
THE HALCYON DAYS of my 
fifteen hippie years were 

perhaps the early ones, not least 
because of the dope we were 
growing and smoking and the 
magic mushrooms we occasion‐
ally picked and ate.  

And they were halcyon days, 
despite enduring eleven floods 
in the first two years of living 
riverside.  

By the summer of 1974‐5 
most of my friends had com‐
pleted their completely free 
University studies, myself in‐
cluded. We were about to enter 
the real world of full‐time per‐
manent employment, which was 
not too difficult to find, thanks 
partly at least to Gough Whitlam 
and his refreshing, reformatory 
style of government.  

In fact I, like so many others, 

was paid to attend university: 
25 dollars and 39 cents a fort‐
night, on a NSW teachers schol‐
arship. Unfortunately, my year 
was also the last year of the 
“bond”, a scheme that meant for 
two or more years I would have 
to teach wherever I was sent, or 
else pay back my scholarship 
money.  

Heavens No! I was not partic‐
ularly worried about this, hav‐
ing filled in my preferences of 
the eleven available areas as 1.
South Coast (“preferably around 
Moruya”, I added); 2. Riverina; 
3. North West. 

Like, who actually volunteers 
for Walgett and Broken Hill? 
Even as a third choice? To make 
matters absolutely clear for the 
shiny bums (as we Canberrans 
referred to Public Servants) I 

had also helpfully written on the 
diagonal across the form “No 
cities please!” I had it in the bag, 
I thought. 

Roger and I had just previ‐
ously bought a 5‐acre bush 
block on the “wrong” side of the 
Deua River with $2,500 bor‐
rowed from his parents. We 
were about to become full‐
blown self‐sufficient hippies, liv‐
ing off the land.  

We were also, oxymoroni‐
cally, intending to work, at least 
at first: myself as a teacher in 
Moruya, and Roger commuting 
to Canberra to work weekends 
as a journalist at the Canberra 
Times, while we built our slab 
and bark hut. Which, of course, 
we would document with 
proper photos for a future cof‐
fee table book entitled “Building 
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a Slab and Bark Hut in the 
1970s”, which never eventu‐
ated.  

In the meantime, we had 
three months of summer holi‐
days to relax, swim in the beau‐
tiful Bell’s Creek, just outside 
Braidwood at the top of the 
even more beautiful Araluen 
Valley, pick and pack peaches 
(we had to live!), smoke lots of 
dope … 

Pip had graciously invited all 
and sundry of our friendship 
group to spend the summer at 
his 1830s unpowered and 
largely unrenovated cottage on 
twelve acres of steeply sloping 
bush at Bell’s Creek, and most of 
us had taken up the offer. 

Pip was already an Architec‐
ture student, and had spent the 
previous summer at Bell’s ex‐
perimenting with building tech‐
niques, constructing several 
“sleepouts” up the slope. These 
were basically raised platforms 
with low‐slung, overhanging 
gable roofs to keep out the 
weather, but no walls. Space for 
a double bed, and not much 
else: strictly summer abodes.  

In addition, the cottage had 
two bedrooms and two veran‐
dahs, so lots of sleeping space 
for unfussy hippies, some of 
whom liked to screw around. So 
there were Pip, Roger and I, 
Pip’s sister Lesley and baby Eva, 
both newly arrived from Bel‐
gium, and soon to be joined by 
Eva’s father Wilfred; also Barry, 
Megan, Wolfie (Wolfgang!) and 
Pam, and occasionally Wal. 
What a crew! 

We all said we would be 
going to pick peaches, but the 
reality was somewhat different. 

Picking peaches is extremely 
hot, hard, itchy work, up and 
down ladders. In addition, you 

are looking up into the sun all 
the time. Packing, you are stand‐
ing all the time.  

The routine became this: the 
blokes (except Pip, who would 
continue to build sleepouts, and 
Lesley and Wilfred, totally ab‐
sorbed with baby Eva) and 
Megan would head off in the ute 
at 6.30. The girls (just me and 
Pam) would head off at 7, me 
riding the 200cc ancient Suzuki 
and Pammie pillion. Down the 
treacherous winding dirt Ar‐
aluen Road into the valley every 
morning, seven days a week.  

Girls packed, boys picked, so 
we started half an hour later. 
Lunch was a nude swim in Ar‐
aluen Creek to wash off the hor‐
rible peach fluff and shock all 
the country boys and girls – no 

backpackers in those days – 
who modestly wore swimsuits. 
Then pick and pack till the boss 
decided we were done – some‐
times 4pm, sometimes 7. Ex‐
hausting work! We were not 
paid by the amount we picked, 
only time; peaches are too pre‐
cious. They fed us well: deli‐
cious and bountiful morning 
and afternoon teas. The former 
usually sustained us until the 
latter; lunchtimes were for that 
longed‐for swim. Evenings were 
for eating again, smoking dope 
and collapsing into bed. 

By the third week of this end‐
less 24/7 routine my peach fluff 
allergy was so extreme – my 
skin was red raw and bleeding 
from the unavoidable scratching 
– that I volunteered to be “the 
housekeeper”, i.e. I would clean, 



wash, and cook two square 
meals a day for the others; 
done! Everyone agreed, because 
the huge household in the tiny 
house had become chaotic. I 
would earn no income, but not 
have to pay for food or anything 
else, either. I would have to en‐
dure being called “Mum” by my 
fellow residents, ironically, as I 
was the youngest. But we all 
agreed it was a fair deal.  

This was how we spent that 
long hot summer of 1974‐5, until 
time came for me to find out 
where the NSW Education De‐
partment would be sending me.  

There was no phone at Pip’s, 
and my registered address for 
any other form of communica‐
tion remained as my parents’ 
place, in Canberra.  So on Friday 

of the Australia Day long week‐
end in January we rode up to 
Canberra on the trusty Suzuki to 
find out my fate.  

The arrangement was this: if, 
and only if one had not received 
a letter or telegram by 5pm that 
Friday, a special number could 
be called on the Monday.  

There was no letter or tele‐
gram waiting for me at Mum 
and Dad’s place. I was one of the 
glitches. We had to endure the 
entire weekend in suspense and 
apprehension. 

 After all, school was starting 
on the Tuesday, and I would still 
need to get to my new, un‐
known place of residence in one 
day. The arrangement was 
ridiculous.  

On Monday morning, I rang 
the special number, with a con‐
siderable degree of trepidation. 
“Mount Druitt” I was told, a new 
area in far western Sydney, at a 
school so large there were five 
kindergarten classes, and I was 
to teach one of them.   

I dropped the phone, sat on 
the floor and wept. Roger, Mum 
and Dad just stared; they had 
not heard what was said. “Hello, 
hello, are you there, Miss Graf?” 
a voice was saying. Feeling dis‐
embodied, I picked up the 
phone and heard myself say in a 
quavering voice “I’m not going!” 
and then hung up.  

And I didn’t go. To hell with 
the bond! A much more exciting 
life awaited me.


