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Foreword
As I approach my 80th birthday, my 
daughter, Robyn suggested I write my 
memoir. “Why on earth would 
anyone want to know about my life?” 
was the first thought that flew through 
my mind, but then slowly as my 
thoughts turned back to my childhood, 
to my marriage and children, friends 
and travels, I thought, “Why not…”§
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Chapter 1

A Childhood in Rockhampton
1930 —1939

t was on 14 January 1930, at the Lady Bowen 
Private Hospital in Brisbane, that I made my 
entrance into the world. 

I was the second child of my parents Aubrey Cumming 
Parker and Annie Augusta Parker (nee Bretz). The 
first born, Shirley, was a premature baby who sadly 
died at the age of one month. As my father’s name 
was fairly unusual they chose Audrey as my middle 
name because it sounded a bit the same. My father 
was 34 years of age and working as postal employee 
and, up until my birth when she was 28, my mother 
worked as a stenographer and bookkeeper. They 
took me home to Swan Street, Kedron, a suburb of 
Brisbane, until a transfer for my father by the Post 
Master General’s Department, resulted in a move to 
Rockhampton in 1937. 

I
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Dad was born in Warwick in the Southern Downs 
region of Queensland, and lived there for some 
years. He didn’t like school and would often play the 
wag. According to my grandmother, he was quite 
a naughty little boy. At the age of 12, when it was 
permissible to leave school, his parents arranged a 
job for him in the post office. He started work at the 
P.M.G. as a telegram delivery boy. Not long after, the 
family moved to Brisbane to live.
I remember my father as a reasonably tall man with 
dark , curly hair and olive skin. As I was rather shy 
in my youth, he wanted me to speak up for myself 
more than I did. He encouraged honesty, and used 
to say “Pay your way in the world and you can always 
hold your head up”.  

I’m not sure how my parents came to meet, but I think 
my mother, working in an office as a stenographer, 
would have had to take the mail to the post office as 
part of her duties. I think that must have been how 
their relationship began. I vaguely remember Mum 
saying that she fell for my father’s good looks; he 
was quite handsome. They were married in 1924, at 
Holy Trinity Church in The Valley.

My mother’s parent’s were German and had 
emigrated from Hamburg. Mother was of slight build 
and very slim. She had fair skin and dark auburn, 
wavy hair. Despite what must have been limited 
formal education, she was an intelligent person with 
considerable general knowledge and had learned to 
play the piano well. 
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She had a gentle nature, always encouraging me with 
my studies.

We were a close-knit family and one of the most 
significant people in my life was Isabella Parker, my 
paternal grandmother. She was a large lady, jovial and 
very calm; nothing ever seemed to worry or upset 
her.  She boasted endlessly about her grandchildren. 
I had a great love for Nannie Parker, with whom I 
had lots of fun. She lived to be 95 years of age and I 
was very sad when she died. I was 20 at the time. She 
was the only grandparent I had any memories of as 
Grandma Bretz, my maternal grandmother, passed 
away in 1936. Sadly, I have no memories of either of 
my grandfathers.

Auntie Ethel, Father’s unmarried sister, and Auntie 
Jean, Mother’s sister, featured greatly in our lives. We 
also had frequent contact with Auntie Elsie, Mother’s 
other sister and her family, and with her brothers, 
Fred and Victor and their families. My father’s sister, 
Nellie, and her family were familiar visitors to our 
home, but his other sister, Flo, lived in Batlow, New 
South Wales, with her husband and child. It was 
only on rare occasions that we saw them.

My best friends at the time were Jimmy Purdie and 
Alan Gregg. They lived either side of us. We used 
to play together all the time. Like most kids in 
those days, we didn’t have a lot of toys so we would 
improvise and run around the yard making up games 
with our own rules.
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I was told I had quite a good imagination as a child. 
Although I cannot remember this, my mother told 
me that when I was growing up I used to spend quite 
some time chatting with my imaginary friends. There 
was one called ‘Droat’ with whom I would engage in 
conversation. Mum could never work out who this 
‘Droat’ was. 

