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Time line of our Travels

1954  Tasmania, to Jean Greig’s home
1955  Sydney with my parents
1957  Hayman Island with Wally Moseley and   
  friends from Ansett
1959  Australian trip with girlfriend Jenny Davis.
  We went by train to Adelaide, bus to Port   
  Augusta, Coober Pedy, Alice Springs, Tennant  
  Creek, Camooweal, Mt Isa,
   Cloncurry, Charters Towers, Townsville. Jenny  
  then returned to  Melbourne and I worked   
  in Townsville for six months, during  which  
  time I toured the Atherton Tablelands
   (Ravenshoe, Mareeba) to Cooktown, then 
   down the coast, visiting Innisfail, Tully, 
  Ingham, Ayr,  Bowen, Proserpine, Collinsville, 
  Mackay, Gympie, Kingaroy, Toowoomba,   
  Ipswich, to Brisbane.
   The islands visited were Green, Hayman,   
  Magnetic, Long, Lindeman, Hook and South  
  Molle.
1960   Fiji with Jean Greig
1962  Vava’u and Nuku’alofa (Tonga),  
  Apia (Western Samoa) and Pago Pago   
  (American Samoa)
1962-63 Hay, New South Wales, on a shooting trip   
  with my father
1963  Honeymoon to Mt Gambier and Sydney
1967  Weekend to Bairnsdale and Buchan Caves with  
  Alan and Leonie
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Continued 

1970  Easter trip to Snowy Mountains with Alan
1975   Caravan trip to Sydney with family  
  and Auntie Jenny
1976   New Zealand with Alan and Leonie  
  (then aged 12)
1976  Caravan trip to Adelaide with family and  
  Auntie Jenny
1977  Great Britain and Europe. Alan, Leonie, Nyree  
  and I did three tours: 1) Spain and Portugal; 
  2) England, Wales and Scotland; 3) Belgium,  
  Netherlands, France, Germany, Luxembourg,  
  Switzerland, Austria, Italy and Monaco
1982  Hong Kong and China, taking the girls
1985  Pacific cruise for Nyree’s 16th birthday
1986  Returned to China to visit Edward, Hong  
  Kong with friends Jean and Bill; and Mongolia
1990  King Island
1992  Pacific cruise; Alice Springs to see Nyree
1996  Norfolk Island; Alan and his brother Ronald  
  cruised on the QEII 
2000  Sydney for the Olympic Games
2004  Finland, Sweden, Russia, Estonia, Denmark  
  and Japan with Nyree and Leonie to visit 
  exchange students who had lived with us
2005  Singapore and India with Leonie
2005-06 Harbin, China, for the snow and ice festival
  with Nyree to visit Edward
2007  Hawaii, Canada, Alaska and west coast of   
  America 
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To my Mother and Father for my being

To Alan for being my rock of serenity

To Nyree and Leonie for keeping my heart in fl ight

To the Pacifi c Islands for touching me … with love

Dedication



vii

Loloma 88

Preface

We only knew each other for a few days, forty-
six years ago, but I never, ever forgot him. We 
met in the South Pacific and it was as romantic 

as the film of the same name. After those few passionate 
days, we wrote to each other almost daily for 15 months, 
made plans, dreamt of a future together. But he was from 
another country and married, although unhappily. I was 
from Australia and  finally realised it could not work. He 
went to Vietnam, to the war; I married Alan;  our paths 
diverged.

Never did I imagine they would reconnect again.

While he served in Vietnam, married five times, and 
travelled the world as a US Marine, I sailed the normal 
route: one monogamous marriage, two lovely daughters, 
steady work in nursing.

But when my beloved Alan died in 2003, through my grief, 
whatever, I don’t know, I felt compelled to somehow get in 
touch with my first true love. 

And we did! We have reconnected, in a thoroughly modern 
way. Via email.

At 73, I am somewhat in love all over again, but it must 
remain a secret distant love, as always.

I am now a widow but he remains married, and overseas. 
Safely overseas, in America, his home. For this reason, I 
cannot reveal his name: I shall simply call him J. My J.
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Just as he did four decades ago, J has opened up a whole 
new world to me: this time, the ww world.

