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‘Woodlands Church of England Girls Grammar 
School (CEGGS)’ 
 
Dear Grandpa Allan Cunningham put money aside so that we could be 
educated. 
 
At thirteen, I sat for my QC (qualifying certificate), biking into the ‘Town 
School’ from Bookmark Avenue.  I was there all day.  In those days the QC 
needed to be attained prior to attending a secondary school. 
 
Betty and I were sent down to Woodlands Church of England Girls Grammar 
School in Adelaide in 1927 when I was 13 and she was almost 15 years old.  
Before leaving for Woodlands as a ‘day girl’, Mum took me to be christened.  I 
was such a sickly baby, that I wasn’t ‘done’ at the age that other babies are.  
As I had never been baptized, it was necessary to become a ‘child of God’ 
before being a pupil at Woodlands.   I don’t remember who the ‘C of E’ priest 
in Renmark was then, maybe Mr Thrush.  Anyway the outfit I wore was quite 
grown up - a fawn coat and skirt over a mauve crocheted hat that Mum had 
made.  
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The Journey Down to Woodlands 
 
The Paringa railway was opened in 1913, the year before I was born and well 
before Paringa Bridge was built in 1926.  
When we first travelled down to Adelaide we were rowed across the River to 
catch the train at Paringa and traveled through Loxton and small ‘Mallee’ 
towns including Alawoona through to Murray Bridge and on to Adelaide.  We 
were met at Adelaide Railway Station by teachers from Woodlands. 
 
The Paringa road/rail bridge was constructed in 1926 and the train service 
extended in a spur line through Renmark to Barmera.  There was a great 
opening with much fanfare of both the bridge and the first train arriving in 
Renmark all on the same day – 31st January 1927.  The train stopped where 
the railway station was eventually built (near where the new Renmark-Paringa 
Council chambers now stand, 2009). 

 
The Paringa Bridge & Renmark Railway were both opened with fanfare on the same day, 

31st January 1927 
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The Paringa Bridge was Built in 1926 
 
With this improved rail service, we then caught the train to Adelaide at the 
Calperum siding and Dad drove us there in the horse and cart.  The siding 
was not far from our ‘Bookmark Avenue House’ fruit block.  We traveled via 
the Paringa line and it took all day for the journey to Adelaide -  7am until 
7pm.  The Calperum siding no longer exists (1997) and it is now Renmark’s 
industrial area, on the road to the airport.  
In recent years no trains and no railway to be seen as the railway was closed 
in 1982 -  progress? 
 
We arrived at Adelaide Railway Station about 7pm after a journey through 
wheat country and with a stopover at Murray Bridge where we had afternoon 
tea and then through the Adelaide Hills, Mt Lofty Ranges to Adelaide.  In the 
autumn, the colour was magnificent.  
 
In later years we traveled by road to Morgan and rail from there to Adelaide, 
as this journey was a couple of hours shorter in traveling time.  The rail 
service to Renmark then was just a freight service until its closure – no 
passenger rail.  
 
‘Wormald’s’ seven seater service car collected us and in ‘Woodlands’ uniform 
we were was driven to Morgan at the great North East Bend on the River 
where we caught the train to Adelaide.  We stopped at Overland Corner on 
the way for morning tea and all piled out, walking into a narrow room where 
we bought refreshments. 
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Overland corner was famous for the notorious Ned Kelly.  The surrounding 
country was hilly, bare of vegetation and within seeing distance of the River 
Murray.  
Over corrugated and sandy roads, we eventually arrived at Morgan around 
mid-day - 72 miles.  We stopped opposite the Morgan Hotel under a 
wonderful Morton Bay Fig tree from where we wandered down the hill to the 
railway station by the River, where the porter put our luggage onto the waiting 
train next to the wharves. 
 
The railway and wharves of historic Morgan once serviced a flourishing 
paddle steamer and River trade in the late 1800’s.  Wheat, wool and other 
products from the vast Murray hinterland of the three states was sent by 
paddle steamer to Morgan and by rail to Adelaide markets and sea port and 
with returning supplies to the rural communities.  At one stage as many as 6 
trains a day serviced Morgan and it was the busiest railway in the State at that 
time. 
 
