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Dedication

To my beloved daughter Joan, who urged me 
to write what life was like in my 100 years.

It is a story of a very ordinary person 
who enjoyed a happy and relaxed life.
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Foreword
OF  THE  SETTLING

OF  MY  ANCESTORS  IN  AUSTRALIA

On My Maternal Side:

My grandfather Niel was the eldest child of Donald 
MacDonald and his wife Catherine. He was born in 1827 at 
Oskamull, Mull, Argyleshire in Scotland. In 1847, when his father 
died, he assumed the traditional Scots role of head of the family. 

He arrived in Australia in 1853 with his mother, brother 
Malcolm and six sisters, and signed off the passenger list of the ship 
“New Zealander” on December 5.

He settled on the land in Branxholme and at age 33 married 
Ann McIntosh (1839-1930) in Hamilton. She was 12 years younger. 
They had 10 children, of which my mother Sarah Ann, born on 28 
January 1880 in Corowa, NSW, was the ninth.

Grandfather MacDonald died at his property ‘Iona’, (named 
after the Scottish island) on  2nd July 1905, a few months before I 
was born.

Grandmother Ann was born at Portree, in the Isle of Skye, and 



vii

My Memoirs

also emigrated to Australia with her family in 1853, on the same ship 
as the MacDonalds. Angus, her father, first found work on a pastoral 
run in the Wimmera district, near the South Australian border. The 
family returned to Branxholme in the 1860s.

Neil and Ann settled at ‘Gomatra’, Carey’s Ranges, on the land 
that he and his brother Malcolm had acquired.

On My Paternal Side:
My paternal Great Grandfather, William Gough Snr, was born 

in Titchfield, Hampshire in England, in 1814. He married Mary 
Ann Laverty (1830-1869) in Launceston, Tasmania in 1844, where 

Ann and Niel MacDonald
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Introduction

I was born on the 24th October 1905 in the small township 
of Branxholme, settled some fifty years earlier on the 

Arrandavong Creek, some 25 kilometres south of Hamilton, in 
rural Victoria. Although the numbers of the early community 
have dwindled significantly now, with many of the young 
seeking work in the larger centres, it still remains a pastoral 
and agricultural township in a beautiful part of the country. 

It was in the Branxholme hotel that my parents were managing, 
where my mother, attended, as was the custom then, by the local 
midwife, gave birth to me. I was her second child. My brother 
Tom was born the year before.  I was baptised Marion Agnes, 
at St Andrews,  Presbyterian Church in Branxholme by the Rev 
R J Houston. It was in that same church that Jack and I would be 
married in 1932 by the same Rev Houston who travelled back from 
Alexandra especially to perform the marriage ceremony.
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CHAPTER 1

OF  MY  EARLY  MEMORIES

Our parents were fond of one another, and didn’t have 
arguments, and we as children were discouraged from having 

more than childish disagreements.
We were never allowed to go barefoot, nor to go in the bar when 

there were customers. We spent most of our time playing outdoors. I loved 
climbing trees, playing hop scotch, skipping, rounders and horse riding.

One of my earliest memories is of my father carrying me out, 
wrapped in a blanket, to see Halley’s Comet in 1910. It was very 
bright and had a long tail. Father said to me, “You’ll not see another 
until you are a very old woman.” How true it was! And I did travel 
to Alice Springs in 1986 to see the next one, but somehow it did not 
seem nearly as bright as the first one, and I returned home feeling 
very disappointed. 



2

Marion Maclean

About this time, Mother took my brother Tom and me out 
to Girilambone to visit my grandma. My memory of that visit is of 
driving out into the bush to look for a nest of Emu eggs. I spotted 
them and cried out “There are the Emul legs.” On the train trip 
home, we stopped at Harden (or Blayney?). Mother left the carriage 
to buy us some food. Suddenly, the train drew out of the station, 
leaving Tom and me in the moving carriage, and Mother on the 
platform. Well, I remember the panic!

We screamed. We could see Mother receding on the platform 
as the train moved forward. There we were, feeling abandoned and 
crying loud enough to lift the roof. The other passengers in the 
carriage gathered around us to try and pacify us. But the train was 
only being shunted on to another set of rails to let another train pass 
through. It had been a distressing false alarm for us, and we were 
so relieved when Mother joined us again in the carriage. I seem to 
remember that we spent the rest of the trip huddling very close to her.

Icecream had just come on the market in those days, and I 
remember buying one for 3 pence from a tent stall on Portland 
foreshore. I found the icecream too cold so emptied it in the sea, and 
enjoyed the cone.

On one occasion, I well recall Father giving me a good nip of 
whisky. I was always enquiring about it. I tasted it and said that it was 
horrible. However, I was made to drink it all; it had the desired effect. 
I think he did it for a purpose – his mother and uncle, Jim Begg, both 
had become alcoholics.

As children, we hung up our mother’s long stockings at the 
end of the bed on Christmas Eve. There was always some sweets, an 
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orange in the toe, then other small items. I think this was a custom 
brought by Mother’s forbears from Scotland. We were very amused 
when one year Alfie Dahlitz – a neighbour – hung up a pillowslip, 
and Santa filled it with woodchips!




