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From the Chair

The river of time keeps flowing on; our city has changes taking place in the business world
and estates are being established around its boundaries with the new age of building styles.

We have started the year with our members giving short talks on memories of their lives;
and much interest has been shown in various organisations and trips.

March is Annual General Meeting time for the Society and all positions are open for elec-
tion. Our guest speakers for the evening will be Mrs Eileen Downey and Mrs Joan Oates who
will give a talk on their great grandfather, Mr Doorty, and his work on the railways.  This will be
fitting as this year we celebrate 150 years of rail in Victoria, and Traralgon has been chosen to
host the Making Tracks display to be held at the Latrobe City function centre in July and August.

Thelma and Dawn have arranged a day out to Werribee Mansion and Zoo on 6th March.  At
a cost of $55 per person, this is a great opportunity to visit part of Victoria’s history.

Please check the sign on the door as well as the Bulletin for times of working bees, meet-
ings, and when the rooms are open.

More of Jack Davidson’s collection has been given to us by his son, Les, for which we are
most grateful.

I hope to catch up with all at our meetings.

Till we meet again,
take care

Jim

The Oldsmobile in Franklin Street at the 2003 Stockland Plaza Christmas Parade
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Coming Events

6th March – Sunday, 7:30 am

Departing from the Seymour Street car park at 7:30 am, our first trip away for 2005 will be to the
Werribee Mansion and Werribee Park Zoo.  After arriving at Werribee Mansion, one of
Australia’s last great surviving nineteenth century pastoral properties, we will be taken on a
guided tour around the gardens and grounds, and a self-guided tour inside the Mansion with
radio headphones.  This impressive Italianate mansion is the largest private residence ever built
in Victoria.  Then we go on a safari to the Open Range Zoo, a truly unforgettable wildlife
encounter with species such as rhinoceros, giraffe, hippopotamus, zebra and waterbuck.

The cost is $55/person, which includes morning tea and lunch as well as admission to both
Werribee Mansion and Zoo Safari, travelling in the comfort of Hazelwood Coach Lines.  A
deposit of $10 is required and bookings can be made by calling Thelma on 5174 4762.

8th March – Tuesday, 7:30 pm

Annual General Meeting - formal notice of the AGM is given on the following page of this
bulletin.  At the conclusion of the formal part of the Meeting, Mesdames Joan Oates and Eileen
Downey will be our guest speakers.  The subject will be their great grandfather, Mr Doorty, who
was one of the men that worked on laying the first railway line to Traralgon.

20th March – Sunday, 9:30 am - 4:30 pm

Traralgon and District Historical Society will have a marquee to display photos and publications
at the Maryvale Mill Open Day to be held Sunday, 20th March on the Maryvale Mill Oval.

12th April – Tuesday, 7:30 pm

With Victoria celebrating 150 years of railways this year, our speaker will be Mr Barry Sykes.
Barry will enlighten us with “Railways and their effect on all communities, far and wide”.  This
should be of great interest to all members.

10th May – Tuesday, 7:30 pm

In June 2004, several of our members visited the Light Horse and Field Artillery Museum at Nar
Nar Goon; the Curator, Mr Bernie Dingle, will be our guest speaker on this night.  His
knowledge of military events and equipment will make his address most interesting and
informative to all, as this year is the 90th anniversary of Gallipoli as well as the 60th anniversary
of WWII.  It is hoped that an excursion to the Museum will be arranged after this meeting.

Working Bees

Recommencing on 14th February 2005, working bees will be held in our rooms on the 2nd and 4th

Monday afternoon of each month, excluding public holidays.  Everyone is welcome.
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Annual General Meeting

Notice is hereby given that the Annual General Meeting  of the Traralgon and District
Historical Society Incorporated will be held at 7:30 pm on Tuesday, 8th March 2005 at the Soci-
ety’s rooms - Kath Teychenne Centre, 11 Breed Street Traralgon.

Business

1. To confirm the Minutes of the Annual General Meeting held on 9th March 2004.

2. To receive the President’s Report.

3. To receive and consider the financial statement for the year ending 31st December 2004
and the Auditor’s Report.

4. To elect Office Bearers for 2005:

i) President

ii) Vice President

iii) Secretary

iv) Treasurer

v) Committee of no less than 3 ordinary members.

5. General Business.

Dated this 7th day of February 2005.

Dawn Hustler

Secretary

The form for Nominations of Office Bearer and Committee  is included in this bulletin
(following page) and must be signed by two members and include the written consent of the
nominee.  Forms must be returned to the Secretary no later than Tuesday, 1 st March  2005 .

Poll - In accordance with Rule 18 of the Society’s Constitution: at a General Meeting of the
Society a Member has one (1) vote only.  All votes are to be given personally and no proxy votes
will be accepted .

Welcome to Bundilla
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Traralgon and District Historical Society Inc
(A12134B)

NOMINATION FOR ELECTION AS AN OFFICER

I, (full name) _______________________________ being a member of the Traralgon and

District Historical Society Inc hereby nominate _______________________________ for the

office of _______________________________ of the Society.

Signed _______________________________

Date _______________________________

I, (full name) _______________________________ being a member of the Traralgon and

District Historical Society Inc hereby second the nomination of

_______________________________ for the office of _______________________________ of

the Society.

Signed _______________________________

Date _______________________________

I hereby consent to being nominated for the office of _______________________________ of

the Society.

Signed _______________________________

Date _______________________________
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Monthly Meeting Reports

August 2004 (cont)

Horses and Sundry Items (Abridged, Pt 2)

By Barry Sykes

I think it is fair to say that the pioneers and their children would have found life considerably
more difficult had they not had ponies to carry them over what passed for roads, given that in the
very early days wheeled vehicles didn’t lend themselves to the general terrain until better roads
were a reality.  As well,  the draught horse was the backbone of early farming, and as we know,
the residents of Nhill saw fit to erect a statue of one in their main street in recognition of the
many teams that laboured long and hard in the wheat belt, of which Nhill is very much a part, and
the contribution those thousands of horses made.

And even here horses didn’t have it easy.  They may not have had the long hours in the heat
and vast acreages, but they were troubled considerably by their constantly having to tramp
through mud of varying depths, and the attendant complaints they suffered as a result, as the
Land of the Lyre Bird tells us.  Because of the hills around here, and we know some are steep,
horses and sledges were very much the order of the day, until the advent in the 1950s of the
Ferguson tractor, which was light, nimble footed, and with their wheels out wide, coped reason-
ably with most hills, partly because the driver had a clear view of every wheel of his tractor and
where it was going.

I am aware that farm tractors had been around long before the 1950s, and indeed there is
some controversy as to whether this latter point is only academic.  Generally speaking, most
earlier tractors were designed for broad-acre farming, to replace the teams I mentioned above,
and were heavy, cumbersome and very prone to bogging on wet ground – not really the sort of
thing for South Gippsland.  The lighter types, such as the I-H Farmall series, were designed for
(American) market gardens and orchards, and neither of these are found on the sides of hills like
we have around Korumburra.

