I have never put my story down on paper. This will be the first time. I will try to keep it
simple
I lived in a small country town out west over the Blue Mountains, My Mother left when I
was 7 and my Dad raised 4 children on his own, I was the youngest, working 3 jobs for
many years until one year he decided to send me to an Orphanage in Bathurst,(which is a
story in it self ) I think I was about 11, I was there for 3 years, repeated 6th class as they
didn’t have anything higher, so when I came home I did first year high school, and that
meant i was 1 year older then my peers so I left school and went to work.
When we turned 16 (1964) my Dad said we could go Sydney to see our Mum, so off I
trotted to Sydney (and the big wide world) I worked and had fun, my girlfriend and I went
off to Surf City to watch Billy Thorpe play in his band, surfed at Bondi Beach, and we did
what teenagers did in the 60’s
I had meet a wonderful boy named (...) and we had a great year or more and we were
mad about each other, and wanted to get married, about February 1966 I was 17 years and
4 months old just a baby really. I found myself in the family way, no trouble we thought we
will get married. Well it wasn’t to be my Father wouldn’t hear of it (there is another great
long story just about that) but not at this time.
So off to Croydon I went, my 3 months there was not the most pleasant time I had ever
had, lots of cleaning and doing things in the running of a place like that, a dogs body I
guess you could say
When it was time to go to Hospital, they just put me an Ambulance and sent me off on my
way, you didn’t get much sympathy so you had to just grin and bare it, their was no use
complaining , and if you asked a simple question like what’s going to happen they would
just say something like don’t be so silly your just going to have your baby , I have
unfortunately suppressed or buried a lot of my past, but I do remember them wrapping me
in brown paper to dry up my milk, that was awful
My Son was born on the (...) of Oct 1966 about 3 weeks early, my treatment in the
Hospital was I think very ordinary, I was on my own a lot and they didn’t seam to take
much notice of me they just came and did what they needed to do and that was it I was
discharged on the 4th of Nov, and they sent myself and another girl back to the home in a
taxi, but the thing was we weren’t alone we had our babies and two Mother Craft Nurses
with us and we were supposed to pretend that they weren’t there. That is when I pinned a
Saint Christopher Medal on his little jacket , the nurse looked at me with a very puzzling
look on her face as if to say what are doing he is not your baby .

I was no longer back at the home and they were at me to sign all these papers, and when I
ask what they were for they would just say, you need to sign them so your baby can go to a
good home, because you won’t be able to look after him , not like a REAL family can.
You went home to try and get on with your life, having been told to just forget it and move
on, easier said then done, (...) had gone into the Army in the call up so I didn’t see him
any more .(after being torn apart which is part of the story which I need not go into at this
point , we were still in love ) My life moved along, I got a job and tried to have a normal
life but I was missing something I felt very empty and needed love ( family love ) I would
spend some of my time back home with my dad and some of my time with my mum in
Sydney ,split between the two of them ,trying to be a good daughter as I was still a young
girl 18 19 .this went on for 2 years and I guess something had to give .
My second Son was born on the (...) of September 1968 in Newcastle, I was lost and with
no help from my family (only to find a place for me to go ) I went through it all over again,
Social workers were at me to sign the papers, all the time saying wont it be nice if we can
give your baby to the same family, a brother for their other son ,having no where else to
turn, and given no encouragement from the authorities the inevitable happened .I returned
home to stay with my Mum ,and it was never talked about again .
As it happened a few weeks later a letter came from Newcastle Hospital, thinking it was
just some routine paper work I opened it, only to find it was to tell me that my son had
passed away on the 20th of Oct. Cause of death 1. (a) Cardiac failure (b) Congenital heart
Lesion. Duration of last illness. II. Respiratory distress Syndrome (days) when I look back
on it now I relies just how cruel and incentive it was, no warning or counseling just a letter
I am very happy to let you know that the WA DCP is thinking about changing this by
putting in place some kind of register that will in the future be able to let all parties that
need to know of a death will be informed be it a child a mother or who ever .
So I pick myself up and my life goes on for a couple more years, working and trying to get
my life together. Looking for something or someone to love or to just tell me my life will
get better, but it goes from bad to worse.
My Third Son was born on the(...) of May 1970 at Crown Street in Sydney
This was written 0n my papers when I received them 28 years later
“This is her third confinement and there have been no lasting relationships with any of the
Birth Fathers, she is a girl of average to low average intelligence. She seems a sad and
directionless girl, lacking ability to make close associations.”
Why did it get to this point in the first place, partly my own fault, partly my family, but
surely it was mostly the Governments and so called Authorities that were supposed to be
There for my welfare and we trusted them to do the Wright thing, but boy was that a big
mistake.