Being an only child until the age of four, it came as 
a bit of a surprise when, in 1934, my sister Delwyn 
Pamela was born. She was followed by Carole Anne 
who entered our lives in 1936.
 
In 1935, I began my primary education in Prep 1 
at Woolloowin State School, not far from our home 
in Kedron. I can remember my first day at school, 
but I don’t remember that Alan Gregg was sitting 
next to me and he cried and I didn’t. My teacher told 
Mum that when he’d finally stopped crying, I got my 
hanky out and wiped his eyes.

A huge family upheaval was caused when my father 
was transferred from Brisbane to the Money Order 
Department of the Rockhampton Post Office in 
1937. We were leaving behind friends and relations 
on both sides of the family, and moving 400 miles 
away. We travelled to Rockhampton by train in what 
seemed like a 24 hour trip. On our arrival, we found 
our way to the two-storey boarding house called ‘The 
People’s Palace’. We stayed there until my parents 
could find a house for us. I imagine all our furniture 
and possessions would have come by train after we 
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had somewhere permanent to live.
So began our new life in Rockhampton. Dad set 
off to take up his new position in the Money Order 
Department of the Rockhampton Post Office. It was 
a very grand sandstone building with colonnades at 
ground and first floor levels, and a very impressive 
clock tower. 

In those days everyone in Rockhampton rode bicycles 
to get around, and Dad did as well. Every morning 
he would appear in his suit, with collar and tie and 
then bend down to attach metal bicycle clips around 
his trouser legs to prevent them from catching in the 
chain or being covered in grease. It was compulsory 
for Dad to wear a suit because he served on the 
counter, but it must have been dreadful having to 
pedal all the way to work on a very hot day. As he 
grew older, he began to travel by bus to and from 
work but for most of that time, I remember him 
riding his bicycle. 

For a couple of weeks after we arrived in Rockhampton, 
Mum dragged the three of us around looking at 
various places in which to live. It was very hard to 
find rental accommodation and a lot of the places 
she looked at could not even be considered. One of 
the houses was right at the Fitzroy River’s edge but 
was not fenced. Mum announced to the agent, “No, 
I have three children. I can’t have a house that has no 
fence and it’s near the river.” She eventually found us 
a house to rent in Oakley Street in the outer suburb 
of Wandal. 
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Mum and Dad had rented out our home in 
Brisbane, but after a series of very bad tenants, they 
decided to sell it. As Dad had been told he would 
only be in Rockhampton for a very short time, he 
was still hesitant about purchasing a property there. 
In actual fact, after having paid rent for our house 
for 20 years, my parents decided it was time to buy it 
outright. Shortly after, as Murphy’s Law would have 
it, Dad was transferred back to Brisbane!

Our new house was what they term today, a 
‘Queenslander’, but to us it was just an ordinary 
house. Built from timber and weatherboards, it was a 
raised construction on stilts to allow the air to circulate 
and cool the house; there was no air conditioning in 
those days. There were two bedrooms, a big lounge, 
a large dining room, a kitchen and a bathroom. 
Stretching almost the length of the house on one side 
was a sleep-out where we three girls slept. We had 
electricity, and in the kitchen was a ‘Kooka’ brand 
gas stove.

My mother was a fairly good cook but would 
prepare very basic meals. Usually, dinner consisted 
of meat and three vegetables: potato, pumpkin, 
peas or beans. No one ate pasta then. I don’t think 
I even knew what that was. The only way you could 
buy spaghetti was processed in tomato sauce in tiny 
tins. We had roast mutton or beef once a week, with 
chops, sausages and sirloin steak on the menu later 
in the week. There was always mince cooked up in 
a variety of ways as well as all those old fashioned 
meals based on offal, like tripe and lambs fry and 
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bacon. My mother drew the line at brains; she just 
couldn’t face the preparation of soaking, peeling and 
then cooking them. 

