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Platypus Pioneer Progress
Bart Bulwinkel, speaking on behalf of the

Bulwinkel family, at the opening of the exhibition

at Crawford House Museum
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Charles and Wilhelmina Bulwinkel

IN EARLY SEPTEMBER 2012, 

many of Charles Bulwinkel’s living 

descendants were privileged to be 

invited by the Alstonville Plateau 

Historical Society to attend the 

opening of the Platypus Rug 

Exhibition, mounted by the society 

in collaboration with the Powerhouse 

Museum, Sydney. Coupled with 

the publication of an article by 

Brian Worthington about my great-

grandfather, in the July/August issue 

of Th e Pioneer, it was an occasion not 

to be missed!

From the late 1950s I had been 

exposed to Carsten’s story as my 

mother Megan gradually pieced his 

life together. Indeed, it is hard for 

me to call him Charles, because for 

some reason he was always known 

as Carsten, if only to distinguish 

him from my uncle Charles, his fi rst 

grandson to bear the Bulwinkel 

name. Family history research was 

more diffi  cult in those days because 

of the need to conduct most of it by 

letter, often with agencies that were 

less than accommodating to those 

they viewed as ‘amateur’ researchers. 

In person access to research materials 

was restricted to ‘serious’ researchers. 

Nevertheless, despite these obstacles, 

Charles’ remarkable story began to 

emerge, and my mother was not one 

to give up the chase.

One advantage, as far as Charles 

was concerned, was the availability of 

people who knew him, in particular 

my great-aunt, Greta Denison. She 

of platypus rug fame. Greta lived at 

East Ballina with her husband, Fred 

‘Pop’ Denison, and visits to their Pine 

Avenue home inevitably turned into 

research interviews ‘plus’. I have a 

vague memory of the rug spread out 

on a bed and being able to stroke it, 

gently.

Other relations, particularly my 

mother’s cousins in the Cawley and 

Brown families provided further links 

to Charles, but I was puzzled as to 

why they were so much older than my 

mother. All my cousins were ‘about my 

age’, why weren’t hers likewise? Even 

though I had been involved in drafting 

family trees and studying the records 

the reason for the age range didn’t 

dawn on me until much later.

Which brings me to Wilhelmina 

Bulwinkel (née Laufer). Born in 

Morpeth in 1856, she married Charles 

at Grafton in 1874 and together they 

had eleven children over a period of 

twenty-fi ve years. No wonder those 

cousins were so much older! While the 

platypus rug exhibition drew attention 

to Charles, it also gave an insight into 

the family’s life and times, and further 

research suggests that Wilhelmina 

was remarkable person in her own 

right.

Quite apart from producing and 

raising eleven children, she was a 

consummate hostess according to 

contemporary press reports. I suspect 

that she had help, and later the older 

daughters would have been pressed 

into action. Th e eldest, Elizabeth 

Ann (Brown), was twenty-three when 

my grandfather Rhymald was born 

1897, and Agnes Minna (Cawley), 

the third daughter, married in the 

same year, aged nineteen. Wilhelmina 

Bulwinkel died in 1926, and one press 

report noted that she was ‘a very old 

and respected resident of Alstonville 

… [who] had been a resident of this 

district for over thirty years, and 

during that time had endeared herself 

to all with whom she came in contact.’ 

Her ‘funeral was one of the longest 

yet seen in Alstonville, over forty cars 

following the hearse to the graveside.’

Which brings me to headstones! To 

supplement the intermittent supply of 

birth, death and marriage certifi cates 

my mother decided to track down 

and photograph family gravestones. 

I suspect that this was well before 

such an activity became ‘popular’. It 

led us to all sorts of places, wherever 

a Bulwinkel or Ainsworth ancestor 

could be found, and my father became Alstonville Public School display at the Alstonville Show

Maggie Bulwinkel and Bruce Brown 

with Bart Bulwinkel at the display 
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... a Reflection
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the patient photographer and I the 

sleuth. From Ballina to Maclean to 

Alstonville, no stone was left unturned 

(pun intended). I will always remember 

the thrill of discovering the graves 

of Ludwig and Elizabeth Laufer in 

Maclean cemetery. It enabled my 

mother to pinpoint their dates of death 

and birth, and led to certifi cates for 

both, and further information about 

Wilhelmina’s family.

Th ere were more than gravestones 

in our sights. We travelled to 

Harwood to inspect ‘Grandfather’s 

sugar mill’, and were treated royally 

by the manager. Cane trains, barges 

and sugar boats were all part of the 

experience. Although we lived in 

Brisbane, the northern rivers district 

of New South Wales was where we 

spent many happy and interesting days, 

researching the family and district 

histories, and meeting fascinating 

characters. Most of the highways and 

byways, towns and localities, between 

Lennox Head and Lismore in the 

north, and Grafton and Yamba in the 

south, became as familiar as the backs 

of our hands. ‘Th e dirt’s good enough 

to eat,’ my mother would say, and I 

knew it to be true, because she and her 

brother Bart used to do just that, as 

children growing up at ‘Myholme’.

