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A Patchwork of Us

Here are some jottings:-

Small snippets and big,
Of things we have seen
And things we all did.

Some are quite serious
And some are in fun.

Each is a little patch of our family,
Stitched together as one.

Leigh M. Trevaskis
1996
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I Am Indeed Fortunate

Firstly, I was born an Australian. No wars have been fought upon 
my shores. No enemies have invaded.

True, my Anglo-Saxon Australia is a young country. She does not 
have an extensive history – and by that fact alone I am indeed fortunate.

Over its 200 year history my Anglo-Saxon Australia has not developed a 
series of barbaric rites not rituals to inflict upon her young women. My 
feet were not bound; rings and plates were not forced into my lips, nose 
nor around my neck; female circumsion was not practised; neither was 
the abandonment of worthless baby girls; my choice of husbands was 
not arranged by my parents nor entailed the exchange of goods for my 
worth; and, as a young ‘widow’, I was not burned upon a funeral pyre 
with my young dead ‘husband’.

Secondly, I was born in the second half of the 20th century. The miracles 
of the 21st century are yet to be discovered and they will benefit my 
grandchildren, great grandchildren and great-great grandchildren.
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True, as in all centuries, crime and wars exist. And AIDS is the modern 
day black plague. But if I had been born earlier in the century, Banting 
and Best would not have had enough time to perfect insulin.

Likewise, trade unions would not have had the time to pave the way 
for me – as a woman – to be able to follow a career and work in safe 
conditions protected by an award scheme. Being born in an earlier century 
may have meant that I would not have had the right, opportunity and 
responsibility to vote and drive a car.

Thirdly, I was born to two people who valued education, hard work and 
independence.

True, my sharp tongue and ignorant choices may have infuriated and 
embarrassed my Mum and Dad. But I was always encouraged to have 
an opinion, to read and to question.

I was indeed fortunate to be given the encouragement and support to be 
able to follow my dream to become a teacher. Both my father and my 
mother revered knowledge and education, acknowledging its power to 
pave an easier course for one’s life.

My mother’s love of education was thwarted by her own parents’ lack 
of money. She had won a half scholarship in grade 8 at her primary 
school, South West Brunswick, in order for her to go to high school. 
But, unfortunately for her, she was forced to join the workforce, at age 
14, as a sales assistant, at Treadways.

I had won a Teaching Bursary when I was in form 4 (Year 10). I was 16. 
That same year I had also been diagnosed as a type 1, IDDM, diabetic. 
Through a quirk of fate, or history, during that year a young diabetic 
had taken a test case before the court, in South Australia, for her to 
become a teacher. She won. I was therefore more positive of being able 
to become a teacher.

In form 6, Year 12, I was able to continue studying for my Higher School 
Certificate (HSC) because the Victorian Education Department had 
established a Correspondence School. This was a choice accessible to 
me. Was it luck, fate or history that I was not successful enough to gain 



A Patchwork of Us

3

entry into university? My entry into Coburg Teachers’ College, in 1972, 
meant that I have enjoyed a secure, enriching and challenging career.

Fourthly, and fortunately, my parents are only mild Protestants. Therefore, 
I did not have to endure nor experience religious zealotry, prejudice nor 
hatred.

How many wars, battles, torture, persecution and cruelty have all been 
based upon religion? Even now, as I write, Ireland, the former Yugoslavia 
and Israel remain countries torn apart by bloody conflict generated 
because of man’s interpretation of religion.

Due to my upbringing, I was easily able to develop my own set of beliefs. 
I have tried to include kindness, compassion, consideration and respect 
for others; a sense of duty; responsibility and a sense of what is right, in 
my day-to-day life.

I am not such a ‘pollyanna’, though, that I do not hold some bitterness 
towards my ex-husband and his wife. But, I also believe that what we 
put into our lives eventually comes back to us in a full circle.

I am, and have been, indeed, most fortunate.

•
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It’s in the Jeans – 
the Blue Prints

When we look at our children, we are sometimes so busy 
looking for direct evidence of ourselves that it is easy to 
overlook the whole genetic blueprint, which includes those 

scores of relatives who have gone before.