I have had to learn how to use a computer for the first time 
in my life and yes, it certainly is a challenge. 

I have always been a keen correspondent through letters, 
for most of my life. I have thousands upon thousands of 
letters which I have never been able to part with, from J 
and other lovers past, before I met Alan, from my father to 
my mother in their courting days, from my grandmother 
and other relations, from friends all over the world - my 
Chinese ‘son’, my foreign exchange students, my pen pals 
from childhood.

And now I can correspond on the internet! J and I cyber 
talk every day, sometimes up to eight times a day. I love 
turning on the computer each time in expectation of what 
I will find. It’s all completely harmless of course, just this 
and that, jokes and daily news of our families, world and 
local events, as we gradually fill in the past forty-odd years.

But just to hear from him makes my day. It has helped 
through the pain of losing a life partner of forty years, loyal 
and caring Alan.



1

Loloma 88

Chapter 1

Home is Where the Heart is

I had a fairly privileged childhood, but a very lonely one.   
I was an only child, lived in many homes and went to 

many schools, including boarding school, which I hated. I 
was certainly loved, but because my parents worked - and 
worked hard - I was  not shown much attention. I was a 
child in an adult world and craved the company of other 
children. 

Daredevil Dad

My father, Niven Leslie Jones, was a tall, very handsome 
man, a talented footballer in his younger days and daredevil 
pilot with the Royal Australian Air Force in the interwar 
years, in the days when planes were made only of timber 
and linen. He was awarded an MBE (Member of the Order 
of the British Empire) in 1963, for services to engineering 
and public service. During his days at Australian National 
Airways, he developed a way of draining oil in the pistons 
of aircraft engines. He later became the first overseas buyer 
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for Ansett Airlines and travelled a great deal overseas in 
the late1950s and ‘60s. He received his MBE from Queen 
Elizabeth II - the investiture took place at Government 
House in Melbourne in February 1963. I was there, along 
with Dad’s father and his father’s ‘housekeeper’, Mrs Lee. 

Dad was born on 11th April 1910, in Dunolly, in central 
north-western Victoria. His family farmed in Donald, 
but they later moved to Maryborough. He did 12 years 
of schooling. He was at Maryborough High School in 
Reg Ansett days - including two years in the engineering 
department at Maryborough Technical School, and a year 
at night school. He joined the RAAF at Laverton as a fitter 
when he was 18 in 1928, and was re-engaged as an airman 
with the No 101 Flying School based at Point Cook in 
1934. He left in 1937 to take up a position with Australian 
National Airways.

Workaholic Mother

My mother, Alma Margaret Jones (nee Williams), was also 
from the goldfields region of Victoria, growing up in Avoca. 
She was born in Moonambel on 18th March, 1908. She 
was two years older than my father, a fact she always hated. 
She trained as a nurse at Maryborough, where she met my 
father. There is the story of Dad climbing the fence and 
getting tangled up in the red rose bushes at the hospital. 
They married on 28th December, 1933, at St John’s Church 
of England in Avoca, when she was 25 and Dad 23. After 
she married, they moved to Melbourne. 

My mother was the eldest of five children. She had two 
brothers, Athol Douglas - who was my godfather but I didn’t 
know very well, as he died at 45 from a heart attack - and 
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Clenneth Skipton, and two sisters, Alice Kathleen (known 
as Kath) and Coralie Sylvia. Kathleen was to have a major 
impact on life. Only Coralie had a child, a son Ralton, so I 
have only one cousin on Mum’s side. 

The Williams clan lived in a large six-bedroom house in 
Avoca, but they never had much money. Their father, 
David (Dave) Joseph Williams, had been banished to the 
back bedroom by his wife, Bessie. Dave was a drover - and 
a very poor drover. I have since learnt, many years later, 
that he owed a lot of money around Avoca. He was very 
seldom home, and always out droving. He never owned 
land, he always leased it. He had sheep, which he agisted. 
My mother always spoke of meals of bread and plum jam, 
because there was a plum tree. She never spoke of butter, 
only of lard. Her diet was very limited. There were only 
certain foods she liked because she was brought up on 
them. I never spoke to her about her parents, to find out 
if she was close to them, what type of relationship she had 
with them. I felt she died too young for me to find out these 
things. I was 27 when she died in 1962. She was only 54.

