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“I can't find the pigs, daddy," was all 2½-year-
old Kenneth Parle had to say when he was 
found, after an all-night search, at 8 a.m. to-
day a mile from his home at Nowingi. 30 miles 
south of Mildura. He had been looking for the 
pigs since 4 p.m. yesterday, and 300 residents 
of Red Cliffs. Carwarp, Nowingi. Nangiloc, and 

Boonoonar had been searching the country-
side for him… When Kenneth was found today 
he was no worse for his night in the scrub. It is 
believed that he must have slept most of the 
time, but he was too greatly concerned about 
the missing pigs to give a coherent story of his 
misadventure.’ News (Adelaide) Friday 14 Aug 1936  

May 2017 

Red Cliffs’ Mothers 

This photo shows Mrs Stringer and her family all dressed for a special day out. Imagine 
the organisation by Mum to wash, dress, feed and prepare the family for the occasion; 
to keep them happy, safe and fed during the day and then home, fed and to bed when 
they were grumpy and tired. Was this a special day for Mum? I bet she was pleased 
when the day was over and the kids were asleep!  

This month we are featuring some of our photos and selected clippings about mothers 
and their unheralded contribution to family life in early Red Cliffs. We hope you enjoy 
the journey back into motherhood of our past.  

Summer camp at Echo Point.  

‘It was tremendous fun and a complete 

change for everyone...The men went off to 

work every day whilst the women relaxed 

in the shade under the large River Red 

Gums...One Saturday, all the adults except 

Belle decided they would go to Mildura for 

the races. She was left to look after a 

dozen or more young children.  

In the middle of the afternoon seeing 

ominous dark clouds approaching, she 

took the children into the large shelter, 

made a big pot of cocoa and put a record 

on the gramophone. Then the storm broke 

with a torrential downpour. The weight of 

the water brought the shelter crashing 

down on top of them with an avalanche of 

water. …Belle and the children were 

running from tent to tent trying to rescue 

bedding and clothes … eventually the race 

goers returned in a very gay mood and 

couldn’t understand why Belle and the 

children looked so miserable.’  

From ‘A Portrait of Belle The female Menzies’ by her 

granddaughter Annabelle Dennehy 

 ‘It was hard to feel glamorous skinning rabbits and plucking 
chickens but now and again 

there were enjoyable diversions. One Belle would always 
remember was a concert for the men, given in the old wool 
shed where most of the communal activities took place.’         
by Annabelle Dennehy on Belle Green 
 

‘An early memory is of my mother sitting darning the never 

ending pile of socks by lamp light, while the rest of the 

family gathered around the open fireplace, making toast 

and popping corn in jam tins attached to long sticks…’ by 

Gweneth Fenton (Claringbull] Cleary. 

Mum’s life was varied... 

Being a mother had its anxious days and sad times... 
Mum partnered in the blockwork 

 

‘In July when the frosty nights bit into the bag 
and hessian wall, Nell knew that her 
confinement was near, so leaving the children 
in the care of Rose and Tom, she travelled 
with Jim in the jinker over the rough bush 
track to Mildura, where at Nurse Scott’s small 
private hospital in Lemon Avenue , she gave 
birth to another son. He was small and rather 
fretful, while Nell likewise out of sorts with the 
world and showed no interest in getting out of 
bed and going home.  

Home? She thought… she had to summon all 
her courage and spirit to take the new baby 
back to the discomforts and inadequacies of 
Bagtown.  

Disaster fell in late October, when Jim had to 
make the rush trip over the same rutted road 
to Mildura, with Nell beside him, clutching her 
baby in stoic fear. They went straight to Nurse 

Scott, who called in the new Doctor Zimmer … 
he examined baby Cliffie ...and gave a 
pessimistic prognosis, which proved true next 
morning… 

Baby Clifford had lived only 3 ½ months. The 
following day , October 27th, he was interred 
in Mildura cemetery… with only Jim, Ern Shaw, 
the undertaker and his assistant as witnesses.’  
Home Before Dark by Irene Turvey 

 

‘One lady expecting a baby flagged down the 
gangers travelling on the railway line on their 
trolley; they rushed her to Mildura as fast as 
their arms could push the trolley along and 
fortunately arrived just before the baby was 
born.’ A Woman’s Work by Florence Beaton. 1985 



 

 

  The next Red Cliffs Historical meeting will be at 
2.pm on 23rd May at the Court House, Jamieson Ave.  