By train from Morgan, we traveled through the dusty wheat towns of Eba, Mt 
Mary and Bower.  We left home at 6:30am frost, rain or shine arriving at 
Adelaide Railway Station at around 5:00pm.  Sometimes it was very cold.  No 
air-conditioned car.  
 
All the college kids had lots of fun on these train trips.   
 
Ellie Harris (neé Robertson) widow of a Bank Manager, lived at the corner of 
Renmark Avenue and 28th Street, at the “The Cedars” and was a very sincere 
friend of Mum’s and I practiced on her piano at odd times.  Occasionally we 
traveled to Adelaide with her – our luggage strapped to the ‘running board’ of 
her old car – no memories of its age or make.  A water bag and large five 
gallon tin of petrol strapped on for emergencies. 
The roads were corrugated and sandy.  My back itched from the jittering of 
the wheels!  Mallee trees grew thickly on either side and sand – red sand – 
heavily piled up against the fence posts bordering the large area of land.  
Sand storms were fairly frequent in those days 
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In Glenelg, we boarded with Mrs Harfield and her daughter Winifred who was 
younger than we were and nicknamed ‘Winkie’.  They had lived at Pinnaroo 
and I think her husband was a school teacher, deceased.   
Mrs Harfield, had other boarders there as well as we two, including a fat old 
man, Mr Cornish and his pretty daughter Enid.  One night Enid arranged for a 
midnight party for the three of us - she supplied wine and crystallized 
pineapple for us.  I found it all most distasteful.  She said she did it so that we 
wouldn’t drink! 
 
Whilst I was here there was a fancy dress dance in the town hall.  I went 
alone I think.  Enid dressed me up as a Bride of the Harem and I won first 
prize.  It was her costume and she would not allow the newspaper to make a 
report or to photograph me.  Who I went with, or anything about it, I remember 
nothing, except that I had a dance with a boy who reeked of toothpaste! 
 
My long sight was so good, that I could 
see the hands of the Glenelg Town Hall 
clock from Mrs Harfield’s front verandah 
on Brighton Rd.  I walked down the 
Glenelg jetty frequently.   It was quite 
safe in those days although Larrikins 
grouped near the entrance.  Late one 
afternoon as I walked by, a lad called 
out “four-eyes take of your winkers and 
bolt”.  Up went my nose and I marched on.  I wore glasses and was ugly.   It 
was an exhilarating walk, quite long with a kiosk right at the end.   
 
Bob Irving, red haired and freckled, Colin Sandison curly haired and nice 
looking, were my friends.  We did not date like the kids do these days.  Bob 
and I sometimes went to a film, but I wasn’t interested in boys. 
Colin’s mother, Ilma neé Judell, was a girlhood friend of the Weste girls.  I met 
Colin when we were 8 years old.  He played “God Save the King” for us on 
the piano.  We were sort of soul mates from that day on - or at least his eyes 
found favour in me!  
 
Sometimes I stayed with the Sandison family when I was at Montessori 
College later on.  Colin wrote little notes and left them on my pillow when we 
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were both 18 - so sweet, but I was not amused.  Colin and I were good friends 
and remained so all our lives, his sisters Joan and Helen as well.  How 
sweetly naive and pure!  We didn’t date as they do nowadays. 
 
There was a bit of rivalry between Bob and Colin.  I didn’t really like Bob - he 
called me ‘Jozie’, which annoyed me, but occasionally we met on the beach 
and went to a film. 
Betty told me of Colin’s death - no memory of the date - quite late - in his 
seventies.  I rang him for his 70th birthday.  We had a nice long chat.  I am his 
son, Robert’s, Godmother, but we have lost touch. 
 
The first thing, we were asked by the girls when arriving at Woodlands on our 
first day, was “What does your father do”, and then came, “Where do you 
live”. 
 
Our headmistress, Miss Gillam, a frustrated spinster with round face, red, 
blotchy and bespectacled … had her own teeth.  Her favorite utterance to the 
girls during her ‘words of wisdom’ speech was; “Why do girls paint and 
powder – so as to attract the men” hissed out. 
 