The change-over from horses to tractors wasn’t a hard decision for most farmers, because
not only did it eliminate the ritual of feeding and preparing them for the day’s work versus just the
turning of a key, but also the much more attractive fact that even when horses weren’t working
they still had to be fed and maintained, whereas a tractor just sat there in the shed till the next
time it was needed.  Most farmers also knew that in the place of each horse they could run
another two cows, which meant more income: a point not lost on them.  Needless to say that in
the 1950s when this revolution in farm operations took place, draught horses were sold off very
cheaply indeed to make way for tractors.  The irony is that today a good draught horse will hit
your pocket very hard, to the tune of several thousand dollars, if you can even find one for sale in
many cases.

And by comparison with the brewery teams noted above, the harness for horses pulling
sledges was very basic indeed, comprising only a bridle (blinkers optional), collar and hames, a
set of trace chains, and a couple of lengths of light rope for reins.  The arrangement for pit po-
nies, which we’ll look at next, was similar, excepting that their bridle incorporated a ducky leather
helmet that was usually round with holes for the horse’s ears.  It was not unknown for novices to
think these holes were for the horse to look through, and they’d spend some time trying to juggle
them accordingly.  They also had what was known as a spider, which extended along their back,
and its role was to stop the trace chains and swingle bar getting caught up in their legs when not
hauling skips. Mine had thirty-one horses and fifty ponies on its inventory.  I imagine Jumbunna
would probably have had a similar number.  However, over their fifty-nine years of operation, the
Wonthaggi mines would have totally eclipsed these figures.  Just feeding and maintaining all
these animals would have been quite a task in itself, quite apart from the cost thereof.
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Monthly Meeting Reports (cont)
And let’s not forget that the mines also hired men with teams to do much of their carry-

ing work away from the mine, such as the supply of mine, such as the supply of mine tim-
bers.

Probably the most important ones to us here are the pit ponies that worked in the
mines, because generally speaking in Victoria they were peculiar to the coal mines.  And
of course, apart from the stable hands who looked after them, most of their lives were
spent working with the wheelers.  A wheeler is a person who is in control of the sets of
skips as they move around the mine.  In other types of mines they were known as truckers.
Usually, because agility was the key, wheelers were 16 to 18 years old, who did this prior to
moving onto the coalface as miners.  Agility was called for, because riding along the skips
wasn’t a part of the deal - not because mine managers were being difficult, but there was a
safety factor.  If a rake of skips stalled in a low tunnel, anyone in them would be trapped
until someone came along to extricate them.

Many miners speak of wily put ponies, who knew their job just as well as milk-cart
horses knew their runs - often better than their drivers.  It seems that wheelers new on the
job did try riding the empty skips, but inevitably the pit pony would select a spot where the
roof of the shaft was very low, and just stop, and no amount of abuse from the unsuspecting
wheeler would persuade it to move on so he could get out.  There were of course also wily
wheelers who carried a long pointed stick, and when the pit pony jibbed (refused to go) in a
difficult area, it was vigorously prodded in a most sensitive area of its anatomy, which
usually had the desired effect.

Whilst they neither filled nor emptied them, the wheelers’ task was to get the filled
skips away from the coal face, and replacing them with empties, as well as turning them
around (ie getting them emptied) on the surface.  The skips were usually wooden-bodied
(because the coal corroded steel bodies), and at water level held ½ ton of coal.  Away from
the main ropeways, pit ponies were used to haul these skips, usually in sets of three, al-
though this would have been dependent on the gradient of the tunnel, and the capability of
the horse.  Part of the wheeler’s job was also to ensure that these pit ponies were cared for
whilst on shift.

Contrary to popular belief, in Victoria at least, these ponies (which weren’t really po-
nies, but heavily-built small horses) were stabled on the surface at the end of their shifts,
and like other working horses of the time, were put out to pasture over the weekend where
practical for a range of reasons.  As a result, Mondays were not a good day for wheelers,
particularly during spring when the grass was lush, and the ponies had stoked up on it over
the weekend.

However, it is true that in many of the very large mines in England, pit ponies lived and
worked entirely underground.  As a result, over time they had to remain there, because to
subject their eyes to daylight would have blinded them.

On the main roadways, where the wheeler’s and their horses’ roles ended, the (wire)
rope haulage took over, and the skips were coupled into sets to be taken to the surface.
There their contents were weighed and tipped over the screens, after having their attached
tokens removed and recorded in favour of the miners who filled them.  Each miner had his
own specially numbered set of tokens.  Often the limit of these sets of skips was due to the
length of the lead roads at the screens.



1 0 TDHS (A12134B) Vol 36/1

Not all mines used pit ponies, as we here know them.  In some mines in other stats and
countries the tunnels were much larger in circumference than ours here, and full sized horses
were employed instead.  I think from pictures they appear to be medium draughts.  These too
were not silly, and a story from Mt Morgan in Queensland says how their normal rake of skips
was 25, and if another was attached by mistake or whatever, the horse wouldn’t budge until the
extra skip was removed.

As we know, mining has always been a hazardous occupation, not only for the men, but
also the horses, and over its life, the Wonthaggi mines averaged one horse fatality a month,
which over their 59 years of operation amounts to quite a few animals.  Naturally this doesn’t
mean that on 15th of each month a horse lost its life, but that’s how it averaged out.  As well, not
all of them were killed as a consequence of their work in the mines, because a minority was
inflicted by other problems, such as snakes, not normally found down mines.

And to finish, speaking of unreasonable mine managements, the most notorious mine
horse of all came from Collie in Western Australia.  Notorious because he is probably the only
working horse that has ever brought a whole state to a halt.  To add insult to injury, his name was
“Red”.  From his photo he would appear to be a medium draught.  Since it is such an intriguing
story, I’ll reproduce it from the book “One Day in Collie” (pp 142-143), written in 1979 by Harold
Williams, the then manager of the Collie mines.  Unfortunately no date is given, but the reference
to the racehorse Bernborough in it may provide some sort of time frame for some.  Here it is:

Of all the strikes in the coalmining industry, the best remembered is the strike over “Red”.
Although the name is very appropriate, the time of the strike being contemporary with the era
of the Communist bogey, “Red” could hardly have been a Commo, for “Red” was a horse!

Bought for £2/10/0, a newspaper claimed he must be worth more than Bernborough, who was
winning all the major races in the eastern states.

“Red” caused several weeks’ strike at Proprietary Colliery, a dispute which finally spread into a
district strike.  “Red” was claimed to be a rogue horse, unmanageable and dangerous.  The
management did not agree with this claim of the wheelers who were working with “Red”; coun-
terclaiming that the horse was suitable, and refused a replacement horse to the wheeler who
refused to work “Red”.

In retrospect the dispute was frivolous: probably why the memory remains vivid.  But at the
time of the incident, the loss of wages, the loss of Company income, and the loss of coal
supplies to a coal-hungry community was very serious.

