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In September 1994 my mother died suddenly of a heart attack. She was 
two months short of her eightieth birthday and was the fifth member of 

The Kosmopolitan Klub to die. Most of the remaining members came to her 
funeral, or sent a child as a representative. These women were The Girls and 
had been part of my mother’s life since she was a girl growing up at Semaphore 
in South Australia. 
They were also my honorary aunts: Aunty Doss whose family came to our Guy 
Fawkes parties and on holidays with us; Aunty Jess who brought memories of 
other holidays at her cottage, Peerie Noost, at Mylor; Aunty Mary who lived 
just round the corner from Mum’s last home where we had gone to play cards; 
my real and beloved aunt, Mum’s elder sister Jean. Aunty Doris had sent her 
son Robert whom I had not seen since I was about 12. He looked just like his 
father, Uncle Eric.
For years my historian brother, John, had been saying that someone should write 
the story of The Kosmopolitan Klub which became The Girls. Our mother’s 
death spurred me on to tackle this project. Of course the job was now much 
harder because Mum was not there to ask. Nor were Rita, or Net or Phyl, or 
Gwen, but I visited all the others and taped our conversations.
We met first at Jess’s place, a compact, prefabricated ‘chalet’ behind her son’s 
house in a beachside suburb. Three other members were there, Babe, Betty 
and Jean, plus Jess’s English pen friend of 70 years, Molly. Jess was the fittest 
and most active of the group. She had just returned from a trip to England to 
visit her daughter, Heather, and family. This was an annual event so that she 
could attend the weddings of grandchildren and be present for the births of 
great-grandchildren. She had played her last game of tennis at 82 and was now 
writing her memoirs. She had always loved writing, so her records and her active 
memory mean that her voice is a dominant one in this record.
Jean’s is the other strong voice; her pragmatic outlook making a counter point 
to Jess’s more idealistic view of the world. Jean has been a central part of my life 
for as long as I can remember. She has grown down little as she has aged but 
her mind is still young and robust. When I started this project she was living 
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in her two-bedroom unit in the eastern suburbs of Adelaide and I would stay 
there with her, so we had many conver sations, on and off the record. During 
the course of the project she moved to an apartment in a new private develop-
ment for older citi zens. This was a difficult change for her but she fought her 
way out of this slump and has now resumed her active social life and become a 
member of the residents’ committee. In March 1998 I, and about thirty others, 
went to her 85th birthday party.
The walls of Babe’s house were hung with many delightful watercolours and oils 
of flowers and birds, most of them painted by her, some by her sister Ilex. The 
furniture looked, and probably was, antique. She was proud of her heritage, of 
the notable people in her family and of the achievements of her engineer father. 
She described herself as a ‘flighty piece’ and there were elements of regret in 
much that she said. She still appeared light and graceful and beautiful, though 
arth ritis was wreaking havoc on her bones. She told me her elbows, knees and 
hips were shattered and she was in the midst of a series of operations to do some 
repair work. ‘I lived on lettuce, you see’, she said, ‘you shouldn’t do it’. She died 
in January 1998.
Our family had little contact with the Ginmans but I remem bered Betty as 
slim and upright and athletic looking with a soft, sweet voice. Her body has 
changed but not her voice. She lives with her husband David not far from Jess 
who remains her close friend. David is remar k ably fit; every year he walks in 
the city to the Bay run and he has a limitless supply of jokes. Betty, in her quiet 
way, told me the story of the devas tating illness that had made a ten-year gap 
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Babe George

in her young life, something she hadn’t talked about for years.
Doss and Mary are sisters and our conversation was spattered with sisterly disa-
greements about who said and did what when. We had lunch in Mary’s new 
apartment by the sea. I was touched by her kindness in making some plain ham 
sandwiches for me just in case my tastes were as plain as my mother’s had been.
Doss lives in a two-bedroom unit in a large but most attractive elderly citizens’ 
complex south of Adelaide. There is a swimming pool and spa but she is al-
lergic to the chemicals. There are red buttons in strategic places on her walls 
so that she can call for assistance. She has used them when her back is so bad 
she cannot move. While we talked she jumped up and down, to get photos, a 
pamphlet about a bus trip she had been on, some old hats out of her wardrobe. 
She provided afternoon tea, savoury biscuits and two sorts of cake, a remin der 
of the suppers which played such a big part in the story of the Klub and The 
Girls. As we walked back to the car I en quired about her health. She said the 
incontinence was a problem. ‘It’ll stop me getting married again’, she said and 
we both laughed.
Jean and I went out into the country to visit Doris who lived with Jenny, her 
potter daughter. She didn’t really want us to visit because her memory was fail-

Jean Edwards
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ing her badly. She did remember some things: the Bradley girls refusing to walk 
home down Woolnough Road with her; Peter Cooke on his motorbike; work 
at Dalgetys. But she got cross with herself and embar rassed when the memories 
would not come back. She was amused to see copies of the Klub magazine again, 
especially her detailed Treasurer’s report from 1932. We stayed for lunch and 
I think that on the whole she was glad that we had come. She died in 1997.
Merle Marten was a mem ber of the Klub but not a Girl. The others lost touch 
with her back when they were young women, but they did not lose track of 
her She was a public figure, the Lady Mayoress of Port Adelaide for 18 years. 
Jean renewed contact with her to tell her about this project. Unfor tun ately, she 
was not well and our visit was pos tponed. When we did visit she took us to 
lunch at the Largs Pier Hotel and we had some delic ious whiting. She lives at 
Largs in a spacious house with a housekeeper and photos of her public life on 
the walls. Despite her frailty she talked quickly and with energy about her life 
in the intervening years. Before we left she played the pianola which had been 
such a feature of Klub gatherings.
These are the women who told me their stories and whose voices are recorded 
in the pages that follow. I was privileged and honoured to talk with them and 
I hope this story does them justice. I also enjoyed the experience immensely; it 
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was wonderful talking to them about their history that was also mine in part. 
But I sometimes wonder if they would have said more, or less, to a stranger.
Of course there are other women in this story whose voices are absent or only 
present indirectly: Gwen, Phyl, Net, Rita and my mother Nance. Gwen died 60 
years ago and so is the most ghostly of them all. Phyl, according to the others, 
was a driving force of the Klub, dynamic and full of ideas. The absence of her 
voice seems all the more regrettable because of this. I never knew Phyl but her 
sister, Madeline, who was an honorary member of the Klub for a while, sent me 
some information and I have met her husband, Kevin. He now lives in a dark 
brown flat in a senior citizens’ block not far from Mary. He told me about his 
life with Phyl which began in Melbourne after the war and finished when she 
died of cancer in Sydney in 1980. He did not know or could not tell me about 
her earlier life. He had taken the trouble to provide morning tea; sand  wiches 
from the local deli, laming tons and iced Vo-Vos.
Kevin could also tell me a bit about Rita’s last years. He had come to Adelaide 
to live after Phyl’s death and had renewed old friend ships with the Girls. He 
became particu larly friend ly with Rita and that friendship continued until she 

Merle Martin at the pianola, with a picture of her 
and long-dead sister, Gwen, on the wall.

Kevin and morning tea, with photos of Phyl on 
the shelf
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died on Anzac Day 1993 after nearly 10 years of Alzheimer’s. He visited her 
every day even when she was locked up for the last eight months of her life.
Net was the one Girl who be came part of our family life. She and Jean and Nance 
had always been a trio. Her husband had been killed in the war and she had no 
children so she continued working at the Vacuum Oil Company which became 
Mobil. I remember her coming to tea, bringing us chocolates, having a beer 
with my father propping up the fridge, smoking and leaving her cigarette case 
behind. She brought a whiff of a different world, that of the working woman. 
She was always at our Christmas celebrations and in later years she gave gener-
ous gifts of cash to us children and our cousins, Jean’s daughters. One constant 
in Net’s life was back pain that persisted despite the treatments she tried. There 
always had to be a straight-backed chair for Net. Then she attempted to kill 
herself. I remember the shock and the disbelief and the sudden awareness of 
undreamt of unhappiness and despair. She died in 1980.
The other absent voice is my mother’s. Why is it that only when our parents 
die do we really see them as separate people with separate lives? The last years 

of my mother’s life were coloured by 
her grief for my father and by the pain 
in her feet. This, like Net’s back, was 
not amenable to treatment. During 
those last years she became gradually 
quieter and more withdrawn and this 
reality blotted out my memories of 
her in happier times. But when she 
died so suddenly the earlier images 
and memories could come back and I 
could try to see her as a person other 
than my mother. 
I asked these women who had been her 
friends what she was like when young, 
but they only said she was just the 
same. That she had dignity and calm-
ness and simple tastes; that she was 
never wild; that she was wonde r  fully 
clever but never bragged; that she had 
a philos ophy of life that they all ad-
mired; that she was always just herself.



7

As this project proceeded I caught glimpses of my mother when young that left 
me with questions rather than answers. Despite this I think her friends were 
right, that she was just the same as in later life: thoughtful, modest, a tolerant 
observer of life and a realist. But I still wish that I had started to think about 
these things earlier so that I could have asked her my many questions.

___________________________________

The title of this book, ‘We were going to be different’, comes from something 
Jean said when we were talking about the genesis of The Kosmopolitan Klub 
and the fancy names they gave themselves.  As I spoke to them and wrote this 
book I was interested to see the areas in which they were different and those 
in which they were more representative of their time. The Klub and its activi-
ties, the magazine, the tennis club, the dances, dinners and holidays, certainly 
seem to be something out of the odinary. On a more general level, I have read 
a little background material to get a slightly broader picture of the social life 
of South Australia in the 1920s and 1930s. This material is listed at the end of 
the chapters where it is used under Sources for this Chapter.
The Kosmopolitan Kourier and The Kosmopolitan Klub Book, containing the 
minutes of their meetings, have been entertaining and invaluable sources of 
information about the Klub years, 1931 to 1934. Before taping the interviews 
all the women filled in a questionnaire which has provided basic information 
about families, education, work and husbands. The main source of information 
has, of course, been the taped conversations. In the text, their words are printed 
in italics. I have sent a draft of each chapter to them all and have received let-
ters, notes and phone calls clarifying and expanding some points. When I have 
returned to Adelaide we have met and chatted and I have made notes of these 
conversations. At various points I have used information from all these bits and 
pieces and have noted the sources in the text.
The chief source of photos has been the Klub album which Jean found again 
when she moved to her new apartment. Other photos have come from the col-
lections of The Girls, and I regret that I cannot now identify which ones came 
from whom. My thanks to all of them. My thanks also to Ron Clarke of the Port 
Adelaide Historical Society for finding old photos of Largs and Semaphore for 
me, and to the Mortlock Library for permission to publish two of its photos.
The first chapter in this book is called ‘The first and last meetings’ but this is a 
trifle misleading. Since the meeting I had with four of the members of The Kos-
mopolitan Klub in April 1995, they have got together on a couple of occasions, 
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partly to discuss progress on this book. It has been one of the most rewarding 
aspects of this project; to see and be part of the re-awakening of memories of 
happy, and some not-so-happy, times. I am forever indebted to these women, 
my mother’s friends, for enriching my life with the stories of theirs.

Twenty years later

This book was launched on Sunday 29 November 1998 at 3 pm at the Palais 
at the Semaphore. My brother, Andrew, who lives in Adelaide, made all the 
arrangements. Only recently he has told me that he thinks it went badly; there 
was a noisy party on the other side of the bar, the sandwiches were door steps, 
not dainty, and it was hard to hear the Girls when they spoke. I remember it 
as a happy occasion when friends and relatives came together to honour these 
women, to reminisce about when we were all much younger, and to collect 
copies of the book. This was the audience for which it had been written.

At the launch. Back row: Merle Marten, Anne Rawson, Madeleine Ehrke, Mary Harvey, Doss 
Hancock. Seated: Jean Edwards, Jess McLennan, Betty Ginman.
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I did try to give it a wider distribution by selling it to bookshops in Adelaide, 
but that was a half-hearted effort. Copies were lodged at the National Library 
in Canberra and at the State Library of SA, along with the Kosmopolitan Book, 
copies of the Kosmopolitan Kourier and the Klub photo album. My friends said 
they enjoyed reading it and some members of my family have said I should 
now publish it as an e-book. So here it is.
The text is virtually unchanged, except for changes to tense. This introductory 
chapter was in present tense because it was about my conversations with the 
remaining Girls. Now they are all dead, so I contemplated changing it to past 
tense. However, this first chapter, which introduces the Girls who were still 
alive in 1995, was in the present tense and it is still in present tense because 
those initial meetings and the subsequent conversations were such an important 
part of this book, and such an enriching experience for me. All the rest of the 
book is in past tense.
And all the remaining Girls are now long dead. I am afraid I no longer know 
when Betty, Doss or Mary died. I do know that my real aunt, Aunty Jean, died 
in October 2005 and that her funeral was on 17 October. I flew to Adelaide for 
the day. Aunty Jess was the last to go; she died on 22 July 2009 and I am sorry 
to say I did not make the effort to go to Adelaide for her funeral.

Jean Edwards (my Aunty Jean) and me, Anne Rawson, posing looking at 
the book for Portside Messenger 9 December 1998.
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Members of The Kosmopolitan Klub who became The Girls

Maiden name Married  Kosmopolitan Klub Name
 Name

Doris Armstrong Rayner Sultana Leila el Habib
Jessie Birks McLennan Hon. Penelope Vere de Vere
Jean Bradley Edwards Czarina Nadja Zamoyski
Nance Bradley Hirst Lady Camelia Featherstonehaugh
Phyllis Draper Nelligan Dame Clarissa Giovanni
Rita Eakins not married Senorita Carmenita Don Juan
Doris (Doss) George Hancock Baroness Zara Von Sromheim
Lorna (Net) Nettle McLaren Miss Rosalie Smythe Van-Stittart
Aspen (Babe) Saunders George Countess Yvonne Wallschutzki
Betty Wilkinson Ginman Lady Maureen O’Shaughnessy
Mary George Harvey Not a Klub member but became a  
  Girl

Other members of The Kosmopolitan Klub
Jean Anderson not known Garter Grebo
Madeline Draper Ehrke Duchess Patricia Desborough
Joan Emery not known none given
Jean Galton not known Comtesse Antoinette St Etienne
Gwen Marshall not married Lady Jessie Augusta McNabb of  
  the Clan McNabb
Merle Marshall Marten Dorise, Marchioness of Innisfail
Jean McLennan not known Panna Avlova
Poppy Saunders  not known Abo Abdullah Mohammed
Merle Verran not known Empress Wu Lang Chang
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UBD Adelaide Street Directory 10th ed. [n.d.]
The towns marked with red dots were visited by the KK members who went on 
the Gulf Trip.

Universal Streets Directory for Adelaide City and Suburbs 1958.
Red dots show the suburbs where KK members lived and the towns in the 
Adelaide Hills where they went on holidays.
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The Kosmopolitan Klub held its inaugural meeting on 5 May 1931 at the 
stately home of the Honourable Penelope Vere de Vere in Largs Bay. All 

members had travelled far to be at this meeting. 
The newly elected Chairman, Czarina Nadja Zamoyski, had come from her 
home at Nijni Novgorod in Russia (somehow the Bolsheviks had over-looked 
her royal presence in the country). The Secretary, the American heiress Miss 
Rosalie Smythe Van Stittart, had come from night clubbing in New York. The 
Treasurer, the Sultana Leila el Habib, had been released by the Sultan to travel 
from the Great Oasis at Sidi el Abkur, to accompany his racing camels on their 
journey overseas.
Young ladies representing the cream of European society were present: the elusive 
Spanish beauty, Senorita Carmenita Don Juan; Lady Camelia Featherstone-
haugh, English and reserved; Dame Clarissa Giovanni, creative, inventive, full 
of ideas; Comtesse Antoinette St Etienne; the Baroness Zara Von Stromheim, 
vivacious and popular with the men; the petite and flighty Countess Yvonne 
Wallschutzki; the great Irish sportswoman, Lady Maureen O’Shaughnessy; and 
Lady Jessica Augusta McNabb of the Clan McNabb, marked for a tragically 
early death.
The main business of the meeting was formal: the nomination of three honor-
ary members (sisters of current members); confirmation of the Rules covering 
meeting times (every other Tuesday at 7:45pm); subscription rates (threepence 
every meeting); fines (halfpenny if not present by 8pm and halfpenny if absent 
without apology); and the password and reply which must not be forgotten.
There was another rule, agreed to by all and remembered by all, but never 
written down, and that was to abstain from marriage until 1940. These young 
women valued their independence. When the Honourable Penelope broke the 
rule in 1934, the news of her engagement and of the broken rule were given 
wide coverage in the popular press.
Two members (the Minutes do not record who) were initiated into the mys-
teries of the Klub. Brought in darkness before the white sheeted Czarina and 
accepted by the assembled members, also clothed in white, they swore the oath 

The first and last meetings



15

of allegiance, promising to observe all the rules, to hold themselves subject to 
fines for disobedience of the said rules, and to never divulge the secrets of the 
Klub. Still in darkness, the Secretary, Miss Van Stittart, anointed the forehead 
of each with the letters KK. Thus christened, they were introduced to the old 
members, the torch being shone on each in turn.
The minutes are strangely silent on what was served for supper at that first meet-
ing. At future meetings supper would be a major feature and examples of the 
exotic cuisines of all the countries represented by these glamorous young women 
would be served, particularly during the long-running sandwich competition.
And so the fledgling Klub set off on its long history. The meeting over, the 
members departed singing the Klub song as they wended their way home 
through the suburban streets.

We belong, oh we belong, to the Kosmopolitan Klub,
For the toffs of every country, we’re the centre, we’re the hub,
We’re so select and stylish, the best of company,

As by our high-falluting names you can clearly see
We’ve Honourables and Ladies, and yes a Baroness, 

Czarinas and Sultanas, a real live Marchioness.
If one of us, you wish to be,

The only thing to do,
Is tack a title on your name.

Without it you’re taboo.

Now if you’d really like to be a member of our band,
Of course, you fully realise, you must be someone grand,

A common garden Mrs., if she’s not a millionaire,
Could never be a member, as that sort we cannot bear.

We’re all of noble lineage, blue-blooded aristos,
We’ve made a page in history, as everybody knows,

So take your hats off, one and all,
To this our noble band,

And when you see us coming,
You will clearly understand

That we belong, oh, we belong, to the Kosmopolitan Klub,
For  the toffs of every country, we’re the centre, we’re the hub…

___________________________________
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The Kosmopolitan Klub held an extraordinary general meeting on 4 April 
1995 at the home of Jess McLennan at Henley Beach South in Adelaide, South 
Australia. Present were Jess McLennan, Jean Edwards, Betty Ginman and 
Babe George. Apologies were received from Doss Hancock, Mary Harvey and 
Doris Rayner. Those unable to attend were Gwen Marshall (died 1936), Phyl 
Nelligan (died 1980), Lorna McLaren (died 1980), Rita Eakins (died 1992) 
and Nance Hirst (died 1994). In attendance were Molly Goodall from Battle, 
UK, Jess’s English penfriend of 70 years, and Anne Rawson who was there to 
record their memories.
Of going to school in the train —

We all sat together on the train going to town and some of us got 
on at Largs and some of us got on at Peterhead and we saved seats, 
spread out on the seats, so our friends could come and be in the group.

Of the gym at the Largs Methodist Church —
That’s how we got together — at the gym. Babe was on the platform 
demonstrating and Phyl offered to play the piano but she didn’t have 
any music and she could only remember the first two bars and she 
went over and over those first two bars.

Of The Kosmopolitan Klub and all its activities —
Do you think the name evolved because we felt that we weren’t in 
the rut, you know, we were going to be different, cosmopolitan.
Look, here’s an invitation. ‘Dame Clarissa Giovanni requests the 
pleasure of Countess Yvonne Wallschutzki’ — Babe you were Yvonne 
— ‘at a real live Kosmo and Italian evening. It is essential that you 
be arrayed in your National Costume and also bring your article 
for initiation. A lively programme has been arranged so be sure to 
put on your best Klub manners. Supper will be served. Peitranera, 
Italy, 24th May 1931’.
I remember my initiation. I was terrified. I was dressed in a white 
sheet, and scared stiff.
The first anniversary dinner, can you remember, how we had it in 
our big dining room with one table across the top for all the celebri-
ties. It was a wonderful dinner.
And the dance at the Dinghy Club. There were 80 people present. 
We were really doing things then.
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And on some occasions I can remember us cavorting on the beach 
and Babe would give us exercises down at the water’s edge.

Of their holidays —
And whenever we had weeks up in the Hills we would go hitchhik-
ing which was quite OK in those days. And one day we finished up 
in Ambleside, many miles from Bridgewater, and we had to come 
back in a pig wagon.
There was a later time when we went to Bridgewater, to a place 
called the Bungalow and even the boys came which was very daring 
and my mother was the chaperone. 
And once, during the war, when the husbands were away, and Babe 
was working at David Jones — Charles Birks.
Yes, I sold hats.
She didn’t want to go back to work, so we rang up. We put lipstick 
spots all over her face and then we rang up and said ‘We think she 
is coming down with German measles’.
Who was it who nearly choked with a rusk in the cot and we were 
all at the table talking and somebody looked around and the baby 
was going blue in the face with half a rusk in its throat?

Of the transformation into The Girls and the later years —
When we were married we started calling it The Girls because we 
were getting past the stage where we wanted to be so frivolous.
Running around in white sheets.
We met in each other’s homes with our little children and we would 
put the children to bed and then when they woke up we had little 
prams, doll’s prams, and there’d be a great fight over who was going 
to have which pram and we gave it up after a while because it was 
too — er — exhausting.
We just couldn’t stand the fights.
So then we started meeting at nights and leaving our husbands at 
home to look after the children.
Shall I read this out? ‘An invitation to the Girls from Lady Camelia 
Featherstonehaugh — has much pleasure in inviting Babe George 
to a buffet dinner to be held in the home of Nance and Clarry Hirst 
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at 7pm on the 20th October 1962 to celebrate the occasion of two 
very special birthdays’.
That must have been the first of the fiftieth birthdays, because when 
we started turning 50 we felt we were over the hill and we really 
had to do something about it. 

The photos and mementoes were passed around and the memories came flood-
ing back. The meeting closed with Jess singing the Klub song.
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Semaphore and Largs Bay are neighbouring seaside suburbs in Adelaide, 
South Australia. They sit on the sandhills of Le Fevre’s Peninsula facing the 

normally placid waters of St Vincent’s Gulf. The Port River runs behind the 
sandhills and enters the sea just north of Largs, forming the peninsula. In the 
early days, the River would flood the low-lying land on the eastern shore, the 
area now covered with oil depots and industrial sites. Upstream lie the now-
silent wharves of Port Adelaide.
To protect shipping from the Russian threat, two forts were built on the coast in 
the 1880s. The remains of the earthworks and gun emplacements of Fort Largs 
and Fort Glanville form the northern and southern boundaries of the suburbs. 
Military Road runs between the Forts, bisecting the peninsula.
In 1851 Mr George Coppin built a hotel on the sandhills among the wattles 
and sheoaks by the sea. On the hotel was a signalling system so that news of 
the arrival of ships at the anchorage in Largs Bay could be relayed to his other 
pub at Port Adelaide. The hotel was called the Semaphore Hotel and locals still 
call this suburb by the sea ‘the Semaphore’. (Back to Semaphore, p.5)
The Port River is really a tidal creek and early arrivals at this ‘port’ were ferried 
ashore with their luggage at high tide to the muddy, mangroved shores of the 
creek. It was known as Port Misery. Later, wharves were built downstream where 
there was sufficient depth of water for ships to tie up regardless of the state of 
the tide. But there was still no land link to the deep-sea anchorage in the Gulf, 
so Coppin’s Semaphore Hotel was joined by an official signalling station and 
a customs post. For 50 years, until 1903, William Uden identified the ships as 
they sailed or steamed up the Gulf, sent messages to the Port, and rang a bell 
to tell the crews of the whaleboat to row out to the new arrival. (Portonian Sept 
1983) For years mail was collected and Customs officials delivered to shipping 
at Semaphore. When the jetty was completed in 1860, these operations were 
based on the jetty.
The original Semaphore Hotel and the signal station have long since gone but 
another reminder of those early days, the time ball tower, is still there. From 
1875 to 1932 sailors in the ships at the anchorage could set their chronometers 

Beginnings
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by the time ball which was raised at a few 
minutes to one every day and let fall its 13 
foot drop at one o’clock precisely. (Portonian 
June 1978) 
As time went by and a bridge was built across 
the Port River to the peninsula, Semaphore 
became a popular seaside resort and a suburb 
of Port Adelaide. But while Aust ralia’s econ-
omy and com munications still depended on 
shipping, the ships kept sailing and steaming 
up the Gulf and into Semaphore anchorage. 
One resident remembers that ‘in those days’ 
he saw up to 30 sailing ships lying at anchor 
in the Bay. (First 100 years, p.27) 
Captain Arthur Bradley, master mariner 
with the Adelaide Steamship Company, his 
wife, Sarah, and their two small daughters 
settled in Semaphore in 1918. They went to 
live in a house on Military Road owned by 

The Time ball tower
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Sarah’s father, George Hills. The two girls, Jean and Annie, had been born in 
Adelaide but they had been living in Port Pirie.
This was a family of sailors. The girls’ grandfather, George, had been fore-cabin 
steward on the steamer Admella  in 1859 when it broke up on Carpenter Rocks 
off Port Macdonald in the south-east of the State. Of the 100 people on board, 
only 24, including George, survived. When he left the sea in the late 1860s 
George set up as a baker and grocer in Port Adelaide until he became Superin-
tendent of the Prince Alfred Sailors’ Home also in the Port. 
The girls’ father, Arthur, had run away to sea when he was 12. He had left his 
home in Tasmania because of a scandal; his mother had borne twins too long 
after his father’s death. The scandal finally turned to tragedy with blighted 
love and a murder, but that is another story. Sarah and Arthur had met at the 
Sailors’ Home before Arthur moved to Port Pirie. Just a few months after her 
mother’s death in 1905 Sarah set off on her own to meet him there. They were 
married with two strangers brought in off the street as witnesses. They were 
both aged 27. Sarah wore a dress with accordion pleats that Arthur had bought 
in India and smuggled into Australia by wrapping it round his waist. In the 
years before Jean was born, Sarah sailed with Arthur under canvas on the Wild 
Wave to Tasmania. 
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When Arthur moved on to the Spencer Gulf trade, Sarah stayed at home and 
they built a house in Port Pirie. In March 1913 and again in November 1914, 
Sarah returned to Adelaide for the births of the two girls, staying with her father 
and sister Annie in the Semaphore house. Then, in 1918, the Bradley family 
returned to Semaphore for good. 
The house on Military Road to which they came was on a large block of land. 
Down the back was the toilet, laundry and a mulberry tree with chooks roost-
ing in its branches.  Sarah’s sister, Annie, had built a house at the end of the 
block, facing Hargrave Street. 
The girls’ father continued to be away at sea a good deal of the time. He sent 
them postcards from round Australia, with loving messages and exhortations 
to be good. 

Dear Nancy — It is Sunday today & I have been wondering 
where you all are, we passed Victor Harbour this morning & I 
was wondering if all my sweethearts were there & if they were 
thinking of me. Be a good girl dear & be kind & nice to dear 
mother & help her all you can as she has a lot to do, & sometimes 
she is not well. We will be in Melbourne Tuesday when I hope 
to get a nice letter from you [?] dear lots of love from your DAD 

Young Annie had decided that she wanted to be known as Nancy. Years later 
she would revert to Anne or Annie but to some she remained Nance or Nancy 
and to others she and her sister were always Brad.

Jean and Nance and a friend leaving for school in the Drill Shed.
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In 1919 Jean started school at the Drill Shed. This was a large wood and iron 
shed built by the Navy in 1890 on a triangle of land between Military Road, the 
train line and Jetty Road at Largs Bay. In 1919 part of the Drill Shed became 
the Adjunct School for the overflow from LeFevre’s Peninsula School while a 
new primary school was built in Fletcher Road in Largs Bay. 
Much work had to be done to make the Drill Shed habitable as a school. A 
committee of parents was established and got to work: they bought water bags 
for the children, frosted the windows, put footrests on the desks, built outdoor 
seating and trimmed the boxthorn hedge that marked the boundary of the yard. 
(Largs Bay School History, p.4) Hessian curtains were put up to divide the shed 
into classrooms and a little row of iron sheds with cubicles was built down the 
back of the yard for toilets. These had buckets under a wooden seat and a flap 
at the back for the nightcart man to remove the full buckets and replace them 
with empties. 

A lot of the area had these long rushes which the boys collected 
on their way to school. During recess they’d open the toilet trap-
door at the back, wait till somebody used the toilet, and then 
tickle whatever behind they could find! Of course if they made 
a mistake and caught one of the teachers, there was a little bit 
of a fuss!’ (Murphy, p.46) 

The sandhills stretched north from the little school and were definitely out-of-
bounds. The school was on the edge of civilisation. 

Walcot Street with sand dune, Largs Bay 1929. Photo courtesy Port Adelaide Historical 
Society
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Phyl Draper started at the Drill Shed on the same day as Jean. Phyl lived in 
Mead Street, Largs Bay, across the railway line from the Drill Shed, with her 
twin brothers, Ronald and William, and her younger sister, Madeline. 
Their mother, Geraldine Johansen, of mixed Norwegian and English origins, 
had worked as a dress-maker and seamstress in Adelaide and Victor Harbour 
before her marriage to William Draper. Then they had moved to Broken Hill,  
to Sydney, then Aldgate in the Adelaide Hills, before coming to rest at Largs 
Bay. William was a labourer, a dam maker and well sinker in Broken Hill, a 
tram conductor in Sydney and a night watchman in Adelaide. 
Jean’s and Phyl’s younger sisters, Nancy and Madeline, started school at the 
Drill Shed the next year, and so did Doris (Doss) George. Doss lived just down 
Jetty Road from the Drill Shed in the post office. 
The Georges had moved to Largs Bay from Meningie in 1919 where Walter, 
Doss’s father, had been the Postmaster. But in his youth on Yorke Peninsula 
he had been a saddler, like his father, and had a mail run three times a week 
between Pt Vincent and Minlaton. When they gave up making saddles for 
the gentry in the country, they moved to the city where his father managed a 
hotel. In Adelaide, Walter met and married Adelaide Barclay, a teacher from 
Naracoorte. They rented a house in Kensington Gardens, had two children, 
Ken in 1913 and Doss in 1914, then Mary at Meningie in 1918. 
The post office in which they lived at Largs was really a railway station. The 
Largs Bay Land and Investment Company had built it in 1882, along with the 
jetty, the railway line to the Semaphore and the Largs Pier Hotel. Largs was to 
be the outer harbour for Adelaide, to complement the inner harbour at Port 
Adelaide. From 1882 to 1908, when the real Outer Harbour, north of Largs, 
was opened, overseas passengers and mail were ferried to and from the Largs 
jetty. Both passengers and mail were transported to and from Adelaide by the 
train that went right to the end of the jetty. 
The passengers, of course, could alight at the first station, at the land end of 
the jetty, and refresh themselves at the Largs Pier Hotel.  

This handsome structure, undoubtedly beyond comparison the 
finest hotel in the colony is of three stories and stands at the 
street corner facing the Pier and the railway platform. Its com-
manding position lends additional strength to the imposing 
character of the edifice. The building is in the Italian Ornate style 
of architecture, and is three stories in height…and is surrounded 
by an arcade 10 feet wide, being finished in cement. (Largs Bay 
Centenary Booklet, p.5) 
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This glorious edifice must have looked incongruous among the sandhills. For 
years the passengers on ships plying the Gulf looked for the Largs Pier Hotel 
as a sure sign that they were nearing journey’s end. It still dominates the quiet 
suburban landscape of Largs Bay. 
The school at the Drill Shed closed at the end of 1923. In 1924 the new Largs 
Bay Primary School in Fletcher Road opened its doors. The pupils from the 
Drill Shed were divided up; those who lived north of Hargrave Street went to 
the new school, the others, including Jean and Nancy, went to LeFevre’s. 
Le Fevre’s Peninsula Model School had opened in 1878, the successor of the 
very first school on the peninsula which had begun in 1856. As the peninsula 
became more settled, the school’s numbers had grown to such an extent that it 
had become necessary to put the overflow in the Drill Shed. Even after the new 
school at Largs opened, there was an overflow at Le Fevre’s. Jean remembers 
some of the boys’ classes being held in the church across the road. 
When the Bradley girls transferred to Le Fevre’s they met Gwen Marshall, who 
had been a student there since she started school. Gwen, who was the same age 
as Nancy, lived behind the family drapery store on Semaphore Road. Her ma-
ternal grandfather, Edward Surman, had run the shop, but he had dropped dead 
playing bowls in 1916, so the Marshalls had moved in to help her grandmother. 
Gwen’s mother, Ethel, took over the shop, while her father Herbert, continued 
to work as bookkeeper and paymaster for the Adelaide Tug Company in Port 

Jetty Road Largs Bay 1934 with Post Office in foreground. Photo courtesy Port Adelaide 
Historical Society.
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Adelaide. The Marshalls suffered another tragedy when Herbert died aged only 
37. Gwen was six and her sister Merle was only 4. When Merle started school 
she also went to Le Fevre’s. 
Doris Armstrong, who was the same age as Jean, was also at Le Fevre’s. She 
lived in Clarence Street, Exeter, the suburb adjoining Semaphore to the east. 
Her father worked in the engineering industry, making the patterns or models 
from which products were manufactured. 
Nancy finished her career at Le Fevre’s by winning a Reading Scholarship to 
the Port Adelaide Institute Library. This entitled her to one year’s free use of 
the library.

The award of certificates was a big night, necessitating white 
frocks for the girls, for the certificates were often presented to 
the children by the Governor in the Port Adelaide Town Hall. 
(Chinner) 

Over at Fletcher Street, two girls who were new to the area were entering Grade 
6 at the new Largs Bay School. Beatrice Wilkinson, who was always called Betty, 
or Bette, had moved to Largs Bay the year before. She had gone to LeFevre’s 
for one term, but now she was starting in another new school, the fifth in her 
short life. The other schools had been out at Prospect where her family had 
lived before moving to the seaside. 
Betty was tenth in a family of 11 children. The first seven of these children 
had been born in England where her father, Robert, had run his own hardware 
shop in Wolverhampton. The family came to Australia in 1908 because of her 

Largs Pier Hotel from the Largs Bay jetty 1996.
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father’s health. Another baby was born in Melbourne (Douglas who died when 
he was only four) and the last three in South Australia. For 45 years in Adelaide 
Robert was an indent agent, ordering samples of wares from companies in the 
UK, Germany and Japan, displaying them in Adelaide and then taking orders 
from local companies; he was a middleman. 
The other new-comer, Jessie Birks, lived in Musgrave Street, the next street to 
Betty. She had just moved to Largs Bay from Royston Park. In later years Jess 
wrote warmly of the house and garden they had left behind.

Le Fevre’s Primary School c.1905. Photo courtesy Port Adelaide Historical Society

Apricot, peach, plum and nectarine trees 
were planted in the back portion of the 
block, and a row of almond trees planted 
down the full length of one side and 
the back of the property…Oh! It was a 
lovely home and any one of the family 
could shut their eyes even to this day and 
picture the orchard in bloom or the early 
almond trees in blossom each Spring. 
(McLennan, In the Beginning, p.9) 

They had moved because Jessie’s father, Frank, 
was transferred from the power house in Grenfell 
Street in the city to be the foreman at the new Os-
borne Power Station, fronting the Port River. For 
Frank, this was another change in a varied life.