 
 
 
 
Insert Woodlands Image 
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Sister Betty and I were in ‘Sturt House’, but Sturt never won.  ‘Rhodes’ was 
the clever house, winning all the sport events.  
Betty left Woodlands after two years and came home to learn photography in 
Reiners Studio and later became a dental nurse to Mr Civil.  I was not sorry 
she left as she was very bossy and my pocket money was little.  I could now 
buy my movie magazines with my spare money, saved from Friday’s lunch 
money that Mrs Harfield gave me.  There was a paper shop on the corner of 
Jetty Road and Partridge St, which I passed on the way to school and coming 
home. 
 
Geography was my best subject.  Miss Sperber was strict, but we learnt well.  
Drawing I enjoyed and found with effort I could accomplish a reasonable 
result.  Hopeless at all sport….tried basketball, but was not encouraged to 
partake in any further games.  I think one might say that Woodlands was no 
better for the privilege of having a country mouse on its student list. 
French I enjoyed for the first year, taught by a bright, pink cheeked Miss 
McIntyre, Scottish lass and the following year by Miss A Winfrey Bennett. 
 
I became confirmed with the other girls of ‘4B Remove’ only because I got 
tired of being asked “are you being confirmed”.  I didn’t believe in communion 
as I considered it ‘germy’ and unclean.  I only took two communions and no 
more.  We wore our best silk, white frocks and walked in crocodile fashion to 
St Peters church at Glenelg. 
 
On music lesson days, I was late for school, so I missed prayers and went 
straight upstairs to the class room.  On one occasion, who should walk in but 
Lady Hore-Ruthven, our Governor Brigadier General Sir Alexander Hore-
Ruthven’s wife.  I stood up and looked silly, the teacher asked me to sit down. 
 
I continued with my music with a Miss Ding for three years and later with the 
Nuns at the North Adelaide Convent and with Heather Gell, when I was at the 
Kindergarten Training College.  Miss Ding used to say, “learn this one, it is a 
“priddle” (pretty) piece”.  I took an exam with Miss Ding but failed, I was so 
nervous and unprepared.  I caught a bus up to the conservatorium alone from 
Glenelg to Adelaide.  In those days had the ‘double decker’ buses with the 
open top and I usually liked to ride on the top deck.  The examiner, an elderly 
man, didn’t say anything, just patted me on the shoulder as I was leaving. 
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Joan Mottram was in my class.  She found French difficult and was always 
asking for my French homework.  Her sister Mary married our dear Jimmy 
Brocksopp, Bill’s cousin.  Betty Ericson was my friend, a day girl too.  I was 
never invited to her home or visited her and I have never seen nor heard form 
her since we left ‘Woodlands’ in 1930. 
 
I left Woodlands at 15¾  and returned home to Renmark.  
 
Mum suggested I do this, so that so that the money that was left over for my 
education could be spent on a piano that I had always wanted.  After leaving, 
I never bothered to visit “Woodlands”.  I did become an old scholar when later 
I was at the Montessori College, but could not afford the sub.  I’m sure I 
wasn’t happy there and didn’t really like being there.   I visited “Woodlands” 
again when Josephine and Lydia were boarders, at which time Miss Millington 
and Miss Baddams were the head mistresses, respectively. 
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Attending 
Renmark High 
School 
 
I had left Woodlands 
and returned to 
Renmark part the way 
through a school year, 
when I was almost 16.   
But what to do now?  
No career in sight!   
 

After six months, I realized that I was not getting anywhere …….  I didn’t have 
my intermediate certificate, so what to do now?  Go to the High School, which 
I did! 
I dearly wanted to become a chemist, but only having a year in Latin tuition, 
that was out of the question - so kindergarten I settled for, even though I didn’t 
really have any love for small children - but that came later.  
 
Ivan was attending the Renmark High School the same year, so together Ivan 
and I biked into Renmark to be interviewed by the High School Head Master, 
Mr Moyle.  We did not like him.  He reeked of cigarette smoke and it was 
instant dislike on my part and in school during lessons he stared at me. 
 