The parties to the confrontation did not seem to think the matter was frivolous or they would
not have taken such strong actions.  They could probably espouse some principle at stake;
principles which could hide the truth of the problem, Onlookers could see the issue more
clearly, as evidenced by the letters to the editor, published in the Perth papers:

“It is a wonder to me that some miner with initiative didn’t creep up on the source of the trouble
down there and push it into the open cut ... The whole of the dispute at Collie centred around a
drab looking horse which from the picture must have an inflated value if he’s really worth £25.
Are we so short of horses and are Proprietary so short of money that they couldn’t have shown
the miners a lead by turning it out to some other work, and buying a new one ... Perhaps we
could sell the horse Red to Eastern States coalmines and give them their first good excuse in
years for striking ... We should have a bob-in appeal to the public to buy a new horse for the
Proprietary Mine.  Apart from finding a solution to the trouble, we would have got rid of the
“Red” element on the coalfield.”
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Other suggestions said to shoot the horse.  Proprietary management thought someone might
take this suggestion seriously, so to thwart any such effort, they had the horse hidden in the
Manager’s garage.

Finally “Red” was sold, to continue his days as a delivery horse - no doubt the only winner in
the argument: happy he did not have to work in the unnatural blackness and restrictions of the
mine environment.

And finally, I think it would be fair to say that in Australia the days of the working horse
being out there in the workaday world, hauling loads or whatever in the streets or on the
farms, has gone and won’t be back, so that the only opportunity the coming generations will
be able to have to see them in action (albeit somewhat artificially) will be in places like
Coal Creek, or at Horse and Tractor rallies.

Clearly that’s better than nothing.
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Monthly Meeting Reports (cont)

September 2004 (cont)

Growing up in Traralgon in the 1940s and ’50s (Pt 2)

By Les Wright

Next to the paddock was where Mr Lindsay, the headmaster of Grey Street State School
lived.  I distinctly remember the garage doors as being a sliding concertina, painted dark green
with frosted glass panels in the top.  From this place to the corner of Seymour Street was a very
thick and high hedge concealing the Masonic Lodge – a very mysterious place because nothing
seemed to ever happen there.  This is now the site of A&P Electronics.

Across the way was St James’ Church of England presided over by Canon Lovegrove and
Deaconess Payne, quite a stern old biddy who tried desperately to make a choir out of us kids.
Miss Chaundy and later, Mrs Edebohls, were the organists.  The church was built of clinkered
bricks with buttresses to the sidewalls.  It had Gothic arched windows with beautiful stained
glass lead-light in the gabled ends and down each side.  The main vestibule was set off to the
front, and the right side had double Gothic doors facing Church Street with a turreted bell tower
above.  Date palms and cypresses ran down the Seymour Street side with a curved driveway
between them and the church.  This was a beautiful old building, and how much better would the
town centre look today if it were still there instead of the box that took its place.  Adjoining the
church was the tennis court, which never had the net up when you wanted to have a hit; and you
couldn’t get into the Sunday school hall to get the damn key that was always locked away in a
cupboard.  Playing tennis without a net was no fun, and life was full of frustrations.

On the Kay Street corner stood St Andrew’s Presbyterian Church, still there but no longer a
church.  This was another lovely building of red clay bricks with rendered and painted cornices,
sills and corbels.  Running the full length of the Church Street boundary was another very dense
cypress hedge with date palms at the end.  Now this hedge was the worry of my life because I
was forbidden to go to school via Franklin Street (one of those puzzling parent rules).  I had to
walk past this hedge each day, and more often than not they would be waiting for me ... “The
Catholic Kids”, and boy, would they give me a hard time!  I lived in fear of that hedge, coming
and going to school.

Now back to the left hand side at Seymour Street corner we had the Catholic Convent,
hidden behind yet another hedge; then St Michael’s as it is now; and finally the very impressive
St Michael’s Church built from large blocks of quarried stone.  At this time, between Seymour
and Kay Streets, was where the Fire Brigade training track was and the old ladder tower was
pushed to one side of Church Street next to the Presbyterian Church.  It was quite a tall and
heavy structure, painted white and on wheels, and I can recall one year it was blown over after a
gale lashed the town.

So we arrive at Kay Street, even then a dual carriageway with the gardens in place.  The
main difference at that time was that it was surrounded by a single rail fence painted white.  At
the Church Street and Franklin Street ends were picket fences with entry gates.  A gravel drive-
way ran down the centre with a round garden bed halfway along, much as it is today.  At regular
intervals, down both sides, were garden beds with a heavy tap stand at each bed.  At the east end
was the WWI Soldiers’ War Memorial with a large field gun mounted in front.  That was good
for climbing on.
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Monthly Meeting Reports (cont)
While I’m on the subject of Kay Street, I would like to commend the foresight of the

town planners and surveyors of the day.  How could they possibly have foreseen the need
to set aside dual carriageways such as Kay and Argyle Streets, and the generous width of
the other main thoroughfares?  Truly amazing, given the automobile had not then made its
appearance and the population of the day was so sparse.  I am led to believe the same
planners were responsible for Sale and Bairnsdale.  To those people we owe a deal of
thanks for giving this wonderful town of ours such a great foundation to build on.

So back to Church Street in the late ’40s – opposite St Andrew’s where the RACV
building now stands was Dr McTeigue’s surgery and residence, also surrounded by a
hedge (it’s starting to seem that the town was full of hedges).  Behind yet another hedge,
on the Kay Street side, was a tennis court with the tops of tall palm trees visible on the
eastern boundary.  Traralgon in those days was very much a two-class town: upper and
working class, and to me as a young boy, riding past on my bike on hot, summer, weekend
afternoons, I heard the sound of merriment, laughter and the whack of ball on racquet.  It
was like another world existed on the other side of that hedge.  I reckoned that if you ever
got to play tennis at McTeigue’s, you had climbed the social ladder of success – I never did
get to play there.

From here to Grey Street on both sides were all houses.  The ones on the west side backed
onto the sale yards, where the City Offices now stand; and there was yet another playground for
small boys, they were everywhere.  I can remember Mr Bert Thompson, owner of the local
Journal, lived on that side and the Berrymans on or next to the Grey Street corner.  Mr and Mrs
Williams were second back from Grey Street on the right.  They had a very gifted granddaughter,
Carol, who played the piano magnificently.  My dear old Mum’s idea of a lovely afternoon was to
invite them or go to their place for a recital by Carol and myself, who I think Mum had great
hopes for.  So while they supped cups of tea and ate cucumber sandwiches (and us kids had
raspberry cordial with hundreds and thousands on bread), the gifted one would play Beethoven’s
second movement, while I squirmed and got sweaty palms waiting for my turn.  She would finish
with a flourish and then do a nice little curtsey to much ooo-ing and ahh-ing and “such a lovely
touch, dear”.  My poor Mum – I would receive polite applause and comments like “Keep it up,
Leslie, you’re doing nicely”.  I hated those afternoons with a passion.

So to Grey Street: on the left corner lived Miss West, Traralgon Shire Secretary for many
years, in a huge old house with an overgrown garden.  On the right was my school, Grey Street
Primary School where my grandfather, father, aunt and uncles and sisters had all attended.  Down
at the Franklin Street end was the Higher Elementary School.

