906, D: 18 January 1921 

 

                      5.    Leslie William Renshaw, B: 06 July 1910, D: 30 September 1977 

                      +    Lurline Theresa, B: 17 July 1918, D: 14 June 2003 

 

                    6.   Jeanette Marjorie Renshaw, B: 08 September 1939 

                         +    Peter Bourband, B: 23 May 1937 

                                   

        7.   Belinda Bourband, B 29 September 1964 

                         +    Christopher Treseder, B: 12 June 1961 

 

                           8.    Nicole Rose Treseder B: 7 December 1996 

                                          8.    Jackson Treseder 

 

          6.    Robert William Renshaw, B: 1 February 1941 

     +    Peggy Edith ?             B: 3 January 1941 

 

      7.    Stephen John Renshaw B: 29 August 1967 

 

      7.    Linda Joy Renshaw B: 20 October 1969 

      +    Brian Smart 

 

                               8.    Joshua Brian Smart, B:14 June 1999 

       8.    Megan Smart 
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      7.   Jennifer Anne Renshaw, B: 11 January 1971 

      +    Jason Peter Mathias, B: 1 September 1970 

 

     6.    Judith Anne Renshaw, B: 24 April 1942 

     +     Brian Nielson           

 

      7.    Susan Nielson, B: 19 November 1960 

      +    Chris Grigg 

 

       8.  Jacinta Grigg, B: 30 September 1990 

       8.  Hayden Grigg, B: 17 January 1992 

       8.  Nathan Grigg, B: 4 October 1998 

 

      7.    Andrew Nielson, B:  August 11, 1964 

      +    Gail, B:  ? 

 

       8.    Damian Nielson, B:  25 December 1990 

                                                 

       7.    Andrew Neilson, B: 11 August 1964 

      +    Diane Knol (2nd spouse) 

 

       8.    Joshua Andrew Knol-Nielsen , B: 28  March 1998 

       8.    Tamara, B: 19 May 2000 

 

       7 Carolyn Nielsen, B: 30 January 1966 

      +     Anthony Bindle 

 

       8.   Justin Bindle, B: 9 May 1989 

       8.   Alexander Bindle, B: 7 August 1992 

       8.   Fabian Bindle, B: 16 July 1993 

       8.   Emily Bindle, B: 19 May 1997 

 

      7.    Bryan Nielsen, B: 5 June 1969 

      7 David Nielsen, B:  7 February 1971 

      7.   Monique Margarie, B: 21 January 1979 (Adopted) 

    

       8.   Caitlin, B: 19 August 1996 

 

    5.    Thelma May Renshaw, B: 25 May 1913 

    +    John Porta, B: 6 October 1893 

 

   4.    Emma Renshaw,  B: 12 June 1868, D: 16 April 1947 

   +    William (Bill) Warne, B: 1876, D: 25 April 1992 

 

    5.    Marie Alice Warne, B: 1910, D: 25 April 1992 

    +    Jack Hanrahan, B: 1910, D: 6 August 1973 

 

     6.   Graeme Hanrahan, B: 

     6.   Ian Hanrahan, B:?           D: 3 November 2006 
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   4.   Annie Renshaw, B: 1871, D: 28 February 1958    

 

   4.   Frank Renshaw, B: 08 April 1876, D: 09 March 1963 

   +   Minnie  Ellis, B: 24 December 1874, D: 15 June 1953 

 

    5.   George Lancelot Renshaw, B: 1903, D: 22 February 1908 

 

    5.   Marjorie Nelson Renshaw, B: 10 July 1913, D: 22 December 2004 

    +   Neville Winston, B: 19 August 1913, D:   1982 

                               

     6.   Sandra Winston, B: 08 May 1939, D:  April 1992 

     +   Richard Safstrom 

 

      7.   Anton Keith Safstrom, B: 10 September 1962 

      +   Suzanne Hertig 

 

       8.   Kahlia 

                                          8.   Daniel 

                                         8.   Dale 

 

       7.   Linda Gaye, B: 23 August 1966 

      +   Noel Humphreys 

 

       8.   Liam 

       8.   Rachel 

 

     6.    Suzanne, B: 18 August 1946 

     +    John Fairbairn 

 

      7.   Astrid, B: 23 July 1973 

      +    Stuart Goble 

 

       8.  Blair 

       8.  Sam 

 

      7.  James B: 24 December 1976 

 

     6.    Allan, B: 23 October 1952 (adopted) 

 

    5.   Olive Renshaw 

    +    MJ Kilpatrick 

 

                                6.  Ian Kilpatrick 

                                6.   ? 