Take Diane Richards, for example. She is one of my first cousins – the 
daughter of my mother’s brother and my father’s sister – You could not 
expect a closer genetic match, except perhaps for siblings.

When she first re-contacted us, in the early 90’s, we listened open-mouthed, 
to her tales of woe; of a wretched, almost abusive childhood. We forgave 
her lack of education – education has always been highly prized in the 
Trevaskis/Richards clans - and her lack of a job – a hardworking person 
was another highly prized quality in the families.
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We were empathetic with her hasty wedding – after all, who were we to 
judge? And her subsequent short and unhappy marriage. We would be 
her friends. We would give her affection, advice and guidance.

BUT…………………………………………………………………

Her need for friendship wasn’t to be enduring. In fact, it was almost as 
if once she realized that our affection, advice and guidance were not to 
be matched with a sympathetic dollar, that she dropped us like a smelly 
bag of old fish heads.

Why was she shiftless, irresponsible, a user and a loser?

How could she be from OUR FAMILY??

Surely those base qualities couldn’t have been inherited???

A few chance comments from my Mum supplied me with possible 
answers.

Alicia Florence Cruikshank was my paternal grandmother and Diane’s 
maternal grandmother. She was our mutual Nana Trevaskis or ‘Nana 
Tim’. She was one of nine. Her father had been a labourer and her 
background was relatively poor. She had done well when she married into 
the Trevaskis family – albeit a hasty wedding with little Albert Ernest, 
my father, already on the way. Alicia had stepped up in the world.

Albert William (or Tim) was a clever, hardworking man. He had a trade, 
as a skilled and respected engineer with O’Connell & Kerr. It was his only 
job for the whole of his working life. He was an excellent sportsman and 
a brilliant footballer. He played for, and captained, North Melbourne 
– the old ‘Shinboners’ – and then Coburg. He didn’t smoke, drink nor 
gamble. He was a mason, a bit straight-laced – but obviously not too 
straight-laced!!

He worked hard and provided a comfortable, well-furnished home at 13 
Marion Avenue, West Brunswick. He rode a pushbike to work before 
moving up to a car and, after retiring from football, took up umpiring. 
During the Depression, this meant that there were always a few extra 



A Patchwork of Us

7

shillings. So, unlike many others around them, the Trevaskis family – 
Tim, Alicia, Albert, Ronald and little Beryl, as she was known at the 
time – remained safe and secure. Nana Tim didn’t have to face the dread 
of poverty and the hopelessness of being without a roof over her head.

However, there may have been a few occasions when Alicia let her guard 
down and showed her true colours. Apparently, there were a few Saturday 
afternoons when she would get herself down the road to Mrs. Couzins 
and have a few beers. It was up to a young Albert to bring her home 
before a stern Tim arrived.

According to an older Albert, many years later, Alicia and Tim remained in 
a loveless marriage for over fifty years. Tim’s hopes and dreams constantly 
thwarted by Alicia’s ignorance, narrow-mindedness and selfishness. 

But we cannot only lay blame on poor old Alicia for the imprudent and 
indiscreet genes. 

Mona Carmichael was my maternal grand aunt and my cousin Diane’s 
paternal grand aunt. She was the only and younger sister of Myrtle Jean 
Richards’ (nee Carmichael). Poor old Mona may also have contributed 
another genetic inadequacy.

In reality, I have very fond memories of Mona. But I had certainly 
built up a romanticized image of what had happened to her as a young 
person. She may not have been the poor, tragic, hard-done-by, lovelorn, 
unmarried mother that I had pictured.

True, Mona had given birth out of wedlock. But then, so did I AND so 
did my first cousin Diane – is this history repeating itself?

BUT…………………………………………………………………

Mona also ran about with a ‘wild crowd’ down at St Kilda – home of 
prostitutes, drug addicts and trendy antique shops. When she came home 
at weekends, to visit her father, Grandpa Carmichael and Eb (his second 
wife), she also treated her ‘little sister’, Betty Carmichael, quite cruelly. 
In reality Betty was her own daughter but to the world she was her little 



Leigh M Trevaskis

8

sister. Betty told us that Mona often slapped her and pulled her hair on 
this weekend visits. According to experts abusiveness is also in the genes.