The main course was always followed by a pudding. 
It just wasn’t done to not have a dessert after the 
meat and vegetables. We occasionally had apple pies, 
custard, baked rice and sago puddings. Fruit salad 
featured in many meals and if you wanted jelly and 
junkets, you had to have an ice-chest in which they 
could be set. The day we said goodbye to our old 
ice-chest and bought a refrigerator was indeed a red 
letter day.

There were always cakes and biscuits in the tins but 
we never had the heavy English puddings, cakes or 
shortbreads. I think it all had to do with the climate. 
It was far too hot to cook, let alone eat heavy 
traditional English food.

Before we owned a refrigerator, the iceman would 
deliver a huge block of ice for the ice-chest. Even 
though we wrapped it in newspaper, supposedly to 
stop it melting too quickly in the tropical heat, we 
needed a delivery every day or so. The ice was placed 
in the bottom of the ice chest and as it melted the 
water dripped into a tray underneath.

We had two deliveries of milk a day because it was 
so hot that the milk would go off if left on the front 
steps too long. Someone would always have to rush 
out and bring it inside straightaway and put it in 
the ice-chest. The baker delivered fresh bread every 
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day, and the grocer would come round once a week 
and sit at the kitchen table with Mum while she 
wrote out a list of groceries like flour and sugar and 
tea. Those would usually be delivered in the grocer’s 
utility the next day. The green grocer would pull up 
outside the house with his truck loaded with fruit 
and vegetables and Mum would go down and choose 
what she required. He would then carry everything 
up the stairs and place it on the kitchen table. Just 
about everything in those days would be delivered, 
as not many people had cars. 

Now that we were new residents in Rockhampton, 
I commenced school immediately at The Hall Girls 
and Infants School and was placed in Grade 1. I 
hated it at first but gradually made friends and grew 
to love it over the years. We had a school uniform, 
but because of the war, it was not compulsory to wear 
it; and the same applied to my high school days. You 
were allowed to wear other clothes if you couldn’t 
afford the uniform.

My best friends during those years were Margaret 
Trott and Ruth Trench, whose families were 
neighbours of ours, and Mary Mann, Pat Fox, 
Margaret Kime, Margaret Richardson as well as  
Joan McKinlay and Marcia Mac Aulay.

Playing school with my dolls was my favourite 
game. I would be the teacher of course. In those 
days, most dolls were made of celluloid or were rag 
dolls. I had a very precious doll with a painted china 
face and real hair; she was very beautiful. We also 
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had fun playing with our paper dolls; they were a 
very popular pastime for little girls. You could buy a 
book on the cover of which was printed a picture of 
a famous person such as Shirley Temple. The figure 
would be cut out and made to stand up with a piece 
of supporting cardboard on the back. On the next 
pages were costumes and outfits of all different kinds 
for the figure to wear. Pictures of dresses in different 
patterns, jumpers and skirts, head bands, shoes 
and bags were printed on shiny pages. The edges of 
the outfits were perforated which made it easy to 
carefully punch out the clothes. Little tabs on the 
shoulders, waist and ankles would hold the clothes 
on the figure. Dolls could be found in the form of 
a number of famous public figures. Child film star, 
Shirley Temple, was very popular, as were the little 
Princesses, Elizabeth and Margaret Rose. The famous 
Dionne quintuplets were born in 1934 in Canada. 
The five girls all survived and becameinternational 
celebrities, endorsing all sorts of products, including 
having a doll and costume cut-out book made about 
them. My friends and I loved playing with those 
paper dolls and made up many stories about them. 

Playing Paper Ladies was a different thing again. 
Most little girls of that era played Paper Ladies. 
This involved browsing through magazines and 
cutting out pictures of fashionable women. Then 
our imaginations would run riot while we made up 
stories about them. I never heard any of my friends 
in Melbourne speak of this game; maybe it was 
something we only played in Queensland.My father 
was a bit of a practical joker and had quite a sense 
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of humour. He was always dressing up to entertain 
the neighbourhood children and the family. We 
had a big trunk of old clothes under our house in 
Rockhampton I think some of them might have 
belonged to my mother’s mother when she was alive. 
One day, the front door bell rang and there was an 
old lady standing at the door. Of course we knew 
who it was but pretended not to. We thought it 
was very funny. Dad also used to tease us a lot in a 
humorous kind of way. My youngest sister Carole 
takes after him. She has a great sense of humour, and 
both her daughters, Susan and Lesley have inherited 
that gene.