I sat opposite the Station Master’s son.  He was a twin and appealed to me no 
end.  He and his brother were very clever boys.  I forget their names, but 
something about the one twin really appealed to me.  Mr Goodun was another 
teacher - he was a dear and a very good teacher. 
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The girls who were there that I knew, were ‘Ev’ Hagley (Clancy), Dorothy 
Coombe (Brocksopp, Rosenberg), Barbara Lott (Woodward), Ruth Bundey 
(Jacka).  Barbara and I became great friends and I sometimes spent the 
weekend at her parents’ home in ‘Block E’.  Dorothy and I sometimes spent a 
night at her Uncle George Ash’s house, why?  I don’t recall, seemed to be to 
baby sit – for whom? 
 
The year at the High School was uneventful, except for the River flooding and 
the kids were taken from the town to the bridge along Ral Ral Avenue by 
horse and cart.  Later this area was built up to the height it is now - sort of a 
causeway. 
In those days, the Renmark High School was located in the settlement on Ral 
Ral Avenue near Goolwa Street but in recent years was relocated to the 
township. 
 
I biked to school, traveling Ontario’s muddy road, little realizing that the road 
would become most familiar to me in years to come - a part of me.  
After rain, when the roads were too muddy for biking, the mud caking 
between wheel and frame - Dad would take us to school in the horse and cart 
- ‘spring dray’ - no frills for the Cunningham kids.  There was no other choice. 
 
In Renmark, during exam time, I stayed in the town with Mrs Oxley in Cowra 
Street - Jack Oxley’s Aunt.  The year’s results, I passed in 4 subjects, French, 
English, Geography and Music - Grade 3 theory and Grade 4 music. 
 
Mrs Pat Evans taught me shorthand typing.  Lifelong friends of my parents, 
she and Mr Pat, lived in a lovely ‘old-world’ home and garden on Chowilla 
Street. 
She said she would teach me to drive their car.  I was delighted with the idea 
and imagined myself driving along, free as the breeze with the wind in my 
hair, just loving my being conqueror of the road, but my dream was not 
realized at that time. 
 
Fun parties we had took place on a Sunday - all we young things with bather 
and towels off to the area known as Disher’s Creek.  After the sun went down, 
we would either remain, or go back to ‘Pop’ and Ann Bundey’s home for tea, 
ping-pong and dancing with their daughter Ruth. 
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What happy times these were. 
One Sunday night in particular, Betty and I were walked home by John Ward 
and John Brocksopp.  We sat at our gate singing, when all of a sudden a 
white apparition with a hurricane light appeared - the boys took to their heels 
and ran.  Betty being quicker than I, escaped.  I received a sharp bang on the 
bottom with the light.  Mum was fuming, protecting our virginity no doubt.  The 
two boys had a four mile walk back to their camp at Harry Showell’s where 
they were working picking sultanas.  The episode was not mentioned next day 
when we met them in town for a drink.  I gave John a “J” pen nib for 
remembrance.  Both boys are dead now and all forgotten. 
 
Off to the Montessori kindergarten training college, I went at the age of 18 
years, a three year course which I passed earning the title/letters Dip K.U. Ad 
after my name - which I never used. 
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Montessori Kindergarten College 
 
I had now passed the subjects needed for my ‘Intermediate’ and entry to 
Montessori College; French, English, Geography and Music.  The Nun’s at St 
Joseph’s Convent had taught me Grade 3 (theory) and Grade 4 Music and 
Mrs Pat Evans had taught me shorthand typing. 
 
The Montessori College headquarters, was at 95 Palmer Place, North 
Adelaide, one of Adelaide’s old homes, next door to Crevene Girls School, 
another old house converted to Education. 
 
The College accepted me, but I had to pass a typewriting test as an entrance 
requirement.  I was delighted that I had passed it.  I was eighteen years old 
and the year 1932. 
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Three years I was at the College.  Firstly I lived in, sharing a room with 
Audrey Baker.  Pete Pappin was another border.  She was a senior and 
Audrey was in her Intermediate 
year.  For one and a half years I 
boarded.  Our food was not as 
wholesome as my mother liked 
and I was getting intense 
earache.  The doctor found I 
had boils in my ears.  When 
questioned by Mum about our 
food, Miss Burgess remarked 
“Ah, but Fée doesn’t like milk in 
her Marmite”.  We seemed to 
have copious cups of ‘Marmite’ 
broth before going to bed. 
  