When the laws changed in WA in 1995 or so I went looking for my 2 sons. After a lot of
back and forth corresponding with the NSW department of Community Services and the
Centacare Adoption Services in Croydon . I had the information on (...) my first son, so to
cut a long story short I wrote to him saying who I was, I wanted to write to him not his
Adoptive Parents as he was an adult 28years old. This is what I wrote
Dear

(...)

I’m writing to you to introduce myself, my name is Carmel Ipock (nee Bradnam)
and I am hoping you may be able to help me with some information I am seeking
I moved to Sydney when I was 16 and spent about 3 years with my mother and it
was during this period that with great regret and anguish that I was to surrender a son born
(...)
to me on the (...) of Oct 1966. Who is now known as
If you know this information to be correct I would be most grateful to a reply from you as
soon as possible, as I will be in Syndey from the 15th of February until the 25th of February
and would love to organize a very much longed for meeting, I will be waiting anxiously for
your reply before I leave Perth My Perth address is!!!!!! My Phone Is!!!!! My Sydney
Contact will be my sister!!!!!!!
Yours truly, CARMEL IPOCK
I waited and waited and had no reply, so I thought the next thing I could do was ring his
Adoptive Parents which I didn’t really want to do, so I rang on a Sunday and she was taken
back when I said who I was she wasn’t very happy and said “ I paid a lot of money to have
this kept hidden , so I said to her I am not breaking the law if you hadn’t heard the laws
have changed and I would like to get in touch with (...) , she went on to say lots of things
like I don’t know how to tell him, because they hadn’t told him that he was Adopted ,and
how they were going to tell him when he was old enough ,and then when he was 21 and
then when he got married ,and and and .so I just said well its time to tell him now. She said
he is a very sensitive boy and I don’t know how he will take it, I will go see him soon.
Tuesday the phone rang it was (...) we had a wonderful talk he sounded just like his Dad,
he agreed to see me went I went to Sydney (more about that later). And the reason in the
first place that I had to go to Sydney was to find out about my other son as they were
having trouble finding him, as it turned out sadly he had passed away when he was 8
months old, on the death certificate he died 16th of January 1971 with an extract certificate
attached stating cause of death “Asphyxia, due to accidental strangulation when his neck
became caught in the straps of a car seat.” But in a letter sent from Community Services
(...)
“
“ the Adoptive mother sent 3 photos and wrote this “He was a big boy
for his age, very chubby and very happy. Right up until the time he died, aged 10 months,
he seemed very healthy and was progressing normally. SIDS was not heard of then and I
can’t help wondering if it was something like that, It seemed to me that he simply died in
his sleep .I don’t imagine that any of this will be a comfort to you but please know that he
was a much loved and wanted baby in our family.”

And the reason that they couldn’t fine him on cross references was that he was buried in
the Adoptive name, but the Adoption was not final, and he should have been buried in my
name, and I still think to this day that I should have been informed, and I wouldn’t have
had to go through all this pain, and I wouldn’t have thought he was alive all those years.
Back to (...) we have had a very good reunion, I looked for and found (...) and ask him
would he like to meet his son and he said yes, so we meet (...) together and I was glad he
was there as all I did was sit and hold (...) ’s hand crying most of the time, (...) and (...)
hit it off right from the start, they found that they had lots in common. As you do with your
blood family, I get on very well with his wife, whose birthday happens to be on the same
day as mine. I have a lovely granddaughter she turned 15 this year, and she calls me Nana
Carmel
I have been married for 39 years this October; to a wonderful guy I Don’t know how he has
put up with me for so long. I have two wonderful sons with him, and 4 Grandchildren 3
girls and 1 boy and my Granddaughter from (...) ’s marriage, maybe i have proved them
wrong, and that sad and directionless girl with average to low average intelligence has
found her way no thanks to them.
Yours truly, Carmel Ipock