Who knows why, but we certainly know how, Mona became pregnant 
for a second time. During one of her visits home to 90 Shields St, to visit 
her father and stepmother, she ran wildly, barefoot out of the house and 
down the middle of the road, which was being re-tarred.

Subsequently, she was admitted to hospital for treatment to the terrible 
burns on her feet. And at that time the child either miscarried or was 
aborted.

Perhaps in the 1990’s Mona would have gladly kept both her children. 
After all, the sole parent pension paid more for two children rather than 
one – just ask Cousin Diane!

Apparently poor old Mona wasn’t above a bit of graft and corruption 
either. During World War 2, she worked at WD and HO Wills – a large 
cigarette manufacturing company in Melbourne.

Cleverly, she had sewn many pockets inside the lining of her coat, into 
which she smuggled out cigarettes and later re-sold them on the black 
market.

Uncleverly, though, she got caught. Her sister and brother in law, my 
Nana and Pa Richards, appealed for help for her, from another cousin, 
Keith Hubbard. At the time, he held a responsible position in the police 
force. Apparently, he intervened and saved Mona from a possible gaol 
sentence.

My Mum once said to me that there are certain people in the world who 
are destined to be the ones who help out in times of crises. It appears 
that my maternal grandparents, Myrtle and Frank Richards, belonged 
in that category.

In the meantime, Cousin Diane has still got plenty of time to live up to 
all that she may have inherited from both sets of ‘jeans’.

•
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Frank Harding Richards
(Beryl Trevaskis’ father)

Beryl Jean Trevaskis
(born Richards)
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Frank Harding and 
Myrtle Jean Richards with 

children Beryl Jean and 
Th omas Frank David Richards

– circa 1931

L to R: Beryl Jean and 
Th omas Frank David Richards 
with cousin Betty Carmichael 

(Mona Carmichael’s daughter)

– circa 1933
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Frank, Alice Margaret and 
Beryl Jean Richards.
Camping at Kalista

– circa 1941

Beryl Jean Richards and 
Alicia Beryl Trevaskis
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Myrtle Jean Richards, Beryl Trevaskis (Richards) 
and Alicia Florence Trevaskis

– 24th January 1948
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Alicia Beryl Trevaskis, Alice Margaret Gooch and Betty Carmichael

– 24th January 1948
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Alice Margaret Gooch and Beryl Jean Trevaskis – 24 March 1996

Norm and Betty Budde (born Carmichael) – 13 June 1998
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Skeletons in the Cupboard

Every family has a hidden skeleton or two. My family is no 
exception. Even though our skeletons are not overly spectacular, 
they are too uniquely personal to lose amongst the passage of 

time.

Fashions in family skeletons come and go. During the bicentennial 
celebrations – ‘Oz’ 1988 – it became very trendy to unearth or un-closet a 
hidden or forgotten relative who may have been a convict or a bushranger. 
In fact, Ned Kelly, would be amazed at how many great, great, great 
relations to whom he has supposedly been connected.

After the Mabo land rights issue received much Government and media 
attention (early 1990’s), many who had previously hidden away any 
indigenous connections, then began to race out any aunts, uncles, cousins, 
second cousins, third cousins, who once enjoyed going walkabout, a spot 
of cave painting or hunting and gathering bush tucker.

Unfortunately, all of my skeletons have been definitely DNA’ed as white 
Anglo-Saxon, fairly law-abiding and definitely not newsworthy.
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Indeed, with constantly changing social attitudes it may even be difficult 
for our future generations to unearth a juicy or exciting skeleton which 
may have been hidden away, darkly deep in the broom cupboard of life.

So, what do I have to tell?

Well, sex and children appear to feature in most of our skeletons. In 
fact, any historian will tell us that sex and children have been around 
for thousands of years. Fortunes and wars have been fought, won and 
lost because of them.

Firstly, my only and most loved son, Daniel Scott, was conceived when 
there had been no marriage. Sex and illegitimacy have never been 
important moral issues with me and neither was I, nor ever has been, 
embarrassed or ashamed of what happened.

I loved his father dearly and continue to do so. Over a quarter of a century 
past Daniel’s birth, I now realize that my parents’ shock was mainly due 
to concern for me and my welfare. (Well, maybe there was a tinge of 
disappointment, too.)