So many nice girls I knew during 
those three years and also girls 
whom I didn’t see ‘eye to eye’ 
with as well.  I was labeled as 
having “No tact” on my report.  
Nothing missed the Principals’ 
eagle eyes.  Both principals, 
Miss Burgess and Miss King 
were ex-kindergarteners.               Nativity play at Montessori in my graduation year. 
  
The last year and a half, I lived with Mrs Woodham at Prospect – Margie 
Archer’s Aunt.  It was a happy time.  I graduated with a Dip.K.U.Ad – Diploma 
of the Kindergarten Union of Adelaide in 1934. 
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Kindergarten Days – 
in training 
 
1. Bowden Kindergarten 1932 
My first kindergarten as a student 
teacher was at Bowden and I 
walked there each day and back 
to the College for lectures in the 
afternoon.  Miss Pavy was our 
Director, a very nice person.  Later 
on she married Colin 
Chittleborough, who was the 
curate in Renmark with Mr Thrush.   
Miss Pavy/Chittleborough’s 

daughter, Jenny married David Price a Renmark boy.  I saw Rev 
Chittleborough years later and was shocked to see how time had dealt with 
him. 

Miss Pavy and Fée with Bowden Kindergarten Troup, 1932 
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Margaret Gillies, and Joan Taylor were the other two student teachers at 
Bowden.  Here it was the first 
time that I had heard the 
expression “Relieving his 
Feelings” when I reported a child 
weeing in the sand pit; it made a 
lasting impression of meaningful 
words.  I found it difficult to 
explain to Miss Pavy and she 
uttered these words.  Innocence 
abroad.  We spent six months at 
each kindergarten. 
 

Bowden ‘Free’ Kindergarten 1932 
 
2. Franklin St Kindergarten  1932 

My next move was to Franklin Street in the 
City.  Here we had a mixture of Italian and 
Greek children.  Ivan and Vongalea were 
brother and sister.  I caught head lice from 
Ivan – how it itched.  I had to tell Miss King, 
who bought special medication or hair 
wash.  I was so ashamed and self 
conscious about it.  I remember, the 
inmates of the College spent the weekend 
with the Principals in a friend’s house at Mt 
Lofty - the washing hair procedure went on 
here as well. 
Miss Joan Brooks was our director.  She 
married her cousin, Hector Brooks of 
Brookland Park, a well known property 
owner and person.  Rene Slate who 
became a firm friend and Jean Paterson a 
very pretty girl with cold grey eyes were the 
other students.  We were a happy band. 
 

Rene top right and Miss Brooks bottom right, 1932 
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3. Hackney Kindergarten  1933 
My next year, the Intermediate, was six months at Hackney.  More walking, 
through North Adelaide and across to the new kindergarten.  Miss Ada 
Stevens was our director, a bright, vivacious young woman with an excellent 
sense of humor.  We were a happy crew. 
 
Miss Stevens’ hair was quite unusual, cut the way we had ours cut as children 
– a wide fringe, straight and short at the sides. She was always flicking it back 
behind her ears.  She had a vigorous and influential committee working for 
the kindergarten.  We students took it in turns to bring biscuits for morning 
tea. 

 

 Hackney Kindergarten, 1933 
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4. Keith Sheridan Kindergarten 1933 
Keith Sheridan with Miss Thomas was considered the best kindergarten and 
every student loved it here – a two storied building set in quite big grounds.  
Lady Bonython was its patroness and often visited.  Her wonderful perfume 
wafted down the stairs!  Miss Thomas was a very interesting woman.  She 
seemed older than the other directors with an engaging smile.  She was a 
good director and we were very fond of her.  Margot Pank and I were the 
Intermediate students.  I don’t remember the names of the other two. 
 