Jessie Birks in the garden
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At 14 he had left school to be apprenticed to the engineering trade with Perry 
Engineering in Kilkenny. He left this job to go to Queensland to grow apples 
with his brother George, who had won a gold medal at Roseworthy Agricultural 
College. Here he came under the spell of William Lane, the editor of The Worker, 
who dreamt of the ‘inevitable socialist revolution brought about not by the 
urban proletariat but…by the bushmen of Queensland’. (Whitehead p.46) In 
1893, aged 20, Frank set off for Paraguay to help set up Lane’s utopian ‘New 
Australia’. Becoming disillusioned with this project, but not Lane, he left the 
colony and worked his way back to England on a ship from Buenos Aires. His 
uncle sent money for his fare back to Adelaide where he completed his engi-
neering course and got a job as fourth engineer with the Adelaide Steamship 
Company on coastal ships plying between Perth and Cairns. (McLennan, In 
the Beginning, pp.2-3)
During this time, through family connections, he met Edith Barker who lived in 
Sydney, and there followed a long courtship, described many years later by Jess.  

On one occasion Frank let Edith know that his ship the SS 
Tarcoola would be approaching Gabo Island at a certain time 
and heading for its usual berth. So Edith watched from her 
Paddington bedroom window and quietly walked down to the 
wharf where loading was to take place overnight …Frank’s heart 
was bursting with joy when he saw his sweetheart, and racing to 
the side of the ship quietly helped her aboard and together they 
slipped into his cabin. All would have been well if the mate had 
not suddenly gone to see why Frank was absent from the engine 
room and caught them red-handed. So their rapturous time was 
brought to a swift end. (McLennan, In the Beginning pp.4-5) 

Frank finally got his Chief Engineer’s ticket and a shore job at the Grenfell 
Street power station in Adelaide. Only then would Edith’s father, the Reverend 
James Barker, agree to the marriage. But there was one more adventure. Frank 
and George went into partnership again, pooling their inheritance from their 
mother, and bought a property at Sleaford near Port Lincoln on the Eyre Penin-
sula. They lived in a little iron lean-to cottage, looking over the Great Southern 
Ocean, so the evening sea breezes came as welcome relief after the hot days. But 
the seasons were poor — the sheep died, the crops failed and Frank’s malaria, a 
legacy of Paraguay, recurred. So he and Edith and their two children, Norman 
and Margaret, returned to Adelaide, where he got back his job at Grenfell Street 
power house, and Jessie and her little brother, Bob, were born.
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With Frank’s new job as superintendent at Osborne and the move to Largs Bay 
‘everything changed quite quickly and a new lifestyle emerged for everyone of us’. 

Dad’s salary had doubled and Margaret and I were able to go 
to Lothian College, South Terrace, Semaphore, where the three 
Miss Badcocks, Irene, Muriel and Mildred taught. Music lessons 
came into my life and tennis on the college court, and we had 
Drawing and sat for the Royal Society of Arts Examinations. 
(McLennan, Memoirs, chapter 4) 

In 1924 Jessie and Betty started in Grade 6 at the new Largs Bay Primary 
School, and Doss George moved from the Drill Shed into Grade 5. The school 
was an imposing two-storey building with a balcony on the upper floor. The 
yard around it was sand covered in coarse gravel; sand drifted into the yard and 
the children walked to school over sand dunes. (Largs Bay School History, p.5) 

My best friend Bette met me each morning at the top of Mus-
grave St and we walked together across the sandy stretch to the 
school, through pigfaces and wire grass. In summer watching 
out for snakes — we sometimes saw their shed skins, but never 
a live snake luckily. (McLennan, Memoirs, chapter 5) 
Ken and I used to walk to school through the paddocks and all the 
grasses and stuff there. The messenger boy from the post office always 
used to take Mary on the bike, because she was four years younger. 
(Doss 5 April 1995) 

Doss’s little sister Mary started school on the day the Largs Bay school opened. 
She enters this story properly many years later. Another student who went to 
the Largs Bay School when it opened has recorded the daily rituals of school life. 

Each day at school the bell rang at nine o’clock and all the chil-
dren assembled in their class groups in the ground on the north-
ern side of the school. The headmaster mounted his platform 
and greeted everybody, then the flag was raised up the flagpole 
and we repeated: ‘I am an Australian; I love my country the 
British Empire; I honour her King, King George the V; I salute 
her flag, the Union Jack; I promise cheerfully to obey her laws’, 
and then we’d sing ‘God Save the King’. There’d be a roll on the 
drums from the school band and all the children would present 
their hands for inspection. The teachers would walk down the 
lines and you had to show both sides of your hands. They took 
particular notice of your fingernails and if your hands didn’t pass 
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inspection, you were sent to the trough to clean them. Then the 
headmaster would give the signal and the school band would 
strike up one of their songs like ‘Men of Harlech’, and we’d all 
smartly march into school. (Murphy, p.47) 

In Grade 7, the final year at primary school, everyone sat for the Qualifying 
Certificate. This determined their future schooling.  

From Largs Bay Primary School the Grade 7 students had to sit 
at LeFevre Primary School. The exam took all day (I remember 
taking my lunch with me) and was a general exam covering Eng-
lish, Geography, Arithmetic, History and General Knowledge. 
I obtained 606 and my best friend Betty 605. Phyl Draper also 
qualified. I still remember the exhilaration and happiness when 
we heard the results and found we’d made it to Adelaide Tech 
— a proud feeling indeed. (Jess, letter undated) 

If a student scored 500 or more out of the possible 700, he or she could go 
on to high school; less than 500 you went to the technical school. All these 
girls, Jean and Nancy Bradley, Phyl and Madeline Draper, Doss George, Doris 
Armstrong, Gwen and Merle Marshall, Betty Wilkinson and Jessie Birks, scored 
500 or more. Some of them scored over 600. This opened up the possibility of 
going on to the Adelaide Technical High School, an elite school with a strong 
commercial stream whose graduates had little trouble getting work. 

Largs Bay Primary School 1924. Photo courtesy Port Adelaide Historical Society
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Adelaide Tech reputation was State wide. Its students were un-
equalled. I had three Aunts (sisters of my Mother) in Sydney, all 
doing Secretarial jobs. They were my ‘Role Models’ as a child, and 
I wanted to walk in their footsteps, hence my desire to do a Com-
mercial Course in Secondary education. (Jess, letter undated) 

Seven of these girls — Jean, Nancy, Phyl, Gwen, Doris, Jessie, Betty, and later 
Gwen’s little sister, Merle — scored over 600 and chose to go to, and were 
accepted by, the Adelaide Tech. Doss and Madeline went to Woodville District 
High, the local high school. Although these girls knew each other there were 
no strong friendships, except for Jessie and Betty who had been the new girls, 
the outsiders, in Grade 6 at Largs Primary and who lived close to each other. 
But the train and Adelaide Tech were about to bring them together. 
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At eight o’clock on a Monday morning. Jess rushed out of the front gate 
of her house in Musgrave Street, turned left, raced past the church to 

Military Road, turned left again, dashed down to the corner with Jetty Road 
where the Drill Shed stood, turned right, crossed the railway line and arrived 
puffing on the platform as the others were getting onto the train. 
It was the first day of school in 1927. The friends from last year at the Tech were 
there, Phyl Draper and Betty Wilkinson, looking neat, despite the heat, in the 
Tech uniform of blue serge tunic with three box pleats back and front, lisle stock-
ings, hat and gloves. There were two new girls this morning, Phyl’s little sister, 
Madeline, and Doss George from the post office, starting at Woodville High. 
Down Military Road in Semaphore Jean and Nancy Bradley had already left 
home. They had collected Gwen Marshall from the house behind theirs that 
belonged to their Auntie Annie, and were walking down Hargrave Street. As 
they reached Clarence Street the wigwags began ringing down at the crossing. 
Jean knew from last year’s experience that they would not make it to Peterhead 
station in time. They turned right, cutting through the side streets to catch the 
train from Semaphore at the Exeter station. Doris Armstrong was there before 
them and the four of them spread themselves out in one carriage, saving seats. 
At Glanville they leaned out the windows to call to their friends who were 
changing from the Largs train. There was a rowdy reunion of the old hands. The 
new girls, Madeline, Doss, Gwen and Nancy, looked on. At Ethelton they saw 
a girl in an Adelaide Tech uniform on the platform. They did not call out. The 
Bradley girls knew who this was — Lorna Nettle, the favourite pupil of their 
Aunty Annie. They had heard so much about her intelligence, her scholastic 
achievements, her general excellence, that they had no desire to meet her. She 
looked in and walked past to another carriage. 
Lorna, or Net as she became known to these girls and their children and in 
turn to their children, was an only child. Her mother had worked in service 
to the Waterman family who owned theatres. Her father was the foreman at 
the Vacuum oil tanks near the Port River. They lived in a little wood and iron 
house in Ethelton. Net’s mother’s younger brother, Frank, who also worked at 

The Tech
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Vacuum, as a labourer, lived with them. The house was so small that Net and her 
mother shared a room while her father and Uncle Frank slept in the sleepout. 
At Woodville, Madeline and Doss got off. In 1927 Woodville District High was 
a relatively new school being one of the schools established as a result of the 
extension of the school leaving age to 14 in the Education Act 1915. Woodville 
was the first high school north or west of Adelaide and it served that whole 
area. It began with 300 pupils many of whom transferred from the secondary 
classes at LeFevre’s and Hindmarsh primary schools. By 1931 it had 720 pupils.
The original building was of red brick and contained nine classrooms and a 
science laboratory while the domestic science centre was located in a galvanised 
iron shed. After World War I the school grew rapidly and more accommoda-
tion was needed. The veranda was walled in and the Hall of the Finsbury Park 
Baptist Church was rented to house the first year boys’ class. Three temporary 
rooms were erected for the start of the 1924 school year. When the Memorial 
Hall was opened in 1929 it could hold only half the school population. Also 
in 1929 a dining and retiring room were provided for the girls. 
During all this time the school also contended with rapidly changing headmas-
ters as incumbents died or were transferred to the equally new Unley High, 
until 1927 when Mr J Gluis was appointed and stayed for 14 years. (Woodville 
Corporation, pp.83-5 and Marsden, p.180)
Sporting facilities were also less than satisfactory with the school oval being 
just a dust or clay paddock, depending on the weather. The first annual sports 
day was not held until 1933. But despite these problems the school did field 
teams in Australian rules football, soccer, cricket and tennis for the boys and 
basketball for the girls. In the years 1926 to 1929 the Adelaide Technical High 
School magazine reveals that Woodville’s record against the Tech in these sports 
was mixed, but they tended to do well in tennis and always won the basketball. 
The course the girls did at Woodville included English, maths, history, geog-
raphy, French and domestic science. Doss left after Intermediate and went on 
to Charters Business College in the city to do shorthand, bookkeeping and 
typing. Madeline went on to teachers college and became an infant teacher. 
The school magazine reveals that Woodville took part in the Combined High 
Schools Concert, that there were two socials in 1927 to raise funds for the maga-
zine, that there was a school fete and exchange visits with Kadina High. Doss 
recalls that she was not allowed to go to any of these extra activities. Her mother 
had said, ‘Nothing else, just school’. She does remember that the schoolrooms 
were quite nice, that there were just little sheds to sit in at lunchtime and that 
they were taught French by a French woman.
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After Doss and Madeline had got off the train the other girls settled down to 
thirty minutes of chat for the rest of the journey to town. They emerged from 
the Adelaide Railway Station onto North Terrace. They passed the Legislative 
Council Building and the half-completed new Parliament House, crossed King 
William Street to the island of the Boer War Memorial outside Government 
House, then continued under the welcome shade of the trees, over Kintore 
Avenue, past the Institute Building that was to become the State Library, the 
Museum, the Art Gallery, the University and the Exhibition Building to the 
School of Mines on the corner of Frome Road. Nance always said that the long 
walk down North Terrace carrying a heavy school case had made her shoulders 
lopsided. 
The Adelaide Technical High School was unique in South Australia’s education 
system. It had begun life in 1903 as a preparatory school for students wanting to 
take a diploma course at the School of Mines and Industries and it was housed 
on the top floor of the School of Mines Brookman Building on North Terrace. 
By the 1920s, under its second principal Sidney Moyle, it had developed into 
a major secondary high school. It was still a feeder school for the School of 
Mines but its students did consistently well in the Intermediate and Leaving 
public examinations and its graduates went on to the University of Adelaide 
and from its commercial courses into business and commerce. 

School of Mines and Adelaide Technical High School. Photo from School Magazine.
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It was unique in that it was essentially a private school, controlled by the Council 
of the School of Mines, but it was subsidised to a limited extent by the govern-
ment and it did not charge fees. This happy situation had a down side in that 
various governments consistently refused over many years to subsidise it further 
by providing funds for a separate building. Until 1963 it continued to operate 
on the top floor of the School of Mines Building. (Aeuckens, chapter 4)
It was this limited accommodation which forced the school to apply an entrance 
test, which in turn ensured it maintained its excellent scholastic record. The 
Tech reached its peak enrolment of just over 400 in the 1920s. 
The stories Nance told about her school days at the Tech imbued it with a 
romantic and adventurous glow for us children. Not only were there the train 
ride and the walk down North Terrace, but there were forbidden forays into 
the Exhibition Building, their lockers were on the gallery in Brookman Hall, 
they trekked down to the Jubilee Oval to play sport, and there was the tower 
room. Every year the tower room was occupied by the Leaving Commercial 
class. They threw their pens into the ceiling so that the nibs lodged there and 
the pens came tumbling down. The boys rolled their stone inkwells down the 
stairs. There was even the story of how some boys carried a small car belonging 
to a teacher up into the tower room. And, most impressive, how Aunt Jean 
topped the State in the Leaving with one of those dip-in pens. This last was 
said to us children when we were clamouring for one of the new-fangled biros. 
The memories of another pupil paint a different picture. 

The whole school was run on a strict procedure. There was none 
of the skylarking and things that you have these days in schools, 
none of it, absolutely none. The girls were not allowed to even 
talk to the boys. We had no mixing of classes at all, except the 
big assembly. If you were caught talking to boys in the street 
you could be reported by the prefects. If the girls didn’t have 
their gloves on when they walked down the street or the terrace 
on the way home, or if they had to go to Rundle Street to catch 
a tram car . . . you had to have your gloves on or you could 
be reported, and we were just that — very sedate ladylike, we 
had a uniform to honour and we honoured it. (Aeuckens p.77) 

In fact, the segregation was not as strict as this recollection would indicate. 
The girls were excluded from the ‘public’ stream at the school where the boys 
did mathematics, physics and chemistry, but in the commercial stream there 
were mixed classes from first year, with the Leaving class in the tower always 
a mixed class. 
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In the public record of school life, the school magazine, the girls from Largs 
and Semaphore made a mark. Jean was the academic star. She was in a mixed 
class studying, as they all did, English literature and grammar, arithmetic and 
algebra, bookkeeping, geology, geography, typewriting, shorthand and (girls only) 
domestic science consisting of a term each of cookery, laundry and housewifery. 
In her first two years she came second in the class, always just a whisker behind a 
boy, Harry Adams. At the end of second year the students sat for the University 
of Adelaide’s Intermediate Examination. In 1927 Jean passed in eight subjects, 
six with credit. She came second in the State in geography, arithmetic, geology 
(a tie with Harry who had also passed eight subjects but with only five credits). 
For this effort Jean won an Exhibition, worth £20 per year for three years, and 
had her photo in the 1928 school magazine as a prominent scholar. 
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In their third year the students sat the University’s Leaving Examination. Jean 
did well again, this time coming top in bookkeeping (with a dip-in pen) and 
winning a scholarship from the Licensed Victuallers to go on to University. She 
had passed in seven subjects, two with credit. 
Betty’s name appeared in the magazine in the sporting reports. Each year the 
school went on the train up to Long Gully Oval at Belair National Park for 
the annual sports carnival. And here Betty immediately showed her class. In 
her last year at Largs primary she had won the gold medal for the 100 yards 
championship. 

So that was the beginning of my running, but I’d run, I wouldn’t 
walk. I’d run everywhere just for the joy of running. That went on 
for many years. (Betty 10 May 1995) 
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In her first year at the Tech she won the first year handicap and championship 
and came second in the three-legged race with A. Mutton. This result was re-
peated in 1927 when she won the second year handicap and championship, was 
in the winning flag team for Intermediate B and was overall girl’s champion. 
She won so many prizes Jess had to help her carry them home. 
Betty also played basketball where, according to the captain’s report in the 
magazine, ‘she plays a very fast game and her marking and dodging are the 
main features of her game.’ In 1928 she was appointed captain because ‘she 
was considered the best player owing to her high jumping and fleetness of foot.’ 
How anyone could jump or be fleet of foot wearing the uniform the team is 
sporting in the magazine photo is a miracle. It shows them in their heavy serge 
tunics with stockings and long sleeved blouses, buttoned at the cuff. The only 
modification to standard dress is the addition of a wide white headband hold-
ing the hair in place and the substitution of white shoes for the usual black. 
Unfortunately Betty’s career as captain was short-lived and she did not get the 
opportunity to run in the 1928 sports day. She left school part way through 
the year. 

My mother wasn’t well; tired out after all those babies. My two 
sisters were married and there was nobody else to help her with a 
houseful of men. And both of the girls went up to Pirie and Port 
Germein so they were miles away. They weren’t any help to Mother. 
And then Mother would have to race up north because they were 
having babies and needed help. It was a real pickle. She didn’t live 
very long after I left school. She died the next year. It was a sad time. 
(Betty 10 May 1995) 

Just as Betty had to run, Jess had to write. She had poems published in the 1927 
and 1928 magazines. However, the writing of poems for the 1928 magazine 
caused her some problems.

Sports afternoons were held weekly on Exhibition Grounds 
behind the school which were also used by Open Air Tivoli 
Theatre in those days. This meant that after lessons we had to 
pack all our books in our lockers in Brookman Hall gallery & 
then trail down the main stairways & walk down between the 
Exhibition Building & the School of Mines to the tennis courts 
& playing areas. Now it was known (on the grapevine) that 
one or two miscreants slipped out through the front entrance 
to meet boys (also playing truant) & wagging it from school. I 
had been asked by the Headmaster to write two poems for the 
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school magazine which was weighing heavily on my mind as 
the deadline was almost upon me. Violet Snelson was not a very 
sportsminded lass & she suggested that she & I wag it and she’d 
catch the early train home & I thought this a great idea, as I 
imagined the time I spent would be school orientated — & I’d 
have hours to compose my poems. So we quietly slipped away 
to the Railway Station, Violet to catch the train to Croydon 
& me to continue on to Largs. No-one had ever been caught 
before — BUT someone saw us slip out & reported to Miss 
Crane who was in charge of Sports. So an assembly was held 
& our names called out & of course there was dead silence & 
we failed to appear. 

I got my poems done, & to my horror when I got on the 8:03 
train next morning I was told the ghastly news that I was to go to 
Mr Moyle’s Office as soon as I reached school — I can remember 
perspiring freely in my navy serge uniform & making my excuse 
as honest as my shaking self could. No mention was made by 
Mr Moyle of Violet, but he solemnly said that I was a Prefect, 
and he’d seriously considered relieving me of that honour if my 
excuse had not been genuine. So after a lecture he dismissed me 
from the Office & still trembling from head to toe I slunk into 
my classroom. It was a lasting lesson to me for I decided I was 
not meant to break rules, & never did again! (Jess, letter undated) 

Jess continued as a prefect and passed her Leaving Certificate in seven subjects. 
Doris’s career is hardly recorded in the magazine. With Betty absent, she won 
the Leaving Commercial handicap and she appears in a photo of the first bas-
ketball team, her unruly hair flattened by the wide headband, but there is no 
assessment of her contribution to the team as there is for all other players. And 
her name is absent from the listing of results in the Intermediate and Leaving 
Examinations, though she completed both years at school. This elusiveness 
seems somehow typical of Doris, in that she always gave the impression, to me 
at least, of being impatient with doing the accepted or expected thing. 
The last of the five who started at the Tech in 1926 was Phyl. Her presence 
was officially noted only in the results of the Intermediate which she passed in 
eight subjects. She is not listed in the Leaving results in the magazine because 
she did not pass in the required five subjects to get a certificate; she passed in 
four subjects only. However, she did continue with tertiary study, doing ac-
countancy at night. 
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Her influence seems to have been greater in the extracurricular life of her fel-
low students. 

She was always full of interesting ideas and had a strong, 
dynamic personality. We all admired her for this I guess & were 
happy to follow her interesting ideas. (Jess, letter. undated) 

She was probably responsible for the ‘mustard club’. Colman’s mustard was 
running a competition so there was a lot of publicity on the radio and badges 
were sent to interested persons. So the group formed a club, all with badges, 
which met on the lawn at the Tech in lunchtime. They had a sort of pass word, 
involving the transposition of the ‘h’ — ‘am sandwiches with mustard hon’.
In later years Phyl was the one who remained most devoted to the memory of 
those years at the Tech. Jean remembers going to her place in Sydney for din-
ner one night when the whole meal was in the Tech colours of blue and gold, 
including blue mashed potato.
The idea of going on holiday together was probably Phyl’s too, as they went 
to her maternal grandmother’s holiday house, Wonga Wonga, at Bridgewater 
in the Adelaide Hills. This excursion took place at the end of 1928 and eleven 
girls and two chaperones, Mrs Bradley and Mrs Nettle, made up the party. The 

A Summer Storm
Level plains stretching
Grass and leaves bending
A golden sun sending
Its unblinking heat.
The dead leaves are hustling,
The hollow winds rustling
In bare, scraggy branches
And skeleton grasses.
A sky hangs all hazy
O’er flowers that are crazy 
For glistening, freshening
Raindrops, so rare.
But hark! comes a patter –
At first soft and fearful;
See! now it’s a clatter, 
And torrents have fallen Prefect Jessie
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eleven were  the Largs and Semaphore girls who had finished their final year, Jess, 
Jean, Doris and Phyl, plus younger sisters Madeline and Nancy, with Nancy’s 
friends, Net and Gwen, plus three extras: Edna Errington, Violet Snelson and 
Irene ‘Swat’ Jeffries. 
Jean recalls that Edna was a studious girl whose petticoat always hung down; 
that Violet was quite good looking and was one of those girls who always belted 
her tunic in rather tightly; and that ‘Swat’ Jeffries was a very plain girl who 
looked the part of a swat, and did very well scholastically. Vi Snelson took a 
bundle of True Romance magazines with her to Wonga.

Swat Jeffries, who’d never been exposed to anything like that, was 
absolutely glued to them the whole week. (Jean 23 July 1996) 

Swat was separated from the True Romances long enough to take part as the 
bridegroom’s father in their own romance, a mock wedding. 

Jess: Now that was fantastic.
Jean: Jess was the groom and I was the bride, wasn’t I? The whole 
party dressed for the occasion.
Jess: We went to no end of trouble. The fun about that was that 
you took hours and hours to prepare it all and think up what you 
were going to do, and it was all over in a flash. (Jess and Jean 26 
July 1996)
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Of the girls who started at the Tech 
in 1927, Nancy made the great-
est mark in the school magazine. 
Following in her sister’s footsteps 
she won an Ex hib ition at the 
Inter mediate with eight subjects 
and two credits and was dux of 
her class. She was also a prefect in 
her final year, played in the second 
basketball team, won the third year 
handicap and the balloon race at 
the Sports Day, was on the maga-
zine committee and had a piece 
about a trip to Mt Well ington 
published in that magazine. 
Net, who was by now firm ly 
established as part of the group, 
passed the Inter mediate with seven 
sub jects, came first in the egg and 
spoon race and played in the sec-
ond basketball team. Gwen, the 
third of this trio, came dux of her class in first year with 86 per cent and passed 
the Intermediate with eight subjects and one credit.
The annual speech day for 1929 was recorded in con siderable and fairly bor-
ing detail in two complete columns of the Advertiser of 11 December 1929. 
Among the prizes was a special one for Nancy Bradley for the best average for 
12 month’s work. In the school pass list for third year Commercial, Nancy 
came second, Gwen four teenth and Net sixteenth. The results for the Leaving 
certificate were published in the Advertiser in early Jan uary. All three gained 
the certificate, Nance with six subjects, Gwen with five and a credit in Book-
keeping, Net with five. 
In 1929 the school as a whole gained 34 Leaving and 107 Intermediate cer-
tificates. This was not an unusual result. In 1927 the Headmaster reported 
that for the fourth year in a row the school had gained the highest number of 
Intermediate certificates of any individual school. (Aeuckens pp.75 and 78) 
This younger group followed the lead of their elder siblings and celebrated the 
end of school days with their schoolmates on a holiday at Wonga Wonga. None 
of the three are alive to ask what their memories are of that excursion but Jean 
was there and she remembers that:
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There were a couple of girls in that group that were boy mad and 
it spoilt the whole thing. The boys came up and the girls wandered 
off with them and [our Mother] got very upset, you know, because 
she didn’t know what they were up to. It was just so different. (Jean 
23 July 1996) 

The last in line to go to the Tech was Merle Marshall who started when sister 
Gwen was in third and final year. Like Nance, Merle remembers illicit excur-
sions to the Exhibition Building.

We often used to play in the Exhibition Building and it was awful. 
It was riddled with salt damp and just to breathe in the air, it’d 
be like taking drugs. It was terrible. We used to go down there and 
we thought it was marvellous to get in there and play. (Merle 25 
July 1996) 

Her class also had a variation on throwing things at the ceiling in the tower room. 
Silver foil out of cigarette packets. They’d make them into little cups 
over your finger and then wet it and throw it up and they’d stick 
with suction. (Merle 25 July 1996) 

Merle played for the school in both tennis and basketball and passed in seven 
subjects in the Intermediate examination, coming fourth in geography with 
a credit. Her Leaving results were not so successful; she passed in only two 
subjects and so was not awarded the certificate. 
The common recollection is that school was serious business.

We respected all the teachers. There was no funny business in those 
days. You’d never step out of line, especially with Siddy Moyle. (Merle 
25 July 1996) 
From our first day there we were made to understand that 
nothing but our best was acceptable in all directions – so it was 
‘heads down’ with grit & determination in every sphere – General 
subjects, sport and Domestic Science. (Jess, letter undated)
It was fun, hard work, always hard work — a lot of homework. 
(Betty 10 May 1995) 
Adelaide Tech had a staff of Teachers well known for their 
excellent teaching. Public Examination scholarships and prizes 
each year were proof of their standards . . . Miss Clark also 
very dedicated taught first year. Miss Balchin & Miss Crane, 
younger but just as concerned to keep up ATHS standards. 
(Jess, letter undated) 
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These rosy recollections of excellent teachers and industrious pupils are some-
what belied by the all too familiar story about one teacher, Mr Canney, who 

…was Maths Teacher, an Hons Maths Graduate but not a 
really good teacher — sometimes the boys made fun of him 
by asking him innocently to explain some rule or point they 
found difficult. He would be side-tracked into a long discussion 
on some minor rule & the lesson time would flash by, the rest 
of the class enjoying the joke on the side. (Jess, letter undated) 

But for the girls the relationship of students and teachers appears to have been 
something about school life then, or school life at the Tech at least, which was 
different from the present day.. The following event, which occurred many years 
after they had left school, seems to bear witness to this. 

One night after I was married (about 1950/51) & it was my turn 
to host the Girls, and to give them a surprise I had arranged for 2 
of our Teachers (Misses McBride & Clark) to visit us not telling 
this to the Girls. Well — they came along & as they entered the 
sitting room they saw two strangers & they either recognised 
the Teachers & were thrilled to see them or they just saw two 
strangers & ignored them until we jogged their memory & was 
there a yell of happy recognition. It was a very happy night & 
went all too fast. (Betty, letter 14 February 1996)

But though some things were different, their own recollections also reveal that 
there was a normal amount of youthful skylarking and that the boys and girls 
still managed, as usual, to fraternise, despite any rules and regulations. 

I remember there was one occasion, I think I was involved in it, 
because I was in a mixed class, and we were on our way to the picnic 
at Long Gully Oval and were caught in the act of passing notes to 
the boys and were severely reprimanded. (Jean 23 July 1996) 

And the trip home from school on the train was often enlivened by Tech and 
Woodville High boys who would walk along the outside of the train, while it 
was moving, to see if there were girls in any of the dog-boxes, and then they’d 
jump in. At times this caused some anxiety amongst the girls, but not for the 
boys’ safety.

Doss: I used to have a terrible time at menstruation. At recess time, 
you’d get a clean [pad] out of your bag and put it under your blazer 
and go down to the toilet and change and then roll it all up in this 
newspaper and then coming home in the train if you got in a dog-box, 
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which quite often we did, it was the only place, and someone’d grab 
your case and open it and you’ve got these parcels in there. You didn’t 
have anywhere to put them. You’d take them home. There was no 
provision at school not even at high school.
Jean: Yes I can remember coming home with those parcels. The boys’d 
get your bag and you’d think, ‘Oh dear —’
Doss: Dead scared that they’d open it and it’d all come out. (Doss 
and Jean 23 July 1996) 

Life at school did place some restrictions on girls. The most obvious at the Tech 
was their exclusion from the public stream and thereby from the subjects which 
would enable them to enter University to study in courses other than commer-
cial. The curriculum for girls at the Tech reveals the duality of girls’ education; 
the emphasis on skills for entry to the workforce along with the domestic arts 
for a future as wives and mothers. (Blackmore p.75). Another restriction, more 
general to all schools, was that imposed by uniforms so inappropriate for the 
Australian climate (though it is doubtful that the boys were any better off). 

Our Leaving Class Geology Excursion to Hallett Cove was a 
memorable occasion — taking place on a heatwave day in a 
temperature close to 100°F. As we clamoured (sic) up & down 
the sandy slopes where wild grasses grew, being shown the signs 
of ancient Geological volcanic activity all we could think of 
was our prickly black cashmere stockings and our regulation 
navy flannel blazer causing us bodily discomfort. As I recall the 
searing heat I cannot recall any of the magnificent geological 
evidence we had gone to see, though no doubt our descriptions 
in our homework essays on the subject were approved by Teddy 
Edwards when we handed them in! (Jess, letter undated) 

Perhaps the heat did affect Jess’s recollection because I can recall going with my 
mother to Halletts Cove to see the evidence of glacial activity; the boulder that 
had been transported by ice from Victor Harbour 80 kilometres away and the 
grooves the ice had gouged in the rocks as it had slowly passed. 
The other restriction for these girls was their general acceptance that tertiary 
education was not an option, that after school they would go to work. This 
thinking may have been influenced by the depression that Australia, and par-
ticularly South Australia, was passing through in the late 1920s.
Yet the fathers of most of these girls remained in employment. Certainly Captain 
Bradley’s job as wharf superintendent for the Adelaide Steamship Company 
was secure and probably brought in enough income so that Jean and Nancy 
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could contemplate continuing at University, particularly as both had won an 
Exhibition and Jean had won a scholarship. 

I do wonder why. I don’t think I was encouraged. I don’t think the 
family, you know — but they were so proud of us that we got good 
marks. While we were still at school our education came first. We 
didn’t have a wireless til we had finished school. I don’t think Dad 
bought his first car until after we had finished. (Jean 8 May 1995) 

Phyl’s father was out of work but perhaps her mother had a greater belief in 
further education because Phyl did study accountancy at night at the School of 
Mines while working during the day and her sister Madeline became a teacher. 
Some years after she left school Gwen Marshall also studied accountancy at 
night, but at the Adelaide University.
It is not as though there were no role models for these girls. Two of their teach-
ers, Miss Balchin and Miss Crane, had been students at the Tech and had gone 
on to University, where both had won the Joseph Fisher medal in Commerce, 
before returning to the school as teachers. Greta Crane was only a few years 
older than her pupils, having started at the school as a teacher in the same year 
as these girls, 1926. Like most other teachers at the school they stayed on the 
staff for 25 years or more, and stayed single. Perhaps it was their single status 
that made these women seem unsatisfactory role models. (Knauerhase, p.9)
The school magazine reported that in 1928 the famous speaker, Miss Maude 
Royden, came to Adelaide and the Tech girls went to a Secondary Schoolgirls’ 
Meeting in the Town Hall to hear her. 

Miss Royden was welcomed with the ‘Song of Australia,’ after 
which she spoke on ‘Sex Equality.’ urging the girls to launch 
out into new careers and not to be daunted by the fact that a 
woman had never done such a thing before. The meeting was 
concluded with the ‘Recessional.’ (School magazine, 1928, p.16)

This event seems to have had little impact. Perhaps it influenced Phyl but the 
others, apart from Jess, have no recollection of it. 

I remember the packed hall. I remember there being great 
groups of scholars from High Schools and Colleges present 
— all in immaculate school uniforms, but alas I cannot recall 
her message. We were not particularly concerned yet about 
women’s equality. I for one was quite happy with the status 
quo, having been brought up in a family where the man’s role 
and the woman’s were equally important and respected, and 
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could see no reason to change such a good arrangement. (Jess, 
letter undated)

Jean says, with some regret, 
If it had had any impact on me I probably would have taken up 
the scholarship. (Jean 8 May 1995) 

They may not have gone on to tertiary education but getting the Leaving cer-
tificate was itself a considerable achievement. In 1926, the year they started at 
the Tech, there were 2065 pupils enrolled in first year at high schools in the 
State. Only 175 or 8.5 per cent of these gained the Leaving certificate. (Com-
mittee of Enquiry, p.14)
The girls at the Tech showed plenty of initiative when they established the 
Girls’ Frolic in 1926. 

Within the holy walls of the young ladies’ division of the 
Adelaide Technical High School, dark and deep conspiracies 
were formed by cliques of wildly excited laughing girls. The 
cause of all these whispered conferences was the an  noun ce ment 
that the aforementioned young ladies were to hold a Fancy 
Dress Frolic.

Such an enterprise had never before been recorded in the annals 
of this celebrated institution, and great was the plotting for the 
auspicious occasion. ‘What shall I wear?’ ‘What can I wear?’ was 
the wail of every young maiden . . .

To the strains of gay music marched a long line of merry maidens 
attired in costumes of every conceivable hue and design. As the 
music of a dreamy waltz or of a stirring one-step or fox-trot 
filled the great hall, the floor was beset with eager dancers who 
chattered like a multitude of birds on a summer day. (School 
magazine, 1926, pp.20-21) 

At the second Folic in 1927 Nancy and a group of her friends went as Dad 
‘n’ Dave and family, complete with baby in pram. This pram was a source 
of considerable embarrassment to the Bradley girls as when the family went 
on holiday they had to push it, piled high with cases, to the Semaphore 
station. After the frolic it was set adrift down Kintore Avenue and never 
seen again. For the 1928 Frolic, Betty came back and her old basketball 
team-mates gave her a necklace that she still has. Jean won a prize that 
year for her cook’s outfit. 
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The Largs and Semaphore group of girls must have stood out from the crowd 
at school. Their relatively high profile in the school magazine indicates this, as 
does the memory of one of their contemporaries. 

Jess was telling me the other day that she went to some conference 
to do with the church. She met up with a girl that we used to go to 
Tech with, and she came up to Wonga with us. She remembers Jess 
and came up and spoke to her and she said ‘When I was at Tech I 
envied you girls; all you girls who came from Largs and I thought 
I’d love to be one of those girls’. And she was telling Jess this after all 
these years. (Jean 23 July 1996) 

When the school day was finished at the Tech 
…we all used to gallop down North Tce to catch [the 4:10] 
train. On very hot days the train was like a furnace after standing 
in the railway yards with all the windows closed. When we got 
to Woodville the temperature would drop a couple of degrees 
and we could smell the sea. We were always thrilled when the 
train was made up of dog boxes as we could have them all to 
ourselves. At Woodville all the women who worked at Holdens 
(a very rough lot) got on board and we would all crowd into 
the windows making out our particular dog box was full. (Jean, 
letter 27 February 1995) 

Is this Dad ‘n’Dave with Nance in the 
middle?
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The depression hit South Australia early and hard. There was a sudden 
rise in unemployment in Adelaide as early as mid-1927, two years before 

the general economic downturn in other States. South Australia had been 
borrowing and spending more per capita than the other States and in 1927 a 
severe local drought and a withdrawal of overseas finance combined to plunge 
the State into depression. (Broomhill, pp.2-3)

In 1929, 15.7 per cent of South Australian unionists were unemployed com-
pared with 11.1 per cent for the country as a whole (the figure would probably 
have been higher if non-unionists had been included). The State had been 
transforming itself from a farming economy to manufacturing and it was this 
latter sector that was hardest hit. Among the white-collar workers, clerical and 
shop employees were the most affected. The 1933 census showed that 18 per 
cent of male and 10.3 per cent of female clerical workers were out of work 
and that since 1926-27 there had been a 19 per cent decline in female clerical 
positions in factories in the State. Half of those in work were on short time and 
hundreds of small businesses had gone into bankruptcy. (Broomhill, pp.7-26)

This was the parlous state of the labour market when the girls left school in 1929 
and 1930. For those who had been at the Tech, its reputation that its graduates 
got jobs, proved true. All of them got jobs and all of them, except Net and 
Merle, found the sort of jobs in business that the Tech had trained them for. 