There were always snakes around in Rockhampton, 
and we had to be particularly careful to keep the area 
around the house clear of long grass. Brown snakes 
or green tree snakes were fairly common in the area. 
One Sunday afternoon as Dad was out mowing 
the grass, a snake slithered over his foot. Dad was 
terribly worried that the snake may have bitten him 
so he came inside and sat with his foot in an elevated 
position for about three hours, until he decided that 
he hadn’t been bitten after all, thank goodness.

In the very early days, before the sewerage was 
connected in Rockhampton, we had one of those old 
wooden outside toilets. It was covered in gorgeous 
purple bougainvillea. I remember Dad once sang out 
to me that he was in there and asked me to bring him a 
stick. I was only a little girl and, stupid me, I brought 
him a stick about 12 inches long. Just imagine, there 
was Dad, sitting on the toilet with a snake coiled up 
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on the floor in front of him. The snake escaped that 
time. Mum also had a snake story to tell. We had 
a cat at the time that was pretty good at catching 
and bringing in insects and lizards and things like 
that for our inspection. On this particular day, Mum 
was carrying a load of washing out to the clothesline. 
Coming to an abrupt halt, she saw a snake curled 
up. “Your father will never believe that the cat got 
this snake and killed it,” she said as she picked up a 
little stick to remove it. She then changed her mind 
and went to the shed to get a bigger stick or a shovel. 
To her horror, when she returned to the line, the 
snake was gone! It had totally disappeared! That 
was very disconcerting as I hate snakes. I am still 
terrified of them. 

I don’t think I was ever a really naughty girl; my 
sisters and I got on pretty well most of the time. I 
do remember one terrible incident in my childhood 
though. My father had been presented with a box 
containing a beautiful fountain pen with a gold nib. 
It was as a going away present when he left the post 
office in Brisbane. 

I would have been around seven or eight years old at 
the time and I had a writing slate that was surrounded 
by a wooden border. I have no idea why I went to the 
drawer and removed Dad’s fountain pen from its box. 
I then scratched my name with it into the wooden 
surround of the slate. Replacing the pen back in its 
box, I put it back into the drawer.  I didn’t realise 
that I had broken the nib until I was lying in bed one 
night not long after and overhead Dad talking to my 
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mother. His pen was ruined, how did that happen? 
Who had used it? I think he must have known it 
was me because Dell and Carole would have been 
too young. Carole would have only been about three 
then. I lay there, scared out of my wits, thinking that 
at some stage I had to get rid of the evidence.  
Sometime later, I found a shovel in the shed and 
dug a hole in the backyard. In went the slate and the 
evidence. I never admitted my misdemeanour and 
although I was sure Dad never found out, if he was 
here today he’d probably say, “I knew that!” 
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Chapter 2

Teenager Years in Wartime
1940 —1949

orld War II had broken out in 1939, 
when I was nine years old. It did not 
seem to have much of an effect on 
our lives. I remember having a very 

happy childhood. Although there was not a lot of 
money to be had, Dad was employed and we lived in 
a safe and secure environment. However, during that 
time, Mum was frequently sick and had to endure a 
number of operations.

My sisters and I had piano lessons for several years, 
which were to prove useful in my later life as a 
teacher. All three of us attended St Luke’s Church of 
England Sunday School. I was confirmed in 1942, 
as was Mum, who had previously been Methodist 
before marrying Dad. Mum became social secretary 

W
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of the ladies’ guild of the church for years, and 
both my parents played socially with the church 
tennis club.

On Friday afternoons, Mum would catch the bus 
into town for reasons that I cannot remember. All 
our food was delivered to our door, but maybe she 
had appointments to attend to. I could not dally 
on the way home on Fridays as I was needed to 
mind Dell and Carole for a couple of hours until 
Mum returned. I never felt it was an imposition. 
It was just what you did in those days. Lots of my 
friends did the same thing. Older kids looked after 
younger ones. 