 
Fée, Miss Thomas and Margot Pank on the right, 1933 
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Keith Sheridan Kindergarten, 1933 
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Miss Thomas at centre rear and Miss Stevens front right. 
 
In our final year we were sent to schools to learn how to teach primary school 
children.  The first six months was at “The Wilderness Girls School” at 
Walkerville. 
 
5. Walkerville – Wilderness Girls Primary School 
Miss George, our old Church of England Grammar School headmistress from 
Renmark primary school days was there.  I was delighted to see her, which 
wasn’t often.  Rene and I were invited to visit Miss Powell’s house for the 
evening.  She was our Principal and an extremely nice woman 
 
My favorite little student a boy called George was fair haired with furry little 
arms.  I loved this little boy as I think he reminded me of how I thought Ian 
looked as a little boy.  One day when learning the letter “S”, George wrote it 
on the board, stood back and looked at me, saying sweetly “Looks like Mr 
Snake, don’t you sink Miss Cunnington?” 
 
Another little girl told her mother – who told me – that she loved Miss 
Cunningham, not because she was a good teacher, but because she was so 
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pretty.  This child was six and George was five years. 
Years later in the newpaper, I read of a lass becoming engaged to George 
Harry Lines – my little George.  I wrote to the lass and sent the photo of 
George that I had treasured.  I received a very nice letter in reply. 
 
There were two Fowler boys here – they lived in Briar Avenue next door to the 
Brocksopps – but that’s years later that I knew that.  We were very happy 
here.  The Misses Browns were dear old ladies, all so friendly and welcoming. 
 
6. Rose Park Primary School 
My next move was to Rose Park Primary School to Miss Dunn’s.  She was an 
excellent teacher and we learnt a lot.  She wouldn’t stand any nonsense, quite 
strict and no fun or sense of humour. 
Jean Hitchcox, my friend and Pauline Tolley (her father and my Mother’s 
brothers were friends in the town of Laura) were my fellow teachers.  
Pauline was an excellent student and she always had everything bigger and 
better than everyone else and was a great romancer, but an attractive 
personality. 
Jean played ‘The Policeman’s Holiday’ on the piano, for the kids to march into 
school, a very lively time.  I admired the way she played. 
 
Pauline entertained our year at her home at a graduation party.  We played 
tennis and lunched.  She invited a woman to read our hands as part of the 
doo.  All I remember is that she told me I was very friendly with a fair and 
affectionate man – he was not for me – but there was a dark man that was 
meant for me.  We’ll never know! 
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 My good friend Jean Hitchcox( left) and Jean Paterson 
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Montessori College Seniors 1934, at the College, 95 Palmer Place, North 
Adelaide 
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Montessori Re-Union - 1979 
After 50 years, the College arranged a re-union.  What excitement - 50 years 
since seeing these College associates.  I stayed a few days with Jean 
Hitchcox, my best College friend.  Margot Pank arranged a luncheon for our 
year at her house in Glenelg.  What fun memories we experienced. 
 

 
Montessori College Seniors 1934 at Glenelg,  Jean Hitchcox is at left rear and me 
alongside racket raised. 
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Teaching - St 
Augustine’s 
Church School 
- Renmark 
 
At the end of my 

kindergarten training, I taught at the St Augustine’s Church school at 
Renmark.  I was here only a year teaching in the ‘Little Room’ with Mrs 
Gardiner as head until she left half way through the year.  I took over for six 
weeks until Mrs Walter Coombe arrived.   
We had a very happy few weeks.   
 

I taught kindergarten here at Renmark  for a year 
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I taught the little ones and at the end of the year we produced a charming 
concert.  I remember Uncle Oscar being quite touched by it. 
 
We sang songs, dressing the little children to depict that song – eg “sweet 
pea song”  - all the little girls were dressed as sweet peas.  “Go to sleep my 
dolly dear” – all the children had dolls – so they rocked them.  Others I 
remember not – some of the children I taught were Bill Durieu, Christabel 
Hagley, David Price – Do not remember any more (2003).  When I left St 
Augustine’s School, I was presented with a silver sandwich tray, which was a 
kind thought. 
 