My mother was an extremely clever person, although she’d 
only done three years of schooling. She got her proficiency 
certificate, which in those days was in grade eight. She was 
an attractive girl with brown, very curly hair - this was the 
age of the kiss curl. She wasn’t glamorous and didn’t have 
a really good figure, but she had the brain. She was the 
workings behind my father. He used to sometimes say, if 
they needed an answer to a problem, “I’ll ask your mother 
in her sleep.”

Mum was a very clever businesswoman, with absolutely no 
training. She had an eye for buying property - she knew 
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position, position, position long before it was ever thought 
of. Here in Melbourne, she bought a milk bar right at 
the junction of Lincoln Road and Mt Alexander Road in 
Essendon, with pubs all around, a tram stop right outside, 
and a telephone booth. “That’s where the people are going 
to come and that’s where I’d like the shop,” she said. She 
turned that shop into a success; she even turned our lounge 
room into a frock shop! 

She would do anything in the guesthouse in Healesville, as 
she sometimes had to sack the domestic staff, though she 
wasn’t a hard taskmaster at all; I think she was often very 
lenient. If the cook was sacked, she’d just rise out of bed 
and do all the cooking for the guests. She was a good cook 
- I’ve still got her cooking book - but in a practical way, not 
in a fancy way. She had to get scrambled eggs out for 100 
people, that was the type of cooking she did. 

My mother helped all her family. She gave them jobs 
throughout her life, which was cut short in her early fifties. 
She helped Aunt Kathleen by giving her employment in our 
milk bar in Essendon, and accommodation with us. She 
helped Coralie by letting her stay with us while she trained 
at Williamstown in the early days. My father gave Coralie a 
job at Essendon airport and found Clenneth employment 
at Australian National Airways. 

My parents helped my mother’s family so much, yet I don’t 
think there was any gratitude shown to my mother at all. 
She went on to take children out of the Salvation Army 
homes, which Auntie Kath would look down on. She used 
to say to her, “How can you do it? How can you share your 
life with those people? How can you put up with them 
living in your home?”
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But I am proud of what my mother did. She instilled in 
me, by her example, a sense of caring for other people. If 
they couldn’t make it themselves in life, she would help 
them along. 

A Courtin’

In 1995, I took six days out of my life to read all Dad’s 
letters to Mum while he was courting her. I took my dog 
and my caravan down to Phillip Island and there I stayed. I 
wanted to take a week for myself to read all his letters to her. 

My husband promptly crashed the car the day I left but no 
one rang me up because I told them not to. But they did 
eventually ring me up - my daughter the mainstay - Nyree, 
- rang and said “Well Dad rolled the car out of the driveway 
and smashed into the fence over the road.” 

Alan never wanted me to go to Phillip Island; he felt that I 
wasn’t capable of living alone for a week, but I did stay for 
six days.

So, I transported myself back 60 years reading Dad’s 
letters. These were written over a period of about two years. 
They’re in a very old biscuit tin that came from the milk 
bar in Essendon; the label’s all gone now but I do know 
it’s a Chocolate Royal biscuit tin. Many of his letters to my 
mother were about his mother’s illness in the early 1930s, 
which was the reason why they had to leave the farm and 
move into Maryborough. 

They were engaged for quite a long time. He wrote of how 
he flew under the Sydney Harbour Bridge when he was in 
the air force. This was just before they married in 1933; the 
Bridge was officially opened in March 1932. The Australian 
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Air Force was only very young then, of course. Dad was on 
either the HMAS Albatross or HMAS Canberra, one of those 
ships in port at the time. He writes of how he was chosen to 
fly the plane under the bridge, which was a daredevil thing 
in those days. He talks in those letters of my darling little 
Billie, his nickname for her. It was obvious that they were 
still both virgins. He talks about his mother being very ill; 
she died in February of 1935, and I was born in July; so I 
never knew her.

My father joined the air force because it paid well - three 
pounds a week. He was going to get ahead. He also played 
football for Point Cook, and if he was chosen to play for 
Melbourne some days, he would also get three or five 
pounds just for that one game.