When I turned 10, I joined the Girl Guides and 
eventually rose in the ranks to become the Patrol 
Leader of the Gum Blossom patrol.  Our uniforms 
were navy blue dresses belted at the waist with a 
brown leather belt. The complicated tie was folded 
from a triangular piece of material which could 
be used as a sling, should the need arise. Wide 
brimmed navy hats, black stockings and shoes 
completed the outfit. As a patrol leader, I also wore 
a white lanyard. We met at the guide hut once a 
week and played games, learned new skills such 
as cooking, safety in the home, campfire singing 
and worked to attain badges in all sorts of useful 
skills. During patrol time, we would all go off into 
our own corners to discuss hike arrangements, 
learn new knots or practise first aid. We enjoyed 
lots of day activities when we’d go on an excursion 
somewhere, maybe catch the train to a nice spot in 
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the countryside where we would cook our meal on 
a little campfire. 

Reading was something I loved to do when I was 
young. My favourite Australian books were the 
Billabong books by Mary Grant Bruce, and Ethel 
Turner’s Seven Little Australians, and I just adored 
Canadian author L. M. Montgomery’s Anne books. 
Occasionally, I would be given a book for my 
birthday or Christmas, but I also borrowed books 
from the School of Arts Library in Rockhampton. 
The School of the Arts gave a grant to all the schools 
in the area for two students from the upper grades 
to become members and were able to borrow from 
their library at no charge. I was one of the lucky 
ones selected. My parents belonged to the Post 
Office Union Library but it didn’t have books of 
quite the quality and choice of the School of Arts 
Library. To belong to the School of the Arts Library 
was a great privilege. 

I used to get into trouble with my father for 
spending so much time reading, which was strange 
really, because he was quite an avid reader himself. 
I remember him saying, “Isn’t there something you 
could be doing to help your mother instead?” I felt 
like replying, “Couldn’t you?” But I didn’t, of course. 

Rockhampton was abuzz with American soldiers 
at that time and the older girls loved it. A number 
of guides, of which I was one, worked as waitresses 
at the American Canteen in a voluntary capacity. 
We felt we were doing our bit for the war effort. 
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The servicemen would congregate at a special 
hall which had been allocated to them, right in 
the middle of town. There they would meet up 
with friends, have a meal and generally relax and 
have a good time. I was 12 years old and really 
loved working there. We would wear our guide 
uniforms and take meal orders from the men and 
wait on tables. 

Americans, being Americans, flirted with us kids, as 
you can imagine.  One man wanted to take me out 
on a date, and I remember saying, “But, I’m only 
12!” But that didn’t worry him. Needless to say, I 
didn’t go. We didn’t do anything about those sorts, 
they were probably just teasing us; but the thing that 
we all liked most was when they gave us tips. That 
practice was stopped after a while, but not before I 
had been given two shillings, which was such a lot of 
money for me in those days. They were very generous 
men and liked to help us out. I guess they were very 
grateful to have some kindnesses shown when they 
were so far from home.  

Our Girl Guide activities came to an end during 
the war due to the lack of leaders. Older girls were 
joining up and going into the forces, and the ones left 
behind did not want to be involved to that extent.

In 1941, the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbour and 
America entered the war. This brought the war 
much closer to Australia and there was a great fear of 
Japanese raids and invasion. A number of directives 
were made by the government to be carried out by 
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the public. Householders had to make black out 
curtains to be sure no chinks of light were showing 
at night during enemy air raids. Every house had to 
have an air-raid shelter dug in the back yard, and 
schools had to dig trenches in the playground where 
children could be safe during a raid. 

Primary school hours were staggered because of the 
fear of Japanese invasions. The lower school attended 
in the mornings, the middle school in the afternoons 
but the upper grades stayed all day as usual. As I 
was in the upper grades, I stayed all day, but I didn’t 
mind because I liked school.