I received an extra £25 (pounds) in my pocket after receiving twenty five 
‘shillings’ a week salary.  Not that I was ever a money grabber, but that’s just 
for the record.  Money was scarce and it was gratifying to receive a little 
pocket money. 
 

 
 
Recreation & Friends 
 
In our late teens, Betty and I both enjoyed our ‘Fancywork’ - embroidery - We 
bought oval and round d’oyleys with a design - floral stamped on it.  We very 
carefully embroidered the design in ‘Semco’ stranded cotton -  pinks blues, 
greens yellows in stem, lazy dazy and satin stitch. 
 
Around the edge we learned to crotchet with a fine steel crochet hook.  These 
treasures were part of our ‘glory box’ and every girls ambition was to collect 
for her ‘glory box’ - items necessary for a girls trousseau.  I still have a supper 
cloth and a cushion cover with a peacock on it, both only half finished.  
Perhaps if this era returns, one of my great-great grand daughters will finish 
them!! 
 
Money was always scarce and when we became more responsible and if we 
needed money, it was necessary for us to earn it.  We were good at cutting 
fruit for drying and so we needed to find people who either had apricots, 
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peaches, pears etc   I don’t know where we first began - probably at Auntie 
Marta’s.  Betty was a quick cutter and earned enough money to buy herself a 
wristlet watch - 30 shillings I think.  I don’t remember what I earned. 
Later on we biked over to the Wickam’s and then to Mr & Mrs Pat Evans to 
cut.  It was here at the age of 15 we were stopped for the welcome cup or 
mug of tea.  Somebody was approaching, I looked up to see the handsome 
face of Cyril Lang - I fell in love!!  - for the second time, for he was already 
married to Della (Robertson). 
 
Also in my teens- about 15 - the occasional dance.  I remember being taken 
to the Church of England Hall (where we went to school).  A lad asked me to 
dance, then suggested we sat in his car - so we did - I refused to be kissed 
and said “you thought I was hot stuff”.  “Yes”, he replied, whereupon we got 
out of the car.  I told him to go in the back door and I went in the front door – 
end of story! 

Boxing Day at Chowilla, 1932 
 
In Renmark in my late teens, Gilly Stoeckel and his brother invited Betty and 
me to accompany them to the pictures one evening.  Spen Ogilvy took 
Dorothy Coombe (later to become Dorothy Brocksopp and then Dorothy 
Rosenburg) - he was keen on her - she was a very attractive young woman. 
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When attending Montessori kindergarten training college we traveled to 
Adelaide in the ‘open’ rail carriage from Morgan on the ‘Barwell Bull’. 

 
It was during those days that I 
first sighted Jim Henderson and 
vice versa on this train.  The 
Barwell Bull was one long 
carriage with seats facing each 
other on each side and a passage 
in the middle leading to the door 
and the toilet, used by both 
female and male.  Jim Henderson 
was visiting Renmark for the 
holidays with Leeuwin Robertson 
and it was on this train that Jim 
got a fancy for me.  Unfortunately 
I looked up to see Jim going to 
the ‘loo’, only to find it occupied.  
The poor boy’s face was crimson. 
 

Jim Henderson 1933 
 
It was the day Bubbles, Betty and I had our coming out dance at the Renmark 
Institute that Jim Henderson and I met for the first time. 
He was later one of my suitors!  
 
He and I danced at ‘our Ball’ and subsequently met in Adelaide going to the 
pictures.  The first ‘Talkie’ was “Sonny Boy” with Al Jolson as the negro 
singer.  I saw this with Jim when I was at the College doing my kindergarten 
training. 
 
We also met at Woodham’s where I boarded whilst at Montessori College.   
We wrote to each other, but Ian was on the scene - a fair curly haired, noisy, 
full of life, young man, so poor Jim was left lamenting. 
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Picnic at Kuitpo 1933,  Gordon Barrett, Fée, Fred Goldeney, Jean Ferry,  
front, Jack Archer, Margie Woodward, Neville Ferry, Mary Shepherd  
 
At the time, I was living in Azalia Street, Prospect with Margie Woodward (née 
Archer) Aunt, Mrs Woodham.  Their niece Margie Woodward lived there too at 
odd times.  She was engaged to Jack Archer.  
 