One of his letters talks about looking after the sea plane at 
Point Cook on the shore; he was there in charge so nobody 
came down. His training for his football was a six-mile run 
along the beach each morning. He said it was the easiest 
money he’d ever earned. I have a box of teaspoons he had 
hammered out of metal from one of the ships; he even 
made the box out of part of a propeller from one of the 
planes; the propellers in those days were made of wood. 

He also went to Java, Sumatra, and around that region. It 
was his only overseas jaunt with the RAAF. When mother 
contracted pneumonia once, and wasn’t expected to live, he 
flew single-handedly down from Java to be with her. 

My father actually left the air force before the war because 
my mother didn’t like him flying. Anything she wished, he 
did. That’s not to say he didn’t have his own brain of course 
- he would put up an argument, well, more of a discussion. 
I seldom saw them fight.
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After he left the RAAF, Dad worked for Australian National 
Airways, maintaining aircraft engines. During the war, it 
was a protective industry. We were pretty privileged for fuel 
which allowed us to visit my grandmother in Avoca every 
holiday. We went by car, an old green Chev with dickie seat 
in the back, and it had a gas cylinder during the war. 

ANA was later bought out by Ansett, and years later Dad 
ended up working for Reg Ansett. I think my father always 
thought, “I’m never going to work for you, you’re not 
going to beat me,” as they both came from the same area.  
Reg drove a taxi to make money. But my father ended up 
working for Reg as the buyer in America of engines and 
aircraft - he was the first person ever appointed to such a 
position. My father died in America, in Florida in 1968, 
when he was only 58.

The Relations

Grandparents, aunts and uncles – and the jealous Kathleen!

One of my retirement plans, after I learn the internet 
properly, is to research my family tree. I was completely 
computer illiterate until about 12 months ago when J 
suddenly came into my life again, and it was either learn 
the internet or have no connection with him. So I booked 
into some computer courses at the local community centre 
and started to learn – at the age of 72! It just goes to show 
that you’re never too old to learn anything if you’ve still got 
the brain and the determination.

I’m still struggling with it of course, as you do in your 70s, 
because it takes me two hours to write a page. Typing is my 
problem – I never learned that at school, but I’m coping 
with that. Then I might go along to the local family history 
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society here in Frankston and learn how to start tracing the 
family tree. I can’t wait to start that – I just need more time! 

Ancestors

What I do know is that my maternal great-great 
grandmother, Catherine Harbour (nee Yates), was 22 
when she arrived on the ship Abberton in Melbourne in 
September 1844, from England. She was born on the 4th 
August 1822 in Buckingham, England, to Thomas Yates 
and Mary Anne Matthews. In 1845, I think, Catherine 
married Samuel Harbour, who was born in Australia in 
1822, the son of Samuel Harbour and Elizabeth Smith. 

I think Catherine and Samuel lived in Avoca or around that 
area or in the Western District, because as a 10-year-old 
child I can remember my grandmother Bessie talking to me 
about all these places. Samuel died on 1st December 1882 
in Avoca aged 60 and is buried in the Avoca cemetery. 

They had nine children, of whom the eighth child, David, 
was born in 1864 in Avoca. He married Ada Adalene Joseph 
in Morton Plains in 1889. (An Ada Adeline was born in 
Lexton in 1872 and died aged 30 in Talbot in 1903 but I 
don’t know at this stage if this is my great-grandmother.) 

David and Ada had three children, one of whom was my 
grandmother, Elizabeth Catherine, known as Bessie. She 
was born in Amphitheatre in 1889, the same year her 
parents were married. 

Bessie married David Joseph Williams (Dave) in Amphi-
theatre in 1907. Some of the Williams family came from  
Wales, as the name indicates. A Sarah Williams, wife of 
Owen Williams, was born in Beddgelert, Wales, in 1863 
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and died in Melbourne on 15th July 1934. 