Air raid drills were carried out on a regular basis 
at least once a week although we never knew the 
time it was to occur. Once we heard the alarm, 
we would don our little brown or green hooded 
capes that our mothers had had to make and, led 
by our teachers via a special route, march down to 
the shelter. I guess the brown and green capes were 
supposed to act as a camouflage as we crouched in 
long trenches that weren’t terribly deep. Everyone 
was also given a cork. This was to be placed between 
your teeth during the raid to prevent you biting or 
swallowing your tongue in panic during the noise 
and trauma of the bombing. 

Dad built the air-raid shelter in our backyard. Some 
builders and carpenters made really upmarket shelters, 
but my dad wasn’t very good at things like that. Our 
shelter was wider and deeper than the trenches at 
school, but when we had a downpour of rain, which 
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happened often in the tropics, it used to fill up with 
water. A big plank of wood was pulled over the top 
as a sort of protective covering. I remember it was 
very scary being in that air-raid shelter, especially 
when the lid was on it.

I believe that only once was a Japanese plane reportedly 
spotted over the outskirts of Rockhampton. We were 
at home having tea when the air-raid siren sounded. 
It gave us a terrible fright and we all leapt up from the 
table, my father stuffing his serviette in his pocket, 
and we raced down to the shelter. I’ll never forget 
that night. My mother left a cake in the oven; by 
the time the all clear was given four hours later, we 
returned to the house to find her cake burnt to ash. 
It was the only time a Japanese plane was sighted, 
but luckily it didn’t fly over the city.

In 1942, rationing was introduced to control the 
consumption of food. We needed coupons to 
purchase meat, butter, tea, sugar and, later on, 
clothing. Luxury foods were short as most things 
were sent to our troops in New Guinea. I’m sure 
we didn’t do without very much, but it must have 
been hard for my mother to juggle the coupons as 
you were only allowed a certain number per week 
or month. I would ride my bike to the butchers 
before school to buy our meat, using the meat 
coupons. This became a daily chore because a lot of 
food deliveries were curtailed. You could only buy 
meat each day because it wouldn’t keep without 
refrigeration. Chocolate was hard to come by, 
although the Americans seemed to have an endless 
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supply of sweets, or candy as they called them, and 
of course they always had chewing gum. The Yanks 
seemed to have all sorts of nice things. 

During these years, we had several long and tiring 
train trips to Brisbane to visit our relations. It was 
always good to see them and to catch up on all 
the news down south. We stayed with Nannie 
Parker and Auntie Ethel and saw lots of Auntie 
Jean and Uncle Bill. Dell, Carole and I always 
enjoyed playing with our cousins, particularly 
with Thelma.

Almost every Christmas, we’d go to the beach for a 
holiday. There were three different places that we’d 
go to. Yeppoon was the largest town. Emu Park 
and Keppel Sands were little more than bush, but 
it was the beach and the water that we loved. Mum 
and Dad would rent an old wooden house which 
we thought was marvellous. There would be an old 
wood stove in the kitchen and heaps of beds and 
tables and chairs. People wouldn’t dream of staying 
in a place like that these days, but it was cheap, and 
we kids had a great time swimming in the surf and 
playing on the sand. 

A great number of the young farmers in the area 
had enlisted, but not only was my father in his 
mid forties but was also working in a ‘reserved 
occupation’. This made him ineligible to join 
the forces. To still do his bit for the war effort, 
he worked some Sundays helping with vegetable 
picking on outlying farms. 
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During wartime, our school also set up some adult 
education classes at night. My father, who left school 
at the age of twelve, wanted to improve his English 
grammar and writing skills and would attend. Mind 
you, even though he had had a limited education, 
he and my mother spoke very well. In fact they were 
quite strict about good English in our house. 

As Dad became really interested in grammar, he 
nearly drove me mad. It was always, “Lorraine, 
what’s wrong with this sentence? I want to put it into 
subject and predicate.” He wanted to learn about the 
structure of sentences, parsing, nouns, verbs, adverbs 
and adjectives. He didn’t need to learn anything 
about maths. He was good at arithmetic and worked 
with money all the time at the post office. He also 
helped me with my arithmetic, or ‘sums’ as we used 
to call them. Mum helped me more with English. 
She was good at helping me write compositions; we 
call them essays these days. 