The one Tech girl who did not work was Betty. After leaving school part way 
through 1928, she stayed at home looking after her mother until her death 
in 1929. She then kept house for her father and brothers who were still at 
home. The family had moved from Largs back to Prospect in 1928, but after 
her mother’s death her father was restless, and being a keen fisherman, longed 
for the sea. So they returned to Largs and were fortunate in being able to rent 
again the house in Alexander Street.
Nance and Doris got jobs in the farming sector, despite the drought. Nance 
became secretary to the Secretary of the South Australian Farmers’ Co-operative 
Union and relieved on the switchboard at lunchtimes. Doris worked at Dalgetys 
in Currie Street, on the bookkeeping machine doing the accounts. When the 

Working in the depression
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wool sales were on the girls would have to work late, and so they would go to 
the Arcadia Cafe in Bowman’s Arcade, just round the corner from work, for 
tea. All the other girls smoked on these occasions and so Doris took it up too, 
at about age 18. She continued for the rest of her life, stopping only five years 
before her death in 1996.
Jean began in the typing pool at the Bank of Adelaide and went on to become 
the secretary to the Assistant Manager, and later the General Manager. She 
wonders how much she was assisted by her reference from the Manager of the 
Adelaide Steamship Company who assured any future employer that Captain 
Arthur Bradley was a fine chap and that his daughter Jean must be a chip off the 
old block. Over the years her work involved typing letters to the international 
buyers of South Australian wool and her first date with her future husband was 
to go to the wool sales. As secretary to the Manager she was privy to confidential 
information, for example, who was going to be laid off during the depression.
Some of the other girls went into that other depressed sector, retail, or the 
clothing business. Net found work at last as a sales assistant in John Martin’s 
department store but moved on to clerical and secretarial work in 1937, taking 
over from Nance at the Farmers’ Union when she left to marry. From there Net 
went to the Vacuum Oil Company, which became Mobil, where she stayed until 
her retirement. Phyl was in the office of another department store, Moores. She 
studied accountancy at night at the School of Mines and went from Moores to 
the Tax Office as an assessor. 
Doss, who had done a general course at Woodville for two years, followed this 
with one year at the Charters Business College learning shorthand, typing and 
bookkeeping. The College then got her a job at Kaysers Hosiery.

Then I changed over to Mr Bogle and he was an indent agent for 
gloves, dresses and haberdashery…Then one of his travellers, a Mr 
Landsmere, opened a big place, a factory, in Stephens Place and he 
had all these machines going making frocks and uniforms and he 
asked me would I go and be his secretary. So I went to Landsmere 
and I was there about three years. And I went up one morning to 
work and there’s all these police and people everywhere and the place 
was all burnt down. (Doss 5 April 1995)

She was out of work for just a fortnight. Mr Knowles, who ran the local drapery 
business on Military Road, met her one day while strolling on the jetty. His 
casual enquiry about what she was doing led to an offer of a job in his office. 
As well as doing the office work, Doss served in the shop, dressed the windows 
and went with Mrs Knowles to the warehouses, an excellent opportunity for 
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buying towels, sheets and other items for her glory box.
Gwen Marshall also began her career in a drapery business and later she studied 
accountancy at night at the Adelaide University.

During her short life she worked for three different firms — firstly 
she was the book-keeper for a local large drapery store until it closed 
during the depression. She wound up the books of the Company before 
the Auditors arrived to complete the work, and they were astounded 
by the manner in which she had handled the work — indeed there 
was nothing for them to do. (Merle, letter 8 September 1995)

The family drapery business on Semaphore Road suffered the same fate. The 
Marshalls then moved from the shop behind the business to the house on 
Hargrave Street which belonged to the Bradley girls’ Aunty Annie.

Gwen then went to work for Colton, Palmer & Preston in Adelaide, 
until she was offered a more lucrative employment with the China 
Import Co. handling the book-work for that Company. They were 
so impressed by her accurate workmanship (or should it be work-
personship? I really can’t go along with all these stupid changes) 
that they used to do everything they thought would make her happy. 
Indeed they burnt incense in her office every morning she arrived, 
and gave her many little gifts of Chinese origin. (Merle, letter 8 
September 1995)

When Merle left school at the end of 1931 she found it difficult to find secre-
tarial or commercial work. Fortunately, during her school years, she had also 
attended the South Australian School of Arts and Crafts on Saturdays in the 
Exhibition Building next to the Tech.

It was just as well I took up the art because that was what I did for 
years before I went back into the commercial line. I was a ticket 
writer for Coles and I did that sort of work for many years. Then I 
went to Eddy’s piano company in Rundle Street and I was in their 
advertising office. That’s when I went into advertising as well as the 
art because I used to do all the posters for what in those days they 
used to sell, three-room suites. There’d be a kitchen, a bedroom and 
a dining room and you’d buy it all as a package. So it was fairly big 
artwork that I had to do.
They used to have Sunday Mail advertisements, and 5AD. We had 
a show, a serial, ‘Fred and Maggie’, and Eddy’s used to sponsor that. 
So I had to write the ads for before and after that. I’d go down to 
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5AD every morning and listen to the program that was on that night 
and then if there was anything in it that would pertain to the goods 
we sold, I would bring it into the ads. That was a very interesting 
job. (Merle 25 July 1996)

Jess was working in the public examination office at the University where she 
typed Council minutes on the best parchment paper and manuscripts for 
such luminaries as the historian W.K. Hancock, later Sir Keith, and Mawson 
of Antarctica. But the real work was typing all the public examination results

…on paper this wide with a name and all the subjects and the school 
and seven copies, carbon copies, in a big typewriter. At the end of 
the page we had to add up all the subjects and add up the big record 
book and they had to be the same and if they weren’t, we had to go 
through the whole thing. And if there was a mistake we had to type 
that page again. Very demanding work it was . . .
Occasionally a paper would get lost in the marking. One of the 
professors or doctors would lose a paper and we spent hours and 
hours going through the papers trying to find a lost paper and almost 
always we would find it in the end.
And I remember my boss had to send all the exam papers to the 
country centres and we had to count them all out together twice 
to make sure we had enough for how many students there were in 
each country centre. And then we had to pack them up and seal 
them with red sealing wax and send them special post and then at 
the end of the day he would always say, ‘Now Miss Birks, when you 
get home tonight go down on your bended knee and pray that we’ve 
got the right papers in the right parcels and enough of everything’. 
I don’t think we ever came to grief with that. (Jess 6 April 1995)

Working at the university, Jess had the opportunity to study without paying 
fees. Because she had done commercial subjects at school she decided to do 
accountancy. After two terms she ‘turned it in’ because she was ‘flat to the 
ground’ doing too many other things.

I had all these exciting things to do in my private life Going to 
university was not a priority. If we had a job, that was a priority, to 
have a good job. It didn’t mean to us what it means now. If you’ve 
got that higher education you might get a better job or be more likely 
to get a job. (Jess 6 April 1995)
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But Jess’s choice of accountancy appears to reflect a similar utilitarian approach 
to higher education. Perhaps if she had chosen a subject like English literature 
that was related to her life long passion for writing she may have persevered 
with study.
Jess’s salary when she started working at the University was £1/5/- a week with 
an annual rise of 2/6. She paid 10/- in board to her mother and the rest had to 
cover clothes and fares and anything else. 

Pay day came only once a month, a time of great anticipation 
and fulfilment after 4 weeks of comparative skimping and 
borrowing from our mothers or sisters. It was a day of reckoning 
when all debts had to be met …A friend and I always managed 
to have our special splurge on pay day — luncheon at the 
Arcadia — nothing too extravagant, our favourite being waffles 
and maple syrup. (McLennan, chapter 6)

Most of these young women paid board but in the case of Jean and Nance at 
least, that money was saved by their mother and returned to them when they 
married. There was no room for this generosity in Jess’s family — redundancy 
had struck them in 1926.

A grave situation arose when the Electricity Company 
reorganised their staff and our Dad was no longer required. He 
was in great distress about the situation and with a family still 
all at home almost had a nervous breakdown. But our relations 
all rallied round, and he and mother went for 3 months to stay 
in the Blue Mountains with our Mother’s sister Florrie and her 
husband, taking young Bob with them. I stayed at Katoomba 
with Mother’s youngest sister and went to school there, 
while another Aunt and Uncle stayed at Largs with Norman 
and Margaret who were both doing their apprenticeships. 
(McLennan, chapter 4)

Jess believes that her father lost his job because his strong socialist principles, 
which had survived the Paraguay experience, prompted him to talk to the 
workers at the Station about pay and conditions. Through the good offices of 
his cousin, Napier Birks, son of Charles the founder of the department store 
now known as David Jones, he got a job as the floor superintendent at Motors 
Limited in Gilbert Street. The starting wage was £2/10/- a week. He had been 
earning £10 as an engineer. Jess had just started at the Tech when this disaster 
befell her family and paying for her education became a real problem.
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My older brother Norman was working & helped with board 
money. The HM of ATHS, Sidney Moyle told my father in 
1927 that he considered I should go on to do the Leaving Year 
& my brother offered to pay 5/- a week extra board so that I 
could have that extra year. (Jess, notes on the author’s letter of 
1 May 1995)

The other family badly affected by the depression was the Drapers. Phyl’s father 
lost his job. Unfortunately, in South Australia not only was unemployment 
higher,

…the material standard of living on the dole was lower. A great 
many experienced considerable material hardship as a result of 
inadequate relief provision and harsh policies pursued by many 
of the state and private institutions. (Broomhill, p.7)

Kevin was saying this morning what a tough old lady Phyl’s mother 
was, very determined. I am sure she is what held that family together 
during the depression. She was very economical but she made sure 
all those children got a good education. (Jean 9 May 1996)

Even those in work were affected by the depression. Doss’s father’s job as a 
postmaster was secure but he worried.

Mary: Dad was very uptight because they were very down on any-
thing. So Dad was very uptight and he developed shingles and he 
had three months leave.
Doss: The only thing I didn’t like about the depression was my 
brother who was a great Toc-H worker. He used to go through all 
my books and say I didn’t want that book and didn’t want that 
doll. He was giving them as Christmas presents. And he took all 
the newspapers because people were sleeping on wire springs. They’d 
sold their mattresses to get money. As I say, he did a good job. (Doss 
and Mary 9 May 1996)

Times were particularly tough in Port Adelaide. There were over three thousand 
unemployed men in the area and the authorities were worried about the potential 
threat to public order. So the business community organised a three thousand 
strong Citizens Defence Brigade, consisting of professional men, farmers and 
students. Initially, this Brigade was used to protect the volunteer or ‘scab’ 
labour used on the wharves during the failed waterside workers’ strike in 1928. 
It continued to operate during the unsettled years that followed when there 
were a number of demonstrations by the unemployed. (Broomhill, chapter 8)
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The biggest and most violent was what became known as the Beef Riot in Janu-
ary 1931. One thousand men, women and children marched up the Port Road 
and were joined by another thousand demonstrators in the city. Twelve men 
were arrested and 17 were admitted to hospital after a melee broke out between 
police and demonstrators in Victoria Square. The grievance was that beef had 
been replaced with inferior mutton on all ration tickets. (Broomhill, chapter 8)
Jean remembers seeing armed members of the Citizens Defence Brigade patrol-
ling the station at the Port as she went through on the way to and from work 
during the 1930s. By this time her father, Captain Bradley, had come ashore 
and was Wharf Superintendent and later Manager of the Adelaide branch of the 
Adelaide Steamship Company. It is part of family lore that at this time he bought 
a revolver for protection and that the blinds on the front of the house were 
always lowered to protect against bricks being thrown through the windows.
Though these young women were fortunate to have work, this did not neces-
sarily mean that their feelings about it were all positive. An anonymous lament 
called ‘If Only’ was published in the first issue of the Kosmopolitan Kourier in 
October 1931.

The Bradley house on Military Road with the blinds down and Jean, Nance and Net at the 
front fence.
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Ah! Think what we poor toilers miss;
The joy and everlasting bliss;

If only going off to work
Had power to bless and not to irk!

If only —

Each waking hour could be enjoyed
In honest labour unalloyed.

If only working for one’s living
Was not a bore but pleasure giving!

If only —

And every night would bring the thought
Of all the joy and morrow (sic) brought.

If only work was full of cheer,
And not monotony dull and drear!

If only —

What magic power these small words hold;
What visions sweet they can unfold;

And all our lives with gladness fill
And make of work the ‘One Big 
Thrill’!

If only —

Life went on, in many respects unaffected by the depression. The girls from Largs 
and Semaphore continued their daily train ride to work in the city, cementing 
the friendships that had begun during their school years. The demands of work 
and socialising meant they did not always go home together. Or Peter Cooke, 
one of the Largs boys, would be waiting on his motorbike on North Terrace to 
take one lucky young woman home on the back.
Then in 1930 a new entertainment came to Largs. The Reverend Silwood 
at the Largs Methodist Church set up a club to attract young people to the 
church; gym for the girls and exercises for the boys, held on different nights. 
Jean remembers Doss and Phyl, good Methodists both, coming to their place 
to ask her and Nancy to join the gym. This made a big change in their lives.
There was a rule that if you went to gym you had to go to church once a month. 
The Bradleys were not churchgoers. The girls had been christened in the Church 
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of England and at one time had tried the Congregational Sunday School. Jean 
says their choice of where to go depended on what was on offer. Apparently 
the gym was sufficient attraction to make going to church palatable, because 
they joined. Net and Doris, the other non-church goers, joined the gym at the 
same time. They met once a week in the tin shed behind the Largs church.

Jess: I can remember one funny instance. Babe was on the platform 
demonstrating and Phyl offered to play the piano but she didn’t have 
any music and she could only remember the first two bars of this 
piece and she went over and over those two bars.
Jean: It was the Grenadier Guards! (Group 4 April 1995)

Babe Saunders, the demonstrator, was new to Largs. Her family had moved 
in 1928, when she was 16, from Woodville to a large house on the Esplanade. 
Before Woodville they had lived at Mylor in the Adelaide Hills where they 
were a family of some note. Babe talked proudly of her maternal grandfather, 
Eusebius Wilson, who was Inspector of Homestead Blocks in the Crown Lands 
Department, a local preacher and owner of ‘Stoneleigh’, a property where 
he grew apples. She was equally proud of her maternal grandmother, Fanny 
Goodwin, who was a scholar in Greek, Hebrew, Latin and French and who 
could trace her lineage back through many theologians to Thomas Goodwin, 
private chaplain to Oliver Cromwell. Babe’s mother, Mary Theodora, was an 
artist who had been taught by two French ladies who had also settled in Mylor.

Largs Bay Methodist Church, now a funeral parlour.
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Babe’s father, John Henry Saunders, was an inventor and engineer who had 
studied at the School of Mines and served his apprenticeship with Horwood 
Bagshaw. He established a hardware business at Mylor, married Mary Theodora, 
served as a lay preacher and on the Stirling Council. But his real interest was 
engineering. He set up his own company at Kilkenny and the family moved 
to Woodville. Saunders Engineering sold all sorts of windmills and pumps to 
farmers and specialised in the self-oiling windmill.
Babe’s real name was Aspen and she had five sisters with flower names, and a 
brother. While living at Woodville she went to Woodville High and studied 
French, Latin, English, history and domestic science. She enjoyed domestic 
science and was chosen to make scones for a teachers’ meeting.

I can remember someone saying, ‘Just as well you are good at some-
thing’. I didn’t have any brains, just wanted to do handstands on 
the beach. I had opportunities; I didn’t take advantage of it. Silly 
thing. (Babe 1 May  1997)

The family moved to Largs at the end of her Intermediate year and she never 
went back to school. Her ambition was to be a ballerina and violinist. She had 
attended the gym at Woodville Methodist and was now doing callisthenics and 
physical culture classes in the city.
So when the Reverend Silwood set up his young peoples’ club, Babe was the 
perfect candidate to run the gym for the girls.

They were wonderful pupils really; they did try. But poor Nance and 
Lorna and Doris Armstrong and Jess, they were all on the bottom of 
the pyramid. The slimmer, lighter girls were on the top. But it was a 
wonderful period of time, and you got to know the girls in a different 
way from just socialising. The co-operation was wonderful. When 
we had our little display at the end of the year, we had a concert in 
the little old hall at the back of the new church with a stage about 
half the size of this room [looking round her little dining alcove]. 
Trying to get them to do Grecian poses, it was lovely really, to get 
them to turn the corner with the right foot. (Babe 12 May 1995)

Like all good gyms, there was a concert at the end of the year.
I can remember I was in the back row of the chorus of whatever it 
was, having a crepe paper skirt. I don’t remember what we were, 
and of course I was petrified and that was why I was in the back 
row. (Jean in Group 4 April 1995)
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That night when I got home 
I had a lecture [from Father] 
because of encouraging the girls 
to show their legs because we had 
our black bloomers on. (Babe 12 
May 1995)

Babe says that her father was early 
Victorian in his attitudes and thought 
that daughters should be at home, do-
ing needlework and painting. While 
her friends were working, Babe was 
ex perien cing quite a different life. She 
started at the South Australian School 
of Art in the city in 1929 and was still 
studying drawing and paint ing, but at 
Port Adelaide, in 1934. She was also 
attending physical culture classes at 
Weber, Shot hosen and Rice and later 
at Hubbles. For a time she went to 
acrobatics with Arthur Creeper, the 
light weight cham pion of the time, 
and to classical ballet classes with 
Wally Desborough. But she was there 
only a short time because she became 
anaemic. Arthur Creeper’s diet before 
a boxing bout was lettuce and he en-
cour aged her to follow the same diet, 
but she was only six stone.

It was the very thing I should not 
have done. (Babe 12 May 1995)

While at Hubbles, she and the other Hubbles girls became the ensemble in the 
play, Holiday Inn, put on by the Adelaide impressario and play wright, Max Af-
ford. When the star sang ‘Moonlight Madonna’, Babe posed on a pedestal and 
at the end swooped down to be caught by two of the Hubbles gym teachers.
In 1935 she entered a beauty contest which, to her horror, she won. She had 
been promised that there would be no publicity but a photo was pub lished in 
the evening paper, The News, with Babe in a graceful pose wearing a swim suit 
and masquerading under a false name. The caption read:
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Miss Mavanwyn Day, the physical culture girl who won the 
£10 a week prize given by the Snake Park Koala Bear Farm, 
Lower North Adelaide. Miss Day will give free instructions in 
callisthenics to children who visit the Park. It is felt that she will 
be an inspiration to all young people.

Even while she was living this unusual double life, as Sunday School teacher 
and beauty queen, Babe wanted a real job. Eventually through her sister Ilex’s 
husband she was offered part-time work in the library at the Woodville Institute 
at 11/- per week.

Everyone else had gone to work, like Jess and those, and earned a 
living. I wasn’t earning anything …They didn’t work after they were 
married but they did have that experience. There was the library 
but that was a limited vision of things, you weren’t out in the world. 
(Babe 12 May 1995)

For the others, the gym at the Largs Methodist Church had opened up a whole 
new social life, especially for Nance and Jean. Before that time their only en-
tertainment had been going to the pictures on Saturday afternoons. Now, not 
only were there the weekly sessions at gym, there was church on a Sunday night.

We went once a week because we got involved with the girls and we 
also got involved with the local boys and they used to meet us after 
church and we’d all go for the Sunday night promenade down the 
Largs Bay jetty. So it wasn’t exactly religious fervour; it was friend-
ship and the company of young people. (Jean 8 May 1995)

For Jean and Nance, and probably Net and Doris, this was something new. 
Phyl, Doss, Jess and Babe were already heavily involved in the life of the church 
and other activities. Jess, who was really a Baptist, began playing the piano for 
the kindergarten at the Methodist Sunday School because her neighbour and 
good friend, Mrs Bull, asked her to. Later she became the superintendent of 
the kindergarten.

This meant a preparation class for the teachers at her place on Monday nights. 
And on Thursdays she and Doss went to the School of Arts in town to do Black-
board Illustration to help with their work at Sunday School. So on Thursdays 
Jess left work at the University, hurried down North Terrace to catch the seven 
past five express train to Largs, rushed home where her mother had tea on the 
table, then back to the station to catch the three minute past six train to town.

Now the reason for all that was because money was so scarce that we 
had a pass on the train that we could use anytime during the month 
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and I could have a free trip home, a free meal from my mother and 
a free trip back to town. Once we got on the train we could relax for 
that trip back to town so that we had a resting period in between.
And on one occasion, Doss and I both went to that class because she 
was a teacher at Largs too. And one night we were running to catch 
the five past nine train back home and we got onto North Terrace 
and Doss’s case flew open. It had pots of illustrating paints and paper 
for this class and they were all over King William Street. We had to 
scramble to put them all back before we caught the train, but we 
still caught the train. (Jess 6 April 1995)

Dancing classes and fortnightly dances at the dinghy club became part of this 
new social life.

After we left the Tech and became old scholars there was an old 
scholars dancing class that we used to go up to. The chap, Wally 
Desborough I think his name was, who took the class, he was very 
airy-fairy. Of course we didn’t realise at that time. I can still re-
member learning to dance the blues to ‘Every little breeze whispers 
Louise’. That stands out in my memory. (Jean 8 May 1995)

Largs Bay Hockey Club A Team Premiers 1936. Nance is second from right in the back row and Net 
is second from left in middle row.
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And there was sport. After leaving school Doss had taken up hockey and was 
playing for the Largs team. Having recruited the Bradleys and Net to the gym, 
she now recruited them to hockey. Net was goalie and Jean and Doss were on 
the wings. Jean says she only ever made the ‘B’ team, but in 1936 Net and 
Nance were part of the premiership winning ‘A’ team.

I remember once we played in the south parklands and it was raining 
and we got cow dung all over us when they hit the ball. We had to 
go home on the train. We had our overcoats and I know I went into 
the ladies and I took all my clothes off because I was absolutely high. 
And I went home with just my overcoat and pair of pants. Well, I 
had to do something. I couldn’t go home in those wet smelly clothes 
in the train all the way to Largs. (Doss 5 April 1995)
There was nowhere to change. You just played out in the wet and the 
mud and you didn’t stop for the rain. None of this sissy business of 
calling it off. Well, you just stood there in the rain so you just might 
as well have been dashing around. It was a wonder we didn’t die 
a death of double pneumonia or something. They were the days. 
(Jean 23 July 1996)

Jess played basketball for the Semaphore Baptist church. Basketballers and 
hockey players both had early morning practice. Jean remembers being woken 
by her Dad to trot down to the Largs Bay Reserve in the dark for practice, 
then home for breakfast and off to catch the train to work. Jess had to walk 
a mile down Military Road to the Semaphore for practice from 7 o’clock to 
quarter to eight when she would go to catch the usual train to work, but from 
Semaphore station.
And the beach, of course, played a big part in the new social life, especially in 
the summer. They entertained the other beach-goers by practising their gym 
exercises and went for paddles at night.
It was in the depression, and in this atmosphere of work and the daily train 
trip to and from town, the gym, church and the walk down the jetty that The 
Kosmopolitan Klub was born.
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From this distance it seems as though The Kosmopolitan Klub sprang fully 
formed from the collective imagination of this group of young women. 

Our conversations revealed no clear recollection of where the idea came from, 
or who dreamt it up, or of which came first, the Klub name or their own high 
falutin’ names.
When the group met in April 1995 there was some speculation about the 
Klub’s origins. Jess thought the ‘Am and Mustard club at the Tech might have 
been a precursor and Jean wondered whether the name evolved because they 
felt that they weren’t in the rut, but were going to be different, cosmopolitan. 
Or it might have been Phyl. ‘Oh Phyl was full of ideas’, they all say. But Phyl 
was not there to ask.
One clue to how it all came about is given in Jess’s memoirs. Jess records that 
as these girls started work they also started a mixed tennis club on the court 
behind Knowles draper’s shop on Military Road. She chronicles the progression 
to a grass court on Yeo Street and then onto Largs Reserve and some competi-
tion tennis under the name of the Kosmopolitan Klub. (McLennan, chapter 6)
The official Klub album, which was in the care of Jean, begins with three pho-
tos of a group of young men and women at Knowles court on Eight Hours 
Day 1930. It is headed ‘The Opening Chorus’. The next photos are of the girls 
at Wonga Wonga at Bridgewater also in 1930. It is labelled ‘K Ks at Wonga 
Wonga’. The name of the club was in existence at least by the summer preceding 
the first official meeting in May 1931. The tennis club would certainly have 
given opportunity and time to establish all the formal arrangements before 
that first meeting.
The presence of the boys at the tennis club may also have provided some im-
petus for the girls to establish their own club. The boys belonged to the Bandy 
Bandoleros. The beginnings and history of this club are not known but the 
minutes of that first recorded meeting of the Klub on 5 May 1931 report a visit 
by Klub members to the Bandoleros on 21 April. It appears that an invitation 
had been issued to Nance by one of the Bandoleros that was interpreted as a 

The Kosmopolitan Klub
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general invitation to all Klub members. They duly arrived at the Bandoleros’ 
headquarters only to find that they were not expected or welcome.
The Secretary wrote a letter of apology. It is typed on paper headed THE 
KOSMIPOLITAN (sic) KLUB and dated 22nd April, 1931 and is attached 
to the minutes of the first meeting.

 On behalf of the Committee of the Kosmipolitan (sic again)
Klub, I hereby wish to tender our sincere apologies for intruding 
into the sacred precincts of The Bandy Bandolero Club Room, 
on the evening of the 21st inst.
 The Committee of our Klub wish you clearly to understand that 
the whole regrettable incident was due to a very unfortunate mis-
take. Our Committee was labouring under the misapprehension 
that they had been cordially invited to visit your Club Room, in 
fact, an invitation was extended by one of your members, who 
was no doubt, suffering under a slight confusion of the mind. 
Without that invitation we would never have interrupted your 
meeting in the way we did.
 In closing, I can safely say, on behalf of all the Klub Members, 
that such an intrusion will never occur again.
 Trusting you will convey this apology to your fellow members,

Yours faithfully,
For THE KOSMIPOLITAN (sic) KLUB

While this may indeed be the way in which the Klub started we can still only 
speculate about the source of the names and the rituals. Surprisingly, there seems 
to be a gap in the groups’ recollections about these central matters.

Whatever its genesis, the first pages of The Kosmopolitan Klub Book, which 
records the minutes of their fortnightly meetings, lists the members of the 
Klub, all with their new aristocratic names. The rules are listed, the fines 
are set, and the rituals of the Initiation and Christening Ceremony are de-
scribed in full. There had been a lot of planning and, one imagines, many 
hilarious creative sessions, to set all this up. At some time an election had 
been held, or appointments made, because the Minute Book begins with 
the list of officials.
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Officials
President Mrs Bradley
Vice-Presidents Mothers of Committee Members
Chairman Czarina Nadja Zamoyski
Secretary Miss Rosalie Smythe Van Stittart
Treasurer Sultana Leila El Habib

Committee Members
Rita Eakins Senorita Carmenita Don Juan
Doris Armstrong Sultana Leila El Habib
Nancy Bradley Lady Camelia Featherstonehaugh
Phyllis Draper Dame Clarissa Giovanni
Lorna Nettle Miss Rosalia (sic) Smythe Van Stittart
Jean Galton Comtesse Antoinette St Etienne
Jessie Birks Hon Penelope Vere de Vere
Doris George Baroness Zara Von Stromheim
Aspen Saunders Countess Yvonne Wallschutzki
Jean Bradley Czarina Nadja Zamoyski
Gwen Marshall Lady Jessie Augusta McNabb of the Clan 
 McNabb
Betty Wilkinson Lady Maureen O’Shaughnessy

Honorary Members
Madeline Draper Duchess Patricia Desborough
Poppy Saunders
Merle Marshall Dorise, Marchioness of Innisfail

The list of members introduces two new names to the story, Rita Eakins and 
Jean Galton. Rita lived behind her parents’ greengrocer shop on Military Road. 
She went to LeFevre’s Primary School but finished her schooling early and 
began helping her parents in the shop. When she was old enough to drive she 
did deliveries round the local area and collected the produce from the East End 
Market in the city in the early hours of the morning. She attended the Largs 
Bay Methodist Church and taught in the Sunday School, where her father was 
superintendent for a time, but it is not clear whether she joined the gym. She 
does not figure in the early memories of the others and perhaps it is her absence 
from the train trips to and from school and work that meant she was on the 
periphery of the group.
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Jean Galton lived near Doris in Exeter and was a friend of Doss but seems to have 
had no other connection with the group prior to her appearance as an inaugural 
member. Perhaps she entered the story as a tennis player at the Knowles Street 
court. Though she was present at the beginning of the Klub the minutes record 
that she was absent from many meetings during the first year but was host to 
four meetings during years two and three. As the more active members hosted 
no more than six meetings each over the three years, this is a good record. She 
exited the story as the Klub died, or went into hibernation, in 1934.
A number of new members joined the Klub during its lifetime:

Jean Anderson Garter Grebo
Jean McLennan Panna Avlova
Joan Emery no name given
MerleVerran EmpressWu Lang Chang

All of these new members were even more peripheral and transient than Jean 
Galton. They attended few meetings and none of them held a meeting at their 
home. It would appear that the Klub and its activities were attractive to those 
who came in contact with it. But it might have been difficult for newcomers 
to be absorbed into the central group that by this time was cemented together 
by its history of gym and school and the daily train trip to town.
The minutes record that the main object of the Klub was to offer entertain-
ment for winter evenings. The program for the first year provided plenty of 

entertainment for both winter and 
summer evenings. They played 
games: bagatelle, Corner (a card 
game based on stockbroking); 
Chook Chook (another card game 
involving the buying, selling and 
hatching of chooks); charades; 
silent theatricals; and an un-named 
gambling game. 
There were competitions. There 
was animal tails won by Phyl as 
a cat (Ladies) and Jean as a pig 
(Gentlemen); followed by an ear-
ring competition also won by Phyl 
with jewellery made from ‘the 
bones of Caesar’, being skulls and 
crossbones. Nancy and Net won 
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the fancy dress jointly, the prize being an enormous bon-bon. A parade of 
figures was judged by Merle and won by Doss. The Minute Secretary recorded 
that Merle was a poor judge or had a leaning towards the rather plump figure 
because she was so lean herself. The Best Complexion Prize went to Net in 
her favourite role of ‘Rough House Rosie’. And they played ping- pong. This 
was a running competition with a Silver Kup (an enamel mug) donated by 
Captain Bradley. Jean was the first holder of the Kup and defeated a challenge 
from Net, 21-19. But the Klub’s official magazine, the Kosmopolitan Kourier, 
reported that at a later meeting

…the Kup-Holder was formally challenged by Miss D. Arm-
strong in the presence of witnesses. Miss Bradley in accepting 
the challenge made an impassioned speech referring to the 
honour of her ancient name, but alas it was all in vain as she 
was ignominiously beaten by Miss D. Armstrong (21-9). Miss 
Armstrong held the Kup for exactly the time it took Miss N. 
Bradley to challenge her and ‘clean her up,’ as the Yanks say 
(21-17). It was a most exciting game. Miss Bradley Minor met 
several would-be champions, but emerged triumphant and the 
Kup is still in the hands of those Bradley Kids. (Kourier No.3)

They dabbled in the psychic with two seances. Sometimes they broke spon-
taneously into dance. In the summer they went to the beach to paddle, play 
leapfrog, swim, do gymnastics and paddle a canoe. They ate a lot of suppers.
Details of the supper, and lavish praise for its content and quantity, are always 
recorded in the minutes. Yet they seem very modest affairs to modern eyes: 
spaghetti sandwiches, saveloys, vegetable soup and toast, pasties, home made 
rolls and cheese. Two efforts stand out. On 18 January 1932 Jess served wine 
and wine jelly and a fortnight later Net served limejuice cocktails. The minutes 
report that after the wine and wine jelly some were blotto, especially Net and 
Jess, and that the lime juice cocktails were too strong for Jean, Doss and Betty. 
Poor Jean was sick on the way home. And no wonder, the cocktail was undiluted 
lime cordial. The wine jelly was doubtless equally non-alcoholic but less lethal.
The supper is one area where the fantasy world of the aristocratic names plays 
some part in the regular meetings of the Klub. As a rule they did not use the 
names in normal talk, nor did they act in character. But there were some sup-
pers which reflected their ideas of the cuisine of their home countries. There 
were spaghetti sandwiches from the Italian home of Dame Clarissa Giovanni; 
German sausage and coffee cake provided by Baroness Zara; and the above 
mentioned cocktails served in the Manhattan apartment of Miss Rosalie Smythe 
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Van Stittart. There was also a supper consisting of a lump of butter, a hunk of 
fritz, cheese and bread and a huge onion served at a Bohemian evening at the 
home of the Czarina. The minutes for the first few meetings do enter into the 
cosmopolitan spirit:

The third [meeting] was held at the Town House of Lady Camelia 
Featherstonehaugh. I might just mention that her house has just 
been opened, because she intends to reside in the city for the 
Winter months instead of Dunthorp Manor.
The fourth meeting was held at the home of Dame Clarissa Gio-
vanni. Many spectators lined the roads to watch the celebrities 
arrive in their cars. The house was surrounded by detectives to 
prevent burglars to escape with the costly furs and jewels.
The fifth fortnightly meeting was held at the oasis belonging to 
Sultana Leila El Habib. It is a secret oasis. We met at a certain 
spot, and then Arabs rode up, blindfolded us and carried us to 
her boudoir. We were very much surprised to find a pianola in the 
oasis, but Leila always turns up with the most unexpected things.

Whether these entries were simply Net’s flights of fancy or reflected what they 
said and did at the meetings is not clear, but whatever it was, this element soon 
disappeared from the minutes. The Klub magazine, the Kosmopolitan Kourier, 
was the place where their assumed names and nationalities came into play. (See 
chapter entitled ‘The Kosmopolitan Kourier’.)
Occasionally they became more serious. In February 1932 there was a debate 
on ‘Should girls smoke?’

The members picked sides, and Leila [a smoker] and Penelope 
[a non-smoker] were the adjudicators. The ‘for’ side won with 
an over whelming victory. But some of the arguments on both 
sides which were really stupid caused much mirth.

Well, perhaps not all that serious. But they were particularly busy at the first 
meeting held at Jess’s place in August 1931. A dance committee of Jess, Jean 
and Doss was appointed for a dance to be held in just one week’s time on 
19 August. They decided to advertise for a tennis court so they could have a 
tennis club to which they would admit outsiders. Nance, Doris and Net were 
appointed as the committee for the first magazine which was to be published 
on 1 October, contributions to be in by 31 (sic) September. Then they read 
the first act of Jess’s play.
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The dramatic denouement of ‘The heirloom of Ashley’

‘The Heirloom of Ashley’ is a melodrama in two acts written by Jess and her 
friend and neighbour Leroy Paris. It had one performance on the Paris tennis 
court. At the Klub it did not progress beyond this first reading. During the 
following months, Jess would raise the possibility of mounting a performance 
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of the play, and even published a poetic plea in the first Kourier. In the end 
though the inertia of most and the positive reluctance of a couple were too 
much for her, and the play proposal languished.
The dance, however, was a roaring success. It was held in the Largs Bay Dinghy 
Club, on the Esplanade right next to the jetty. The Dinghy Club held its own 
dances each fortnight so it was an obvious venue. The first issue of the Kosmo-
politan Kourier included a detailed report.