But how ironic life can be. For, after my paternal grandfather, Albert 
William Trevaskis died (3/7/80), my father sat with his mother, Alicia, 
as the undertaker filled out the necessary forms with birth and marriage 
dates and details. It was only then, when Albert Ernest was 56 years old, 
that he realized that his imminent arrival had forced his parents into a 
hasty marriage.

Perhaps it also explained why their family life had seemed to lack any 
warmth, compassion, encouragement and support. No wonder, also, 
that his parents had never celebrated any wedding anniversaries. Their 
silver, pearl, ruby and golden anniversaries had all passed without a single 
champagne bubble being neither burst nor a celebratory toast being 
given. How very, very sad.

My poor Dad. He had far more in common with his eldest grandson 
than he had ever thought possible.

Not surprisingly then, our next skeleton also came from similar 
circumstances.
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My Nana Richards was once Myrtle Jean Carmichael. Her younger and 
only sister was Mona. Mona never married. In her latter life she lived at 
90 Shields Street, Flemington.

Sometime during Mona’s 23rd year she must have been flattered or fussed 
over, or even told that she was lovely, by someone special or perhaps 
someone smooth. We will never know.

Anyway, Mona gave birth to a baby daughter on 24/9/1928. Betty Alice 
had blue eyes, copper-coloured curls and pale, translucent skin. She was 
placed up for adoption in the Presbyterian Babies Home. 

Apparently a fairly well-to-do doctor and his wife, from Essendon, were 
very keen to adopt Betty, particularly because of her colouring. But my 
kind-hearted and Christian maternal grandparents, Myrtle Jean and Frank 
Harding Richards, felt very strongly that the baby should not pass out 
of the family circle. They persuaded Grandpa Carmichael (Myrtle and 
Mona’s father) and Eb (Evelyn Black, their stepmother) into taking little 
Betty in and raising her as their own.

So baby Betty was taken home to be loved cared for and raised by her 
maternal grandparents. She grew up believing that they were her elderly 
parents and that Myrtle and Mona were her two big sisters.

But what is it that we know about family skeletons? Yes – sometimes 
skeletons are apt to slide out and confront us. And Mona’s did!

When Betty was about 13 or 14 she was struck with a religious fervour. 
Her best friend was Roman Catholic. Betty, too, wanted to be christened 
and confirmed. However, she needed her parents’ permission. It was 
during the ensuing family argument that Betty was told her so-called 
parents would not or could not give her that permission because “Mona 
was her mother.”

What a tragedy!! Betty’s shock, and maybe disbelief, disappointment and 
anger meant that she and Mona were never to be mother and daughter, 
never to be friends and never to speak to each other.

When Mona died, 13th October 1976, Betty was not mentioned nor 
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remembered at the funeral. I’m not sure if this was at Mona’s or Betty’s 
request. However, on Mona’s plaque, at the Fawkner cemetery, it does 
say ‘Mother of Betty’. 

Mona’s home and few belongings were left to Rodney Keith Gooch – 
one of Mona’s eleven grand nieces and nephews at the time. Her own 
grandson, Peter Budde, Betty’s only child, had also not been remembered. 
It could be ironic though, or just coincidence that Rodney, as a young 
child had blue eyes and beautiful blonde curls, just like Peter had had 
as a youngster.

Mona carried the identity of Betty’s father with her to the grave.

The romantic and popular theory was that he could have been ‘Chips’ 
Rafferty – a tall, broad, all-Australian character with coppery-coloured 
hair. He was to become a fairly famous Australian actor epitomising the 
image of the outdoorsy, bush-wise, laconic Aussie man – an earlier Bryan 
Brown. ‘Chips’ had been a close friend of Mona’s in her earlier years. 
Nana Richards could verify this.

However, more realistically, Nana suspected that Betty’s father may have 
been from the ‘squatter-aristocracy’.

Since Mona suffered from a rheumatic heart condition and she had little 
formal education or training, her employment opportunities were limited.

So, as a younger woman, she worked as a cook for the shearers on big 
sheep stations in the western districts, during the shearing season. (I can 
remember her telling tales about the activities of the Whitehead family 
– one of her ‘regular’ stations.)