It’s salutary to look back at our 

travels and compare them with those 

of our forebears. Today we can drive 

from Maclean to Alstonville in about 

an hour, crossing the two rivers with 

ease. I imagine that when Charles 

and Wilhelmina undertook the same 

journey it was a day’s expedition, in 

less comfort, but perhaps it was more 

interesting.

It reminds me of a story my 

mother used to tell me about driving 

back to Alstonville from Skennars 

Head, after weekends at the seaside. 

It would have been in the late 1920s 

or early 1930s. It was late at night and 

the family was happily and probably 
Tucki the Platypus welcomes visitors to 

Crawford House Museum

wearily ensconced in the car with the 

side curtains down. As they neared 

Alstonville, they would have to ‘drive 

through Frog Hollow’ and it was 

‘the scariest place imaginable’. Years 

later as we drove into Alstonville 

from Ballina, me for the fi rst time, 

we came to ‘Frog Hollow’ and it was 

duly announced. ‘Th at’s not a hollow 

and it’s not scary,’ I said, unthinkingly. 

‘Well, it was both things to me!’ Mum 

said. She eventually forgave me, but 

never forgot.

So next time you drive down the 

Ballina Road in Alstonville and cross 

the bridge near Parkland Avenue, 

think back to the days of ‘Frog Hollow’ 

and before. I do, and it causes me to 

marvel at the resourcefulness and 

determination of my forebears—and 

to be more thoughtful!

SIMON McMILLAN

A collection of photos of the Bulwinkel 

homes (above) and ‘Export Quality’ 

canned platypus (left)
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New Pool Complex Opened, 1975

‘Tintenbar Shire Council is always 

prepared to help people who are 

prepared to help thentselves.’ Th ese 

were the words of former Shire 

Council President, Mr Sam Brown, 

in off icially opening Alstonville’s 

new 50-metre, seven-lane Olympic 

swimming pool and adjoining 

learners’ pool on Saturday.

Mr Brown, during his address, 

praised all people associated with 

the construction of the pool and the 

raising of the money to fi nance the 

complex. He praised the eff orts ‘often 

voluntary’ of the Council’s Engineer
;
 

Mr Peter Th orpe and assistant 

engineer, Mr Geoff  Watts, as well as 

indoor and outdoor staff .

Th e Alstonville Sports Association 

fi rst pushed for an Olympic pool two 

and a half years ago and a public 

meeting requested the Council 

to investigate the possibility of 

constructing one. Th e rest is now 

history, however Mr Brown did point 

out that Council had some early 

problems obtaining suitable land for 

the pool site. Th e Council ultimately 

purchased 66 acres of land from the 

Crawford family of Alstonville for the 

project. Containing dressing room 

and toilet facilities the pool complex 

is located in the centre of the rapidly 

growing town.

Continuing his address to the 

large crowd, Mr Brown also paid 

glowing tributes to the fundraising 

eff orts of the community and local 

organisations and service clubs, which 

together raised almost $15,000.

‘When the idea was suggested to 

Council, it was on the understanding 

that the community raise $15,000 

and carry out some voluntary work on 

the learners’ pool. We are just short 

of that fi gure at the moment and so 

you can see it has been a wonderful 

eff ort by everyone concerned,’ Mr 

Brown said. The beautiful pool and 

its surroundings is indeed a far cry 

from the ‘swimming hole’ which was 

used by local children [still to be seen 

in Bulwinkel Park].

The pool, built at a cost of 

$161,000 is now Alstonville’s 

proudest possession and one which 

is sure to serve many thousands 

of people as the one-time village 

continues to boom.

MARGUERITE FULLER
Excerpt from

Th e Summerland and New Pictorial, 
Wednesday 26 November 1975

Th e new Olympic pool, late 1975

Preventative 
Conservation Workshop 

at Crawford House
7 September was a big day for the 

Society as it was the fi rst open day 

of our PPP Exhibition and the day 

when we hosted the Far North Coast 

Museums Australia Chapter Meeting! 

Kay Sonderlund led a most interesting 

workshop on Preventive Conservation 

and Disaster Planning, but I was 

worried that we might demonstrate 

how a disaster could occur with all the 

activity at Crawford House.

Kay provided lots of notes but 

had a very sensible approach to these 

topics. For example when talking 

about storage and display of objects 

she said simply:

• Support fragile documents when 

handling

• Never use sticky tape

• Do not use metal fasteners or 

elastic bands

• Clean hands before handling

• Only use pencils around objects

• Do not eat or drink around 

objects

• Support objects well

When talking about disaster 

planning she pointed out that a 

disaster doesn’t have to be large scale. 

Small leaks, pest infections, or even 

dropping a box that is too heavy for 

one person to carry can be a disaster.

Th e day was supported by Museums 

and Galleries NSW and it was pleasing 

to meet Tamara Lavrencic and Phoebe 

Arthur from this organisation. Tamara, 

Phoebe and Kay made time to visit our 

exhibition and we hope they took back 

good impressions to Sydney.