Come and see our display at Chateau Mildura (Belar Ave, Irymple Sth)
during Mildura Day celebrations, the week beginning 29th May. Details of 
these district history events can be found in the Chaffey Trail promotions.  

‘Our earliest laundry was under a belah tree in 
the great out of doors. The copper and 
troughs were sited near the wood heap and 
not far from the underground tank. The 
clothes lines were strung from tree to tree in 
what was also the horse and cow yard. 
Mother used to hand pump to raise water, 
filled the bucket and carried it to the copper 
and troughs…While doing the laundry, mother 
used to hide the blue bag and the soap when 
not in use, in a hollow in the wood heap, 
because she learned that the cow loved both 
soap and blue bag. Despite her efforts, that 
eager, long tongued cow would still 
sometimes manage to reach her treats. If the 
Clydesdale, Blossom, was in the yard on a hot 
day when mother was doing the laundry, the 

mare would delight in standing under the wet, 
flapping sheets cooling her back. As the lines 
weren’t very high, even with the props in 
position, those sheets had to be washed again 
much to mother’s vexation.’  
Memories of Red Cliffs, by Gweneth Fenton (Claringbull] 
Cleary. 1997  

Resourceful wives adapted to 
the pioneer conditions in the 
settlement. This photo shows 
the Newberry and Stirk families 
in front of the Newberry home 
on Woodbine Avenue. This was 
the first tent and bag 
settlement located on the west 
side of the railway, where 
Laurel Street is today. Note the 
bucket to fetch water and the 
dish to wash in.  The axe was 
the tool which anyone old 
enough to carry, learnt how to 
use.  

Living in the first settlement 

The first Block homes.  These homes were not much better than tent city. Here Gweneth 
Cleary writes about Claringbull’s first laundry facilities on Block 131.  

We wonder how many original block 
homes are still standing. In the last 
few months the original Cook 
home on Block 242, opposite 
the Web Store, has been 
demolished. 

The Pollock Home on Block  465.  

Early Home -Unknown  
‘In the early days, the only way to keep food fresh 

was to use a hessian Coolgardie safe, and to put the 

meat in a perforated zinc meat safe hanging in a 

shaded position in a breeze – if there was one. 

Consequently, it was no mean achievement for my 

mother to annually provide, in searing summer heat, 

my customary birthday treat of a set jelly and cream 

puffs with the cream still fresh and sweet. She 

managed this by setting the jelly and the cream in 

containers, which she put into a dip tin, then lowered 

this by rope a few inches down into the cool water in 

the underground tank.’ by Gweneth Fenton (Claringbull] 

Cleary. 1997  

Under the pepper trees. These trees were wonderful 

shade and every home had one somewhere. Usually the 

best spot to hang the meat safe and the waterbag.  

Living in tents, bag huts and bleak makeshift sheds was bearable if you knew it was temporary. 
Some women lived caravan style. Not the grand types of today though.  

This picture shows the Talent’s travelling home 
pulled by ‘Billy the Bull’. It made the journey from 
Melbourne complete with mum, kids and pets.  

Mrs Bottrill lived in tents on the trailers of Big Lizzie 
travelling the long adventure up to Mildura with her 
husband, some relatives, the dog and the pet cocky.  

 ‘...I wish you could see the homes that 
some of those women at Red Cliffs, 
many of them accustomed to all the 
amenities of social life in different 
parts of the world... have evolved out 
of the most primitive materials.’  
Mrs Yates as reported in The Argus Jan 23, 1925 