My grandfather Dave had a farm once, but fell upon hard 
times. He then leased land and ran a few sheep, and became 
a drover. I used to love going to meet him when he came 
back late at night from droving; his evening meal would be 
kept warm on the hob of the stove. Bessie would be in bed 
but she never got up to greet him. Grandpa could play the 
piano by ear, and he and I spent many wonderful hours 
playing together. Their house in York Avenue in Avoca was 
on a big corner block and a second block (known as the 
horse paddock) ran almost the full length of the street. 

Scandal

When Bessie had Kathleen, Dave her husband had a 
relationship with her sister, resulting in an illegitimate 
child. Consequently he was banished to the back bedroom, 
off the verandah. Of course it was never spoken of because 
it was a small community and such things were absolutely 
taboo. As a consequence, Bessie and Dave virtually lived 
separate lives. But they are buried side by side in the Avoca 
cemetery. Pa died aged 73 on 7th March 1954, and Ma on 
26th June 1961. She was 71. 

I was too young to understand why Ma slept in the front 
room and my grandfather slept out the back. That didn’t 
affect me. But now I realise why and how it affected 
my mother’s sister, Kathleen. She was so negative and 
very jealous. She featured a lot in my life, and it wasn’t 
pleasant.
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Auntie Kath

In my opinion, Kathleen was a selfish woman, very selfish. 
She seemed to spread her venom everywhere, as my father 
used to say. In their latter years, after both my parents died, 
Kathleen and her husband Jon (Clemens) would visit me 
and bring the ripest bananas that would be rotten by the 
next day, or the ripest grapefruit that she bought at South 
Melbourne market when she’d gone at four o’clock on a 
Sunday afternoon, when they were throwing everything 
out. She would never give you anything. For Christmas or 
birthdays she gave my children something like a towel or a 
pair of knickers, which didn’t really excite them, or we’d get 
the tin of biscuits that had last year’s date on it. It would 
have been given to Jon by a client because he was a bank 
manager.

I don’t think Kath ever did a good deed for anybody. She 
was a witch to my children. I had a poodle called Chanel 
who was such a sensitive dog that when the Clemens’ car 
pulled up opposite, she’d look through the glass door and 
it would be a totally different bark. Auntie Kath seemed to 
slip through the ropes all the time and had the good life. 
I don’t think she volunteered anything in her life. When 
she was working at the milk bar at Essendon, she would 
leave on the dot of five although there’d still be all these 
customers in the shop. I was always raised to finish what 
you were doing. 

Jon and Kath married, according to him, because if he 
died while on war service, at least she would get a widow’s 
pension. I was actually a flowergirl at their wedding, and 
mother was matron of honour. 

My mother’s other sister, Coral, was also a bridesmaid. 
Actually Auntie Coral’s wedding photos and Auntie Kath’s 
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wedding photos are identical because I think they just 
swapped wedding gowns. I was a flowergirl at both. We 
had the Essendon milk bar at this time and I think their 
wedding parties probably took place behind the milk bar - 
they were still selling milk and ice creams and ANZ bread 
while having the party at the back! 

Kath died in 1993, aged 81. We looked after Uncle Jon 
when he got older, first in Lardner Road, Frankston, then 
we all moved to this wonderful house we live in now, in 
Frankston South. Jon died in 2004, aged 87. Kathleen was 
buried in Avoca, near her family, and Jon’s ashes are also 
interred there.

Coralie

Coralie was the youngest and very spoilt; she was the only 
one of my mother’s siblings to have a child, so I have only 
one cousin on that side of the family. Mum also had two 
brothers, Athol and Clenneth. Clenneth I adored and 
looked after him in his old age. He died here in Frankston 
and is buried at Frankston cemetery with his wife, Mae, 
who predeceased him. They lived in Seaford. My daughter 
Nyree, in her final year of school, arranged his funeral, by 
herself, single-handedly, with a housekeeper for three weeks 
while I was in China. 