 

    4.    Elizabeth (Lizzie) Renshaw,  B: 02 July 1878,  D:  24 November 1963 

   4.    Frederick Renshaw, B:  June 1883,  D:  December 1883 
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   4.    Lancelot Renshaw, B: 03 April 1885, D: 02 September 1956 

   +    Ida Swanton Humphries, B: 22 June 1887, D: 18 October 1958 

 

    5.    Noel Renshaw, B: 29 October 1925 

    +   Dawn Silby 

 

     6.   Trevor Renshaw 

     +    Wendy 

 

      7.    Sarah Renshaw 

      7.    Lance Renshaw 

 

     6.    Ruth Renshaw 

     +     Neville Kydd 

 

      7.   Daniel  Kydd 

      7.   Steven Kydd 

 

     6.   Sally Renshaw 

     +    Greg Saunder 

 

      7.   Andrew Saunder 

      7.   Megan Saunder 

 

     6.    Melva Renshaw 

 

    5.   Linda Renshaw, B: 01 August 1927,  D: 01 July 1993 

 

    5.    Dorothy Renshaw, B: 23 March 1929 

    +    Geoff Deason 

 

    5.    Shirley Renshaw, B: 12 August 1922      

 

   4.   Walter Renshaw,  B: 28 December 1873, D: 26 May 1936 

   +    Elizabeth Page Costigan, B: 1879, D: May 1975 

 

    5.   Lila Renshaw,  B:  14 August 1903, D: 1999? 

    +   Jack Collins 

 

     6.   Douglas Collins 

 

    5.  Archibald Walter McPherson Renshaw, B: 17 April 1906, D: Oct. 1954                                         

    +  Marie Theobold 

    +   Evelyn Woodward - 2nd spouse  

                             

     6.   Janette Renshaw 

 

     6.   Barbara Renshaw 

     +    Andrew Lusis 

 

      7.   Michael Lusis 
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      7.   Jenny Lusis 

      7.   Robyn Lusis 

 

    5.   Phyllis May Renshaw, B: 24 March 1908 

    +    John Gleeson 

 

     6.   Valerie Gleeson 

     +   Peter Surridge 

 

      7.    John Surridge 

      +    Rhonda Robinson 

 

      7.   Cheryl Surridge 

      +    John Cannon 

 

       8.   Sean Cannon 

                                   8.   Scott Cannon 

 

    5.   Douglas Renshaw, B: 12 February 1917 

    +    Jean Simpson 

 

     6.   Graeme Renshaw 

     +   Helen Lockinley McKinley 

 

      7.   Nathan Millar 

      7.   Page Millar 

 

    5.   Lindsay Kenneth Renshaw (also Lybdsay),  B: 17 Nov. 1920 

    +    Lorice Partridge, B: ?         D: 30 September 1987 

 

     6.   Sandra Renshaw, B: 12 January 1948 

     +    Murray Hartinge 

 

      7.   Michelle Hartinge, B: 30 May 1968 

      +   Garry Howarth 

 

      7.   Sonya Hartinge, B: 31 October 1969 

      +   David Weir 

 

       8.   Rachel Lorice Weir 

       8.   Sophia Veronica Weir 

       8.   Tania Michelle Weir 

 

      7.    Richard Hartinge, B: 18 May 1974 

      +    Katrina ? 

 

       8.   Zach Hartinge, B:  22 March 1997 

                                           * 2nd spouse of Sandra Renshaw 

                                            +  Robert C Gruar  
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    5.   Thelma  Renshaw, B: 28 January 1923 

    +    Montague Yeomans, B: 

 

 

     6.   Robert Yeomans 

     +    Sandra Stephens 

 

      7.   Stephen  Yeomans 

                                   + 

       8. 

                                         8. 

                                        

      7.   Alexandria  Yeomans 

 

     6.    Geoffrey Yeomans 

     +.    Louise 

 

      7.    Elizabeth  Yeomans 

      +.    Richard Allan   

 

       8.   Angus Allan, B: 26 October 2006 

 

      7.    Robert  Yeomans 

 

      7.    Lindsay  Yeoman 

      +.    Lorraine Lovelock 

 

                                    8.  Rachel Yeomans  B: 1986 

 

 

   4.    Albert Renshaw, B:  12 December 1887, D:  22 August 1971 

   +    Eva Alice Thorne, B: 09 June 1885, D: 29 February 1940 

 

    5.   Albert Leslie Renshaw, B:  11 April 1916 

 

    5.   Enid Lillian Renshaw,  B:  18 October 1917 

    +.   Harry Cummins,  B: 23 February 1907,  D:  09 March 2000 

                             

