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The Life Story of DOROTHY JUNE BENNETT.

Part 1 (as written by her.)

I was born on the 2nd January 1923 - 81 years ago the youngest child of Marion and Joseph Martin. At Riverstone School I tied with Fred Dench for the top of sixth class. I went to Parramatta High School for about two months then to Sydney Girls High School for one month. My mother couldn't afford the fees or the uniforms. I started my work career at the age of thirteen in 1926 as a domestic in Collaroy. I changed jobs regularly because of no stable home.

 I met Bill in Redfern when my cousin and I went to a church hall dance. He danced with me and wanted to walk me home but I said Stanley was already taking me home. We made a date for the following Friday and I met him on the corner of Kippax Street as in those days you could walk the roads freely at night with no thought of any harm coming to you. I then moved to Dee Why with my sister Flo. Bill used to visit every weekend coming from Surrey Hills. We became engaged. I was sixteen and Bill was nineteen. Often I had to meet him in Manly. There was no money available so I used to take my brother's big quart beer bottles and take them to the hotel for a refund of deposit to catch the bus to Manly. I knew Bill would bring me home. I only needed two beer bottles (one shilling - ten cents these days). Then Bill went away to war in Timor for a year and had a bad time but they were greatly helped by the people of Timor. He came home for leave in 1942 and we were married.

 While he was away 'winning the war' I started a cake shop in Dee Why with my sisters Flo and Violet. It was called 'The Marion' after Mum. I was seventeen years old at the time but we lacked enough supplies to keep the business going. So we sold the business. Then we started having babies - Steven when I was 23 and Marilyn twenty months later. Then I joined tennis clubs, school canteens, and church groups. During the wartime we joined the National Emergency Services and practised patching up the wounded. Luckily we didn't have the real thing happen!

 The night of the Japanese submarines in the harbour we were woken by the air raid sirens. We tumbled out of our beds and went down the rickety steps. It was pitch black and no lights were allowed. We ran all the way to the school thinking a bomb was going to fall on our heads at any minute. We boiled big pots of water on the stove and rolled and unrolled bandages. There were no mobile phones and no television so we just sat for hours until we finally got a brief message to go home and something about bombs in the harbour. The children off to school so I started my voluntary services with church and hospitals plus a part time job cleaning doctor's rooms and laundering. I learnt to drive at thirty-nine years of age. About then or a little later I became a contestant on Reg Grundy's 'Wheel of Fortune'. The final was won by one of my opponents - the prize was a block of land on the north coast, but I won a stove, garden furniture, heater, jewellery, dry-cleaning and some other things that I can't remember. I used to enter radio contests, mostly about music and won quite a bit.

Some of my charity jobs were - zoo volunteer for fifteen years, Legacy Torchbearers for six years, Warringah Mall Community Club for over twenty-five years and Garden Club for fourteen years. I used to belong to a bushwalking club. I started in aqua-aerobics ten years ago. I also played tennis for a long time until my knee caused problems. I joined in a healthy Lifestyle Club for many years. We gave exhibitions of exercise programs. One was dancing in the Entertainment Centre on the stage for Senior Citizens Week. I learnt German for many years and joined the Creative Writing Class - they had a story writing competition. I had kept a scrapbook of Bill and his mates fighting in East Timor and wrote a story of Bill's wartime efforts. I won a Commendation Award for it - 'a good human interest story' said the judge. I have travelled a good deal to lots of countries and also in Australia which is the top country in the world. I'm still writing stories (real ones) for the Community Club every month. I also had a little dab at painting - mostly birds. One early job I did when we had the cakeshop was to walk down to the Dee Why cinema twice a week. I sold icecreams at interval and received 2/6d, which is about 25 cents today.

 More early memories with a healthy lifestyle. We did exhibition exercises all over the place. One in Martin Place which was exciting. Also swimming in above ground pools in the Domain. Another thing we had was playgroup. We dressed up for stories and acted in retirement villages. Another early memory of when I was about ten with family members we picked peas in a big field - it is now a football field in Manly Vale.

At Manly Hospital Kiosk where I was a volunteer for many years, I cooked batches of scones for Devonshire Teas. Marilyn was about four and she loved going there because there were lots of lollies (just like her mum.) I also worked at Mona Vale Hospital Kiosk for some time. It was much easier as I just made sandwiches there.

Many more memories, when I was about five or six I was with my brothers when we picked blackberries on Adam's Hill, which is now Harbord Road Hill and sold them calling on houses for 6d a billy. This reminds me of later years when living in South Creek Road with Agnes my neighbour. We took all the children aged about 10 - 12 years into the paddock behind us with our 'wellies', buckets and long palings to place over the blackberry bushes. We picked buckets of them. We used to make pies and jams and I still love blackberries.

When I was about 8 years old we used to call in houses with trays of cakes made by my mother. Woe betide us if we didn't bring back the money or the cakes.