JANE GARDINER

Marea Buist (from the Port of Yamba 

Museum), Kay behind, Tamara behind, 

Phoebe in front.
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Our New APHS Website

IT APPEARS THAT someone is 

visiting the new APHS website as the 

site records that we have had over 250 

hits. However, some members of the 

Executive Committee have asked how 

do we make that hit?

Well, with computers there are 

always several ways to do things 

but the easiest is to type into your 

browser’s address box our url which 

is www.aphsmuseum.org.au (Uniform 

Resource Locator for those not up 

on the technological jargon). You 

could also search for Crawford House 

Museum and arrive at the same site.

First hit should be the home page 

of our website, which is shown in the 

this picture, but various things can 

aff ect that. Th e role of the home page 

is to give some information about our 

organisation and the museum and 

encourage website visitors to look 

further. 

See on the picture that down 

the left hand side of the page are six 

headings, including the home page. 

For cost reasons the site is limited 

to six pages, but we can put more 

information on some of those. 

For further information simply 

click on each of those headings 

to fi nd out about our Publications, 

Exhibitions, Research etc. 

If you click on Membership and 

Volunteering you can even download 

one of our past Pioneer magazines, 

as well as a membership form for all 

those people you are going to bring in.

If you think we have left something 

very important off  the site please tell a 

member of the Executive Committee. 

MEREDITH GARDINER
(Website Facilitator) 

TABULAM IS A quaint village of 

150 people located in a rather beautiful 

setting on the Bruxner Highway 

between Tenterfi eld (73 km) and 

Casino (58 km). 830 km north-east of 

Sydney, it is situated on the Clarence 

River.

Once occupied by the Bundjalung 

people, the fi rst European land grant 

was made out in 1840 to a man named 

 Tabulum

Stapleton. His selection occupied both 

sides of the Upper Clarence River on 

the track from Tenterfi eld. Before 

Stapleton arrived with his stock, Peter 

Pagan and William Evans had settled 

here with sheep they had brought with 

them from the Hunter Valley. Pagan 

was killed by Aborigines in 1841.

Evans held the property until 1848 

when Tabulam West went to Captain 

John Pike of the 73rd Regiment of 
Foot which arrived with Lachlan 
Macquarie in 1809. Tabulam East 
went to Captain Chauvel who hired a 
German settler to establish vineyards 
on his property as early as 1849. Pike 
sold out to Chauvel in 1854.

Th e village of Tabulam began by 
the river crossing on Chauvel’s land. 
A postal service from Grafton was 
established in 1848. A courthouse and 
post offi  ce opened in 1849. Th e river 
crossing remained a problem with 
many sheep-droving teams stranded 
when the river fl ooded. A bridge was 
fi nally built in 1901 though a punt had 
aided matters in 1863.

Tabulam Bridge
At Tabulam the Bruxner Highway 
crosses the Clarence River by means 
of a timber truss bridge built 1899–
1903. It is reputedly the longest single-
span wooden bridge in the Southern 
Hemisphere. Th e Clarence River is 
ideal for canoeing and rafting and it 
is possible to hire your chosen craft in 

the village. 
Reference: Internet sites/Photo: Isabel Leach
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A NEW ERA of progress dates from 

about 1880. Th e birth of butter-making 

on the Northern Rivers was practically 

concurrent with a reduction of sugar 

duties. Cane growers, fearing that the 

reduction of the tax on imported sugar 

would ultimately leave them without a 

market, turned their attention to other 

means of employing their land.

In the early days of settlement, 

before dairying was commenced in 

a commercial way the main north 

coast crop was maize, and at fi rst the 

prices were good. Farmers succeeded 

timber getters on the Richmond and 

Tweed Rivers and maize appeared 

to be the most profi table crop. Later 

on, however, increased production 

and large scale imports caused the 

bottom to fall out of the market, so 

many farmers tried other crops such as 

wheat, cotton, barley, potatoes, coff ee, 

bananas, tobacco and sugar cane. But 

maize remained the staple crop and in 

1869 the Clarence district exported no 

less than 762,123 bushels.

Early dairying attempts were only 

partially successful, and the obstacles 

were depressingly severe. Th e scrub 

was cut down and burned, but prolifi c 

crops of jungle weeds, including ink 

weed and wild tobacco, appeared to 

spring up also most from the hot ashes

Th e fi rst cows milked were rather 

scrubby animals from beef cattle 

stations and this type provided the fi rst 

dairy herds of the Richmond-Tweed 

districts. Timber getters, sawyers and 

maize farmers, as well as a few other 

inhabitants, were glad of fresh milk 

and more and more cows were bred 

and brought in. Individual families 

probably made their own butter over 

a century ago, but it was many years 

before any thought was given to 

sending butter away for sale. Indeed, 

as late as the 1880s South Coast butter 

came via Sydney to the North Coast, 

salted in kegs.

In 1845 a sailing vessel arrived 

in Sydney with three kegs of butter 

from farms on the Clarence. In the 

early stages each farmer made his 

own butter even if it was to be sent 

by sea to Sydney, and the cream was 

obtained by placing milk in shallow 

dishes and allowing the cream to rise 

to the surface. It was a tedious process 

and at the mercy of the weather. In hot 

weather cheese was made.