The hall was tastefully decorated with Gum, Wattle and Iceland 
Poppies, for which we must thank our President, Mrs. Bradley. 
This scheme of decoration was most appropriate, as the Klub 
colours are Green and Orange.
The Dance opened well with a gathering of about eighty which 
was just a nice number for comfortable dancing, though we could 
have done with a few more for comfortable finance. Confetti 
and Streamer Dances made things go with a swing, these being 
popular items and causing much fun. Moonlight Waltzes were 
also popular. (It would appear that Darkness covers all faults.) 
Mr. A. Simpson and Miss M. Birks were lucky in spotting the 
Lucky Spot and Mr. J. Scandren and Miss Rita Eakins were 
successful in the Monte Carlo Dance. The only popular item 
missing was supper.
The dresses of the members present were very smart and in 
the latest styles. Miss Jessie Birks, the Secretary of the Dance 

Wake up! Wake up!
And stir your lazy bones,
Why wait for other Kosmos
To start aloud with groans?

An Appeal

The Play! The Play!
My kingdom for the Play!
Of (sic) ye of this our noble Klub
Bring forth that Play, I say.

Come forth! Come forth!
Ye valiant and ye brave
If you don’t hustle round a bit,
Just see how I’ll behave!

It’s U, It’s U
That spells the word success,
If you don’t do your little bit,
No other will I guess

Come one! Come all!
And see what we can do,
We’ll have that play by Christmas time,
I’ll do my bit — will YOU?
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Committee, wore a chic gown of green taffeta, which material 
was also favoured by Miss Lorna Nettle in a shade of Mauve; 
Miss Nancy Bradley in a smart creation of Smoke Blue and 
Miss Jess. Segerlind in the new crushed flower Taffeta. Miss 
Doris George and Miss Jean Bradley, the other two members 
of the Dance Committee, were supporters of the new, or rather 
old, Victorian Shoulder Frill style in Floral Taffeta and Geor-
gette respectively. Other supporters of Georgette were the two 
Miss Marshalls, Gwen wearing Green and Merle Blue. Pink 
was a popular shade and was worn by Miss Doris Armstrong 
in a charming frock of Satin, Miss Phyllis Draper in a Demure 
Dress of Georgette and Miss Rita Eakins in a smart gown of 
Marocain. Miss Aspen Saunders looked distinctive in Green 
Chenille Georgette. Flame Georgette was the choice of Miss 
Betty Wilkinson. (Kourier No.1)

This dance was so successful that they immediately planned another but had 
trouble finding a venue. The hall at St Alban’s Anglican church in Musgrave 
Street was finally chosen and invitations and programs were printed. This 
dance, held early in December 1931, was to raise money for the tennis club 
that had been launched in October. Unfortunately it was not a financial suc-
cess as another local dance was held on the same night, but the second Kourier 
reported that ‘everyone present thoroughly enjoyed themselves, departing happy, 
contented, and tired.’
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Confetti, streamers, balls, and Monte Carlo, Lucky Spot and 
Broom Dances kept the excitement high, and Jolly Millers, and 
‘Excuse Me’ Dances mixed up the dancers and made the Dance 
a Social success. (Kourier No.2)

The music for this dance was provided by Miss Jessica Dix who became a well 
known pianist and accompanist at the Conservatorium in the city, but she was 
a local girl and known to Jess’s sister and provided her services free.
Despite all this social activity they found time to have stationary printed and 
to organise a jeweller in the city, Rogers of Rundle Street, to make a badge; the 
initials TKK set inside a silver circle. The badges cost 4/9d, the Klub contrib-
uting the 9d.

The most unique and favoured way to wear 
badges now, originally brought forward by 
our Czarina is at a jaunty angle on berets. 
(Kourier No.3)

In April 1932, towards the end of the Klub’s first year, a number of members 
went on two group holidays, the first on the Gulf Trip, followed by a week at 
Wonga Wonga. The Bradleys must have been the prime movers in organising 
the Gulf Trip holiday as Captain Bradley had been skipper on the trip in earlier 
years and Nance and Jean had already been twice. This time they were accom-
panied by Betty Wilkinson, Lorna Nettle, Gwen Marshall, Connie Brock, a 
friend of Jean’s from Glenelg, and Mrs Bradley as chaperone.
The Gulf Trip was a South Australian institution, and a bargain; £6 for six days. 
This cruise, with its good food, games and dancing, must have added a touch 
of glamour to their lives, even more appreciated in the days of depression. An 
article entitled ‘S.A.’s unique sea cruise’ in the March 1935 edition of Progress 
in Australia, gave a detailed description of the whole trip. It described the Mo-
tor Vessel Moonta as having most luxurious smoking, dining and music rooms 
panelled with gray sycamore and furnished with cosy armchairs, a piano and 
gramophone, and a small bar for ‘pre-prandial cocktails or after dinner liqueurs’. 
The comforts included a ‘punkah louvre’ ventilation system, hot and cold water 
in every cabin and bathrooms providing both freshwater and salt water baths.
The MV Moonta left Port Adelaide after dinner on a Saturday evening and 
proceeded down St Vincents Gulf, passing the Althorpe light off the bottom 
of Yorke Peninsula in the early hours of the morning ‘and for a while the vessel 
experiences the swell of the Southern Ocean’. Any traveller on the Gulf Trip 
will tell you that this is a masterpiece of understatement.
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I was terribly sick. Oh! It was a terrible trip, just round the Althorpes, 
going from one gulf to the other. And we had this shocking night. I 
thought I’d die. And I was so sick, the next day. I mean I got over 
it, but we went walking and I found I couldn’t even walk properly, 
couldn’t laugh, my stomach was so sore.  (Betty 10 May 1995)

The Kourier reported
A party of Klub members, chaperoned by Mrs Bradley, set sail 
on the “Moonta” on the 9th April to brave the perils of the 
deep — and they certainly did. It was a dark and stormy night 
when they left Pt Adelaide and one by one they faded away. It 
was tragic, but nevertheless true that there were only two sur-
vivors in the morning (or rather one and a half ) to tell the tale. 
However, when Pt. Lincoln was reached they all came out from 
their burrows and proved to be good sailors for the rest of the 
trip. (Kourier No.3)

Jean, who is an extraordinarily good sailor, was doubtless the one real survivor 
of this experience, but her beautiful powder blue crepe de chine skirt, made 
especially for the trip, was not. It was splashed with seawater and ruined. Nance, 
on the other hand, was an extraordinarily bad sailor, and was doubtless one 

Gulf trippers, from left: Mrs Bradley, Connie Brock, Betty Wilkinson, Gwen Marshall, Nancy Bradley 
and Lorna Nettle. Photo taken by Jean Bradley. From Klub album.
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of the sufferers. On a previous trip with their father, she and Jean had been 
dropped off at Port Germaine because Nance was so sick.
On Sunday afternoon and evening the ship went up Spencer Gulf from Port 
Lincoln to arrive at Port Pirie on Monday morning, site of ‘one of the largest 
and most efficient smelters in the world’. Monday night it anchored in calm 
water so the passengers could engage in dancing and games, especially miniature 
horse racing, on the promenade deck.
Tuesday morning the ship arrived at Port Augusta at the top of the Gulf for a 
day ashore. The passengers could choose between playing tennis, bowls, golf or 
croquet, or visiting the railway workshops, or going on a side trip to Quorn in 
the lower Flinders Ranges. This trip passed through Pichi Richi Pass, ‘one of the 
most beautiful gorges in the State. Tortuous bends, rugged peaks, precipitous 
cliffs and wooded slopes are there in picturesque pro fusion.’
During the trip back down Spencer Gulf to Port Lincoln the ship called at 
Wallaroo, once famous for copper smelting but by 1932 a wheat port, and Pt 
Hughes from where passengers could make the short trip to Moonta. In South 
Australia they say ‘You haven’t travelled unless you have been to Moonta’. After 
a day in Port Lincoln the ship headed east past the dreaded Althorpes to enter 
the Port River early on Friday morning.
The Kourier reported that at the ports where the travellers stopped they were 
entertained and had a ‘rattling good time’. There are photos in the official album 

Tennis players at Port Pirie. Photo from Klub album.
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of them arrayed in fancy dress, of tennis in Port Pirie, of the trip to Quorn in 
Bill’s car, and of a group in lovely summer hats at Wallaroo. According to the 
Kourier, ‘the only thing wrong with the Gulf Trip is that there is not enough of it’.
The silver plated serviette ring, bearing a MV Moonta insignia, which Nance 
won at deck quoits, is now a family heirloom. Despite her famous seasickness, 
perhaps recalling this success, Nance organised a family holiday on the MV 
Morialta, when our family, minus my younger brother, went on the Gulf Trip. 
My clearest recollection is of the curtains swaying alarmingly in our cabin on 
that first night at sea.
The Gulf Trippers were no sooner back in Adelaide than they were setting off 
again for a week at Wonga Wonga, the holiday cottage at Bridgewater in the 
hills owned by Phyl’s grandmother. Jess and Babe were already in residence, 
chaperoned by Jess’s friend from the Largs church, Mrs Bull. Merle and Phyl, 
accompanied by Mrs Marshall, further augmented the party at the weekend.
These holidays at Wonga, which had begun during their school days, were the 
start of a long string of such holidays: at Wurli and the Bungalow (with the 
boys) both at Bridgewater, at Peerie Noost in Aldgate, and Peerie Noost in 
Mylor, bought by Jess and her husband Chris during the war.
Many of these holidays merge into each other in memory because they had 
common features. On the early holidays when a chap   er  one was needed, it was 
always Jean and Nance’s mother, my grandmother, Mrs Bradley, who went, 
sometimes accompanied by one of the other mothers, Mrs Marshall or Mrs 
Nettle or Mrs Armstrong.

Us and young Bill’s car. En route for Quorn. Photo from Klub album.
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The cottages at Wonga, Wurli and Peerie Noost were interchangeable, being 
small wood and iron structures with minimal facilities. There were no bath-
rooms, the toilets were pans under wooden seats in outhouses, cooking was 
done on a wood stove and there was only one, or perhaps two bed rooms. As 
Jean says ‘How we all used to fit in I can’t imagine.’ Doss remembers sleeping 
three in a double bed and Jean of having to crawl over other people’s beds to 
get to hers and of Net and Nance sleeping on the ver anda and Net having the 
door mat over her feet because she was a cold frog.
Jean cannot remember doing any washing and wonders if they wore the same 
undies all week. For their ablutions there was a bowl and a basin. They washed 
only the visible bits, plus what Doss calls a ‘sproggy’s wash’, under the arms 
and the crotch.

But Jess had been brought up to go camping. Her father was rather 
a progressive sort. She’d strip off down to mother nature, down to 
the waist, and wash, wash, wash all over. But the rest of us I’m sure 
we only used to do the bits that showed. (Jean 23 July 1996)

There was a roster for the jobs.
I can remember I was the one who drew up the roster. It was all done 
by numbers and then you drew out of a hat to see what your number 
was so there’d be no favouritism and no people pairing off; ‘Oh I’ll 

There’s no place on earth like ‘WONGA’. Photo from Klub album.
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work with so-and-so and so-and-so’. It was always somebody’s job to 
go down the street first thing in the morning and get the fresh bread 
and they also went to the dairy didn’t they Doss? And they’d come 
back with this lovely fresh cream and the slices and slices of fresh 
bread and raspberry jam and cream that we ate. It was unbeliev-
able. (Jean 23 July 1996)

Jess’s recollection is that they collected milk from the dairy and then scalded it, 
leaving it in a wide basin overnight and skimming off the rich, clotted cream 
in the morning.
The job they all remember was digging the daily hole to empty the toilet. And 
they did the vegetables, set the table and did the dishes, made their own beds, 
chopped and collected wood for the stove and everyone brought some food, 
but for the first meal they always had curry.

Granny [Mrs Bradley] brought it specially for these occasions. It 
was like a big billy can, about that big and about that high, white 
enamel, in which she always made a huge curry that was always 
our first meal when we got there. I don’t remember if we had rice 
but I suppose we didn’t go in for such refinements then. But masses 
of bread and butter. (Jean 23 July 1996)

By the garden gate. Photo from Klub album. Back row from left: Madeline, Nance, Doss, Babe. Mid-
dle row: Doris, Mrs Bradley. Front row: Jess, Phyl, Net.
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The Wonga and Wurli cottages both had a veranda where they prac tised their 
gym nastics, building pyramids with Nance, Net and Doris on the bottom and 
Jean and Doss standing on their heads to either side. The chief daytime activ-
ity was hiking.

Jess: Whenever we had weeks up in the hills we would go hitchhik-
ing, which was quite OK in those days. On one occasion we didn’t 
know where we were going and we finished up at Ambleside many 
miles from Bridgewater and we had to come back in a pig wagon. 
It was the only thing that would give us a hitchhike back and we 
had to sit on this smelly old pig wagon. There were no pigs in it.
Jean: But they had left their odour.
Babe: I remember when Jess and I went to Mylor and got this bag 
of apples. We started carrying them home and this gentleman, well, 
we will call him a gentleman, a country gentleman and his horse 
and cart and it was all bags of potatoes and he gave us a ride on 
these bags of potatoes. (Group 4 April 1995)

On their return with the apples Jess and Babe, donned their cooking class 
aprons, gathered wood to stoke the stove and made an apple pie,

Physical jerks. Photo from Klub album.
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…serving it proudly, with ‘clotted cream’ to the girls, our hearts 
sang within us, life was so good, friendship was so fulfilling and 
the world was overflowing with goodwill, not of our own mak-
ing, but for our sharing. (McLennan, chapter 6)

At night they would play charades or the card games, Coon-Can, Chook Chook 
and Corner, all games which they passed on to us, their children, as part of the 
holiday tradition. Or they would go walking at night too.

It was a joy walking along the road in the moonlight, singing at 
the tops of our voices, disturbing the fairy like atmosphere & 
country peace. (Babe, letter undated)

The Kourier reported that:
These country maidens lived on Jam and Cream and Hiking 
(or rather Lorrying). Early to bed and early to rise was their 
motto and they bloomed in beauty side by side. (Kourier No.3)

The presence of their mother as chaperone did not diminish Jean’s and Nance’s 
enjoyment of these holidays, according to Jean. When we talk of their mother, 
my grandmother, Jean refers to her as ‘Granny’.

Granny always used to come and she’d do the cooking and the or-
ganising of all the food and all that part of it. I don’t think the other 
mothers were free to do it or they were different to Granny and didn’t 
want to do it. I don’t know, but it was always Granny who was the 

Doris, Nance and Net on one of a visiting boy’s bicycles at Wurli. From the Klub album.
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one …Granny must have had a bit of an adventurous spirit because 
I know we’d gone interstate long before any of the other girls and she’d 
organise these things. So I think it might have been a bit unusual . . 
. I really think they all liked her. We never felt constrained. I think 
they all felt we probably wouldn’t have had these trips if it hadn’t 
been for Granny …Granny was a lady of many parts when you look 
back on it. (Jean 8 May 1995 and 23 July 1996)

Perhaps the fact that her husband was away at sea also gave Mrs Bradley more 
freedom than other mothers enjoyed. The other Kosmos recollect her contribu-
tion with gratitude.

Mrs Bradley was wonderful, she tolerated us so we respected her. 
(Babe 31 July 1996)
We all loved Mrs Bradley & the support she gave us & the words 
of wisdom. (Babe, letter 20 September 1995)
Mrs Bradley used to put up with us. She trusted us. (Doss 5 April 1995)

Left: Here comes the sun [at Wurli or Wonga]. 
Photo from Klub album. From front: Madeline, 
Doris, Phyl, Jess, Doss, Jean, Net and Nance.

Right:Nearest thing to heaven that we’ll ever 
know. Photo from Klub album.
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Hiking was also a favourite pastime in town. The Klub album includes photos 
of hikes to Outer Harbour in 1931 and to Grange on Easter Monday 1932. 

Six of our more energetic members conducted a very successful 
hike to the Harbour a few weeks ago. Although a trifle windy 
the weather was ideal for exercise. The railroad was followed 
on the down journey and they returned by the beach. Despite 
their adventures in a treach erous bog all spent a very enjoyable 
afternoon and much weight was lost. (Kourier No.1)

They attempted to set up a Hiking Klub to parallel the Tennis Klub (see chapter 
‘The boys and the men’), but interest in this waned as the tennis season took 
over. However, a statement was issued on a hiking dress code.

It has been decided that the most suitable form of dress for this 
sport is Breeches, with which will be worn the Klub jumper over 
white blouses. Long woolly brown socks and Green Beret will 
also be the order of the day. Shorts were favoured by some, but 
they are really more suitable for Summer Hikes. (Kourier No.3)

The Klub jumper was a stunning sleeveless number in orange with green stripes 
and patterns were available for members at 6d. each. The Easter Monday hike was, 
according to this report in the Kourier, an ‘unofficial hike’, perhaps because none 
of the hikers were in uniform, except for the berets. Nine members were squeezed 
into the Birks 1926 Essex, bought after Frank began work at Motors Ltd, and 
driven south to Grange ‘from which point they walked home along the beach’.
The first year of The Kosmopolitan Klub wound up with two major events. 
It held its first Annual General Meeting on 17 May 1932 at Doris’s home, ‘at 
the Great Oasis in the Tents of the Sultana Leila el Habib’.  It was their 24th 
meeting. There is an official report from the outgoing Chairman, Czarina Nadja 
Zamoyski, in the third Kourier and a less formal account in the minutes.

The gathering opened with singing and rejoicing after which 
several members settled a few arguments with a wrestling contest, 
open to all. Snaps were then brought forward and distributed 
amongst the Gulf Trippers and the Wonga Wonga residents. This 
duty was ably performed by Nadja, our expert photographist.

According to the minutes the business of a banquet was also discussed and the 
following decisions were made.

1. To be held at home of President
2. Menu arranged
3. Supply of various provisions



85



86

The banquet was the second major event to mark the end of the first year and 
the Kourier, as usual, gave a full report.

The Banquet took place in the Dining Hall of the Ancestral 
Home of the Bradleys and the tables, which were decorated by 
Mrs Bradley, our President, were a picture in Green and Orange. 
The Silver Epergne in the centre of the table was gracefully hung 
with trails of Jasmine, while three Orange candles burnt among 
the dark Green Foliage. We even had Orange Sweets. To say the 
least of it, it looked as though we were attending a big wedding 
instead of the Annual Banquet of a small Klub. (Kourier No.3)

Everyone who could possibly be there was present, including the Vice-Presidents, 
Mrs George, Mrs Birks, Mrs Marshall and Mrs Nettle. Proceedings began with 
a short speech by the President, followed by Jess saying grace. The minutes, 
when referring to the banquet, note that the menu is attached, but it has been 
lost. However, the Kourier gives some indication of the number of courses, 
reporting that during the meal there were murmurs of ‘What gorgeous Soup’, 
‘I never tasted fish like it’, and ‘What a tasty Salad’. The Orange Sweets have 
been remembered:

I’ve got a feeling that Mrs Marshall made the pudding and I think 
it was a carrot pudding and none of us had ever experienced it 
before. This steamed carrot pudding was quite a star turn. (Jean in 
Group 4 April 1995)

The Kourier report continued:
We would mention that for one period, at least, there was com-
parative silence, and then the fun began. Toasts were drunk to 
the King and the Cat, community singing was the order of the 
day and the person who made the most noise was a great fellow.
We wish to thank Mr. Armstrong for the Gavel, which he so 
kindly presented to us; Mrs. George’s Milkman for the cream; 
the Largs Methodist Church for the loan of their Trestles; the 
Vice-Presidents for their contributions towards the success of 
the evening and Mrs. Bradley, who so ably arranged the whole 
thing. (Kourier No.3)

The second year of the Klub got off to a good start with the minutes noting 
a record attendance at the second meeting at Net’s, a record which was not 
to be repeated until towards the end of the third year when a number of 21st 
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birthdays were celebrated. In fact, during the next two years there were to be 
repeated laments about the poor attendance at meetings. But the first meeting 
at Phyl’s, on 14 June 1932, was very business like. The minutes recorded eight 
resolutions being passed.

1. That subs be raised to 6d. per fortnight.
2. If absent subs must still be paid & if absent for 4 meetings 

without sufficient excuse & subs are not paid resignation 
will be asked for.

3. Meetings to be held definitely every other Tuesday.
4. New list to be made as to order of meetings.
5. That a programme for each meeting be arranged beforehand 

beginning with Bridge Tutorial at home of Miss Smythe Von 
Stittart.

6. Competition for most original sandwich.
7. Late fines to be more strictly adhered to.
8. Resignations from Abou Abdullah Mohammed and Panna 

Avlova duly accepted.
How many of these resolutions were kept is doubtful — the minutes reveal 
that the gap between meetings often lengthened to three or four weeks — but 
at the next meeting a program of meetings was approved and the sandwich 
competition began. The entries were imaginative but there is no record of which 
sandwich won.

Net Curried egg
Nance Walnut and banana on malt bread cut in rounds
Merle Egg and tomato with cheese and celery
Doss Vermicelli, chopped spring onions, cayenne pepper,  
  egg, parsley and mustard in a paste
Jess Apple, almond and cinnamon on special health giving  
 bread
Jean Beetroot, cheese, raw potato and lettuce
Gwen Ham, potato, lettuce and mustard
Doris Walnuts, bananas and dates
Phyl Salmon (and very nice too)

The other major competition for the year had a lasting effect on Klub activi-
ties. It was agreed that every member was to make something for the Method-
ist Church Bazaar work stall. Mrs George offered a prize for the best article 
costing no more than 6d. The various ‘little wonders’ made by the members 
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were judged at the meeting on 26 July and the winner was ‘a charming baby’s 
bonnet’ made by Net.
But the end of the competition did not mean the end of knitting. For most 
meetings, until the very last one in July 1934, mention is made of knitting. 
The minutes of 23 August 1932 report:

The wooly (sic) wonders were still very much in evidence, and 
still the tendency is towards ‘little’ wonders. Nothing like being 
prepared for the worst, or rather a round dozen.

At the next meeting four weeks later, the minutes recorded
Knitting still seems to be holding the attention of Members 
and the Klub has certainly done its little bit so far as ‘Use More 
Wool’ is concerned. Nothing definite was done at the meeting, 
but early in the evening several young ladies abandoned the 
knitting industry for Bigger & Better Noise Production. Their 
efforts were very successful, in fact just a little too much so.

These early meetings set the pattern for the meetings for the Klub’s second 
and third years, and for the meetings that continued each month after their 
marriages for the rest of their lives: talk and knitting or some other handi-
craft. But the old spark was by no means quenched. They took up some new 
games, Michigan poker taught to them by Doss, billiards, which they played 
at Betty’s, and bridge. There were draughts and patience competitions, and the 
old favourites, charades, Coon-Can and Sevens, still featured. But most energy 
seemed to go into singing.
There was a piano in most members’ homes, while Doris and the Marshalls 
had a pianola. Most of the Kosmos could play but Merle was the chief pian-
ist. Jean said to me, ‘Your mother was quite musical and played quite well,’ 
which surprises me. There was no question of us having piano lessons; in fact 
I remember she was positively against such things. Did she remember the pain 
of practising and her mother nagging? I cannot remember her ever singing and 
there was no music in our house until we children began taking an interest in 
listening to classical music. But she did take down the words of popular songs 
for me in shorthand.
So meeting after meeting there was singing around the piano or the pianola. 
The songs they sang were out of the musicals, sung by Gladys Moncrieff, and 
made popular through the publication of sheet music and pianola rolls. Doss 
and Jean remembered some of these songs — ‘If you knew Susie’, ‘Rosemarie’, 
‘One alone’. ‘Daisy Daisy’, ‘Desert song’, and songs from ‘The Chocolate Sol-
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dier’ and ‘No No Nanette’ — and were annoyed that they could not remember 
more. However, they did remember going to the Theatre Royal to see the latest 
musicals.

Doss: Mother used to take us on a Saturday morning and we’d go 
up the steps of the theatre and sit there while she went and did some 
shopping and she’d come back —
Jean: You’ve heard about the ‘early doors’ have you? That’s what you 
did. There were these steps that went up to the Gods at the Theatre 
Royal and the Gods were just like wooden benches, not divided into 
seats, just rows of long wooden benches. I think filled in, they had 
wood in the front and the top was wood. Anyway the idea was that, 
as Doss said, at the early doors you’d perch on the stairs and, of course, 
the first in first served. And when the early doors opened there’d be 
a rush. You’d all stream in and sit on these wooden seats and then 
when everybody had got in there’d be a couple of men, attendants, 
would come and move you all up. They’d squeeze a few more in.
Doss: It was a wonderful idea. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1996)

The minutes record that they also sang as they walked home from meetings 
through the streets of Largs and Semaphore.

‘Sweet Adeline’ & ‘Chairs to Mend’ was rendered very tunefully 
on the way home. (28 June 1932)
Several members on their way home made themselves heard 
by means of yodels, etc. but this is not to be wondered at. (26 
July 1932)
The neighbours as usual had their beauty sleep disturbed when 
we took our leave, but why worry. They’ll get accustomed to it 
in time. (23 August 1932)
The journey home was rendered cheerful by voices raised in song, 
& so to bed. (10 January 1933)
I suppose we were rather regarded like young people who do way 
out things now. I suppose that was considered to be a bit way out. 
People heard us warbling and going along and they’d say, ‘There’s 
those rowdy young people’. (Jean 8 May 1995)

When the Semaphore and Exeter contingent walked home from Largs they 
would walk along Military Road until Woolnough Road went off on the di-
agonal to the left to Exeter. For Doris and the Bradleys this was the parting 
of the ways. This is one of the few things that Doris remembered clearly; how 
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she would ask Jean and Nance to go the longer way down Woolnough Road 
with her as far as Hargrave Street. Jean says, ‘She used to get very cross with 
us’ when they refused to comply.
The program that was approved at the second meeting of the year seems to have 
been very flexible. A debate on careers for women was apparently set down for 
the third meeting, but was postponed to the next meeting and then put off 
indefinitely. An indoor sports night was planned for the sixth meeting at Jess’s 
but that meeting was actually held at Doss’s and the sports were cancelled. 
Though the debate was cancelled, the fifth meeting opened with a series of 
short addresses by members on a topic ‘dear to her heart’ and continued with 

…an enthralling, long, powerful, gripping, complete story told 
by the combined Klub. It began with a fire, and continued with 
raging torrents, strange armies (Abigails and Gogigails) secret 
tunnels, eagles, cobras, little men, Loppy Lilly, New York sky-
scrapers, Chicagan gangsters, and marvellous aeroplanes through 
a period of 350 years and finished with all the Klub members 
marrying some queer creatures called debutrixes, followed by a 
positive abundance of twins, triplets, etc, etc. What a boon there 
would be for Glaxo.

A year later they decided that each member would write a subject on a piece 
of paper, the papers were put in Net’s ‘charming green beret’, and then each 
drew a paper out and had to write something on that topic. These speeches 
were given at the next meeting.

The general knowledge of the members present was increased 
by hearing the articles that were written on Intermarriage, Play-
ing Tennis on Sundays, Falling Stars, Should we keep Australia 
white, Dietetics.

Most meetings, however, were given over to knitting, sewing and talking. Some 
of the talk was planning for the major and minor events in the Klub’s life. In 
the first year there were the Klub dances, the Kourier, holidays and the banquet, 
and there were always hikes and gatherings on the beach to organise. Then In 
1932 a new tradition began, the Christmas outing.
The idea began when Doris suggested at a meeting in October that they stop 
giving each other presents for Christmas. Net expanded on this by suggesting 
that instead they each pay 6d. each meeting into a benefit fund for a Christmas 
celebration. By mid November there was enough money for a trip to the Regent 
theatre and for an ice-cream each. The minutes reported:
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Everybody had a very good time and went very wild. We all lost 
our reputations in [the] train on the way home, but as our Motto 
was ‘Everybody Happy’ none of us felt its loss very severely.

This event was so successful they decided to ‘have a bust up with the funds in 
hand’ on a Gilbert and Sullivan Opera and on Anzac Day 1933 went to see 
Pirates of Penzance. The 1933 Christmas treat was tea at the Arcadia  then to 
the Rex theatre.
The minutes record that once they talked about books nice and not so nice, 
and another time the big subject LIFE was discussed with ‘everybody putting 
forward their ideas & ideals on life on earth & what happens when a person’s 
mortal existence ceases’. But other times it was mostly what Jean calls ‘girlish 
chatter’ and like any girlish chatter was probably about the males in their lives 
(see chapter ‘The boys and the men’), work, family, the books they had read, 
the films they had seen.
Jess was a Georgette Heyer fan and looked forward to each new title appear-
ing. The Bradleys read Edgar Wallace, P.C. Wren and other thrillers. If Jess’ 
diary is any guide, they went to the pictures at least once a week.  They went to 
the Ozone on Semaphore Road, or the Star at Woodville, or into town to the 
Regent, the Rex or the Majestic, to see films such as ‘Me and my gal’, ‘Pyjama 
parade’, ‘Seventy thousand witnesses’, ‘Maid of the mountains’, ‘Love contract’, 
‘Cavalcade’, ‘Madame Butterfly’ and ‘Diggers in Blighty’.
When the second year came to an end the election of new officers was postponed 
for two meetings because there were not enough members present. At the third 
try, on the 6th June 1933, Merle was elected Chairman, Phyl became Secretary 
and Doss took over as Treasurer. There was no official Annual General Meeting 
or celebratory banquet, though they had anticipated that there would be as 
the winner of the sandwich competition was to have been announced there.
The third year continued with games, singing, knitting and, of course, suppers, 
the one feature of Klub life that remained as important as in the early days. But 
the main events of that last year were the twenty-first birthday celebrations. The 
first was a double header in October 1933 for Babe and Betty.

A very special meeting of the Klub was held at the home of 
Penelope. It was to celebrate the coming of age of Yvonne & 
Lady Maureen. It was some occasion. To begin the evening, 
Penelope pinned papers on everyone’s backs, & it was great fun 
guessing what we were. After this, everyone acted their part & 
Penelope was declared the best, then Zara & Rosie. Then we 
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had a competition about books . . . Next, Penelope tried the 
members’ memories in a game of letters. An item was given by 
Nadja & Rosalie. It was an apache dance & we are sure these 
members are wasting their talent. They’re extra. Charades were 
suggested & everyone voted yes. We certainly have not forgotten 
how to act charades.
Time was flying, so Penelope brought in the supper. Oh boy 
what a supper. Will it be forgotten in a hurry? There were 
savoury biscuits, cream cakes that just to look at make your 
mouth water. Strawberries & cream does anybody like them? 
Then there was the birthday cake with twenty one candles on it. 
Yvonne and Maureen blew out the candles. A crystal vase was 
presented to Yvonne & a charming jazz bowl to Maureen on 
behalf of members.
What came next? Why the toast that made everyone gay. Spar-
kling cider was poured out & everyone toasted the long life & 
happiness of Maureen & Yvonne.
Penelope saw her friends safely off the premises as some were 
feeling rather full of spirits.

This was followed by three celebratory meetings in 1934, for Jess in January, 
Jean in March and Doris in June. None of these measured up to the festivities, 
or to the organisation, of the first. Jess’s was a double celebration because she 
announced her engagement to Chris McLennan on her 21st birthday. Her party 
was held at Babe’s and they played deck tennis and a game of towns ‘to revive 
their geography’, followed by supper and toasts of long life and happiness. Jean’s, 
though in March, was postponed because of the heat, and the activities were 
knitting or doing fancy work or playing cards. But the supper was scrumptious 
and Jean was presented with a gold key and ‘a pink flap-jack’.
Doris’s party was held at the home of Jean and Nance ‘who are very obliging at 
having the Klub at their home so often’ and knitting was banned. They played 
Saints and Sinners, but

…great difficulty was experienced in trying to make the Saints 
sinners. Then there was a competition to see which group could 
remember the most nursery rhymes sung to the tune of ‘Yankee 
Doodle’. Next a game called the man & his object, and this game 
took quite a lot of brain work, but everyone was successful in 
discovering what they were.
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Phyl, as Secretary, recorded that this was indeed a revival of the old Klub spirit 
and as members went home they all promised to come to the next Klub meet-
ing. That meeting was held on 3 July 1934 at Doss’s place, the post office on 
Jetty Road. The absence of several members was noted with regret while those 
present spent the evening knitting and sewing while listening to the radio. 
The next page of The Kosmopolitan Klub Book is headed July 17th, 1934 but 
there is nothing more. Either the meetings ceased or perhaps it was only the 
recording of meetings that stopped. No one can remember.
The gradual decline of The Kosmopolitan Klub during 1933 and 1934 seems 
inevitable. As with many such enterprises, maintaining the intitial burst of 
enthusiasm and energy over a longer period proves too hard. But to the distant 
observer there appear to be other influences at work as well. 
For some of these young women the gym and the Klub opened up new friend-
ships and wider activities and so became central to their lives. For others, par-
ticularly Jess and Babe, and perhaps to a lesser extent the other churchgoers, the 
Klub was an extra activity in an already full life. There was also the underlying 
tension between the stated aim of the Klub, ‘entretainment for winter evenings’, 
achieved for many with knitting, gossip, games and singing, and the desire for 
more serious or substantial activities on the part of others.
But the factor that really marked the end of the Klub in this form was the pass-
ing of the years and the change in the lives of these young women from the 
boys who had been the friends of their youth to the men they would marry.
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When I saw the photo of my grandmother’s house in the real estate pages it 
looked small and ordinary and I knew that the childish mysteries had been 
swept away. Many, of course, had gone when Granny sold up and left thirty 
years before — the emu egg under the glass dome; the brocaded dolls’ furniture 
in the glass cabinet; the backless chair with the rattan seat that swivelled round, 
up and down; the cut moquette lounge suite on which I traced the winding 
pathways with a finger.
The agent’s blurb made it clear that what had stayed had also changed. There 
was no mention of the cave of a laundry or the outside toilet, both of which 
must have gone years since. The long sleepout in which I, my brothers and 
cousins slept in a row at Christmas, now had possibilities as a granny flat and 
the pantry with its ice-chest, jams and preserves was written off as a small room.  
Rooms that were clear in my mind’s eye had grown or moved. What to an estate 

My 
Grandmother
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agent was simply a second bedroom with an open fireplace had been to me a 
frightening, dim, draped room that I avoided or crept through with breath held.
In all my memories of this house my grandmother plays no part except right 
at the end when one by one we went into her presence to be kissed and given 
our inheritance.  I got the amethyst and pearl pendant. I thought that this 
upset my eldest cousin.

*  *  *  *  *  
The memory of my grandmother lives in the years when she shared my room.  
For six months each year it smelt of age, medicine and urine.
She complained of me reading in the morning and at night with my torch, 
head and book under the blankets. She asked me to run across the sitting room 
to show her what I did at athletics — and me a potential gold medallist. She 
turned her hearing aid down and guessed at what we said, making conversa-
tion impossible. She set out her row of pills each night on the dinner table and 
exclaimed over their pretty colours. She told visitors they could cut the soggy 
middles out of my mother’s scones. She rang her bell to summon us as once 
she had summoned the paid help.
Though time has softened these things and they are now part of family lore, 
to me this pink and grey old lady—always a pink dress and long, thin, grey 
hair falling from a bun—was a nuisance and an embarrassment. I never once 
thought of her as my mother’s mother.

*  *  *  *  *  
Now I look at pictures of her when she was both old and young and see mainly 
the strength in her face. She married a sailor late in life. Pop had run away to 
sea when he was 12. He had brought his ship, the Wild Wave, into Hobart 
dock under full sail (we gathered that this required some skill) and he’d been 
to the East and killed a Chinaman, or so it was said. We children never knew 
Pop but we knew the love and respect which his daughters and their husbands 
bore him. I was puzzled as to why this great man had married this old lady.
At some time after Pop’s death Granny contracted an ailment for which the doc-
tor recommended bed rest. She rested and wasted in that bed for years until one 
of her series of home-helps took her off the pills and a new young doctor told 
her she should be up and about. So she got up and went to see the savages in 
New Guinea.  She was 70; it was 1946 and she flew when flying was rare indeed.