I remember picnicking with the Goldeney boys - Margie, Jack, Penelope, 
Barbara.  I was enamored of Frank Goldeney- he had beautiful blue eyes.   I 
felt sorry for Jim.  
 
Several dances in aid of the kindergarten whilst a student.  One - “The Bush 
Babies Ball” - I remember seeing Ian there with a pretty girl - he didn’t know 
me - and another when I was called “the smoking virgin”.  I wore a deep 
maroon velvet dress with hair parted in the middle and dragged back. 
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I boarded at Woodhams for one and a half years.  Margie was very adept at 
backing her car down their long driveway.  How I admired her.  
Aunt Jane, Margie’s mother’s sister lived at the Woodhams.  Margie had a 
bad habit of demanding of Aunt Jane and Aunt Jane rose to the occasion. 
 
Ian at this time (1934) had his tonsils out in the Memorial hospital in Adelaide 
and I received a message to visit him, which I did, once.  When he was well, 
he, Allan Archer, Ruth Bundey and Fée drove to Victor Harbour where we had 
a happy carefree day. This was the beginning of the Cunningham - Showell 
romance.  I was 19, Ian was 20, quite old by todays’ standards (1997). 
 
In the year 1936, Peta Penfold, Lynn’s wife, came out to Australia with Betty 
Cunningham (my sister).  Betty knew Peta’s brother, ‘Pen’ Harry Penfold, who 
lived on a farm at Morkalla off the Mildura road.  He gave Betty Peta’s 
address, when she and Mum visited England  in that year.  Betty mentioned 
the fact that she knew of the very man for her in Renmark - Lynn Showell. 
 
Pen was very keen on Betty, but Betty’s brown eyes were elsewhere with a 
tall, dark haired, charming Englishman, named Jack Oxley.  Peta and Lynn’s 
romance began in Morkalla.  Pen and Marjory Morant joined hands in 
matrimony a few years later. 
 
Jack was a frequent visitor to our house and I can still hear his monotonous 
voice talking softly to Betty outside Mum’s pug bedroom when they were 
saying goodnight/goodbyes. 
Jack ‘batched’ with Ian in our house for several years before we were 
married.  We had wonderful parties here – during the harvest, Ian and Lynn’s 
school friends from Adelaide joined in the fun – Bill and John Brocksopp, 
Arthur and John Brocksopp, John Ward plus Renmark friends as well. 
 
Jim Henderson was lost over France in the first attack on Germany during the 
War. 
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Dreams   
 
When young, I had many vivid dreams!  Some came true!  eg I dreamed that 
we had received magazines from Uncle Allan.  I remember thinking “How can 
that be, because he is dead”.  He died that night.  It was my first time at the 
Kindergarten Training College. 
 
Another dream was that I saw Colin Sandison’s fathers death notice in the 
“Register” newspaper (later “The Advertiser”) and that was so.   
Then Margie’s little black dog called ‘Roach’ had been killed by a horse…. A 
horse seemed to come into the dream and that was so.  At that time I seemed 
to be more receptive – none of my dreams seem to come true now. 
   
During my teenage years I had two recurring dreams. 
 
One was that I was in England visiting Aunt Alicie.  I knew Alicie and 
Katherine (“Kathy”, Dad called her) lived next door.  I dreamed that I walked 
to Katherine along a little path at the back of Alicie’s house.  When I visited 
years later, I found this path came from the front door through tall pines and 
garden into Katherine’s garden to her front door, where a lovely purple 
‘Clematis’ climbed over the wall. 
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The other dream was the vivid picture of an old stone bridge with a little 
stream flowing through open paddock with small bushes growing sparsely. 
I’ve searched for this all my life on holidays, and am now sure I found it in 
Scotland, when looking for the old Hannay House in Creetown in southern 
Scotland.  Ian was driving too fast to stop, but I am sure. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
See other chapters and the complete Fée Showell biography index at  
www.feeshowell.com 
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