     6.   Rosemary Cummins, B:  17 October 1947 

     +.   Giulio Notini,  B: 06 January 1947 

 

      7.   Amanda Notini, B: 29 November 

      7.   John Paul Notini, B:  15 April 1978 

      7.   Lisa Notini, B: 15 September 

      7.   Catherine Notini, B: 

      7.   Suzanne Notini,  B:  29 November 

 

      

 

 

 



GENEALOGICAL LISTS  

Living Histories – December 2006                                                                                                                      Page 152 

 

     6.   David Cummins,  B: 04 Sept.  1949  D: 05 November 2006 

     +.    Margaret Anderson, B: 

 

                             7.   Scott Cummins, B:  31 December 1977  

      7.   Matthew  Cummins, B: 31 December 1977 

      7.   Jennifer Cummins, B: 16 October 

 

 

    5.    Mavis Eileen Alison Renshaw B: 26 August 1920 

    +    William Willaton Mitchell, B: 15 October 1922, D: 16 July 1996  

 

     6.   Helen Margaret Mitchell, B: 14 August 1945 

                      +.   Donald Jefferson Gordon, B: 01 August 1945 

 

      7.    Joseph Andrew Gordon, B: 25 April 1975 

 

        7. Benjamin Gordon, B:  31 May 1977 

      +.  Violyn Hoahania, B: 17 September 1977 

 

       8.   Oirae Gordon, B: 7 November 2006 

 

      7. Ruth Gordon, B: 26 September 1979 

      + Cohn Graham-Smith B: 19 September 1986 

       (name change on marriage to Gordon-Smith) 

 

       8. Matthew Gordon-Smith, B: 07 November 2001 

       8. Hannah Gordon-Smith, B: 22 May 2006 

 

     6  Cynthia Joan Mitchell, B: 14 February 1947 

     + George Belonogoff, B: 

 

      7.  Natasha Georgina Belonogoff, B: 25 February 1989 

 

     6. Beverly Anne Mitchell, B: 20 October 1949 

     + John Charles Herbert Thornton, B: 22 August 1935 

 

       7. John Julian William Thornton, B: 26 November 1970 

      + Tita Agustina B:2August 1983 

 

       8. Tiara Thornton, B: 3 September 2003 

       8. Joshua, B: 26 December 2006 

 

      7. George Andrew Thornton, B: 6December 1971 

      + My Li B: 20 June 1971 

 

      7. Christopher Richard Thornton, B: 19 April 1977 

      + Nicole Sharyn Fowler, B: 30 October 1978 

 

       8. Kurt Thornton B: 15 September 2006 

       8. Zane Thornton B: 15 September 2006 
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      7. Timothy David Thornton, B: 24 November 1980 

 

     6. John William Laurence Mitchell, B: 25 July 1951 

     + Maria Ann Kelly, B: 12 December 1958 

 

      7. Adam John Mitchell, B: 7 October 1988 

      7. Luke William Francis Mitchell, B: 28 June 1990 

      7. Blake Renshaw Mitchell, B: 4 January 1994 

 

     6. Douglas Mitchell, B: 02 January 1953, D: 21 July 1953   

             (Bronchial  Pneumonia) 

 

     6. Russell Gordon Mitchell, B: 18 June 1959 

     + Sharon Lee Wall, B. 31 July 1958 

 

      7.  Sara Katherine Mitchell, B: 1 November 1986 

      7.  Miles Russell Mitchell, B. 26 April 1989 

 

    5.  Audrey Jean Renshaw, B: 29 December 1922 

    + Stanley Thomas McFee, B: 1926, D: 07 March 1981 

 

     6. Peter McFee 

     + Sharon Hayes 

 

      7.  Janessa McFee, B: 18 April 1993 

      7.  Kayley McFee, B: 28 September 1994 

      7.  Graham McFee 

      7.  Mark McFee 

      7.  Jeffrey McFee 

 

     6. Anne McFee, B:       D: 1956 

 

     6.   William (Bill) McFee 

     + Ann Faris Fans 

 

      7.  Katherine McFee, B: 1987 

      7.  Anna McFee, B: 1991 

      7.   Joseph McFee, B: 1993 

 

          6. John McFee 

     + Tritch McCarthy 

 

      7. Jennifer McFee, B: 1996 

      7. John McFee, B: 1998 

 

     6. Jill McFee, 

     + Gary Briscoe 

 

      7. Daniel Briscoe 

      7. Michael Briscoe 

      7.  Kerrie Briscoe 