Nana Richards suspected that Betty’s father may well have been the son 
of the owner of one of the big sheep stations where Mona worked – but 
not one of the Whiteheads. In the earlier part of the 20th century a bit 
of slap and tickle with the hired help was quite socially acceptable. 

Curiously enough, our last skeleton features another baby girl. Perhaps she 
really shouldn’t be classified as one of our skeletons but rather historically 
interesting to the family.
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Frank Harding Richards, my mother’s father, had an unmarried sister 
named Ruby Pearl. She was about four years older than Frank and lived 
at home, at 3 Wolsely Parade, Kensington, with her parents Edwin and 
Fanny Richards. Her only employment was that she washed, starched 
and ironed other people’s laundry. Perhaps she was an original Dame 
Washalot, or Miss Washalot, in her case.

Since I am the storyteller, I cannot always be sure of emotions and 
feelings, especially for our more antique skeletons.

Was it due to philanthropic and altruistic reasons that Ruby decided to 
take in a ward of the state? Perhaps it was because of the financial benefit 
paid by the Government to those who fostered the state’s unwanted 
children? (Apparently, Lil, Ruby’s eldest sister, was a great one for picking 
up, and being paid for, the homeless youngsters.) Or was it merely because 
that child would be the daughter that Ruby knew she would never have?

Anyway, for whatever motivation Ruby had or didn’t have, she took in a 
little girl, aged about 6 or 7, in or about 1920, named Phyllis Williamson. 
(Date of birth 9th December 1914)

Unlike Mona, Ruby cared for little Phyllis in a simple but kindly way. 
Ruby kept her clean, bought ribbons for her pretty hair and saw to her 
spiritual upbringing by sending her to the nearby Salvation Army Sunday 
School.

My Mum remembers Phyllis, who was about 12 years older than her, 
as always being beautifully and smartly dressed – quite a fashion plate.

When Phyllis began working at Marshe’s, manufacturers of tinware, 
canisters, etc., she left home, which would have been in Wolsely Parade, 
Kensington, and boarded at a Mrs. Grey’s. She then disappeared from 
the family circle for a period of time. (Nana Richards suspected that a 
child may have been born.) Then just after the end of the Second World 
War, she turned up on Nana Richards’ doorstep.

When my mother and father were married, 24th January 1948, at  
St David’s Presbyterian Church, West Brunswick, Phyllis was a guest. 
However, she refused to go inside the church because during her absence 
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from the family circle she had become a Roman Catholic. Subsequently 
when she married Max Gibbons, a man about 9 years her junior, later 
in 1948, my father would not go inside the church, St Monica’s in Mt 
Alexander Rd, Essendon, because of the religious stance she had taken 
at their wedding. We throw up our collective hands and sigh!

And what of kindly, dull-witted Ruby Pearl…...................................?

Well, she lived out the many years of her later life, after her parents 
died, with Nana and Pa Richards. Phyllis did not reciprocate any care or 
kindness back to her. That responsibility was shared between the Richards 
girls – Nana, my Mum and her sister, Alice.

When the daily care for Ruby became too great a burden for Nana 
Richards, Drs. Wilson and Clegg, from the Melville Road Clinic, arranged 
for Ruby to be put into Mount Royal. In the 1990’s her condition may 
have been diagnosed as Alzheimers or senile dementia. But in the 1960’s 
it was just ‘old age’.

I remember Ruby as a frail, stooped, grey-haired old lady. She wore very 
thick glasses because of extremely poor eyesight. She became quite vague 
and spent hours sitting in an armchair in a corner of Nana’s loungeroom, 
shuffling her slippered feet backwards and forwards on the same patch 
of worn carpet. 

She slept in the room at the back of Nana’s home. It was attached to 
the house and was referred to as the ‘sleepout’. It had once been my 
mother’s brother’s room. The room had linoleum on the floor. There 
was a stand-alone wooden wardrobe, with a mirror in the centre of the 
door that was in the middle; a matching wooden dressing table and 
a high wooden single bed. No ceiling fan, no ducted heating, no air 
conditioning. 

Somehow, Phyllis must have heard about Nana’s intentions to put Ruby 
into state care because, just before Ruby was to be delivered to Mount 
Royal, once again, Phyllis turned up at 225 Dawson Street. 