*  *  *  *  *  
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This piece was written as an exercise for a writing group in the 1980s.

While staying with my aunt on one of her six month turn-abouts, my grand-
mother was seriously burnt when her layers of petticoats and nighties and then 
her hair caught alight. She was 80 and she should have died. Though apparently 
having nothing to live for, shuttled between reluctant families, she fought back, 
perhaps just for the sake of life itself. For three years she lived in a nursing home.  
My mother visited every day but Granny faded from my mind.
Now I look at pictures of her and think,  I never knew my grandmother.
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It was a cold, windy, wintry day when I went down to Largs. The place was 
deserted. I did not see another soul as I walked up and down the streets that 

run from the Esplanade to Military Road. 
Down Alexander Street past Betty’s house, a solid, substantial blue stone villa 
on a double block of land, large enough to hold that large family. Up Musgrave 
Street, ignoring the ugly yellow brick flats on the corner where Babe’s large house 
with the stables out the back had once stood, to Jess’s house, looking surpris-
ingly modern. Following Jess’s route as she ran to catch the train, I passed the 
old St Alban’s church made from galvanised iron. The hall out the back where 
they had held their second dance was now a residence.
I turned left into Military Road and walked along to the junction with Jetty 
Road. In front of me was the triangle of land where the Drill Shed had stood. 
The shed, the sandhills, the boxthorn hedge and the ghosts of those little girls 
had all gone, replaced by a jumble of red brick, medium density units. I came 
to the railway line and looked down the tracks to the Largs station, a concrete 
platform with a small tin shed looking as though it hadn’t seen a train in twenty 
years.
I turned back to go down Jetty Road. Here there were some shops but still no 
people. On the right a rather elegant row under a verandah decorated with a 
little iron lacework. The windows displayed antiques, crafts, second hand books. 
I looked in an open door and saw the steps leading straight down to the base-
ment where the boys’ bicycle club had met.
Next door was the empty post office with its built up front verandah that had 
once been the platform of the railway station. There were the steps that Net 
had slipped and fallen on, damaging her back. And this was the lane down 
which the drunks had stumbled giving the young Doss a life-long distrust of 
the demon drink. And across the road was the massive and incongruous bulk 
of the Largs Pier Hotel. I walked down the jetty. As ‘Patient Sufferer’ said in 
the first Kosmopolitan Kourier,

I refrain from calling it the Pier as I give honour only where 
honour is due. In the dead city of Largs Bay, this formation 

The Kosmopolitan Kourier



89

of planks is the only recreation open to the natives on Sunday 
Nights. Up and down they pace, falling down dales, climbing 
up hills, and Oh! the view. On the left is water; on the right is 
water; and ahead is water. Plain, wholesome, unadulterated water, 
with perhaps an occasional crab net to break the monotony and 
entangle the legs. Think of the advance in local beauty culture 
and tourist traffic, if the Municipal authorities could be prevailed 
upon to plant little flowery bowery islands here and there for 
the use of canoeists with say one or two of volcanic origin which 
on pressing the button spouted forth cigarettes and chocolates.
Something too, must be done to ensure better catering for those 
entering for the Matrimonial Stakes. Fancy placing electric lights 
right in front of the only seats available for the ‘in love’ portion 
of the community. Shades of Cupid preserve us! Do we wish to 
degenerate into a race of old maids and bachelors? Why it is cruel 
and inhuman. Nooks should be placed far from light and sount 
(sic), preferably overgrown with some pretty creeper inducive to 
Romance, and most important of all the seats should be padded, 
for how can one declare one’s passion, when every movement 
means bringing oneself into violent contact with hard unyielding 
wood. (‘Some suggested improvements to Largs Bay’ by ‘Patient 
Sufferer’ in Kourier No.1)

Largs Bay jetty circa 1936. From the Mortlock Library of South Austrlia B11653.
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I walked back up this very unromantic jetty towards the Pier Hotel and, to 
my delighted surprise, there on the sand were two camels, looking miserable 
in the cold wind. Could these be descendants of the camels the Sultana Leila 
el Habib had presented to the Mayor of Semaphore in 1932 for the entertain-
ment of the children of the district? The Sultana had had a strong interest in 
camels, which was not surprising given that she lived at the Great Oasis at Sidi 
el Abkur. The first Kourier reported that she had travelled with the Sultan’s 
racing camels to Australia for racing in the sandhills. She had written to the 
Sultan during these travels.

May the blessings of Allah be upon thee Lord. After the heat 
of my well loved desert, thy servant finds the cold very intense, 
and verily by the Sacred Hair of the Beard of the Prophet, my 
feet have been ‘dumb’ with the cold, until now they resemble a 
strange plant grown by these Infidels known as the ‘colly’. The 
Will of Allah be praised. (Kourier No.1)

The keepers of the present two camels, sheltering in the lee of the kiosk, looked 
as though they were enjoying the weather as much as the Sultana had. They rose 
courteously as I approached. The camels were the mascots of a tank regiment 
that had its home in Victoria. They were on tour and, as was their custom when 
on tour, the camels were available for hire by the locals. There were no takers on 
this day. These two stalwart army chaps looked a little bemused by my excited 
interest in their camels — but then they didn’t know about the Sultana.

___________________________________

News of the Sultana’s generous gift to the Mayor and people of Semaphore was 
reported in the second issue of the Kosmopolitan Kourier published in February 
1932. The overseas Kables also reported that in Sussex, the Hon. Penelope Vere 
de Vere was packing roast beef in sardine tins (to save freightage) to send to 
Australia where there was a reported shortage of beef (a reference to the Beef 
Riot?). In ‘Nu Ya’a’ark’ Otis P. Smythe van Stittart, father of Society beauty 
Rosalie, had laid $10,000,000 at the disposal of the Mayor, Big Chief Jim 
Walker, for unemployment relief. 
In Nijni Novgorod the winter sports were in full swing and the Czarina Nadja 
Zamoyski with a party of friends was soon to take up residence at Zamoyski 
Castle where the Czarina would give an exhibition of Fancy Skating. At the same 
time there were rumours from London that Lady Camelia Featherstonehaugh 
had eloped with the sixth footman, while In Naples a new bath had been opened 
where members could apply olive oil and get sun-tanned. Unhappily there was 
trouble in China and the Empress had sent an urgent plea for assistance.
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Fellow Kosmos Dear,
 A mix-up I am in — Imperial House of Chang — War has been 
declared on — Servants of mine — very disobedient — what 
do I shall — Hope I you can help Me All.
Pre-paid Return message — hurry or no more you will me have.
 Love & Greetings
 From Your
P.S. English of mine bad 
Empress Wu Lang Chang

Members of the Klub could keep abreast of the doings of their fellow Kosmos by 
reading the Kables in each edition of the Kosmopolitan Kourier. Three editions 
were published during the first year of the Klub, in October 1931, February 
1932 and June 1932. A committee was appointed for a fourth issue but this 
never appeared.
The first committee was appointed at the Klub meeting held on 11 August 
1931 at Jess’s place and consisted of Nance, Doris and Net. Contributions had 
to be submitted by ‘September 1st’ and that the first issue would be ready for 
sale on 1 October. 
The first difficulty was getting the contributions. Everyone was meant to sub-
mit something, even if it was only a Kable about their doings in their home 
country. Some members were slow to submit their contributions and Doris is 
remembered as being particularly reluctant and late. Perhaps her efforts on that 
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first committee exhausted her. Babe is also remembered as another reluctant 
writer and yet she was the local authority on health and beauty, responsible for 
the quite extensive columns on these topics.
Fortunately for the Kourier committee, some of the members were keen and 
prolific writers, Jess being the keenest and most prolific, and perhaps the most 
romantic and idealistic. She recollects that Nance had great imagination, was 
full of good ideas and did a lot for the magazine. Phyl also wrote a bit, as did 
Jean. It is now difficult to work out who contributed what; while some pieces 
are signed either with the author’s real or Klub name, many of the pieces are 
anonymous or have outrageous pseudonyms. 
The first editorial acknowledged that the Kourier itself was Jess’s ‘Big Idea’ and 
concluded with a soliloquy penned by an anonymous member, most probably 
Jess. 

I long to do things out in the world, but there are so many small 
things to do now that there seems to be no time for the big things 
… But God knows that the little things all added together, as 
we do them day by day, will make for greater things than the 
big things we long to do. So let us be content to journey on our 
way joyously doing the little things the best way we can, and 
leaving those big things we see distantly and of which we dream, 
in God’s charge; for is He not far more competent to judge our 
strength than we and can He not give into our keeping the things 
of which we are worthy? (Kourier No.1)

The material the committee collected for that first issue included gossip, fashion 
and beauty notes, reports of various events, poems, jokes and a major piece of 
etymological and social research entitled ‘Blotto’ by the Czarina (Jean).

After diligent study, and after becoming involved with many 
other expressions such as ‘shot,’ ‘tight,’ ‘merry’ and ‘dished,’ I 
tracked this peculiar word down to its lair and discovered that it 
was used in reference to the noble art of frothblowing. In other 
words, if one is drunk, one is blotto.
Now can any self-respecting person, whose head is not merely 
a support for their hair, see how such a word was evolved? I am 
sure I cannot, unless it was that some great thinker of ancient 
times thought a big think and decided that a person who was 
able to consume enough liquid to get drunk had many of the 
accom plishments usually associated with that great friend of 
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the human race, namely blotting paper. Hence we have another 
word to add to our slangcabulary — blotto, short for something 
unknown. (Kourier No.1)

Then follows a description of the stages of drunkenness, through the cheerful, 
‘amiable cow’ phase, to shaking hands with the masses, to singing favourite dit-
ties and finally to fighting over such matters as why chickens have feathers. The 
author of this piece claimed to have no recollection of where she acquired the 
information or experience that underlies it. The facts behind the many cryptic 
pieces of gossip have also been lost.

Do you know what the member of our very select Klub was doing 
at the residence of one of the ‘Lads of the Village’ in the very 
early hours of a Sunday morning? Some say she had a chaperone 
but we’re not as green as we’re cabbage looking.
A certain young female needs a few lessons on how to bring up 
her boyfriend. He is always late and he said that she had better 
call for him next time.
Do you know if a certain young lady has bought her red bathing 
suit yet? Or has that brief episode faded into the background 
among the host of her forgotten ‘affairs’?
Do you know that Big Chief Hairy Chest has taken unto himself 
anther squaw. She is said to be a snappy dame from the Follies, 
one Trixie. No wonder Squaw Orange Jumper has looked so 
depressed. (Kourier No.1)

The committee for Kourier number two was Jess, Gwen, and Doss. Their edito-
rial struck a cautionary note. There was reference to ‘our recent publicity’ which 
it appears must have been critical as the editorial continues:

Is it not our duty, as well as our privilege to uphold our reputa-
tion, and to go forward in our well-doing? Our youth is our 
fortification and we could well express our sentiments as follows: 
‘There is no failure except in no longer trying; no defeat unless 
from within; no insurmountable barrier save our weakness of 
purpose.’ 

Then followed an exhortation entitled ‘Our Kourier’.
Our Kourier can be properly expressive and distinctive only 
through the talent and interest of members who contribute to 
it. Therefore we must write appropriate and high class articles if 
we wish to uphold our reputation.
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The growth of any magazine is essentially dependent on the type 
of article that it prints. Let us be different — but commendably 
different. We are our own Censors, and there is no such term as 
over-criticism where our reputation is at stake.

We can but speculate on what it was about the first Kourier that gave rise to 
the criticism and the concern about reputations. One possible candidate must 
be the aforementioned, rather surprising ‘Blotto’ article. Another, perhaps even 
more likely candidate, is the article suggesting improvements to Largs Bay by 
‘Patient Sufferer’. After detailing the inadequacies of the jetty and the surround-
ing sea, the author moved on to deal with the local police.

And now I come to a pest, which despite all previous efforts to 
eradicate it with the aid of Flytox, phenyl, etc., still flourishes 
with undimmed vigour. It is I believe, slimy to the touch, pos-
sesses the low cunning of a serpent and may be met walking on 
its legs, or on that friend of Man, the ‘mangle’. The favourite 
prey of this plague is the youths of the Village possessing ‘motor 
mangs’. For these It lies in wait, crouching ready to spring, and 
after most effectively being a nuisance, invariably finishes its 
victims off by a Summons for absence of lights, license, number 
plate or for breaking some other paltry Law.

‘Motor mangs’  1931. Photo from 
Klub album
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While this article seemed to see the police from the point of view of the Lads 
of the Village, what followed was not at all complimentary to those youths.

By-the-way, there should of course. be no speed limit in the Largs 
district. This would enable the Local Half-wits to legitimately kill 
each other, and doing so, remove a dire menace to the public. 
However, to return to the ‘snake in the grass’. Somebody with 
a little enterprise should set up a brass plate — something like 
this — ‘Hire Sirens Here. The Genuine Goods at Low Charges’. 
The aforementioned ‘motor mang’ riders should then hire a Siren 
as advertised, to be placed upon the pillion of the ‘mang’. Not 
only would these ‘swell dames’ provide a delightful form of enter-
tainment for the youths, but on being attack ed by their age-old 
enemy, the drivers could decamp with all due speed leaving their 
fair passengers to do their stuff. Should the siren’s charms not 
prove potent enough, it really wouldn’t matter much, for when 
all’s said and done, what’s a siren here or there. (Kourier No.1)

Perhaps, as with the writings of many young people before and since, the heavy 
irony of the piece was not appreciated by some readers. And a local policeman, 
father of Howard Trotter, one of the wilder Youths of the Village, may not have 
appreciated being called a snake in the grass. Whatever the cause of the criti-
cism, it appears to have had an effect on the second edition of the Kourier. The 
gossip took on an admonitory and slightly impatient tone and there was less 
light-hearted romantic speculation.

Do you know that the infectious disease ‘Can’t be bothered’ has 
spread to Lady Camelia in a serious form — ‘Pessimisticitis’. 
(Would our friend the Sultana see that she does not pass the 
complaint on to any more of our Kosmos in such a serious form?)

Do you know? Oh! Do you know? Is he or is he not? The eternal 
cry! Why doesn’t somebody hurry up and find out. It’s really get-
ting a trifle monotonous, and we would be glad to put a certain 
young lady out of her misery.

What is the difference between being ‘underhand’ and ‘behind-
hand’. There is a similarity, but also a marked difference. Ask 
the Czarina.

Do you know which member of our Klub has the most hearty 
laugh. She said so anyway, and we hate to disappoint her by 
saying what we really think! (Kourier No.2)
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However, Kourier No.2 did introduce Sensible Sue, forty-seventh cousin once 
removed of the better-known Dorothy Dix. She was introduced by a poem 
signed with the initials C.F. the Lady Camelia Featherstonehaugh, also known 
as Nance. (Why did we, her children, never know that she too had been a dog-
gerel writer? Our father’s efforts were famous in our family and some have been 
preserved in the family archives.)

I’m so perplexed! What shall I do?
Why of course, see ‘Sensible Sue’.
Has Jack looked coldly on your charms?
Has father risen up in arms?
Then write and tell it all to Sue
She’ll always tell you what to do.
When Freddy’s eyes begin to stray
Sue will surely find a way
To keep them always fixed on you
Oh! Helpful, worldly, sensible Sue!

She’s wise in all the ways of men
Has knowledge right beyond our ken.
To Sue’s advice we always heed
She never fails us in our need.
She is the wisest of the wise,
Prompt to help and sympathise.
So, come on Girls! Three hearty cheers!
For Sue! You’ve saved us many tears.
And though we know not hwo (sic) you be
We still can bless and honour thee!

Sensible Sue was another of Jess’s creations, ably assisted she says by Nance, 
as was the column ‘What our readers think’ which appeared in Kourier No.3. 
The committee for the third, and what turned out to be the final Kourier, was 
Jean, Phyl and Betty. Their editorial reflected on the first year of the Klub and 
on the future.

Soon our Klub will be one year old and I think we can safely say 
that this Our Magazine, stands for ‘something attempted and 
something done.’
Though our literary efforts may not be classed as perfect, they 
will serve, in years to come, as a reminder of good times spent 
and enjoyed together, which otherwise might be forgotten. Shall 
we call them little ‘footprints in the sands of time.’ We all look 
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for little humorous happenings to record, and while doing this 
forget the pinpricks of life and cultivate a more cheerful outlook.

Certainly the gossip in this issue returned to a more light-hearted vein, but 
became even more cryptic.

Was it only coincidence that a certain lorry-driver’s name should 
be guessed by one of his fair passengers? Could he have been a 
piece of her past? If this is so one wonders if the memory of a 
chance hand-stroke will be cherished as before?

Lorrying [presumably while staying at Wonga or Wurli] Photo from Klub album.

Do you know what causes that replete look on the face of our 
Tennis Secretary, when she returns from buying ‘The Noos?’
Do you know how many lights there are between the Semaphore 
and the Outer Harbour and whether the Red one moves or not?
Do you know what will win the sandhill scramble for Kamells 
only? If you have it straight from the horse’s mouth, please let 
our sporting Sultana have the goods.

___________________________________

The material that the three Kourier committees managed to collect and publish 
gives us an invaluable record of the Klub and the lives of its members for a little 
slice of time. The reports on meetings, holidays, dances, the first anniversary 
banquet and annual general meeting are referred to in the chapter entitled 
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‘The Kosmopolitan Klub’. Material on the tennis club and on the Kosmos’ 
relationships with the ‘Youths of the Village’ is in the chapter, ‘The boys and 
the men’. The regular ‘Frills and Furbelows’ column gives us a picture of what 
the Kosmos were making and wearing, while ‘Out of the Powder Pot’ reveals 
an interest in slimming and health. The more literary pieces show us something 
of the character and outlook of these young women.
These more literary pieces were varied in tone, ranging from the irreverent, 
like the suggested improvements to Largs Bay quoted above, to the serious, 
like Jess’s ‘If I Could Begin Again’, which is pessimistic about new beginnings 
making any difference. Other pieces of the former ilk include ‘Advice to the 
Home Butcher’ (Kourier No.2) on a fool-proof way of executing chooks and 
‘Should Women Flirt?’ (Kourier No.2) presenting the conflicting views of three 
well-known film stars.

Mr Boah Neery maintained that ‘There is nothing quite so 
exhilarating in my opinion than to know oneself pursued by a 
woman versed in all the arts of flirtation.’ Mr Kuster Beaton said 
‘I think there is nothing more revolting than to see a woman 
deliberately trying to entangle a man in her toils’, while Miss 
Balluah Tankhead took the feminine perspective, saying ‘I am 
strongly of the opinion that a man who professes to be a woman-
hater, is in reality announcing his fear of the species, and what 
self-respecting female could resist a challenge like that?’

Most of the poems also fall into the humourous category, for example ‘The 
Darkest Hour Comes Just Before the Dawn’ by ‘Gum Boils’ in Kourier No.3.

He passed me walking down the street.
With furtive eye and stumbling feet,
 He was a figure of despair
  Low bent his toubled head;
 His face was lined and seamed with care,
  Twas grey with heavy dread.
His look was sad and piteous, 
 It cut me to the core, 
And then he walked into a shop 
  With ‘DENTIST’on the door.

Ere kong, he bounded out again,
  Before that awful door I’d passed
He was the happiest of men;
  A look of joy at me he cast



100

He was once more quite free from care;
  His smile flashed out anew;
‘Such tidings I am forced to share,
  The Dentist’s got the ‘Flu.’

Most of the serious prose pieces were signed with real or Klub names and most 
were written by Jess, except for one untitled piece by Camelia Featherstonehaugh 
(or Nance) in Kourier No.1. It tells the story of a young woman who dwelt hap-
pily in the green and fresh Garden of Youth until one day she came upon a high 
wall and a gate bearing a sign, ‘The Portal of Experience and Disillusionment 
— to the Land of Maturity’. Tempted by experience and maturity she went in.

Here were no nodding flowers, no trees of tender green; all was 
drab and stunted; the fruit she plucked was bitter to the taste. 
The dun-coloured monotony of the scenery filled her with horror.

But she could not escape, the gate had shut fast behind her. She wandered on 
in despair, ‘her youthful joy and vigour’ gone. Finally she saw green ahead and 
ran to drink from the Stream of Recompense.

So, by long and weary way, she entered into the real Land of 
Maturity, and here she dwelt contentedly. True, it had no such 
gifts to offer as the lovely Garden of Youth, but it was calm and 
peaceful, and that was what she needed more than anything else. 
If her thoughts wandered longingly at times to the beauty she 
had lost so thoughtlessly, she never complained, but gave thanks 
to God that she had not faltered or dropped when Disillusion-
ment had her in its grip.

This makes a nice contrast to Jess’s ‘The Spirit of Youth’ in Kourier No.2.
The Spirit of Youth is upon me,
A pulse of the life of today.
I live in the Present, and gladly
I linger to study the way.
My footsteps are light and ecstatic,
With thrills of the ‘things all unknown’
My views may be widely erratic,
My actions cause wise men to groan;
But the Spirit of Youth is upon me,
I know nought of worry and care,
Life’s golden path opens before me
With promise of days bright and fair.
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The ‘Out of the Powder Pot’ column in issues 1 and 2 advised the Kosmos on 
how to be well and beautiful, to enjoy the ‘days bright and fair’. For healthy, 
blemish free skin they were advised to eat plenty of fruit and vegetables, to drink 
plenty of water and to exercise in the fresh air. Recommendations for cleaning 
the skin included rubbing a slice of lemon on at night, or experiencing the 
gentle patter of rain against the face, or steaming to open the pores.

Wring out two pieces of Turkish towelling in water as hot as 
your skin can bear, and lay them on the face to open the pores. 
Massage cold cream gently into the skin. Ordinary theatrical cold 
cream is both cheap and good. Leave this on for a few minutes, 
and if possible, lie down and relax.
Wipe the cream off very gently and carefully and then dab the 
face with a wad of cotton-wool, first soaked in cold water, and 
then in witch-hazel. (Kourier No.1)

Having cleansed the skin, the next advice was on make-up, the correct applica-
tion of a slightly surprising range of cosmetics, rouge, eye shadow and lipstick. 
The other chief concern of these columns, or of the columnist who was Babe, 
was the figure. Slimming was dis cuss ed but not necess arily endorsed.

A
ustralian H
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Average plump ness is not cor pulence, and there is no need to re-
duce a well-nour ished body, especially where there is good health 
and an amount of general activity. Nor mal fatness means health 
and a reserve in the time of physio logical needs. (Kourier No.1)

However, the same issue also reported a ‘Slimming Campaign’, but it did not 
involve crash diets; four members were walking to Ethelton station, or even 
to the Port, to catch the train to work ‘in the bright morn’. Both ‘Powder Pot’ 
columns contained advice on exercise, recom mending swimming as the best 
all round exercise, and describing some gymnastics that involved standing on 
the head. Another item reported the argument of an expert 

…that reducing physically may (and probably will) also mean 
reduction in mental capacity — brain reduction. So take heed 
— ye of this our noble band of slimmers — let caution be your 
watchword. A balanced diet of fish and lettuce (Both brain 
nourishers) may counteract the evil effect but if partaken of too 
frequently may produce symptoms of brain fever. (Kourier No.2)

These articles prompted a letter to the Editor in the third Kourier.
Dear Heditor,
 I can’t understand all this ‘ere talk about redoocing. It shore gets 
my goat. I like a woman with a few curves. Them there skinny 
females don’t give a chap nothink to catch hold off.

Yours,
‘Passionate Plumber.’

Our Beauty Expert says that curves are coming in. Eds.
When asked about the writing of these columns the Beauty Expert, Babe, said,

I got bits and pieces from magazines, different sources, you know 
how you do, you glean from these bits and pieces to write but we 
were always conscious of the food we ate, because we had beautiful 
meals. (Babe 12 May 1995)

The ‘Frills and Furbelows’ column provided information and comment on the 
latest fashions for Kosmos. As was customary for young women at that time, 
Klub members were knitters and sewers. These were depression years and though 
most of these young women had jobs, there was little extra money to spend 
on clothes. The minutes report that knitting was the main activity at many of 
the later meetings of the Klub while Jess’s diary for 1933 records her weekly 
attendance at a dressmaking class in the city where she made a blue velvet gown 
with a cape, a maroon coat, a grey skirt, a green dress and a red dress. 
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Jean, Net and Nance had sewing lessons from Miss Henderson who lived on the 
Esplanade. Jean recalled a number of disasters when she made modish outfits 
for special occasions. There was the dress for the Bank picnic on eight hours 
day, made out of stretchy material which, she says, was mid-calf in the morning 
but had stretched ‘to here’ by evening. There was the very dashing white polo 
neck jumper made for a holiday in the hills; unfortunately the weather was 
quite hot but she wore it anyway. And there was the crepe de chine dress and 
2-ply jumper made for the gulf trip that got sprayed with salt water.

A poem by Jess in the first Kourier refers to some sewing done on the train 
journey to work.

The Song of the Shirt
We have a little girl friend,
She’s very sweet and pert,
She travels in the morning train,
And, with her, brings a shirt!

Its wrapped up very neatly
In a paper new and trim,
We don’t know who its owner is . . .
But we think it must be HIM!

It’s long and wide, and soft, and warm,
With flowers pink and blue,
The sleeves are short, with flowers wrought,
If not for HIM, — well Who?

Now tell us little girl friend,
The owner of this thing;
We’ve seen you blush before today,
And we’d love to see the ring!

What’s that you say? ‘There is no ring’
We’ll howl in sad distress
We’ve watched that shirt for days and days
It can’t be just a dress!

How could you lead us on that way?
With smiles and sundry blushes,
Be gone! false maid, before our wrath
Bursts forth and o’er you rushes.
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Jumpers and berets are the main items of knitting mentioned. The Klub colours 
were orange and green and the Klub jumper was a startling orange with green 
stripes. The Kourier advertised a pattern for this number and the accounts for 
the year ending on 30 May 1932, as reported in the third Kourier, state that 
sales of the pattern realised a total of sixpence. Despite this apparent lack of 
enthusiasm, many members remember that they did knit and wear this jumper, 
or at least started it.

Wharfees. In a hiking 
mood, en route to 
Outer Harbour, 1931. 
Note the berets. Photo 
from the Klub album.

This penchant for bright colours is also reflected in a ‘Frills and Furbelows’ 
report on

…the very latest things in cardigans. Each row is of a different 
contrasting shade to its neighbours, the whole thing being picked 
out in a violent red. It was thought, not surprisingly, that the 
appearance of this garment might cause ‘a stir’ at local gather-
ings. (Kourier No.1)

Hats were an important part of the wardrobe. They were worn to work and 
church, and for casual wear. Berets were part of the ‘uniform’, with skirts and 
white blouses, when on holiday or hiking. Many of these berets were also 
knitted. The first Kourier reported on the progress, or lack of it, of one being 
knitted in 2-ply wool and of another which excited some envy, being made of 
the softest angora rabbit fur.
Other hats to make an appearance were the ‘startled egg’ (probably the cloche), 
which fell into disfavour when ‘verandah’ hats, and the occasional ‘tricorne’ 
arrived. But after the visit of the American navy, it was gob hats which took 
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over, on the tennis court and on the beach. Jess remembered the American navy 
coming to town and the call for young women to partner the sailors at a dance 
at the Dinghy Club, but the others say they have no recollection of this event. 
However, the Kourier reported:

When the Nardana entertains, all hands and the cook join in. An 
invitation by the crew to a Dance at the Dinghey (sic) Club was 
greeted with cries of excitement by members of the Kosmopolitan 
Klub. The many friendships made on this occasion were looked 
upon by Our Sue, who anticipates an increase in her mail as a 
result. (Kourier No.2)

In the same issue the Klub Fashion Expert stated that gob hats were very 
popular and that the Kosmos were again leading the way in this ‘very cute (or 
Kute) fashion’. However, there must have been some adverse reaction to the 
fashion as the third Kourier reported that ‘A lot has been heard about those 
awful “Gob” hats’.
And Sue’s worst fears were realised. The very first letter she received was from 
‘Navy Blues’ of Largs Bay who said, ‘A few weeks ago I met a sailor with whom 
I fell in love. I afterwards discovered that he is married, and has nine children. 
What shall I do?’ Sue took the view that it is one of the many questionable 
pleasures of being a sailor’s sweetheart to give him up to his rightful owners 
and went on to advise ‘Navy Blues’ to consider the remedy ‘of heaping coals of 
fire on the faithless lovers head’.

Could you not make some jolly little gifts such as knitted gol-
liwogs etc., and send them to his nine children with Love, at 
Xmas time; and perhaps you could discover a gift for his wife 
(such as the photo of himself inscribed ‘yours ever with adoring 
love’ which he was good enough to give you.) You cannot know 
how this method will relieve your heartache. (Kourier No.2)

This was the time when trousers for women were making a tentative appearance 
on the scene. The fashion column in the first Kourier had a major piece headed 
‘The new trouser fashion for women. “To be or not to be”.’ 

More and more notice is being taken of rumours regarding this 
new mode, and the K.K. has decided that it is a matter worthy 
of their consideration. A Meeting is to be held by the Klub 
Kommittee to have the ‘fore’ and ‘againsts’ from Members. The 
Fashionable World is eagerly await ing their decision, for as is 
usual when new styles are being intro duced it rests with the Klub 
to say whether or not the elete (sic) shall adopt them. Very seldom 
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is any new style taken up unless a Klub Member has appeared at 
Polite Gatherings in the new fashion. (Kourier No.1)

There is no record of such a discus sion but the second issue reported that the 
new shorts worn by some members had attracted much atten tion and were 
becoming popular with the season’s debutantes. A  later report was probably 
closer to the mark.

Shorts have appeared in isolated cases for Tennis, the Beach and 
Hiking, but we feel that whereas this year they have met with 
adverse criticism and raised eyebrows, next year they will be the 
accepted mode for Beach Wear and the Hike. (Kourier No.3)

The only trousers Klub members can now recall wearing are beach pyjamas. 
Our young American has been to view the new patterns for 
Beach Pyjamas. She says, at a recent interview, ‘Believe me, Big 
Boy, they are sure hectic!!’. Now on view at her favourite store 
only 1/9¾ per yd. (Kourier No.1)

Talk of the beach pyjamas causes a good deal of mirth and some amazement 
at the recollection of their young selves.

Doris in beach pyjamas, with Nance.
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Jean: The beach pyjamas — that was really a highlight — it was 
very dashing. We all made ourselves some in various styles. Mine 
were very modish. They were sky blue, perhaps you’d call the pants, 
and slightly flared, and I’d appliquéd white anchors to each leg.
 I  forget what I had for my top, white I suppose. But some of you other girls 
had quite bright ones. 
Doss: I had gay ones with gay trousers. They were orange ones with a floral 
top with a bit of floral on the cuffs and orange bits. Why I had orange I 
don’t know. 
Jean: I can remember the first time Nance and I issued forth in these beach 
pyjamas to go to the beach. We opened the front door and we came out and 
we had a look up and down the street to see if there was anybody coming and 
then we made a quick dash for the beach. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1996)

Nance’s were black with brightly col oured suns, moons and stars and were trans-
formed into cushion covers in later life. But these dashing garments served a 
very useful purpose; young women could wear the pyjamas over their swimsuits 
and arrive at and leave the beach in decorum, properly covered.

Australian H
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Klub members were also leaders in evening fashions. The first Kourier predicted 
that since a prominent member had ‘seen fit to appear in the new style of back-
less gown, such gowns are likely to be worn throughout the Social World’. The 
advent of the backless dress meant there was a need for new undergarments. 

Jean: The first bras in our first days were absolutely flat, no shape 
in them at all. It was just like a band that held you in flat so that 
you didn’t have any bosoms. I mean a chest was something you were 
ashamed of — you didn’t have a chest. But Kestos were very modish 
when they came out. They were divided into separate cups and came 
out to rather a point.
Doss: And then they had these straps that you would take around 
and button up and it would hold up nicely and you could wear a 
backless dress. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1996)

Producing three issues of the magazine must have taken much time and energy. 
It was more or less mandatory that you did something. Somebody 
did the social columns, various people did articles, You were obliged 
to contribute something. Whoever was the committee, they’d have to 
assemble it and type it . . . and decide what was going in and what 
was going out. (Jean 23 July 1996)

Each issue had over 20 pages with No.3 being the biggest at 29 pages. Some 
copies of the first issue were typed on a machine borrowed from Howard Trot-
ter, one of the local youths; others were typed at work.

The magazines were typed 6 copies at a time painstakingly by 
those of us who worked in offices (before work — going in early!) 
(Jess comments on author’s letter 1 May 1995.

For the later editions they bought a typewriter, a portable Remington that 
could be hired for 1/- a week. The financial statements for the first year reveal 
that the typewriter was valued at £8 and that the outstanding loan was £5/7/-. 
About 30 copies of each issue were produced, so each page was typed five times 
with five carbon copies. Some of the Kouriers that have survived are very faint 
indeed. Copies were sold to parents and perhaps to the local boys. Sales of the 
first two issues returned £1/11/9.
The last word goes to the editorial of the first Kourier.

We hope this magazine will mean more to the Klub than just a 
few sheets of paper to read through. It should serve in later years 
to revive memories of ‘what has been and never more shall be’.
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Sources for this Chapter

Taped conversations with:

 Babe George  12 May 1995

 Doss Hancock and Jean Edwards  23 July 1996

 Jess McLennan and Jean Edwards  26 July 1996

Kosmopolitan Kourier, Vol.1 No.1, 1st October 1931, Vol.1 No.2, February 1932, 
Vol.1 No.3, 15 June 1932. 

Copies of all three issues of the Kosmopolitan Kourier have been lodged with the 
State Library of South Australia.
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Robe is a fishing village in the south-east of South Australia and the 
house we came to was a typical beach shack, on stilts with an old Holden 

parked underneath, an even older caravan on the couch grass and some pine 
trees down the side fence. The stairs went up the side of the house to a balcony 
running along the back. When we knocked a voice called for us to come in.
Ken George, Babe’s husband and Doss’s brother, was sitting at the table with 
a Catherine Cookson library book just closed at his right hand and a Ventolin 
atomiser at his left. The room was large, with windows facing to front and 
back. It was sparsely furnished with the motley collection of second hand bits 
and pieces that one expects in a beach house. Once it had been the communal 
heart of the house, kitchen, sitting and dining rooms combined.
Ken told us about the house being bought by Babe’s brother-in-law who was 
also a fishing friend and of joint family holidays and later of his solitary jaunts 
to join his friend for a spot of fishing. When his friend died he left the house 
to Ken and Babe and it became Ken’s refuge, or his exile.
He told us of the early days at Largs: of walking over the sand hills to school; 
of dances at the Dinghy Club and the band playing at Semaphore rotunda; of 
being sacked during the depression; of his voluntary welfare work with Toc H; of 
going fishing with Jess’s fiancé, Chris, and thinking that they were going to sink.
I asked him how he met Babe. Like the rest of his family Ken went to the Largs 
Bay Methodist Church. He says simply that one Sunday he was sitting in the 
choir, and there she was and that was it. ‘That’s how it was for me’, he said, ‘I 
don’t know how it was for her’.
Only two of the Kosmos married boys from Largs, Babe married Ken George 
and Doris married Eric Rayner. The boys first appear in the story walking down 
the Largs jetty after church on Sunday nights. It is not clear how many of them 
had been to church, but there is a story that some of them used to put buttons 
in the collection. They also appear as the Bandy Bandoleros who resented the 
members of The Kosmopolitan Klub coming to visit. For the later observer, it 
is only with the appearance of the Kosmopolitan Kourier that these boys take on 
names and individual characteristics. Their names are listed as suffering from 
the flu, being present at dances and parties, playing tennis. 