Th e introduction of the separator 

revolutionised the process, but 

machines were costly and if a farmer 

bought one and wished to avoid much 

manual labour he had then to buy a 

steam engine to run it. Accordingly, 

groups of farmers banded together 

in a simple co-operative eff ort. Th ey 

constructed a building, bought a 

separator, butter churn and steam 

plant, and brought their milk daily 

to this depot for conversion to butter, 

which was sent away, well salted, to 

Sydney. Refrigeration was way beyond 

the means of these groups and because 

of the climate the product arrived in 

varying conditions, to be sold at lower 

prices than South Coast butter. If not 

sold within a week it often went bad.

When clearings began to appear, 

rye grass, cocksfoot and couch covered 

a wide area from the Brunswick to 

Byron Bay, and inland towards the 

Richmond. Th ese grasses were not 

satisfactory for better production and 

in addition the English grasses which 

served well enough on the South 

Coast proved unsuitable to the hotter 

northern climate. Th e hot summer 

days dried them up in the red soil, and 

a weary search was made for a grass 

suitable to local conditions.

It was Mr Edwin Seccombe of 

Wollongbar, who discovered paspalum 

largely by accident, and the discovery 

came at a time when many farmers 

were despairing of ever fi nding a grass 

which would be suitable to that type of 

soil and climate, and would suit butter 

production.

Mr Seccombe came to the 

Richmond from Nowra about 1891. 

He was an amateur botanist and when 

he came to Wollongbar he wasted no 

time in learning of the local conditions. 

He realised that English grasses were 

not suitable and carried out careful 

experiments with small quantities 

of seed he had sent to him from all 

parts of the world. Many experiments 

failed but he was watching a Japanese 

clover plant when an intruding plant 

caught his attention. It thrived, had 

lush leaves and a stalk of seed. Th is 

seed he planted in a new plot and it 

spread rapidly. He found that this was 

paspalum from the Melbourne Botanic 

Gardens, but nobody had thought 

of it as pasture grass in northern 

areas. Seccombe watched the milk 

production of some cows he grazed 

on the plot and was satisfi ed that he 

had found the answer to the problem. 

Th e cows gave a plentiful supply of rich 

creamy milk and the grass spread like 

wildfi re. Th is would have been late 

1892 and by the turn of the century 

there were tens of thousands of acres 

under paspalum. Edwin Seccombe 

died in 1915, but his discovery lives on.

After the fi rst butter factory 

was opened in 1889 at Spring Hill 

(Wollongbar) there were similar 

moves in many small areas and by the 

time arrangements were under way to 

create a central co-operative company 

(Norco), following the historic meeting 

at Clunes at the end of 1892, there 

were small factories operating, none 

of which had modern refrigeration 

plant, and, as said earlier, the product 

was often of poor quality. Th e industry 

A New Era of Progress

Spring Hill Butter Factory
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Recognising Alstonville District Citizens

ISABELLA COOKEISABELLA COOKE
ISABELLA COOKE (née King) 

was the fourth child to be born 

to Moses King of County Tyrone, 

Ireland and Janet Russell of Whitburn, 

Linlithgowshire, Scotland.  She was 

born on 27 October 1860 at Jamberoo 

NSW. Isabella had nine siblings.

Her father, Moses King, was born 

in the year 1825 in Ireland in the 

same year Governor Darling came 

to NSW. Th e characteristics which 

mark the Gaels of Caledonia are 

prominent in the people of Ulster. 

Th e habits of thrift, and the power 

of accumulation, by which Scotsmen 

can succeed in almost any place in 

which they are thrown, can be found 

also among Ulster men. It seems that 

Isabella inherited her father’s gene for 

thriftiness, because she was noted for 

her desire to make something from 

nothing so that nothing is wasted, not 

from frugally but from thriftiness. 

Isabella married Samuel Robert 

Cooke on 27 June 1883 at her father’s 

residence in Jamberoo. Isabella 

designed and made her own wedding 

gown which is now a treasured 

acquisition in the Crawford House 

Museum and the committee is 

delighted to have had the gown 

registered on the National Dress 

Register.

Four years after her marriage she 

travelled to the north coast fi rst of all 

settling in Bexhill, then Corndale 

and fi nally retiring with her husband 

to Alstonville. She gave birth to 

nine children—three sons and six 

daughters—and she fostered many 

other children for various reasons. 

Isabella was an enthusiastic 

gardener as well as a successful 

exhibitor in the needlework and 

cooking sections of local shows. She 

was also a talented quilter and two 

of her quilts are now held by the 

Australian National Gallery and one 

is held in the National Gallery of 

Victoria. Quilts made in Ireland and 

the Isle of Man had no padding so it 

is suggested that Isabella learned this 

type of quilting from her family, and 

that of her husband’s family who came 

from Ireland. Margaret Rolfe, a noted 

quilt historian, states that these quilts 

are rare in Australia.