Monday morning we would all assemble in the quadrangle, which is still there, salute the
flag, swear allegiance to God and country, and sing God Save The King.  So another week began,
and if you were lucky you made it through to next week’s end without getting a dose of leather
medicine; and if you got really lucky, you copped inkwell duty on ‘Friday arvo’ – a wonderful
diversion from the drudgery of the classroom.

Some of the teachers that I remember from those years were Mr Lindsay, Headmaster; Mr
Taylor, Headmaster and a fearsome looking man with white hair and a beetroot red face with
bulging eyes – fair dinkum, when you went to his office for the cuts, you had already wet your-
self before the main event; also Miss Coleman (Mrs Wolfe) and Miss Nelson (Mrs Lord),
were both nice; Bernie Lord and Miss Hayhoe.
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Just behind the school on the Moore and Church Streets corner is a small shop. In
those days it had a veranda, and the front door was centre and set back.  My parents
leased this from Mrs and Mrs Lethbord, who lived at the back.  It was pretty much reliant on
school trade, selling pies, pasties, confectionary, soup and cocoa in winter, milkshakes,
spiders and ice cream in summer.  The main benefit for me was the free lollies and an
unlimited supply of comics.  Every month the order would arrive from Gordon and Gotch -
what a treasure trove: The Phantom, Dick Tracey, Captain Marvel, Archie, The
Katzenjarmer Kids, Superman, and Tom and Jerry.  I’d just get that month’s edition fin-
ished and the next quota would arrive - it didn’t get any better than this.

So for me that’s where my Church Street ended, even though it carried down to
Anderson Street, which reminds me of a daily occurrence.  As I have mentioned, St
Michael’s Primary School was further back up the street, and a family that lived in
Anderson Street had at least three kids attending there.  I can still visualise Mr Power, who
was a big man, dinking his three kids home each day on his bike: one on the crossbar, one
on the handrails, and one perched on his shoulders.

While doing Grade 6 Primary School I also had a morning paper round, and it was a
doosey.  I would be at Bonnie and Bessie Brown’s news agency in Franklin Street at 5:45
am.  Old Jack Brown would lift my delivery bike down off the rack for me, as I was a bit
undersize.  I would then load up the front basket with the required papers: The Sun, The
Age and The Argus.  Then off I would go, up Kay Street - boy what a killer; it was gravel
then, and deeply rutted, no gears and fixed wheel.  My round started at Cumberland Street,
where the newly completed Mill houses began; then on to Grey Street, weaving back
through Finlayson Crescent, Pollock Avenue, Steel Court, Doherty Court, Gepp Court, and
finally Grubb Avenue.  Wintertime was worst as there were no made footpaths and the
roads were pretty non-existent.  It was still dark and just a sea of water and mud; we always
got the papers through.  Then back to the shop; drop off the bike, home for a wash-up,
breaky, then off to school.  Crikey, what a kid would do for a bob!

So what did we do for fun and entertainment in those post war years and early 1950s?

Where to begin?  Golly, we were spoilt with so many choices, and not a computer or
television in sight.  I have two very early memories that involve my dad and mean a lot to
me personally.  Dad had the Royal Mail Contract, and used to do the run out to Tyers,
delivering bread, meat and the mail to farms along the way.  I was about seven years old at
the time, and he used to sit me on his knee and let me steer the little old Morris 10 panel
van while he sang I’m dreaming of a white Christmas - one of very few memories of my
father, but  a happy one.

The other incident: Dad was a frustrated sportsman, having suffered infantile paralysis
as a child.  He was unable to play any form of sport, so consequently he was on every
sports committee going, but his pet one was the Traralgon Football Club.  He served there
as Secretary, Timekeeper, and Property Steward, and was made a Life Member in 1947.
During the footy season there would be at least two Balls a year and they were held in the
Traralgon Town Hall and the adjoining Mechanics Institute in Hotham Street - when they had
a ball then, that’s exactly what it was, A BALL.

To prepare the dance floor for the ball, they would sit me in a soapbox covered on the
bottom with a bag.  After liberally sprinkling candle wax and sawdust over the floor, two or
three burly footballers would drag the box on the end of a rope, and they would hurl it
around the hall with me hanging on for dear life until that floor fairly shone.
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(In later years, I realised that this was the best dance floor in Gippsland.)  This was a
real buzz for me because these blokes were my heroes - Col Munro, Randall Hearne, Fred
and Jimmy Jones, Lou Battista (he always sang at the balls), Basil Arklay, Jim Pickering,
Ben and Derm Pavich, Jimmy Lang, Dick King, and Rod Dunbar, just to name a few.

In the night of the ball it seemed like the whole town turned out to dance to Bunny
Hunter’s band, with Marg Hornsy on piano, Marg Fox on trumpet, Freddie Glover on
saxaphone, and Bunny - well, he was on everything from drums to tin whistle.  At interval
everyone would cross over to the Mechanics Hall where supper was served.

.  Fair dinkum, I can remember trifles and sponge cakes you couldn’t jump over.  I was
there because Mum, who wasn’t a social butterfly, loved to work in the kitchen.  So eventu-
ally a fair bit, whatever was left over, ended up at our place and for the next week we would
eat like kings.

The big spin-off for me regarding Dad’s involvement with the footy club as property
steward was the training footballs and large brass Timekeeper’s Bell that were kept at our
place.  Now remember this was a time when kids didn’t own a real footy for themselves.  It
was usually an old sock stuffed and sewn up that we would kick around the back yard.  So
was I ever lucky - I used to sleep with at least half a dozen real footies in my bed, and the
big brass bell underneath - I was in heaven.  Mum wasn’t so lucky.  She got to wash twenty
woolen footy jumpers every week, using a copper and hand wringer.

The Creek: what an adventure playground this was.  First we had the Deep Witts, just
below the Cordial Bridge (Shakespeare Street), dark and forbidding with overhanging
Willows and an undertow and current that would suck you under, never to be seen again -
for so it was rumoured that there had been a drowning there.  Then further around were the
Shallow Witts, just upstream from the back of the ‘loco sheds’.  This was where we fought
many a battle in our homemade ‘tinnies’, and where I caught my first ever sand trout - the
origin of the word Witts?  Downstream and under the bridge, which was then the bottom of
Hotham Street, around past the Couche’s where there was a big Date Palm in the garden
that is still there today, next to the miniature railway.  The Creek then curved back to below
Mr Jim McDonald’s, the hairdresser’s place.  This was where the main town drain emptied
into the Creek and it was here the biggest eels could be caught, some as thick as your
arm.  Just along a little from here the Creek ran behind the bacon factory, which would have
been about where the Highway and Seymour Street traffic lights now stand, on the south-
east corner.