When Kath died in 1993, Nyree came out of hospital from 
having her gall bladder removed that same day, and went 
to the funeral. Auntie Coral was at the funeral - she and 
Kath were very close so Auntie Coral was just “poor me”, 
not “How are you Nyree? You’ve just come out of hospital 
today.” She would never have said, “How are you Ancelle?” 
I never had that said to me in my life. I knew that I had to 
stand on my own two feet because of my family. 
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Auntie Mae

Uncle Clen was also married from the milk bar in Essendon 
- the story goes that Dad had to put him in the bath to 
get him sober. Uncle Clen liked his drink but he was kept 
on the straight and narrow by his wife, Mae. Auntie Mae 
was from Western Australia and was a lovely woman - I 
just adored her. If anybody did anything for me it was 
Auntie Mae. When my mother died, it was Auntie Mae 
who consoled me. It was Auntie Mae who became one of 
two mother figures in my life, the other being a friend, 
Lorna Zieglel. Auntie Mae understood my feelings about 
the opposite sex. She encouraged me to go out – “Don’t 
stay home to be with your father, that’s not your role in 
life,” she’d tell me after my mother died. Mae was actually 
a divorcee, which according to my grandmother Bessie was 
oh so shameful. So it was a very low-key wedding because 
she was divorced. I can’t remember who was there but it 
certainly wasn’t confetti and bridal veils and all that jazz. 

During the war, Mae worked in the munitions factory in 
Maribyrnong. Everybody had plenty of money then, but 
no goods. Mae used to dye hessian to make skirts for all the 
girls who worked in the factory. She also rolled bread into 
flowers which she sold as jewellery as a sideline. I still have 
one today. She was always handy making something out 
of nothing. She even crocheted plastic bags to make floor 
mats. She wouldn’t buy a doormat, she’d make it. She was 
also a beautiful seamstress. They could all sew in those days. 

Mum went to sewing classes when I was a babe and she 
smocked beautifully - I would say better than Auntie Kath, 
who was actually a tailoress by trade. Kathleen used to knit 
on what looked like bicycle spikes, tiny, fine needles. She’d 
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knit the most beautiful things for me. She even knitted a 
pinafore and the blouse underneath.

Auriel

Mae’s story is very much like Athol’s, her other brother. 
Athol had a friend called Auriel, who was not liked by 
jealous Auntie Kath - she was said to have taken “my brother 
away from me.” He was a little ostracised from the family 
due to his political beliefs - he supported communism, 
which during the postwar years was not really acceptable. 
He did have some position within the Communist Party of 
Australia, but I was a child and didn’t understand any of that.

When Athol died of a heart attack, we were all back at 
Auntie Kath’s house in South Melbourne. 

She said, “Well, we’ll have to get the will.” 

Auriel replied “I have it.” 

I happened to be there; I was older now, working as a nurse. 
Auriel had this neat little leather bag which she opened 
and pulled out the will, then put it back. She was the sole 
beneficiary. 

Auntie Kath must have protested in some way and said, 
“But YOU’RE not his wife.” 

So Auriel opens the bag again and said “Here is the marriage 
certificate.” They had been married a few years beforehand 
and never told anybody! Well, this just floored jealous 
Kathleen. That was the last time I ever saw Auriel. I don’t 
know when she died but I know she is buried with Athol at 
Footscray Cemetery.
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Uncle Athol would ring my mother and say that my 
father was on with the housemaid. This was when they 
were running the guesthouse in Healesville. It was just all 
mischievous. I suppose you could say vindictive, jealous. 
He was my godfather; I don’t know who my godmother 
was. I didn’t see much of him. I can remember he gave me a 
beautiful leather case for my 21st. He died of a heart attack 
at 45.

Keeping up with the Joneses

My father’s side also had a hint of scandal, well scandalous 
for those days - my grandfather, Arthur James Jones, lived 
in Maryborough with his housekeeper Joanna Lee. Arthur 
was married to Margaret (nee Naylor) and they lived on a 
farm in Donald, quite a big property apparently. But they 
had to move to Maryborough because of my grandmother’s 
illness, possibly gallbladder. She died on 14th February 1935, 
but my grandfather died many years later, on 21st October, 
1964, aged 79. They are buried together at Maryborough 
cemetery.

Joanna Lee became Pa Jones ‘housekeeper’ after my 
grandmother died. My grandfather never referred to her 
as Joanna, it was always Mrs Lee; it was all very prim and 
proper. When she was in the nursing home section of the 
Maryborough hospital at the end of her life, Mrs Lee gave 
me my grandmother’s Bible, which was pencilled with 
various marks. I’ve read some of it. 