My English teacher taught me during the day, and 
taught my father at the night classes. It seems quite 
funny now but, at the time, I was in my early teens 
and very embarrassed that my father was attending 
my school. When I look back now, I admire him 
for the effort he put in, and I feel very proud of his 
achievements. I think it was very laudable. 

Right from when I was a child and played school 
with my dolls, I knew I wanted to be a teacher. Our 
headmistress at The Hall School was Miss Queenie 
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Wendorf, for whom I had a great deal of respect. As 
well as being the principal, she was also an excellent 
teacher in our Grade 7 scholarship year. We had to 
work really hard to pass the high school entrance 
examination. I adored her. 

Once you passed the scholarship exam, you were 
eligible to attend one of three schools. There was 
the Government high school, Rockhampton High, 
the Girls’ Grammar School and a Catholic college, 
the latter wouldn’t have even been considered in my 
case. During a Mothers’ Club meeting that Mum 
attended, Miss Wendorf told her that she should 
send me to the Rockhampton high school because 
they had the best teachers there. Because so many 
of the male teachers were away fighting overseas, 
Miss Wendorf believed that some of the teachers at 
the grammar school weren’t sufficiently qualified, 
whereas all the staff at the high school had university 
degrees in arts, education and science. So it was at 
Rockhampton High that I studied the academic 
course that gave me the necessary subjects to enter 
teachers’ college. 

My mother was also very influential in helping me 
realise my wish to become a teacher. She was very 
enthusiastic and encouraging. She even had to put 
up a bit of a fight with Dad who was against the 
whole idea. He was of the old school who believed 
that when you reached the age of about 14, you left 
school and went to work to earn money and help 
keep things going at home. 
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I can remember Mum arguing, “No, she’s not 
leaving school. She wants to be a teacher. Let her be a 
teacher.” Dad finally gave in. If it had been left up to 
him I would not have achieved my dream. But with 
Mum’s support and Miss Wendorf ’s encouragement 
I qualified as a teacher. I do believe that Dad really 
was quite proud of me having a professional career. 

In 1944, Mum became very ill. She spent some time 
in hospital after almost losing her life. I had to stay 
home from school for six weeks to look after the 
whole family. Taking on that kind of responsibility 
wouldn’t happen often these days; but it was just 
part of family life back then.

The War in Europe had ended several months earlier 
when, in August 1945, Japan surrendered. I was 15 
years old by then. The celebrations for Victory in 
the Pacific, or VP Day, as it was called, stand out 
in my mind as one of the greatest days of my life. 
The day was declared a public holiday and a great 
procession was held in the city streets. As Mum was 
away in Brisbane with Carole attending a relative’s 
wedding, Dad arranged for me and my best friend 
Beverley Palmer, to be allowed up in the Post Office 
tower to view the proceedings happening in the 
street below. That was spectacular. We stayed up 
in the tower till quite late at night watching the 
festivities. People were going mad with excitement 
in the street, dancing and singing. Everyone was 
jubilant and relieved that, after so many years, the 
war had finally ended. My family were some of the 
lucky ones. 
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We didn’t lose anyone, but so many young men from 
Rockhampton never returned home.

At the end of 1945, I sat for and successfully passed 
the Junior Public Examination. This enabled me to 
continue at school for another two years, to sit for 
and complete the Senior Public Examination. I, along 
with many friends, achieved a teaching scholarship 
that bonded me to the Education Department to 
teach for four years after completing my training. 
We were paid a small allowance for this and books 
were supplied. The money had to be re-paid to the 
Department if we broke our contract.

During 1948/1949, I attended the teacher training 
college at Kelvin Grove in Brisbane. Mum found me 
accommodation at a Church of England migrant 
hostel, just out of the centre of Brisbane. The hostel 
was in a street surrounded by brothels! (Mum never 
knew). The rooms were bare and spartan, and the food 
was shocking. I survived, thanks to the friendship of 
three other girls boarding there, Joan Waugh, Joan 
Abernethy and Airdree Neil. 