Isabella was a homemaker and 

delighted in decorating her home with 

crocheted, tatted and yatting items. 

A particularly dainty hostess apron 

is adorned with yatting, even to her 

trademark lace on the apron ties as a 

form of embellishment on one of the 

greatest symbols of domestic life, the 

apron.

Isabella had her fi rst fl ight in a 

plane in 1938 when aged eighty. She 

fl ew to Melbourne and Th e Northern 

Star reported that she was thrilled with 

the trip to Sydney and wasted no time 

boarding the Melbourne plane: ‘I’m 

going to have some more fl ights.’

She died on 17 May 1942 in 

Alstonville. She was buried in 

Alstonville Cemetery near her 

husband, Samuel Robert, who had 

passed away on 10 April 1924.1

IAN KIRKLAND
(from information supplied by Ina le Bas)

Isabella Cooke

was neither profi table nor promising 

and the pioneers showed remarkable 

tenacity. It was this position that 

induced the farmers to discuss the 

idea of a large, modern, central butter 

factory, complete with the latest in 

refrigeration, to take the place of the 

small units, each of which had about 

30 suppliers.

In November 1894, a contract 

was let for the construction of 

the factory for Norco which was 

completed the following June. Th e 

co-operative was founded during the 

worst fi nancial crisis in the country’s 

history—the depression of the 1930s 

notwithstanding. It was little wonder 

that it was hard to raise the money 

to fl oat the company in 1893—the 

year that the banks crashed, ruining 

thousands; nor were fi nancial troubles 

over when the factory was opened. 

Th e machinery had to be paid for. 

At one stage it had looked as if the 

factory would not be built, as the bank 

would not advance the money, but 

Mr George Reading, later managing 

director for many years, used his own 

credit to ensure the necessary fi nance.

Th e fi rst individual supplier to 

the new factory at Byron Bay on the 

day it received the fi rst cream, 5 June 

1895, was Mr. Th omas Armstrong of 

Coopers Shoot. He brought his cream 

in a cart. He had arrived in Ballina by 

the SS Lismore in September, 1882, 

and found a rugged land. He came 

from Kangaloon, near Bowral, with 

empty pockets, to seek his fortune. He 

had no friends, but he had health and 

the grit and determination to succeed.

For a time he worked at cane 

planting near Ballina, then, in 1886, 

he acquired a 472-acre selection at 

Coopers Shoot, near Bangalow. Th ere 

were no neighbours, times bad and 

money scarce, but the scrub was felled 

and burnt, and cows acquired. Th e 

opening of the butter factory at Byron 

Bay found Tom Armstrong the fi rst 

and only individual supporter. For 

over fi fty years he remained an active 

supporter of the co-operative method.

BRIAN WORTHINGTON
Excerpt from ‘North Coast Run’ 

Discovery and Settlement,
Mike Richards, 1980
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Captain Thunderbolt
FRED WARD, better known as 

‘Th underbolt’, was the last of the 

bushrangers in New South Wales. A 

tale is told that Th underbolt held up 

a German brass band which was on 

its way to Tenterfi eld. Th e conductor 

protested that they would be stranded 

without any money but Th underbolt 

said he was sorry he wanted to put the 

money on a ‘dead cert’ at the Tenterfi eld 

races the next day.

He added, however, that if the horse 

won, he would return the money in care of 

the Tenterfi eld Post Offi  ce.Th underbolt’s 

horse won his race, and the money was 

returned to the German band.

On one occasion Th underbolt rode 

up to Tabulam Station on the Clarence 

River. He was picturesquely dressed in 

a cabbage-tree hat, moleskins, and a 

blue shirt. Nearing the homestead he 

dismounted and tied up his magnifi cent 

horse. Th e lady of the household was 

not unduly alarmed at the sight of the 

handsome stranger, who fl ourished his 

hat and asked politely, ‘May I crave 

a glass of water?’ She fetched him the 

water and as he drank, he remarked 

casually, ‘You are alone, I presume?’

‘Yes’ she answered guilelessly. 

Th e gallant stranger then blew a 

whistle and two other men appeared 

from nowhere. Th e lady was wearing a 

beautiful enamelled watch suspended 

around her neck. When Th underbolt 

Local Folk Tales

Th e Death of Th underbolt, a painting by Samuel Calvert

MY FATHER, Charles William ‘Bill’ 

Mason, was born in Staff ordshire, 

England in 1894. In 1912 he came 

to Australia where he worked for two 

or three years around the Northern 

Rivers of New South Wales. When 

World War I broke out, he joined the 

Australian Army and served in the 

Intelligence Section in France. For his 

bravery in the fi eld he was awarded the 

Military Medal in 1919.

Upon his return he farmed at 

Tucki, where I grew up, and was for 

many years secretary of the Wyrallah 

Branch of the Primary Producers’ 

Union.

Around 1930 Dad heard about a 

group of young Englishmen who were 

coming to Australia looking for work. 

He applied for one of them and in due 

course George Crosby turned up. He 

was a young Yorkshire man and had 

his twenty-fi rst birthday in Australia. 