It then meandered around under the Long Bridge to where it bordered my grandpar-
ents’ property, which ran through to and beyond the Wright Street footbridge.  The property
had an orchard of apples, pears, apricots, quinces, almond, and walnut trees, and also a
flock of sheep, geese, and chooks.  Intermingled amongst this was a collection of old car
wrecks.  All this ran along the north bank, which sloped gently down to the Creek.  What a
magical playground for a kid with a vivid imagination.  Grandfather, John Wright, had his
buggy building and upholstery workshop behind the old house.  My Uncle Lorne had has
motor mechanic workshop here also, hence the abandoned cars.  He was notorious for
taking-on repair work and never completing it.  People became very frustrated and quite a
few just walked away leaving the cars.  He was a very tardy man.  These buildings were
frequently flooded and it was all hands on to life things above water level.  Because of the
ever-present threat of floods I believe the families that lived along the Creek shared a bond
for coping and helping each other in those times. developed to its greatest potential, eg
Victory and Newman Park.
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Now talking of water and swimming holes - the old ‘frog pond’ - was this not just the
best place to spend your whole summer?  It was situated at the bottom end of Hotham
Street on the right-hand side, and now under the Highway.  The only remaining evidence
that it was ever there is the big old Peppercorn tree at the end of the Wilson Real Estate
car park.  It was under this tree that Nanna Breen’s little ticket box sat.  There would be no
kid of my generation who did not swim in the old pool.  Built in 1934, what an amazing
facility for the town to have, the size that Traralgon was then.  In the summer holidays we
pretty much lived there, going home for lunch, back for the ‘arvo session’ and then back
again after tea.  I can still remember the thrill at opening time of racing to be the first one to
break the water.  And what a disaster if you turned up to find the pool empty for cleaning;
your whole world fell apart.

Each year, the annual swimming carnival would be held, with corked ropes to mark the
lanes.  The tiered seating along the railway fence that was covered with honeysuckle would
be packed with spectators.  There were three novelty events I can remember.  The Greasy
Pole was where a long pole would protrude out over the water and upon which two contest-
ants sat trying to belt each other off with pillows.  Another was where a duck, with its wings
clipped, would be set loose on the pool and all swimmers would dive in and try to catch it;
the winner got to keep the duck - not a sign for the RSPA.  The Penny Drop was another,
where a fair number of pennies would be cast over the water to sink to the bottom.  By
today’s standard they would be easy to see, but not in the old ‘frog pond’.  This water was
brown, and I mean dark brown.  Underwater you could not see your hand in front of your
face, so it was all a matter of taking a deep breath, duck-diving, and feeling your way along
the bottom - and never, never drinking the water.  Common belief was that the contents of
the pond were ninety percent water and ten percent unknown.  Ron Masters, Olympic diver
and Licensee of the Royal Exchange Hotel, used to give diving exhibitions.

As you entered the pool area from the dressing sheds, you had to walk through a foot
of wash about four inches deep, and it was usually dirtier than the pool.  Between the west-
ern end of the pool and the girls’ dressing shed was a large octagonal fountain.  This sup-
plied water into the pool via five underground pipes that entered the shallow end through
the wall.  Now if there were a lot of people in the pool, it was not easily noticed if five small
boys put their little backsides over the pipes, the end result being that the fountain would
bring old Nanna Breen screaming out of the ticket box, waving her walking stick in the air
and threatening expulsion from the pool.

Whilst on the subject of expulsion, I would like to confess to a very innocent indiscre-
tion that lead to me being expelled from the pool.  My mate and I had heard the older boys
skiting about what they had seen through the nail holes in the back of the girls’ dressing
shed.  Out curiosity aroused, we squeezed through the honeysuckle behind the shed to
have a look.  Next thing, Nanna Breen was calling for us to come out - we were caught red-
handed; I reckon that old biddy had eyes in the back of her head.  So, after a solid whack
across the back of the legs with the whacking stick, she informed us we were out for the
rest of the season.  That was the longest summer of my life, the summer of 1950 - I was
nine years old.

About two or three years later, in the early ’50s, a strange phenomenon occurred: Traralgon
was invaded by a hoard of young European male migrants.  I think most of them lodged in
the hostels in Campbell and Davidson Streets.  No real dramas there until they made their
appearance at the old pool.
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Mostly dark complexioned Italians and Greeks, with some lighter skinned, blue-eyed
and blonde-haired Dutch and Germans.  They had two things in common: all seemed to
have the build of Adonis, and that irked the local boys; but the one that really got them off
side and caused a storm were their bathers.  Now remember, this was still a time of staid
conservatism and all Aussie males wore togs that had a little skirt across the front.  But not
these blokes - they had high side cut woolen togs, and wait for it, no skirt; so there was
nothing left to the imagination.  Terribly demoralising for the local boys, but appreciated by
the local girls.

The ‘Flicks’ or ‘Town Hall Talkies’: The old Town Hall in Hotham Street was the place to
be seen on a Saturday afternoon for the matinee.  Presided over by Mr Ted Conchie or Old
Conchie was we called him, who for many years put up with out unruly behaviour - but only
up to a certain point, then the torch would shine in your face and it was “out”.  I can still
picture him arriving at the hall early Saturday afternoon on his bike with trouser clips in
place.  He would then unlock the wrought iron gates to the front entrance and prop his old
Malvern Star up against the wall inside before opening the main doors to the foyer and
ticket box.

Once inside, all my mayhem broke loose until the National Anthem was played.  We
would all come to our feet and stand in silence.  Then Movie Tone World News would be
endured until the main show started.  I remember stocking up with lollies before the flicks
from the two old Misses Rogers’ shop, where Medicare is now.  A dark little shop with a bell
on the door would bring one of the sisters shuffling up the long dark hallway from the resi-
dence behind.  From memory there was a small dining room on the left-hand side that
nobody ever used.  Rumour had it that some bloke had died in there of a heart attack, and
that was enough to keep us out.

One of the evening entertainments held in the Town Hall was community singing.  The
hall would be packed as, all in full voice, we followed the bounding ball up on the screen.  I
don’t think you would fill a phone box nowadays if you ran a similar function.  As we entered
the early 1950s the old Town Hall Picture’s days were numbered - but not without a fight.
Lawrence Bros had commenced building a new, beaut, state-of-the-art theatre, to be called
The Valley Theatre - where the Premier Room in Grey Street stands today.  Building started
in 1948 but was stonewalled at every turn by council whose interest lay in the Town Hall.
One reason given was that it was not an essential requirement due to the acute shortage of
building materials, post war, that were needed for housing.  So building ceased for fifteen
months with only the steel frame, which had been imported from England, erected.  I can
remember tall grass growing over the site and the effigy of a man hung from the roof.  I am
led to believe it was meant to be the Shire Engineer of the day, Mr Hugh Osborne.  Finally,
after appeals to whoever, building resumed on the proviso that the majority of the materials
were to be obtained elsewhere.  SubConsequently, the rolled roof sheeting came from
Japan, the cement, nails, and other items from Sweden, England and so on.  The only local
component was the timber flooring.  This all had the affect of blowing the original budget of
£75,000 out to nearly double - £140,000.