The boys and the men
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There is Bruce McKenzie who had a Fair Isle jumper he wore to tennis and 
between sets the girls would count the myriad colours. Eric Verran, brother of 
Merle who was briefly a member of the Klub, was known as Big Chief Hairy 
Chest for obvious reasons. The joker in the pack was Howard Trotter who put 
someone’s cane chair on top of a pole and whose father was a policeman. Ralph 
Wilson was known as Willow and, according to Jean, was keen on Nance and so 
may have been responsible for the ill-fated invitation to attend the Bandoleros’ 
meeting. Peter Cooke always had lollies in his pocket that he wouldn’t share, but 
he did give the girls rides home from work on his motorbike. Les Dawe drove 
the van for the Eakins and was reputed a good driver, trusted by fathers. It is 
interesting that there are very few stories about Ken or Eric. They were simply 
present. Except for the report that Mr E. Rayner spent several lonely weeks on 
a sheep station in the far north.
Later two younger boys joined the tennis club and the group, Alan Fricker, 
from a family of local builders, and Malcolm MacGregor who had a job as a 
carpenter. Jean said they were two really nice lads.
As the tennis club at Knowles was a catalyst for the beginning of the Klub, Babe 
says that it was also a ‘coming out’ part of their lives with their first romances 
blossoming and that it was the beginning of — ‘well, arousing our senses’. 

The Gang at KK Court, Yeo Street, on opening day 1931. Back row from left: Ken George, Les 
Dawe, Eric Rayner, Howard Trotter, Jimmy Armstrong, Ralph (Willow) Wilson, Eric Verran. Middle 
row: Babe Saunders, Nance Bradley, Jean Bradley, Doris Armstrong, Merle Marshall, Bruce McKen-
zie. At front: Lorna Nettle, Gwen Marshall.
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After the 1930-31 season at Knowles finished, the Klub was keen to find an-
other court and in October hired a grass court in Yeo Street, just round the 
corner from the Bradley place and behind the house of the Wauchopes, owners 
of Balfours cakes. The Kosmopolitan Tennis Klub officially opened on Eight 
Hours Day 1931.

The weather was perfect; members and friends began to arrive at 
9.30a.m. and energetically responded to the call of ‘next set’. Our 
President and Patron, Mrs. A. Bradley formerly (sic) opened The 
Klub at 11 a.m. with a charming little speech and good wishes. 
She has kindly offered a trophy to be presented at the conclusion 
of the season. Lunch was served under the shade of spreading 
almond trees, and proved an inevitable success. (Kourier No 2)

They played tennis every chance they had, ‘Definitely every weekend,’ say 
Doss and Jean together. Those who had jobs worked on Saturday mornings, 
so Saturday afternoon was the time for tennis. Sunday tennis was unthinkable 
for the Methodists. ‘Oh no,’ says Doss, ‘not on Sundays.’ However, when they 
began to play matches in February 1932, these were held on Sundays. One 
match was against St Bede’s, so the Anglicans were apparently more relaxed 
about sport on the sabbath.
The third Kourier reported on home and away matches against St Bede’s and 
another local club, South Terrace. The Kosmopolitan Klub lost all four matches, 
some more disastrously than others. The Gents team remained fairly constant 
with Ralph Wilson always at number one, then Eric Verran, Bruce McKenzie, 
Jimmy Armstrong (Doris’s brother), Peter Cooke and Les Dawe in various 
combinations. The Ladies team was more variable with Merle, Betty, Doris, 
Jean, Nance, Net, Jess, Gwen and Babe all getting a guernsey at some time. 
Perhaps the Ladies took advantage of the opportunity to challenge each other 
for places in the team.
The Ladies generally did better than the Gents in matches and there were some 
outstanding players.

Miss B. Wilkinson played a brilliant game, and most of the other 
players were at the top of their form. (Kourier No 3)
The sets were 10 to 2 and the games were 66 to 38. The only 
players who saved the situation were Mr. R. Wilson, who won 
his singles 6-5 and Miss N. Bradley who won 6-1. (Kourier No 3)
Jean: Merle Marshall was our star player with the girls. She was a 
good player.
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Doss: Very light on her feet.
Jean: Yes, and she had long arms, good reach. She was always the 
number one Lady. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1996)

The season at Yeo Street finished on 30 April 1932. 
Oh gee! We had some happy times there, didn’t we? (Jean 23 July 
1996)

Mrs Bradley remembered her promise to give a trophy to the most improved 
player but the choice was so hard that she donated 10/6d to the Klub funds 
instead. These funds had also been augmented during the season by various 
social events: the dance at St Alban’s (which unfortunately didn’t raise any 
money); a Bridge evening at the Misses Marshall (‘which was well attended’); 
and another bridge evening at the home of Miss D. Armstrong (‘which was 
also very successful’). (Kourier No 3)

At the end of the summer season at Yeo Street, the hunt was on for a hard court 
for the winter. One was found at the Wattle Tennis Club, which Jean remem-
bered as being near the Port River, and later, according to Jess’s memoirs, at the 
Largs Reserve off Military Road. Doss thinks that they played tennis together 
until they were married.

Saturday afternoon was for tennis, summer and winter; Saturday evening was 
for dances and parties. There was a dance at the Dinghy Club once a fortnight 
and on the alternate Saturday there was usually a party. The second Kourier 
reports on a surprise party for Babe held at Doris’s place, always a popular 
venue because of the pianola and the generous hospitality of Mrs Armstrong.

It was a fancy dress evening, where sailor boys were well represented. The party 
was prevented from becoming ‘HOT’ by the presence of a school mistress and 
a pious Sister of the Church. Much amusement was derived from the antics of 
two of the village swains.

The ‘he-men’ disgusted the females by coming in ordinary garb, 
though we took some to be representing a certain type of animal! 
However, His Lordship Mr. Trotter succeeded in demolishing a 
perfectly good dress, and they all came in handy at the supper 
table. (Kourier No.2)

Howard had worn one of his sister’s dresses and ruined it by riding round the 
district on the back of Eric Verran’s motor bike. On another occasion, at the 
Bradleys, Howard told fortunes in the bathroom.
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Jean: He was all dressed up as a gypsy and on his hands he had hair-
nets to make his hands all — And you’d get in there and Howard 
would be stroking your hands.
Doss: And it was all dark and he had a watermelon with a face 
cut into it.
Jean: And that was the only light in the bathroom.
Doss: The only light was its eyes. (Doss and Jean 5 April 1995)

Under the heading, ‘The Misses Bradley Entertain’, the second Kourier reported 
on the grand opening of the latest open-air Kabaret Dancing, where the dancing 
was to music supplied by radio station 5KA, which also sent a message of best 
wishes to the hostesses, hoping that the company was enjoying itself.
Another surprise party was held at the Armstrongs in June 1932 for Doris’s 
nineteenth birthday.

When we say surprise we mean surprise, for when she heard the 
melodious strains of ‘Oh Doris! Where do you live?’ Doris was 
not too sure where she did live. The ceremony opened with the 
presentation of a young Tree to the lady of the evening by Mr. 
H. Trotter, which was much appreciated. (We understand that 
Mr. Wilson, who is an expert on trees, is caring for this tree until 
it comes of age). . .
The M.C. (Mr. E. Rayner) kept everybody up to the mark and 
so all the games went off with a swing making the evening a 
great success. All present said that it was the best gang party for 
ages. (Kourier No 3)

Nineteen thirty two was, of course, a leap year and the Dinghy Club celebrated 
by holding a Fancy Dress Ball on 29 February which was a Sunday, so the 
dance was scheduled to begin at midnight. Jean and Nance had a battle getting 
permission from their father to go, but they succeeded. Jean teamed with Jess 
wearing hiking garb and Nance went with Gwen as an ‘adorable Jack and Jill 
in red and white checks’. (Kourier No 3)
Babe had less success getting permission from her father to attend any dances. 
She remembered having an evening frock that no one knew about, that she 
kept at a friend’s place. Once, coming home from a dance, she crept in through 
the sleepout and jumped into bed fully dressed because her father was waiting 
for her. 
To mark the leap year, the Kourier carried advice on hunting the male, ‘Tally-
Ho!! by Hare & Hounds’.
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Whoopee! Here’s your chance girls. You won’t get another for 
four years, so polish up your smiles and dimples and bring forth 
your running shoes,
They say that man likes to do the hunting, but don’t you believe 
it. All men like to think they’re popular with the ladies.
In the matter of proposing, the time and the place are the thing. 
Imagine a poor helpless man creature turned loose in a canoe 
built for one and a half on a magic moonlit night with a de-
termined female. You can bet your Sunday Sox that before you 
have had the time to pop the question, he’ll have beaten you to 
it by falling to his knees (never mind the ocean) and crying ‘Wilt 
thou be mine’ or whatever it is that men say at these moments. 
When you have accepted him, he’ll think he’s the bees knees, 
not realising that he was being led to his destruction all the time.
Perhaps you think these trade secrets should not be printed, as it 
will make the hemales cautious, but believe me, girls, it will not 
make the slightest difference. A little judicious flattery and a man 
forgets his good resolutions and the hunt is up with a vengeance.
Of course you realise that there are decidedly fewer men than 
girls in South Australia, so it behoves you to keep your wits about 
you and keep fit or some other enterprising female will beat you 
to the post. (Kourier No 3)

The Dinghy Club dances were relatively casual affairs with just a piano for 
music, but once or twice a year the hockey or football club held a more formal 
dance with a band at the Palais at Semaphore. To these dances the boys wore 
dinner suits and the girls wore evening dresses.

Doss: I’ll never forget the first dress I had — it was a sort of georette 
and it had handkerchief points on it and the next dress that I had 
was up at the front and down at the back. Oh dear me, the styles! 
Then I got a backless one in a black velvet with a beautiful pearly 
necklace—
Jean: Crystals — didn’t Howard give you the crystals?
Doss: He gave me the necklace to go with this black velvet dress and 
it was backless. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1996)

After these dances at the Palais the girls would go to the Ladies and remove their 
stockings, put their shoes back on, walk down to the beach, take their shoes off 
and then paddle all the way home from the Semaphore jetty to the Largs jetty.
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The beach was a social magnet. At weekends there were likely to be hundreds 
of bathers because Semaphore had become a very popular place. In the 1920s 
train loads of holidaymakers from country towns arrived at Semaphore to enjoy 
the swimming, concerts, open-air cinema and the illuminated carnival with its 
sideshows and rides (Portonian Dec.1980). School picnics and boy scout sports 
were also held at the Semaphore. (The Mail 24 January 1931)
The beach was attractive to families because it shelved gently, so that if the tide 
was out you could wade as far as the end of the jetty without getting wet above 
the knees. On the sand there were large mounds of seaweed, but if you were 
tempted to play in them, as we were as children, it stuck to your skin and had 
to be peeled painfully off.
During the week on hot nights the Kosmos and their friends would meet at 
Hannay Street, the half way point between Largs and Semaphore.

Nance and I used to love heatwaves because after we’d got home from 
work and I think we must have had our tea, down to the beach we’d 
go and we’d meet all these boys and girls on the beach and swim 
and have fun and I suppose we probably got home about 9 o’clock 
because that seemed to be our curfew for most of our activities. (Jean 
8 May 1995)

Semaphore Beach, SA. c.1930. The Mortlock Library of South Australia B45662.
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The third Kourier recorded the program for these beach gatherings.
1. Meeting, hand-shaking, disrobing, etc.
2. Swimming and canoeing.
3. Sprint to the jetty or thereabouts according to the energy of 

the sprinters.
4. Social intercourse, discussion of day’s excitements.
5. General sorting out of various garments. Much argument is 

caused by certain Gang Sheikhs, who will persist in taking 
property belonging to others — who naturally object, and 
endeavour to recover stolen articles.

6. Fond Farewells — many rash promises made for future swims. 
Sometimes they went sailing — Eric Wise, who lived behind the Georges at 
Largs, had a sailing boat — but canoeing seems to have been more popular.

As a change from Yachting (and we are told on good authority 
that ‘A change is as good as a holiday’) we would recommend to 
you that fascinating pastime ‘canoeing’. We have all tried it with 
much enthusiasm, and, providing one does not have to do the 
paddling, we think it one Big Thrill. We are strongly convinced 
that the canoe owned by one of our Gang is the best ever canoed 
in. We challenge you to find a better. Padded seats, spacious-

Full-O-Pep Life Savers 1932. Photo from Klub album. From left: Eric Verran, 
Nance Bradley, Doss George, Merle Marshall, a friend of Jean’s, with Gwen 
Marshall in front.
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ness, and its unsinkable capacity are its main charms. It is also 
conducive to Romance when occupied by two and paddled in 
the moonlight. (Kourier No 2)

The gang’s most enterprising venture was to go on holiday as a group, boys 
included, to a place called The Bungalow at Bridgewater. Mrs Bradley again 
showed her ‘adventurous spirit’ by agreeing to chaperone them, along with 
Mrs Armstrong.

Jean: That was an interesting place. All the rooms, every room had a 
door that went outside onto the veranda and in turn they all opened 
off a central living area — all these rooms that surrounded it. It was 
definitely built on an Indian style. And it was ideal for this group 
of mixed young people. 
Doss: We had a good time, didn’t we?
Jean: We sure did have a good time. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1996)

They played tennis and went for hikes and in the evenings played charades and 
other games.

Jean: We had a paper chase at night, I remember, and we laid the 
course and then you had to find the clues,
Doss: And it was a packet of lifesavers in a tree.
Jean: Something very minor was the prize.
Doss: We went for miles.

The Bungalow party, Standing: Mrs Armstrong, Mrs Bradley, Eric Rayner. Sitting, from left: Howard 
Trotter, Peter Cooke, Jimmy Armstrong, Doris Armstrong,Bruce McKenzie,Malcolm MacGregor, 
Nance Bradley Jean Bradley, Alan Fricker, Doss George, Jess Birks, Les Dawe.
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Jean: I remember we were down in the railway cutting and one of 
the clues took us up the side of the railway cutting and my vertigo 
overcame me and there I was perched on the side of the railway 
cutting. I think it was young Malcolm MacGregor that rescued me. 
But I can remember that because he and young Fricker came on 
that particular one. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1996)

Jean recalled that this holiday was over an Easter because she remembered seeing 
the streams of cars returning to the city from the races at Oakbank. There is no 
record of this holiday in the Kourier but, in the final issue, published in June 
1932, there is a piece by ‘N.B.’ (Nance Bradley) called ‘An Adventure’ which 
sounds very like a description of the perilous ascent of the railway cutting.

Steep was the slope that led to our goal and few and far the 
footholds. Were we downhearted — No!! Lightheartedly we 
began the ascent. A simple task thought we. 

But the convenient foot and handholds soon gave out and they were left cling-
ing precariously to the slope.

Clinging and clutching everything in reach, those with the steadi-
est heads forged on; a last mighty effort and they lay panting on 
the level land above. So soon as lost breath was regained they 
turned to help their less fortunate fellows.

Finally only two were left.
With fingers and toes they both clung to isolated cases of rocks 
amidst a barren desert of treacherous ash. In no direction could 
they move and as they were several yards from the summit, the 
only thing to do was for one of the lucky ones to go to their 
assistance. The descent was quickly made, and the bastaways 
(sic) were able to grasp the welcome hands extended. There was 
no lack of verbal encouragement from above. And it was not 
long before two more thankful girls clambered to level land. 
(Kourier No 3)

When they talk about these happy times with the gang, they are all adamant 
that they did things as a group, that there was no ‘lovey-dovey’ stuff.

Jean: They were all nice lads. There was no pairing off —
Doss: No sex —
Jean: If they walked home with you they might give you a peck when 
they said goodbye, but no mauling or um —
Doss: I don’t remember any of them even pecking me. (Doss and 
Jean 23 July 1996)
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When Jean told me how the group always did things as a gang, the phone rang 
and she learnt from Merle’s housekeeper that Malcolm MacGregor would be 
in Adelaide in a few days time. This was the first time that Jean had heard of 
Malcolm since those youthful days and so I heard how he was a bit keen on her.

When he went into the navy he was away for some years…In that 
period I got involved with Fred and Mac came back from this trip 
overseas and he brought Nance and I, he was fond of us both, and 
he brought us these gifts from Ciros, you know the famous jewellers 
shop in London. Mine was pearls and I think I’ve still got them 
actually. And Nance’s was a diamente clip. It was like a brooch and 
it had a join down the middle and it could be separated into two 
clips. It wasn’t among her things when she died. He was such a nice 
boy and we were friends for so long and he’d brought these gifts back 
. . . He was a bit upset to find that I hadn’t been true to him, but 
it never got to a real relationship. (Jean 8 May 1995)

Jean also told me that Eric would ring her up but she was only allowed to go 
out with him if Nance went too. And there was a long, skinny chap called Billy 
Board, known as Plank, who cycled to their place with a bunch of dahlias for 
her held behind his back, riding with one hand. And Willow would ride round 
to see Nance and his dog would always arrive first, as harbinger of his master’s 
coming. Jess’s memoirs also belie the notion of carefree gang friendships.

Those were heady days — those growing up teens. It’s good to 
report that romance came and then faded and after tearful break-
ups we picked up the pieces and went helter skelter aback into 
single bliss, enjoying freedom from commitments once again, 
and the happiness of just growing up. After a time of this heav-
enly independence, another romance blossomed — this time 
with Eric of the deep bass voice (I can still hear him singing 
Villia, standing by my side as I sat at the piano accompanying 
him shyly!) (McLennan, chapter 6)
I was involved with Eric for 2 or 3 years; we were paired off as a 
pair. He was out of work and couldn’t get a job. That was depression 
years and he had a friend who was a radio man and he used to go 
into his shop and help him for no pay to fill in his days because he 
had a lot of time and nothing to do. 
When he wanted me to make it a permanent relationship and he 
suggested that if he could get a job and put aside a little bit each 
week, would I also put aside a little bit to buy a block of land. Now, 
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to me that was a shocking thing for the girl to have to do anything 
to do with buying the house or land and immediately he asked me 
that I thought that was against the rules. It was something that 
we didn’t do in those days. The girl provided all the linen and the 
household things and the man provided the house, and when he 
asked me that, that was quite outrageous. 
And I called it off from then on. Isn’t that amazing? That’s how 
things were. (Jess 6 April 1995)

When Jean and Doss talk about Eric Verran I get a glimpse of some of the 
undercurrents at work in the group.

Doss: I think we all shied away from him.
Jean: He wasn’t a bad bloke. I didn’t mind Eric. Our family was 
very Liberal in those days and Eric Verran’s father was an out and 
out Labor.
Doss: Oh definitely.
Jean: I think my parents were a bit prejudiced about the Verrans 
and it probably carried over to us. Though I rather liked Eric as a 
matter of fact. (Doss and Jean 23 July 1995)

Jessie Birks, at age 22.
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Eric Verran was in fact the son and grandson of two John Verrans, both Labor 
Members of the South Australian House of Assembly and Senators. His grand-
father was Labor Premier from 1910 to 1912, but later he turned Liberal. 
(Coxon, pp.231-2)
The other couple with a more serious relationship was Doss and Howard Trotter, 
but that too came to an unhappy end.

I went with Howard for quite a while but we never really ever 
canoodled. It was always to go to a dance or go to the pictures or 
something . . . He was a very gentle boy and there was no lovey-
dovey. He would kiss me goodnight and that was it. Not like you 
see these days . . . 
I used to meet him on a Friday night because he always had to go 
up to get his pay from The News office and we used to go and have 
tea in town and go to the York Theatre. But unfortunately, every 
time he met me I could smell beer, because I was very much against 
it. Living opposite the hotel I saw so much as a child. I hated the 
thought of drink . . . 
I got to the stage with Howard on a Friday night after I’d been go-
ing with him for a few years and I said, ‘If you can’t meet me on a 
Friday night without a drink, it’s off’. And he wouldn’t give it up, 
so right, that was it. I gave him up. And I’m glad I did because he 
still drank like anything after he married. (Doss 5 April 1995)

During all these Klub years Betty was still keeping house for her father and 
brothers and, unknown to herself, and un-noticed by the others, she was run-
ning herself down.

I was trying to live a teenager’s life, with sport and dancing and nonsense and 
having to cope with the house. Not knowing a great deal about house keeping. 
I mean I always had to help but there’s a lot more to it than just helping. I 
got sick. It took the best part of ten years out of my life. I don’t want to tell 
you about those years. I got TB. I don’t know how I got it. I put it down, 
as I said, to trying to do too much and the silly doctor I had he never gave 
me any help. I used to be playing tennis, trying to win championships, and 
I had double pleurisy. I can’t imagine it now. Just too silly for words. I was 
just going on doing the same things, not knowing, and I had nobody to tell 
me that I shouldn’t be doing it. (Betty 10 May 1995)

Her family moved from the house in Alexander Street, her father and brothers 
went to a boarding house and Betty stayed with her sisters in turn. Her lung 
collapsed, she got an abscess in her ear, then a mastoid and finally septicaemia 
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which nearly killed her. But in 1935 
she came out of hospital and went to 
live with her sister at Henley Beach. 
They lived on the esplanade where 
she could step out the front gate into 
the sand dunes and down to the sea 
for a swim. She says it was the most 
wonderful time and that she got bet-
ter quite quickly but she stayed with 
her sister until 1945. Betty’s treatment 
made a big hole in her father’s finances 
but there was no pension for him or 
for her.

It was years and years 
before they gave anything 
to me. They’d call me up 
every now and again 
and I was terrified of 

going in there. They had a dreadful doctor and I was just terrified 
of going in there. When I had to go up to apply again to see if I’d 
get any money . . . Eventually they gave me 12/6 a fortnight. (Betty 
10 May 1995)

As Betty took ill and slipped out of the Klub, the Marshall girls also lost contact 
with their fellow Kosmos. They had moved from the house behind the Bradleys 
to Percy Street, also in Semaphore, so it wasn’t the move that caused the break. 
No one now can remember how or why their ways parted. The next news the 
others had of the Marshalls was that Gwen had died suddenly of leukaemia.

Jean: I can remember. I was only just married and I can remember 
Nance and I meeting our mother in town somewhere for lunch and 
she told us about Gwen’s death. And we just couldn’t believe it. It 
all happened so suddenly.
Merle: Yes, in those days leukaemia wasn’t even known. They didn’t 
even know how to treat it. They didn’t know what was wrong with 
her. Didn’t know anything about it . . . About three months she lived. 
It was a very sad era of our lives. (Merle and Jean 25 July 1996)

Meanwhile, Phyl was working on her career. She is remembered by the others 
as a strong, dynamic personality, full of interesting ideas that they were happy 
to follow, but there are no stories of any particular boys in her life. She had 

Betty Wilkinson and her father
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changed jobs from Moore’s department store to the Tax Office and was now 
working her way up the ranks of Tax Assessors.
At the beginning of the Klub in 1931 they had made a vow that they would 
not marry before 1940.

That we were anti men and that we were going to be free souls. It 
didn’t quite work out that way. (Jean 23 July 1996)

Their vow was not one to avoid marriage altogether; it was simply to postpone 
it until they were aged 27 or 28. The average age for a woman to marry at that 
time was 24 years and some months, so it was a vow to be a little different from 
the average. (Commonwealth Bureau of Census) Jean’s comment is still relevant 
to this more limited ambition — it didn’t quite work out that way.
Not long after Jess had finished with Eric Verran she was at the pictures one 
night with a group of the girls, at the Ozone on Semaphore Road. 

[The Ozone] is richly furnished and has many beautiful tapestries 
on the walls. Myriad coloured lights, which play when the ordi-
nary lights are out, make an enchanted fairyland of the theatre. 
(Caption in Register News-Pictorial Saturday 7th December 
1929 quoted in Samuels, p.4)

Merle and Gwen Marshall.
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As they came down the stairs from the 
dress circle into the upstairs foyer Jess 
noticed a group of boys.
There was one boy who had 
shining eyes and he winked 
at me. I didn’t know him and 
the day after that I got a letter, 
‘Dear Miss Birks, I’ll regard it 
a great honour to be called a 
friend of yours’, and I didn’t 
know who it was from. Later 
on I pin pointed that that’s 
who it was — this boy that 
had smiled at me from the 
foyer. (Jess 6 April 1995)
After two more letters, she met him.

His name was Christopher McLennan. He was 28, nine years older than she 
was, a Port Adelaide boy who worked with his father as a sign writer. Like his 
father, he was a talented amateur artist. The first time they went out in his baby 
Austin they were meant to be going to the pictures but it was so hot that Jess 
said, ‘Don’t let’s go to the pictures, let’s go up to Windy Point’, a notorious 
parking spot for lovers.

So innocent! And we went up to Windy Point and we talked our 
heads off and found we had a lot in common. Nothing lovey-dovey, 
or sweethearty, or anything like that, just good friendship. (Jess 6 
April 1995)

When she told her mother she was forbidden to see Chris again, but he wrote 
to Mrs Birks, apologised and promised to take good care of Jess in the future. 
The relationship continued but Jess 

…was still in the frame of mind where I had finished with one 
romance and didn’t want to start another …and there were lots of 
boys about who were looking for a girl to take to the pictures and so 
on …Then suddenly Chris one night said, ‘I want to have a long 
serious talk to you’. And he walked me right from Largs to the Forts 
which is about four miles and he said, ‘I’m just fed up with all this 
shilly-shallying of yours. Either you can have all these other boys, 
or you can have me, but you can’t have both’ …So the end of that 
night was very solemn…and I went home and thought about it all. 

Chris McLennan.
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And it came to me in a flash that he was worth all the others put 
together. (Jess 6 April 1995)

When she told him her decision he was so excited he painted a picture of boats 
at anchor and came round early on Sunday morning to deliver it. Jess was in bed 
with curling rags in her hair. The picture still hangs on her wall 60 years later.
Jess’s diary records that she saw Chris three or four times a week. He collected 
her from dressmaking class, or art class, and they would go to the Ritz cafe for 
a pineapple special before going home. They went to the movies and for long 
walks in the hills at weekends, inspiring Jess to write:

My Ideal Hike is the quiet joyous companionship of two souls 
in harmony with the beauties of the land, the sea, the sky, and 
the life so vitally connected with all these things. (Kourier No.2)

The diary also records the highs and the lows of this courtship and the walks 
along the beach to the Largs Fort when they talked things over. The diary ends 
in October 1933 with an entry ‘I guess I am the happiest girl alive’. They be-
came engaged but the official engagement had to wait until Jess turned 21 on 
28 January 1934.

Monday morning I almost missed the 8:05 train to work . . 
. I ran the last 100 yards and hopped on the last carriage and 
panting walked through to share my news with all my friends 
whose shared excitement started my day on a high. (McLennan, 
chapter 6)

Klub members had a number of connections with Adelaide’s afternoon paper, 
The News, and one way or another the paper heard the story of Klub members’ 
vow not to marry before 1940 and of Jess’s engagement. A reporter came to the 
University and interviewed her. Overnight she got cold feet about this story 
being published but the paper said ‘Sorry, it’s already on the page and we can’t 
take it off’.

So when it appeared in the paper that next night Chris and I went 
for a long walk on the beach and he almost disowned me because 
he didn’t want to be involved with any rubbish like that. (Jess 6 
April 1995) 

At the insistence of Jess’s parents, the wedding could not take place for another 
twelve months. During those months their evenings fell into what Jess considers 
to be a unique pattern.

He would come down to visit me and he would bring a volume of 
poetry or a book that he was very fond of and I would sit doing 
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my knitting or embroidery and he would read, Hiawatha…two or 
three books we read together, sitting by the fire while I was diligently 
making my trousseau. (Jess 6 April 1995)
Before the evening ended however, the book was closed the sew-
ing set aside and we finished up snugly in one accom  modating 
armchair for a time of togetherness sweetly innocent and satis-
fying — looking towards the time when we were married and 
would consummate our physical desires. Truly beautiful, hard 
to believe, but honestly the normal way of courting in the early 
part of the century. (McLennan, chapter 7)

It seems fitting that Jess’s story should be so romantic. Jean’s story is more down 
to earth. When she started work in the typing pool at the Bank of Adelaide in 
1929, aged 16, Fred Edwards was working in the Security Department. He was 
then aged 27. He had started work ten years earlier in a lawyer’s office but had 
joined the Bank because there were better opportunities for ad vancement. He 
had spent some years in the branch at Streaky Bay on the coast of Eyre Peninsula.

The News, Thursday, Februuary 15, 1934, p.1.
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So while he was there — I think he had some good years there — he 
was the secretary of the racing club, the tennis club, the football club, 
or the treasurer of these things. He was the treasurer of the Strawberry 
Fete because that was a very big deal. (Jean 8 May 1995)

He also did rounds with the young doctor, entertained the local ministers and 
worked on the farms during his holidays. It was depression time and farmers 
were going broke and the Bank was foreclosing on them.

Fred had to collect the money. He didn’t want to have to do this. 
The Bank would sell the farm and not get what it was owed. Fred 
was bitter about this. (Jean 8 May 1995)

The typing pool in which Jean worked was on one side of the lift well and 
Security where Fred worked was on the other. She did his typing and they 
became friends. He moved to the Bills Office that dealt with the foreign firms 
buying South Australian wool. Jean was now typing for the General Manager 
and would ask for Fred’s help when she was struggling with these foreign names 
in her shorthand. Fred thought she would find a wool sale interesting. So their 
first outing — ‘well, you wouldn’t really call it an outing’ — was to the Wool 
Exchange in Grenfell Street.

I think it took quite a while to work up to going to the wool sale . . 
. It was really quite interesting to go to a wool sale, especially as I’d 
been doing all the typing and what not. (Jean 8 May 1995)

The relationship grew slowly from there. Jean says that the age difference and 
the fact that they were both working at the Bank seemed to impose some con-
straints. Sometimes they would go to the pictures and perhaps to one of the 
cafes in town and Fred would put her on the train to go home. They didn’t 
dance together until Nance’s 21st in 1935. There really wasn’t a walking out 
process. (Jean 8 May 1995)
Fred had met the family and got on well with Jean’s parents, but he did not 
become involved in any of the Klub activities, except the cricket parties.

The only thing I can remember was that when Fred first came and 
met some of my friends was in the days of the test cricket. It was 
all on the wireless and you had to wait for some ungodly hour for 
it to start. So the thing was that you had bridge parties and then 
the cricket was a sort of a sideline to that. Fred . . . was a very good 
bridge player. He played a lot of bridge in the country and he used 
to scare the wits [out of us]. We were all fairly amateur bridge play-
ers and he’d plunge in and say ‘Two no trumps’ straight away and 
everybody’d fall over.(Jean 8 May 1995)
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By 1935 they had worked up to the stage ‘where we probably would get married’. 
Fred had been promised great things by the bank because he had supervised the 
transfer of all its loans to the standard rate of 4% set by the Commonwealth 
govern ment as a depression measure. What he got was Wudinna, another little 
town on the Eyre Peninsula.

It was a single man branch and you had to be the janitor and the 
security and clean the place and everything. And to be appointed 
manager that was supposed to be really something. But Fred didn’t 
regard it that favourably. And especially when they said that if he 
was considering getting married, well as far as they were concerned 
that was out. It was a single man’s branch and that was it. If you 
were appointed there was only one way out. You either went or you 
resigned. (Jean 8 May 1995)

So Fred resigned, bought a garage on Anzac Highway at Glandore and they got 
engaged. After the engagement Jean would borrow her father’s car, collect Fred 
and they would go to Shepherd’s Hill, another parking spot.
They married on 25 August 1936 at St Bede’s Anglican Church in Semaphore. 
Jean wore a dress made of Tootal voile with a scalloped front and a blue ribbon 
round the waist and a large hat with violets. Net was her bridesmaid in blue. 
There was a quiet reception at home and then the other young people went 
dancing at the Palais in town. Jean and Fred drove in Jean’s father’s car to Mt 

Jean Bradley at age 22 and Fred Edwards
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Gambier in the south-east of the State for their honeymoon. They took three 
days to get there over fairly primitive roads.
Jean was the second Kosmos to marry and the second, but not the last, to marry 
a man many years older than herself. The statistics show that during the 1920s 
older men and women were deferring marriage because of the depression, while 
younger women were marrying because they were pregnant. After 1931 the age 
of first marriage started to rise as deferred marriages took place. (Carmichael, 
p.17) The statistics also show that the average age of brides in 1931 was 24 
years and four months, rising to a high point in 1938 when age of marriage 
was just under 25. Over the same period the age of the groom rose from 27 
years and six months to 28 years and 1 month. (Commonwealth Bureau of 
Census) Therefore, the age difference between brides and grooms stayed fairly 
constant over this period at a little over three years. Both Jess and Jean were 
younger than the average when they married, being 22 and 23. Their husbands, 
Chris and Fred, were much older than the average, giving age differences of 
nine and 11 years. 
Trying to find reasons for this above average discrepancy in ages would involve 
looking at the socialisation, families, personalities, education and occupation 
of the parties. (Carmichael, chapter 4) One significanr factor was likely to be 
the security that an older, settled man offered in uncertain times. But I suspect 
that, once the Kosmos were out in the wider world, their intelligence, liveliness, 
imagination and initiative meant both that they enjoyed the company of more 
mature men and that they were attractive to these men.
Nance, like her sister, met her future husband at work. Clarry Hirst had been 
born in 1909 (five years before Nance) and had grown up at Glenelg living in 
a 3 room stone cottage. His father was a porter in the railways and made a bit 
of extra money by mending boots for his fellow workers. The money paid for 
some improve ments to the cottage. But money was always tight and they made 
their own candles and soap. The shortage of money was one factor leading to 
much unhappiness at home and eventually his mother left. (Hirst)
Clarry left school in 1923 after passing five subjects in the Inte rmediate exams. 
He started work as office boy at the South Aust ralian Farmers’ Co-operative 
Union Ltd at 15/- a week. One of his jobs was to take the money to the bank. 
He was given a pistol as protection but was so unhappy about having a gun 
that he put it in the bag with the money. He studied by correspondence with 
Hemingway & Robertson to become an accountant and in 1932 was admitted 
to the Federal Institute of Accountants. (Hirst)
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Nance started work at the Farmers’ Union as a shy, blushing 16 year old in 
1930. Jean reported that Nance and Clarry’s relationship developed along more 
conventional lines than hers, that they would go dancing at the Rainbow Room 
and that Clarry was so devoted he would come home on the train with Nance 
and then walk back to Glenelg. Nance’s 21st in 1935 was memorable for a 
number of reasons: it was the first party without a chaperone; they all drove 
up to Waterfall Gully; there was a hired accordion player; and Clarry made 
Clarry’s Claret Clup which became a feature of later parties.
In August 1936 Nance went for a holiday on her own on the Gem, a paddle 
steamer on the River Murray. The engineer was a young Scotsman called John, 
who was sufficiently interested in Nance to give her three books by the Scottish 
author Maurice Walsh. One of these was bought in Mildura and is inscribed 
‘To Anne’; one is inscribed ‘To Anne from John 1/9/36’; and the other ‘From 
John Sept. 1936’. There is a fourth with only her own name in her own hand 
dated February 1937. I love these books and she had them rebound and gave 
them to me about ten years before she died. I still re-read them and wonder 
why I never asked her about John and why she went on that holiday. Clarry 
wrote a poem for her while she was away.
Nance and Clarry married on 14 April 1937 at St Leonards Methodist Church 
(Clarry was then a practising Methodist) and Nance wore a dark blue suit. They 

Nance Bradley, captured by a street photographer, and Clarry Hirst.
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went to Clare in Captain Bradley’s car for their honeymoon and then moved 
into their new house in Westbourne Park. They were the only couple in the 
group to have their own home when they married. Shortly before his death in 
1981 Clarry, the master of understatement, wrote, 

I married Annie Bradley 14 April 1937. This arrangement has 
been most satisfactory. (Hirst)

Doss’s story was different again. She loved going dancing and with her Aunt 
Linda, who was just a few years older than herself, she would go dancing at the 
Palais in town. One evening Linda phoned to ask her to partner a chap who 
was down from Alice Springs. He worked in the post office and most of the 
party for that evening were post office people. But Doss knew that crowd and 
how much they drank, so she said ‘No’ and went back to her tea. But Linda 
persisted and Doss gave in.