George stayed with us and worked for 

my father on the farm at Tucki, until 

the start of WWII, when he left and 

joined the Australian Army. 

Dad had a carrying business, and 

every Monday he would carry calves 

to the Coraki sale yards. If the dairy 

farmers had any calves for sale, they 

would tie them up on the roadside and 

he would come along, put them in the 

truck and take them to the sale. 

On Tuesdays he would take pigs 

and on Th ursdays he would take calves 

to the saleyards in Lismore. Th e fi rst 

truck I remember him having was an 

International of about 1928 vintage. 

He brought a new and much bigger 

one in 1935. His ideas on tyres would 

make me shudder these days. He 

always said that there was no need to 

replace a tyre until three thickness of 

canvas were visible.

During the war motor tyres were 

very hard to come by and anyone 

needing a tyre had to apply for one 

through their local Justice of the Peace 

(JP). Th is person had to inspect their 

tyres and ascertain as to whether there 

was a genuine need for one and if so, 

the application would be forwarded on, 

but I don’t know where to. My dad was 

demanded it she said that it had 

belonged to her dear mother and was 

the only keepsake she had of her.

‘You can keep it,’ he replied, ‘but lead 

us over the house. We want all the money 

and valuables you have.’

As the owner of the house had 

taken everything of value into Casino 

that morning, the lady did not mind 

showing them over the place, where 

they found nothing to their purpose.

As they passed one of the bedrooms 

she turned to Th underbolt, saying, ‘Will 

you please tell them to walk on tiptoe 

past this door? My sister is ill and must 

not be disturbed.’

Th en followed the strange sight of the 

crinolined lady with three bushrangers 

in her wake all walking on tiptoe.

Dunbible
A HAMLET CALLED Dunbible, on 

the Tweed River in New South Wales, 

received its name in a curious manner, at 

least according to local hearsay.

A good many years ago, before the 

present main road bridge, a preacher 

happened to ride across the creek 

accompanied by an aborigine.

Th e creek was in spate at the time and 

the preacher had a dangerous crossing. 

Halfway across he lost his bible in the 

water. Th e native saw it drop and called 

out: ‘Mister, Done bible!’

BRIAN WORTHINGTON
Excerpt from Folk Tales of Australia, 

Bill Beatty, 1966



APHS PIONEER • November/December 2012, Vol. 12, No. 6 • Page 9

Life at Tucki Tucki

a JP and when anyone came to him 

for a tyre, he always advised then to 

apply for two. He would then inspect 

the tyres and would cut them back one. 

He reckoned they would have a better 

chance of getting one that way.

During World War II when it 

was hard to get tyres, it was common 

practice for the tyre shops to remove 

the beading from old tyres and sell the 

full circle remaining part to customers, 

who could slip them over their tyres to 

save wear and tear. One farmer needed 

a new tyre and couldn’t get one, so he 

got a lot of milking machine rubbers 

and passed a thin rope through a lot 

of them. His car had the old-fashioned 

wooded spokes on the wheels and so 

he was able to tie the rubbers side by 

side crossways over the tyre tread so 

that they covered a bad section of the 

tread. He said that it wasn’t too bad on 

the rough gravel of the country roads, 

but when he got to a bit of bitumen 

around the town it bumped a bit.

During the war there were petrol 

shortages and we had to have a gas 

producer fi tted to the truck. Th is 

operated on charcoal and the engine 

operated on the gas that came from 

burning charcoal. Dad had his fi tted 

on the passenger side just forward of 

the door. Th e gas that came from the 

burning charcoal had to be cleaned, 

and so it passed though a chamber that 

was full of sisal fi bre. Th is had to be 

changed fairly often and Dad used to 

throw the dirty lot out on the ground. 

Th e calves that we had running around 

on the farm used to love chewing this 

fi bre, and used to cause us all a lot of 

amusement because they always had 

great long pieces of fi bre hanging 

from their mouths and they looked as 

though they had long black beards.

Our telephone was often busy at 

night with people ringing up about 

pigs or calves they had for the sales. 

Th e telephone number only had one 

digit—7. In those days the telephone 

had no radio component and all 

messages went along the copper wires, 

and fi fty miles was about the absolute 

limit. My father often had trouble 

hearing the person on the other end 

and he always assumed that they 

would have trouble hearing him, so 

he always shouted back so that we 

could hear him all over the house. We 

always knew when the phone was bad.

I began school at Tucki Tucki, and 

my fi rst teacher was Mr RG Denning. 

Every year we celebrated Arbor Day 

with a big tree planting at the school 

and guess what we planted? Camphor 

Laurels. And, to make sure they 

survived, we buried empty jam tins 

with holes punched in the bottom. 

One beside each tree. Every school 

morning we would go around and fi ll 

the jam tins with water. 

I started school at fi ve and a half, 

and with other children I walked 2½ 

miles to and from school. I remember 

one school inspector one day asking us 

if we survived and was greeted with a 

whole lot of blank faces. No. We didn’t 

think we did. 