But finally all was completed and the grand opening date was 19th December 1951.  Boy-
oh-boy was it a swank theatre.  Fully carpeted (red from memory) with lounge upstairs and
stalls below.  Outside the entrance to the lounge stairway was a large foyer with velvet-
covered box divans, for the ladies to sit upon and make small talk whilst the men stood and
smoked and indulged in more serious conversation.  And through the ambience of all this
was softly piped background music.
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Directly inside the front doors was the ticket box, and behind this, to the right, was the
confectionary stall.  Upon entering the theatre - which had a sloping floor, a curved acoustic
tiled ceiling with heavy drapes on the walls, and a curtained screen - a beautifully uniformed
usherette would show you to your seats.  The original usherettes on the opening night were
Dorothy and Margery Marjorie Lawrence, Dawn Colley, Bev Woolfe, Lois Flower, and Pat
Breen, with Enid Lethbord in the confectionary booth.  Ernie Pollard was the projectionist.
The opening night’s film was Trio by Somerset Maughanm.  All this was presided over by
Mr Jim Lawrence, who moved around through the patrons smiling, nodding, and chatting to
the more notables.  I thought he was a real gentleman.    The profits from the opening night
were donated to the building fund for the new Traralgon Hospital, and the local council
didn’t see fit to provide a concrete footpath to the front of the theatre.  Consequently the
gravel out front ended up all inside on the lovely red carpet.

On a big night the queue would stretch from the box office, down Grey past Sweeney’s
Delta Milk Bar, nearly to Church Street.  And every Saturday night, until I was about sixteen,
I would take Mum to the pictures and we would religiously sit in seats C20-C21 in the stalls.
New Year’s Eve was always a big night with everyone turning out for the Footing Frolics
held in Franklin Street, with a stage set in the middle of the Seymour Street intersection.
Scottish dancers, the Town Band and feature singers would perform and there would be
stalls and spinning wheels along Franklin Street.  Dad won my first teddy bear there - he is
now sixty years old.

Bonfire night in Key’s Paddock: where Vic Roads is now, was a huge local event.  For
weeks in advance we dragged rubbish to “The Bonny”.  I remember one year the larrikins
of the day lit it three nights early - then there was a real panic to build another one in time.

The annual Soap Box Derby down Henry Street hill was always fraught with danger.  If
you couldn’t negotiate the Breed Street intersection you ended up in a big drain opposite.
Pram and pusher wheels were eagerly sought after, and you were guaranteed winner if you
had ball bearing wheels.

Police Boys’ Gymnastic Club commenced for me in 1953 in the Old Town Hall.  Con-
stable George Bryden was the initiator of this and it was a fantastic facility for us kids.
Supported by Mr Col Munro and Mr Alec Horsborough, they taught us tumbling, vaulting,
boxing and wrestling, and you did as you were told George Bryden - no messing about.

Traralgon Junior Footy League commenced in 1954 and we all know what a success
story that has been.  I was one of the original players and it was started by some dedicated
dads.  Some that I can recall are Constable George Bryden, Mr Harry Blanche, Mr Frank
Brand, Mr Dave Dorwood, Skip Tilbury, and Miss Glad Dunstan as Secretary.  Initially there
were Traralgon Juniors, Police Boys, Scouts, Cumberland Park and maybe Glengarry.  I
played with the juniors and our coach was Mr Roy Keast.  We used to train at Catterick
Crescent Oval, and because it was always dark when training finished, Roy would load up
the back of his truck with us and our bikes, and drive all over town dropping us off.  What a
great thing for him to do, but at the time you didn’t really appreciate it.

Then there was Cubs - Hail Akala, Grey Wolf, we will Dib Dib Dib and Dob Dob Dob.  This
was held in an old shed next to where the scout hall is in Newman Park.  We had two
Akalas: Mrs Johnson, she was really nice; and Mrs Tilbury, who used to get pretty angry
with me because I couldn’t remember how to tie different knots - Bowline, Sheepshank,
Slipknot, Reef Knot, and my specialty, the Granny Knot.  Needless to say scouts were
never an option for me.
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In the late ’40s, Sunday was a day that was so quiet you could hear a pin drop.
Traralgon, like every other country town, was dead still and silent other than the peeling of
church bells in the morning - no shops, no organised sport or entertainment; so what did we
do?  Well, if you were lucky you had a car - and we did.  Dad had purchased a Singer (and
that’s not a sewing machine) off Mr and Mrs Arch Graham who were just married and in
dire need of money.  Arch advertised the car and Dad arranged to buy it.  But Arch didn’t
really want to sell his pride and joy, so he told Aileen that when my Dad, Tom, came to the
door to tell him he wasn’t home - what do you think Aileen did?  So it was all aboard for Le
Roy or Cowaarr Swing Bridge, with brown paper wrapped around our tummies.  This was
meant to stop carsickness and I supposed that if it didn’t work it could be used to mop up
the mess.  Failing that, sometimes my sisters would take me for a walk, usually along the
railway line, trying to see who could go the furthest without overbalancing.  We would pick
jonquils and snowdrops.  The place I feared the most was the railway cutting for the Maffra
Line, east of Traralgon.  There were always skulls and bones scattered around, probably
from foxes but that wasn’t what I was told.  My second sister, Hazel, delighted in scaring the
daylights out of me with stories of monsters and Hobyahs.

Adolescence arrived and I began my secondary schooling at Yallourn Tech in 1951.  It was
an all-boys school and we were starved of contact with girls.  Fortunately for me, the
Traralgon High commenced High School Social Dances in 1952 in the old Mechanics
Institute, and I somehow managed to wriggle in.  Looking back, although I didn’t realise it at
the time, learning to dance properly was just the best acquisition that, socially, a young
bloke could have.  So a great deal of thanks must go to the people who taught us to dance:
Brian Will, a teacher at the High; Mr and Mrs Wally Whittle - she was a big woman with a
more than ample bosom to which you were crushed as you spun around with feet barely
touching the floor; Mr and Mrs Col Munro; and Mr and Mrs Harry Blanche, a fantastic
couple who later became my lifelong friends.  At the time I wasn’t really fond of Harry, the
reason being the girls would all sit along one side of the hall and us boys on the other.
When the dance was announced, we guys had to cross the floor (with hearts pounding) and
ask the young lady who had caught our eye if she would care to dance.  If she said “No
thanks”, you just died on the spot.  But should you decide it wasn’t worth the risk, the
enforcer, Mr Blanche, would walk down the line, grab you by the ear and march you to the
centre of the floor.  It was a no-win situation but in later years, boy was I glad we were made
to learn to dance.  Music was supplied by Bob Jillard on drums; Mrs Marj Hornsy on piano;
with Mr Harry Blanche as MC.  Mr and Mrs Bert Beasly sometimes gave demonstrations -
they were excellent ballroom dancers but I used to think his shiny black pumps looked a bit
sissy.  We learnt all the standards of the day - Foxtrot, Palmer Waltz, Barn Dance, Valetta,
Circular Waltz, and the Pride of Erin to name a few; and when Bill Haley arrived on the
scene, we learnt Rock-’n’-roll as well.