So I went and I met Don and we weren’t going to a party. We were 
going down to the Semaphore to all the hurdy-gurdies. And I was 
done up in a lovely dress, royal blue colour, and I had my nice coat 
on with a beautiful lambswool collar. And they decided to go on these 

Braddy Anne
Fat and rosy
Off a steamer
Small and cosy.
If you wish
For my survival
‘Phone me up
On your arrival.
Tell me at
What time and place
I can gaze
On your sweet face.
See the flesh
Enormous size
Through the lack
Of exercise.
Take your case
To Semaphore
Though my palm
Gets mighty sore.

Raise the blister
And the weal
But at the end
A good square meal.
Then the tale
You can unfold
Of adventures
Brave and bold.
Of people met
Of friendships made
Young and bright
Old and staid.
The thrilking tale
From your sweet lips
The wedding news
Will quite eclipse.
So hurry back
And two pence bring
For anxiously
I wait your ring.
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boats. Well, all three of us had to get in together. So Don grabbed 
the boat and said, ‘Hop in’, and I hopped in. Of course it was the 
first time I’d met him. And he got in. But he was 14 stone and the 
boat went Whoosh! And I went out into the water. I was soaked. 
My beautiful coat and dress. He had a car, so he had to take me 
straight home. (Doss 5 April 1995)

While this ducking may have dampened Doss’s enthusiasm for a relationship 
with this new man, he persisted.

And he kept ringing me up and ringing me up. And on Friday I’d 
leave work and he’d be out there waiting for me. Event ually we 
married. (Doss 5 April 1995)

Doss’s wedding was a real wedding with a long white gown and veil with her 
younger sister Mary and Aunt Linda as bridesmaids. It was held on 13 October 
1937 in the Semaphore Methodis church with the recep tion in the nearby 
Masonic Hall. Jean and Nance went to this wed ding, but this was an exception. 
Weddings were for families and the members of the Klub were not generally 
invited. Don was 12 years older than Doss so she followed the pattern set by 
the others.
The last two marriages before the war were the two to boys of Klub days, Doris 
to Eric Rayner and Babe to Ken George, both in 1939. Eric was five years older 

Mary, Ken and Doss George.
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than Doris; Ken was a couple of months younger than Babe. Looking back 
on the early days of her rela tionship with Ken, Babe paints a picture similar to 
Doss’s, of bowing to a stronger force.

So then Ken came on the scene, pushed himself in, and I went with 
Ken for quite a while…It was a matter of getting used to each other 
— you know how you do — and then you don’t like to break away. 
(Babe 12 May 1996)

In January 1939 Babe’s father had died suddenly. He was travelling in the 
country, seeing his agents and checking his windmills, when a tyre burst on his 
van. The family’s financial position changed as a result of his death. Babe and 
Ken were married the following March.
By 1940 half the Klub members were married. Jess and Jean were mothers, 
Jess of Heather and David, Jean of Janice. And by the end of 1940 Australia 
had been at war for 16 months. Phyl, Betty and Merle did not marry until 
the war was over. Rita never married. Net was the war bride of the group, and 
then the war widow.

Doris Armstrong and Babe Saunders
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In his six-page, hand-written memoir my father, Clarry Hirst, wrote:
In 1940 I was unhappy with my war effort, which consisted of 
paying 5/- a week for War Savings Certificates, so I joined the 
Royal Australian Airforce under the Empire Training Scheme. 
Initial training was done at Somers Victoria, Elementary Flying 
at Parafield, & Service Flying at Mallala, where I gained the 
Flying Badge or ‘Wings’, passing out as a Sergeant. (Hirst, C.)

When Clarry went away to the war Nance decided to move out of their house 
in Westbourne Park and into a flat just off Greenhill Road with the parklands 
at the end of the street. She was already involved with the St John Ambulance 
Association and on 26 May 1939 had received a certificate to say she was quali-
fied to render first aid to the injured. In October, just after the beginning of the 
war in Europe, she passed the examination in home nursing and two months 
later she had satisfied the examiner, after attending a course of lectures on air 
raid precautions and first aid for air casualties. Perhaps this activity on Nance’s 
part was a factor in prompting Clarry to join up.
Her career of voluntary service during the first years of the war is marked by 
a series of these certificates that survived among her papers. In April 1940 she 
was a member of the winning stretcher drill team in a competition between 
Voluntary Aid Detachments (VADs) and Metropolitan and Country Volunteer 
Service Detachments.
The VADs had begun in England before the first world war and during that 
war had assisted, as a civilian organisation, with medical duties. Between the 
wars the VADs continued to operate but at a much reduced level, until war 
was declared again and detachments sprang up all over the Empire, includ-
ing in Adelaide. The basic certificates in first aid and home nursing were the 
requirements for enrolment as a VA. Their role was ‘to supplement nursing 
staff, filling the gaps left by men and women who had enlisted in the armed 
services’. (Goodman, p.185)

While everyone who trained wanted to carry a lamp, training 
early taught these girls that it was tea-trays, scrubbing brushes, 

The war years
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pans, bottles and soiled linen that would be carried until war’s 
end released them. (Smith, P. p.141)

A tremendous amount of work was done on a part-time un-
paid basis in the Camp Hospitals at Woodside, Wayville and 
Warradale, at the Institute of Medical and Veterinary Science 
in connection with the blood grouping of recruits, and at the 
Red Cross Blood Bank which prepared wet and dried serum for 
despatch to forward areas. (Herring, p.130)

This must have been Nance’s life after Clarry had gone away.

The role of women in the services was a vexed issue for the first years of the war 
but eventually the powers-that-be weakened and women’s divisions of all the 
services were established. When the Australian Army Medical Women’s Service 
was formed many single VAs enlisted. When and why Nance left the VADs 
is not clear but in September 1941 she received a certificate as a member of 
Flight B No.51 of the Women’s Air Training Corps (WATC). The certificate is 
headed ‘Air Raid Precautions for Essential Services Personnel’ and certifies that 
she had undergone ‘a course of anti-gas training with particular reference to 
respirator drill (including fitting and wearing); protective clothing (including 
dressing and undressing); also decontamination work generally’.

The WATC was a voluntary para-military organisation formed in July 1939 by 
a group of women who were training in aircraft maintenance and who were dis-
satisfied with the lack of progress in forming a women’s branch of the airforce. 
The Women’s Auxiliary Australian Air Force was finally formed in February 
1941. Nance’s career in the WATC was short-lived because in late 1941 she 
finally became pregnant and in July 1942 my brother John was born. Years later 
he wrote about his mother’s life in her flat.

But Mum had her worries too. She used to wonder whether the 
child she was carrying would be born in a hospital or in one 
of the trenches that cris-crossed the parklands. At night she’d 
awaken from dreams in which bombers were flying in low, 
bringing death to her and her child. The bombers didn’t come, 
but I did. (Hirst, J.)

I followed in 1944.

A number of the members of The Kosmopolitan Klub were already at home 
looking after their children. As well as being the first to marry, Jess was the first 
to have a child, as she became pregnant on her honeymoon.
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When Heather was born I had a kidney collapse and I lost my 
memory and was in hospital for three weeks which was a long time 
then. In fact the whole family was sitting outside in the car the 
whole night of the birth. They didn’t expect me to live. That’s how 
serious it was.
And then I went home to my mother-in-law’s and Chris’s sister was 
a nurse and she looked after me and the baby — she was between 
jobs — and I was there for three weeks, and then I went home to 
my own mother for another week. Then they said I had to go home 
and I had to have a maid to help me. When I got home I couldn’t 
remember where anything was and the maid would come and say, 
‘Can you tell me where so-and-so is?’ and I wouldn’t have a clue. It 
was quite a while before I got my memory back.
The next baby I had I had prematurely, at seven and a half months, 
because they were afraid to let me go full term. They gave me injec-
tions to bring the birth on. We didn’t have caesarians in those days. 
David was 5lbs. He was quite all right. I had to be on physical 
crutches in those days for a while. (Jess 6 April 1995)

Later in the war Heather and David were at primary school where they had 
weekly emergency drill which involved having wadding in their ears and a cork 
between their teeth in case of an air raid. They wore a tag around their necks 
with information about their blood group and carried ‘a bag of aids’. (Disher, 
p.67 and Jess 6 April 1995) The fear of air raids grew in South Australia after 
Darwin was bombed in February 1942. A blackout was imposed, slit trenches 
were dug in the parklands and other reserves and citizens were urged to provide 
shelters in their backyards. (Disher, p.61-2) The McLennans excavated an air 
raid shelter at the bottom of the garden and stashed emergency rations.
Chris was at home because he had not been released for service. He had been 
commandeered for the Emergency Fire Float Service in case of fire on the river 
in Port Adelaide and as a painter he was also employed camouflaging oil tanks 
and other installations.

Chris had a ship to paint during the war. It was bombed in the 
Indian Ocean and came to South Australia to be refurbished and he 
had all the painting of the inside cabins to do. He had a team that 
worked day and night to get it done in a short time. And at the end 
of that short time one night he came in and said, ‘We have to do all 
the accounts and give them to them tomorrow morning at crack of 
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dawn’. And I had to sit up and type five copies of all these accounts. 
Every cabin had to have how much paint, how many hours labour 
and so on, and handed it in the next morning. From the painting 
of that ship Chris got a big cheque and he said, ‘Have a look in the 
paper and see if there are any cottages.’ And that’s how we bought 
the cottage, Peerie Noost. (Jess 6 April 1995)

Another husband at home was Fred Edwards. He had been too young for the 
first world war and was too old to enlist for the second, but he served as an 
Air Raid Precaution warden, checking the effectiveness of the blackout. The 
Glandore wardens met among the coffins at the local undertakers.
Petrol was the first commodity to be rationed, in July 1940.

Fred was in the garage then and rationing was in and of course you 
had to balance these wretched — you had to count your petrol. You 
weren’t allowed to sell it on the black market and so your stocks of 
petrol had to balance with your ration tickets. You were allowed a 
certain proportion for evaporation. These tickets were horrible, sort of 
soft, furry paper and they used to stick together. Oh it was a devilish 
job counting them, keeping track of them. Fred would bring them 
home and I would help him with the balancing. (Jean 5 April 1995)

At regular intervals, all through the war, other commodities were rationed: tea, 
beer, spirits, clothing, sugar, butter, and finally meat in January 1944. The last 
of the rationing restrictions were lifted in 1950. The manufacture of some non-
essential items was prohibited all together: bath heaters, dishwashers, swimsuits, 
pyjamas, garters, suspenders, men’s evening wear, lawn mowers, toys, lounge 
suites, horse-racing equipment. (Disher, p.65)

I know with Fred’s pyjamas I used to cut the legs off and they became 
pyjamas for the girls. Anything that you could recycle, you did. (Jean 
8 May 1995)

Jean had two daughters, Jan born before the war in 1939, and Rosemary born 
in December 1941.
Jean says that Fred’s war service was looking after all the girls. He took Nance 
to hospital and brought her home again several times with false starts with her 
labour before John’s birth. And Fred helped Doss with the purchase of her house.
Doss and Don Hancock were living in a rented house in Colonel Light Gardens 
with their daughter Nanette, born in March 1941, when Don enlisted in the 
RAAF in November 1942.
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I’ll never forget those two men at the front door, asking if they could 
have a look through the house. The man who owned the house had 
decided to sell it. ‘Bother’, I thought to myself. I showed them through 
the place and I said to them, ‘If they sell it, what will I do? Where 
will I go?’ And they said ‘Your husband’s at the war?’ And I said, 
‘Oh yes!’ And they said, ‘Oh, they can’t sell it. No one can take any 
occupation until the war is over and you’re settled. But you’d have 
first option to buy it if you want to.’ (Doss 5 April 1995)

Doss decided to buy and she asked Fred what she should do.
Fred was marvellous to me because I didn’t have anyone to fall back 
on. Dad only knew post office and I was worried about any financial 
things and always discussed them with Fred, same as I did about the 
house when Dad said he would loan me the money. Arranged for 
me to have a loan from the superannuation. I had to discuss it all 
with Fred before I knew if I was doing right. (Doss 5 April 1995)

She then decided to rent out half the house to help pay off the loan. As she 
talked about this arrangement, she started by saying it was ‘quite all right’ but 
then the old problems re-surface.

It made a lot more work for me because they never cleaned the bath-
room and that was one thing we had to share. They never swept the 
front veranda. They never cleaned the carpet. They never cleaned 
the toilet. (Doss 5 April 1995)

Doss wasn’t the only one sharing her house. Down at Largs Babe’s mother had 
turned part of the family home into a flat. Babe and Ken lived there until Ken 
enlisted. Then Ken’s younger sister, Mary, and her husband Bill moved in; but 
only for three months until Bill joined the Navy. Mary then moved back to live 
with her mother and father in the post office on Jetty Road.
Babe and Ken had not been married long when Ken joined the army in 1940.

When Ken went away to the war, we had to do something for the 
war, either in a munitions factory, or something. Well I wasn’t well 
so I got a doctor’s certificate and I sold hats for one year in Charles 
Birks. I couldn’t stand it — all those ladies wanting these hats. That 
was my war effort. (Babe 12 May 1995)

Phyl and Betty, still single, were working in the tax office; it was Phyl who had 
encouraged Betty to move there from her first job in an electrical goods store.

I started on the stamp counter when the tax was taken out in stamps 
and you’d stick them in a book and they’d come and shove them under 
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the grille. And you’d have to count these stamps to make sure they 
corresponded with the amount. I enjoyed that. Sometimes people 
got a bit cross and made a comment that it wasn’t right. One day a 
gentleman came and pushed a little piece of paper under the grille. 
‘I congratulate you on your efficiency’. That was a real good day that 
was. I think I dreamed stamps for weeks.
I got taken upstairs into the records section and the chap in charge 
up there, he was a real tiger from all accounts and I was scared stiff 
of him. I was scared stiff of a lot of things. But anyrate he was very 
pleasant to me and I never got into any strife with him. There’s one 
thing you learnt in the tax was the alphabet. You had to know it 
right from the beginning where every single letter mattered. I was on 
the index section first and then they put me in charge of the returns, 
sorting the returns. They had big long metal trays and the girls would 
sit about three or four along each side and you’d have a pile of these 
returns and you’d have to look at the surname and check it and put 
it exactly where it went in these sort of little flaps in the trays. So 
I was in charge of that for quite a while. (Betty 10 May 1995)

On Friday nights during the war Betty would go to the Cheer-Up Hut. This 
institution had begun in the first world war in a small hut behind the railway 
station, where the Festival Theatre now is. It was a place where servicemen could 
get meals and company and sometimes a bed. 

And then of course in the second world war it started up again and 
got too big for that little hut and they took over the Palais, opposite 
the hospital. So that was where I used to work. That was fun. We 
used to have a lot of fun. It was hard work. We used to serve meals. 
They had these great big bain-marie things with hot meals in them. 
We used to serve the meals and just generally look after the boys, talk 
to them. When everything was cleared up, washed up, they’d have a 
dance or a concert or something. (Betty 10 May 1995)

One grateful soldier wrote a poem, ‘Veils of Blue’ in praise of the workers at 
the Cheer-Up Hut. (Kwan, pp.20-21)
In 1941 Net was getting ready to marry Lyle McLaren, better known as Mac. 
She had met him at the Kosmopolitan Tennis club when it was playing on the 
Largs Reserve. Jean remembers Mac coming to their place to ask about joining. 
There he fell in love with Net.

I think amongst the boys, some of them liked Net but Net was very 
— she was good fun with the boys but there was a line where you 
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couldn’t get past with Net. She was always full of fun, she was bright. 
I think Mac, you know, who she married, I think it was only his 
persistence that wore her down. (Jean 8 May 1995)

By 1941 Mac was living in Lae, New Guinea, as a District Officer Jean thought, 
and Net was collecting her all-cotton trousseau ready for life in the tropics. 
However, in October that year Mac returned to Adelaide and enlisted in the 
RAAF. They married in December. Mac’s early training was in South Australia, 
at Victor Harbour and Parafield, but in September 1942 he was posted to Point 
Cook. Net went with him and stayed with him until he was posted to Milne 
Bay, back in New Guinea, in November 1943.
Now promoted to Flying Officer Mac flew Beaufort bombers in No.100 
Squadron, taking part in the bombardment of New Britain, particularly Rabaul 
and its airfields. The squadron was detailed to support the American invasion 
of the island but as the Japanese withdrew all their aircraft, the invasion was 
called off. (Odgers, pp.128-131) While the Americans moved north towards 
the Philippines, there was still a problem posed by the large Japanese force cut 
off in the Wewak area on the north coast of New Guinea. In May 1944 No.100 
Squadron moved with other forces to a base at Nadzab, inland from Wewak, 
where they joined the bombardment of the Japanese positions. (Odgers, p.250) 

From the smoke of old Port Pirie
And the sands of Mallala,
From the blazing sun of Darwin
And from States both near and far,
Oh! the Navy and the Army
And the Airforce fellows too,
We salute you noble ladies
In white and veils of blue.

From early morn ‘til late at night
No matter where you live,
Your time to use and labours
Unstintingly you give,
To make our stay more pleasant
And to add a touch of home
Which is what we all are wanting
Wherever we may roam.

Though we have travelled here and travelled there
On the lands across the sea,
There is nothing like the service here
On that we all agree.
So there burns a light undying
In the hearts of all it’s true.
‘Tis a vision of you ladies
In white and veils of blue.

Veils of blue
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The official history of the air war against Japan recorded subsequent events.
The first missions of the Beauforts were flown on 9th May and 
during the month No.8 Squadron flew 143 operational sorties 
and No.100 flew 146. Results of the bombing were often dif-
ficult to assess, but it was learned that considerable damage had 
been done to Japanese supply dumps and to equipment and 
bivouac areas.
On one of these missions on 20th May a Beaufort of No.100 
Squadron, piloted by Flying Officer MacLaren, with Flying 
Officer Anderson as navigator and Flying Officer Graetz and 
Flight Sergeant Maloney as wireless air gunners, was hit by 
anti-aircraft fire while striking enemy supply lines in the coastal 
area. One of the engines caught fire and the pilot came down 
in the sea about twenty yards offshore from But plantation. 
The crew, who were injured, took to their dinghy and paddled 
seaward, but Japanese soldiers opened fire from the shore with 
machine-guns as soon as the dinghy left the shelter of the aircraft. 
Anderson and MacLaren were killed by the machine-gun fire 
which sank the dinghy and carried away a lobe of Graetz’s right 
ear. Graetz started to swim westward and eventually landed on 
the west side of the But jetty. Maloney was last seen by Graetz 
swimming seaward.

Mac and Net McLaren
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For the following eight days Graetz was in the jungle avoiding 
Japanese patrols, and the information he collected on enemy 
positions and movements later proved valuable. He was seen 
on 28th May near the Danmap River by American Airacobra 
pilots and later picked up by a patrol boat and taken to Aitape. 
(Odgers, pp.250-1)

The casualty report on Mac’s service record tells a slightly different story.
Flying Officer McLaren was in the crew of the Beaufort A9-
571, seen to crashland 10 yards from shore. Three of the crew 
were observed in a dinghy but air sea rescue failed to pick them 
up due to heavy enemy fire from the shore. Probable cause of 
crash was ground fire. According to statements by two other 
8 Squadron pilots, Beaufort A9-571 was flying east along the 
coast approximately 150 yards inland, height 500 feet, in the 
vicinity of Butt jetty when red tracer was observed coming up 
towards McLaren’s aircraft from the direction of some native 
huts and from half way up a steep cliff. The aircraft swerved 
badly and the port engine caught fire. The aircraft failed to gain 
height and was ditched. A dinghy was seen with two of the crew 
aboard, another was standing on the wing whilst the 4th was 30 
yards behind the aircraft, swimming. A Catalina attempted to 
land but was unable to do so owing to fire.

Net was informed that Mac was missing in action. Jean thinks that she was told 
officially that he was dead when Graetz emerged from the jungle. Jess thinks 
that his death was not confirmed until seven years had passed.
They had been married two years and five months, and had less than two years 
together, living in digs while Mac trained. There had been some opposition to 
her marriage from her family and Mac’s family did not keep contact after his 
death. Net went back to her old home at Largs Bay with her mother, father and 
Uncle Frank. It was to be 30 years before she got a home of her own.

Eric Rayner had left his job shovel ling coal at the Osborne power station to join 
the RAAF in February 1942. He was posted to New Guinea in air-sea rescue 
in 1942, 1943 and 1945 but in May 1944, when Mac’s plane went down, he 
was at the RAAF station at Rathmines in New South Wales after spending four 
weeks in hospital in Adelaide. He had devel oped a duodenal ulcer and they 
removed four-fifths of his stomach. His daughter, Jenny, said that he was left 
with a stomach the size of a pear and that it affected him all his life, that he 
was never well.
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Don Hancock was a telegraphist stationed at Milne Bay in May, when Mac was 
shot down, and moved to Nadzab in June. He had been posted to New Guinea 
early in December 1943 after training as a signaller in Point Cook and Mel-
bourne. Doss had taken Nanette to see him in Melbourne before he went north.

I went from Outer Harbour by boat to Melbourne because we weren’t 
allowed to go across the border. There were restrictions. It was only 
for the army in the train then. And I took Nanette as a baby on the 
boat and we took four days to get to Melbourne. I think we went 
down to the South Pole. The boat had come from England. They 
had been very frightened of torpedoes. We took four days to get to 
Melbourne but I came home by train. My dog-box was full of army 
men. But they were marvellous. We’d stop at a place and they’d say, 
‘We’ll get out and get the little girl a drink and get you a cup of tea’. 
They were very nice. (Doss 5 April 1995)

Don returned to Australia and Adelaide in June1945.
I took Nanette who was a toddler to meet her father at the railway 
station. Went down there and walked along. The train was in and 
everyone was off and no Don, no Don. Walked up and the second 
time we came back again this chappy said, ‘Don’t you know me?’ 
He went away about 16 stone and he came back about 9 stone. Oh he was 
thin and he was yellow. He was like a Chinaman. Got home and he was so 
ill I had to take him straight to the Repat Hospital. (Doss 5 April 1995)

Warrant Officer Eric Rayner Leading Aircraftman Don Hancock
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Ken George, Doss’s brother, joined the 
army and the 122nd Australian General 
Transport Company that ran the con-
voys from Alice Springs to Larrimah, 
south of Darwin. In 1939 the section 
of ‘road’ from Alice to Tennant Creek 
was a track formed by pulling a large 
V-shaped plough behind a truck. This 
bit of the track was reasonably well 
maintained because of the gold traffic to 
Tennant Creek. North of there though 
it was simply the maintenance track for 
the telegraph line. By the end of 1940 
this section was formed and gravelled 
and by December 1943 all 652 miles 
from Alice to Larrimah had been bitu-

Private Ken George

minised. The convoys carried thousands of barrels of bitumen up the track and 
the empty barrels were still marking the route in 1970. (Smith, A.)
The convoys carried all manner of things north: food, canteen supplies, field 
guns, ammunition, aviation equipment, high octane fuel, railway locomotives 
and troops, including women of the Australian Army Women’s Medical Serv-
ice. One convoy carried seven pianos for the RAAF and 250 pound bombs. 
(Smith, A. p.135) Each convoy took eight days on the road, there and back, 
with the crew getting three days off before they set out again.
Later in the war Ken was stationed at Cheltenham and as the war ended he was 
in Sydney ready to go to Borneo.
Clarry Hirst also served out the war in Australia. After further training in 
General Reconnaissance School at Laverton, he was posted to Sale for conver-
sion to Hudson aircraft.

My posting to Bairnsdale proved to be the end of the line. In 
common with some half dozen or so others who did not get 
a crew for Operational Training, was posted back to Service 
Flying Station in home state as Navigation Instructor. Here, at 
Mallala, I spent the rest of the war, finishing with the rank of 
Flight Lieutenant. (Hirst, C.)

This outcome was a disappointment for Clarry. On his return from Sale he 
sent a telegram to Nance to let her know he was coming on a later train; it 
said ‘Relegated second division’. This saying entered family lore, as did his self-
deprecating description of his war service; ‘I pushed back the Jap from Mallala’.
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During the ten years from the mid-1930s, when the members of The Kosmo-
politan Klub started getting married, to the end of the war there seem to have 
been no regular meetings of the group. There may have been a gap in meetings 
but there was no gap in friendship and contact. Jean and her daughter Jan 
remember The Girls coming to their house at Glandore on a number of occa-
sions during the war. And they went to Nance’s flat at least once, because they 
also remember that when Jan was put down for a sleep she decorated herself 
and the bedroom with lipstick.
They went on at least one holiday together, to a cottage called Peerie Noost 
at Aldgate in the Adelaide Hills; the cottage that Jess and Chris bought was 
named after this one. All the husbands who were still at home were left to batch 
as best they could. It was on this occasion that they drew spots on Babe’s face 
and  rang her work at Charles Birks to say she was sick with German measles. 
Babe remembers playing tennis there and walking into the village in her shorts 
and shocking the locals. And it was on this holiday that Jan nearly choked on a 
rusk while the girls talked. Jess’s children, Heather and David, were there too. 
‘We used to have wonderful times’, says Jess.
Those with husbands away helped each other cope with life and the children.

Nance had left her place and she went to [Greenhill Road]. and 
I used to go up there to her and look after John while she went to 
town to do some shopping. Then she used to take Nanette out. (Doss 
5 April 1995)

Betty, Jess, Nance, Jean and Jan at Peerie Noost.
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And at the end of the war they celebrated together.
Jean: Do you remember on VE Day how you all turned up at my 
place. Nance was there, Doris and Doss. Who else had husbands 
away? Without arranging anything they all turned up at the 
Edwards. They just felt they had to do something.
Doss: We had to celebrate somewhere. (Doss and Jean 5 April 1995)

When Clarry came home from pushing back the Jap, Nance was still living in 
the flat. Because of the war there were regulations about housing; you could not 
evict someone from your property unless you had equivalent accommodation to 
offer them. Fortunately for Nance and Clarry and their two children, Nance’s 
Aunty Annie had died and left the house in Hargrave Street in Semaphore to 
Nance’s mother. They had a home to offer their tenants but had problems serv-
ing the papers requiring them to move there.
Clarry used to tell us a slapstick type story of chases up and down stairs and 
in and out of elevators as he pursued this chap to serve the papers. Eventu-
ally Clarry camped outside his office on a Saturday morning. The recalcitrant 
tenant rang the military police but when the MPs heard the story from Clarry 
they wished him luck and left him to it. So the tenant gave in and emerged to 
receive the papers and we moved back to Westbourne Park. The war was over 
but it left its legacy.
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In October 1962 Lady Camelia Featherstonehaugh sent out invitations for a buffet 
dinner at the home of Nance and Clarry Hirst to celebrate the occasion of 

two very special birthdays. A roster was drawn up for the jobs: clearing away 
fruit cocktail and washing up dishes; clearing away main course and washing 
up; clearing away pavlova course and washing up; clearing cups and glasses.
Another invitation survives, in an envelope stamped September 1964 and ad-
dressed to Lady Camelia Featherstonehaugh, C/- Mrs. C. Hirst, Harvey Street, 
Westbourne Park, S.A.

Fellow Kosmopolitans request your company to a buffet dinner 
on 3rd Oct. at 7 bells. Kind permission has been given by the 
Czar to celebrate this special occasion in the palace court of the 
Czarina Nadja Zamoyski at Inverness Ave St Georges. Husbands 
too? for sure. (See page 163)

The first party was for Babe’s and Betty’s 50th birthdays.
When we started turning 50 we felt we were over the hill and we 
really had to do something about it. (Jean in Group 4 April 1995)
Any special birthday we made a real do of it. Like when Babe and I 
were 50 and they gave us a joint party. It was out at Nan’s place. We 
had a lovely time. Babe and I, we weren’t allowed to take anything. 
All the other Girls had certain things they had to take. We had the 
fanciest of things. (Betty 10 May 1995)

There is a note by Nance on the second invitation that it was for the 50th 
birthdays of Doss, Net and Nance. She added the initials TKK. It was 30 
years since the minutes of The Kosmopolitan Klub had recorded the apparent 
decline and demise of the Klub, as meetings became less frequent and fewer 
and fewer members attended. It was about 25 years since they had changed 
the Klub’s name.

Jess: When we were married we started calling it The Girls because 
we were getting past the stage where we wanted to be so frivolous.
Jean: Running around in white sheets.

The Girls
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Jess: But we still felt we were part of The Kosmopolitan Klub.
All: Oh always.(Group 4 April 1995)

During the years of The Girls many of the Klub traditions continued, like sup-
pers, rosters and holidays in cottages in the hills.

When I was about 10 we went for a holiday to Peerie Noost, Aunty Jess’s cot-
tage at Mylor. The Edwards were there and the McLennans, so we slept in a 
caravan. We rigged up a communication system of two cans and a piece of 
string between the cottage and the caravan, but it didn’t work. Rosemary, my 
cousin, and I spent hours playing houses in the dirt, sweeping the leaves and 
twigs into mounds to make the walls. I fell madly in love with John McLennan 
who took no notice of me at all.
On these holidays Aunty Jess always made a large pot of soup.

I always made … Scotch broth, and they’d say, ‘What have you put 
in it this time?’ And I’d say, ‘A couple of sandshoes and an old sock 
or two’. We had an apple orchard, didn’t we? And we had a bath 
out in an old room with no water to those taps. We had to boil the 
copper and then bail it into the bath. It had an outside toilet and 
everyone had to take it in turns to dig the hole before we left for 
home. (Jess 6 April 1995)

Down the bottom of the hill there was a shop on the main road, and on the 
other corner a hall where they showed pictures. Once we saw a swashbuckling 
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film set on a windjammer and a man was swallowed up by a giant squid. That 
must have been a different holiday, because I remember waking up frightened 
in the night, in the cottage, not the caravan.
There are photos that bear witness to the fact that when the children were 
young the families, mothers and children, went on holidays and picnics and 
excursions to gether. There are pictures of children on the balcony of a holiday 
house called Valhalla, of children on a tennis court at Belair National Park, of 
children on rocks.
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I have vivid memories of Birch Lodge, with Auntie Net, Auntie 
Jean & family & Auntie Nance & family, I think Auntie Jess & 
Auntie Doris also joined us on occasions. ‘The Girls’ were very 
much an extended family, all sharing and caring for each other 
& their families. We as children all seemed to get on very well 
& had lots of fun up at Birch Lodge climbing trees, playing 
charades, making cubby houses & playing hide & seek in the 
large old house. We used to go down and watch the Melbourne 
Express go through, quite often both on its way to Adelaide in 
the a.m., & Melbourne in the p.m. We used to take long walks 
& often walked to Loftia Park where there was a swimming pool. 
(Nanette Hancock, letter dated 13 May 1995)

Not only charades but other games from Klub meetings also made an appear-
ance on these holidays: stations, Coon-Can, Chook Chook and Corner.
Nanette’s recollection, that we children all got on very well, may have been 
true as we got older but when we were little our fights caused a small crisis in 
the history of The Girls.

Jess: We met in each other’s homes with our little children and we 
would put the children to bed and then when they woke up we had 
little prams, doll’s prams, and there’d be a great fight over who was 
going to have which pram and we gave it up after a while because 
it was too — er — exhausting.
Jean: We just couldn’t stand the fights.
Jess: So then we started meeting at nights and leaving our husbands 
at home to look after the children. (Group 4 April 1995)
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Not all The Girls had small children at the same time. All those who had mar-
ried before the war, except Babe, had children by the end of the war. Jess had 
three, Heather, David and John; Jean had two, Jan and Rosemary; Doss had 
Nanette; Doris had Robert; and Nance had John and Anne. After the war 
more children were added to these families. Jess had a fourth, Sue; Doris added 
Jenny; Nance added Andrew; and, after some difficulties, Doss had another 
two, Prudence and Andrew.

I had three miscarriages. Nance and her husband always took me 
to the hospital. That was between Nanette and Prudence, there’s 
seven years between them. They said it was because of all the drugs, 
quinine and that sort of thing, that Don had taken. That’s what 
caused it. (Doss 5 April 1995)
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Babe and Ken George, who had married in 1939, had their first child, Robin, 
in 1949, followed by Stephanie in 1955. When Robin was four he caught polio. 
Babe remembered her physical education classes at Hubbles and took Robin 
there. For four years Hubbles’ masseur gave him massage and took him to the 
city baths for exercises in the water. This treatment was effective.
Mary George, Ken and Doss’s young sister, also became a member of The Girls 
after the war. 

I sort of fell into The Girls because I knew them so well from com-
ing to our place you see. But it wasn’t really until Net came back 
from England [in 1949] that I used to go there at night. (Mary 9 
May 1996)

She had married Bill Harvey, a local boy, whose father owned a grocery busi-
ness on the corner of Military Road and Walcot Street. Bill had served in Naval 
stores in Port Moresby during the war while Mary had continued working as a 
comptometer operator with a timber merchant, a protected industry. As soon 
as Bill returned Mary became pregnant with Pam, born in 1946, followed by 
Kathryn in 1950.
For those Girls who were unmarried and working, or without children, meet-
ing at night must have enabled them to resume a fuller part in the life of the 
group. Net, widowed and childless, was living with her parents and working 
at the Vacuum Oil Company. Rita, who never married, was also living with 
her parents behind the family fruiterers business on Military Road. She stayed 
there, doing the driving for the business, until her parents died.
In all the years since Betty had become ill in her early twenties she had taken 
no part in Klub or Girls activities but had kept in touch with Phyl and Jess. 
She rejoined The Girls after her marriage in 1949. She met her husband, David 
Ginman, after the war, at the Taxation Office where she was working. He had 
been in the RAAF, as a radar technician, and had been posted to Nadzab in New 
Guinea and to Morotai, between Borneo and West New Guinea. On discharge 
David returned to the Tax Office.

He used to follow me. You had to go quite a long way round from 
our working area right along a passage to the toilets and quite often 
I’d be walking along and the next thing there’d be a voice behind 
me,‘Your seams are crooked. Your seam’s all crooked.’ And this would 
go on. Sometimes I’d get mad with him and tell him off. He’d fol-
low me all the way round to the toilets. He worked in a different 
spot but nevertheless he had to go the same route. That’s really how 
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I came to know him. That was in 1945 when he came back to the 
office. I probably didn’t know him for 12 months or so. He was just 
one of the crowd. (Betty 10 May 1995)

Betty and David married in 1949 and went to live in St Peters. Their son Peter 
was born in 1950 and Sally in 1954.

Sally died at only eight months old. I was never very well. She had 
a hole in the heart and she kept getting pneumonia. She was down 
in Mareeba at Woodville nearly all the time. I think she came home 
for four days. (Betty 10 May 1995)

By the end of the war Phyl had moved to Melbourne, transferred by the Taxa-
tion Office as a senior assessor. She met her husband, Kevin Nelligan, in the 
guesthouse where they were both living. He fixed the lock on her door. He 
too had been in the RAAF during the war. He had served in Indonesia but 
finished up in the legal department where he met Reg Ansett. On his discharge 
he joined Ansett as traffic manager in Melbourne and then went to Tasmania 
to start a service to Launceston. He and Phyl were married in the Methodist 
Church in Launceston though Kevin was a Catholic. They had no children. 
Looking back Kevin said that it was a ‘companionable marriage’, that there was 
no time for children, Phyl was too busy. Phyl, he said, took after her mother; 
she liked her own way and had a low flash point. She also kept working and 
had her own money.
Despite these different life experiences The Girls stayed together, meeting once 
a month and growing stronger as the years passed. Their meetings followed 
the pattern set in the last years of the Klub, talk and knitting or sewing. Their 
recollections of what they talked about are very general — about children and 
the daily joys and struggles of life.

We gave each other help and advice when it was needed and if 
somebody wanted to know something one of the other members 
might have the answer. (Jess 6 April 1995)

Some topics though were more sensitive. When they were younger, some were 
taboo.