After Tucki I went to the Lismore 

High School—on Arthur Ford’s 

Broadwater–Lismore bus service. As 

there were not many cars in those 

days it was always packed to the hilt. 

Mr Ford was licenced to seat thirty 

passengers and he often had one 

hundred standing in the aisles. For 

some years after the war, he used to 

run his bus to Lismore on Saturday 

nights and sometimes he would have 

well over one hundred people on 

boar—some of the more agile ones 

would ride up on top. He would never 

go right into the town with people 

on the top, but always pulled up in 

Conway Street and those up on top 

had to get off .

Th ere was only one high school in 

Lismore, but one morning a week I 

had to attend woodworking classes 

at what was then known as the Rural 

School. At eleven o’clock we had just 

ten minutes to walk over to the high 

school at North Lismore. It was almost 

impossible, and we would be wandering 

into the classroom there during the 

lessons, to the annoyance of teachers. 

As we walked along Keen Street 

on our way over to the high school, 

I remember walking past the air-

raid shelters that were there. Th ese 

consisted of large concrete pipes about 

6-feet diameter and about 20 feet long. 

Th ese were laid over on their sides and 

placed end to end and half buried in 

the central car parking area in the 

middle of Keen Street. Th ere may 

have been others around the town too 

that I didn’t know about.

BILL MASON

WASTE AND RECYCLING SERVICES
SEPTIC TANK PUMPING

6621 7431 • 6687 2559
24 Hours – 7 Days

Lismore High School (now Richmond River High)
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The Reading Room

The Daughters of 
Mars
THOMAS KENEALLY

Perhaps it is the English teacher in 

me re-surfacing, but I have chosen to 

write about a piece of historical fi ction 

for this edition—Th omas Keneally’s 

Th e Daughters of Mars (2012), a lengthy 

but well-researched book about the 

experiences of Australian nurses during 

World War I. Th e book is not available 

from our library but can be found on 

the shelves of the Richmond-Tweed 

Library.

Keneally, of course, is no stranger 

to the genre of historical fi ction with 

Bring Larks and Heroes (1967)—set in 

a British Penal colony and based on a 

passage from Watkin Tench’s Journal, 

Th e Chant of Jimmie Blacksmith, 1972, 

(based on the life of bushranger Jimmy 

Governor) and Schindler’s Ark, the 1982 

Booker prizewinner inspired by the 

eff orts of an actual Holocaust survivor.

Th e Daughters of Mars is not about 

the action or tactics of the front line 

in Turkey or France but about its 

immediate aftermath and the doctors, 

matrons and nurses responsible for 

dealing with the carnage.

Th e main characters are sisters who 

have begun a career in nursing from 

their Macleay Valley dairy farm origins. 

We follow their trip to Egypt and then 

to Gallipoli (close enough to hear the 

bugle call from the beach to signal that 

the wounded were coming) aboard the 

Red Cross Hospital ship, Archimedes. 
Suddenly, nurses who had never seen 

a bullet wound at Royal Prince Alfred 

were dealing with horrendous injuries, 

amputations and the challenging task 

of counselling dying or blinded soldiers.

In an incident that made me wonder 

whether Th omas Keneally had read 

Blanchie—several nurses, while viewing 

the ship’s approach to Lemnos from 

the uppermost deck, see the approach 

of the torpedo that will sink the 

Archimedes. About forty pages of vivid 

description are devoted to this dramatic 

incident and the bravery of the nurses, 

only some of whom manage to board 

life-boats.

In his list of acknowledgements, 

Keneally mentions reading the 

war diaries of Elsie Cook from the 

Australian War Memorial and also 

the three volumes of Butler’s History of 
the Australian Medical Services in World 
War I. Neil Chesworth displayed his 

precious copies of this history during 

our Anzac Week display this year. 

Such research accounts for the great 

detail and immediacy readers are given 

of the work of the nurses throughout 

Th e Daughters of Mars.
One such example will suffi  ce. It 

comes as we are told of the loading 

of a train in Suez for the trip back to 

the Cairo Hospital. Nurses fi rst, then 

wheelchair cases followed by amputees 

on crutches and next ‘a contingent of 

blinded offi  cers’. Th e photographic 

volume of Bean’s History of WWI 
(which you can fi nd on our shelves) 

makes a special eff ort to document the 

return to Australia of recently blinded 

troops. 

But the war is not over for this 

group of nurses who are now sent to 

Northern France to treat new injuries 

like ‘trench foot’, gas attacks and the 

eff ects of aerial bombardments.

Keneally notes: ‘... this was a 

dimension of barbarity that had not 

existed on Gallipoli’.

Here, one of the Kempsey sisters, 

serves in the Australian Voluntary 

Hospital set up by the generosity 

of Lady Tarlton, one of the most 

memorable characters in the novel. 

Lady Tarlton is based on the actual 

Lady Rachel Dudley, wife of a very 

ineff ectual and unloved Australian 

Governor-General from 1908 till 

1911. She, however, left a much more 

positive impression on the minds of 

Australians by trying to establish a 

bush nursing scheme. Th e novel tells of 

her philanthropic work on the Western 

Front in France particularly in trying to 

combat trench foot and infection.