About 1955 table tennis was on a roll in Traralgon, some of the star players being
Jean Eddy, Lindsay Elliott, and Bill Hawley.  Bill remained unbeaten for 7 years and com-
peted in thirty-six consecutive country weeks.  With two good mates of mine, Swaggy
Wilson (a real funny little guy) and wee Georgie Elder (the master of rhythm with a great
singing voice), we formed a team with two girls Lois Lyndon and Jean Lang.  We were all
about fifteen.  We entered ‘B Grade’ and called our team The Kookaburras, and went on to
win the final, which was great, but the best part for all of us was what we regularly did after
table tennis.  We would ride our bikes from the showgrounds up to the main street and stop
off for hamburgers at Kirby Phillips’ (where the JC cake shop is now, next to the ABC
Newsagents), and for milkshakes and sundaes at Cec Ratcliff’s Milkbar (next to the old
SEC offices).
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One other place we would gravitate to, at 1 am after the dance, was Con Zindilis’ cafe
next to the Crown Hotel, for a steak and egg supper or a chiko roll.  Golly it was hard to get
up for work on a Friday morning.  I don’t know how many years that dance ran for, but my
sisters before me danced to Bunny Hunter’s Band there, and people came on buses from
as far as Yallourn North and Hernes Oak.  By my reckoning it must have been nearly fifteen
years.  I wonder how many courtships and marriages were the end results of those dances.
I know my own marriage was a result of the dance at Morwell, where I was bowled over by
a gorgeous-looking little chick with long dark hair piled high on her head in a beehive
fashion.  The problem was I thought was way out of my class, and I lacked the confidence
to approach her.  Finally plucking-up enough courage, I asked her for a dance, which was
the modern waltz.  Now this particular dance was when the lights were always dimmed and
us romantics did our stuff and worked our magic and would ask, with a husky tone in our
voice, “How are you going home tonight?”.  Well, the answer I got was. “Sorry, I’ve already
been asked”.  What I didn’t know until later was that really she was kicking the cat because
she’d had me in her sights for some time.  Ah, the mating game, and the rest is history.

Finally there was one last  mountain to climb Bill McMahon made mention of it when
he was guest speaker.  It was the long passageway he wasn’t supposed to look down
because it was a place where bad people gathered.  Funnily, my mother told me the same
thing - all the more reason to try and get in.  Paddy Bourkes Billiard and Pool Room was
next to Mitchell’s Grocery Store, where the Franklin Street Bakery is now.  Eighteen years
of age was the minimum to gain entry into the den of iniquity.  And try as we might, Paddy
was always onto us, even though we tried to look mature with unlit cigarettes hanging from
our mouths.  Well, we eventually made the grade and there were no bad people gathered
there.  Paddy Bourke was a real gentleman and ran a tight ship.  We would meet there
every Thursday night to listen to the footy team selections on 3TR at nine o’clock.  If you
made the Firsts you had a little extra spring in your step as you headed for the dance at the
old Town Hall.

So that brings me to the end of my ramblings.  I hope I have been able to convey a
fairly accurate description of people, places, and events that were all a part of my formative
years.

 There were bad times and sad times, but this is what life is all about and the good
times, for me, far outweigh the others, and I was just plain lucky to have grown in this won-
derful town of ours - Traralgon.

Thank-you all for your patience and attention; it has been my pleasure.
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Monthly Meeting Reports (cont)

November 2004

Marsh & Co Pty Ltd

Speaker: Joanne O’Brien (compiled by Alison Robertson and Reg Marsh)

George Marsh was Alison Robertson’s grandfather, and Joanne O’Brien’s great grandfather.
He came to Traralgon in 1896, and in the early 1900s bought a butchery business on the site of
the current hot bread shop in Franklin Street.  Later he purchased a butcher’s shop from Mr John
Grubb at 50 Franklin Street, next to the ANZ bank, and this business still trades, now under the
management of Jack Adams who first leased it in the mid 1970s.

George married Eliza Marks in Mount Gambier and together they moved to the Wimmera
region of Victoria.  They lived in an area called Glenlee before moving to Drouin, and finally on
to Traralgon when their son, Roy, was six years old.  In Traralgon George bought a property of
two-to-three acres that was bounded by the Princes Highway, Loch Park Road, and what is now
Lafayette Street.  Here they built a family home and kept house cows and a few horses.  They
named their house ‘Glenlee’ after the region in which they’d previously lived.  At the back of the
old house was an underground cellar that was used to keep the butter, milk, and cream.  Alison
remembers that when it rained the cellar would fill with water.  Bill McMahon’s house is built on
approximately the same site as was the old house.  Roy also built a house in a similar area, on the
corner of Henry Street and Loch Park Road, and that house is still there today.  From the outside
it is very much the same as how Joanne remembers it, but with a more extensive garden.

George died in 1917 and it was then that Roy took over the running of the business.  At the
time one of his sisters, Victoria, worked in the office as the bookkeeper while his two brothers,
Arthur and Fred, worked in the shop.  In the early 1930s Roy’s eldest son, Reg, left school to join
the business as a butcher.  Every weekend Roy would ride a horse to round up the stock and yard
them, ready for slaughter on Monday.  He did this until he was well over seventy years of age.
After Roy’s retirement, Reg took over the management until the business was sold.

In 1896 the first abattoirs were leased.  These were located on the corner of the Old Mel-
bourne Road and Grubb Avenue.  Here the stock was slaughtered and transported by horse and
cart to the shop in Franklin Street.  In 1935 Roy purchased land east of Traralgon and built a new
abattoir.  As well as the slaughterhouse, there were pig pens and a large shed for hanging sheep-
skins.  Cattle hides were salted and dried, and together with the sheepskins were sold to a com-
pany called ‘Younghusbands of Melbourne’.  The land now forms part of the industrial area on
the Sale side of Traralgon.

In pre-war days, meat was delivered by horse and cart to the outlying areas of Tyers, Glen-
garry, Traralgon South, and Flynn, as well as to customers around the town.  Stock was pur-
chased from the local farmers and at the local sale yards.  There were sale yards where the City
Offices are now located, as well as in Breed Street around where the fire station is now located.
Stock was also bought at Newmarket in Flemington.  Roy would catch the afternoon train to
Melbourne, carrying a little overnight bag, and return home on the train the next evening.  In later
years, as it was more readily available, stock was bought in areas around Gippsland.

When WWII broke out Reg, Fred, and Frank Sortori joined the armed forces.  Reg joined
the 39th Battalion and took part in what is now the famous Kokoda Track battles.  After the war,
all three returned home and continued working in the butcher’s shop.
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Monthly Meeting Reports (cont)
As manager, Reg would buy the stock, check and yard them, as well as work in the

shop.  He went to Sale every second Tuesday to buy stock – in the morning it was the
sheep market and in the afternoon, cattle.  An interesting relationship existed between
Marsh & Co and their opposition across the road, Stoddart’s Butchery.  Each one ran an
account for the other, and any time that either business ran out of a certain cut of meat, the
opposition would supply it – no money ever changed hands, just the meat.  Reg was once
prosecuted for having too much meat in his sausages.  In the early 1960s, Reg introduced
pre-packaged meat to Traralgon when Mr Kevin Lythgo, who was opening a new grocery
store in the town, wanted to expand his product range.  A good working relationship was
had with many businesses in Traralgon.  The shop in Franklin Street would have to be one
of the oldest premises in Traralgon still operating as the same business as it was when the
building was first built.