You didn’t talk about periods ever, not ever. And you didn’t ever talk 
about sex. That was a taboo subject. It was never mentioned. We 
didn’t even know it existed until we were married and even when 
we were married it was rather a shock to us. (Jess 6 April 1995)

However, at least one aspect of their sexual lives was discussed.
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I became the sort of expert on sex. I think it was because of Fred 
because he was older. He explained some things to me because I know 
birth control was only in its infancy when we got married. Any way 
Fred knew of this potion that you could buy at the Chemist, Or-
thogynol I think it was called. I think all the Girls started off their 
marriages on Orthogynol, the ones that didn’t want babies straight 
away. Jess must have got left out because she got pregnant on her 
honeymoon. So I was the authority on the subject. Because you didn’t 
talk to your mothers about those sorts of thing… I think the word 
went round, ‘If you want to know, ask Jean’. (Jean 8 May 1995)

Much later they talked more freely about menopause. Another sensitive topic 
was husbands.

The husbands were all so different in their backgrounds and the fact 
that they were mainly older. They didn’t really become part of the 
group. (Jean 8 May 1995)

Jess said to me, ‘Some of us had difficult husbands, dear’ — a pause — ‘but 
we loved them dearly’. Jean confided, ‘Fred, being older and having been a 
bachelor, lived in pubs and things; that wasn’t always easy — particularly on 
the subject of cooked breakfasts’. There was only one divorce though, and that 
was Mary and Bill Harvey in 1968, when Bill started a relationship with the 
young woman who worked in the shop with him. Despite the difficulties some 
of them experienced, they say they did not talk about them.

We shared each others’ joy but most of us didn’t talk about any dif-
ficulties we had. We didn’t worry about talking about them but we 
were very supportive of each other which helped us to get through 
those difficult times. One thing we never ever did was to talk about 
our husbands in a derogatory way, not ever. (Jess 6 April 1995)

From things they said I got a very strong impression that they might not have 
talked explicitly about their problems, but they all knew about the unspoken 
things that were happening in the others’ lives, that there was a strong under-
current of communication. 

It was just an unconscious thing I suppose, that was just carrying us 
along behind the scenes more or less … We had good friendship in 
that we had positive attitudes to everything. All of us seemed to be 
of the same mind. It was a most unusual group of friends that we 
could be like that. (Jess 6 April 1995)
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There were also particular friendships in the group where confidences may have 
been more frank: the sisters Jean and Nance and Doss and Mary; Betty and 
Jess; Babe and Jess; Jean, Net and Nance; Doss and Nance.
For the husbands, of course, the war had made a significant and unsettling 
break in their working lives. Some went back to their old jobs. Clarry Hirst 
returned to the Farmers’ Union, rising to be chief accountant when he retired 
in 1974. Ken George went back to Charles Birks (later David Jones) where he 
worked in dress materials then as manager of furnishings until he retired in 
1978. When Don Hancock came back he was very unsettled and never went 
back to the post office.

He found it very hard to settle. He went pea picking. He worked 
down at Edwardstown. He worked on Hutt Street. I don’t know 
how many jobs he didn’t have. Every Christmas time he changed his 
job for about seven years and then he got into Cook and Wallace. 
They were caterers. He was a sort of assistant accountant. He really 
only knew office work because he was from the post office. (Doss 5 
April 1995) 

When I asked Doss if she found this hard she said quietly, ‘I couldn’t do any-
thing about it. I couldn’t do anything about it’.
After the war Chris McLennan continued his private painting and sign writ-
ing business and Fred Edwards continued for a short while in the garage on 
Anzac Highway. He sold it in the early 1950s for £10,000 and went to work 
for Castrol. With the proceeds of the sale he bought a farm at Cape Jervois 
south of Adelaide. A house was built for the manager and there was one wool 
clip, but Fred then sold it as he was impatient with the slowness of farm busi-
ness. After leaving Castrol he worked for a time in the Lands Department, 
then went to Bagots Executors and Trustees before finishing his working life 
at Champion Motors.
Another husband who made changes was Eric Rayner. The effects of his stom-
ach operation meant an end to heavy labouring jobs. He went to work at the 
Port Adelaide Council and studied to become a health and building inspector. 
In his spare time he went fishing and built boats and caravans. In 1956 the 
family bought a small mixed farm at Sepptlesfield north of Adelaide for their 
son Robert to manage. This meant work for Doris too. She milked the ten cows, 
at first by hand, later by machine. She looked after the pigs, called Lizzie and 
Phil, and piglets. She also went grape picking while Eric worked as a grader 
driver for the roads department at Nuriootpa. They had the farm for five years 
and it was in drought the whole time.
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After they sold the farm the Rayners moved to Elizabeth and Eric worked as a 
health and building inspector for Salisbury Council until 1968 when he retired 
because of ill health. During this time he initiated and worked on a project to 
build a causeway along a tidal creek at St. Kilda. The Council created a park on 
the reclaimed land and named it after Eric. In 1995 a Mrs Aitchison wrote a 
letter to the editor of the Advertiser about the boardwalk through the St Kilda 
mangroves.

During the ‘60s when this was just a swamp and a dump for 
refuse, a man of vision saw this as a wonderful opportunity for the 
reclaiming of mangroves, a boat haven for fishing and a nursery 
for fish…Eric Rayner, who sadly has since passed away but we 
owe this wonderful project mainly to him and I proudly write 
this letter in his memory. A truly remarkable man. (Advertiser, 
10 May 1995)

Doris was not the only Girl to get involved in the family business. Jess was 
Chris’s bookkeeper for 30 years.

I did all his income tax and everything until he retired. It was 
wonderful really because I loved the work. I loved doing it. It was 
only the time factor because I had to do it in my own time at night. 
Sometimes it was a bit of a strain. (Jess 6 April 1995)

When David Ginman left the Taxation Office to set up as a tax agent Betty 
helped in the office.

I used to do the typing, mind the office. David used to get a business 
magazine and one of my jobs was cutting out applications for new 
businesses. That was what he used to concentrate on, anyone starting 
out on a new business. He used to go all over Adelaide. At that time 
Peter had just started school. I used to work from about 10 until 3 
so I’d be home by the time Peter came home. That worked out quite 
well. (Betty 10 May 1995)

Then David took on a partner, got  more business and more staff, so Betty retired.
As the children grew up some were sent to private schools and for some of The 
Girls this meant finding work to help pay the bills.

Peoplestores were advertising for people to help in the mail order 
department. The children were at school so I went in from 10 o’clock 
til 3 o’clock — knowing two children would be in college at the same 
time and there wouldn’t be enough money. (Doss 5 April 1995)
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Catching up with Merle
When contact was resumed with Merle in 1995 she told me the story of the inter-
vening years. When the war came restrictions were placed on display advertisements 
so Merle decided to move on. She did a short course on engineering drawing at the 
Adelaide University and went to work for Holdens drawing Beaufort bombers and 
ack-ack guns during the war.

Then as the war was nearing its end they felt they had to get into some other 
section of production. So they decided to build the first working man’s car. At 
that early stage it wasn’t named or anything. I transferred into the Art and 
Colour Section. Whatever the men drew these cars up to what they thought 
they might look like we would take eighth scale of them and we’d do actual 
eighth scale model cars. They were complete in every way. We built them up 
on a plasticine foundation and we’d get templates off the drawings and put 
them across and gradually smooth it all off. The men in other sections used 
to make the little headlamps and bumper bars and everything and we’d put 
them all on and they’d all look exact replicas of what the men were drawing. 

Merle met her husband, Roy Marten, before the war.
I met Roy on a tennis court down at the Semaphore. He was much older 
than me. I was only about 19 and he was 28. I don’t know we just seemed 
to click. I started to go with Roy when I was 22. I had other boyfriends in 
between in those years. I was 24 when he went to the war. I’ve got every 
letter he ever wrote to me from the war.

Roy joined the RAAF but transferred immediately to the RAF and after training was 
posted to Burma. He escaped from Rangoon in a ‘requisitioned’ Torpedo Buick as the 
Japanese were advancing.

We were separated for five years. He came back and we were married in ‘46. 
They wanted him to join the occupation forces in Japan but I wouldn’t have 
anything to do with that. I said, ‘Look, I’ve had enough of Japan over all 
these years, let alone going there.’ He said, ‘You’ll be Number One lady up 
there in the occupation forces’. I said, ‘No I couldn’t face it’. So we didn’t go. 

In March 1949 Merle had a baby girl who died at birth.
I’ve only recently been able to give her a Christian burial & name 
(Roylene Merle). When she was born babies were buried in unmarked  
graves in the West Terrace Cemetry. The current government have only 
recently passed legislation & funded a memorial to recognise these 
children. (Answer on Merle’s questionnaire)
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Roy worked at Vacuum Oil and was secretary of many organisations, including the 
Illuminated Carnival at Semaphore, and Merle became his unofficial secretary. 

You could never keep Roy down. He was game for anything. He was a 
real man in the right place because he was always an organiser. He was 
secretary of just about everything he went into because he was such a 
wonderful organiser. 

Through Roy’s connections with the Port Adelaide Council she got a job there for six 
months but stayed 13 years. When Roy became a councillor she ‘knew more about 
it than he did and was a great help to him’. During the 25 years he was on council, 
including 18 as Mayor, she did his letters for him even though he had an official 
secretary. When Roy retired from Vacuum he went to work for Simsmetal and Merle 
followed him as secretary to the State Manager for the next 13 years.
Their positions as Mayor and Lady Mayoress of Port Adelaide for so many years meant 
that they led ‘a very interesting life’.

We travelled widely (boarding some 25 different ships) and met many 
V.I.P. persons whom ordinarily we would not have had the honour to 
meet — e.g. the American Astronaut Alan Shepperd, our own Queen of 
Australia, Queen Elizabeth the Second and her husband Prince Philip, 
the late Lord Louis Mountbatten…Dame Vera Lynn, Jean Simmons 
and the late Cicily Courtneidge…the Burmese Ambassador during 
afternoon tea (cucumber sandwiches etc.) at the Houses of Parliament 
in London… (Merle, letter dated 30 July 1995)

Roy was awarded the CBE and went to Buckingham Palace for his investiture. Merle 
has been, and is still, involved in many organisations, many of them sporting. As well 
as being a member of the South Australian Women’s Cricket Association, she played 
in the State team. She was the second State President of the Institute of Professional 
Secretaries. She was awarded the Medal of the Order of Australia and went to Gov-
ernment House for her investiture.
Merle still has the pianola that was given to her and Gwen when they were young 
and which featured so largely in the latter years of The Kosmopolitan Klub. She has 
had it reconditioned but doesn’t play it much anymore.

My late dear husband Roy always liked to sit in the music room to listen 
to me, but now that he is no longer with me I have lost the impetus to 
play again. 

She has spent the last few years organising Roy’s papers and memorabilia for an exhi-
bition entitled ‘The Life and Times of Roy Marten’ at the South Australian Aviation 
Museum in Port Adelaide.
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Doss was transferred to selling hats and knitwear and was given the responsi-
bility for the till and the money after there had been some trouble with thefts. 
Later, on the recommendation of a friend, Zoe Wise, (who was a friend of 
all The Girls) she moved to demonstrating Sabco brooms and brushes in the 
department stores at the Marion shopping centre. Eventually she went back to 
Peoplestores as a demonstrator.
Her sister, Mary, had helped with getting out the orders from the family grocery 
business but decided to go back to work as a comptometrist. She did a refresher 
course and went to work for Bradford Insulation and then Clarksons. When she 
moved to Tusmore after her divorce, the travel to Clarksons became a problem.

David Jones were advertising for a comptometrist so I applied for 
the job. I was 50 odd and I thought, oh dear. And blow me, I got 
the job! Zoe said to me to put my age back because you know I 
badly needed a job. No way did I want to stay home and live on 
a pension. Through putting my age back three years I was able to 
stay at David Jones til I was 63. So I was 56 when I started there. 
I might add I used to write everything down because I’d hate to ask 
the head lady because she was very strict and I was always afraid 
I’d do the wrong thing. And funnily enough three or four of them 
around me, when I told them [about putting her age back] they’d 
done the same thing. So I wasn’t the only one. 
When I had been there some time they came to me and asked if I 
would like to join their superannuation. I couldn’t. I said I couldn’t 
join it because I was in superannuation privately with the Co-op 
Building Society where I got 2 or 3 or 4% on the money I put in 
there. So I didn’t join up because I knew I would have to say about 
my age and have a medical and that sort of jazz. So I declined, said 
it wasn’t worth it. (Mary 9 May 1996)

The other Girls never returned to paid employment after marriage but a number 
of them did get involved in voluntary work of different sorts. When we were 
children Nance helped at the local kindergarten. I remember making paper 
tulips to be planted in the sandpits for the lucky dip at the fete. In later years she 
worked at the Red Cross Blood Bank, did meals on wheels and drove disabled 
people for a group called Phoenix. For many years she was secretary to the local 
Mothers and Babies, an interest that perhaps flowed from her training during 
the war. The M&B built a clinic just up the street from our house and Clarry 
used to look after the garden and put out the bins and we children would help 
set up the tables for card evenings, the main money raiser.
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Betty also did voluntary work for the Red Cross at the Adelaide Hospital after 
she stopped working for David. Jess was always involved in church work and 
was coordinator of a young mothers group for eight years at St Lukes Church at 
Peterhead and, until recently, was an elder at St Lukes. She has been President 
of an Inner Wheel group and was presented with a Certificate of Merit in the 
1992 Women of Achievement Award from the Zonta Club, for her significant 
contribution to the community.
Jean said that she lived a fairly quiet life while Fred had the garage and the 
children were young, but she helped Fred when he was studying accountancy 
by correspondence.

I know he was having great trouble with trusteeship estates and 
that sort of thing. I can remember helping him. I must have done 
a bit of that in my bookkeeping I suppose because I know I helped 
him quite a bit with that…I didn’t get involved in the Red Cross or 
school committees. I wasn’t that sort of person. The volunteer work 
I did was later when the children were grown up…One of the first 
jobs I did when we went to St Georges was I became president of the 
local Girl Guides…I can remember the first meeting when I was 
to be installed as President, having a couple of very strong sherries 
before I went to the meeting. I don’t think I heard a word of what 
happened up to the point where I was to become involved. (Jean 8 
May 1995)

During her reign the Guides built a hut on a local reserve. Organising this 
involved a meeting at the town hall at night with fathers present. She says she 
was a nervous wreck and the girls were in an agony of embarrassment

…but that really cured me of being so self conscious and I became 
involved in other things too. (Jean 8 May 1995)

The other things included the Burnside Women’s Service, making cakes and 
lunches for Mayoral functions, and the Senior Citizens’ Club where she organ-
ised entertainment and bus trips.
In the years while children were still at home a number of The Girls became 
involved in the Women’s League of Health. This movement had begun in 
England and was brought to Australia in the 1940s by Thea Stanley Hughes.

We are trying to break the habits in the way of using the body in 
the ordinary, everyday, unconscious actions, these habits which 
stand in the way of its functioning as it otherwise would. We are 
trying to provide… the kind of movement which counteracts the 
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strain imposed by the daily work carried out with severe tensions 
in some parts of the body because of serious weakness in oth-
ers. Such movement improves the circulation and facilitates the 
venous return to the heart. At the same time it gives the organs a 
chance to come into a better position. It stimulates the activity of 
the glands and also brings about a more harmonious connection 
between the body and the conscious mind. (Hughes, pp.13-14.)

Nance’s sister-in-law, Thelma, introduced Nance and Jean to League, and 
through them the other Girls joined.

Jean asked me to join. She said, ‘It will be lovely for you Jess’ and 
I said ,‘I haven’t got another night in the week. I haven’t got any 
time.’ And she said, ‘Well if you don’t join the League of Health 
you’ll get sick and then you’ll have time for nothing and you won’t 
be able to do anything.’  And she talked me into joining. I could 
see the common sense in that. Because by that time I had four little 
children and I was tired all the time.
I went along to League of Health and from then on my life was 
completely changed. I went to a lot of classes and they were short of 
a pianist and I played the piano a lot and each time I played the 
piano I’d do a class when I had finished, or two classes. So I was 
doing League of Health about four days a week and even on Saturday 
mornings. How I fitted that in with my duties as a mother — the 
only way I could fit it in was because I felt physically fit from the 
time I started there.
You did relaxing but the most important thing was that you used 
your muscles and your joints for the right purposes and if you were 
going to lift up a parcel you didn’t lift it up with all your body weight, 
you just lifted it with the muscles that were necessary. You learnt 
to use your muscles and joints in a sensible way and it became an 
unconscious thing… I joined when I was about 40 and from then 
on it was like a miracle. I never felt tired at the end of the day and 
yet before that by teatime I’d be dragging a leg and could hardly lift 
the plates and so on.
I feel fit and well all the time and I still do those exercises every 
morning. I get up and get on the floor and put my legs up in the air 
and I still do exactly what we did then. (Jess 6 April 1995)
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It was really good because it had co-ordination and relaxation and 
exercise. It was a good thing until they got mixed up in this reincar-
nation business. I think it drove people away. (Jean 5 April 1995)

The Girls also attended performances of the Adelaide Repertory Company for 
many years and became members of the Gallery First Nighters club. Many of 
them continued playing tennis, but not together, unless they were on holiday. 
Jess continued swimming in the sea, between November and Easter, until the 
early 1990s when she moved from her unit at Semaphore Park.
In the early days of her marriage Doss decided to try bike riding. She practised 
in the park out the front of her house and on the beach at Largs where she 
could fall into the seaweed. When Nanette was in kindergarten Nance invited 
her down to her place.

When it was time to go home she stood at the top of the street. I went 
down to the corner. No trams coming. No traffic. Come on, come 
on. Off I go and I turn the corner and she waves to me and I get 
off. And you know those shops just a bit further down Goodwood 
Road? Well, there were several cars over there and I looked at them 
and went straight across those tram lines and fell off in front of those 
stationary cars. I never rode the bike after that. (Doss 5 April 1995)

In the early days of The Girls not many of them had cars and so it was bikes, 
or walking, or public transport.

I think the first time I went to Girls it was to Jess’s. I was at St Peters 
and went down to Albert Park. So that meant two buses to catch. 
You’d never dream of doing that these days. We’d go all over the place 
at night, on your own. (Betty 10 May 1995)

The years while all the children were growing up brought troubles as well as 
joys. One of the sons ran away from home because of conflict with his father 
and was out of touch for two agonising weeks. Two daughters became pregnant 
while teenagers. One of these girls married the father of her baby and is still 
married with a happy, expanding family. The other girl’s baby was adopted. 
There seems to have been no self-imposed restriction on talking about children 
and the troubles that came with them.
So children married and had children of their own, and now some of those 
children have had children. Doris lived to see two great grandsons, Jean has 
one great grandson, but Jess has outdone them all, being great grandmother to 
nine great grandchildren with a tenth on the way. 
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But along with the joy of these great grandchildren, Jess has suffered the death 
of one of her own children.

When David died at the age of 37 leaving a widow, Helen, and 
4 boys aged 12,10,5 and 4, Chris & I urged Helen to go home 
to her family for a break (We had all helped see David through 
the last 3 months as his strength gradually went.) She would 
only go if we Chris & I had a break first. So I rang Jean & Fred 
who were holidaying at Hervey Bay Q and they invited Chris 
& I to go up & share their flat. It was a hazardous trip as Chris 
became ill on the way motoring up there. When we arrived at 
last in the evening, all the girls (Jean, Nance, Rita & Net) had 
made a special meal and helped us from the car & Chris into 
bed and comforted me tremendously just as a family would have 
done. (Jess, notes on author’s letter of 1 May 1995)

The annual winter holiday in Queensland was a fixture for some years for some 
of The Girls after their husbands retired. They did not play charades or stations 
on these holidays, but took up the quieter games of bridge and bowls.
The monthly meetings continued through all these years. After moving to night-
time meetings when their children were young, they had reverted to daytime. 
For some years, in good weather, they met at the Botanic Gardens. Another 
favoured meeting place was the Gallery cum cafeteria at Miller Andersons de-
partment store. The advantage of Millers was that they could stay there chatting 
for as long as they liked. When Millers closed they moved to the Renaissance 
Centre in Rundle Street. 
Then in 1980 Phyl and Net died, the first losses to the group since Gwen had 
died in 1936. Phyl never returned to Adelaide to live after her marriage but 
she always remained part of the group. The others have very happy memories 
of the times they spent with her.

Phyl was a great one for fancy drinks (interstate influence) 
so whenever we had a dinner with her she would order these 
drinks. Southerly Buster was a favourite; another was a ‘Harvey 
Warbungar’ mostly Vodka. I think we all got a bit wary of Phyl 
& her drinks. Most of the time she had to give the waiter the 
recipe — goodness knows what we got really. Lots of laughs I 
know. (Betty, letter 14 February 1996)
Jean: The trouble that Phyl went to with things — she was so en-
thusiastic. I remember she used to make those tiny little carrots from 
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cream cheese, coloured carrot colour, with a sprig of parsley so they 
looked like a carrot. One Easter she made all these Easter bonnet 
biscuits and decorated each little hat individually. She used to go 
to no end of trouble. Once when Fred and I were passing through 
Sydney  — this is going back to Tech things, because Phyl was so 
enthusiastic — and we had a blue and gold dinner. Even the mash 
potato was blue.
Babe: I remember she used to make a drink and it would be separated 
into the colours. I don’t know how she did it. (Group 4 April 1995)

Phyl was also famous, along with Kevin, for their dog, Tory, a border collie/
kelpie cross. Tory was trained to do all sorts of things like getting the paper and 
collecting the letters out of the letterbox. Tory was partial to licorice allsorts 
and rock cakes so Phyl used to make rock cakes especially for her with an extra 
large one on birthdays. Kevin has a number of scrapbooks full of articles about 
this very smart dog. 

The Girls at the Gardens. Standing from left: Jess McLennan, Doris Raynor, Doss Hancock, 
Nance Hirst, Mary Harvey, Jean Edwards. At front: Rita Eakins and Babe George.
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Towards the end of her life Phyl entered a competition, ‘Wish upon a Star’, 
run by a radio station in Sydney. Entrants had to say the best thing they’d like 
to do in life. Phyl wanted to play the organ in the Sydney Opera House and 
she won. She went to view the organ and spoke to the man who had built it 
and was allowed to play. Kevin said she did not play very well, but it was the 
happiest thing in her life.
She died of cancer in 1980. Kevin said she was dying for two years. During 
that time she did not contact the other Girls at all. Jean thinks that she did not 
want them to know that she was ill. Jean spoke with considerable regret about 
the last time she saw Phyl. They were on holiday together on the south coast 
of New South Wales. There was some dispute involving the husbands. Harsh 
words were said and Jean and Fred left. Jean wrote to Phyl and the difference 
was made up, but she never saw her again.
Recollections of Net’s death in October 1980 still cause pain and distress. Net’s 
life had not been easy.

When Net was working and I was married I lived on her route home 
and she would call in at my place to get off her chest all the tensions 
of the day and the pain she had been suffering during the day and 
have a cuppa and then she’d go on home and not talk about it with 
her parents and her uncle who she lived with. (Jess 6 April 1995)

Her back was a constant problem. She believed that she had damaged it when 
she slipped on the steps at George’s post office when she was young. She tried 
many possible cures or panaceas. She went to nine different chiropractors, 
various physiotherapists, the pain clinic at Queen Elizabeth Hospital and had 
an operation to graft the lower spine bones together. Nothing gave her any 
lasting relief. 

She continued to live in the family home, in Gloucester Street, Largs, until the 
1970s when she was free of her family responsibilities; her parents and Uncle 
Frank had all died. In 1976 she moved into a home of her own, a brand new 
unit at Tusmore in the eastern suburbs of Adelaide, not far from Mary. Jean 
said that she thinks this time in her unit was perhaps the happiest in Net’s life 
since her short marriage to Mac. She had her own beautiful things around her 
in her own home at last. During these years she took up croquet and became a 
keen player at the South Terrace Croquet Club with Zoe and Eric Wise.

In May 1980 she tried to take her own life. She was in a coma and unconscious 
for some time. Jean remembered going to visit her in hospital. I remember the 
shock with which I heard this news. All my life I had known Net as a bright 
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and outgoing person, despite her back. I had seen her last when she came to 
Canberra and unveiled the ‘thank you’ plaque on the organ we had bought with 
her generous gift. Perhaps the event was not such a shock for The Girls; she had 
tried once before to take her life, while she was still living with her parents. At 
that time she vowed she would never go back to a psychiatric hospital.

Her friends piece together the events leading up to this second attempt. Net 
had not driven for some time because of her back but Rita was in hospital so 
she drove to visit her. Jess had just returned from England so Net also went to 
visit her to welcome her home. On the way she stopped at the public toilets on 
the esplanade at Semaphore and slipped on the wet floor. Jess remembered that 
she would not stay to tea because she wanted to be home before dark.

On the day of her death a few days later, Doss was at Mary’s because they were 
going to the football together. Before they left Doss popped round to see Net 
because Mary had called in the night before and was anxious because Net had 
seemed unwell. They had an extra ticket and thought that a trip to the footy 
might cheer Net up. 

Net’s unit was locked and quiet. When the police opened the door they said 
that Net had died in her sleep. Jean remembered with sadness that she could 
not bring herself to go down to Net’s place while her friend’s body was still 
there. Doss and Mary decided they would still go to the football.

Doss: There was nothing we could do.
Mary: You were so upset and it was your wedding anniversary.
Doss: I don’t know how I drove down there.
Mary: We couldn’t concentrate. But it was a matter of getting Doss 
away — she was so upset.
Doss: I was terrified they would bring her body out while I was there. 
It was so sudden. I never expected it. (Mary and Doss 9 May 1995)

Net’s death certificate said that she died of heart failure. They think that perhaps 
the fall a few days before had reactivated the pain in her back after a period 
when she had been relatively free of it. 

‘I guess she was in such pain those few days and nights that she 
was taking pain killers constantly, which was no good for her 
heart condition.’ (Jess, letter dated 20 October 1998)

Net’s will said that, after making a number of bequests, she left the residue of 
her estate to be divided between two cousins and ‘my friends’ Jean Edwards, 
Annie Hirst, Jessie McLennan, Doris Rayner, Rita Eakins, Mary Harvey and 
Doris Hancock. The executor was pessimistic about how this would work out.
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He said ,‘When I read this will and I saw there were nine women 
to share in the estate I thought, Trouble’. But when he came to see us 
all — he met us all at Net’s place — he said that he couldn’t believe 
it, the friendship, for all those years. (Jean 9 May 1995)

The seven Girls who were named in the will ensured that the two who weren’t, 
Betty and Babe, also received something from Net’s estate. 
Among the bequests were items for the Edwards and Hirst children and the 
Edwards granddaughters. There was a final item that provided that we children 
should inherit our mothers’ share if Jean or Nance had predeceased Net. I now 
look at my beautiful, golden Satsuma bowl and remember The Girl who was 
so much a part of our lives and am pleased that she thought us an important 
part of her life too.

It wasn’t until all this happened that The Girls realised that they 
had, through the years, become such a precious part of Net’s life, 
somehow taking the place of the family she never had. (Jess, 
letter dated 20 October 1998)

Each of The Girls named in the will received about $12,000. They used it in 
different ways. Some went on overseas trips, most passed on some to their 
children. Jess decided to publish a book of the poems she had written for her 
grandchildren. She asked Babe to do the illustrations for the little book called 
‘Merrily, Merrily’ and its sequel.

You had to think of something that would go with the poems, like 
the little boy with his new clothes. Well, how do you do a little boy 
with new clothes? So I went into the bedroom — the mirror in 
the bedroom and this little boy looking in the mirror. It was a real 
challenge, it was indeed. But I’m afraid I didn’t do a very good job. 
I don’t know why she just didn’t ask Chris. (Babe 12 May 1995)

After her children had left school Babe had gone back to painting and resumed 
her lessons.

Painting — oh it saved me going barmy. Instead of going to medita-
tion, you paint. It’s very rewarding. (Babe 12 May 1995) 

The gallery at Miller Andersons, where The Girls lunched, displayed some of 
Babe’s pictures and she entered the Advertiser outdoor art exhibition. She sold 
paintings through both these outlets.
On a physical level, this story finishes, as all our stories do, with decline and 
death. Don Hancock and Eric Rayner died in 1976 and 1978, both still suffer-
ing the effects of their war service. In 1980 Chris McLennan died ‘after a very 
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happy working life and 15 years of retirement together’, said Jess. Clarry Hirst 
died of cancer in 1981 and Fred Edwards in 1987. The Girls became widows. 
Babe was not a widow, but she and Ken were now physically separated. Ken 
had gone to live in the beach house at Robe. Babe spoke of him to me in a 
dismissive way. She became an exception to Jess’s rule that they did not speak 
in a derogatory way about their husbands. I wondered how much the regret 
and disappointment that coloured so much of what she said to me, coloured 
this part of her life as well.

In 1982 the one single Girl, Rita, began a long decline with Alzheimers Dis-
ease. In her life she had done a lot of travelling, her driving experience for the 
shop standing her in good stead. After the death of her parents she took a job 
as travelling companion and chauffeur to an elderly lady on a trip to Western 
Australia. Later she accompanied the same lady to America. She joined five 
young women from Adelaide as driver for their trip in England and Europe. 
She took a position as cook for a Scandinavian family and at Christmas made 
them a genuine Australian Christmas dinner. Back in Australia she drove for 
her friends and often took Net to Queensland for the regular winter holiday 
at Hervey Bay. She died on Anzac Day 1993 after spending the last few years 
of her life in a nursing home and the last eight months behind locked doors.
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Gradually The Girls’ meetings became less frequent as their lives became more 
circumscribed.

Suddenly we feel as though we can’t keep up the pace and we can’t 
make a regular monthly meeting. We still keep in touch and we try 
to go to Sizzlers about every third month. It’s only as long as I’m 
driving that this will keep up because I take Betty with me. (Jess 
6 April 1995)

For some years they had managed a special Christmas lunch at someone’s home. 
For these events they made

…copious lists of “What to bring” and after the lunch a list of 
“Jobs to do” so that everyone helped according to their physical 
ability’. (Jess, letter dated 20 October 1998) 

For the last two annual get-togethers they went to hotels. In 1995 it was at 
the Strathmore on North Terrace and Merle Marten joined them after many 
years separation. 
Gradually the number of Girls diminished. Nance, my mother, died in 1994, 
Doris in 1996 and Babe in January 1998, just two weeks after Ken had died 
and been buried at Robe. They no longer meet at Sizzlers and in October 1998 
Jess decided to limit her driving to local trips and Betty suffered a stroke. But 
the remaining five members are still The Girls, and still The Kosmopolitan 
Klub, and still keep in touch.

Whenever we met together we just felt as one because we’d grown up 
together, been right through everything together. We didn’t feel old 
to each other. We felt just the same age as we’d felt right through the 
years. That was a remarkable thing. We always felt as if we’d gone 
along together. (Jess 6 April 1995)

___________________________________

As I listened to the tapes I had made with the Girls and as I wrote this story I 
was aware of all the questions I should have asked and didn’t. Some of them 
were asked and answered in later letters and conversations; some of them re-
main unanswered. The most intriguing of these is, just how different was The 
Kosmopolitan Klub?
There is a surprising gap in the memories of its members about the genesis 
of the Klub and their fancy names. This gap could be explained if the ideas 
developed gradually, rather than in a blinding flash of inspiration. The idea of 
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having a club of some sort could very  well have been prompted by the other 
clubs around them. There is evidence in this story that clubs were a relatively 
common phenomenon; there was their own ‘Am and Mustard club at Tech and 
the boys’ Bandy Bandoleros. Though I did not search for information about 
other clubs, I have chanced across two interesting and parallel groups of women.
The Cackleberries were a group of women who went to the Wilderness School 
at Medindie in Adelaide in the 1920s and 1930s. They continued to meet once 
a month through the rest of their lives. (Survivors and Achievers, pp.13-18) The 
16 Club was a group of 12 women who met as undergraduates at Melbourne 
University in 1916. The club began in 1920 as a means of continuing the intel-
lectual life of its members and ended in 1980 after 60 years of friendship and 
support. (Zainu’ddin)
The Methodist church was setting up institutional clubs at this time. At Largs 
it was the gym for the girls and exercises for the boys, but in other churches 
in the 1930s it was the Methodist Order of Knights for young men and the 
Methodist Girls Comradeship for young women. Both groups had secret initia-
tions, regalia, passwords and rituals. The Knights, based on Arthurian legend, 
was particularly interesting.

Brought in blindfolded . . . he was asked to assent to the Knights’ 
Law and then, with the Marshalls of the court crossing their 
staves over his head, he repeated the Knights’ Pledge, ‘to strive 
after sincerity in all my thoughts, words and deeds (and)… to 
stand by Brother Knights in weal or woe, and never improperly 
to divulge the secrets of the Order’. (Hunt, p.335)

Because the Knights appeared in South Australia after The Kosmopolitan Klub, 
these rituals cannot be a direct influence on the rituals of the Klub. But their 
concurrent development perhaps indicates a general interest in such things 
at that time. Similarly, the apparent culture of clubs that existed then might 
explain the existence of The Kosmopolitan Klub, but does not explain the in-
telligence, energy, liveliness and imagination that its members brought to bear 
on its activities. I suspect that this club was very different.
I also wonder about the nature of The Girls. I used to look at The Girls and 
think that the chief thing holding them together was their long shared history. 
This was no doubt partly true. The constant contact through the daily train 
trips to school and work cemented early friendships and gave them space to 
grow. Living so close to each other allowed them to socialise at weekends. But 
propinquity is not enough to sustain a friendship like this through so many years. 
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I think the companionship right through was wonderful. Not many 
batches of girls would have been like that — because I’ve been to 
school committees, and as Mother used to find with church com-
mittees — there’s always something. But not with our Girls, never. 
Right from the beginning we all had an affinity somehow and you 
felt that within yourself. Right through, even when we were married 
and with children and all our ups and downs and everything we 
all — you know — even if we didn’t see each other for two months, 
you’d think we’d seen each other the day before. It was a wonderful 
time. Well right through. (Babe 12 May 1995)

Jess had thought about what it was that gave them that initial affinity that 
formed the basis of their friendship.

In my view, the firm, deep-seated foundation which was one of 
the common factors shared in the early days was pride in our 
school roots…at the Adelaide Technical High School… The 
second foundation plank was a wholesome, naive, sincerity. All of 
us came from families with similar ideals and codes for living … 
The original group had widely differing talents, temperaments, 
and ambitions, but each of them had some magic charisma that 
did not fade with the years. (Jess, letter 30 March 1998)

While the families may have had some similarities, there were also significant 
differences. For example, Jess’s family was strongly Christian and had a tradi-
tion of service to the church that has continued in the generations that follow 
Jess. In addition, her father, Frank, had socialist leanings. The Bradley family, 
in contrast, was politically more conservative and was not religious; Captain 
Bradley could even have been considered anti-religion. Perhaps it was the differ-
ences as well as the affinities that helped bind them together in the early years. 
My other view of The Girls was prompted by envy. At the time of the feminist 
revolution, when women’s support groups were very fashionable, my mother 
had one ready-made. But The Girls were never a construct of feminist theory. 
They were a product of their own time and their own personalities. As I spoke 
to them about the role The Girls played in their lives I was struck most by the 
restraint of what they said. There was great warmth but they spoke in generalities. 
They were reluctant to talk specific instances when the support of The Girls 
had been important.
Some of this reticence may have arisen from a reluctance to talk details to me, 
but I think it also reveals something of their own interactions. It was not their 
way to spill the beans, to let it all hang out. Some things were always private 
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and their generation was brought up to be reticent. Indeed, such reticence can 
be a protection against embarrassing yourself or others to such an extent that 
you cannot meet again. But it seems to me that this reserve did not stop them 
being aware of what was happening in each others’ lives and giving love and 
support where and when it was needed 
Whatever it was that brought The Kosmopolitan Klub together, The Girls have  
treasured the friendship they created then, and it has given them good times 
and laughter, strength and support throughout their lives.

Indeed there are enough memories and stories of the support 
and sharing between the girls, to write a very large book. (Jess, 
letter 30 March 1998)