My grandmother was a very religious woman, a member 
of the Presbyterian Church. Joanna Lee was some distant 
relation and I think she’d just left her husband or he had 
left her. In those days you didn’t divorce. For appearance’s 
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sake, she had the job as a housekeeper to my grandfather. 
My father would still have been at home, as would his sister 
Nita - she was only 47 when she died, and that was in 1961 
when I was in Fiji. When my grandfather died in 1964, the 
house at 31 Argyle Street, Maryborough, was contested by 
Joanna Lee, which I felt rightly so, and she did win it. I was 
not a party to any of that. Joanna Lee left the house to her 
daughter. Mrs Lee was always fond of me.

Dad’s older brother was also named Arthur James Jones. 
(I think the name of James comes down the line a lot 
and Niven was my father’s grandmother’s surname.) So 
there was my father, his elder brother and their sister Nita 
Marjory, who married Walter Garten. 

In my lifetime, the two boys were not close. Arthur bought 
the Continental Hotel in Cowes on Phillip Island. The two 
boys were going to buy the Isle of Wight Hotel when the 
Continental came up for sale. My father didn’t know about 
it, but Arthur did. Because they did not end up going into 
business together, the two brothers became estranged. It 
was possibly due to my mother, because she always felt she 
was not quite accepted by that side of the family, especially 
by Arthur and his wife.

Arthur married  Ros, who came from a well-off Maryborough 
family. They were the Maples furniture people. Maples 
became Guests, which has since become Fantastic Furniture. 
Maples in Maryborough was a pretty big shop - everybody 
bought their bits and pieces from Maples. I had very little 
to do with Auntie Ros. I have one thing in my possession 
today, a book named the Ugly Duckling, that she gave 
me for my birthday. I have often looked at that book and 
thought the Ugly Duckling, it wasn’t an appropriate title. 
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I don’t think there was any malice in that, but I do think 
about it. 

When my mother married she was so poor that she didn’t 
even have a veil for her wedding, so Auntie Ros lent her 
hers, and I think she always chalked that up. I have letters 
from my father to my mother prior to their wedding where 
Mum talks about not being able to have any face powder 
because it cost a penny.

I think my Jones ancestors came out on the famous clipper 
the Cutty Sark. The story goes that a James Jones came 
out with his bride, a child was born at sea and the mother 
died in childbirth and was buried at sea. Apparently he 
was a teacher who started a penny school on the Victorian 
goldfields. There was a story from my Grandfather Jones 
that some ancestors were ironmongers in Popular Street, 
London. They were people who had a trade.

There are ancestors buried in Wales, of course - hence the 
name Jones. I think my great-grandfather James Jones was 
born in 1847 and died on the 3rd August 1926, aged 79. 
His wife, my great-grandmother Margaret Louisa Jones, 
was born in 1855, and died on 29th July 1944, aged 89. 
I do remember my Grandmother Williams (my mother’s 
mother) taking me to visit her as she lived in Avoca (the 
house still stands). She was this old lady , all dressed in 
black (she was a widow by then), sitting by a large black 
stove in the kitchen.

My father’s grandmother’s name was Niven before marriage. 
A James Niven, born in 1825, died on 19th August 1885, 
aged 60, was married to Margaret Niven. They had a son 
James Niven, who was born in 1864 and died on 9th 
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August 1905, aged 41. This obviously is where my father’s 
name comes from - Niven Leslie Jones. I took his second 
name for my second daughter, Nyree Leslie Parker (spelt 
the male way). The name Margaret, was given as a second 
name to my first daughter Leonie, from my mother, her 
grandmother (Williams), and her great grandmother 
(Jones).
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Me aged six months with 
my mother in 1935 at Avoca

Me aged about 3 in East 
Melbourne
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My father in 1930 in Royal Australian Air Force uniform
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My father flew one of these plane under the Sydney Harbour Bridge at 
the opening on March 19, 1932

Me (left) in the Essendon milk bar in 1949, with Lillian Moseley and 
Peggy Lamont
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Me at Balnarring Beach on Christmas Day, 1952