December 2004
Mapping the Walhalla Belt
Speaker: Rudi Paoletti

Rudi is the publisher of ‘Adventurer Maps’ and, more recently, has also been publish-
ing (or re-publishing) a lot of historical books.  ‘Adventurer Maps’ are unique in as much as
they’re up-to-date, field surveyed and to scale, GPS friendly, and extensively researched.
The symbols Rudi uses on his maps are International and Australian Standard symbols;
however sometimes he’s required to create his own symbols and when he does, he makes
them as simple and easy to read as possible so that referral to a legend is not always
necessary.

The area that Rudi has mapped out is from Walhalla to Jamieson – the whole Walhalla belt.
He’s created twenty maps of that area, as well as one of the grand historic area.  The scale of the
belt maps is 1:20,000, and the reason for this scale is that he includes a lot of detail on the maps
while keeping them easy to read.  Every track is shown on the maps, including walking tracks
and those overgrown; and he uses special colour-codes to show grades of different tracks – easy,
medium, and hard.  All rivers and creeks are shown as well as named, and in creating his maps
he refers to first surveyed maps from the 1860s.  He puts original names of rivers and creeks in
brackets, as well as those of spurs and mountains.  Each map has a brief history of the area and
they all include mines and their names.

Thousands and thousands of people once lived in the area that Rudi has mapped, although
now there is virtually no-one (except for Woods Point).  In his maps he has included the ghost
towns and the dates that they commenced and ceased.  He has included old hotel sites, old cem-
eteries, and lone gravesites.  Rudi has found many of the ghost town and hotel sites have been
lost over the last 100 years, and he has re-discovered them through research, sometimes acciden-
tally.  Since his mapping of the area, a couple of lone gravesites have been unintentionally de-
stroyed by dozers.  Rudi was recently involved in a project with Heritage Victoria to map lone
gravesites in order to prevent them from being destroyed.  Now, any planned earthworks or
logging in the area needs to first be registered with and approved by Heritage Victoria.

His latest map is one of Walhalla.  It’s quite a large map with photos, contours, colour-
coded 4WD and walking tracks, things to do in the area such as fishing, and a blown-up map of
the town in great detail.  More recently Rudi has been re-publishing a lot of historical books.
This began with a book called “Recollections of Early Gippsland Goldfields” by Richard Mackay
that was first published in Traralgon in 1916, which started the re-publishing ball rolling.
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One Hundred Years Ago

By Dawn Hustler

Extracts from the Gippsland Farmers Journal

January, 1905

~ The question of purchasing a road-making machine for the Traralgon Shire will, doubtless, be
decided at the next meeting of the council.

~ Cr Bodycomb is championing a new route over the hills by a deviation at Tassy’s Hill.

~ Arrangements are being made for a poll of ratepayers re the proposed water supply scheme in
Traralgon.

~ Bushfires in the heath country between Flynn’s Creek and Gormandale.

~ Milk supply is falling off everywhere.  The Journal predicts an early burst up of the drought,
and good rains after – sooner or later!  The wish may be father to the prediction.

~ Glengarry – the half yearly meeting of the butter factory company will be held on Monday
next.  The directors paid 8d per pound to suppliers for the last month.

~ During the spell of hot weather scores of men and boys have been in the habit of bathing in
Traralgon Creek, near the town.  On Saturday complaints were made to the police of the obscene
language and indecent behaviour of some of the bathers and non bathers.  Only a small section is
responsible for the complaint, and it is a pity that the respectable did not themselves take
summary action against the offenders by dipping them into the creek head foremost.

February, 1905

~ Letter re Toongabbie Reserve - At the Crown hands sale to be held at Traralgon on the 27th of
this month, some dozen lots in and around the township of Toongabbie are named at prices
ranging from £3 to £5 per acre.  Considerable surprise was expressed when it became known that
the reserve in the township was to be sold, as the water course runs through it.  It may be
interesting to know if our Shire Councillors and Parliamentary representative favour the
alienation of this reserve.  It should not be too late yet for the townspeople to make their wishes
known by petition, and ascertain by what representations the department has been induced to
submit the reserve to auction.

~ Rev R Elliott re Swimming Pool – May I suggest that the Shire Council be approached with a
view of selecting some spot that is sheltered, and making it a reserved swimming hole.  This I
think could be done at a very small cost.  Some snagging and a shelter or two would be all that is
necessary.

~ Quite a number of businesses in Traralgon have changed hands within the past few days.  Mr
Marsh, butcher, has disposed of his business to Mr H Redman, formerly of Warragul and
Yarragon.  Mr F A Shiells, grocer, has also sold his business and stock.  Mr Archer, of the Grand
Junction Hotel, has sold his lease of the premises to Mr Ward of Rosedale.  Mr Beeston also has
disposed of his interest in the Traralgon Hotel to Miss Hoare, of Melbourne, who will take
possession about March 10th.
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March, 1905

~ On Monday, March 6th, eleven members of the Traralgon Fire Brigade left the town full of hope
to take part in the annual demonstration of Country Fire Brigades held at Warrnambool.

~ By an almost unanimous vote the ratepayers have declared themselves in favour of the Tyers
water scheme, which now awaits the approval, modification or amendment of the Government
engineer.

~ Mrs J Pate, Baker, Confectioner, Franklin St Traralgon - Desires to state she has engaged the
services of a First Class Baker, and while thanking the Public for past favours, trusts that Old and
New friends will rally round her and keep the Old Established Business going.

News and Notes

Donations Received

Mr Malcolm Lawrence  - photos of steam engines and the Traralgon Railway Station

Jack and Les Davidson  - books, and family and local history research

Alan Wilson (Ringwood)  - twelve months’ funding of the Oldsmobile.

We sincerely thank all our donors.

A Day at Bundilla

By Joy Lancaster

On Sunday, 16th January, several TDHS members made our way to Bundilla – Andy
Ringin’s bushland property at Coalville.  We were welcomed on our arrival by Andy and his son,
Bill, and after a cuppa went for a walk along the path beside the creek.  The water from this creek
was once used to supply Moe’s water.

We then had a picnic lunch, and after this it was time for the ‘nail driving competition’ –
Thelma Mayze won the ladies’ division.  For the next competition we had to step out what we
thought was twenty-two yards and mark our spot.  After we had all marked our spots the correct
length was measured with a chain made of 100 links.

Andy then entertained us with readings of Australian verse.  On a walk around the grounds,
Andy pointed out the old logging track.  Black coal was also mined in the area and was used for
steaming.  At one time Coalville and Walhalla were the two largest towns in Gippsland.

Our thanks to Andy, Kath and Bill for a very pleasant day of fun and fellowship.

One Hundred Years Ago (cont)
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