I didn’t enjoy my time at training college much. We 
were paid a small amount of money, about 25 or 
30 shillings a week. By the time I had paid for my 
board, I had about five shillings a week left to live 
on. We travelled to and from college by tram and my 
fares had also to be found from my meagre pay. 

Homesickness was quite overwhelming at times. I 
missed my family and Rockhampton very much. 
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My best friend at the college was Hilma White; 
she had also come from Rockhampton High 
School. Her parents had moved back to Brisbane, 
and at weekends I became quite a frequent visitor 
to their home. 

I also spent a lot of weekends at Nannie Parker’s 
home at Bowen Hills where Auntie Ethel lived as 
well. They were always happy to see me. After the 
horrible slops we endured at the hostel during the 
week, it was a joy to be served lovely home cooked 
meals at the weekend. My cousin, Shirley Mouatt 
from Batlow, was staying with Auntie Ethel and 
Nannie Parker whilst doing a business course. We 
got along very well and did lots of things together. 
I was also able to see a lot of Auntie Jean and Uncle 
Bill who were then living in Brisbane. 

Even though I wasn’t very happy at teachers’ college, 
I did like going to the practising schools. At these 
schools, we had the opportunity to put into practice 
the skills we were learning at college. In my first year, 
I spent time at Junction Park School at Annerley, 
and in the second year, at Buranda Boys’ School. 

There were three of us who did our teaching rounds 
at Buranda Boys’ School. At first, I thought it might 
be a bit daunting coming from an all girl family to a 
school that taught only boys. My fears were allayed 
by the excellent staff of male teachers; nothing was 
too much trouble for them. They went out of their 
way to help us sort out our teaching programs, and 
generally make our stay interesting and productive. 
We attended the school for two days each week. 
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The first day, we were given a plan according to the 
curriculum from which we prepared our lessons, 
and on the second day, we taught in the classroom, 
supervised by the class teacher who would then set 
our tasks for the next week. The end of the year 
brought the college principal’s assessment of our 
teaching talent. It was a nerve-wracking time. It was 
not just an observation of our teaching skills and 
performance in the classroom, but also of our dress 
and our ability to control the class.

We had been advised of our examination date and 
much preparation went into arrangements for the 
day. We were ‘to look nice and to look our very best’. 
I decided I should have a new dress for the occasion, 
and bought a navy and white outfit in the ‘New 
Look’ style, that came in just after the war. Hemlines 
came down to mid-calf length and waistlines were 
cinched with wide belts above full skirts. I loved my 
white-spotted navy blue dress with its white collar, 
wide white belt and white frill around the hemline. I 
felt very smart, my confidence rising as I approached 
my big test. 

The boys were all seated at their desks and the 
principal, whose name I think was Mr Robinson, 
roamed around the room. Sometimes he would leave 
the room then come back in. It was quite unnerving. 
You never quite knew if he was there or not. 

Our second year was concluded with a very 
enjoyable camp at Tallebudgera Creek. And at the 
end of 1949, we put in our teaching preferences 
for the New Year.
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The Meyer/Kropp Family 1888
L to R: Herman Ludwig Albert; Frederick Albert Louis; 

Bertha Maria Auguste; Auguste (My Grandmother); 
Karl William Paul (front)
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The Parker Family 1903
L to R: Harold Parker (My Grandfather); Ethel; 

Aubrey (My Father); Flornence; 
Isabella (My Grandmother)
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My Parent’s Wedding Day 1924
Aubrey Cumming Parker and Annie Augusta Bretz
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Childhood Home in Oakley Steet, Rockhampton,
Suburb of Wandal

Fancy Dress Ball at school. ‘Ballet Dancers’ 1939



Lorraine Audrey Bosworth

30

Childhood Photo at 
4 years - 1934

My sisters: 
Delwyn Pamela; 

Carole Anne

Fancy Dress. The Witch in 
Cinderella - 1937
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Grade 6 at Hall Girls and Infants School - 1940

Girl Guides during the war - 1942