Should all of this seem a bit too 

depressing, I should also stress that 

the novel is something of a love story. 

I certainly can’t reveal how this strand 

fi nishes but would love to discuss it 

with you if you manage to get hold of a 

copy of this engrossing book.

JOHN SIM

A World War I nurse Lady Rachel Dudley
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APHS Committee Report

APHS Diary Dates
NOVEMBER 2012 MEETING
Sunday, 18 November 2012 at 2.00 pm

Community Resource Centre, 

10 Wardell Road, Alstonville

Show and Tell, members to bring an 

item for showing.

VOLUNTEERS’
CHRISTMAS PARTY
Saturday 1 December 2012 at 12 Noon 

at Elizabeth Ann Brown Park.

Daphne Noble telling Leilani Rohweder 
and her friend, Lucy Turner, about the 

platypus in her creek

Bella, daughter of Wildlife Carer, 

Chrissy Clay, doing a platypus jigsaw at 

the exhibition

President's Report
Th is last edition for 2012 provides 

a good opportunity to refl ect upon 

certain aspects of our year that were 

not included in my Annual Report 

tabled at our recent AGM.

I did thank members for the 

many extra hours worked during 

our ‘Platypus Pioneer Progress’ 

exhibition but there is one story I 

feel I must share with you. On 20 

September, Larry Westbrook brought 

two bus-loads of visitors (many with 

wheelchairs and ‘walkers’) from the 

local retirement villages to see the rug 

and have afternoon tea with us. Th at 

very morning I had been contacted by 

a couple of English tourists who had 

accessed the website to fi nd out about 

our museum and exhibition. I invited 

them to join the afternoon group. 

Th is detail was overlooked in briefi ng 

our volunteer helpers, Daphne and 

Dorothy.

As the tour fi nished and we were 

moving to the CRC for afternoon tea, 

I noticed that Dorothy (mistaking our 

overseas visitors for aides) had enlisted 

them to push a wheelchair. Amidst 

much laughter, it was felt that the least 

we could do was off er the young couple 

some afternoon tea—thanks!

While still on the Platypus Rug 

Exhibition, I have a few further thank-

you’s to record:

• to the Powerhouse Museum staff  

who were so helpful during the 

whole operation;

• to the Australian Museum whose 

‘Museum in a Box’ proved so 

valuable for all those school visits;

• to Ballina Council for their 

assistance with security 

arrangements;

• to the Commonwealth Depart-

ment of Heritage whose grant 

assisted greatly in meeting 

transportation costs;

• to Livia for her Platypus Quilt 

raffl  e prize and other sale items;

• to the Wildlife Carers for their 

display;

Livia’s Platypus Quilt Raffl  e Prize

• to local clubs who supported us 

through their group-visits;

• to Vanessa Tallon from Lismore 

Council whose platypus suit 

featured in our publicity;

and fi nally to Jane and Ina for the 

superb lead-up work done in bringing 

the rug to Crawford House. 

Guest Speakers
Can I also thank Jane for the great 

job she did in organising such an 

interesting array of speakers for our 

2012 meetings. For two meetings, we 

had very enjoyable (and profi table) 

launches of APHS publications—

Blanchie and Ballina: Early Years. 
Th anks Ian and Brian! Both books are 

still selling well. 

But at other times, we have been 

entertained by details of families 

acknowledging convict forbears, by 

the extraordinary deeds of Harry 

Freame, DCM, by details of that 

equally extraordinary creature—the 

platypus and, most recently, by Elaine 

and June’s stories of ‘Growing Up in 

Alstonville’. Little wonder that we 

need all our reserve chairs on that 

third Sunday of the month.

I would also like to thank all 

members of our newly-elected 

Executive Committee for saddling up 

again for 2013. Th eir hard work and 

support this year has been greatly 

valued by all members.

Finally, I would like to wish you all 

a happy and healthy Christmas break 

and all the best for the New Year.

JOHN SIM

English visitors, Matt Peacock, Anji 

Marples with Dorothy Crawford and 

Daphne Noble
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We have seen and enjoyed a marvellous era 

of improvement and prosperity in the great 

transition since the fi rst selectors arrived. 

Though we may, in a way, regret that some of 

the grandeur of primeval rainforest has been 

lost through the unavoidable destruction 

brought about by man’s action in his eff ort to

 provide food for the sustenance of his and others’ families, we must 

remember that there are still large areas preserved in the natural state. The 

beauty and wonder of these forests cannot be viewed and appreciated 

by the people of today unless access roads are provided. Their beauty and 

grandeur cannot be seen from outside. The change from 1865 till the present 

time is not a transition from beauty to ugliness but of one type of beauty to 

another.                                                                                          Foreman Crawford, 1982 

Our new publication—Postcards from Alstonville—contains an 

extensive collection of photographs from our archives, along with 

a timeline covering the fi rst one hundred years of Alstonville’s 

development. Th is book makes a great addition to your library or 

a valued Christmas present for your family and friends.

tha

tion:::::: DesDDD igned