My sister Violet used to go dancing in the big beautiful dance hall at Dee Why call Luana during wartime, having innocent fun with the soldiers camped nearby in the days when no meant no! Eventually Luana went and is now the site of the Dee Why RSL. (one of the function rooms is called the Luana Room.) I loved dancing and would go to different halls at night. I used to walk home from the tram in Pittwater Road to my sister's home about a mile. No fears if someone came by, you either knew them or not. You just said goodnight and continued on your way.

When I was about two years old we lived in Bennett Street (would you believe) in Dee Why. My brothers killed a death adder, hooked it on a stick, and persuaded my mum to hold it. I was with her in the photo they took. When I was about five years old the family often used to have picnics at Deep Creek out at Dee Why West and it was a deep creek with beautiful clear water. My two cousins and I, all girls, used to often play in an old corrugated iron canoe full of nail holes, with strict instructions to stay by the bank, but the youngest cousin Peggy pushed us to the middle of the creek. So Ruby, my other cousin, and I immediately started yelling like a billy goat, which just filled my tummy with water. Fortunately my brothers saw what had happened and jumped in and dragged us to the bank and calmed us, settled us down with some oranges and sympathy. When I was about four or five I lived with my mum and dad. I have a memory of my dad. He was tall and solid with goldy coloured hair and a big moustache just like Steven. I later years I thought of his likeness to Ward Bond, the old time actor. 

We had a very small farm on the corner of South Creek Road and Lynwood Avenue, Dee Why. We used to grow mainly fruit and vegetables. I used to climb the tall mandarin trees with my brothers until one day I fell, luckily onto a small cut-off branch. It hurt my pride and another very sensitive spot as well. Now more to do with the orchard, we had pears, peaches and plums. One particular peach tree had a lovely coloured peach and we were told not to touch it - don't even go near it. One day it was too much for me, I had to look at that peach. Of course it was a great temptation. I grabbed the peach and sunk my teeth into it. After two bites something green and slithery passed my toes. I dropped the peach on my feet, yelled at the top of my voice, and raced down to Mum. No sympathy but slaps around my legs and banished me to the bedroom for the rest of the day. Another snake story in the depression years, late in the 1930's we lived out at Riverstone in humpies made out of hessian bags and tree limbs - very primitive. One day after school (we had to walk about three miles to school) we saw a big red-bellied black snake under one of the beds. In those days there were no excuses - just killing. It was survival of the fittest. A bit later we rented an old house near the school in Riverstone. At lunchtime I would pretend I was going home to have lunch, not really, there wasn't any lunch at home. I waited to hear the first bell and go back to school. My mum was in Sydney doing domestic work. She would come home at weekends with food. My stepfather was working on the roads out of Windsor. He used to come home every two weeks and give me eight pennies. I went to the movies on Saturday - six pennies for the movies and two pennies for lollies. We saw cowboys and Indians and a serial called "The Perils of Pauline" which always ended on the most terrifying spot so we had to go each week to see what happened next.

The school had a play at the end of each year. I desperately wanted to be the princess but it never happened. I was always the poor little beggar girl. One day a neighbour called me to the fence and gave me a big bag of stale bread for our chooks. I thanked her and took it inside. I desperately tried to chew some but it was like rocks. I didn't have the gumption to soak it in water first… don't know how the chooks got on. 

When I was about eight or nine years of age we lived near the Spit Bridge at the Bluff. We had an old rowboat to go fishing and one day I went with my sister Flo and her husband Bill. My brother Laurie came too. Unfortunately we were bits of brats and constantly bickered with each other. After several warnings to stop brother-in-law Bill said he's put us off the boat. After more cheek he pulled ashore. Laurie my brother chickened out but I due to my pride got off the boat near the bank. I thought it was just a case of walking along the shore but I didn't count on one house having a fence right out into the water, so I had no choice but to take to the bush. I knew that I had to walk easterly which proved correct. After about an hour thrashing about in the bushes, I finally found a track, which led to the road. A hop, step and a jump and I was home. I sat on the steps leading down to the water. Shortly after the family turned up as they thought I was lost and they should look for me. I got a bit of a cold shoulder from the family after that for a while.

I remember in those depression days that there was no money given out willy-nilly by the government. No job - no eat! The Sallies gave us small vouchers to go to the grocery shop and they would give us basic items like tea, flour, and sugar. Once the move was on. It was called the "moonlight Flit" mainly because of unpaid rent and you'd take off somewhere. The owner never knew. Then with brother-in-law Bill's old truck packed to the top with me and young June Wakeling, my niece, we set out for Riverstone sitting on top of the goods in the back. Passing through Parramatta Road the old truck bumped over a big hole in the road. At the time I was tying June's bonnet ribbon and not hanging on. Out we were thrown onto the side of the road. When my brothers realised we had fallen off they said, "Hell, we've lost the kids!" June was okay. Of course I fell on my head and woke up in Parramatta Hospital. It couldn't have been too serious; I was only there overnight.

 Continued in the December Courier.

